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CHAPTER ONE 
 

 
THREE DAYS BEFORE THE KENTUCKY DERBY:              

Clay Atkinson?ò 

I didnôt recognize the voice.  ñWhoôs call ing?ò 

ñBrian Reasoner.  You did a story on me eleven years ago.ò 

ñEleven years, yeah, the sub hit your ship.ò It came back to me. I also 

remembered he left me hanging on the scent of a Pulitzer. 

ñThatôs right.  It was a good piece.  I never thanked you.ò 

ñI know.  You left me hanging on one about the Congresswoman.  I 

followed some oféò 

ñIôm sorry,ò he interrupted. ñIôl l to make it up to you. Have you ever 

been to the Kentucky Derby?ò 

ñOnce.ò 

ñIf youôl l meet me there, Iôl l drop the whole thing in your lapðrecords, 

tapes, everything.ò 

ñYou mean this Saturday?ò  Eight years of fog lifted and I could see 

him now: ýfty, but looking thirty-ýve, blond hair, a little over six-feet 

and two-hundred pounds.  I could see the strong face, not handsome, just 

strong. 

ñShort noticeðsorry again.  It has to be Saturday.  Can you make 

it?ò  
Brian  Reasoner  is  one  of  the  two  men  besides  me  who  knew 

Congresswoman Klein had buried a bomb in her past.  Sheôd run for the 

ofýce, been elected, and reelected, but neither man had opened his mouth 

to bury her. Either one could have lit the fuse at any time. I didnôt, because 

what I had was hearsay.  It pointed to an explosion, but point is all it did. 

I didnôt have the proof. 

Iôm Clay Atkinson.  I live in a small town in upstate New York and 

I free-lance writing features for Sunday Supplements, for anybody with 
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a checkbook.  Eleven-years ago, I was in the city ýnishing a story about 

a sea-rescue by some merchant seamen, one seaman in particular, the 

Second-Mate, Brian Reasoner.  In the fog, six-hundred miles off Nova 

Scotia, a submarine had poked its snout in their waterline trapping ýf teen 

men in a compartment with rising water and a pump that didnôt work.  A 

breaker had malfunctioned and a severed 220-volt cable thrashed about 

like a pissed-off snake, sparking and melting steel on every surface it 

touched.  The Second-Mate jumped into four-feet of water and snagged 

the thrashing endðthen he butted it to the severed piece to start the pump. 

He wasnôt even wearing gloves.  He held the cables together for ýfteen- 

minutes, pitching and roll ing in North Atlantic seas, until the compartment 

emptied and the men were free. When they ýnally cut the generator, they 

had to pry the Mateôs ýngers from the cable ends, one at a time. 

Arriving back in the city, the rescued ones offered their gratitude in 

traditional style by bombarding the Mate with drinks in a God-forsaken 

bar in South Ferry. Women didnôt go near this place; it made you leery of 

using the washroom soap.  I got there late, but I already had my story so 

I was free to join the mood.  I liked Brian, and I just wanted to say good- 

bye.  Then the rescued ones started buying for me. 

Dawn broke and we had to make room for the sweeperðit being April 

already.  The crew dispersed and Iôm about to follow, when I noticed a 

change in Brian.  Celebrating, he seemed ýne; but out on the street he 

became cold sober.  He sniffed the wind and motioned me to follow.  We 

ended up at a bench in one of those little parks the city spotted along the 

river for folks to watch the ships come and go.  He hadnôt spoken a word 

along the way. 

ñMaybe youôd rather be alone,ò I said. 

ñMaybe,ò he answered and went silent again.  I was about to drop 

some exiting clues to prompt him, but he started without me. ñI thought I 

wanted to give you a different story,ò he began.  ñNow, Iôm not sure.ò 

ñMaybe itôs the drinks,ò I said, ña crying-in-your-beer thing.ò I had the 

rescue story. It was good and I could call it a night, but something made me 

hang on.  ñWhy donôt you begin,ò I said.  ñSee where it goes.  Thatôs safe. 

You can shut it off any time.ò  Iôve done this often enough to know when 

people want to talk, even when they donôt want to talk. It takes time. 

When he reached for his wallet I could feel the hatch opening.  It was 

one of those large leather wallets popular during World War II.  Seamen 

crammed them with their important papers, passport, letters, things hard 

to replace. It had a waterproof zipper on three sides and a short chain that 

attached it to the belt so it would be sure to follow along if the body was 

suddenly blown into the ocean by a torpedo or bomb. 
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He unzipped the wallet and took out a folded news clipping yellowed 

with age.  The ýrst unfold revealed an attractive blond, thirty maybe, 

smiling for the camera.  ñAn old girlfriend?ò I asked. 

A second unfolding offered the heading: óFORMER MODEL RUNS 

FOR FLORIDA HOUSE SEATô. 

ñDaughter,ò he answered. 

What remained of the article described how a surprise candidate for 

Congress was given little chance to defeat her heavily favored Cuban 

opponent.  óHer husband, newspaper publisher Joe Kléô  The rest was 

missing.  The clipping was dated last November.  ñYou must be proud,ò I 

said, returning the article. 

He refolded it and returned it to the wallet.  ñSheôs my daughter, and 

Iôm scared,ò he said.  ñMaybe thatôs why youôre here.  I think somebody 

besides me ought to be scared.ò 

Brian was in shape to handle most things this planet could present. 

When he says heôs scared, I have to wonder.  I thought it strange that he 

mentioned daughter and fear in the same sentence; strange sometimes 

makes a story.  The tell ing took us into the morning rush hour. 

 
As I understood it at the time, his daughter was born Jane Frances up 

in Albany, and adopted by the Hotalings as an infant after Brianôs breakup 

with his wife, Jen.  When Brian moved to Florida, the adopting parents 

changed the babyôs name from Jane Frances to Celine Marie, and kept that 

a secret until Celine reached fourteen. 

At eighteen, Celine was dazzling.  Sheôd learned that Brian, her real 

father, visited Albany several times a year to visit his oldest friend, Vic 

Blanchett . Celine asked Vic to arrange a meeting, but not tell Brian she 

was his daughter.  Her reason sounded good to Jim, so he made it happen. 

At their meeting in a restaurant, Brian talked about his ex-partner, 

a lady who ran a premier model agency in Miami.  He said that sheôd 

probably take Celine on if she had some training.  The idea had excited 

Celine and she began training with Gracie Regis, a former model who 

owned a local school.  Gracie too, was excited.  Her new pupil captured a 

G.E. commercial almost immediately. Within six months, Celine became 

a local celebrity and fell in with the sex-and-drugs crowd hanging on the 

fringe.  A year later, she hovered close to burnout.  Gracie shut her down 

until she cleaned up her act, got rid of the dark circles and shed the extra 

pounds. 

Then, Celine remembered Brian in Miami and his ex-partner who 

owned a model agency.  Brian got her call from the Miami Airport.  Did 

he remember her? Can he give her a lift? He was þattered she thought of 
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him. He had a great Coconut Grove penthouse and offered his guest room 

until she could ýnd her own place. 

Brian then brought her to his ex-partner, the model agent, who could 

see beyond Celineôs exhausted condition.  Glyn let her register with the 

agency.  Brian thought it was great having a gorgeous blond around the 

house, but heôd sworn to Glyn heôd play it straight.  No moves, but only 

because she was so damn young.  He still had no idea who she was, and 

she was no closer to tell ing him.  Meanwhile, Celine fell in love with the 

penthouse, her surroundings, and her new lifestyle. 

 
By the time heôd given me that much, rush-hour trafýc roared non- 

stop behind us. A passenger liner leaving the harbor held Brianôs attention 

until it passed the Statue of Libertyða full ten minutes.  I didnôt want to 

break into his thoughts.  I should have. 

ñThis is a mistake,ò he said, wearily.  ñIôm sorry.ò 

Heôs sorry, just when I began to imagineé 

ñIôm sorry,ò he repeated. 

Thatôs all I remember from eleven years ago and he never conýrmed 

what Iôd begun to suspect. For reasons he didnôt explain, heôd changed his 

mind about talking.  He apologized, and left in the direction of his ship. 

Heôd stranded me, and it would be pointless to chase him. 

Brianôs unýnished tale didnôt bite me again until Iôd ýnished the ýnal 

draft of the sea-rescue story.  The park-bench thing and a few Pulitzer 

dreams had seeped into the vacuum. When a U.S. Congresswoman has a 

secret, people like me canôt sit still.  I had some time and decided to look 

into it, at least to verify what heôd told me.  Something could turn up. 

Squeezing into the middle of a story demands a mountain of legwork 

before you get the ýrst hopeful sniff.  To ýnd what I suspected, there was 

only one place to begin, and by this time, I was hooked. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 

 
Ella Reasoner taught grades ýve and six in a small schoolhouse in 

the Adirondack mountain town of Paul Smiths, New York.   Her only 

child, Brian, never met his father.  Learning of a babyôs arrival around 

Thanksgiving, Bart Reasoner chose to move on, giving thanks only for his 

escape.  To his meager credits, a relic of honor nudged him to marry Ella 

in a bleak ceremony before quitting her ýeld. 

Ellaôs grief was more show for the neighbors than anything heartfelt. 

At twenty-one, sheôd opted for the excitement of a pretty face instead of 

character.  She saw no point in apologizing.  There was no divorce, only 

absence and distance, and appreciation for use of a name that offered her 

a new start down state in Albany. 

Ella found work, and a young black woman to care for Brian. Rosalind 

was a ýnd.  She might have been a teacher herself, had Dr. King emerged 

a few years earlier.  Brian lucked out, for Mrs. Green, as she chose to be 

called, insisted the boy use his head and ýgure his own answers, not have 

them served up free of effort.  Reading ñThe Night Before Christmasò 

Mrs. Green was interrupted on page one, to learn from the ýve-year-old 

that the author knew little about construction; that one must throw up the 

sash ýrst, then tear open the shutters. 

One of Brianôs better assets was curiosity; however, school seldom 

took the direction of his interest.  When it did, the offerings fell short of 

his need.  At age ten, he became fascinated by cameras and their ability 

to freeze time and place for future reþection.  But there were no classes 

offered in photography.  These curriculum shortcomings often stretched 

Ellaôs home-schooling past midnight; but it simpliýed her Christmas 

shopping. 

The next ýve years convinced Ella her son would never be comfortable 

in a structured world. She took her clues from the farm he pedaled to after 
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class and on weekends, and the lumber mill that took him on part-time on 

the second shif t.  He enjoyed their physical demands, the straining that 

developed his body ahead of his years.  He wanted labor for his exercise, 

not a regimen designed in a gym that heôd deemed a waste.  His camera 

seemed the only exception. 

He befriended a boy at the mill and Ellaôs caution þags went up.  Vic 

Blanchett  was from the neighborhood, two years older than Brian.  Ella 

thought him weird because he discussed things from obscure angles sheôd 

never considered. With second thought, she bit back her objection to Jim. 

When she was asked about her sonôs 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  certiýcate  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, South Africa, as an apprentice seaman aboard 

the ñHenry Beamò; a war surplus freighter. 

Ella considered blowing the whistle, but she knew it would only 

muddy the water.  Heôd slipped her strings and there would be no tying 

them again. 

Brianôs real interest was discovery, and he let few pre-conceived 

notions color it. First among his surprises: fewer than half the crew spoke 

English.  Hand signals developed as a common language.  These, with a 

little time, were easily understood and ýlled most gaps. Getting clean was 

a problem 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 half his teeth, began fantasizing 

about the blond youth on their second night out, and made it a point to hit 

the shower minutes behind the lad.  Brian read nothing in the Mexicanôs 

leer, and sensed no approaching difýculty.   He saw the man soaping 

his erect penis and still failed to grasp the Mexicanôs developing plan. 

However, the Mexicanôs hand on his shoulder at last touched off images of 

an unimagined scenario.  There was no mistake. 

Brian dug an elbow into the Mexicanôs chest.  The swiftness of the 

move caused his footing to slip while the Mexican fell back against the 

bulkhead, gasping for breath.  Brian quickly exploded two shoulder- 

powered blows to the Mexicanôs stomach, then stepped back to watch the 

man and his ardor sink slowly to the deck while soapsuds swirled toward 

the drain.  The event confused him.  Pieces of the strange, sex puzzle 

tumbled about seeking their place.  He wrapped a towel around his waist, 

mumbling, ñNo, no!ò to the helpless Mexican.  He stepped back in the 
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shower and directed a þow of water on the Mexican. When the suds were 

gone, he gave the man a towel and helped him up. 

ñSi, my friend,ò the Mexican answered, gasping the last word. 

 
By Cape Town, the Mexican was as close a friend as Brian had on 

board, and he let the man lead to the action available to seamen in the 

South African port. The difference, all around, thrilled him. It took three 

rolls of ýlm just to reach the brothel. He let the Mexican go on alone. Heôd 

never been with a woman, though heôd imagined it often. He felt when his 

time came, there would be no hesitation or doubt, and later, no regret. He 

didnôt ýnd that in Cape Town, or Rangoon, Bombay or Jakarta. 

Melbourne was different. 

** *  

She rode a bicycle smack into him as he turned a corner.  Their 

foreheads meeting sounded like a club on a pumpkin and the shock sent 

both to the ground, the bicycle on top. He brushed her long red hair from 

his face and pushed the bike away. 

The girl was young, probably his age, with beautiful, clear skin.  She 

made a painful sound, slowly opening pale green eyes that couldnôt quite 

focus.  When they did, she was startled.  ñOh!ò she said.  ñSomething hit 

me!  Was it you?ò 

ñNot me,ò he claimed. ñI was just passing by.ò  She didnôt seem aware 

of her skirt tossed high, revealing creamy-white legs that held his eyes. 

When the girl recovered, she followed his gaze and laughed.  ñWeôre 

a tangle, arenôt we?ò  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 manôs helping hand. 

ñBit of a bash, eh?ò the man grinned. 

ñJust a bit,ò he answered.  ñThanks,ò he added as the couple moved 

on.  
ñOh!  Look at my cycle,ò the girl mourned. 

ñItôs only the handlebar.  We can ýx that easy.ò  He held the front 

wheel between his knees and twisted the handlebar to its normal position. 

ñThere,ò he smiled. 

ñYouôre a Yank,ò she said, happily. 

ñA what?ò 

ñA Yankðan American.ò 

ñOh, yeah.ò 

ñWhatôs your name?ò 

He was unbalanced by her interest and had to think a second. ñBrian,ò 

he managed, before his tongue went into lockdown. 
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A couple of girls in class had held his eye, but they were like the guys, 

always around in some casual way that held no unique distinction.  This 

girl was different.  He feared she would resume her seat and pedal away 

before his wit could give her reason to stay. 

ñIôm Aeryn,ò she smiled, repositioning her wide-brimmed hat. 

He relaxed, realizing the girl was in no hurry to pedal away.  Still, 

knowing that did little for his wit.  ñAre you Irish?ò 

She laughed.  ñThatôs E-r-i-n.  Mine is A-e-r-y-n.ò 

ñI never heard that spell ing.ò 

ñNobody has.  Me Mum made it upðwanted me to be special.  Are 

you from the docksða ship down there?ò 

He nodded.  ñWe just got in last nightðsupposed to leave tomorrow 

morning.  Kinda limits my tour of Australia.ò 

ñA wee bit, but I can show you some, óless you got plans.ò 

He couldnôt believe his luck.  ñThatôd be great!  No plans.  Iôm just 

wandering around.ò 

ñWell, come on.  We can wander up to the bluff.  Itôs a nice spot.ò 

Then she brightened.  ñWeôl l have a picnic?ò 

The girlôs vibrancy held charm, dancing ahead while he labored to 

understand.  How could she be so different?  Why should he be so eager 

to be with her in ways heôd never known? 

It was mid-afternoon when they reached the bluff.  Aeryn claimed a 

spot and lay her cycle in the grass.  Taking a deep breath, she spread her 

arms to the breeze and laughed, ñIsnôt it good, here?ò 

The view was grand.  It was the perfect place to lay out their few 

purchases: soda-pop and sandwiches, and to marvel at the beauty of Port 

Phill ip Bay and the city.  Several couples and a family of ýve strolled 

about with the same idea. 

More than the beauty of the place intrigued him.  The red-haired girl 

moving easily into his life carried 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 heôd 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 a gentle wind, at perfect peace. 

He learned she was once bound for America, an infant, just after the 

war. They were to leave when her dad returned from one last dig; but heôd 

never returned, and they never learned why. 

When she asked about American girls he tried to tell her, but until that 

moment, he never realized how little he knew.  He recalled they hung out 

in bunches, sharing a brain, 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 

Aerynôs expectations, but she was more interested in his life, and did not 

conceal it. 

** *  

Dusk fell, and the stroll ing tourists drif ted to other plans.  Aeryn and 

Brian ýnished the last of their food, still, with no thought of altering the 

time or mood.  The last bite went easily, seeming to indicate they would 

never feel hunger again.  They felt no urgency in passing moments, as 

their number could be felt stretching to inýnity. 

In darkness, the adventure inched forward: for Aeryn, to moments 

only slightly familiar, and for Brian, to a place his ship could never take 

him. 

Aeryn moved close, touching, and pressed home his ýrst kiss of 

passion.   It ýlled his senses and provoked another reaction, welcomed 

by Aeryn.  Gently, without practice or plan, the girl maneuvered each 

þowing moment seamlessly 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 a place heôd never been. 

Heralded by spasms, arrival left both in a frenzy to breathe.  Frenzy 

passed to undigniýed gasping and from there to eventual rest, giving the 

earth a moment to ýnd them. 

Aeryn held him tightly and he rolled, slowly, until she lay on top. 

Then, both were still.  Aeryn moved, and it began again, and then, again. 

 
When the ship cast off, his post below deck wasnôt vital to the action 

so he remained topside, watching the red-haired girl standing on the dock 

with her cycle.  Several times she wavedða short wave with a dispirited 

air. 

His tear had barely formed when suddenly, it struck him that heôd 

not taken a single photograph.  Quickly he uncovered his Yashica and 

managed a single snap of the small, diminishing ýgure.  A second snap 

would reveal nothing new, so he lowered his camera. He imagined coming 

back, on another ship, and theyôd have more time, but the thought was as 

barren of comfort as it was of reality. Aeryn diminished in size until only 

her memory remained.  Then he went below. 

 
More than any event, his memory of Melbourne wouldnôt 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 couldnôt imagine the bleak, impersonal activity traded in ports being 
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akin to his gif t from Aeryn.  He loved the memory of her, and lingered 

over his one photograph of her tiny, unrecognizable ýgure, longing to be 

with her again.  It wasnôt in him to settle.  The brothel or anything less 

than what sheôd given him would only contaminate his memory. 

 
Three years passed.  He became conversant in Spanish, Portuguese, 

and Italian.  He made thirty-two ports, but never again, Melbourne.  He 

dated several girls, waitresses and bartenders mostly and even enjoyed 

heavy necking in dark places but something always diluted his interest 

before allowing his date the experience she expected. 

When qualiýed an Able Seaman, he confessed his true age.  It made 

getting his new papers a tangle, 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 Kingôs Point. 

Learning he held no diploma from high school dampened the Mateôs 

enthusiasm, but only slightly. 

Brian wasnôt sure about that career move, but the skills and lessons he 

absorbed readily. A life at sea had not yet captured him. The ship and sea 

were only the passage to his real interest: another port, a new place with 

strange people, and unfamiliar rules. 

On a visit home, Ella cornered him with news he could take the State 

Regents exam with a little preparation.  It would certify his high school 

completion.  Laid in front of him, he agreed it wouldnôt hurt.  He studied 

what Ella provided, took the exam and passed.  There was no diploma, 

only a typewritten letter on ofýcial stationery with a seal describing his 

successful completion of the New York State Regents exams.  It had no 

gilding or ribbons.  He didnôt get to wear a black gown and mortarboard. 

His perfect score in math made up for all that. 

He wasnôt celebrating, only out on the town with Jim.  They closed 

the legal places and went on to an after-hours spot, ñThe Cageò on lower 

Hudson Avenue where his eyes took a few moments adjusting to the dark 

interior. When they adjusted, he saw the waitress with her tray of glasses 

laughing with three men at a table.  He was sober enough to be attracted, 

but the hour and previous consumption threatened a poor reception if he 

pressed.  She was the ýrst girl to strike him since Aeryn and he didnôt 

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-bag to her apartment.   She was light and fun, without purpose 

or plan.  It wasnôt l ike Aeryn, but he enjoyed their time.  Still, the magic 
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he imagined was love never came.  Jen too, had become restless and it 

seemed they had lived through their best days. 

He arranged to join a research vessel in Miami, leaving in two months 

to be gone a year. His departure was two-weeks away when Jen discovered 

her condition. Brian had never thought about it. Babies happened to other 

people. It didnôt imply a good thing and caused him to cancel his berth on 

the research vessel. 

Jen wasnôt happy either.   Sheôd been a popular cocktail waitress, 

and the change coming to her ýgure often led to tears.  Abortions were 

whispered about, but hard to ýnd.  She tried several pills supposed to 

initiate miscarriage, but they might have been sugar for all their 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 Jenôs side, he 

scooped it up, smiling and rocking it gently, as though heôd practiced. He 

felt love for the tiny sleeping person.  With Jen, heôd caused this little girl 

to leave the peace of nowhere and come out to suffer slings and arrows. 

Heôd allowed her no choice. He was responsible, as heôd bemoaned for the 

seven previous months.  Suddenly, it was a good thing, a desired thing, 

and while he knew little about it, learning should be a joy. 

He marveled that an instant could effect such a change.   Looking 

at the sleeping face, he wondered if anything could be more dependent 

than this tiny life form.  His pleasure stiffened.  He turned to view the 

ýeld beyond the window realizing dependency was on him.  He held no 

illusions about 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 a girlfriend 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 savings would be gone in a few months and Albany offered 

nothing he could tackle for more than minimum wages.  Heôd have to 

return to the ships. 

The money was always good because opportunities to spend were 

limited. He sent home enough to hire a Nanny and Ella continued teaching 

part-time, as she preferred. It would only be two or three-years. Then he 

could start his own Import/Export business and be home every night. 

He qualiýed for Third Mate papers.  Isthmian Shipping Lines agreed 

and was glad to have him back. They sent him to Sweden. Three months 
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later, he returned, expecting more bustle about the house. Only his mother 

greeted him, walking with a cane. 

** * 

ñWhat happened?ò Brian exclaimed. 

ñYou were gone only a week when I broke my hip.ò 

ñWhy didnôt you wire me?ò 

ñWhy?  Youôre a doctor, now?ò 

ñYou could have told me!ò 

Ella sighed, ñDonôt be foolish.  Vic stops by and does the chores I 

canôt handle.ò 

ñWhereôs my baby?ò 

ñJaneôs with the Hotalings, around the corner.  We can walk over.ò 

He remembered meeting the couple.  They were young and shared a 

surprising work ethic. Everett had an unusual gift with mechanical things, 

especially cars. In addition to her ofýce job at Ell is Hospital, Marie made 

little dolls out of treated cloth and sold them to gif t shops.  Despite four 

years of relentless effort, they had no children. 

Marie led Brian and Ella to a bedroom where Jane napped in a crib. 

ñThey saved my life,ò Ella said. ñTook over the baby-loving, just like 

that.  Now they cry when I take her home.ò 

He leaned in to pick up Jane. 

ñOh, let her sleep,ò Ella said. ñYou can bounce her around when sheôs 

awake.ò 

He withdrew, smiling at his tiny person, bigger than he remembered. 

ñI want to take her home.ò 

Ella wasnôt joking about Marieôs tears. He felt guilty, and it unsettled 

him.  He let Jane rest. 

ñI have to force them to take ýfty dollars a week. They were enormous 

help when I couldnôt get around.ò 

He brought Jane back to Ellaôs later that afternoon and kept her the 

remainder of his leave.  He did a lot 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, a world 

heôd forced upon her. He became eager for feedback, for a response that a 

splattering of Gerberôs puree didnôt satisfy. 

By the end of his leave, Ella ýlled in the realities of child-care and he 

went to his ship with patience he hadnôt imagined. 

It was a long voyage this time, made longer by a two-month layover 

in Bremerhaven, Germany, for repairs to the shipôs underwater gear.  As 

the Junior Ofýcer, his duty was shipôs security while in port.  Otherwise, 

he might have þown home in time to inþuence the decisions forced upon 
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Ella.  He didnôt þy home, and it was seven months before he reached his 

front porch again.  He was stunned by the woman who met him in the 

hall. 

ñI tried to write a hundred times,ò Ella told him.  Sheôd aged a dozen 

years.  ñI have cancer.  They discovered it when I broke my hip.ò 

ñYou knew it thenðwhen I was here?ò 

ñYes.  They hadnôt completed their prognosis.  It was better that only 

one of us worry.ò 

ñYou should have told me.  You should have written.ò 

ñI tried, I told you, but there was something else I couldnôt tell you in 

a letter.ò 

ñJane!  Whereôs Jane?  Is she with the Hotalings?ò 

ñJane is ýne.   Yes, sheôs with the Hotalings,ò Ella said.   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 storming to hasty action. 

Sheôd been strong, back then.  Her decision wasnôt made on inability, 

or that Jane was increasingly stubborn and demanding. It was Marie, and 

the suffering she could not hide when surrendering the baby each evening. 

If any human was born to mother, Ella knew it was Marie, and deplored 

the irony. Marie could never conceive. Ella felt her pain, and would often 

feign weariness, entreating Marie to keep the baby overnight.  It seemed 

too little. 

Sheôd received his card from Bremerhaven, tell ing of the accident 

and the uncertainty of his return.  It was about then her weariness wasnôt 

feigned.   She knew he would be angry, but sheôd not have to suffer it 

long. 

ñProving Jen abandoned Jane was not difýcult,ò Ella concluded. ñYou 

were another matter. They believed, since I was your mother and swearing 

to it, it could not be false.  The adoption was approved and, if you donôt 

interfere, will be ýnal in two more months.ò 

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 metastasis, permitting little time, empty of hope. He bit his 

pain and chewed it to silence. 

He didnôt rush to see little Jane when Ella ýnished. He sat, staring out 

the window, long after Ella made cocoa and kissed him good night.  He 

recovered gratitude for options still his, but there was little joy.  Ella had 

made a strong case for her granddaughter.  He had no argument except 
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selýsh anger for being denied consultation. Past midnight, he agreed sheôd 

done the best thing. It offered some relief. Jane wasnôt torn from his life. 

He could be nearby, watching, helping where he could. Heôd see her grow, 

and be a part of her life, a normal 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 losing hand. 

He was still in the chair when Ella came down in the morning.  She 

fussed with coffee and dishes, needing her son to speak ýrst, to set 

whatever stage heôd resolved during his night. He joined her in the kitchen 

a little before nine, pouring himself coffee.  She was patient. 

ñI donôt think I want to see Janie,ò he said quietly, ñat least, not for 

a while.ò  Sitting, he put a hand on his motherôs arm.  ñYou did the right 

thing.  I just donôt want to struggle with it any more.  Seeing heréò 

ñI know,ò Ella said, putting her hand on top of his.  ñI know.  It must 

have been a terrible night.  Iôm sorry.ò 

ñIt was not good, but itôs over. You did the right thing. I wonôt interfere. 

Theyôre probably worried as hell about what Iôl l do.ò 

Ella agreed.  ñI told them not to, but, you know.ò 

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

 
Two months passed bringing 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 their work and 

asked how Janie was doing.  He peeked in on the sleeping bundle, but 

didnôt linger.  He said good night, and if there was anything he could do. 

Theyôd let him know.  He could come any time. 

Dilaudid eased Ellaôs last few months; she was even light-hearted about 

the coming ómoveô as she called it.  She made a case for her dreams; how 

they seemed to be real events taking place in other dimensions that could 

only be accessed during certain depths of sleep. She was always the same 

person, but in some dreams she would be younger, and deal in a routine 

manner with subjects she had no knowledge of in her current reality. She 

imagined an inýnite number of realities running concurrently, where 

death in one initiated the ómoveô 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 recalled as a ócrazy dreamô was 

actually fragments of several, different realities, interacting.  She rested 

her case on the fact that Harry Houdini never came back, as heôd promised 

his wife.  He couldnôt, Ella explained, because suddenly alive in a new 

dimension with its own past history, he had no memory of his previous 
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l ife, the promise, or even the wife.  One only moved forward to a new 

dimension, never back to one that had died. 

The scenario contented her, and Brian wished he could share it, and 

not be the only one depressed. 

In time, Dilaudid failed, but only in her last two days. She assured her 

son everything was okay; their realities would come together in another 

time.  They wouldnôt know it, of course, but it would be a good thing. 

He felt his mother was anxious to go, if only to learn.   Then, if it 

were true, sheôd never really know.  It pleased him to imagine his mother 

getting on with another life.  She wouldnôt be gone, only out of town. 

 
In passing months, his visits to Jane brought only discomfort to 

everyone.  After his initial joy at seeing the tiny girl, everything went 

downhill. He couldnôt take her home; make her a part of his life. He could 

only prolong his good-bye, until the next depressing time. 

ñI decided to move away,ò he announced to Everett and Marie.  They 

didnôt jump for joy, but he could tell some of their strain was relieved. 

Only one place had captured his interest in recent years and while heôd 

missed the research vessel, the planning had drawn his attention to the 

heralded activity around South Florida.  It sounded like a marine 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. 

ñIôm moving to Miami,ò he said. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 

 
Miami offered him little time to mourn the loss of Ella and Baby Jane, 

and quickly forced him to choose between two available lifestyles: land 

and sea.  His savings and money from the house would easily carry him 

two years if he found a reasonable dwell ing, and after a month of looking, 

he decided on an old, sport-ýshing vessel he could restore and live aboard 

at ñNutaôsò boatyard two miles up the Miami River. 

ñPrimadonnaò was forty-two-feet of serious ýshing machine, 

appointed with the best that money could buy in 1952. He didnôt want her 

for ýshing; just to live aboard and cruise the local waterways and islands. 

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 secrets.  When he 

ýnally put her back in the water, she displayed most of the beauty and 

function the builders intended.  He was pleased except for her name.  He 

wasnôt keen on ñPrimadonnaò but her lines, and her teak, mahogany and 

stainless steel, justiýed her award ñQueen of the Miami Beach Boat Showò 

the year she was built.  Considering her quality, she deserved to keep her 

name, and in the following months, ñPrimadonnaò became a familiar sight 

at Marinas in the Keys and Bahama Islands. 

 
Heôd lived at Nutaôs a year when a familiar neighbor approached. 

ñHey, Brian!ò 

ñHello Burt.ò 

ñI see you with a camera quite a bit.  You know anything about 

photographing models?ò 

ñNothingðwhy?ò 

ñI 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. Sheôs just starting up and canôt 

afford a pro.  Sheôll try a noviceðsort of a learn-as-you-go thing.  Sheôs 

gotta get somebody.ò 

ñI donôt know anything about it.ò 

ñWhatôs to know?  How tough can it be watching pretty girls and 

clicking a shutter every few seconds?  Sheôll show you what you need to 

get started.  What do you say?  Try itðyou got nothinô to lose.ò 

 
Glyn Kennedy was a stunning woman, a year or two older than he 

was, but with poise heôd seen only in old movies where everybody lived 

and slept in formal dinner clothes.  She had a smile as genuine as the 

Tennessee trees she grew up climbing, and a manner that said ñYouôve 

known me all your life.ò 

For Glyn, an affordable photographer was crucial and she welcomed 

anyone will ing to step up.  She saw a bonus in that Brian looked like he 

knew the business. She liked his manner that inspired conýdence. As she 

could feel it, her girls would also.  Still, she needed to teach what he only 

appeared to know. 

ñI want to photograph every student in the second week of their 

course,ò Glyn explained.  ñThen, near graduation, weôl l photograph them 

again and hopefully, show them a big difference.  The girls youôl l be 

shooting are all beginners. You canôt do anything wrongðas long as you 

donôt laugh.ò 

Burt had asked, ñHow tough can it be?ò 

The students would do all the work.  Glyn set up the studio, a stage 

with a gray, seamless backdrop, lights and reþectors.  With her advice on 

what to expect and what to look for, he found his comfort level during the 

ýrst hour.  Several girls with advanced knowledge brought radios and he 

learned how much music enhanced their performance. 

It took two-days to get everybody in, delighting Glyn. 

He thought it went well, and was excited by his new education. 

However, the printed results were crushing.  In his mind, heôd imagined 

pages from Vogue and Harperôs, not the alarming proofs of awkward, 

teenage girls stumbling from his contact sheets.  Delivering the sheets to 

Glyn, he apologized.  ñIf you had a pro doing this, the results would be a 

lot better.ò 

Glyn scanned the sheets quickly, smiling at his discomfort.  ñTheyôre 

perfect!ò she said with a laugh. ñIt isnôt you or your inexperience. You did 

ýne and donôt have much more to learn.ò  She laughed again.  ñThese are 

gawky and awkward teenage girls!  Theyôre not accomplished graduates! 

Polishing them is what this is all about; itôs what I do! ò 
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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 always made it home without incident. 

When Glyn opened one of the ýrst talent agencies in Miami, she 

invited him to be her partner. ñI deal with the models. You run the ofýce,ò 

she said. 

It seemed like a good idea, and for two years, it was.   But one by 

one, ofýce challenges were met and put in line with operations.  In time, 

there were no more challenges.  He then learned of the problems Glyn 

handled daily: models who would sacriýce their ýrst-born for a national 

commercial, or not show up for a job or call to explain why.  Clients 

altered terms after work began, paying half their agreement or none at all. 

Thinking back, it was a year since heôd heard ñPleaseò or ñThank youò 

f rom any but the staff.  Out at sea there was greater civility. 

The ñProducersò, as he called them, constantly irritated him.  These 

were men long past their years of charming young women into bed. In the 

beginning, heôd realized his opportunity to meet and inþuence beautiful, 

often gull ible young clients.  They were ýsh in a barrel.  Heôd practiced 

a few lines; it was hard not to; but poised to deliver a line to that bright, 

hopeful face, heôd turned into an uncle, even to the beauties in their 

forties. 

Recall ing that experience, recognizing the lines and tactics, he tagged 

the ñProducersò on sight and ran them off.  They were a never-ending 

stream, and Glyn believed every word they said.  It was her only failing. 

ñItôs the business weôre in,ò Glyn told him. ñItôs a typical day, no 

different from any other.ò 

ñDid you know this, before you started?ò 

ñOf course!ò 

ñAnd you choose this for a living, working with people who can smile 

at you or spit with equal ease.ò 

Glyn laughed.  ñYou donôt take that seriously.  You regard it as you 

would the objectionable part of any other work: too stressful, too dirty, too 

much travel, or too monotonous.  You donôt dwell on it.ò 

ñWhatôs wrong with expecting simple courtesy?ò 

ñNothing wrong with expecting, but ignore that expectation.  Deal 

with the moment youôre facing.ò 

ñIôve been busy.  I wasnôt paying attention.  The moment in front of 

me is damned carnivorous.  This is really a crappy businessðpeople 

climbing over each other to grab a higher rung.ò   He waved his arms 

in light frustration.  ñIôm not on that ladder.  Iôm not goal orientedðno 
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driving ambition other than enjoying life and being able to pay my way 

doing things I like.ò 

Heôd brooded over Glynôs advice while recall ing his ýrst days on 

board the ñHenry Beamò.  Bound for South Africa, heôd shoveled coal all 

the way. Anybody could do it; thinking wasnôt required. Shovel when the 

gauge needle was low; quit when the needle touched the orange. Heôd been 

the bottom of the barrel, but excited, because he could aspire all the way 

up to the bridge wearing four stripes on his sleeve.  As a full partner in 

the agency, heôd started out with four stripes. Then he was forced to earn 

them. He did, and now there was nothing above to grasp. On the contrary, 

heôd worked his way back to the coal shovel of mundane routine. 

ñIôm done,ò he said, dropping into a chair.  ñBuy me out.  You name 

the price.  Pay me in installments youôre comfortable with.ò 

Glyn wasnôt shocked.  She knew her friend and that this day would 

come.  ñBut weôre not ýnished,ò she argued.  ñThe agency is up and 

running, but we wanted it to be the biggest and the best.ò 

ñThatôs your dream, lady.  Itôs a good one, and I know youôl l make it 

happen.ò She moved to interrupt, but he stopped her, adding, ñItôs not my 

dream, and you donôt need me to make it happen.ò 

Glyn searched a new tact. ñWhat happened to, always ýnish what you 

start?ò 

This amused him.  ñAh! a low-blow appeal to my character.ò  He 

laughed lightly.  ñExamine that cliché closely and youôl l see itôs a folksy 

way bosses have of getting the toilers to keep toiling.ò Heôd liked that the 

ýrst time heôd read it in his steel cabin in Singapore and he delighted in the 

chance to pass it along.  ñIt has nothing to do with character.ò 

 
A week later, Soli Moustaki, a couturier designer who hired models 

by the dozen, invited him for lunch at a ómembers onlyô club in the Grove. 

Soli was an Egyptian in his ýf ties 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 a recent arrival. 

When Soli left, he decided to hang out, intrigued by a girl at the bar 

having a great time. Her name was Pam: a sun-streaked blond with a year- 

around, natural tan that set off the brightness of her smiles and laughter. 

Laughing was her art, and it didnôt take much. 

ñThe Mutinyò at Sailboat Bay had the best cocktail hour in town. 

Wherever the best was offered, Pam turned up eventually to claim her 

space.  Her óbeautiful airheadô impression took half-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 a cent of alimony. The jewelry was bought with her salary as 

an executive secretary, temporary by her choice and usually, legal.  Like 

husbands, most things with Pam were temporary. Her skills were familiar 

around town, allowing her to þit from ýrm to ýrm during a lunch-hour, if 

she chose.  She was great at a party, and even better as the hostess.  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 a man, 

that was a good-enough start. 

She wasnôt like Aeryn.  Heôd let those expectations dissolve easily 

with the years. He thought of his red-haired girl from Melbourne more of 

an experience than a person.  In a nostalgic mood, heôd dig out the photo 

of the small, unrecognizable girl standing with a bicycle on the Melbourne 

dock.  It was a sad photo, but it always ýlled him with the best memory, 

and he felt better after putting it away. 

Pam was a fountain of irresponsible mirth, and her temporary side 

held a lot of appeal.  He could enjoy the party without becoming too 

serious. With these expectations, it seemed a good time to make the move 

heôd put off for months. ñNutaôsò was okay for living alone, but a working 

boatyard was no place to entertain.  He leased a permanent slip along the 

quay at Miamarina: the recently built haven for a hundred yachts, just off 

the bay in downtown.  It offered a sea store, a laundry, showers, and two 

modern restaurants. The ground-level þoor was a Ruby Tuesday type that 

catered to the daylight patrons.  Upstairs was a huge, circular platform 

holding a glass-walled, gourmet-style experience that opened after six. 

In slip #328 at Miamarina, they sat on deck enjoying chats with 

other boaters living down the pier, and with strangers stroll ing about the 

marina. It was wonderfully social, and suited Pam perfectly. She seldom 

let anybody pass without a greeting 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 

captain. After the ceremony, the Trumpy would cruise out to a continuing 

reception at the Stiltsville home of Pamôs current boss.  She made a great 

plan, and her relatives þew in from the northern woodwork, swearing 

ñThis is absolutely the last time.ò 

Brianôs friends were committed to anybodyôs good time and Bernie 

Chariff, from the ñLisa Hopeò two slips down the pier, rummaged for his 

J.P. license and performed the ceremony with impish humor. It went well, 

until it was time to cast off for Stiltsville. 

The Trumpy Captain sought out the happy couple and sadly informed 

them his boat was sinking.  It was not a joke.  It was sinking!  At least, it 
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was taking on water seriously toward that end. The vessel was scheduled 

for repair the next day at a Ft. Lauderdale shipyard.  The weight of sixty 

extra bodies forced the þow of Biscayne Bay into the bilge at a rate the 

pumps could not match, much less, exceed.   To Pam, it was hilarious. 

She found two steps that raised her above the crowd and laughed for their 

attention. 

ñDear friends,ò she called, ñthis boat is sinking!ò Her hilarity reached 

new heights.  When her peels subsided, she continued, ñI know Iôm 

laughing, but itôs not a joke.  At least, thatôs what the fellow in the white 

cap told meðitôs his boat!ò  She contained some of her mirth.  ñHe says 

weôl l never make Stiltsville, much less return, and I believe him.  So, 

what-the-hell!  Weôve got a great party right here and I for one plan to 

continue with it, at least until the waterôs up to my tits.ò 

Cheering  guests  showed  no  disappointment,  and  seconds  later, 

the party resumed, and continued until 4:00 a.m.  When the last guest 

stepped ashore, Brian brought an emergency pump from the Primadonna 

and started its two-inch þow from the Trumpyôs bilge back to the Bay. 

It would keep the vessel aþoat until hours of sleep caught up with them. 

Then, Brian carried his new wife back to the Primadonna. Having already 

enjoyed many live-rehearsals of the wedding night ritual during the past 

ten-weeks, they crashed until 10:00 a.m. 

In return for canceling the catering 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 their 

bathing suits, the newlyweds cruised easily up the waterway, snacking on 

leftovers and laughing at the remarkable launch of their union. 

Brian felt little need to search out adventure; they only needed to stand 

where they could be seen. 

 
There were at least a dozen dull moments in the next two years, 

possibly ýf teen.  Pam continued to spellbind her employers while Brian 

spread himself thin between his photography and a new discoveryð 

sailboat racing.  Nearly all of his time was spent at the marina where life 

dealt one interesting card after another.  Everything was about boats and 

the adventures they offered: the Bahama Islands, wreck diving, tropical 

ýsh gathering, charter ýshing, or just a Sunday afternoon cruise to bounce 

the dance þoor at Alabama Jacks, down in the Keys.  Something was 

always happening, and something else was just around the corner. 

 
The slip #328 ñPrimadonnaò occupied against the quay was directly 

in front of the Dockmasterôs ofýceðthe reason Jack Sull ivan thought of 
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Brian and Pam when confronted with unusual requests. The Dockmaster 

stepped from his ofýce followed by a large, 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, for ýshing and 

island food.  Jack recommended Brian, who looked at Pam for a good-to- 

go-sign.  He got it, and they went. 

It was a vacation with pay for the Reasoners and a learning experience 

for Bollo, as he asked to be called.  It was a good trip, but dull in that 

nothing went wrong.   They motored, ýshed and dinedðreached every 

port they headed for and back without a scrape on the gelcoat.  This was 

rare for Brian and Pam, whose trips to and from the islands in plank- 

hulled boats had always unveiled a survival factor.  Unplanned hazards 

like engine failure, overboard, adrift in the Gulf Stream, sinkingðalmost, 

were all routine events. Brian agreed with his friend, David, who claimed, 

ñFiberglass takes away the fun. The thrill of boating is surviving and just 

getting there.  The adventure is all along the way.ò 

Back in Miami, Bollo took his boat down the bay where it was stolen 

three-days later.  He didnôt learn of it for a week. 

Bollo is a mill ionaire with his own network of Central American 

resources.  Stil l, it took a month to ýnd the yacht in San Andres: a 

Colombian Island near the coast of Nicaragua.  He was convinced armed 

smugglers were involved, and that sort of confrontation was not in his life 

plan. He knew that a legal 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 a safe port anywhere in the Caribbean. 

This wasnôt in Brianôs life plan either, only because nobody ever held 

out thirty-thousand.  He recognized greater appeal than the money; it 

would be exciting!  There was no better hook. 

Bollo had no way of knowing he overpaid. 

Brian knew the vessel, and if the diesels could deliver their lumbering 

top-speed, chances might be good with a three or four-hour head start. 

ñWhat makes you think itôs drug people?ò he asked.   ñThey prefer 

Cigarettes and Magnums. Topping at ýfteen knots, the óAliciaô can barely 

outrun a canoe.ò 

ñSome believe a less provocative appearance, with a politician on 

board, will receive only cursory examination, if any,ò Bollo said. 

If that was true, condition of the engines should be good.  Fuel was a 

question: did they top off at journeyôs end, or before? 
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Pam would not be left home any more than Isadora Duncan. Laughter 

was her ýrst response to every uncertainty, and she carried it well.  ñWe 

can do it ourselves,ò she insisted.  ñIf you ask Mike to come, itôs like 

throwing away ten-thousand.ò 

She had a point, but he didnôt 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 do that two couldnôt?  Pam could 

handle the wheel. Two unfortunates rotting in a Colombian prison had to 

be better than three. 
The Customs ofýcer at San Andresô airport was thorough with their 

bags, but he had no eye for fashion. To appear as tourists, Pam had packed 

everything sheôd set aside for Goodwill, suspecting the bags would be left 

behind.  She wasnôt happy about losing her matched set, but there were 

compensations. 
ñMr. Reasoner?ò 

Brian turned to the middle-age man in a pearl-gray business suit. 

ñYes,ò he answered. 

ñI am Rodrigo.  Mr. Bollo told you of me, yes?ò 

ñOf course,ò Brian answered.  ñThis is my wife, Pam.ò 

Rodrigo swept his hat away with a nod.  ñIf youôll come with me, I 

believe we have managed your wishes well.ò 

ñHow can you be sure itôs the óAliciaô?ò  Bollo hadnôt explained, but 

he was convinced his information was accurate. 

ñWhile at the Customs dock, the false name afýxed to the transom 

came loose and hung by a single fastening.  It was seen by several people 

and that sort of thing has a life of its own on this island.  I veriýed it 

myself, before informing Mr. Bollo.ò 

ñAnd Customs did nothing about the questionable ownership?ò 

ñUnderstand, Mr. Brian,ò the man apologized. ñIt 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 

police.ò 

Brian nodded uneasily.  ñIs it still in the same place you reported?ò 

ñI passed it an hour ago.  It is at his dock.  A low, stone wall protects 

it from the sea.ò 

ñHas anybody seen the boat under way?ò 

ñNot to my knowledgeðnot since the Customs dock.ò 

ñBut it got back to his dock on its own power?ò 

ñI would assume so, but have no knowledge.ò 
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Brian loaded their bags in the waiting minivan.  ñLetôs have a look.ò 

He didnôt want to rely on assumptions. 

They drove down the western shore, slowing past Morganôs Cove. 

ñYou must look quickly,ò Rodrigo said.  ñLook between the trees.  It is 

very narrow.ò 

It was indeed.  The gated wall surrounding the grounds suggested 

watchmen.  ñThere are two,ò Rodrigo said.  ñOne stands by the gate and 

another walks the grounds. He carries a weapon I could not identify with 

my glass.ò 

Brian saw enough to form a basic strategy.  Palmetto and Seagrape 

offered approach cover.   They could slide the Zodiac into the water 

two-hundred yards south and paddle back, keeping the vessel between 

themselves and the property. Tonight, he would have to swim the distance. 

ñI want to verify the fuel and operating condition. If itôs good, we can plan 

on leaving tomorrow night.ò 

Rodrigo drove to his home where Brian suggested they get some 

sleep.  Pam would not be going on the ýrst trip and could awaken them at 

midnight. 

Pam passed the time going over the items Rodrigo provided from 

the list Brian had forwarded.   She spent two hours with the charts, 

mostly searching the local waters for hazards in close, near the estate 

compound. 
There was too much moon, and too little cloud cover to block its light. 

óBummer,ô Brian thought. Pam remained at the house while Rodrigo drove 

him back to the coast and let him out at the selected site. 

Rodrigo handed him one of the radios.  ñThere is cover a mile down 

this road.  I will wait there for your call.ò 

Brian went to the shoreline and put on the dive suit.   Leaving his 

radio behind, he entered the water with a slow, gentle breaststroke for 

a hundred yards before turning north toward the estate.   He remained 

out until abreast of the yacht, noting a gentle assistance by the current. 

Turning in, he hoped to catch sight of the grounds guard, but there was 

no sign of movement.  He continued silently toward the seawall, stopping 

about ýfty-feet out to learn what the current was doing.  It wasnôt much, 

and it continued north.  He rounded the seawall entrance and closed the 

last seventy-feet to the bow of the yacht.  ñWhere-the-hell is that guard?ò 

he murmured.  Seconds later a girlôs laughter reached him from a cabin 

below deck. óShe wouldnôt be laughing alone,ô he thought. óHe should be 

reported to his boss.ô 
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The portholes were too high to verify the activity.   Were they 

beginning, or ending?  He couldnôt tell.  With no option, he crawled to 

the stern under the dive platform to wait.  Through the teak openings, he 

could see the new name, ñConquistadorò, listing ñSan Andresò as home 

port. He studied the main house, set back a hundred feet. It was too close 

for a cold-engine start 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 later, 

he saw a stark-naked young girl sprinting on the dock, laughing over her 

shoulder 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 MAC-10 with a shoulder 

strap, before resuming his route around the grounds.  Brian thought the 

boss would 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 main cabin. Using Bolloôs keys, he switched 

on the ignitions for his ýrst disappointment.  Both fuel tanks showed less 

than half.  ñShit!ò he said, aloud.  Below, both engines were cold, the 

second disappointment.  He decided to bleed the injectors and eliminate 

at least one potential problem. The rest of the vessel could use a cleaning, 

but otherwise, it was as he remembered.  The fridge was empty, his last 

disappointment. 

From the aft deck, he waited for the guard to reveal himself, and then 

disappear.  Checking his watch, 02:24, he slipped back into the water. 

Going south took more effort than he guessed. Heôd misjudged the current, 

or it had picked up the past hour. Back at his departure site, he summoned 

Rodrigo with his radio. 

ñTanks are just below half,ò he told him.  ñThey hold three-ýfty so 

weôre looking at about one-seventy-ýve gallons.ò   He took a note pad 

from the dash and began to write.  ñBocas del Toro is 225 milesðthatôs 

thirteen hours at ýf teen gallons perðýfteen times thirteenðwe gotta 

have another ýfty gallons minimum.ò He turned to Rodrigo. ñEither that 

or itôs Nicaragua, which doesnôt make me happy.  I donôt suppose thereôs 

an all-night gas station here.ò 

ñThere is, Senor, at Morganôs Cove, for the ýshermen.ò 

ñToo close,ò Brian said.  ñItôs probably operated by his buddies ready 

to jump at a reward.ò  He was quiet on the drive back.  ñWeôl l have to get 

a drum of fuel someplace.ò 

ñWe can do that, but it will be very heavy.  How will you get the fuel 

on board?ò 
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ñWeôl l get two plastic drumsðhalf full, theyôl l þoat.ò   He ýgured 

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.  ñTell me.ò 

ñWe need fuel.  Everything else seems okay.ò 

ñWhat about the guard?ò 

ñWeôl l stun him, tie him up and blow.ò 

ñIs that a piece-of-cake tone I hear?ò 

He turned over and closed his eyes. ñProbably Angel Foodðthe cake 

with the hole in it.ò 

ñGreat!ò Pam grumbled, positioning for sleep. 

 
It was past noon when the smell of bacon opened Brianôs day.  From 

the bedroom door, Pam announced, ñRodrigo went after the fuel you 

wanted.ò  He returned after three. 

ñIt is just as you said, my friend.  Each holds thirty gallons and the 

seals are tight.ò  He was pleased.  ñStill, they are very heavy so I brought 

a hand truck with fat tires from our warehouse, to get them to the water. 

We also have two-hundred yards of ýve-eighths nylon for the towing 

harness.ò 

Brian smiled.  ñYouôre a natural thief, Rodrigo.  Good thinking.ò  He 

suggested they drive past the estate at dusk to be certain the yacht is in 

place.  Returning satisýed, both he and Pam tried hard for sleep. 

Rodrigo awakened them at eleven. ñYou nervous?ò Pam asked. 

Brian considered it a moment.  ñScared shitless is more like it.ò 

ñTwo of usðnot good.ò 

ñKeep busy,ò Brian smiled.  ñDonôt think about it.ò 

They tried keeping it light, but on a foreign island, about to steal a 

half-mill ion-dollar property from a man with guns and connections who 

doesnôt take óNoô for an answer; it was more than casually considered. Pam 

kept her eye on the prize while Brian fashioned the rope harness theyôd 

need.  Going over the details repeatedly, he was irritated by something 

unknown, something overlooked. 

At 0130, Rodrigo stopped at the unloading point.  No trafýc could 

be heard, and they quickly wrestled the drums and the Zodiac into the 

bushes.  Suddenly, Brian turned with agony on his face.  ñRodrigo!ò 

ñSi.ò  The man sensed Brianôs alarm.  ñWhat is it, Senor?ò 

Brian caught his breath, ñYou did remember to get diesel?ò 

Rodrigo relaxed.  ñBut of course, Senor.ò 
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Brian put his face in his hands.  ñGod bless you my friendðI needed 

that.ò   His irritation was gone.  Pam also seemed relieved. 

Rodrigo approached.   ñIôl l say good-bye now, my friend, before a 

car comes.  Take this.ò  He pressed a 9mm automatic into Brianôs hand. 

Brianôs impulse was to return it.  It was only his ýrst impulse. 

After the Florida cocaine wars erupted, few ocean sailors ventured 

into the Caribbean without some sort of defense on board.  Pirate tales 

caused a pair of carbines to be permanent equipment on the Primadonna. 

Remembering where he was, the gun was a reasonable idea.  He put it in 

his pocket. He didnôt want to shoot anybody, but if somebody opened up 

on them, some return ýre might spoil their aim.  ñThank you, my friend. 

Take care.ò 

ñI will park down the road for two hours.  If you must abort for any 

reason, you will reach me with the radio.  Good luck to you both.  I go 

now.ò  Pam gave the man a quick hug and watched him drive off.  She 

then looked around and turned to Brian.  ñIsnôt it supposed to be dark at 

night?ò 

The hand-truck was an excellent thought. Brian rolled the drums into 

the water and ýxed the harness for towing while Pam ýlled the Zodiac. 

She loaded her waterproof bag with everything but the stun-gun and night- 

vision ocular; then she got in.  He secured the tow line to the stern and 

pushed off, pull ing the drums up close. ñWe canôt go out too far with this 

tow.  Weôl l let the current take us and aim for the seawall.  Use the glass 

and try to spot the guard.ò 

Their drift was slow and controlled with a paddle.  The guard was 

nowhere in sight. ñNo noise,ò he whispered, guiding the Zodiac to the stern 

of the yacht. He then heard a familiar laughter from inside. ñOh, shit,ò he 

whispered.  ñHeôs getting laid again.  Theyôve got a damn routine.ò 

ñWeôl l just wait ótill they ýnish,ò Pam answered. 

ñWe canôt.  No tell ing how long theyôl l be and weôll have a tidal-drift 

problem if we wait.  We donôt have a choice.  Give me the stun-gun and 

hold the Zodiac here. The decks are all carpet. They wonôt be listening for 

me.ò  He hoped for their passion, a lot of tumbling and heavy breathing. 

Climbing aboard, he made his way on all fours to the lower deck 

where a weak light in a cabin spilled into the companionway.  The 

rhythmic thumping left no doubt about where the lovers partied.  He held 

outside their door. He recalled the interior layout of the bunk and dresser. 

The girl would scream if given the chance.  She would have to be ýrst. 

Hoping his heart rate wasnôt audible, he paused to reconsider why he 

was there.  óThis is what you came for,ô he thought, ôso, GO!ô  Then, he 

stepped silently around the corner into the cabin. The girl was where heôd 
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imagined, and wide-eyed at his entry.  The stun-gun crackled against her 

bare, outstretched leg and her eyes closed almost immediately. Her spasm 

caused by the shock was obviously taken by the guard as a tribute to his 

performance. With his head buried over her shoulder, he never saw Brian. 

They were both out.  Brian hurried on deck to help Pam. 

She handed up the bag and took his hand. ñIs it okay,ò she asked, then 

shook her head in self-reproach. 

ñGo forward and tie the drums to the chock.  Iôve got to pull us out 

through the opening after I tie up our lovers.ò 

ñWhat about them?ò 

ñNever mind, secure that line!ò  He hurried below recall ing where 

the duct tape was stored.  The girl showed signs of life and he considered 

hitting her with another jolt, then opted for the tape around her face.  It 

wasnôt fancy; he was in a hurry.  He taped them together, belly-to-belly, 

imagining theyôd prefer that.  It took a lot of tape and the girl was wide- 

eyed again.  ñJust keep your mouth shut,ò he told her, ñand youôl l get out 

of this alive.ò 

Apparently, her lifestyle companions had convinced her that death was 

never far off should she fail to obey, anybody!  Even then, no guarantees, 

but on balance she might ýgure it her best move. She nodded slightly and 

her eyes relaxed. 

He felt for the guardôs pulseðstill out, but okay.  Back on deck, he 

went over the side to cast off lines.  The stern line was a cable and lock. 

ñPam,ò he whispered, ñthe cutters.ò 

She ýshed them from the bag and 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 þowed 

freely from every pore.  He felt the current catch the yacht and begin 

moving it out. Bringing the towing line aft, he secured it to a cleat. Yacht 

and drums moved silently toward open water. 

óThe guards MAC-10!ô  ñShit!ò he cursed.  Hurrying below, he tried 

to ýsh the automatic from his wet pocket as a þash of panic caught him 

imagining it going off before clearing his pants. It didnôt, and at the cabin 

door, his passengers remained as heôd left them except that the guard was 

now awake and staring wildly. 

óA really good tape jobô Brian thought, searching for the guardôs 

weapon.  Pam found it on the couch in the main salon. 

Nerves settled slowly while the yacht drif ted. The drums took up the 

slack and followed easily and, while Brian had smoked only half of one in 

his life, he wished he had a cigarette. 
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ñShit!ò Pam exclaimed. 

ñWhat?ò 

ñShallows!ò 

ñWhere?ò 

ñThere!ò she answered, pointing to starboard.  ñI forgot.  Theyôre on 

the chart I studied, less than half a mile.ò She grabbed her bag and ýshed 

out the charts. 

He shuddered, suddenly remembering the ignitions.  óDamn!ô he 

thought.  óWhat else have you forgotten, you dumb bastard?ô He had 

Bolloôs keys to open the electrical systems, but the thieves must have 

jumped the starters to get away.  Did they reconnect the wires and have 

keys made, or were those wires hanging loose, below, waiting for the next 

jump-start? 

They had drifted more than ýfty yards from the estate.  More delay 

would risk being aground on the sandy equivalent of the drug dealerôs 

front yard. óWhen I turn the keys: what?ô he wondered. It was too late to 

check below.  ñPam,ò he called. 

ñWhat?ò 

He turned the port engine key to óSTARTô.  He couldnôt hear for the 

blood racing in his head, but he felt the soft vibration and saw the RPM 

gauge spin forward. There was no mistake. He turned the starboard key. 

He could now hear both, smooth and promising power.  ñNothing,ò he 

answered. 

The broadside current held the bow seaward so he eased both gears 

forward and felt the props bite.  óSlow aheadô he thought.  óDonôt snap 

the tow line.ô  At idle speed, the drums of fuel followed steadily, without 

strain. 

Pam located the shallows on her chart.  ñIf weôre not aground now, 

we should be okay.  Itôs wide open directly seaward.  Oh, brother,ò she 

groaned, collapsing in a chair.  ñWeôre earning my money.ò 

ñNo rest now!  Go see that our passengers are secure.ò 

When Pam returned from checking, she seemed distracted.  ñWhatôs 

up?ò he asked. 

ñGod, why canôt I have a pair of tits like that?ò 

ñYou do,ò he assured her. ñWell, almostðuntil a year or soéò 

ñThanks for that memory,ò she snapped.  ñJust what I need!ò 

It would not get better. ñNever mind that, take the wheel. We have to 

get the fuel into our tanks before the seas kick up.ò 

Pam took the wheel.  ñWhat are we doing?ò 

ñOne-nine-zero.ò 
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He swung Bolloôs dinghy outboard and lowered it to the water, making 

it fast to the stern. He drew the drums in slowly until the ýrst was at hand. 

The davit raised it easily and he brought in the second one, lashing both 

with the towing line. 

He scrambled below and returned with a transfer pump and enough 

hose to reach the fuel ýttings.   Removing the starboard ýtting cap, he 

tried to insert the transfer hose into the tank, but something stopped it 

just below the opening.  He reached in with his ýngers and felt a metal 

ring.  It took a serious pull to draw it out.  It was attached to a length of 

clear plastic tubing that kept coming for ýf teen feet. It was sealed at both 

ends and ýlled with a beige, pliable substance.  ñOh boy,ò he whispered. 

He was motionless, thinking.  He moved to the port fuel ýtting and drew 

up another ýf teen feet of tubing with similar contents. He returned to the 

salon where Pam was holding the course. 

She didnôt turn, but asked, ñWhat happens with the lovers?ò 

He ignored the question.  ñWe got a problem.ò 

ñWell, why not?ò she snapped.  ñItôs been ten minutes since the last 

one.  Iôm bored!ò 

ñSwitch to auto-pilot on one-nine-zero and plot where weôl l be half- 

hour from now.  I need coordinates.  The GPS should be in that cabinet.ò 

She started to question, but he vanished. 

Outside again, he connected the transfer pump to an accessory outlet 

and began emptying the drums into the fuel tanks. Twenty minutes later, 

he cut the drums loose and dragged the Zodiac up to the dive platform. 

When both plastic tubes were secured in the Zodiac, he returned to the 

salon. 

Pam had a chart marked with coordinates.  ñWhatôs the problem?ò 

ñWeôre toting about ýfty-pounds of some drug. Donôt ask me what. It 

ainôt Sweet ónô Low.ò 

ñTerriýc,ò she muttered.   ñWe gotta dump it!  Iôm not going to sweat 

anything like that through Panama Customs.  We gotta dump it!ò 

ñWe canôt,ò he told her. 

ñWhat do you mean, we canôt?  Itôs simple.  Right out that window is 

the ocean.  We dump it.ò 

ñThink about it,ò he advised. ñThe big bopper may write off this boat 

because itôs out of the bag nowðsecret is blown.  In a legal tangle he can 

only lose and he might be charged with stealing it.ò 

Pam cocked her head.  ñSo, we donôt dump it becauseéò 

ñHe wonôt come after the boat but heôll hound us to hell for the 

cargo.ò 

She appeared to digest that.  ñAnd our Plan-B iséò 
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ñWe give the cargo back.ò  He looked at his watch.  ñWeôre almost 

there.ò 

Pam appeared uncertain.  ñHow?ò she asked.  ñWeôre not turning 

around.ò 

He motioned below.  ñTheyôre going to return it.ò 

ñOh,ò she said.  ñAnd whatôs to keep them from going into business 

for themselves?  They say we never gave it to them.  Thatôl l sound damn 

reasonable to the bopper.ò 

ñI put the drugs in the Zodiac. Where are they going to hide the stuff 

out here?  They wonôt dare dump it.ò  He looked at his watch, then drew 

the throttles back and put the gears in neutral.  ñCome keep our friends 

covered while I remove the tape.  This is where they get off.ò 

The guard had a nasty, wide-eyed look.  ñComprende Englaise?ò 

Brian asked. The girl nodded. ñWeôre going to put you off in the Zodiac, 

but ýrst, youôre going to radio your boss with the coordinates where he can 

pick you up, understand?ò 

With his mouth free of tape the guard snarled, ñYou are dead, senor! 

You are dead! ò 

ñTell me about it.  Itôs either that, or we blow your heads off now, and 

slip whatôs left to the ýsh.  That happens if you make any stupid move 

against us, you got that?ò 

ñYou are dead!ò 

Brian cocked the guardôs MAC-10 and handed it to Pam.  ñCareful, 

itôs set to ýre.  If you should happen to squeeze the trigger, make sure itôs 

pointed at him! òò 

He worked on the tape to shrieks and curses, raising a mass of welts 

on the lovers.  ñSo what,ò he said.  ñYouôre alive!ò  He turned to the girl. 

ñWhere are your clothes? Donôt you have any clothes?ò The lovers stared 

back, vacant. ñBack at the house, eh,ò he remarked. ñWell, take that sheet 

with you, honeyðmakes a nice sarong.ò  In the salon, he motioned the 

guard to the Single-Sideband.  ñYou know how to use that?ò 

The guard continued to glare his hostility. 

ñOh shit!ò Brian burst, reaching for the MAC-10.  Before he could 

grab ité 

ñSi,ò the guard mumbled. 

ñCall your boss and give him these coordinates.ò  He handed him the 

GPS.  ñWhen youôre done, give me the mic.  Englishðtalk in English.ò 

The guard put through the call and through curses and threats from 

the speaker, conveyed the message.   When he ýnished, Brian took the 

microphone. 
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ñAbout that plastic tubing down the fuel pipesðIôl l make you a deal. 

Forget about this vessel, and Iôl l return your tubes.  What about it?ò 

ñHow do I know?ò the bopper asked in very good English. 

ñBecause Iôm tell ing youðwhat about it?ò 

Bopper spoke away to somebody in the room. Then ñSi, as you sayð 

tell me.ò 

ñYour goods will be in the Zodiac with your guard and his girlfriend. 

You have their coordinates. You should have everything back in a couple 

of hours.  Be satisýed.ò  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 rescue than the ýsh below.  No doubt, the guard 

shared her concern as his young love with the great tits probably belonged 

to his boss. 

ñNo paddle,ò the guard called. 

ñForget the paddle.  Stay where you are so they can ýnd you.  You 

know,ò he added, ñthe boss might not bother coming just for you, but heôll 

want that plastic tubing.  Better not lose it.ò  When the guard released the 

painter, Brian put the yacht in gear, and slowly built up speed.  ñNow we 

hope nobody else ýnds them ýrst.ò 

ñYou trust his word not to come after us.ò 

ñNot for a heartbeat, but it isnôt his word we count on. It just wouldnôt 

be good business.ò 

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 their 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 papers were in order for Customs, and the crew 

was legal. A Naugahyde panel bearing the names ñAliciaò and ñPanamaò 

was stretched across the transom and secured with marine glue. 

** *  

Back at Miamarina, Jack Sull ivan handed Pam the envelope left by 

Bollo.  Celebrating their ýrst recovery job took two-days, and two more 

to get well. 

 
They decided to get off the boat for a while, and leased a luxury 

penthouse in Coconut Grove. It had large patios at either end; the eastern 

one with a grand view of Biscayne Bay and the coast for miles in both 

directions. It was a great ýnd, but taking Brianôs breath was the excitement 

of Bolloôs project. 
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Heôd made mistakes.  Heôd forgotten about the moonlight and to 

specify ódieselô when Rodrigo went for the fuel.  That could have cost 

them an extra day.  Forgetting the guardôs Mac-10 could have cost a lot 

more.  Heôd neglected to verify the starter wiring until they were almost 

on a sandbar. That one could have been tragic. Luck had been with them, 

he knew.  He also knew a more professional approach would be needed 

next time.  He was already planning ónext timesô. 

 
Word got around about the new ñRECOVERYò operation and the now, 

four-man team available.  A new business card was turning up among 

victims needing fast and conýdential help. It stated in part: ñWhen youôre 

in a hurry, and money is no object.ò  It usually evoked a smile. 

Brian lingered on his eastern patio watching the swaying masts of 

forty sailboats moored at the Coconut Grove Sailing Club.   He mulled 

over the past two-years, and how theyôd rocked his life with interest and 

surprise, settling him where he was truly comfortable. A lot had changed, 

and heôd learned.   For health and safety, heôd overlooked fewer details 

in his planning and was rewarded with a dozen projects.   About love, 

Pam was gone.  Sheôd spoken often about returning to Kauai, but never 

mentioned a reason. Toward that end, sheôd put her half of Bolloôs money 

in a bank box, and spent his for a year.  Then, her night in bed with a 

neighbor drained all of Brianôs understanding and he locked her outside. 

Pam thought it a good time for Kauai.   There was no rancor, just 

time for a change.  To demonstrate what a sport she was, she paid for the 

divorce. 

Sometime later he could smile, remembering her buoyant laughter and 

the year-around tan she wore without makeup that so few can manage; the 

blond streaks in her short cropped hair.  Sheôd left a considerable hole in 

his space.  With no Recovery jobs to ýll it, it seemed a good time to visit 

Jim. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 

 
When Celine Marie was nine, she asked the father she knew why 

her hair was blond.  ñYours and Mommyôs hair are black,ò she declared. 

Everett Hotaling explained that her hair-genes were passed from an earlier 

generation; and heôd 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.  ñCômon now, no crapðhow come?ò 

Everett reluctantly confessed her adoption, but he neednôt have 

worried.  His adopted daughter was not concerned, only curious. 

Celine felt she was the same person she had always been, and so 

were the Mom and Dad she knew.  Still, she was curious about her birth 

parents. 

At sixteen, her mirror suggested something besides a difference in 

hair colorðsomething promising.  She perceived radiance not evident in 

her parents or among her female classmates.  Real or not, boys reacted to 

her in greater numbers than for the other girls, even girls a grade or two 

ahead.  She learned how eager boys were to have sex with her and how 

they would borrow money, if necessary, to buy her drugs to wear down 

her intuitive resistance.  Questioning that resistance, its origin and value, 

she wasnôt sure it was a good thing. It only postponed the erotic pleasures 

eloquently described in Cosmo and Playgirl.  Her questions lingered. 

She favored grass over 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 without 

offering an exit along the way.  Only from Randy would she accept a pill 

or powder.  Randy was in love.  He would kill himself before risking her 

health.  He had interesting sources and while she accepted everything he 

offered, she still wouldnôt let him in. On the one occasion he tried pushing 

the matter, she browbeat him so badly he backed all the way to ówimpô 
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without losing his place in line.  She liked Randy, and as long as he kept 

the place sheôd assigned, heôd be her ýrst thought when she worked up to 

something new. 

She had other choices at sixteen.  Most were gathered from summer 

weekends at Lake George: Mike from Siena College, and Taylor, the 

lawyer from State Street, to whom she swore she was eighteen; conýdent 

her bikini would either prove it, or reduce his concern. 

The top þoor of Taylorôs brownstone was an exercise room where 

he taught her how to gain strength without knotting her bodylines with 

muscle.  She tried getting there at least once a week.  Taylor þirted, but 

avoided putting a move on her.  She couldnôt tell if it was his style, or he 

didnôt 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, 

orgasm eluded her and suggested she explore more potent activity. When 

she ýrst mentioned oral sex to Randy, he came immediately to attention; 

but that wasnôt what she had in mind.  He was to be the oraler and sheð 

the oralee.  She assured him she would instruct and not laugh. 

Randy recalled as much as heôd learned and approached 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 deeper concentration 

appraised all the tactile sensations, but all failed to initiate the promised 

upheaval.  The orgasm thing was supposed to be explosive!  From its 

description, she was certain to recognize it, but the igniter remained 

hidden.  Possibly, Randy was too familiar, and she needed to reach out 

with her studies. 

The workouts at Taylorôs developed sweat she could shower away 

afterwards in the spacious, tiled bathroom heôd designed. During her next 

two visits, her conversation from behind the frosted door carried subtle 

inquiries about his interest in exploring her further. 

These were not lost on Taylor.  He ignored the ýrst as a possible 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 óeverything elseô sufýciently appetizing and 

accepted her deal. 

She was tremendously excited, and experienced her ýrst, involuntary 

vaginal þow. When Taylor explained how she might relieve his tension, it 

seemed the natural thing to do under the circumstances.  She didðthere 
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in the corner with the water running.  It didnôt take long, and she was 

thrilled that sheôd displayed some mature expertise.  She was only sorry 

she could never tell Randy. 

On subsequent visits, other explorations revealed hungers she hadnôt 

imagined. Their sessions became more frequent near the end of summer, 

mostly  because  of  Celineôs  þourishing  anticipation.    At  times,  she 

seemed close to 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.  Recall ing his pleasure with 

her cautious young body was distracting during business hours. He ached 

to see her skipping up the steps of his brownstone. In their 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 difýcult after the penile massaging she enjoyed 

was entrusted to him.  He suspected she knew he would eventually prove 

unworthy, thereby absolving herself. 

He hadnôt planned it; he just couldnôt stop. 

When it was over, he rose from her exhausted, and whispering 

incoherently. 

** *  

Celine remained on the þoor for many minutes holding her breasts, 

clinging to her fading discovery, unable to believe such power could be 

muted so quickly. 

When Taylor returned to his desk, she studied her naked ýgure in the 

full-length mirror as though expecting some visible affect.  It was a long, 

meticulous examination revealing no more than the last one. She was told 

there would be pain.  There might have been, but the sensations had been 

so intense, they might have masked it. 

She returned the next afternoon and wasted no time returning to that 

place sheôd held in semi-conscious 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 wasnôt 

satisfying.  When she returned to State Street, Taylor said he couldnôt 

spare the time; work was burying his desk.  She smiled warmly, but with 

great effortðnodding 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 heôd buy 

her a car if she went with him again.  She didnôt take backward steps. 
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With her new freedom to choose, she found options all around, all ages 

and sizes.  Men would do anything she asked, if only sheôd surrender her 

vagina.  It meant little to her, though she enjoyed discovering how big a 

deal it was to them, a measure she sometimes teased them to reveal in 

advance.  Most brought 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 sheôd auditioned for Taylorôs replacement, 

none of whom had made the cut. 

 
She was alone in the house when a water pipe broke in the cellar. She 

recalled her fatherôs instructions to Marie: to call Vic if anything in the 

house went wrong while he was away. She vaguely recalled Vic from her 

childhood as she searched for his number in a þip-ýle. He had a very deep 

voice on the phone. 

ñMy Dad told us to call you when something goes wrong in the house. 

We met when I was a little kid.  You pushed my swing, I remember. 

Theyôre not home now and Iôm being washed away in a þood.ò 

Vic came and made the repair.  He was tall, with sharp but friendly 

features, and a body trimmed by a lifetime of physical strain.  Heôd been 

making repairs around town for forty years, existing on those small and 

uncertain returns.  He never charged, but accepted whatever the job was 

worth to the client. Everybody knew him and most found him interesting. 

He had an active imagination and a way of looking at things from the 

most unusual point: not as a Devilôs Advocate, only curious about other 

possibilities. 

ñJust black, no sugar,ò Vic told her. 

She poured the coffee and sat across the table.  ñDo we have to do 

anything else?ò 

ñNot unless you get another leak.ò 

ñThatôs a relief.  What about some coffee cake?ò 

ñSure.ò 

She cut two pieces from a pecan coffee ring.  ñI love this stuff.  How 

come my folks call you when something needs doing?ò 

ñIôm cheap.  Thatôs all the reason anybody needs,ò he laughed.  ñWe 

go back a long way, to the old neighborhood.ò 

ñWhat old neighborhood?ò 

He was puzzled. ñOh yeahðyou were just a baby when you moved here. 

I used to be a neighbor across town.  What are you now, seventeen?ò 
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ñEighteen,ò she answered.  ñDid you know my real parents?ò  She 

hadnôt planned that; it just seemed the natural thing to ask somebody from 

óthe old neighborhood.ô 

Vic was surprised.  ñThey told you about that?ò 

ñMy Dad told me when I was fourteen.  Did you know them: my real 

parents?ò 

ñI knew Brian for years, and met Jen a few months before they 

married.ò 

ñBrian who?ò Celine asked. 

ñI thought your Dad told you about this.ò 

ñHe did, but he didnôt know who they were.  He didnôt know their 

names.ò 

Vic showed a þash of surprise.  ñBrian Reasoner,ò he answered.  ñHe 

wasnôt f rom the neighborhood, but he was around a lot.  We were good 

friends.  Heôs an ofýcer in the Merchant Marine and lives in Miami.ò  He 

appeared serious.  ñI probably let out something I wasnôt supposed to.ò 

ñHey,ò she replied, ñdonôt sweat.  No biggie.  I wonôt mention that I 

know.  Tell me about him.ò  She waited while Vic appeared to gather his 

thoughts.  She hoped he wasnôt editing them. 

ñWe worked together a couple of years.ò  Vic took some coffee, 

recall ing the time.  ñI donôt know about love, but they had fun together. 

Jen was a cute girl.ò  He looked long at Celineôs hair.  ñThereôs more of 

Brian in you than Jen, at least on the outside.  If you have a quick temper, 

thatôs Jen.  She was a gutsy thing.ò 

ñDo you have any pictures?ò she asked. 

He thought a bit.  ñI donôt think so, not that I recall.ò 

Since ýrst learning of her adoption, sheôd conjured a hundred questions 

she would askðnone of them hurried to mind. It wasnôt important. There 

was no ambivalence over her parenthood, only curiosity.  ñWhen did you 

last see them?ò 

ñJen moved out of state after they broke up and hasnôt been back that I 

know. Brianôs in Miami, but he comes around every few months. He likes 

taking long drives and kills a couple of days around here.ò  He looked at 

his watch, stufýng the last of the coffee cake.  ñI better be off.ò 

Celine enjoyed her discoveries.  ñWell Iôm glad you were home when 

I called.  How much do I owe you?ò 

ñForget it,ò he laughed.  ñIôl l take another piece of that coffee cake to 

go, if you donôt mind.  Thatôl l do.ò 

ñYou sure?  Iôve got money.ò  There was other coin.  ñYou want to 

split a joint?ò  She couldnôt tell if he was surprised, or wondering if he 

had time. 
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ñNo,ò he answered. 

She sensed his disapproval. 

ñBut thanks anyway. Itôs better you donôt say I was here. Theyôl l ask 

questionsðwhat we talked about.  I think I screwed up, and I donôt want 

you to have to lie about it.ò 

She agreed, and put the cake in a sandwich bag.  At the door, ñIt was 

good meeting you.  Iôm glad.  I hope we can talk again some time.ò 

ñGood seeing you too, after all these years.  You really grew into 

something.ò  He smiled, closed the door and walked to his truck. 

He was out the driveway when her elusive questions bubbled to the 

surface.  Theyôd keep for another time, now that she had his number. 

Later, a thought intrigued her.  She dialed Vic again. 

ñHello.ò 

ñJim, itôs me againðCeline.ò 

ñAnother leak?ò 

ñNo, just something I thought of after you left.  Iôd like to meet him. 

The next time you see him could you arrange something?ò 

He was slow to respond. ñI suppose so. We usually spend a couple of 

hours at Dennyôs.  You could meet us there.ò 

It sounded perfect.  ñThereôs just one more thing.ò 

ñOne more thing,ò he repeated. 

ñI donôt want him to know who I am. He doesnôt know my name, does 

he?ò 

ñI donôt knowðhe might.  Why donôt you want him to know?ò 

ñI donôt know.   Itôs just that Iôd like to meet him, but if he knows 

Iôm his daughter, weôll have to slog through all that ancient emotion that 

doesnôt even matter any more.  Iôd rather get to know him a whileðyou 

know?ò 

Again, he was slow to respond. 

ñI think so. It makes some kind of sense. How will I let you know heôs 

here?  I never get advance notice; he just shows up at the door.ò 

ñIôve got a beeper.  You can leave the number where you are, and Iôl l 

call you right back.  Then, I can just happen along.ò 

ñOkayðwe can do thatðsounds interesting, anyway.ò 

ñCool. Take down my number.ò 

It was true, about not being ready to have the relationship on the 

table, but emotion wasnôt the reason. She needed to take away the control 

advantage a natural father inherits.  On level ground, her beauty had 

always given her the edge, and that edge she wanted to preserve. She was 

glad sheôd thought of it. 
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Darkness arrived; it was her favorite time.  She put on a jacket and 

went out back to roll a joint.  The snow was gone, and the breeze was just 

enough to keep neighbors from snifýng. She seldom did the whole thing, 

but tonight, she wasnôt paying attention. She lay on the chaise for an hour, 

watching for shooting stars. Spring was coming. 

 
In April, Nancy was on the phone, unwinding details of a date that had 

gone sour when Celineôs beeper displayed a number she didnôt recognize. She 

elected to ignore it, and then she remembered Jim. ñNancy, hold up,ò she broke 

in. ñIôve got to make this call. Iôll call you back.ò She hung up and dialed. 

ñWeôre at Dennyôs across from Stuyvesant.  Do you know it?ò 

ñYes.  Thanks, Iôl l hurry.ò 

ñNo need,ò Vic said.  ñWeôre usually good for two or three hours.ò 

ñGreat.  Did you ýnd out if he knows my name?ò 

ñI forgot about it, but Iôm sure he doesnôt.  I didnôt even knowðyour 

folks had it changed.  We knew you as Jane Frances.ò 

ñOkay. Iôl l be me, Celine Hotaling. See you in a bit.ò She did a careful 

job on her face and hair and thought about asking Nancy to come, but it 

would take too long.  The ski pants would be okay, a sweater and her 

leather coat.  Her mirror was reassuring.  Forty minutes were gone, and 

thirty more were needed to cross town. Trafýc threw her estimate off but 

when she slowed for the parking lot turn, she could see Vic in the window. 

Needles of the clandestine began their prickling thing and she needed the 

ladyôs room to regain her calm and retouch her makeup.  She put water 

on her cheeks and rearranged some loose strands.  When her sweater no 

longer revealed her beating heart, she left the room. 

Vic hadnôt seemed a órise-for-the-ladyô type, but both men did, when 

it was apparent she would join them.  Brian smiled, and held her chair. 

She wasnôt used to that and made a mental note for her future escorts. 

ñCeline, thatôs French,ò Brian remarked. 

ñIt is,ò she said lightly. ñMy Mom is from Quebec. That has something 

to do with it.ò  The blond beard surprised her.  She liked the way it was 

trimmed. Vic had been right about the resemblance. Would Brian notice? 

Why should he notice? 

ñBrianôs up from Florida,ò Vic mentioned.  ñWeôre old friends.ò 

She feigned surprise.  ñFlorida! Well, on business?ò 

ñJust visitingðI used to live up here.  Itôs a hard place to stay away 

from.  What about you?  What are you doing here?ò 

ñNothing exciting,ò she admitted.  ñIôm taking a night course on 

business thingsðstuff I should have learned in high school.  In the 

daylight I lease ofýce machines.ò 
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Brian shook his head slowly.  ñI canôt see you in those pictures. 

Somethingôs missing.ò 

ñI know,ò she complained.  ñI feel the same but I canôt zero in on 

anything around here that excites me.ò 

ñYou tried modeling?ò 

ñUh-uh,ò she brightened.   ñYou think you can make a star out of 

me?ò 

ñNot me,ò he smiled, ñbut a lady I know in Miami might.ò 

ñWhoôs that?ò  Suddenly, she was eager to know. 

ñAn ex-partner of mineða lovely lady who owns a model agency. We 

were in it together for a while.ò 

ñBut no more?ò 

ñI got out,ò he laughed.  ñI quit.ò 

ñWhy?ò she asked. ñIôm serious. Why would you quit something like 

that?  Didnôt it make any money?ò 

ñMade a ton,ò he answered, ñit was getting better every day.ò His casual 

manner faded to match her expressed interest.  ñI l ike to start things,ò he 

continued, ñðget them running, and then get along to something else.  I 

donôt have the temperament for the model business.  Hanging in, after it 

was up and running would have hindered Glyn, my partner.  She has the 

perfect temperament.  Business boomed after I left.ò 

ñIôl l bet that pisses you off,ò Vic inserted lightly.  Brian only smiled. 

Celine wanted to keep him going.  Modeling dreams had drif ted in 

and out, but something immediate always brushed them aside before any 

direction could be taken.  ñI think it should be a perfect spot for a manð 

all those beautiful women tugging on your sleeve.ò 

He laughed.  ñPlenty of that, but the one I remember was a scatter- 

brained popsie, whining that she couldnôt go on a ten-thousand dollar job 

because her jobless boyfriend just got out of rehab and needed her to hold 

his hand.ò  He shook his head as though reliving the time.  ñShe was 

incredibly beautifulðcould have gone to New York in a golden coach.ò 

He shook his head.  ñThat one blew me out the door.ò 

Celine was struck.   ñMy God! ten-thousand dollars!   How could 

she?ò 

ñShe did,ò Brian continued.  ñIf you have some time, why donôt you 

look up a local modeling school? See what they have to say. If they think 

youôve got it, youôl l get a discount on the training.ò  He turned to Jim. 

ñWhat do you sayðthink sheôd make it?ò 

ñNot bad.  But ten-thousand-dollar jobs are scarce around here.ò 

ñSheôd have to be in a major marketðNew York, Chicago, Atlantaða 

few others.ò 
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ñMiami?ò Celine asked. 

ñAnd Miami,ò he answered. ñThings are cooking down there; a lot of 

new work is being doneðcommercials, ýlms.ò 

ñThink I could get any?ò 

ñNot without training.  You gotta be trained.  Big money clients canôt 

spend time on amateurs; itôs too expensive with no guarantees.  You need 

to know what youôre doing.ò  He leaned back, waving around her head. 

ñYouôve got the looks.   I know enough about clients to tell that much. 

You have to learn how to use themðlearn the language and how to take 

direction.ò 

Vic leaned forward, smiling. ñLetôs talk about me!   I can stay 

underwater four-minutes.  What about that?ò 

Celine turned to him.  ñFour minutes!  Youôre kidding!ò 

ñNo!  Four minutes.  I timed myself.ò 

ñHow did you do a thing like that?  I mean, why?ò 

ñJust something I saw on TV that got me curious. Next time your pipe 

breaks Iôl l tell you about it.ò 

She turned to Brian.  ñIs he joking?ò 

Brian laughed. ñI didnôt see it, but when he told me about it, I believed 

him.ò 

ñIôve got to think about that,ò she said.  ñWhat about you?  What do 

you do, now that popsies are out of your life?ò 

ñIôm a seamanðMerchant Marine.  I go out three or four months a 

year, mostly for the money. It used to be the adventure and new places, but 

Iôve been about everywhereðtwice, I think.  Itôs mostly for the money.ò 

Then he laughed, reaching for his wallet.  ñHere,ò he said, ýshing out a 

card.  ñI get into this now and then.ò 

Celine took the parchment card and began to read. 

ñBeen ripped off? Want to get even? We recover missing 

and  stolen  property.    RECOVERY!      Specializing  in 

ships, aircraft, and objets dôart appropriated by foreign 

governments.  When youôre in a hurry and money is no 

object.ò 

The card had a Coconut Grove address.  ñThis is neat,ò she laughed. 

ñCan I keep this?  I like the óand money is no objectô part.ò 

ñKeep it.ò 

Celine read it again before putting it in her purse. ñIs this what you do 

when youôre not at sea?ò 

ñIt ýlls the adventure void.  Itôs a sometimes thing.ò 

ñWhat else?ò 
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ñSometimes we deliver yachts and planes one place or another, and 

when itôs really slow, we go ýshing.ò 

She began to sense her time well spent, and decided to bow out before 

tripping over a loose remark.  She ýnished her coffee. 

ñLeaving?ò Vic asked. 

ñMeeting my friend Nancy and Iôm gonna be late. Glad I bumped into 

you guys.ò  She rose, feeling a tingle when the men rose with her.  She 

could get used to that. 

ñGood meeting you,ò Brian smiled. 

ñArenôt you going to ask for my phone number?ò Her tone was teasing 

and brought a þush to Brianôs suntan.  Vic lost his smile. 

ñIôl l get it from Jim,ò Brian laughed. 

ñJust kidding,ò she tossed over her shoulder. 

ñI know,ò Brian called after. 

She didnôt realize how nervous sheôd been until relaxing in her car. It 

went well, and she hurried to meet her friend. 

 
ñSo,ò Nancy said, ñwhatôs he like?ò 

ñNot bad looking for an older guy.  I found out where my hair comes 

from.ò 

ñIs he married?ò 

óThatôs funny,ô she thought.  óWhy didnôt I ask?ô  Sheôd heard him say 

ñweò a couple of times, but it sounded like the guys he worked with.  ñI 

donôt know,ò she answered. ñIôm guessing, no. I can ask Jim, but wonôt he 

think thatôs a little funny?ò 

ñHell, no,ò Nancy supported.  ñItôs a natural question.ò 

ñMaybeðI donôt think he is.ò 

She felt satisýed, having dealt herself a hole card. 

** *  

The modeling thing wouldnôt go away.  It wasnôt the ýrst time it had 

been suggested, but the others were not qualiýed opinions.  Brian had 

been in the business.  The Yellow Pages listed two schools and a display 

ad for one.  She chose the other, ñRegis Model Developmentò on the 

Schenectady 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. 

ñTake off your clothes,ò Gracie directed. 

ñMy clothes?ò 

ñAll except your panties. You have a good headðgood hair. I need to 

know what else we can sell.ò 
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It wasnôt as if sheôd never stripped; she just wasnôt ready for it. 

Gracie appraised the ýve-foot-six-inches in front of her, the B-cup and 

legs.  ñWe can forget fashion,ò she said.  ñYouôre too hot.  Have you done 

any actingðbeen in any school plays?ò 

ñA little.ò 

Gracie appeared thoughtful, as though evaluating a Poker hand. 

ñThereôs a TV commercial being cast as we speak; itôs for G.E. and itôs a 

big deal.  None of my girls have the look, but you do.  Want to try?  You 

have nothing to lose.  If you get it, itôll pay your tuition and then some.ò 

She began searching papers on her desk.  She selected one, and handed it 

to Celine.  ñYou have to speak four lines.ò 

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

 
The shooting at the G.E. studio took an hour-and-a-half and Celine was 

ecstatic.  From nobody to celebrity with a single commercial overþowed 

even her lofty expectations.  The money was real, counted out on her 

bedspread in hundred-dollar bills. Brian had been right! She made up her 

mind to milk every minute of Gracieôs lessons to insure this would not be 

a one-time þuke.  It wasnôt.  She had impact the camera couldnôt miss. 

The realities she dreamed of hadnôt quite made it home until a ýrst-time 

escort took her to dinner at Keelerôs, the Capitalôs equivalent of ñCiroôsò 

or ñTwenty-Oneò.  Inside the door, she dashed to the ladyôs room while 

her date approached the Maitre dô.  He hadnôt made a reservation.  When 

Celine returned, her date mentioned the forty-ýve minute wait for a table. 

He was going into his pocket just as Celine was recognized.  The Maitre 

dô brightened, ñAhh, Miss Hotalingðvery nice to see you.ò  Nodding to 

her date, ñPlease sir, follow me.ò 

Celine realized a moment when peace overwhelmed all her 

uncertainty.  It conýrmed, 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 sex. 

 
During the following eighteen months, she completed two of Gracieôs 

courses.  She was a principal in four local commercials and the #2 in a 

national.  She appeared on seven local covers and dozens of inside prints. 

She couldnôt do ógirl-next-doorô or óofýce-workerô types; she overþowed 

those roles.  The advertiser used her when he wanted to stop men in their 

tracks, and pay attention. 

Her impact was equally felt among the attending ópartyô crowd: most 

of whom were in the technical end of production.  Clients, especially 

photographers, made endless offerings of alcohol when they wanted a few 
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laughs and drugs when their ambitions were more physical. Many forays kept 

her buried under a pillow the following day, sometimes in her own bed. 

Gracie was ýrst to notice the insinuation around her starôs eyes. Sheôd 

been expecting it since their ýrst day.  It happened every time.  ñYouôre 

bottoming out, kid.ò  She held a mirror close to Celineôs face.  ñHave a 

close look.ò 

Celine took the mirror, frowning at the possibility Gracie claimed. ñI 

donôt see anything.ò  She didnôt. 

Gracie pulled a sheaf of photos from a desk drawer and handed them 

to Celine.  ñRemember the Trahan shoot?  Theyôre not going to use you 

and they sent these to show me why.ò 

Celine examined the photos.  ñWell, the lighting is terrible, and the 

angles.  Thatôs not my fault.ò  Her attempt to escape Gracieôs point was 

only half-hearted. 

ñItôs not the lighting, kid.  Youôre puffy.  Thereôs no mistake so donôt 

kid yourself.  Youôre damn sure not fooling the camera.  Take a good 

look!ò 

The camera made its case.  Celine felt a shudder she knew was her 

reluctance to ask.  Asking would conýrm the diagnosis. 

Gracie saved her the trouble.  ñThree months!ò she said ýrmly.  ñNo 

alcohol, no drugs, and damn little sex for the next three months if you 

want to save your modeling ass.ò 

ñWhy donôt I just shoot myself ?ò 

ñYou can, but itôl l make your comeback really tough.ò 

ñI can make a comeback?ò she asked. She tried to sound þippant, but 

it didnôt carry.  She knew she was against a wall and a ýring squad was 

ýling into position. 

ñDo as I told you.  Swim, ride your bike, and stay under a thousand 

calories for three-months and yesðyou can make a comeback. Forget the 

potions and lotions.  This is your hide you have to resurrect.ò 

It was a dismal prospect.  ñI should get out of town.ò 

ñGood idea.  Those gangs of parasites you seem to enjoy are your 

biggest problem. They brought this on, and you let them. Theyôl l kill your 

career like they killed a hundred others.  Out of town will be good.ò 

Several days later, she was still unsettled.  She was laundering in her 

basement when the repaired water pipe caught her eye and sent her down 

a memory track to Florida. What had Brian said? His former partner was 

a model agent. 

 
ñBut  itôs  so  far,ò  her  mother  moaned.    ñAnd  you  donôt  know 

anybody.ò 
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ñI donôt know anybody, anywhere.ò  She avoided using Brianôs name. 

She didnôt have the whole adoption story and didnôt want to arouse 

senseless fears. She could tell them when she returned. ñGracie will give 

me the name of an agent there.  Iôl l be all right, youôll see.ò 

She had over four-thousand dollars in her account and residual checks 

still coming in.  Expenses wouldnôt be a problem. 

Should she call him ýrst, or wait until she was in Miami? 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 

 
ñYou probably wonôt remember me, but I had coffee with you and 

your friend Vic a couple of years ago.ò 

ñIn Albany,ò Brian answered.  ñOf course I remember.  Business 

courses, wasnôt it?ò 

ñNot any more,ò she announced happily.  ñYou advised me to look 

into modeling, remember?ò 

ñI remember.ò 

ñWell, I did, and guess what?ò  She could hear him laugh.  ñI hope 

youôre still friends with that ex-partner you mentioned, the lady who is an 

agent.ò 

ñWhere are you?ò 

It was not the time to be shy. ñIôm at the airportðthe Miami airport.ò 

She tried to read the silence. 

ñMiami airport!  Do you need a ride?  Can you rent a car?ò ñThey 

say I need to be a year older, and yes, I could use a ride.ò ñOkay.   

Take me about twenty minutes.  Pick you up on the outside 

lane from baggage claim.  Iôm in a green XKE with no top.ò 

Heôd sounded okay with it.  She wanted to imagine he was pleased, 

but it was difýcult over a phone.  This was his turf; still, he was a man. 

Outside, the air was warm, but not the stiþing heat sheôd expected.  A 

distant sign indicated 74 degrees. 

It took him twenty-ýve minutes. ñBoy, look at you!ò he said when the 

car stopped. 

At least he was laughing.  ñYou look great,ò she smiled.  His sun- 

bleached hair and beard had a brighter look than she remembered. ñYouôve 

had more sun.ò 

ñI try to stay out of it.  This is a surprise.  You look good yourself.ò 
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ñYouôre being polite, but you neednôt be.  My agent already told me 

how I look.  It was she who rode me out of town to recover.ò 

ñJust a few signs of a hard paceðnothing Florida canôt handle.  You 

drink less whiskeyðget to bed at decent hoursðworks miracles.  Down 

here, we specialize in that stuff.ò 

ñThatôs what I heard.  I hope itôs true.ò 

He put one of her two large bags in the trunk and lashed the other to 

the lid rack.  ñLooks like youôre staying a while.  Youôd better tie your 

hair.ò 

ñOh, let it blow!  I donôt get this chance very often.  What a great 

car!ò  In a moment, she was in the open, amazed by the difference in the 

air. There was a feeling about it, l ike it was a different country. Even the 

greenery was different. 

ñFirst time here?ò he asked. 

ñYes, it is.  Itôs amazing!  I had no idea.ò 

ñThis is just the parking lot.ò  He turned to her.  ñIs this a visit?  Are 

you moving south?  Whatôs the plan?ò 

ñI had to get out of Albany.  I had to, and this was the only place I 

could think of where I knew somebody who might help me ýnd a place.ò 

She softened her tale.  ñI have plenty of money.  You may think Iôm bold 

but I really donôt presume very much.  Iôm only looking ahead one day at 

a time.  When I look a little better, Iôm hoping I can meet your friend but 

I donôt want to be a problem foréò 

ñNot a problem,ò he interrupted.  ñWasnôt it my idea that started you 

on this road to ravage?ò 

ñSort of, but youôre not to blame for the drinking and the parties. 

Gracie warned me but, you know.  It all went to my head, so fast!ò 

ñYouôre not the ýrst Iôve seen. It goes with the roleðfast moneyðfast 

crowds.  Glyn deals with it every day.  As long as youôre not in a hurry to 

be someplace, we can take the ocean tour.ò 

She sensed the þow moving in her direction.  ñActually, thereôs no 

place I have to be.  I donôt know any place.  Iôm hoping you can help me 

with that.ò 

He nodded slowly.  ñWe can do that.ò  He appeared pleased with the 

prospect of helping her.  She needed to learn how far that could take her, 

and discovered the prospect was exciting.  This place was electric and, as 

heôd observed, they were barely out of the parking lot. 

ñYou have a choice of a clean, inexpensive motel or, if you like, I have 

a spare bedroom you can have until you know which way you want to 

turn.  Neither is a problem.ò 
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She couldnôt expect more, but withheld her thoughts while he drove 

across the Julia Tuttle toward Miami Beach, running a commentary on 

the passing sites.  Swinging north on Coll ins Avenue they passed the 

Fontainbleau sheôd seen so often on TV.   She looked across the street. 

ñOh, thatôs beautiful,ò she remarked at ñJillyôs Yenò, the þoating home of 

a Frank Sinatra pal. 

ñThat oneôs taken,ò he said jokingly.  He made a U and went south 

along Indian Creek into Coll ins.  She watched carefully for signs of his 

mood.  His offer seemed genuine, not something sheôd pushed on him.  It 

was crucial that she control her ground; so far, heôd 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, salt air.  They 

turned along the wide sandy beach of Ocean Drive where she could see 

the waves. 

ñCan we stop?ò she asked happily, ñjust for a moment.ò  Running 

ýngers through her hair, she jumped out and ran across the street, leaping 

the stone wall onto the sand. Laughing like a child, she continued several 

yards and turned suddenly, hair askew, wearing the brightest 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 across the water then turned south on 

Biscayne Boulevard.  ñDo you give everybody this tour?  Itôs terriýc!ò 

ñJust Yankees,ò he said, ñand friends of Jimðso they know what 

theyôre gonna miss when they go back.ò 

She was enchanted, already determined to stay one way or another. 

The beauty alone was enough.  Down Bayshore to Coconut Grove, Brian 

pulled alongside a tall building with fountains rising from a stone garden. 

Huge white columns rose in front, deýning the origin of the name. 

ñThe Pillars,ò she said.  ñIs this where you live?ò 

He nodded, pointing upwards, ñYep.  Have a look.ò  He drove around 

back to an underground garage, continuing all the way to the far corner 

where two spaces were marked ñPenthouse IIò.  The second space was 

empty.  He began to untie her bag from the trunk lid.  ñThis will be safer 

upstairs.  Iôl l show you around and we can go out for dinner while you 

think about it.  Thereôs a great spot just around the corner.  You probably 

want to dust off a bit.ò 

The elevator opened at the top and Celine stepped out on a gallery 

overlooking a landscaped courtyard growing between two long buildings. 
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On the ground, walkways wound among islands of palms and plants. 

Winding through the þora was a stream with a small wooden bridge over 

it. There was a contoured pool at the far end where lounges and umbrellas 

helped a dozen people relax and chat. 

Brian nodded down the gallery along the left side. ñThere are two 

penthouses down that way, and two more on this side,ò indicating the 

gallery to the right. He walked in that direction. ñOurs is at the far end.ò 

óDid he say ñoursò? Just a remark,ô she thought. óNothing intended. 

Itôs only where weôre going, right now.ô  Brian unlocked the door and 

stepped back to let her in. 

She entered a large living room that quickened her breath with its 

simple, expensive furnishings.  There was no sign of a woman.  To the 

right was a glass wall with sliding doors opening to a large, private patio 

with lawn furniture, umbrellas, and huge plants rising from redwood pots. 

ñIs that real grass out there?ò 

ñNot quite, but itôs pretty close without the mowing thing.ò 

She stepped out on the patio where an overhang protected a third of 

the open space, and a pool table beneath a canopy. 

ñDo you play this game?ò Brian asked. 

She laughed.  ñOh, do I?  A girl has to play pool to ýt in all the better 

dives, donôt you know?ò 

Between the two penthouse patios, a seven-foot wall secured privacy. 

He indicated another glass door off the patio.  ñThatôs my room.  Yours, 

if you want it, also opens to another patio on the east side of the house.ò 

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 breathtaking view of 

Biscayne Bay and its shoreline properties stretching for miles both north 

and south.  Miami Beach and islands to the south 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.  ñOh, I 

love it,ò she breathed softly. 

ñYou havenôt seen the bedroom.ò He smiled, pointing to another glass 

door behind them.  ñItôs there.ò 

ñOh, forget it,ò she said with shortened breath.  ñJust let me set up a 

cot out here and Iôl l promise to stay out of your way.ò 

ñNo need for that.  You sure you donôt want to look at some other 

places?ò 

She faced him squarely to drive a stake into her decision.  ñIf youôre 

having second thoughts about a guest, a temporéò 
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ñNo, no! No second thoughts,ò he hastened. ñItôs yours if you want it. 

I only want you to be comfortable with your choice.ò 

She relaxed her posture, smiling. ñYou wonôt believe how comfortable 

I can get on one of those chaise lounges, or sipping a morning coffee at the 

umbrella table.ò  She brightened.  ñIôl l even water the plants!ò 

ñWe let the rain do that.ò  He opened the glass door to the second 

bedroom. Holding the drapes aside, he made a sweeping bow that bid her 

enter.  ñItôs yours, private bath and all.  Welcome.ò 

Clearly delighted, she entered the room squeezing his arm as she 

passed.  ñPrivate bathðprivate patioðthis is incredible!ò 

He went to the living room and returned with her bag.  ñIôl l go get 

the other one.  The restaurant is just around the corner.  Take your time 

dusting off.  Come out when youôre ready.ò 

When he was gone, she sat on the bed to review her smiling fortunes. 

She hadnôt prepared for this.  It was better than sheôd imagined; so much 

better that she discarded her previous ideas about ýnding a place.  Sheôd 

mentioned taking things one day at a time, and there was no question 

about that now.  It was settled as far as they were both concerned.  Sheôd 

been overwhelmed, and in afterthought, she wished she had shown some 

restraint.  He returned with her other bag. 

ñIôm going to take a shower!  Where weôre going, can I wear shorts?ò 

 
The walk around the corner enhanced her impression of a foreign 

country.  The style of buildings and landscaping didnôt exist in the north 

making every street an experience. 

They arrived at óThe Country Storeô, a one-story wood and glass 

building nearly hidden by vegetation.   Inside raised the question: óAre 

we here to shop, or to eat?ô  Antiques, expensive gif ts and memorabilia, 

appeared to be moved aside to make room for dining.  In the beginning, 

that had been the case. 

ñTwo guys opened an antique shop in these cozy little rooms and put 

in a table for their friends,ò Brian explained.  ñCoffee, cookies, takeout 

from wherever. More friends led to more tables and eventually, a Menu.ò 

Indicating their surroundings, ñThis is the result.  The food is terriýc.ò 

 
The sun was down when Brian suggested a walk down Main Highway, 

three blocks of unique shops and restaurants ending at a rustic tavern 

named ñTaurusò, where revelers spilled outside to benches and railings 

along the sidewalk. A small, outside bar served those too relaxed to invade 

the bustling interior. 

ñWhat would you like?ò Brain asked. 
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It wasnôt a club-soda place and Brian waved aside her lack of ID. Sheôd 

been in crowded bars, but in Albany, never on a Tuesday night.  Sipping 

her screwdriver, another thing struck 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 wasnôt 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 a dozen 

ýelds. Some were business and trades people, lawyers, waitresses, sailors, 

and two she was sure were homeless. 

Finishing her second screwdriver, she couldnôt recall a single name. 

ñCan we go?ò she asked.  ñI think Iôm feeling these.ò 

ñWe can get a cabéò 

ñOh, noðitôs not that bad.  After the next one, Iôl l need a cab.ò 

Brian laughed. ñMost girls will pass out on the þoor before admitting 

their limit.ò 

The dry air refreshed her during the walk. Helping that along was the 

time, the recent hours so different from her experience. Discovery, in this 

new place, was renewing her spirit. 

ñWould you like some coffee?ò Brian asked as she stepped inside the 

apartment. 

ñI donôt think so, thanks.  I think Iôl l just crash if thatôs okay.ò 

ñNo problem.  You want a wakeup call?  We have an alarm clock if 

you want it?ò 

There it was again, the óweô.   ñI donôt think so.   I usually get up 

early.ò 

ñSee you in the morning, then.ò  He waved her off. 

In her bedroom, she opened her patio door to the fresh air.  Fishing a 

small tin box from her bag she stepped outside and veriýed the outgoing 

breeze.  Roll ing the joint she considered asking Brian to share it but her 

second thought said, maybe later, when she knew more.  She went over 

her day since landing, every minute.  Was he already including her in his 

life?  Was that a good thing?  The answers would come in time; she only 

needed to be cool.  She returned half of the joint to her tin box and went 

to bed, smiling. 

 
The morning was still except for birds excited by another sunrise. 

The aroma of coffee added þavor to the pleasant air.  Her parents didnôt 

drink coffee and she considered what she had missed, not having that 

stimulation to begin all those other days.  She tied her robe and imagined 
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being reborn as she stepped out on the patio.  It was all new, everywhere 

she turned, the trees, the plants, and that wonderful air. She was thrilled, 

and breathed deeply before stepping into the kitchen. 

She expected to see Brian, but the only sound was the coffee maker 

responding to a timer.  Maybe heôd gone out.  She peeked around the hall 

corner.  His door was closed.  She took her coffee to the patio table and 

began gathering threads of a plan.   She didnôt have many.   Impressing 

Brianôs ex-partner was the biggest one, but she was too shop-worn from 

Albany.  She hadnôt even begun Gracieôs formula and her ýrst impression 

would not be her best. She was reluctant to risk rejection. ñThree months,ò 

Gracie had warned.  That meant ýnding a job to halt the one-way þow of 

her money.  Perhaps she was ahead of herself, being overly concerned. 

One thing was certain; Brian could be a super step in the direction of her 

ambition. 

ñGood morning,ò Brian called from the kitchen. 

When he joined her at the table she feigned a slow, happy stretch. 

ñGod, it certainly is,ò she said. 

ñIôl l call Glyn in a few minutes, and see if we can do anything about 

your career.ò She backed away from her cheerful mood and he caught her 

move.  ñWhatôs wrong?ò 

ñIôm not ready for that.  Albany exhausted me.  My agent up there 

wants me to take three-months to rest and exerciseðeat broccoli, you 

knowðdo all those health type things.ò 

He waved that away.  ñYou look terriýc!ò 

ñNot to the cameraðIôve seen it.ò 

ñWell,ò he began, and then sipped his coffee. ñLet Glyn decide. Sheôs 

got a terriýc eye.ò 

ñThatôs what Iôm afraid of.  You know what ýrst impressions mean. 

Mineéò  She let the rest trail away. 

ñRelax!  A terriýc eye sees beyond whatôs evident and thatôs what 

sheôs gotðtrust me!ò 

 
Glyn Kennedyôs ofýce was high in a building off Brickell Avenue, 

overlooking the Bay.  Celine imagined everything overlooked the Bay. 

Meeting Glyn, and seeing her reaction to Brian, she was immediately at 

ease, and certain sheôd be given every chance.  It seemed that her every 

encounter added positives to her relocation south. 

ñBrian told me about you, two-years ago.  What took you so long 

getting here?ò  It was a joking inquiry. 

ñHe said I needed training,ò Celine answered. 
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ñI recall that.ò   Glyn recognized the leather case.   ñFrom the look 

of that portfolio, you took Brianôs advice.  Well,ò she smiled, extending 

toward the portfolio, ñletôs see what youôve done.ò 

Glyn collected her glasses and took the leather case to a table near 

the window, and with this small degree of privacy, slowly turned every 

page without comment.  Celine felt nerve ends dancing in the silence. 

Outwardly, she remained calm. Glyn was a friend of Brianôs, a real friend. 

What more did she need? 

Glyn returned to her desk smiling, prompting a small rise in Celineôs 

spirits. ñIt looks like you had good training,ò 

ñGracie was great. She really pushed me. She didnôt let me get away 

with anything.  I sort of got away from herðin the after hours.ò 

ñYouôre not the ýrst,ò Glyn smiled.  ñIôm not happy about the sexpot 

image in most of your work. I think you can do more with the right styling 

and makeup.ò  She went into her desk drawer.  ñWhen youôve had time to 

rest, Iôl l schedule a shoot with Phyll is Wright.  She has great assistants 

when it comes to creating a variety of looks.  Weôl l see what she can do 

with you.ò  Then, as an afterthought, ñCan I assume you plan to stay in 

Miami?ò 

ñIf I can get work, Iôd love to.ò 

ñGood,ò Glyn said. ñIôm sure we can get you going in a little time. 

Right now, you need some rest.ò 

ñI was afraid youôd notice that.ò 

ñThatôs the business Iôm in.  Donôt worry.  How are you set for 

lodgings?ò 

Celine hesitated.  ñIôm at Brianôs, right nowéò 

ñNo problem there,ò Brian injected.  ñWeôl l work out whatever she 

needs as we go.  What do you think?ò 

Glyn indicated they move toward a living-room setting less formal. 

ñYou always had a good eye,ò she said.  Then, in an aside to Celine, she 

continued, ñhe was terrible at everything else. He insulted clients, models, 

everybodyðno patience at all.  I had to keep him in the back room.ò 

ñBut you miss me.ò 

ñActually, no,ò she turned again to Celine, ñI donôt have the chance. 

Heôs still in and out at all hours.ò 

ñWhy not? all the pretty ladies.  When you donôt have to work with 

them, theyôre great.ò 

ñDo you have a car?ò Glyn asked. 

ñNo.  But I have money.  I can buy a car.ò 

ñMiami is terribly spread out and public transportation gets 

complicated.  Youôl l deýnitely need a reliable car.ò 



55  

 

 
 
 
 

ñJust wing her a national commercial and weôl l get one.ò 

óThereôs that óweô again.ô Celine enjoyed the sound of it. There was a 

security allusion connected; like, there was nothing to worry about. 

Glyn laughed. ñIôl l do my best.ò 

ñThen sheôs in.  Youôre taking her on?ò 

ñOf course,ò Glyn smiled.  ñSheôll have to work herself into shape, 

ýrst.  It shouldnôt take long.ò  Then, she rose from her chair.  ñWe can 

make it ofýcial, if you like.ò  She went to her desk motioning Celine to 

follow. ñHere,ò she said, handing Celine a Registration Form, ñýll this out 

over there.ò  She indicated a table by the wall. 

Celine scanned the ýrst few lines.  ñWhat address shall I put down?ò 

ñYou can use the agency address,ò Glyn began. 

ñUse our Grove address,ò Brian overruled. ñIt sounds more permanent 

to a client.  They all know this agency address and might imagine youôre 

a snowbird.ò 

ñThatôs true,ò Glyn added, indicating Celine should do as he suggested. 

She rejoined Brian while Celine busied herself with the form. 

ñWhen she catches her breath,ò Brian said, ñweôll ýnd her an apartment 

someplace convenient.ò 

ñYou might look toward South Miami,ò Glyn suggested.  ñMany of 

the girls are down there.ò 

Overhearing, Celine continued writing with mixed emotions.  The 

ease of her previous moments began slipping away.  óWhere is South 

Miami?ô she wondered.  South Miami was on another planet. 

ñWhat about work?ò Glyn asked.   ñSheôl l need income of a sort 

until sheôs established among the locals.   Does she have any other 

experience?ò 

ñNot much we can market around here,ò Brian answered.  Then he 

waved to the surroundings.  ñWhat about right here?  You can always use 

another Booker.ò 

ñShe has to beéò Glyn began. 

Brian interrupted.  ñShe knows the work.  She just has to study your 

ýlesðget to know the talent.ò 

óOh! Brian, donôt stop now!ô Celine thought.  On several occasions 

she had managed the phones when Gracie had to be elsewhere.  Being a 

Booker would put her at the front of the line for every job that came in. 

óBrian, convince her!ô 

ñIôve got two girls besides dear daughter,ò Glyn argued. She appeared 

to consider more.  ñThen, taking on Celine will give Darlene some relief, 

something Iôve been meaning to arrange. The time could be now. Let me 

sleep on it,ò she said.  ñI think I like it.ò 
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ñAw sleep, shleep,ò Brian put in.  ñYou know a good thing when you 

see it.  Why keep her in suspense?  Give her a peanut salary and standard 

commission.  If she screws up, ýre herðsimple as that.ò  He waved Glyn 

toward a done deal and then turned to Celine who had abandoned her 

pretence of paying no attention. ñCeline,ò he called. ñIf she ýres you, you 

gotta promise you wonôt get pissed off and jump to another agency?ò 

ñI Promise,ò Celine answered happily. 

Glyn was laughing.  ñOkay,ò she agreed.  ñYou can start Monday. 

Thatôl l give you a few days to poke around town and see what kind of a 

life youôre getting into.ò 

ñThis is so exciting!ò Celine laughed.   ñI need to use your ladiesô 

room.ò 

Glyn pointed the direction. 

** *  

When Celine was gone, Glyn put on her inquisitive face.  ñAre you 

and sheé?ò 

Brian rolled his eyes.  ñGod!  Sheôs so damn young.ò 

ñSheôs not that young.ò 

ñI admit thinking about it,ò he said. Then, he shook his head. ñI canôt 

put a move on her.  You know how we feel about clients doing that.  I 

canôtðand not that I donôt want to.  Sheôs just too damn young.ò 

Clearly, he wasnôt happy with his uncertainty. 

ñI caught a couple of her looks.  Sheôs relying on you.ò 

ñI know.  Thatôs the whole case.  No,ò he added with deýnition.  ñIôm 

gonna help her get started and thatôs it!  No moves and no strings.ò 

ñWell, good luck,ò Glyn offered, ñbut youôre in over your head with 

this one.ò 

** *  

Riding back to the grove Celine let her hair þy in the wind. Everything 

fell into place and sheôd barely lifted a ýnger.  Brian knew how to get 

things done.  She only had to hang on. 

Along the Bay they passed an open-air restaurant piping dance music 

into the street.  ñOh, whatôs that place?ò 

It was dusk when they went in, taking a wooden table at the far end, near 

the water.  Celine didnôt try to hide her joy and struck a mood lasting the 

rest of the night.  They ate Reubens and drank beer, then a bottle of wine. 

Celine danced with several hopefuls, always asking Brianôs permission. 

Near midnight she dragged him to the þoor for an impersonal Rock 

fantasy.  She could tell he wasnôt comfortable, but he put on a show of 

pleasure.  The mood was too good to spoil. 
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ñYou havenôt stopped laughing all night,ò he remarked. 

ñI feel good, you know?ò  She þopped on her chair.  ñJust two days 

ago I was at a dead-end. I mean, dead! Now,ò she waved, ñIôm in another 

world, a registered model and with a friend of the boss. I have a job and a 

place to liéò  She held short, her joy waning. 

ñLive,ò Brian concluded with a smile.  ñLive,ò he said again, ñôtil l we 

ýnd the right spot for you.ò 

ñYes,ò she hesitated.  ñThatôs what I meant.ò 

ñI hope some of your luck rubs off on me.ò 

She worked her laughter back, ñI think youôve got it pretty good 

alreadyðyoung man, independentðin a great place with no wife pull ing 

on your sleeve.  I know guys that would kill for your shoes.ò 

ñI think Iôl l get you home.ò 

ñIôm not ýnished. Oh! I guess I am. Okay, we go.ò She took his arm 

to the car, and thrilled again to the balmy night air as it passed over their 

heads. ñGod, that feels good.ò 

In her room, she changed to a four-foot T-shirt from Wildwood that 

was her favorite pajama, opened the windows and patio door, and þopped 

on the top sheet. The wine and beer were being kind, allowing her pleasant 

recollections, but only four minutes of them. 

 
ñIôm feeling like a real vacation,ò she said over their coffee.  ñI never 

had one, but I think this is what it must feel likeðnothing to do except 

have fun.ò 

Her delight seemed to affect Brian.  ñWhat are you up for today?ò 

ñDonôt ask me.  Iôm following you, remember?ò 

Brian watched the þags and pennants at the Sailing Club snapping in 

the breeze.  ñLetôs go sailing.ò 

ñOh!ò she exclaimed.  ñOut there?ò pointing to the bay. 

ñUh-huh.ò 

ñIôve never been on a sailboat.ò 

ñTime you were.  Letôs go.ò 

ñWhatôl l I wear?ò 

 
They parked at Nutaôs at nine-thirty with a cooler full of sodas and 

orange juice.  ñNo beer?ò she asked. 

ñNot unless you want it,ò he answered.  ñBeer mixed with sun and 

waves donôt treat me well.ò 

ñNot for me.  I just thought sailors and beer went hand-in-hand.ò 

ñThey do, but not for this sailor.ò 
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ñWind Chime,ò she said, ñcute name. Cute boat! I mean,ò she groped 

for better words. ñI donôt mean cuteðI mean itôs great!ò 

ñIôve had her about a year.  When I decided to keep the penthouse, I 

traded a sport-ýsher for it.ò 

ñWhat should I do?ò 

ñAbsolutely nothing,ò he smiled, ñuntil youôre told.ò 

Passing under the Seventeenth Street Bridge, she was sure the mast 

wouldnôt make it until clear sky opened up. She watched the river life pass 

as they made their way to the Bay.  ñDo people live on these boats?ò 

ñSome of them.  I love the riverðalways something going on.  A lot 

of it you donôt see.ò 

ñThat sounds ominous.ò 

He indicated large freighters still working their rust from one port to 

another.  ñWe just cruised past at least a mill ion dollars worth of cocaine 

hidden in these old buckets.  The river is the perfect place to unloadðno 

cops or security, unless theyôre on the payroll.ò 

ñBut itôs so peaceful.ò 

ñIt has moments.ò 

They cleared the Brickell Bridge, passed Claughton Island and turned 

south. 

ñWhen do we put up the sails? or donôt we?ò 

ñSoon as we clear the Rickenbacker Bridge.  Some of these bridge 

tenders are bored and like to play games with boats approaching under 

sail. They take their time openingðmake you come about, just for laughs. 

They know youôre swearing at them but itôs their kicks.ò 

With Rickenbacker behind them, Brian motioned to her, ñCome take 

the wheel.ò 

ñOh!ò 

ñItôs just like a car. It reacts slower, thatôs all. Go back and forth a few 

times to get the feel of it.  Just relax.  You canôt hit anything.ò 

It was easy, when she got use to the lag time.  ñYeahhhhh!ò she 

laughed. 

Brian removed the sail covers and connected the halyards.  When the 

channel was no longer a problem he said, ñSee that little telltale there?ò 

pointing to a red thread tied to a cable supporting the mast.  ñThat cable 

is called a óshroudô.  You just turn the wheel until that thread is blowing 

straight back.  Then, hold it steady on.ò 

ñYou mean straighten out?ò 

ñYesðwhen the thread is straight back.ò 

ñWhich way should I turn?ò 

ñWhatever suits youðeither way brings us to the same place.ò 
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Celine enjoyed controll ing the vessel 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 halyards.  ñSee that key 

by your right foot?ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñTurn it off, then come left with the wheel.ò  She turned the key and 

silence surrounded them, broken only by the whoosh of water along the 

hull.  She felt the wind pushing against the sails and instinctively turned 

the wheel exactly where it should be.  The vessel leaned over and picked 

up speed. 

ñOh!  Wow!ò she squealed.  ñOh!  Wow!  This is so great!ò 

Brian stood by the mast enjoying her pleasure.  She seemed to have a 

good feel for the motion, like sheôd done it before.  ñYou sailed up north, 

didnôt you?ò 

ñNooo,ò she asserted, happy he should think so.  ñNever, I swear.ò He 

turned away smiling.  ñHead for that point of land,ò he directed. 

Celine thought he looked like a sailor, with his tan and sun-bleached 

hair.  She turned the wheel slightly to comply and was amazed how 

comfortable she felt.   Brian remained forward, leaving her in control. 

They continued half an hour under the enchanting silence, then Brian 

ordered her to do the telltale thread thing again.  This time she felt which 

way to turn. 

ñPull that left knob straight up, and the right knob all the way back. 

Then turn the key until the engine starts.ò She did it easily, without losing 

track of her thread.  When it was straight back, he dropped both sailsð 

secured them and returned to the cockpit.  ñYou did this before.  Slide 

over.ò 

She pounded his shoulder, laughing.  ñI didnôt!ò 

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.  ñHop off and Iôl l hand you the lines.  Drop the loops 

over the cleats.ò 

ñI know that much.  Even Lake George boats do that.ò 

Her unfolding hours piled adventure on delight, and caused her to 

lament years in the north when all this had been only a few hours away. 

Brian ordered Conch chowder and two dozen raw oysters. 

ñYuk,ò Celine said.  ñNot for me.ò 

ñEver had them?ò 

ñOnce, at Cape Cod.  That was enough.ò 
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ñOkay, order some ýsh.  Dolphin is excellent.ò  He saw her alarm. 

ñItôs not the Flipper type Dolphin; itôs a ýsh.ò 

 
Brian let her do most of the work going back, even motoring up 

river with all the bridges.  He was unusually quiet and she wondered if 

something was wrong. ñHey,ò she said in the car, ñyouôre awfully quiet.ò 

He seemed to know that, and force himself back. ñJust a sinking spell. 

The sun does that to me sometimes.ò 

ñYou sure?ò 

ñYep,ò he found a genuine laugh.  ñWhatôl l we do about dinner?ò 

ñI can cook something.  What do you like?  Really! I can cook.ò 

ñI believe you, but letôs go to the Brasserie.  We can grocery shop 

tomorrow and you can cook whatever you like.ò 

ñWhatôs the Brasserie?ò 

ñA favorite place, where celebrities go to be seen by you and me.ò 

They parked at the Coconut Grove Hotel and entered the downstairs 

restaurant: a busy, wood, brass, and þora eatery with perfect lighting. 

ñHey, Brianðgood to see you!ò  The host held out his hand. 

ñHello Herb.  Say hello to Celineða recent import.ò 

ñHello Celine a recent importðwelcome.ò  He was impressed and 

turned back to Brian.  ñDid she bring a sister?ò 

ñAfraid not.ò 

ñDamn!ò  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. 

ñThank you,ò Celine smiled, ñbut, if you donôt mindéò  She seated 

herself facing the corner wall.  It seemed a small gesture, declining her 

best view of the passing parade. 

 
They decided to have the brandy at home, and drove the few short 

blocks in minutes. Inside, Brian opened the patio doors in both bedrooms 

to let the warm night pass through.  It was unusually dry.  They had a 

brandy on the east patio, leaning against the wall overlooking the twinkling 

scene toward the Bay. 

Celine felt a chill recall ing how quiet Brian had been earlier.  Was 

it really the sun? or was he thinking about her, and why he needed a 

young girl cramping his social life?  He had a social life.  Sheôd seen 

evidence around: things women forget, sometimes on purpose. There was 

a Polaroid in one of the dresser drawersða young blond playing pool on 

the patio.  Bikinis were designed for bodies like hers, but hers would be 
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il legal in New York.  The photo had provoked her.  Later, sheôd thought 

that strange. 

Could Brian be regretting his offer?  He wouldnôt admit it.  Sheôs so 

happy in Penthouse II: her perfect place in the entire world. Itôs where she 

belongs; where she needs to be.  ñCan I have another brandy?ò 

ñSure.ò  Then he called from inside, ñHow about shooting some 

pool?ò 

óThat might cheer him upô she thought. She liked pool and learned to 

play well.  On the patio with the high walls, Brian raised the canopy over 

the table and switched on the light.  óAt least heôs smiling.ô  ñIôm pretty 

good at this,ò she said.  ñEight Ball!  Whatôll we play for? a dollar?  I get 

to break.ò 

ñDo it.ò 

Celine broke, winning the low balls.   ñI told you,ò she laughed. 

ñGet out your wallet.ò  She circled the table artfully, sipping her brandy 

whenever she missed.  She won the ýrst game, and the second.  Brian got 

lucky on the third and Celine poured herself another brandy.  She wasnôt 

feeling them as she had in the past.  Perhaps it was the clean air she was 

so happy breathing: here, in Penthouse II.  Thought of living some other 

place made her shudder.  óEverything is so perfect, here.ô 

** *  

Brian continued their game, feeling a diminishing comfort as she 

watched. He concentrated on the arrangement of the balls and made every 

shot as deliberate as possible.   It did not get easier.   He could feel her 

eyes, watching, and he began to recognize moments from his past: the 

look a woman gets when sheôs in pursuit, when she wants to convey a 

warm message.  Was it the brandy?  She seemed ýne, with no false starts 

or slurred words.  Her shots were crisp and mostly accurate.  It wasnôt 

brandy, but it was there: that look, the slightly raised head and wisp of a 

smile a woman gives to alert her desire that sheôs available for the taking, 

if heôs interested. 

He was. 

And, he did. 

 
An orange sun rose imperceptibly through the dawn phase it had 

repeated through bill ions of years.  There were a few clouds.  Some were 

dark and bearing rain, that brieþy delayed sunny rays in their þight to the 

earth. There may have been a ýrst-day of the event. Heôd never concluded 

on that, but heôd imagined this land before man, and he knew that in a 

geologic day his species was present only a few minutes.  Heôd imagined 

the silence there must have been through those twenty-three hours and 
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ýfty-odd minutes that reproduced every event exactly as it was doing 

today. 

There were clouds this day, not dark, but gray and brill iant white 

explosions of cotton, cruising silently overhead.  By all measures, the 

rising sun promised a good 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 slow rise 

and fall of the sheet covering Celine. Sheôd found her own space, but when 

she turned toward him with a soft sound, her hand fell on his shoulder. 

She was still again, perhaps in a dream, perhaps only in blackness.  He 

wondered.  Daylight touched a glow to her blond strands tangled on the 

pillow.  Without thinking, he reached out to touch them. 

He didnôt remember the moment heôd decided to sleep, if there was 

that moment. He only recalled one of the better times of his year, possibly 

his life. The beautiful young girl had actually seemed to care. Was it the 

brandy?  He recalled no evidence of that, and he didnôt want to.  Still, he 

searched intensely. He watched her several moments, and then slid quietly 

out the far side of the bed. He stood a moment, watching her. ñGod, sheôs 

beautiful,ò he whispered. 

He brought his coffee to the west patio where the balls remained 

scattered on the table.  The light under the canopy still burned and he 

switched it off.   He settled on one of the lounges, wondering why this 

measure of fortune fell suddenly to him.  Part of his bed was visible 

through the open glass, but there was no movement on it.  óWill she want 

to stay?ô he wondered, or be off after her ýrst decent paycheck. He found 

no pleasure in that wonder, and quickly moved on.  She seemed to like 

his house.  It would be decided in a few hours.  Still, he was impatient to 

know. 

He was pouring his second coffee when she came up behind him; 

her terry-covered arms circled 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 stay?  He set his cup down and twisted around; his arms went 

around her while he drew a serious face.  ñI want you to stay,ò he told 

her. 

She smiled and turned an ear to his chest.  ñIôd like to stay,ò she 

answered. 

 
His life had produced extraordinary ósplit-secondsôðin times when 

his future had been predictableðthen altered in a þash.  Another split- 

second had just happened.  In the ýrst part of the second there was his 

lifeðeverything that had brought him to this place and time.  He was 



63  

 

 
 
 
 

alone, but imagined being with Celine. Still, he was alone in the ýrst half 

of the split.  Then it happened!  The split!  In the last half of the second, 

his life was new, instantly changed.  Different were his hopes, dreams, 

and realities.  All were different.  All were changed in the last half of the 

second, pointing toward a future nobody could have expected. Sheôd said: 

óIôd like to stayô and the split was past, leaving him a new and different 

world, for better or worse. 

The emotion was more than Aeryn, and he pressed hard to believe it. 

Could their ages allow it? If an Oracle said ñNo!ò would he believe? The 

decision had been hers; young and beautiful Celine had said she wanted 

to stay. 

** *  

They were never idle.  They dined, sailed, danced, drove long hours 

in the Keys, and spent other long hours preparing their dinner.  Martinis 

on the patio captured the view and motion of a hundred vessels bobbing 

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 a ýt, and playfully challenged each other for an imagined prize. 

It pleased him when she won, as she often did.  When he taught her to 

Scuba, her thrill wouldnôt let her surface until sheôd dragged the last gasp 

of air from her tank. 

Glyn remarked, ñSheôs certainly in better shape.  Youôre looking a 

little better, too.  Sheôs brought you out of your hole.  Thereôs excitement 

between you that Iôve never seen.  I think itôs wonderful.  I hope it lasts 

because I donôt know what Iôl l do without her.ò 

ñWhy wonôt it last?ò he laughed. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
 

 
They were home on Sunday. Brian was reading on the west patio and 

Celine wandered the kitchen for inspiration.  The doorbell rang.  ñIôl l get 

it,ò Celine called. 

ñHi!  I am Angie,ò the girl smiled.  ñIs Brian home?ò 

Celine didnôt answer and appeared off-balance, staring at the pretty 

young girl who waited hopefully for an answer.  Then, ñYes, Iôm sorry,ò 

she answered.  ñPlease come in.ò  She called to Brian on the patio. 

Angie didnôt stay long.  She was in the neighborhood and wanted to 

tell Brian about her new job in Mayfair.  She was pleased to meet Celine 

and seemed happy about their coupling. She offered to show Celine the 

ógirl placesô in the Grove that sheôd never get to see with Brian. 

When Angie left, Brian sensed a difference in the air. 

ñHow long have you known her?ò Celine asked. 

Her complete lack of tone piqued him.   ñCouple of years,ò he 

answered. 

ñIsnôt she a little young?ò 

Heôd never experienced Celineôs voice without tone. He was uncertain, 

but made a quick calculation.  ñSheôs twenty-four.ò 

ñYouôre kidding!ò  She appeared amazed. 

ñI know what you mean, but itôs true.ò Brian felt a tremor in his serene 

realm. He could do little except wait, and respond. 

óBeautiful, little Angie,ô he thought.  No infant had clearer, more 

antiseptic looking skin.  It had been two years since her ancient car had 

gasped its last, blocking Brianôs entrance to the garage.  Heôd helped her 

push it to the side and then offered his phone.  They had talked an hour 

while awaiting her friend. Sheôd claimed to be twenty-two but heôd already 

guessed, seventeen. Heôd had doubts, but the stories she told could barely 

be squeezed into twenty-two years. Sheôd visited a dozen times since then, 
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always interesting, always with a light smile and gentle manner.  She was 

the only person heôd met who never used a contraction when she spoke. 

She pronounced every word in a precise style that placed her indelible 

signature on his memory. 

She would appear unannounced, sit in a chair with hands folded in 

her lap.   Sheôd visit 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 or ñIôl l see you next weekò.  He could imagine she lived in a 

cardboard box under one of the causeway bridges. 

She said she came to Florida with a lawyer when she was ýf teen, and 

lived with him for two years. Heôd struck her one day, and that was the end 

of him.  Before leaving, she squeezed a tube of grinding compound into 

the oil 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 appeared to relax the bell igerent mode sheôd þashed, and then 

asked, ñWere you sleeping with her?ò 

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 sheôd asked.  It 

etched a mark against her perfection.  ñWhatever my life was before you 

came, only you make it worth living now. My bridges are burned. I donôt 

ask about yours.  Itôs more than enough that youôre here.ò 

For a moment he wasnôt sure. Then she smiled his cue to approach her. 

When his arms were around her, he felt the last words had been spoken; 

but he couldnôt be certain.  The mark heôd imagined almost disappeared. 

 
A month later he was alone when Angie reappeared.  ñHi!  I want 

to ask Celine if she would like to see óGypsyô at the Playhouse with me 

tonight.  I only have two ticketsðI am sorry.ò 

ñCeline wonôt be back until nine or ten.  Sheôs working late and then 

having dinner with her boss.ò 

ñOh, I am sorry. I guess I can ask Vera but she always falls asleep. I will 

have to hurry to catch her.  Do you mind if I use your guest bathroom?ò 

ñItôs in the same place.ò 

Celine arrived after eleven, already enveloped in anger.  ñThat God- 

damned Tanya!ò she stormed before the door was closed.  ñShe stole all 

our records and opened her own agency.  Glyn and I spent the whole day 

ýelding calls from our models wanting to know what the hellôs going on. 

We didnôt even eat!ò 
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He wasnôt surprised.  Heôd seen it happen to other agents.  Even Glyn 

had acknowledged it goes with the business.  ñDidnôt anybody see it 

coming? I mean, Tanya showing restless signs.ò 

ñHell, no! She was sweet as honey, and her goddamned mother helped 

her make the copies!  What a rotten family!ò 

The theft event devoured the rest of the night and she needed three 

brandies to relax.  When Brian remembered Angieôs visit, Celine was 

asleep. 

 
The furor, mostly generated by Celine, lasted three days. She insisted 

Glyn bring in the police or a hit-man. Neither was in Glynôs nature, a fact 

well known to Tanya. 

Two weeks later, Celine in her morning robe approached him on the 

west patio. 

ñI showered in the guest room and found this!ò  She held out a waste 

basket with a tissue-wrapped sanitary napkin in the bottom. She held the 

basket out to him.  ñOne of your pool players?ò she hissed.  ñI donôt use 

these!ò 

He was bafþed by her tone. Her anger had never been directed at him 

and the effect was unsettling.  Was she appalled with his housekeeping, 

or jealous of some unknown invader? The latter seemed insane, but there 

was no mistaking her hostility.  The guest room hadnôt been used since 

Celine had moved to his room; why would he go there to empty the basket? 

Then, he remembered his visitor, and felt lighter. ñI forgot. Angie stopped 

for a few minutes.  She must have left that when she used the bathroom.ò 

ñYou never told me she was here. Why was she here? Did you invite 

her?ò 

He had trouble with her change.   She was mad as hell.   ñYou met 

Angie.  You donôt invite her.  She comes and goes like a little ghost.ò 

ñA little ghost you were fucking!ò 

Realities were getting out of hand. ñShe had two tickets to óGypsyô at 

the Playhouse, and came by to see if you wanted to join herðyou! I forgot 

about it!ò  Then he remembered.  ñIt was the night you came in cursing 

Tanya and her mother; thatôs why I forgot.ò  He took the basket, set it on 

the deck and got up. Celine stepped back, avoiding his touch. He stopped 

where he was.  ñThere was nothing!  She was here ýve-minutes and four 

of those in the bathroom.ò  He rummaged for something more effective. 

ñShe had counted on you to join her. You werenôt here. Then she was in a 

hurry to ýnd somebody else to go with her. She used the bathroom before 

she left and thatôs the total of Angieôs visit.ò 

ñI donôt want to see her again.ò 
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ñThatôs ridiculous!ò 

ñI mean it!ò 

Her acid level was rising.  He decided surrender might restore her 

reason. He nodded his approval. ñIf thatôs what you want, okay.ò He tried 

to smile.  ñItôs still ridiculous.ò 

ñIf she stops again tell her weôre on our way out.ò 

He nodded again, ñI will,ò while doubting that he could. Heôd speak 

of it in a lighter time, believing her attitude would mature.  She let him 

approach and hold her. 

ñThereôs one more thing, while weôre on it. That Polaroid you have of 

the pool player.ò 

óShe must mean Susan; itôs the only one.ô  ñWhat of it?ò 

ñIôd like you to get rid of it.ò 

It wasnôt a negotiation, but the price was small.  ñYou got it,ò he 

laughed, but couldnôt quite feel it. 

She pulled him tighter and kissed him with unusual ferocity. 

Tranquility was hours away, but eventually, it returned. 

** *  

The recovery of Celineôs better-self took less time than predicted. 

Glyn was happy with the better-self and rewarded her with an important 

print job.  A national chain of hair salons would open its ýrst in the Bal 

Harbour Shops and Celineôs hair would be prominent throughout the chainôs 

advertising.  Excited, she retrieved a four-by-six-foot poster twenty-times 

her actual size, rolled it up and shipped it to her parents. She signed it with 

a black laundry marker.  It was important they relax, and trust her. 

** *  

Brian was alone when Vic made his annual phone call. 

ñItôs getting cold up here.  Iôm thinking about a couple of weeks at 

your place.  What about it?ò 

ñHey,ò he yelled.  ñBe good to see ya.  When are you leaving?ò 

ñI donôt know.  I just decided ten-minutes ago.ò 

ñIôl l be here.ò  Then, he had an afterthought.  ñSay, remember that 

gorgeous blond you introduced me to in Dennyôs a couple of years ago?ò 

ñSure,ò Vic answered. 

ñWell guess whoôs living here now.ò 

ñHey, thatôs terriýc,ò Vic said.  ñI wondered if you two would ever 

hook up.ò 

ñShe þew in one dayðcalled me up, and that was it.ò 

ñThatôs great! Iôm glad itôs working out. I was feeling funny about it.ò 

ñFunny about what?ò 
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ñIt doesnôt matter, but say, where will you put me up? I remember that 

sofa you got is too round for my back.ò 

ñCan you remember I have two bedrooms?ò 

ñI know, but I donôt want to put her out.ò 

ñPut who out?ò 

ñCelineðtaking her bedroom.ò 

ñThe guest room is empty.  Itôs yours.  She sleeps with me.ò 

There was silence on the line.  There was more silence than Brian 

thought there should be. 

ñBrian...ò  Jimôs already deep voice dropped another octave.  ñWeôre 

talking about Celine?ò 

ñWho else?ò 

ñAnd she sleeps with you.ò 

ñIôm not that bad!ò 

Vic was quiet again, but he recovered. ñWell, I hate to bear bad tidings 

my friendðI guess she didnôt tell you. Did you ever notice how much she 

looks like you?ò 

ñWhat are you getting at?ò  He sensed a shudder approaching from a 

black hole. 

ñHey!  Celineôs your daughter, yours and Jenôs.  I canôt believe she 

didnôt tell you.  Thatôs right, isnôt it?  She didnôt tell youðdid she?ò 

Time arrived with another split-second event.  As before, in the last 

half, everything was changed, and he never saw it happen.  Following 

seconds opened a gray, swirling vortex that drew in real and imagined 

bits of his life. The nights, the meals, the dancing and sailing, the hours of 

dreams, and the love heôd imagined, all circled slowly down, around and 

óround, into the black hole. 

ñNo,ò he breathed.  ñShe didnôt tell me.ò 

He knew something different and stimulating had always crackled 

between them: an attraction, a tenacity not seen in other couples that 

was never explained or understood.  Heôd imagined it luck that a young, 

beautiful girl had chosen to stay with him.  He had no reason to suspect a 

grim reality was struggling for recognition. 

ñShit! Jim.  Shit! ò  It was barely audible.  Then, more directly, ñIôl l 

call you in a few days.ò 

He never drank alone, but there was something about half a glass of 

brandy that ýt the moment, and he drank it quickly, feeling a þush to his 

upper body.  Why had she kept the secret?  Did it matter?  She knew, and 

had ignored the entanglement.  Why?  Her jealousy of Angie and Susan 

had not been feigned, nor had her possessiveness.   Why?   Sheôd never 
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spoken of love. Was she secure playing a role? Heôd never spoken of love 

either but it had ýlled his life since she decided to stay. 

Searching for relief, he tried to doubt the joy and hopes of moments 

ago could so swiftly shift to pain.  Relief passed, leaving proof that they 

could.  Inexorable pain pressed to a depth heôd never imagined, to cling, 

until a time he could not foresee.  There would be no more relief. 

The corporeal change hovered to be decided, 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 brandy disappeared and he started for another and then held.  He 

must pick her up shortly.  Sheôd skip out the door for the car, laughing 

probably, and in her seat, lean against him with a kiss.  ñLetôs go!ò she 

would direct, to whatever adventure waited. 

Everything went as heôd imagined, except the kiss. She started it, but 

sensed a change.  She settled in her seat, waiting for him to speak.  They 

were almost home before he could.  ñI talked to Vic today.ò  He thought 

to add, óYou should have told meô; but he couldnôt.  They continued in 

silence.  Everything seemed calm, but it could never be yesterday. 

** *  

ñIôd better go back to Albany,ò she said when heôd parked.   Was she 

kidding herself ?  Her life had buried Albany a year ago.  Still, it was a 

secure place to sort things out. ñDo you want to talk about it?ò she asked 

quietly. 

ñNot really,ò he answered.  ñI need some time.  I have no idea what 

to say.ò 

She needed him to offer an option and it upset her when he didnôt. 

Mentioning Albany had been a mistake, and now that wheel was forced 

into motion.  She had no choice.  ñIôl l go pack,ò she said, and went to the 

closet for her bags. 

Brian poured a medium brandy and went to the door of their room. 

ñJust pack whatôs easy to manage.  Iôl l ship the rest in a day or two.ò  He 

took his brandy to the east patio wall. 

She couldnôt turn back; that would be sticky.  He hadnôt sounded 

angry. That was something, but not enough to reverse the plan in motion. 

She convinced herself it was best to put distance between them.  Back to 

Mom and Pop, security, until things could be sorted out.  She could write 

to Glyn. 

** *  

Brian had never known a fear of speaking. He was afraid his emotion 

would rampage out of control, and issue words that could not be recalled 
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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 Ellaôs funeral, the only wake 

heôd driven in, until now.  Still, he couldnôt speak, even though she 

appeared to accept her course without emotion.  He was intent on seeing 

her off, imagining some saving revelation could be lost because he wasnôt 

there to speak or hear. 

The Skycap took the bag and followed her inside.  A Valet attendant 

took the car and Brian hesitated. Minutes free of her presence might clear 

his pain.  It was just a thought.  She was ýnished at the counter when he 

joined her. 

ñWell,ò she said lightly, ñbreaking up is going smoothly.  I got a seat 

and my plane just began boarding.ò 

Is that what was happening?  Were they breaking up?  Was that 

possible for two who shared their blood? 

They continued to the Concourse gate and she could have breezed 

through to her seat; it was that smooth.  She stopped and turned to him, 

took his arm and kissed him lightly on the cheek.  ñIôm sorry,ò she 

whispered, and without offering him a chance to reply, turned and hurried 

through the tunnel. 

Heôd left nothing unsaid.  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 wouldnôt do, 

now.  He drove to the Taurus and disappeared into its night. 

 
Several days passed before he remembered the clothes heôd promised 

to ship, but he only got her suitcase to the bed.  Heôd do it later, maybe 

tomorrow. 

There were hours he felt no pain, but only a few.  Wherever he went, 

her image greeted himðleft over from a previous time.  When a place 

was new and known only to him, he created her image from a phantasm of 

free-þoating memories whose coming and going he could not control. 

He became a regular at ñSebastianôsò, a lesbian bar where interest 

in him was minimal.  ñSebastianôsò patrons, perceiving neither interest 

nor threat, gave him space and conversation; a kind of acceptance with 

thoughts to enlist a physically capable ally when alcohol and threatened 

manhood roused some redneck to break up the place. An occasional male 

angled for a connection, but got only the check and óThank you, good 

night.ô 

Mostly, he drank alone, vodka in a water glass while retracing his 

past year.  He imagined, somehow a different ending would develop, and 
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return him to joy and the woman he couldnôt release.  When he was too 

drunk or tired to continue, he went home, fell into bed and cried, call ing 

her name until overcome by the narcotic of sleep. 

Days he spent on his patio overlooking the Bay, avoiding friends and 

wondering where she was.  He didnôt search, fearful of what heôd have to 

face. He thought of going to sea, but couldnôt let himself be that far away. 

He still imagined a different ending could develop. 

Months passed and his money dwindled.   His recovery business 

was ignored.  ñWind Chimeò was the ýrst to go, extending his life at 

Sebastianôs 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. 

ñSebastianôsò wasnôt the cause, or even an excuseðonly the place 

he happened to be when the bottom came into viewðwhen he couldnôt 

endure the reminders any longer. 

His XKE wasnôt built for hauling, so he didnôt 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 ýnd a place with no reminders. 

Driving  had  always  relaxed  him.    It  was  something  he  could  leave 

to reþexes while his mind wandered elsewhere.  On this journey, he 

welcomed every distraction.  Long, empty stretches were the hardest to 

survive.  The seduction of that cherished time he had no right to, tempted 

him deeper, longer, until reality slammed its door causing him to jerk the 

wheel suddenly. 

óSheôs gone!ô 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 after mile, the white and yellow lane dividers þowed steadily 

behind as the hours passed, and all his resistance with them. By 2:00 a.m. 

heôd had enough, and pulled into a motel.  ñWhere am I?ò he asked the 

clerk.  ñI wasnôt paying attention.ò 

ñMaybe you were fall ing asleep,ò the man answered. ñAnyway, youôre 

still in Floridaðthoroughbred country.  This is Ocala.ò 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 

 
Celine reclaimed her bedroom, delighting her parents. Sheôd be home 

for a while, sorting out her future.  The poster sheôd mailed smiled down 

from a wall. 

ñNo, donôt start redecorating; itôs just a visit.ò 

If only it were true.  If only this was a bad dream and sheôd wake up 

feeling the Bay air breezing in from the patio. 

Friends came by to say ñHello.ò  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 relaxed 

moments: places they enjoyed, meals foreign to Albany, Glynôs 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, unless he 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 lost interest. 

When several months had passed, Celine realized her persistent 

longing for palm trees, ocean breeze, and the music and excitement of 

Miami, would never be realized unless she alone made it happen.  It was 

clear that Brian had not reconsidered his position.  She could continue to 

languish, or get hold of her situation and somehow, make it work to her 

advantage.  Only one thing was certainðnothing would budge without 

money! 

ñYou sure you want to do this?ò Gracie asked with visible skepticism. 
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Celineôs reputation with alcohol hadnôt circulated among the newer 

local promoters and the jinx in force a year ago had seemingly dissolved. 

Gracie whipped her from one job to the next, ýnding enough work to 

resurrect and enhance her celebrity image. Fees were not Miami fees, but 

she couldnôt be picky.  Volume could make up the difference. 

No longer her Manager, Gracie cut her commission to the Agentôs 

standard ýf teen percent, but working with a new, energized Celine, her 

bottom line was greater.  She gave private thanks for the southern hiatus. 

Celine 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 drugs to preserve a healthy, glowing appearance 

at her next assignment.  Reþecting on this new mode, she felt better for it 

and realized the value of not dragging those negatives into the future that 

was beginning to take shape.  She was determined to gain worthwhile 

recognition in Miamiôs social zone.  She should write to Glyn. 

She found a Bridge Club that welcomed a novice, and played once a 

week with a surprisingly quick grasp.  She learned the play quickly, but 

her bidding was the cause of many gasps, and no few curses. 

Glynôs answering letters were cheery and encouraging, and it was that 

way through the summer. 

 
In September, through a friend of Gracieôs, Celine was introduced 

to an elderly Boston doctor.  Romance aside, the doctor owned a large 

home on fashionable La Gorce Drive in Miami Beach; a winter haven he 

had enjoyed with his wife, until she died there last March.  Undecided 

about returning without his love, the doctor requested a friend locate a 

responsible party to occupy the home, pending some disposition. Standing 

empty, it invited trouble.  No rent, of course, to maintained homeowner 

liability. 

The lawyers frowned on Celine but lost out to her óresponsible 

granddaughterô performance; convincing Celine that God was surely on 

her side.  She would dust and vacuum.  Grounds, pool and emergency 

maintenance was contracted and paid for by the owner. She need only see 

that they earned their fees.  The location could hardly be better. 

 
By October, over sixty-thousand nestled 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 good. 
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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 

a pleasant sense of recovery; it too, was racing green. 

 
It wasnôt a palace, but close.  The Art-Deco motif was original, 

mindfully maintained by Mrs. Doctor until her death.  Celine expected it 

would grow on her. She thrilled to be the sole occupant of such luxurious 

surroundings, and particularly enjoyed hearing the echo of her footsteps 

on marble þoors. 

A phone and a maid completed her world. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 

 
The Dolan ranch in Ocala showed the signs of prosperity generated 

by a Major Stakes-winning thoroughbred, but before Dopler it was much 

different. Before Dopler, the paint on the buildings was cracked and peeled; 

equipment was wired to last one more year, and the Dolanôs dress clothes 

had been stepped-down for working. The Dolans were horse ranchers and 

as long as the animals were healthy, things could be worse. 

Their present afþuence was born in tragedy and that memory took the 

shine from what many regarded as ódreams come trueô. Dopler had made 

things much better winning the Stall ion Stakes.  Nobody imagined his 

heart would rupture the next day. The Dolanôs share of the winning purse 

had been over seventy-thousand. 

** *  

Barbara and Nap met at the University of Florida in Gainesville and 

were married a month before Nap graduated.  That summer, they bought 

the three-hundred-thirty-acre ranch at a tax auction and planned to raise 

Morgans for show and Miniatures for sale.  Barbara dropped out of her 

junior year; she loved everything about the ranch and too little about 

liberal arts.  Nap welcomed the help. 

Their luck was not good from the beginning.  The Morgan breeding 

stock they went in debt for failed to produce offspring of sufýcient quality 

to come anywhere near breaking even.  The mortality rate among their 

Miniatures was three-times the industry average.  The ones that survived 

and promised a good return were constantly sought by thieves as their size 

took up little room in the back seat of a car. Three of their best were stolen 

and another fatally injured in an attempt. 

Hard-earned money was spent searching the foalsô mortality rate. The 

Dolans stayed broke paying labs to analyze their water, grain, hay, dirt, 
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the bark from trees and peeling paint.  In the end, no cause was found. 

Faced with uncertain prospects, they sold most of their stock and Nap 

went to work for Harvey Brannigar, a neighbor who boarded and trained 

thoroughbred racehorses.  The money wasnôt much but it came twice a 

month and they made it do. 

Relieved of uncertainty, the next few years were as pleasant as the 

Dolans had known.  Their times promised to improve when Nap ýxed up 

the cabin in a far corner of the ranch. 

** *  

When Brian awakened, it took several minutes to become oriented to 

the strange room.  A small tent next to the phone claimed several beneýts 

ñThe Pines Motelò was prepared to offer.  The clerk had said, ñOcala.ò 

Brian never heard of it.  ñHorse country,ò the man had said as though 

proud of the distinction. 

Brian tried to visualize its relationship to Miami, but a long drive up 

US-27 was the best he could do.  He swung his feet to the þoor, trying 

to formulate a next move.  Staring through the window he realized he 

didnôt have a next moveðno destination or appointed time.  He could be 

at the end of the earth for all it mattered. óIs there coffee at the end of the 

earth?ô 

There was, and he left the Pancake House feeling better than he 

remembered.  The town was new, with none of the reminders heôd left 

Miami to avoid.  There seemed no reason to move on.  He felt relief, and 

in following days, slowly opened his eyes to what horse country offered. 

He spent days touring the countryside, while the pastoral beauty of farms, 

ranches, and grazing animals mellowed his mood and ýrmed up his 

decision to stay. 

Driving the back roads in his second week he passed the hand-painted 

sign before its message registered on him. He slowed and made a U-turn, 

then a right up a long, dirt driveway to a brown, two-story house. A slim, 

weathered man in coveralls turned toward his approach from the porch, 

squinting in search of some recognition. Brian cut his engine. ñI saw your 

sign,ò he said, climbing out. 

ñYou interested?ò the man asked stepping down from the porch. 

He seemed a pleasant sort, the kind often pictured on the cover of the 

Saturday Evening Post.  ñIôd like to see it,ò Brian said.  ñIôve about had it 

with the motel.ò 

ñWe can do that,ò the man said.  ñYou passed it coming in the drive, 

about a hundred yards back.  We just got it in shape.  Youôre the ýrst one 

to look.  Sayyyy!ò  The man turned his attention to the XKE.  ñDonôt see 

many of those.  Looks like a race car.ò 
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ñSome of them race.  Hop in.  We can ride back to the cabin.  Iôm 

Brian Reasoner.ò 

ñIôm Nap Dolan.  Glad to meet you.ò  They shook hands and climbed 

in the car. Nap was impressed. ñPret-ty fancy. My neighbors ought to see 

me riding in this.  What kind of work you in, if you donôt mind?ò 

It had been a while since heôd thought about it.  ñMerchant Marine,ò 

he answered.  Suddenly, there was no doubt about going back.  ñIôm a 

sailor.ò 

Nap pointed to an entrance road on the right. ñPull in there; thatôs the 

driveway.  The mailbox is out by the road.ò 

The cabin was among trees, isolated except for the driveway to the 

main buildings. The tour didnôt take long. When it concluded, Nap waited 

for the sailor to decide. 

ñIôl l take it,ò Brian told him. 

ñYou sure this is gonna be enough room?  Itôs pretty small.ò 

It wasnôt his penthouse, but it was huge compared to his shipboard 

compartment, two large rooms and a bath.  The kitchen and living room 

shared the same walls. ñIôm sure, Mr. Dolan,ò Brian answered. ñIôm dead 

sure.ò 

ñCall me Nap,ò extending his hand again. ñPlace been sittinô for years. 

Mailmanôs daughter asked why we donôt rent it out for some extra bucks. 

Six-years old, asked me that.  Didnôt have a good answer for her.ò 

Brian smiled at the thought. ñTheyôre a lot smarter than we were.ò 

ñTell me about it.  Youôre a sailor, you say.  You take a wrong turn 

somewhere?ò Nap was amused. ñNearest salt water is sixty miles. Plenty 

of lakes, though.ò 

ñI was on call with a couple of shipping lines out of New York, Second- 

Mate ticket. I took leave the last two years and wiped out my savings. Iôl l 

have to ship out again, pretty quick.ò 

ñGood enough,ò Nap said. ñPlan on havinô dinner at the house tomorrow. 

You gotta meet Barbara so she doesnôt shoot you for trespassing.ò 

 
The dinner was the kind Ella had served: brown pot roast, carrots, 

potatoes and deep rich gravy.  Barbara was no less a cook. 

ñSorry to hear you gave up on the Miniatures,ò Brian mentioned. 

ñTheyôre an interesting breed.ò 

ñWe still keep a fewðtoo damn expensive,ò Nap complained. ñIf I 

can helpéò Brian started, but Nap halted him with a wave. 

ñAppreciate that, but weôre coming along. I work for Harvey Brannigar 

now, assistant trainer. Good to get those steady dollars. Now we get a few 
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more from you.ò Nap seemed satisýed things had fallen into place. ñWeôl l 

get everything ýxed.  Nothing better to do.ò 

ñOne thing,ò Brian said, ñif you donôt mind.   If I can have a ýve- 

year lease with an option, Iôd like to add a garage on that west sideðmy 

expense.ò 

ñWell, say!ò Nap started, turning to Barbara.  ñWe hadnôt thought 

about a lease. It might be good to have that income guaranteed ýve-years. 

A garage wouldnôt cost that much and I could slap one up in no time.ò 

He looked to his wife for a sign, and appeared to get it f rom her smile. 

ñThatôll be okay.  Canôt think why not.  You donôt need much garage for 

that car,ò he laughed.  ñWe can split the cost.ò 

ñThatôs not necessary, I canéò 

ñI know,ò Nap waved. ñBut itôl l improve the place. Itôs fair. You can 

have the lease, for sure.ò 

ñGood,ò Brian said.  ñIôl l leave the contracting to you, if thatôs okay. 

Iôl l be shipping out for a while.ò 

When Brian returned to his cabin, he fell into a chair in a relaxed 

manner he hadnôt known in months.  Through a window, he watched a 

branch of leaves þuttering in the warm breeze, and realized heôd found 

another home. This would be it. This was all he needed. Vague indications 

of pleasure þitted among his thoughts, seeming to support his move. Also, 

they prompted a need heôd avoided too long. 

 
ñHey!  I was just thinking about you.ò  Vic never changed his line. 

ñSorry itôs been a whileðhad to make some changes. Iôve got a place 

in Ocala nowðin the middle of the state.ò 

ñI thought you were called back to sea on some emergency.  Howôs 

Celine?ò 

ñI canôt say. We went different ways last year.ò There was a delay, and 

he could sense Vic surveying the ground. 

ñWell, what kind of place do you have? I mean, is there room for me? 

Iôve got a serious itch to get out of here for a while.ò 

 
Three days later they met in óSamboôsô on Silver Springs Boulevard. 

ñWe gotta stop meeting around all these calories,ò Vic said. 

Brian hugged his friend.  ñThat shouldnôt bother you.  You havenôt 

gained a pound in years, or changed your wardrobe, for that matter.  You 

still look left-over from a Civil War re-enactment.ò 

ñI know, but with all the money in this town, maybe thereôs an upper- 

crust Thrift Shop where I can enrich my image.ò 
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They ordered breakfast and waited, each hoping the other would 

mention Celine.  Finally, Vic nodded.  ñTell me you didnôt know.ò 

Brian searched his memories.  A simple óNoô wasnôt enough.  ñI felt 

there was something uncommon between usðsomething different from 

what I could see in other couples. It energized me. I thought it was a good 

thing.ò  He shook his head, slowly.  ñI didnôt have a clue.ò 

ñHow do you feelðnow, I mean?ò 

Brian didnôt answer.  He hadnôt settled his feelings for fear of being 

damned by a truth he didnôt want to face.  There had been no scorn or 

public humiliation, and after grieving the loss of love he might have moved 

toward forgetting, but he didnôt.  Grief had been soluble, washed away in 

so many tears.  Guilt was both confusing and indelible. 

Heôd acquitted himself of the incest stain. óDaughterô was a technical 

term not borne out by his reality, and for a time muddled by gray areas, 

he was at ease with God. When the gray areas dissipated, what remained 

was simple in expression, but stark in conviction.  It seemed that God 

wanted something more. 

Time passed, and pain now came only in small, manageable bursts, 

when he asked for it and was prepared. óHow do you feelðnow, I mean?ô 

No one had asked for a long time.  How long could he hide? 

Vic took an old pipe from his pocket and drew on it.  He never lit it, 

only let it satisfy a long-past urge.  He shook his head slowly, considering 

some exorcism.  ñIôm not happy about my own hand in this.  That day in 

Dennyôs, I should have told you who she was when I introduced her.  She 

asked me not to and her reason sounded okay.ò 

Brian recalled the time.  ñYou werenôt obliged to explain; she was. 

Donôt take on that load.ò  He turned to the window while his attention 

wandered back to Jimôs questionðthe question heôd outrun for more than 

a year. Time might modify even a repugnant answer, but given no answer, 

time had no chance.  How long could he run?  When heôd looked over his 

shoulder, the question was always there, out of focus, and only he was 

tiring. 

ñYou know I didnôt raise a daughter to make love with.ò  His gaze 

continued through the window. ñI didnôt even raise a daughter!  I didnôt 

have a daughter in reality, only in fact. I met Celine just as strangers meet 

every day.  When they get past the introduction, they hover, minute-to- 

minute, making choices and decisions in every one.  The minutes keep 

coming and either dissolve in rejection, or cascade into a relationship 

agreeable to both.  I thought it was that way with us.ò  He turned back to 

his friend. 
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ñWhen I learned she was my daughter, the love I felt didnôt die.  I 

thought Iôd buried it, but I was wrong.ò  He turned back to the window. 

ñIôve been stuck with it ever since.ò 

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.  ñIôve been avoiding a disturbing fact 

because it wonôt let me get away from guilt.  The truth is, I wouldnôt have 

it any other wayðother than the way it happened right up to your phone 

call.ò 

Vic drew in some imaginary smoke. ñYou mean,ò he began, ñyou feel 

guilty because you donôt feel guilty.ò 

ñSomething like that.ò 

ñHave you considered youôre a sick man?  I donôt mean from a moral 

point,ò Vic added.  ñI can see how you were caught upðbut I see the 

twenty-years between youðand you werenôt that rich.ò 

Was it that simple? that night on the patio, her slight smile reaching 

across the pool table, inviting him.  Should he have thought about the 

twenty-years between them and turned away?  Would any man have 

turned? ñIôd never felt anything like it. It was the greatest thing in my life 

and there she was, making it happen.  It kept going up and up and never 

looked back.ò 

They were quiet a moment, then Vic mentioned, ñYouôre lucky itôs 

over.ò 

Brian shook his head.  ñThere isnôt any luck.  I havenôt told you the 

worst part.ò 

ñI can guess,ò Vic said, slipping the pipe into a shirt pocket.  ñYou 

want her back.ò 

Several seconds passed before Brian nodded.  ñSomehow, it sounds 

better when you say it.ò 


