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By Robi n Cook

The |ighted wi ndow was now only two or three feet away,

and he could hear voices nore distinctly and the creak of

fl oor boards as soneone wal ked around in the room

It happened at the very instant he was stepping on to the
guttering. There was a loud, hair-raising snarl, and
sonet hi ng i nmensely powerful and heavy | eaped up at himfrom
the ground and tore himbodily down fromthe creeper. Hi s
fingers and face were | acerated as the beast's wei ght dragged
hi m strai ght through branches and | eaves and brought himto
the grass with a back-bruising thunp. Then the thing rolled
on top of him slavering and snarling and tearing at himwth
vicious claws. Gene snelled a rank animal odour that was
anyt hi ng but dog, and he screaned in desperation as his
sweater was ripped away fromhis arns, and guzzling jaws bit
into his shoulder nuscle to tug the flesh away from his

col | ar bone.
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He coul d al ways renenber the first tinme |ie' caught sight

of her. Later, he used to joke about it and call it "love at
first bite." It was at the Schirra's cocktail party for Henry

Ness, the new Secretary of State, to celebrate Henry's

I nexplicabl e engagenent to that very raucous and very
anbitious Caldwell girL As usual at the Schirra's, there was
plenty to drink and nearly as much to eat, and CGene Keiller
was right in the mddle of talking to a Turkish diplomat with
appal | i ng dandruff, sinultaneously sinking his teeth into a
fresh crab vol -au-vent (he hadn't eaten all day), when the
glittering dresses and bl ack tuxedoes parted |i ke the Red Sea
and Lone Senpl e wal ked in.

Gene wasn't yet bl ase" about beautiful wonen. He hadn't

been working for the State Departnent |ong enough to get sick
to his stomach of all those fawning, crooning, elegant young
| adi es who cling around the perineter of Washi ngton society
life with no panties on and an unquenchable thirst for any
man who m ght have been nentioned by WIlliam F. Buckl ey, even
iIf it ewas only once. CGene's imedi ate boss, Walter Far-| owe,
had a nose for political groupies and called themthe Prone
Departnment. But when CGene | ooked up with a nouthful of puff
pastry and a shred of crab hanging fromthe side of his chin,



he coul dn't have cared "Whether Lorie Senple was a
canp-fol | ower or not.

"Hey, Gene," said Senator Hasbauro, -I|eaning over.

"That's one hell of a piece of ass. Take a | ook at that
goddam fronti spi ece. "

Gene nodded, and al nost choked. He reached for his napkin,
and patted his nouth, and the vol -au-vent went down his
throat half-chewed. Al he could say was, "Arthur, for once
you' re damm right."

She didn't seemto have anyone with her. She was

tall —+aller than every other girl in the roomand nost of the
men. Gene guessed five-foot-eleven, and it turned out |ater
that he was half an inch on the short side. Her height hadn't
made her retiring or timd, though. She stalked into the
center of the room under the tw nkling chandelier, with a
strai ght, arrogant back and her chin |ifted.

"Jesus," whispered Ken Sloane. "Did you ever see a girl

who | ooked |i ke that before?"

Gene said nothing at all. Even the Turkish diplomt, who

had been explaining at great and tedious |ength his absolute
commitnent to MARV missiles on Turkish soil, couldn't help
noticing that Gene was no longer with himand was staring at
Lorie Senple |like a man who had just seen a religious vision.
"M. Keiller," he said, tugging, at Cene's sleeve. "M.
Keiller, we nust tal k warheads!"

Gene nodded. "You're absolutely right. That's all | can

say. You're absolutely dam right."

Lorie Senple had a mane of brushed-back tawny hair that

fell over her bare shoulders. Her face was classically
beautiful, with a straight nose, a wi de and sensual nout h,
and upsl anted eyes. Around her neck she wore a three-strand
choker of eneral ds, and nobody in the whole room believed for
one nonent that they were green glass. She was dressed in a
clinging, |Iow backed, enpire-line evening dress of

fl esh-colored silk, so gleam ng and tight around the bust

t hat when
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you first glinpsed her you had to | ook agai n, because she

| ooked as if she was topless.

Her breasts were enornous and she obviously wasn't Wari ng

a bra. Her nipples raised the silk into softly shadowed
peaks, and when she wal ked the bounci ng o{ each bosom was
enough to qui eten conversation and have even the few faithful
Washi ngt on husbands gl ancing surreptitiously over their



w ves' shoul ders.

He never knew what inpulse really made himdo it, but as

she stood there, with her straight back and her supercilious
| ook, Cene Keiller stepped forward and held out his hand. It
was unnerving, stepping up close, because this tall girl had
the kind of green eyes that seemto stare at you heartlessly,
li ke a cat, and Gene had al ready downed three vodkatinis and
wasn't at his

best

"I don't know you," he said, with a | opsided grin.

The girl stared at him She was at |east as tall as he

was, and she was wearing some strong, nusky perfune that
seened to fill the ah? around her |ike a haze.

"l don't know you, either," she replied, in a deep voice

t hat was heavy with sone European accent

"Well," said Gene, "maybe that's a good reason to

I ntroduce ourselves!"

The girl stared at him "Perhaps."

"Only perhaps?”

The girl nodded. "It we don't know each other, perhaps it
is better that we renmain that way. Strangers.”
Gene gave Ms little diplomatic |augh. "Well, | can. see

your point But this is Washi ngtonl Everybody has to know
everybody around here."

The girl still kept staring at him al nost hypnotically,

and the nore she stared the nore he found hinself thrown off
his pitch, and shuffling his feet and staring at the carpet
He hadn't felt like this with a girl
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since he | eft grade school, and yet here he was, rugged

Gene Keiller, with the Florida tan and the wide white smle,
the curly-haired Denocratic chanp who used to Jciss all the
babi es and make Jacksonvill e housewi ves swoon with delight,
si npering and bunbling worse than Charlie Brown.

"Why?" she said, parting those noist pink |ips. "Er—excuse
me? Why what?" The girl kept staring at him She didn't seem
to Wnk at all, and that disconcerted him

"Why does everybody have to know everybody?" Gene fingered
his collar. "Well ... | guess it's a question of survival.
You have to know who your friends are and who your enem es
are. It's kind of like the law of the jungle."” "The jungle?"
He smrked. "That's what they say. It's a tough life, you
know, being a politician. It doesn't matter how | ow down the
gumtree you happen to be, there's always soneone who' d |ike



to clinmb higher, who'll stand on your head to do it."

"You naeke it sound . . . very aggressive,"-she said. He

noti ced she was wearing earrings nade of small curved
animal s’ teeth set in gold. .He was gradually managing to
overconme his nervousness, but all the sanme he was consci ous
that she had the upper hand in this conversation and that all
the other guests were watching himout of the corner of their
eye and sizing up his performance. He coughed, and waved

t owards the bar.

"Wul d you, er, care for a drink?" She | ooked at him

There seened to be | ong pauses in their conversation, and he
got the inpression that she was weighing himup with

consi derabl e care. Stal k-ing him al nost

"T don't drink," sne safd sinply. "But don't let no stop

you. You seemto be enjoying it."

He coughed again. "Well, I, er, like a drink just to

unwi nd. It kind of relaxes the nerves, you know?"

"No," she said, "I don't know. Tve never takea a drink in
ny life."

He blinked at her. "You're kidding! You didn't even laid

i he cherry brandy in your old woman's kitchen cupboard?”
Wth a long-fingered, |ong-nailed hand, she brushed tack
her tawny hair and shook her head seriously.

"My nother is not an old woman. She is really quite young.
And she has never, ever, had al cohol in the house."

"1l see,"” said Gene, enbarrassed. 'l didn't nean to

I mpl y—=

“No, no," she said. "Don't worry. | know what yon neant”
For a while, Gene stood there with his enpty glass in his
hand, giving the girl little smles and saying "well" and

"uh-huh," but not daring to | eave her in case any of the

ot her unattached nen In the room horned in. There was
somet hi ng about her that frightened himbut at the sanme tine
was mesrrierically fascinating—apart fromthe fact that she
had the biggest pair of tits he had ever seen.

He finally said, *%er, haven't introduced nyself. That's
pretty dunb, for a politician! My nane's Gene Keiller."

They shook hands. He waited expectantly for the girl to

i ntroduce herself, but she'said nothing, sinply smled
faintly, and kept on |ooking around the room "Aren't you...
going to..." She turned back and smled at him ' CGene
Keiller," she said. 'Tve heard of you.1*

"Oh, really?" he grinned. "I haven't had too nuch

publicity lately. These days |'ma working politician, not a



canpai gni ng one. Prom ses are one thing, you know, but
carrying those promses out is a whole different ball gane."
She nodded. "I thought you were a politician. You talk in
such old cliches."

He stared at her. He wasn't sure if he'd heard her
correctly, because Senator Hasbaum had just |aughed |oudly
next to his left ear.

"I'"'msorry?"

"That's all right," she said, graciously. "All politicians
do it. It nust be an occupational disease."

He rubbed the back of his neck, which he always did when
he was irritated. "Now, wait a mnute," he said, in a

hal f -] okey, hal f-steaned-up kind of voice. "It's all very
wel | for people like you to say that politicians are riddled
with cliches, but what you have to renenber is that nost
political situations are—*

"There are none," she said, in that rich voice of hers.

He was about to carry on, but then he | ooked at her,

puzzl ed. "What?"

"There are no people like nme," she said sinply.

He frowned, and exam ned his enpty gl ass again.

*\Wll," he said, "what kind of people are you?"

She stared at himas if she were trying to decide

*whet her he was worthy of such a val uabl e piece of

know edge. Finally, she said, "I am hal f-Egyptian and
hal f- French. | am one of those people that are known as
Ubasti . "

"And is it too nuch to tell me your name? Or is that a
clich6 question too?"

She shook her head. "You nmustn't let ny shyness put you
off," she said. "When | am shy, people al ways
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seemto think that T amfrightening. | can see it in their
eyes. Fear and aggressiveness are very simlar enotions,
don't you think?"

"You still haven't told ne your nane."” She tilted her head
to one side. "Wiy do you want to know? Do you want to seduce
me?"

He | ooked at her, questioningly. "Do you want to be
seduced?"

"I don't know. No, | don't think so." He said bluntly,
"You're a very beautiful girl. You know that, don't you?"
She | owered her eyes for the first tinme since they had
started talking. "Beauty is a matter of opinion. | think ny



breasts are too big."

"l don't think the consensus of Anmerican nal e opinion
woul d agree with you. If you want to know, | think they're
stunni ng. "

A hint of color touched her dark-tanned cheeks. She said
softly: "I think you are probably saying that to flatter ne.
He snorted, "You don't need flattery. You're too

good-1 ooking for thai. And apart fromthat, you' ve got
sonmet hing that every other wonman in this whol e goddamm room
woul d li ke to have but never will.. . not in a thousand
years."

She | ooked up. Her green eyes were | anbent and

fascinating. One nonent the pupils seened to be tight shut,
and the next nonent they opened out wide |ike dark flowers.
"You' ve got nystique," Cene told her. "The nonent | laid
eyes on you | said to nyself, Gene, that girl has nystique.
Look at you nowwe' ve been talking all this tinme and | still
don't know your nane."

She | aughed. The cocktail -party guests standi ng cl ose by
noti ced her |aughing and Senator Hasbaum

7

whi spered to one of his friends, "That CGene Keiller'g done
it again! By God, I wish I was twenty years younger! |'d show
that broad what a Tennessee boy can do!"

The girl said, "Way is ny nane so inportant to you?"

Gene shrugged. "What can | call you if | don't know what

it 1s? Supposing | want to ask you to conme to dinner with nme
after the party? How do | say it? 'Excuse ne, Ms. X, or M.
Y, or whatever you call yourself, will you cone to dinner
with ne after the party?'"

She shook her head. "You don't have to say that."

"Then what do | say?"

"Don't say anything, because | can't cone."

Gene took her hand, and held it in both his hands.

"OF course you can cone. You're not married, are you?"

"NO. "

"I didn't think you were. You don't have that haunted | ook
that all Washi ngton wi ves get sooner or later."

"Haunt ed | ook?" asked the girl.

"Sure," said Gene. "They're always worrying about which
girls their husbands are sleeping with, and whether it's any
of the girls that the nen they' re sleeping with have sl ept
with, in which case their husbands may find out they've been
sl eepi ng around. "



"It sounds conplicated.™

"You get used to it. It's all part of running a great
denocracy. "

The girl al nost unconsciously touched her aninmal-tooth
earring. She said, as if she was thinking of sonething else,
"It doesn't sound... very noral."

Gene | ooked at her cautiously. "Miral" was a word lie
hadn't heard in a long tinme, not since he'd made his
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reputation four years ago down south by exposing a

swanp- drai ni ng schene for the noney-grubbing scan-, dal it
was. On this girl's lips it sounded curious, out of place.
Here she was, at a Washi ngton cocktail party, dressed in
skin-tight, flesh-colored silk, with the nost eye-stopping
figure since Dolly Parton, and she was tal king about
norality.

"Listen," he said gently. "This life is full of stresses
and strains. For many people, many politicians, fooling
around is the only recreation they get."

"' msorry," said the girl. "Fooling around is not ny
recreation.”

Gene spread his hands wide in apology. "Ckay. | didn't
mean to suggest anything. | think you're a beautiful girl,
and 1'd be sone kind of nmonk if | didn't find you sexy. Now,
woul dn't | ?"

She blinked at himin bewi ldernment "You . . . find ine..
sexy?"
Gene al nost | aughed. "Well, of course | damm weH do! What

the hell were you thinking about when you put that dress on
this eveni ng?"

She blushed. "I don't know. | didn't think..."

Gene took her hand again. "Honey," he said, "I think you'd
better tell me your nanme. It's going to make life a | ot
easier."

"All right. I"'mLorie Senple."

Gene frowned. "Senple? Wasn't your father—=*

"Jean Senple, yes, the French dipl omat"

Gene squeezed her fingers gently. "I was sorry to hear
about that. | never nmet him but a few of ny friends said he
was a terrific guy. I'msorry."

"You don't have to be. He al ways knew that he was |iving
dangerously. My nother says that he is probably nore
fulfilled now than he ever was."

Gene managed to catch the sleeve of a passing
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ewaiter, and say "vodkatini" before the man dashed off.
Then he turned back to Lorie.

“"Are you sure | can't persuade you to cone and | ave
dinner? |'ve been nmeaning to test ny teeth on the gigot at

the Montpellier for nonths." She shook her head. "I'msorry,
Gene. "

"l don't understand why," he said. "I may not be Rock
Hudson, but I'mstill pretty chunky. Chunky guys like ne are

hard to find in politics. You want to go out with
bespectacl ed weeds fromthe Treasury all your |ife?"

"CGene," she said, and he caught the strong scent of her
perfume, "I don't neant to be rude. |I don't want to hurt your
feelings, either. But |I. canme because ny father was invited
here before he died, and I thought it would be polite. Once |
have said all the right things to all the right people,

must go."

"You're not wearing black," he said, quite suddenly.

"No," she said. "In ny famly, for generations, the death

of the mal e has been regarded as—well, a cause for
celebration. | amcel ebrating because ny father has fulfilled
his duty in this world, and is now at peace."

"You' re cel ebratingT Gene asked.

Lorie lifted her head to stare straight into his eyes. "It

Is the way of our kind. It is the way we are. It is the way
we have al ways been.™

Gene was still trying to work this out when the Waiter
brought his drink. He tipped the man a dollar, and then said
unsteadily, "Lorie, | don't nmean to pry, but |I've never net a
famly that cel ebrates death before.”

She turned away. "I shouldn't have nentioned it. | know it
shocks sone people. W just feel that when a man's life is
over, he has finished his work, and that in itself is cause
for pleasure.”
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"Well, Til be dammed," he said, and sipped his ice-cold

dri nk.

Lorie turned. "I have to | eave now. "
"Already? You've only been here a few m nutes. This bash
Is going to go on till three. You wait till Ms. Marowsky

starts her stripping act. Once you' ve seen that, anything you
ever thought about norality is going to go right out of the
w ndow. "

"Don't nock ne, Gene," Lorie said.



"Honey, |I'mnot nocking you. | just don't want you | ogo."

"I know. Fmsorry. But | have to."

Quietly, inmpossibly, as if he had been nmaterialized by

Star Trek tele-transportation beam a tall, swarthy nman in a
bl ack chauffeur's uniform appeared at Lorie's side. He had a
bl ack beard, trimred with obsessive neatness, and he wore

Sl ack | eather gl oves. He said nothing, but stood just behind
her, his hard expression giving Gene no doubts at all that it
was goi ng-hone tinme, friends, and anyone who t hought

ot herwi se could lunmp it. He could have been an Arab, or a
Turk, but whatever he was he was silent and hard and
protective, and Lorifc Senple retreated into his
protectiveness at once.

"Goodbye, M. Keiller. It's been good to neet you."
"Lorie—=

"Really, | have to go now. Mother will be expecting ne."
“"Well, let nme drive you honme. That's the least | can do."
"I't's quite all right. This is ny chauffeur. Please don't

bot her. "

"Lorie, | insist. I'"ma hot-shot politician at the
Departnment of State, and | absolutely insist.”

Lorie bit her lip. She turned to the hard-faced chauffeur
standi ng beside her and said, "Could I?."
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There was a long silence. Gene was aware that Senator
Hasbaum and several other friends of his were

ewat chi ng, but he was too busy with this extraordinary

rel ati onship between Lorie and her silent chauffeur to
eworry about them He |ooked evenly and confidently at the
chauffeur, and in his turn, the chauffeur scrutinized him
Finally, the chauffeur nodded. It was an auction-bidder's
nod, al nost inperceptible if you weren't watching for it.
Lorie smled, and said, "Thank you, Gene. |1'd love to,"
"That's the first sensible thing you' ve said all evening."
Gene said. "Just give ne a mnute to say goodbye to the
Secretary. "

Lorie nodded. "All right. Til see you outside."

Gene wi nked at Senat or Hasbaum as he pushed his way

t hrough the cocktail guests to find Henry Ness. As usual, the
young and dynam c Secretary of State was surrounded by a
crowd of wonen, burbling |ike doves

*in a dovecot over every platitude that fell fromhis

lips. H's new fiancee, Reta Caldwell, was clinging on to his
armin a ruby-red evening dress that nade her bulge out in



all the wong places, and it would have taken bolt-cutters to
get her away.

"Henry," called Gene. "Hey, Henry!"

Henry Ness turned around, his snmooth C ark Kent face fixed

in the confident smile that experienced politicians
automatically stick on their faces when anybody says "Hey!"
It could, after all, be a photographer, and after N xon's
notorious scows there was a kind of frenetic nervousness in
t he Denocratic canp that everyone shoul d al ways | ook joyful.
"Gene, how are you?" said Ness. He reached over the head

of a dimnutive woman and shook hands. "I hear good report sof
your Mexican file."
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"Well, it's shaping up fine," said Gene. "But | guess

you' re shaping up better. Congratul ati ons on your engagenent,
Henry. You too, Reta. You're |looking swell."

Reta glared at him He had known her before, years ago,

when he was a young and i nexperienced canpai gner on the State
assenbly circuit, and she probably renenbered that he had
seen her paralytically drunk at a canpaign party, slobbering
ki sses over acutely enbarrassed party chiefs.

"Henry, | have to | eave now," said Gene. "Pressures of
state—you know how it is. But truly, Henry, all ny best

wi shes for the future. | hope you' re both going to be very
happy. "

Henry shook his hand again, smled unconvincingly, and

then turned warmy back to his swooni ng audi ence of

Washi ngton | adies. Henry |iked talking to wonen, Cene

consi dered, as he el bowed his way out of the party toward the
door. They didn't answer back, and they didn't ask awkward
questions |like what the hell are we going to do about

mul ti pl e-warhead m ssiles on Turkish soil, and are we going
to let the Communists continue to infiltrate black Africa
unchecked? Al wonmen wanted to know was what he wore in bed,
or preferably what he didn't.

Gene col l ected his raincoat and wal ked across the polished
mar bl e hal lway of the Schirra's grandi ose house toward the
open front doors. It had stopped raining, but the streets and
t he sidewal ks were still wet, and there was a warm breeze

bl owi ng that prom sed nore showers before the night was out.
Lorie and her chauffeur were standing on the steps, and as
Gene cane nearer, it seened that she was | eaning close to the
chauffeur's ear and whi spering sonething. Gene hesitated for
a nmonent, but then Lorie turned and saw
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himand smled. Wthout a word, the chauffeur |eft her

side and went down the steps to collect his car, a gl ossy

bl ack Fl eetwood |inpbusine with a coaching |anp on the roof.
He clinbed into it, and waited at the curb with the notor

I dl i ng—hot once | ooking their way, but as watchful and
protective as a fierce dog.

Lorie tied a long red vel vet cape around her shoul ders and
brushed back her hair with her hand. "I think ny chauffeur's
nervous, " she grinned. "Mdther told himto keep an eye on.
me, and he doesn't like to let ne out of his sight.”

Gene took Lorie's hand. "Is he always as cagey as that?"

he asked her. "I get the feeling that if | nibbled your ear,
he'd be out of that car and beating ne into a pulp before |
coul d say 'goodbye, Capitol HII." "

Lorie laughed. "He's very good at his job. Mdther says

he's the nobst conscientious servant she's had for years. He's
an expert in kravnmaga."

"Kravnaga? What the hell's that?"

"I't's a kind of self-defense thing, |ike kung-fu. | think
the Israelis invented it. You totally dedicate yourself to

t he destruction of your opponent by whatever neans possible."
Gene raised his eyebrows. "It sounds |like a slightly |ess
hypocritical version of politics.™

They stood on the rainy sidewal k waiting for Gene's car to
come around fromthe car park. A footman in yellow livery
shuffl ed around beside them surreptitiously snoking a
cigarette. A few hundred yards away, across the grass, the

I 1 lum nated spire of the Washi ngton Monunment rose |ike a
spectral tonbstone in the danp evening air. A siren warbled
sonewhere over on, M Street.

"You nmustn't blane Mathieu for doing his job," Lorie said.
14

“Mat hi eu? That's your chauffeur?"

"He's nute, you know. He can't speak a word. He Wbrked for
the French secret service in Algeria, and the rebels rugged
out all his fingernails and cut out his tongue."

"You' re kidding."

"No, it's true."

Gene turned his head and | ooked for a | ong and thoughtful
nonment at the Hack Cadillac, still idling quietly by the curb
nearby. In the driving mrror he could see Mathieu' s eyes,
hard and watchful, as if they were floating by thenselves in
the air.



"Athing |ike that—+t nust nake a guy kind of edgy."

Lori e nodded. "I suppose so. |Is this your car?"

Gene's white New Yorker was pulled up to the curb, and the

f oot man opened the doors for them Gene pressed a dollar into
the discreetly placed palns of both footnman and carhop and
then settled hinself down behind the steering wheel.

"Do you want to direct ne?" he asked Lorie.

Lori e shook her head. "Mathieu will drive on ahead. All

you have to do is follow him"

"No det ours?"

“Not unl ess you want himchasing after us. And | can

assure you, he won't let us get away."

Gene pulled away fromthe curb, traffic signals flash-ing.
"Doesn't that ever bother you? Being kept on a tight rein
like that? You're a grown-up girl now "

She rel eased the catch of her cape and let it fall back
from her shoulders. In the flickering |light of passing
streetl anps, he could see the shine on her |ips, the intense
green sparkle of her enerald choker, and the sheen of silk on
her breasts. Inside the car, that nusky perfune of hers
seened even stronger, and for a girl
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who professed to be so quiet and so noral it seened
peculiarly ranpant and aggressive. For sone reason it

rem nded himof an aninmal in heat

"l suppose you find us strange," said" Lorie huskily. "But
you must renenber that we're not Anmericans. This is not our
country. That's why we stay cl ose together and guard each
other. Apart fromthat..."

"Apart fromthat, what?"

She | owered her eyes. "Well, we're different, | suppose.
And when you're different, you tend to keep your own
conpany. "

Ahead of them the red taillights of Mathieu' s |inousine
turned left, and Gene followed. It was starting to rain
again, and a few drops spattered the w ndshield. Gene
switched on the w pers.

"Can | ask you sonething?" he said to Lorie.

She nodded. "As long as it's not too personal.”

"Well, | guess it is kind of personal, and you don't have
to answer if you don't want to but it's the sort of question
that a guy al ways thinks about when he neets a girl as
beauti ful as you."

"You're flattering ne again."



"Dam it, |'m paying you a conplinent! Don't people ever

pay you conplinents? Hasn't a man ever said that to you

bef ore?"

She shook her head.

"Anyway, " he said, "that was ny question. | wanted to know

i f you had a steady boyfriend. Anyone in tow. | wanted to
know i f you were tied up with sonmeone, sone man, or whet her
you were free."

Lorie | ooked away. "Does it matter?" she said.

Gene shrugged. "Well, | don't know. It natters to sone
girls. If they're going steady with soneone, they won't
contenpl ate the possibility of anyone el se.
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There's still sonme loyalty left in the world, although you
woul dn't believe it."

She said nothing for a long while, and even when Gene

gl anced across at her, she didn't turn or smle.

Eventual |y, as they were driving past the Watergate, she
said softly, "There aren't any nen. None at all."'

"None?" he said, Surprised. "Not even an aged adm rer who
pesters you with dinner invitations and buys you eneral d
choker s?"

She touched the jewels around her neck. "Nobody bought

this. It's a famly heirloom And no, there are no old
admrers. Not even any young admrers."

The way she said that made himfrown at her in disbelief.
"Are you saying you haven't any boyfriends at all ?1"

“Not only now, Cene, but never.™

He | ooked ahead at the road, and the glowing rear lights

of Mathieu's linobusine. He found it conpletely incredible
that a girl with Lorie's |ooks and figure, should never have
dated a boy. He guessed her age at nineteen or twenty, and
nost Washi ngt on groupies by that age had lain on their backs
for half, a governnment departnent, as well as a m nor gal axy
of congressnen, and senators. He knew she wasn't a groupie,
but even the nicest girl fromthe nicest famly gets to date
one boy, even if he's only a carefully sel ected Harvard
frat-tie.

"You're a virgin?' he asked.

She lifted her chin and | ooked at him and he caught the
sanme al oof self-possession in her eyes that he had seen when
she first walked into the Schirra's party.

"If that's what you want to call it," she said.

He was flustered. "I didn't nean to call it anvthirig; It



just kind of surprised ne."
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€<Ts it so rare these days, for an unmarried girl to be

pur e?"

He pulled a face. "Well. . . yes, | guess it is. Sone-|ow
you don't expect it. It's just that . . . well, you don't..."
"I don't look like a virgin?"

"I didn't say that."

"You didn't have to. You've been telling nme how sexy you
think I amfromthe nonent you first said hello. If you think
"' msexy, you must think | sleep Wth nen."

"That's not true at all. Wien T say you're sexy, | inean
that you have a direct sensual effect on ne personally. Wen
| ook at you, when |I'mnear you, |'m sexually aroused. Now,

that's a conplinent, not an ia-sult, and | wish you' d take it
for what it is.”

Lone said nothing. He thought at first that he'd
successful ly of fended her, but when he gl anced across at her
again he saw that she was sitting there wwth a tiny, anused
smle on her face.

"Jesus Christ,"” he said, "you're the strangest girl | ever
net. And |'ve nmet sonme strange ones."

She | aughed. Then she pointed ahead to Mathieu's car and
said, "You'd better watch the road. W're alnost there."
They were four or five mles out of the city center now,

In a leafy and expensive suburb of ante-bellum houses with
pillared porches and white-painted shutters. Mathieu turned
off at a narrow, wi nding side road that |ed them upward

t hrough a tunnel of overhanging trees, and soon they were
driving alongside a high wall of mature brick, overgrown wth
noss and creepers and topped with rows of |ong, rusty spikes.
"That's the wall of our garden,"” said Lorie. "The |louse is
just around here."
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They turned a sharp corner, and then Mathieu's Irake

lights glared. They stopped. They were parked in a

sem -circular driveway thai led up to a pair ol

hi gh-w ought-iron gates. Beyond the gates Cene could see a
freshly graveled, private road that led away into the gl oom
but the house was obviously set too far back to be seen from
t he road.

Mat hieu didn't | eave his car, but sat there with his

engine s'till turning over, watching themin his rear-view
mrror. The plume of exhaust rose fromthe back of his



| i mousi ne into the.rainy night

"I's this the end of the |ine? Chez Senpl e?" Gene asked.
"That's right,"” Lorie said, tying up the string of hef
cape.

"You nean | just drop you here and that's it?"

She | ooked at himwi th those green, feline eyes. "Wat did
you expect? You offered to drive ne hone, and now you've
driven ne hone."

"I don't even get invited in for a nug of Ovaltine?"

She shook her head. "I'msorry. I'd |ike to, but jnother
hasn't been too well."

“I"'mnot going to ask her to nake it.**

"Make what ?"

"The Ovaltine, of course. She can stay in bed if sho

i kes."

Lori e reached out and touched the back of his hand.

"CGene," she said, "you're very sweet, and | |ike you—=
"But you're not going to invite nme in. Al right, | get
the picture.™

"It"s not that."

He rai sed his hands in node-surrender. "I know ewhat it is
and what it isn't," he said. "You're a lovely young girl
with, a close-knit famly, and you've al ways
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done everything with Momma's approval, in the right,

ol d-fashi oned way. Well, suppose | said that's all right by
me. "

" Meani ng?"

“"Meaning Til call on you tonorrow at sone respectable
hour, present nyself to your nother, and ask if | can take
you out for lunch. I will even undertake to return you,

unr aped, before dusk."

She stared at himfor a |ong nonent, and then slowy shook
her head.

"CGene," she said, "it's inpossible.'*
"What' s inpossible about |unch?"
She turned away. "I like you," she said. "That's ewhat's

I npossi bl e about | unch.”

"You like me, so you won't go out with me? What ki nd of

l ogic is that?"

She opened the door of the car. "Gene," she said softly,

"I really think it's better if you just forget you ever net
me. Pl ease—for your own sake. | don't want you to get hurt."
Gene rubbed his neck in exasperation. "Lorie," he told



her, "I"'mreally old enough to | ook after nyself. | may not
be an expert in Israeli kung-fu, but |'ve been through enough
enoti onal experiences to have a certain protective coating of
scar tissue. If | backed away from every potenti al
relationship just because | thought | was going to get

hurt —Jesus, 1'd end up a virgin, just like you."

"Gene, please.”

“"I't's all very well saying 'please* like that, but | don't
understand. If you find nme incredibly ugly and objectionabl e,
| could follow your thinking, but it's pretty plain that you
don't. |I've driven you hone. I've told you | think you're
beautiful. Don't | even deserve an expl anati on?"
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She didn't answer at first. One side of her face was lit

red by the light of Mathieu's taiffights, and the other side
was i n shadow. Gene was unconfortably rem nded of Mathieu's
constant observation by the ceaseless drone of the Cadillac's
eight-liter engine. In sone .way that he couldn't grasp, he
felt extrenely defensel ess and open to danger, as if this
curious situation was suddenly going to turn nasty.

"Gene," whispered Lorie. 4Tm goi ng."

She started to clinb out of the car, but he reached out

and held her wist. For a split second, she tugged away from
himwth a strength that al nost had hi m hi m of f - bal ance, but
then she abruptly relaxed, as if by conscious effort, and
allowed himto pull her gently back into the passenger seat.
He reached over and kissed her. Her |ips were very soft

and noi st against his, but she wouldn't open them He held
her closer, trying to push the tip of his tongue into her
nout h, but she held her head back stiffly and Vouldn't | et
him She didn't seemto resist as long as he was happy with a
j uni or-hi gh-school, |ips-closed kiss, but with a girl as
sensual as Lorie, he found that the sheer frustration of it
was al nost nore than he coul d take.

H s I eft hand touched her shoulder. Wth his nouth against
hers, she tried to push him'away, said "mmm nmmmrhhh," and
wriggled. For one brief tantalizing nonent, his fingers
caressed her breast, heavy and taut and warm but then he
felt a sharp bite on his tongue, and she tw sted away from
him and clinbed awkwardly out of the car.

He dabbed his nmouth with his fingers. There was bl ood on
them and he felt the sickly taste of it running down his
throat He took his clean white handkerchief out of his breast



pocket, and held it against Ms |ips.
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Lone stood there, anxious and frowning, tut he didn't | ook
up at her at all. Christ! Bitten by d goddamm hi gh-school
virgin! He didn't know who nmade hi m angrier—orie for . nmaking
a mdni ght snack out of his tongue, or hinself for trying to
kiss a broad who actually professed to have norals.

"Gene..."

He still didn't | ook up.

"Gene, |I"'msorry, you didn't | eave ne any choice."

He coughed, and spat sone bl ood into his handkerchief.

"Just go hone to your nother, will you?" he nunbl ed.

"Gene, you have to understand that it wouldn't Wrk. Not

In a thousand years."

"You bet your ass it wouldn't work! If | want to get eaten

alive, I can go back to the Everglades and |lay down in front
of an alligator!™
"Pl ease, Gene. Don't you see-that | |ike you?"

He tested the flow of blood. It seened to be easing up

now, but she had certainly given hima deep and vicious bite.
He had nearly ended up joining Mathieu in the tonguel ess

bri gade, and that certainly wouldn't have hel ped his
political anbitions very much.

"Just get out of here, will you?" he said. "I'm going.

hone. "

Mat hi eu had left his |inousine and now stood a few yards
away, watching Lorie silently and inpassively. Another shower
had started, and the rain was maeking a soft, prickling noise
on the gravel and the grass.

Lorie finally turned and wal ked away. Mathi eu took her

arm and ushered her over to the Cadillac. As he opened the
rear door for her, he |ooked back at Gene with a face as
enotionl ess as a manhol e cover in the road. Then he cli nbed
into the car hinself and drove toward the w ought-iron gates.
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In utter silence, as the |inousine approached, the gates
swung open. Then, after it had passed, they swung cl osed
again, and | ocked. Gene saw the car's red |ights di sappearing
down the gravel driveway, flickering past trees and bushes
until they were out of sight. After that, there was not hing
but the high forbidding wall, the closed gates, and the rain
t hat sprinkled the grass.

He sat there for a wh'tle, and then he switched his tar
engine off. Still holding the handkerchief to his tongue, he



opened his door and stepped out into the rain. Qut here, it
was so far away fromthe streetlights of the city that he
coul d see di mclouds passing overhead and a faint noon
shi ni ng above the trees.

He wal ked as quietly as he could toward the gates. He

didn't want to touch them in case they were electrified, but
he stood as cl ose as he could and peered through. The
driveway | ed down a | ong avenue of oak <trees and di sappeared
about five hundred yards away around a bend, which presumably
|l ed up to the main house. He thought he could see the dark
sil houette of a Tpof and chi meys, but it nmay just have been
t he branches of the trees.

There was sonething sinister and yet intriguing about the
Senpl e house. He wanted to have a glinpse of it, even if only
to satisfy hinmself that it was just another expensive

di pl omati ¢ mansion with the coach | anps, the rosemary bushes,
and all the usual trimmngs. He went back to his car, |eaned
in to open the glove box, and took out the small set of
screwdrivers that one of his girlfriends had given himwth
the attached nessage "fromyour favorite screw, with | ove."
One of the screwdrivers was a bul b-tester. He took it out,
and wal ked cautiously back to the wought-iron. gates. Then,
very gingerly, he reached out with the
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netal tip of the screwdriver and touched one of the iron
curlicues. Nothing happened. The gate wasn't electrified,
after all. He |looked up at it. It was so high, and spiked

wi th such long and barbaric spears, that it probably didn't
need to be. The thought qgf being inpaled on one of those made
his groin feel distinctly odd.

He grasped the gates with both hands, and then found a
foothold. It wasn't difficult to clinb up the first six feet
or so, because there were plenty of scrolls and | eaves to
hang on to, and even though he was breathing hard fromthe
exertion, he was able to get up there in only a few seconds.
Hi gher up, it was nore difficult. There were fewer curls of
iron, and at the very top there were nothing but upright
spears, with points that were rusted into vicious sharpness.
He stopped to rest for a nonment about ten feet up. Looking
behi nd him he could see his white car wwth its doors still
open, and beyond that the darkness of the road that led up to
t he Senpl e house and the distant gl eam of a few nei ghboring
lights. In front, through the prison-like bars of the gate,
he could still see nothing nore than gl oony overhangi ng



trees, and the pale ribbon of the driveway | eadi ng between
them The rain had eased off now, and there was a |ight,
fresh breeze. He wi shed his tongue wasn't so dammed sore, but
then that was partly the reason he was hal fway up this Gothic
gat e.

"Upward, ny boy, ever upward," he breathed to linself,
quoting the | ong-ago words of his canpai gn agent hi Florida.
He gripped two of the iron spear-shafts, pressed the sol es of
both his shoes agai nst the gate, and began to hoi st hinself
further up like a Fiji islander scaling a coconut tree.

Panti ng, he reached the top. The tricky bit was go-24

ing to be clinbing over the spikes thensel ves. There was

no foothold, and he would have to try to wedge his feet in
bet ween the uprights and hope that they didn't slip or, even
wor se, get irrevocably stuck.

He jamred his left foot in, and carefully swing his right

| eg over the spikes. The gates rattled a little under his

wei ght. He stayed there, taking deep breaths, until he could
sunmon up the strength to wedge his right foot in between the
shafts on the other side and swing his left |eg over.

Just then, he heard a deep runbling noise fromthe

direction of the house. He froze, sweat trickling down the
sides of his face, and listened. It was probably nothing nore
than distant thunder. There was a warning of electric storns
overnight, and they usually rolled into Washington fromthis
side of the river. He gripped the gates tighter, and prepared
to hop over.

The runbling cane again, and this tinme it definitely

ewasn't thunder. It could have been a notorcycle, or a jet
airplane, but it definitely wasn't thunder. He squinted into
the Senpl e grounds through the darkness, but a bank 6f clouds
had obscured the noon and it was inpossible to make anythi ng
out but shadowy trees. The runbling was certainly com ng from
t here.

Then he heard the nost frightening sound he had ever heard

in his life. It was the bounding, rustling noise of |arge
animal s running through the bushes and trees. Wat's nore,
they were coming his way. The Senpl es had set their dogs on
hi m

Tense and terrified, he swng his | eg back over the top of
the gate. The running noi se was com ng nearer, and he didn't
dare to |l ook toward the house. He struggled to extricate hiff
| eft foot from between the spear-shafts, but because he was
of f-bal ance it woul dn't
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come out. He wenched it as hard as he could, but it was
still stuck.

He was aware of huge, pal e shapes |eaping through the oaks
and the undergrowth, and the scuff of heavy paws on gravelL
Then he lost his grip,- and half-slithered, half-dropped off
the gate .to the ground, twsting, his ankle and | eaving: his
| eft shoe still wedged between the bars.

Gasping in pain, he linped towards his car as fast as he
could. Just behind him he heard the rattling thunp and
scratching of the Senple's beasts as they reached the gates
and threw thensel ves up at them snarling and growing in
frustrated aggression.

He started the car, swng it around in a slew of gravel,

and headed back down the winding hill with screeching tires.
It was only when he was back on the main hi ghway toward
Washi ngton that he sl owed down and all owed hinself to breathe
normally. H's whole systemfelt swanped with fear and hyped
W th adrenalin.

He reached his apartnent in Georgetown and | eft the car
parked in the street. It was a quiet, old nei ghborhood, and
he had been lucky to rent the top floor of a dark, brick
house that was set back in its own paved yard. The owner was'
a friend of his father fromthe days when students wore
coonskin coats and thought that Artie Shaw was the bee's
knees. He swung open, the gate and |inped on his sprained,

st ocki nged foot to the front door.

He switched on all the lanps in his pal e-yell ow decorated
sitting-room turned on the late-night novie with no vol une,
and put Mozart's string quartets oa the quad stereo. Only
then did he permt his brain to start thinking about Lorie
Senpl e. He splashed hinsel f
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a large glass of Jack Daniels and | ay back on the

gol d- uphol stered couch with his injured foot oa the onyx
coffee-table, turning over the night's events and trying to
make sonething out of themthat didn't seem | udi crous or

bi zarre.

There was no question that Lorie was a fascinating girl.

In normal circunstances, he woul d have expected to be having
dinner with her right now, with a prom se of bed in her eyes
and the orchestra playing seductive nmusic. He woul d at | east
have expected to cone away fromit all wth a date fixed for



tonorrow. But she was stonewalling himcold, even though she
clainmed that she |liked him and she was even prepared to bite
himto make herself understood.

He lit a cigarette, and suddenly realized how sore his
tongue was. He went through to the small brown-and; bl ack
bat hroom wth its serried ranks of expensive bottles of
aftershave, and switched on the |ight over the wash-basin
mrror. Then he stuck his tongue out and inspected it.

The strange thing was that the scarlet wounds were so few
and far between. A normal human bite is even and
crescent-shaped, but this one consisted of only four distinct
mar ks. Gene touched themgently, and winced. It was al nbost as
I f he had been bitten on the tongue by a | arge dog.

He stood in front of the mrror a long tine, and «when,

t he phone rang he junped hi nervous surprise.
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Two

It was Walter Farlowe, his boss. He wanted to rem nd Gene
that there was an el even o' clock neeting the following day to
di scuss the West Indies negotiations, and that he expected
Gene' s punctual attendance. Gene said he had everything
ready, - and that everything, was fine.

"Do you have a headcol d?" asked Walter.

"Do | sound as if | do?"

"I don't know. You sound funny. Like your nouth is full of
breadrol | or sonething."

"COh, that," said Gene. "I bit ny tongue by m stake."

Wal ter chuckled. "You bit your tongue? I w sh Henry Ness
woul d. "

"I wish Henry would bite his whol e goddammed head off."
After putting the phone down, Gene poured hinself another
drink and sat down to think sone nore. Al his political
life.he had made his mark by being the kind of man who
finishes everything he sets out to do. Every 5le, every
report, every incident was carefully docunented, detail ed,
and cl osed. Loose ends disturbed him and that was exactly
what this business with Lorie Senple had turned out to be.
Apart fromthat, his pride had taken its biggest beating in
twenty years. Not only had a busty nineteen-ye.ar-old virgin
bitten his tongue, but she'd set her watchdogs on hi mand
made
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him | eave one of his $75 English shoes stuck in a goddam



gat e.

He groped around for his tel ephone book and | ooked up the
Senpl es. As he expected, they weren't listed. He stood there
tappi ng his glass thoughtfully against his front teeth for a
whi l e, and then he picked up the phone and dial ed a nunber.
After all, he thought, it's only just past m dnight, and not
many young | adies in Washington go to bed this early to

sl eep.

The phone rang ten or eleven tines before it was answered.

A dozey girl's voice said, "Hello? Wwo is this?"

"Maggi e," said Cene, as brightly as he could nanage. "It's
me, Gene."

"What's the tinme?"

"Oh, | don't know. Around twelve | guess."

"You don't know? | buy you a three-hundred-dollar
Jaeger-le-Coultre and you don't know?"

"Don't get sore. You weren't asleep, were you?"

Maggie let out a long, patient sigh. "No, CGene, | wasn't

asl eep. How could any girl keep a job as your private
secretary if she ever slept? | am awake, twenty four hours of
the day. It's just that sonme of the tine I'malittle |less
awake than the rest of the tine."

CGene listened patiently. "Maggie," he said. "I know this

Is kind of an inposition, but I was wondering if you could do
nmne a small favor."

"That's what you always say. Gene, it's ny night off! Just
for once, can't a girl get some of that rest that nmkes her
beauti ful ?"

"Maggi e, you're always beautiful, rested or exhausted."
"Don't give ne that. What do you want ne to do?"

"Do you renmenber a French di pl omat call ed Jean 29
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Senpl e? He di ed about three nonths ago in Canada or

somepl ace. "

"That's right. He was maul ed by bears on a hunting trip."
"Well, what do you know about his background? H's fam|ly?
Particularly his house?"

“"Nothing at all. Wy?"

Gene picked up the phone and wal ked over to the couch. On
the color TV screen, sone noth-eaten nonsters were rising
fromtheir graves, and a bunch of ter-. rifled people were
runni ng away, waving their arns in the air, and nout hing
silently. Mdzart continued to play calmy in the background.
"I met Senple's daughter tonight, 'round at the Schirra's.



She was very nysterious, you know? Very . . . what can | say?
renote. | get the feeling there's sonething strange

about her that | ought to know. "

Maggi e sighed again. "You nean, she gave you the brush-off

and you want sone inside dope that's going to assure your

seductive success?"

"Ch, cone on, Maggiej it's not like that at all. She lives

in this huge house outside of town, with walls around it |ike

Fort Knox, and there are wild dogs run-ning around in the

grounds that could tear a man's leg off with a single bite."

"Maybe the Senples have a valuable art collection or

sonmething. Did you see the house itself?"

"l wasn't even allowed past the gates. She has this kind

of chaperone, called Mathieu. He's a nute, and he | ooks |ike

Jack Pal ance playing Dracula. When | faintly and neekly

suggested that | mght be allowed ini | was given the rebuff

of the century."” « "You? Faint and neek?"

"I can be faint and neek when | want to. The trou-30

bl e was, the whole place was off |limts, no matter what

kind of line | came out with. Al | want to know is, what

goes on there? | nean, Lorie Senple's a terrific-1ooking

girl, and believe it or not | would like to get to know her

better, but mainly I'mjust curious."

"Do you think it could ever happen agai n?" Mggi e asked

w stfully.

"Do | think that what could ever happen agai n?"

"Us. You and nme. The couple nost likely to succeed. Isn't

that what they said in the yearbook?"

“"Maggie . . . I'"'ma young man. | have ny whole |ife ahead

of me."

"I'f you think that thirty-two's young, you ought to

remenber that it's only eight years away fromforty."

He swal | oned whi skey. "Ckay, call 'ne in eight years'

time. But neanwhile, will you just do this one favor for nme?"

"What do you want to know?"

"I want to know the Senpl e tel ephone nunber. | al so want
to know if Lorie ever goes out, and if she does, where she
goes and how she spends her tine. | would particularly |ike

some phot ographs of the Senple estate, and sone background on
Jean Senple's death. Ch, and see if you can dig up anything
on Ms. Senple, Lorie's nother. It seens that she's quite a
dragon in her own quiet way."

Maggi e finished jotting down what he wanted. "How Boon do

you need this, as if | didn't know?"



"How about tonorrow?"
"Tonmorrow s Sunday. "
"That's all right—+t won't interfere with your regul ar

work. I'1l be '"round at Walter's, office nost of the norning.
Wiy don't you conme by with, the stuff, and I'Il take you to

| unch.”

"That a prom se?"
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"God's honor. You think I'd tell you |ies on the Sabbat h?"
“"No nore than usual. By the way, what are you eating?"
“Not hi ng. What do you nean?”

"You sound |ike you're eating sonething," she said.

He touched his sensitive tongue. "Ch, that. No, |'m not
eating anything. | just have this troubl esone nouth, ulcer,
that's all."

"Ckay, Cene. See you tonorrow. Don't forget, now. Lunch."
"Bye, bye, ny darling Maggie."

He | aid down the phone. He knew it was Insensitive to ask
Maggie to | ook up Lorie Senple's background, and he felt nore
than a little guilty about it, but she was the only person he
knew t hat could do.it thoroughly, discreetly, and fast. If he
asked Mark Wellman to do it, or any of the other male nmenbers
of his political staff, he knew that the story of the bitten
tongue and the | ost shoe woul d be buzzi ng around Washi ngt on
in fifteen mnutes flat. As it was, his name was probably

al ready being romantically linked wwth Lorie's, and that was
going to nake his investigations |ess than, easy.

He tried to decide if he wanted anot her drink. He was
beginning to feel tired and his body was begi nning to ache,
and in the end he wearily undressed and took a | ong shower,

st andi ng under the gushing water and thinking about Lorie
Semple. In his mnd, he ran through the whol e eveni ng again,
fromthe nonment when he stepped up to her with his hand hel d
out, to the disturbing feel of her breast through the thin,

i naterial of her dress.

He soaped hinself, and in soaping hinself, he sud-32

denly realized just how nuch Lorie Senple turned him on.

They went to a little fcrunch place not far fromWlter

Farl owe's office, sat behind the green glass of a bay w ndow,
and ordered steak and eggs. The place was a favorite with
political staff who were working on Sundays, and it was

al ready crowded when they arrived. An experienced observer
coul d have divided the Re-publicans fromthe Denocrats at a
gl ance, and seen that while the donkeys tended to sit around



the sweet trolley at the back of the room the el ephants
gravitated to the w ndows.

Maggi e was | ooki ng her usual fresh and whol esone self. She
was a petite and pretty brunette, with a smat-ter of freckles
across her uptilted nose and wi de brown, eyes. She al ways
rem nded Gene of the girls who used to greet honmecom ng
doughboys on the covers of the Saturday Evening Post. Mybe
that's why he hadn't married her years ago. They had been
chi | dhood sweet hearts back in Jacksonville, and at the age of
sevent een* they had becone | overs and stayed entangl ed until
they were twenty-one.

Then CGene's political anbitions had called him and Maggi e
had gone away to coll ege, and sonehow the nost |ikely | ove
affair faltered and dw ndl ed, and they both went their own
ways. Cene had fallen in love with a wealthy marri ed wonman

al nrost twice his age and had been enotionally turned

I nside-out, while Maggie fell for a super-jock from Yale and
had been through all the traumas of unwanted pregnancy and
aborti on.

They were back together again now because they were

friends, and because the whol e Denpcratic thene for the new
adm ni stration had been Sout hern together”™ ness,
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Gene tore bread, and chewed it in | arge pieces.

"Did you nanage to get it?" he asked her.

She grinned. "You'll get fat, you know, eating as mnuch

bread as that!"

“Nobody could get fat on what | eat. Do you know ewhat |

had | ast night? One crab pastry and two Jack Daniels. | was
so hungry in Walter's neeting this norning that nmy guts were
runmbl i ng. "

Maggi e pi cked her tapestry bag off the floor and probed
inside it. She brought out her shorthand not ebook, and opened
it up.

"I got nost of it," she said, "wth the single exception

of Lorie Senple's tel ephone nunber. For that, we have to wait
until the phone conpany reference office opens on Monday

nor ni ng. "
Gene coughed. "I'man inportant politician, and | have to
wait till Monday norning? Did Jack Kennedy ever have to wait

till Monday norning? Did LBJ?"

"Oh, | expect so," said Maggie. "The point was, | \vanted

to do this quietly and not cause a ruckus. |'ve already had a
call from Senator Hasbauml s secretary this norning, asking



how you nade out wth the gorgeous Ms. Senple, and if | were
you |'d keep this particular romance out of the papers.”
"Romance? Who sai d anything about romance? If you call a
sprai ned ankle and a bitten tongue ronmance ..."

Maggi e blinked at him "I thought you said it was an

ul cer.”

Gene shrugged, enbarrassed. "WeH, it's a simlar kind of
feeling. Ucer, bite. Hard to tell the difference."

Maggi e flipped over a few pages in her book. "The Senple
house is quite interesting. It stands in forty acres of its
own ground in Merriam Mst of the grounds are scrub and
woods and |'ve been prom sed
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an aerial photograph. The house is a fifteen-bedroom
ante-bellum mansion originally built by a Virginia tobacco
grower. It was owned by various planters and politicians
until it fell into disuse in 1911. It was enpty until the
Senpl es bought it in 1973, when Jean Senple was appointed to
the staff of the French diplomatic staff in Washi ngton, and
they've lived there ever since."

Their steak and eggs arrived, and Gene | avi shed bl ack
pepper onto his plate while Maggi e continued to read from her
book.

"Jean Senple is—er was, rather—a very educated and wealthy
man. He was born in 1919, in Sassenage, in Isere, of rich
parents, and it |looks like his famly always expected himto
make it in the diplomatic service. He went to Egypt in 1951
as a junior diplomat, and that's where he net his wfe,
Leila. There is hardly any information on her, except that
her mai den nanme was M sab, and she spent nost of her early
life in the Soudan. Their only child, Lorie, was born

ei ghteen years ago in Paris.

"Jean was al ways keen on wildlife. He gave quite a | ot of
noney to various wildlife charities, particularly the
national parks in Africa. But he was also a hunter, and it
was while he was hunting that he was nmaul ed by bears and
killed. | have a Canadi an coroner's report on its way."
Gene forked a piece of steak Into his nouth, and then

f r owned.

"I's that all?" he asked her. "Wat about val uables? Did he
coll ect anything? |I nmean-why is the house so fiercely

guar ded?"

"Nothing at all,"” said Maggie. "I talked to a couple of
French di pl omats who knew him and they both said that he



never collected anything nuch, and that all
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t hey knew about himwas that he liked his privacy. Ch, and
they alsb said that his wife was very beautiful, wth, what
one of them called une grande poitrine"

"What's une grande poitrineT

"Bi g knockers. | would have thought that even your French
could have stretched to that."

"Stop being sarcastic and eat your steak."

They finished their neal, and afterward they wal ked

t oget her past the White House to Gene's office. It was a
gray, hum d day, hi that indecisive period between Septenber
and Cctober, when the WAshi ngton weat her can never make up
its mnd. Up above them unseen, a jet roared down toward
Dulles Airport, throttling its way along the difficult flight
pat h over the Potonac.

When they reached the silent, pillared portico of Gene's
office, they held hands briefly. "Thanks for the |unch."
Maggi e said. "That's the best steak |I've had in weeks."
"It's a pleasure. Maybe we should do it nore often.™

"Do what?" she asked, feigning innocence.

He | ooked at her for a nmonment, and then he | eaned forward
and ki ssed her forehead. "Watever it is that good friends
do. "

"You w Il be careful, won't you?"

"Careful ?"

She pulled her knitted jacket tighter around her. "It's
what one of those French diplomats said. | didn't tell you

bef ore because | thought it sounded ridiculous. But it's been
naggi ng ne."

"What was it? 'Beware of the dogs?
"No, it was stranger than that. After he told ne all about
Ms. Senple and Lorie, he asked if anyone was interested in
themas far as marriage was concerned. | said no, | didn't
think so. But he said if anyone is, warn them about the
dance. "
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"The dance"? What the hell does that nean?" "I don't know.

| told you it sounded ridiculous. But | just thought you
ought to know. Just in case.”

Gene took her arm and | aughed. H's | augh echoed in the
portico, and sounded strangled and peculiar.

"My beautiful Maggie," he said, "the last thing I am about
to do is marry Lorie Senple, let alone her nother. The way



she treated ne last night, | don't suppose |I'l|l even see her
again, let alone get the opportunity to pop the question."

"I don't know," said Maggie. "I've always pictured you

wi th hordes of kids and a station-wagon, and a suburban house
in Gand Rapids."

"Wth Lorie Senple? You' ve got to be joking." Mggie
shrugged. "It's going to hit you one day. There was one tine
when | thought it would have to be ne."

Gene stood there with his dark curly hair blown into

tangl es by the afternoon breeze. He had a square,

Denocrati c-candi date kind of face, but like all Denobcrats it
was capabl e of | ooking sensitive and sad as well as confi dent
and vi gorous.

"Maggie . . ." he said. But she shook her head and turned
away from him

"It doesn't matter,"” she told himgently. "Whatever you

do, provided it's the best for you, it doesn't nmatter.”

Then she wal ked of f down the street and | eft him standing
under the tall and dignified porch, of his chosen profession.
About an hour later, he switched off his desk |anp and

took off his heavy-ri med spectacles. The report was al nost
finished, and he reckoned he could tidy it up without too
much work in the norning. Al though it
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was gloony in the office, the sky was still pale and

| um nous outside, and he guessed there were three or four
hours of good daylight left. He shuffled the papers on his
desk and then stood up. Maybe he should take a drive out to
the Senmpl e place and | ook again for hinself.

An erotic vision of Lorie Senple had been floating around

in the back of his mnd all day, even during the West |Indian
meeting. He only had to close his eyes for a fraction of a
second, and he could see that silky, sensuous body, and that
beautiful feline face. He said to hinself, out |oud, "That
wonen has gotten under ny skin," and he tapped a True out of
a crunpled pack and lit it.

Why not do what he'd suggested, and .call on her? There

had to be a visitor's bell sonewhere at the nmaia gate, and
maybe if he rang it and announced hinself, instead of trying
to sneak over the wall |ike a second-class yegg, he m ght get
himself admtted to the house the respectable way. He | ust
hoped that Lorie hadn't found his shoe.

He | ocked up his filing-cabinet, swtched off all the

office lights, and went out to get his car. It was nearly



five by the tinme he drove out of the city center, and the

cl ouds were growi ng heavier and darker. On the car radio, a
preacher was calling for "an end to iniquity, O Lord, and an
end to all human suffering.” He added his own prayer for an
end to | osing expensive footwear in gates.

It took himhalf an hour to find the narrow uphill road

that led up to the Senple place, and he drove past it tw ce
before he recognized it. In the daylight, it sonehow | ooked
different, although he knew he had taken the right turn-off
when he drove through the overhangi ng tunnel of trees, and
energed at the crest
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of the hill by the high spiked wall. He turned the sharp
corner, and there was the wought-iron gate. The shoe, as he
had feared, was gone.

He clinbed out of the car and wal ked up to the bars. Even
during the day, the Senple grounds | ooked gl oony and
overcast, and the | eaves of the oaks rustled sadly in the

wi nd. The drive stretched ahead of him and di sappeared
around the corner, and he knew that he was going to have to
di scover what |ay beyond it. He stepped back a few paces,

| ooking right and | eft, and eventually saw it. A small brass
bell, with the nanme Senple engraved around it in Gothic

| ettering.

He pushed it, twice. Then he paced up and down, his ankles
teased by tunbling | eaves, waiting for soneone to answer.

It was al nbst ten m nutes before he saw any sign of life.
Then he heard the whine of an electric notor, and around the
corner in the drive appeared a bright red golf cart with a
red- and-white striped awning, driven, by the stoney-faced
Mat hi eu.

The golf cart took alnobst five mnutes to arrive at the
gates. Mathieu halted it a few yards away, and di snount ed.
Then he wal ked up to Gene, and exam ned hi mthrough the bars.
"I'"ve come to call on Lorie," said Gene, in a |ouder and
nore uncertain voice than he'd hoped. "If she's in, I'd |ike
to say hello."

Mat hi eu appeared to give this sone thought. Then he began

to wave his hands backward and forward as if to say "no."
Gene stood there stubbornly. "WII you please just tell

her I'm here?"

Agai n, Mathi eu waved his hands. No, nonsieur, | ewon't.
"Well, how about Ms. Senple. Can | see her?" 39

No—and a fl appi ng gesture'that obviously neant go (way.



"Mathieu," said Gene insistently, "will you try to
understand? | don't nmean Lorie any harm |'mnot a Casanova.
| just want to say hello and ask her out for dinner."

No. Go away.
"Look," said Cene. "Let's be sensible about this, huh?" He
took out his wallet, and produced a ten-dollar bill, which he

fol ded between his fingers and poked through the gates. "WII
you just let ne in?"

Mat hi eu stared at the bill with icy, relentless eyes. Then
he | ooked back at Gene, and there was such intense contenpt
on his face that Gene withdrew the bill and tucked it hastily
and untidily back in his wallet. At that particul ar nonment,
he was extrenely glad that there was half a ton of iron gate
I n between himand this nute kravnaga freak.

"All right," Gene said. "If | can't persuade you, | can't
per suade you. But will you just take a nessage? WII| you tell
Lorie to call ne? Pl ease?"

Mat hi eu | ooked at himcoldly for a few nore nonents and

then turned around and wal ked back to his golf cart. Wth a
hi gh- pi t ched whine, he trundl ed off again down the drive and
di sappeared from sight behind the trees. CGene | eaned agai nst
t he gates and si ghed.

He was about to return to his car when he thought he saw
sonething in the distance, alnost hidden by the |ong grass.
He screwed up his eyes, and for one fleeting second he saw
Lorie, walking slowly anong the trees with a big dog on a

| eash. She was wearing blue slacks and a billowing white

bl ouse, her tawny hair brushed, back and floating in the

wi nd.
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Gene yelled, "Lorie! Lorie!" But she was too far away and
bef ore he coul d shout again she was gone.

He went back and sat in his New Yorker, drunm ng his

fingers on the steering wheel and wondering what to do next.
He didn't fancy trying to break into the Senple estate in
broad daylight. Nor did it help ringing the visitor's bell.
Al he could do now was to wait for the norning, when Maggi e
woul d hopefully have the tel ephone nunber. Then perhaps he
could get past the inpassive Mathieu and talk to Lorie
herself, or at |east her nother.

He drove back to the city, feeling disappointed, but
increasingly determned. If ever he'd faced an up-and-up
chall enge, this was it, and no matter what it took, he was
damed if he wasn't going to lick it.



Monday norning was bright, with a slight snap of winter in
the air, and Gene wore his overcoat to work. He reached his
office early, just before eight, but Maggi e was even earlier.
She was sitting at her desk with a plastic cup of coffee,
snoking a cigarette and hangi ng on the phone.

Gene hung up his coat. "Wo is it?" he nouthed. "Anyone |
shouldn't talk to?,"'"

Maggi e put her hand over the receiver. "It's ny secret
Monday- norni ng | over. Keep your nouth shut, or he'll hear
you. "

Gene went to his desk and flipped quickly through iiis

stack of mail. There was a whole pile of letters fromthe
West Indies, and sone irritating enquiries about subsidy
policy in parts of Central America. Even if he got down to it
strai ght away, this particular bundle was going to take him

nost of the norning to answer, and he still had to finish a
report on .West In-
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dian internal affairs. He tapped a True out its pack and

lit up.

Maggi e was sayi ng: "Unh-huh. Ckay, | gotcha. Thanks,

Marvin. | owe you one." Then she put the phone down and cane

across to Gene with a self-satisfied smle. She was wearing a
neat rust-colored suit today, and not for the first tine he
realized just how pretty she really was.

"Wel| ?" he asked, frowning over a six-page |letter on sugar
production. "You look like the cat who cornered the cream
mar ket . "

"And why shouldn't |I? You asked the inpossible, o boss,

and the inpossible has been acconplished.”

She tore a page from her shorthand pad and put it down in
front of him On it was witten First Bank of Franco-Africa,
1214 K Street, and under that was a tel ephone nunber.

He picked it up. "What's this? Sonething to do with Lorie
Senpl e?"

"Only her tel ephone nunber,” said Maggie snugly. "And only
t he address of the bank where she works."-

Gene rai sed an eyebrow. "She works? You nean she doesn't
spend her whole life shut up in that house at. Merrian?"
"Of course not. Wiy should she do that?"

"I don't know," said Gene. "The way that place is guarded,
It seens |like they | ock thenselves in there and never cone
out . "

Maggi e stubbed her cigarette out. "That's a typical



chauvinist attitude. If they won't swoon at your feet and beg
you to take themto bed, they nust be |iving sone kind of
nmysterious existence |locked up in a weird old house. | nean,
it's the only explanation.”

"You didn't see the size- of those goddamm guard dogs.

They were this big."
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"They were probably friendly St. Bernards comng to rescue
you. |If you hadn't panicked, they m ght even have given you a
tot of brandy."

Gene checked his watch. If he took a cab, he m ght get up

to the Franco-African Bank before it opened, which neant that
he could catch Lorie in the street. "Listen, Mggie," he

said. "I"'mgoing out. I won't be long. If Walter calls, or if
Mark starts sniffing around, just say that |'mout on an
urgent diplomatic call. 1'lIl be back in half an hour."

"Gene," said Maggie, warningly. "Don't let this business

go to your head. If the lady really doesn't want to know you,
don't go naking a fool"of yourself."

"Maggi e," he said, shucking on his coat, "did | ever nake

a fool of nyself?"

"Only once," she said tartly, and went back to her desk.

He stepped out into the street and hailed a cab. The

driver was a silent black with a huge, pungent cigar, and by
the tine they reached K Street, Gene was glad to get out into
the chilly Cctober air. He paid the driver, tipped him and
t hen wal ked over to the wi de stainless steel doors of the
Franco- African Bank. A small del egation of Al gerians was
waiting there, too, shuffling their feet and talking to each
other In thickly accented French. Gene couldn't catch
everything they said, but he gathered that they'd been

di sappoi nted by the Jefferson Menorial. One of themsaid it
rem nded himof a sports pavilion.

A few m nutes before the bank was due to open, two girls
came wal king down K Street and joined the waiting custoners.
They | ooked to Gene like tellers, and so he stepped across
wth a hesitant smle. "Ladies?" he said.

They turned and stared at him blankly. One of them 43

had upswept spectacles,. and the other was chew ng gum

with such relentless energy that every nuscle in. her face
was wor king away |ike a rubber mask

"Excuse nme," said Gene, "but do you | adies work here?"
"What's ft to you?" said the one with the gum

"Well," said Gene, feeling enbarrassed, "it's just that a



friend of mne works here, and | was wondering if you knew
her. Her nane's Lorie Senple."

"Lorie? Sure. She's in the foreign exchange departnent."”
"Do you know if she's coming in to work today?" asked

Gene.

"Never known her to mss a day," said the girl with, the
gum "She's real fit, you know. Exercises a lot. Isonetrics,
all that."

"Are you her boyfriend?" asked the girl with tipswept
spect acl es.

Gene shook his head. "Ch, no, nothing like that. Just a
friend."

"She could do with a boyfriend," said the girl, know ngly.
"Why?" said Gene. "Do you think she's |onely?"

"Oh, | don't know. She's kind of w stfuL You know what |
mean by wi stful? She tal ks about getting narried a | ot, and
she's a cute | ooker but she never has any boyfriends. Mybe
there's sonething in her personality, you know Also, she's
very tall. | don't think boys really go for girls that tall."
"My Sam says dating her would be Iike dating the New York
Nets. You know?" said the girl with the gum

Gene continued; "I know it seens kind of personal to ask
you this, but do you like her?"

"Oh, sure," said the girl with the gum "Lorie's a 44

sweet kid. Real sweet. You couldn't dislike her if you
tried. But then she's pretty hard to get to know. | nean, |
don't even know where she lives. How can you dislike soneone
i f you don't know anythi ng about then?"

As the girl was tal king, Gene glinpsed a black Cadill ac

| i mousine drawing hi to the curb. Instinctively, he guessed
It was Lorie, and he bent his knees slightly so that he was
hi dden from si ght behind the chattering group of Al gerians.
"I's there sonething wong with your knees?" asked the girl
W th the upswept spectacles.

Gene grinned. "No, no. Just doing ny on-the-spot

exercises. Hold still for a nonment, would you?"

He heard the |inousine stop, and then the back door

opened, paused, and sl ammed. Footsteps cane tapping across

t he sidewal k, and the |inousine pulled away and joi ned the
honking K Street traffic. He stood up to his full height, and
t here she was.

In her working clothes, she | ooked, if anything, nore
beautiful. She was wearing an immacul ately tail ored bl ack
suit wth a high-shoul dered jacket and a pencil skirt, and a



bl ack 1950s-styl e hat. Her gol den-brown, hair was severely
pi nned back, but that only enphasi zed the classic slant of
her cheekbones and her bright green eyes. \Wen she saw him
she stopped at once, and held her bl ack, snakeskin pocketbook
cl ose to her chest.

"Hell o, Lorie," he said gently.

The two tellers | ooked from CGene to Lorie and back again,
and the one with the gum gave the one with the upswept
spectacles a quick nudge in the ribs.

Lorie said nothing at first, but stepped a few paces
nearer, her eyes |lowered, and her lips slightly parted.

"So you found ne," she said, in that deep husky 45

voi ce of hers. "I suppose | knew that you would. Who told
you?"

He shook his head, and smled. "You're not that hard to
find. My secretary's been working on it."

"Well," she said, "I suppose | should be flattered. An
I nportant man |ike you, taking so nuch trouble over soneone
as insignificant as ne." "Don't be ridiculous. | wanted to

see you." She | ooked up. Her green eyes wdened. This girl is
i ncredi bly beautiful, he thought. She's |like sonme kind of
fantasy. How can a girl be this beautiful and so stand-offish
at the sane tine? It sinply doesn't make sense.

"After Saturday night, | didn't think you' d want to."

Lori e said.

"OF course | did. The one animal that intrigues ne is a

girl that bites. | was 'round on Sunday, ringing at the bell,
but | don't suppose Mathieu told you that." "You cane
yest er day?"

"Sure | did. You think Saturday night's little

m sunder st andi ng woul d put ne of f?"

"I don't understand. | thought | nmade it clear that |

didn't want to see you any nore."

"About as clear as M ssissippi nmud. One mnute you said

you |liked ne, and the next mnute you were treating ny tongue
|ike a Big Mac."

"l didn't nmean to hurt you,
"Only when | lick."

She | ooked away, and a slice of early-norning sun

i1 lum nated her gol den eyel ashes and her unusual green eyes.
“I"'msorry it happened that way," she said quietly. "I

wish it could have been different."” "It could have beea
different,” he insisted. "In. fact, 46

It could still be different now | could take you to

she said. "Is it still sore?"



di nner tonight, and we could make up for Saturday night three
times over."

She reached out and held his hand. Her fingers felt Varm

and sl ender, and her grip was firm

"Gene," she said plainly, "I want to tell you that you're

one of the nost attractive nen |'ve ever net. | |like you nore
than you'll ever understand. That, and only that, is the
reason why | won't go out with you."

He shook his head in bew | dernment. "I thought po-litical

| ogi c was screwy enough,” he told her. "But | just don't
grasp what you're saying. Are you frightened of getting too
serious? Is that it? Are you worried about your own
feel i ngs?"

"No," she said softly. "It's nothing |ike that."

"Then what is it? For Christ's sake, Lorie, you have ¢ to
tell ne."”

She sinply said, "I can't."

He didn't know what else he could do to convince ten They
stood side by side on the sunlit sidewal k until the doors of
t he Franco- African Bank were unl ocked fromthe inside and
opened, and then she touched his armjust once and wal ked in,
"Lorie," he said as she went.

She paused, but didn't | ook back.

He knew what h& wanted to tell her, but he didn't |ave the
words to explain what he felt, so he just turned away and
wal ked off down K Street, his hands jamed in his coat
pockets and his head bent. The girl \vith the upswept gl asses
tittered as he went off, until the girl with the gum said
"Ssshhh, " and hurried her into-the bank.

He didn't really surprise hinself .when he finally came to
the conclusion that he was going to have tp
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sneak over the wall of the Senple estate and check the
place out. It was the kind of blunt, straightforward thinking
that had won himhis job with the State Departnent, and
particular favor wwth the Kennedy canp. H s answer to every
sensitive and puzzling diplomatic dilemma was to "get
straight hi there and find out what the hell's going on."

He was an unconplicated thinker, but he was al so a

met hodi cal man with a talent for detail, and he reckoned he
coul d execute a one-man commando raid on the Senple estate
wi th such precision that he could get in and out of the
grounds w t hout anyone ever knowi ng he was there. Al he
wanted to do was | ook over the house and the ground and



hopeful |y gather one or two clues about Lorie Senple's
stubborn insistence that any kind of romance between them was
out of the question.

Ever since Monday norning, Lorie had becone an

I ncreasingly alluring obsession. He knew how adol escent his
I nfatuati on was, but there was nothing he could do to get her
out of his mnd. He doodl ed her nane on his blotting pad, and
even tried to sketch pictures of her face. And what nmde it
wor se was the way that her words kept coursing through his
mnd. / want to tell you that you're one of the nost
attractive nen |'ve ever net, | |like you nore than you'll
ever under st and.

"You," said Maggie, setting a styrofoamcup of coffee down
on his desk, "have got it bad."

"Got what bad?" he said.

"The dreaded Lorie Senples. A disease known to nodern

nmedi cal science as ranpant puppy |ove. That's what."

He sipped his coffee and scalded his Iip.

"l deny it categorically,” he told her. "And apart 48
fromthat, how can anyone of thirty-two suffer from puppy

| ove?"

"Don't ask ne," she said with a shrug. "Just ask the

person who wote Lorie Senple twenty-four tines oa your best
bl otti ng paper."

"You expect ne to use that cheap purple stuff, for her!™
Maggi e sat down and | eaned confidingly on his desk. "Cone
on, Gene," she said quietly, "why don't you admt it? |
haven't seen you like this for years."

He sipped sone nore coffee.

"All right, I admt it. She's stuck in ny mnd and | can't
get her out. It's the ridiculous way that she says she |ikes
me, and at the sane tine says we can never go out together.
It's driving me crazy, if you nust know. "

"What are you going to do about it?" she asked.

He sat there for a while, drinking his coffee in quick,
burning nouthfuls, trying to make up his m nd whet her he
ought to tell her or not. In the end, he decided in favor.
Maggi e' s thinking was al ways | evel and | ogical, and al ways
synpat heti c, too.

“I'"' mworking out a plan,"” he said slowly, "I want to break
into the Senple estate.”

Maggi e sat back. "You're working out a plan to .do what!"
"Maggie," he said, "lI've got to know. Breaking in there,
finding out for nyself, that's the only way. |'ve got to see



what it is that makes her so reluctant, t nean, maybe it's
her nother. .Maybe the old girl's crippled, and Lorie doesn't
want to get herself involved with anyone who's going to take
her away from nursing her."

"Gene, you're out of your mnd. Supposing you get caught?"
49

He shook his head. "Not a hope. |I've worked it out that |
can get in there, snoop around a little, and get out again
with no problens.™

"There are dogs. Dogs as big as this. You said so

yoursel f."

"Even dogs as big as that get thrown off by gas. Tm goi ng

to take a few of those sprays that nail carriers use. It's
suppose to stun themfor |ong enough to take a letter up
sonmeone's drive, and that will be |ong enough for ne."

"What about the chauffeur, Mathieu?"

"He won't even know |I'mthere. In case he does find out,
I"'mtaking a .38. | won't use it, of course, but if he's such
a kravmaga expert, |1'd prefer to have sonething to wave
around in self-defense."

Maggi e sat there biting her lip for a long tinme. "Can |

per suade you not to do it?" she asked after a while.

"I don't think so. I've nade up ny mnd."

"Even though it mght ruin your career?"

He reached for a cigarette. "It won't do that, even if I'm
caught red-handed. Al | have to say is that | was payi ng her

a visit, and that the .Senples mstakenly took ne for a

prowl er. Christ, Maggie, |I'mnot going to burglarize the
place. I'monly going to take a qui ck | ook around the grounds
and maybe a fast check through the w ndows."

"You're paying a visit? At night? Wth a | oaded gun?"

"Maggi e, you're just making things sound awkward. Al [|'m
going to do is hop over the wall. The place is enornous,
they' Il never see ne."

She thought for a nonment |onger, and then she stood up.

"You really fell head over heels this tine, didn't you?"
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He | ooked up. "And what's wong with that? It's about tine
there was nore conmtted passion in life, anyway."

"You' re probably right,” Maggie said. "But it depends

where it's directed, don't you think?"

It was a few mnutes after el even Thursday ni ght when he
arrived outside the Senple mansion. He was driving a rented,
dar k- bl ue Matador, and he was dressed in a black, polo-neck



sweat er, black corduroy pants, and a charcoal -gray cap pulled
down over his eyes. He carried a small canvas bag with Mace
gas and anti-dog sprays, a coil of rope around his shoul der,
and a long-barreled .38 revolver tucked into his belt. He
switched off the car's engine and sat there for four or five
mnutes, listening to the soft rustle of the night.

This tinme, he had driven past the main gates and foll owed
the road that | ed around the high brick wall to a point that,
he hoped, was nearer the house itself, He had parked the car
i n the shadow of the overhanging trees on the opposite side
of the road, and he left the keys in the ignition in case he
needed to nmake a qui ck getaway.

It was a chilly night, and his .breath steaned as he

clinmbed out of the car and gently clicked the door shut
behind him Low clouds were still obscuring the noon, and he
had to blink a few tines to accustomhis eyes to the
darkness. He listened again, holding his breath, but the
Senpl e estate was silent.

Qui ckly, he padded across the narrow road, trod softly

t hrough t he banked-up | eaves against the wall, and paused.
Still no sound fromthe Senple place. He unwound a knotted
nyl on rope fromhis wai st, and stepped back so that he could
judge the height of the old, nobss-crusted bricks. There was
an al um num rod
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tied to the end of the rope, and he hoped to toss this
over the wall and tug it back until it was firmy wedged

bet ween the netal spikes.

It took four tries. The first tine, he threw too short,

and the next two shots went over but the rod refused to
catch. At last he had the rope firmy in position, and he
started to clinb up it, gasping and sniffing and prayi ng that
the old rusted spi kes were strong enough to take his weight.
In three m nutes he had scranbled up to the top. He sat

astride the wall, wi nding the rope and catching his breath.
Through the trees he could see twinkling lights fromthe
Senpl e mansi on, but there was no sound at all, and no sign of

the prowling guard dogs. A freight train hooted nournfully in
t he di stance and up above the clouds a jet scratched its way
across the night sky.

When the rope was wound in, he positioned the al um numrod

on the other side of the spikes, and |l et the rope down on the
Senpl e side of the wall. Then he gently slithered off the
top, swnging dowmn to the ground with his feet scraping on



the brick. Once he reached the bottom he paused again, his
ears pricked up, hiding as deeply as he could in the dart
shadow of the wall and the trees.

He checked his watch. It was a quarter after eleven. He
strai ghtened the revolver in his belt, and began to stalk
carefully through the |ong grass, stopping every few nonents
to listen. He just hoped that if he needed to clinb back up
his rope in a hurry, he could renmenber where it was.

It took himten mnutes to nmake his way through the

scrubby copse that | ed towards the house. There was still- no
sign of the dogs, and he wondered if they were asleep. Mybe
I f he was- qui et enough he woul dn't wake them He pushed his
way through a tangl ed
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screen of bushes, and found hinself on the very edge of

the copse, with a wide stretch of |awn between him and the
Senpl e mansi on.

The house itself was nuch |larger than he had antici pated.

It was brooding and norose, with ranks of chi meys and
twsting rivers of |eafless creeper down every wall. There
was a verandah around the sout hwest corner, which was the
part of the house nearest to him but all the w ndows around
it seenmed to be enpty and dark. Further back, on the south
side, there was a stately columed porch, but |ike everything
else it was tangled with creeper and had a desol ate, decayed
air about it. The only wi ndow that seened to be Iit was an
upstairs bay on the western side, and the drapes were drawn
so tight that it was inpossible to see inside.

CGene skirted al ong the southern side of the house, al nost

as far as the gravel drive that canme fromthe nmai n gateway.
Every now and then he stopped to |listen for dogs, but the
whol e estate was buried deep in darkness and sil ence. At one
time, he thought he heard a faint crackling of |eaves and
tw gs, but when he paused to catch the sound nore distinctly,
he realized it was probably just a bird in the upper branches
of the oaks.

None of the wi ndows on the south side were |it, so he went
back to the edge of the copse and surveyed the west side
again. There was a strong creeper which grew fromthe end of
the verandah and twisted its way quite close to the |lighted
w ndow. CGene reckoned that if he clinbed up there, he could
probably get his footing on the narrow gutter that extended
tinder the window fromthe verandah roof and get a glinpse
through a small crack in the drapes. The thought that he



m ght see Lorie made his heart pound.

Ducki ng | ow, he ran across the open |lawn untfl he 53

reached the verandah. He waited awhile and then went up

t he verandah's four wooden steps, taking care not to tread on
the enpty franes of abandoned deckchairs and the pieces of a
garden swi ng. He wal ked softly along the whole | ength of the
ver andah, conceal ed in shadow, until he reached the end of

It, where the trunk of the creeper grew.

Again, he listened. He thought he could hear faint voices

and the sound of nusic, but that was all. The |ow, gray
clouds still blotted out the nobon, although a faint
| um nescence illum nated the | awns and di stin-e+guished the

copse as a dark sea that rustled and washed around it.

Gene perched hinself up on the verandah railing, and

reached around to test the strength of the creeper. Years
ago, soneone had nailed it pretty firmy to the wall, and he
guessed it woul d probably take his weight He hung on to it

wi th one hand, and then swung hinself around and held on to
It with both. There was a |urching noise as sone of the dry
branches gave way, but the main branch seened to hol d.
Breathing with tense, suppressed gasps, he reached up for

hi gher branches and began to scale the creeper |like a | adder.
At a height of about ten or twelve feet, alnost |level with

t he verandah roof, he paused once nore and |istened for sound
of the dogs. He heard a low, erratic, runbling noise, but he
guessed it was a distant airplane turning toward Dull es.

At last he was able to reach out his left foot and
cautiously test the guttering. Further along it was rusted

t hrough, but fromthe verandah roof to the bay w ndow it

| ooked as if it was reasonably intact. He pressed on it with
nore wei ght, and then decided to try his luck and stand on it
with both feet with his full 192 pounds. The Iighted w ndow
was now only two or three
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feet away, and he could hear voices nore distinctly and

the creak of floorboards as soneone wal ked around in the
room

It happened at the very instant he was stepping on. to the
guttering. There was a loud, hair-raising snarl, and
sonet hi ng i nmensely powerful and heavy | eaped up at himfrom
the ground and tore himbodily down fromthe creeper. His
fingers and face were |acerated as the beast's wei ght dragged
hi m strai ght through branches and | eaves and brought himto
the grass with a back-bruising thunp. Then the thing rolled



on top of him slavering and snarling and tearing at Mnwth,
vicious claws. CGene sraelled a rank ani mal odor that was
anyt hi ng but dog, and he screaned in desperation. as his
sweater was ripped av/ay fromhis arnms, and guzzling jaws bit
into Ms shoul der nuscle to tug the flesh away, from M col |l ar
bone.
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Thr ee

Gene opened his eyes. It was obviously norning. He was

lying in a narrow brass bed in a small upstairs roomwth
floral wallpaper. A watery sunlight was falling across the
room and touching the top of a wal nut chiffonier, on which,
fromwhere he lay, he could see a wooden canel with a
decorated saddl e, and a bl ack-and-white photograph in a
silver frame of a woman who coul d have been Lorie's

gr andnot her.

H s shoul der was stiff and throbbed with suppressed pain.
When he turned his head, he saw that it was tightly bandaged.
There were dark brown marks on the bandage that probably were
dried blood. He coughed and realized that his ribs were

brui sed, too.

For an hour or so he drifted into sleep and out again. It
occurred to himduring one of his waking nonents that he was
probably under sedation. He had strange ni ght mares about pal e
and feroci ous beasts with claws, and he woke up one tine
shout i ng.

Around m d-norning, the door of his room opened. He noved
his head, and through blurry eyes he saw a tall woman
standi ng there. He thought for one nonent it was Lorie, but
then he saw that this woman was ol der, and nore dignified.
She was wearing a dove-gray dress, and her silver hair was

el aborately coiffed and covered with a pearl-studded hairnet.
She had a magnificent figure for a woman in her mdfifties,
with big heavy breasts and a sl ender wai st. He suddenly
remer a-
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bered Maggi e's words about une grande poltr'ne. This,
evidently, was Lorie's nother.

"M. Keiller," she said, in a soft French accent* "Are you
awake now, M. Keiller?" He nodded. "I feel |ousy. My
throat's dry." She sat on the edge of his bed and |ifted a

bl ue glass of mneral water. Wth firm hands, she raised his
head for him and he drank. Afterwards, she patted his |ips
*Wth a tissue.



"I's that better?" she asked. "Thank you, yes."

Ms. Senple sat and | ooked at himw th quite unabashed

I nt erest.

"You were very lucky, you know," she said, after a nonent.
"Lucky? | feel like I"'mhalf-dead."” "Half-dead is better
than conpletely dead, M. Keiller. You were |ucky you were so
close to the house. |If you had been further away, we m ght
not have reached you in tine."

"Do you train your dogs to do that?" She put her head on
one side and frowned a little, as if she couldn't quite
under stand what he was saying. "To kill," he pronpted. "To
tear people apart." She nodded vaguely. "Yes," she said. "I
suppose we do."

"You supposel? | practically died out there!" Ms.

Senple didn't |ook particularly concerned. "You shoul dn't
really have been out there in the first place, should you,
M. Keiller? W did try to warn you!"

"Yes," he said. "I guess you're right. But all the sane,
those dogs are sonething else. Is my armall |ight?"
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"You'll survive. | bandaged it nyself. | used to do ..
nursing of a kind ... out in Egypt."

Gene tried to sit up, "Al the sanme," he said. "I think
|'d better get to a hospital I'mgoing to need tetanus and

rabi es jabs."

Ms. Senple pressed himgently back against the bed with

t he pal m her hand. "You've already had them M. Keiller. It
was the first thing | did. There really is no need to do
anything but rest for a while."

"Do you have a phone | could use?"

"You want to call your office?"

"Well, naturally. | have a couple of big neetings today,

and |'mgoing to have to cry off."

Ms. Senple smled. "Don't worry. W' ve al ready phoned

your secretary and told her you' re sick. Soneone called Mark
s going to stand in for you."

Gene lay back and | ooked at Ms. Senple curiously.

-"You're very considerate," he said, although it was nore

of a question than a conplinent.

"You're my guest" said Ms. Senple. "Qur peopl e-are al ways
consi derate to guests. Anyway, Lorie has been tal king about
you a lot, and |'ve been nost anxious to make your

acquai ntance. You're not at all |ike she said you were."
"Oh? Am | better, or worse?"



Ms. Senple smled, alnost dreamly. "Ch, you're* better,

M. Keiller—uch, nmuch better! The way Lorie spoke about you,
anyone woul d have thought you were a m xture of Quasinodo and
Frankenstein's nonster. But you're not, are you? You're
young, and you're rather good-I|ooking, and you work for the
State Departnent, too."

Gene rubbed his eyes. "I nust say, Ms. Senple, |I fcaven't
been, able to figure Lorie out."
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"You like her though, don't you? You find her attractive?"
"Well, sure/That's nostly the reason |I'm here.”

"I thought you did. You . . . well, you tal ked a great

deal under sedation. You nentioned Lorie several tines."

"I hope | didn't say anything too basic."

Ms. Senple |aughed. "Don't worry about that, M. Keiller.
|"'ma very sophisticated woman, and | know how sexual | y
appeal i ng ny daughter is. You did say... one or two things."
Gene coughed. His ribs felt as if they'd been | eaned on by
el ephants and even his spine was bruised.

"Well," he said, "if | was too crude or anything, |'m

sorry. | can't hide the fact that | find Lorie very
attractive."

"Why shoul d you? You're obviously an inpulsive sort of a
man. "

He winced as he tried to sit up. "In this case, a little
too inmpulsive, I"'mafraid."

Ms. Senple | eaned forward and plunped up his pillow for
him For one nonent her warm body brushed agai nst him and he
caught the sanme distinctive scent that he had snelled on
Lori e.

"I think we can happily forget about |ast night, M.
Keiller," she said gently. "After all, | don't think either
of us would care for a fuss, and newspaper gossip, cwould
we?"

Gene | ooked at her carefully. She was trying to be

nonchal ant, but he sensed an unusual tension about her as she
waited for his answer. Her fingers drummed nervously on the
pat chwor k count er pane, and she kept giving himlittle
spasnodi c sni | es.

"I know this is kind of inpertinent,"” he said slowy, 59
"but can | ask you what you'ye got here that requires
guarding so fiercely?"

Ms. Senple touched her forehead with her fingertips as if
she felt a slight headache com ng on. "W | ave not hi ng of



value, M. Keiller, except our privacy. Having this place to
oursel ves neans a great deal to us."

"I guess you're entitled to it," said Gene, "and you

mustn't think that 1"'mtrying to teach you to suck eggs.' But
don't you think Lorie should get out nore? She seens pretty

| onel y. "

"My dear M. Keiller. I'malways trying to persuade ter."
Gene coughed. "That wasn't the inpression T got from her.

She really inplied that it was you who was hol di ng her back."
Ms. Senple nodded. "You're not the first," she said, in a
weary voi ce.

"She told nme she'd never dated anyone.”

"That's quite right, M. Keiller, she never has. But it
certainly wasn't for |ack of encouragenent on ny part, and it
certainly wasn't for |ack of enthusiasmon the part of the
poor fellows who tried to take her out. She's nineteen, you
know, and | do feel it's tinme she went out into the world and
got herself sone experience with nen."

"Ms. Semple, if | were to ask Lorie out, would you

encour age that, too?"

"OF course!" laughed Ms. Senple in a rather forced tone.

"I don't see how anyone could be nore eligiblel You're
precisely the type of man |I've always had ny eye on."

"Well, I"mvery flattered, Ms. Senple, but |I'mnot sure
|'"ve got marriage in mnd. I'mafraid nmy career is pretty
I nportant to ne."
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Ms. Senple stood up and wal ked over to the win-, dow The
fall sunlight sonmehow nade her | ook even taller than she had
seened before, and Gene was surprised to see that the roots
of her hair were as tawy as Lorie's. The silver-gray | ook
must have been hair dye. She turned back and stared at him
with those glittering and hypnotic green eyes that
characterized the female side of the Senple famly, and she
said softly: "If you like, I wll speak to Lorie, and see if
| can't persuade her to change her mnd."

"I get the feeling there's sone kind of condition, placed
on that."

"Condition?" said Ms. Senple, lifting one eyebrow. She
pronounced the word the French way—ondi ssion, She didn't

| ook surprised at what he had sai d.

Gene shifted hinself into a nore confortable position.
"Supposing | forget about the dog last night? Is that the

ki nd of deal you had in m nd?"



Ms. Senple smled a long, lazy smle. "You don't work for
the State Departnent for nothing, do you? You have read ny

t houghts. "

"In that case,"” said Cene, "it's a deal.**

When the pain in his shoul der canme back, Ms. Senple gave

hi m anot her shot of sedative, and he slept in dream ng

j 1 gsaw pi eces fromlunch until early evening, nuttering and
munmbl i ng and tossing in his sleep. Sonetinmes he thought he
saw Ms. Senple standing in his room and at other tines he
t hought he was bei ng watched by a strange ani nal that
regarded himw th cold and enotionl ess eyes.

The strangest dream he had was that sonmeone was arguing in
anot her rooma | ong and | oud and persistent argunent that he
couldn't quite hear or understand. He caught the words
"eligible" and "perfect?
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over and over again, and then the words "ritual" and
"frightened" seenmed to follow. He couldn't be sure if it was
the same dream or not, but after that he heard aninmals
snarling and tussling, and the dreamturned into a nightmare
about heavy beasts tearing himdown fromthe wall and sinking
their teeth into his arm

He woke up and there was sonething cool on his forehead.

He opened his eyes and Lorie was sitting on the chair beside
hi s bed, |eaning over and holding a cold conpress against his
brow. He realized he was sweating and trenbling, and his
nouth was dry as ash. "Lorie," he croaked. 'Tm here, Cene,"
she said quietly. "Don't worry.

You've just had a nightmare, that's all. It's the seda-
tive."

He tried to turn his head. "Wat tine is it?" he asked

her .

"Hal f after seven. You' ve been asleep since one."” "I think
: " he said, stretching his nmuscles as
i nucb as he could, "... | think | feel better."

"Mot her says you should be able to get up tonor-

row. She phoned your office again and told them

Soneone cal |l ed Maggi e sends you her |ove."

Gene nodded. "That's ny secretary. She's a nice rl"

There was an awkward sil ence between them Lorie |lifted

the conpress away, took it over to the washbasin, and wung
it out. Then she ran the cold faucet, testing the water with
the tip of her finger. Gene watched her w thout saying a
word. She | ooked twi ce as beautiful as she had when he had



first seen her, and Jie felt pleased and anmazed that soneone
could attract lira nore and nore each day as she did. She was
wearing a plumcolored silk blouse with enbroidered cuffs,
and superbly tailored beige slacks. Her wists

62

were Jangling with gold bracelets, and around her neck,

deep between her breasts, she wore a gol den pendant.
"Lorie," said CGene, as gently as he coul d.

She didn't turn around, but he could see she wag Wt chi ng
himin the circular mrror above the basin. The pupils of her
eyes were dilated and dark.

"You're not ... frightened of anything, are you?" Je asked
her .

She turned off the faucet. "Wy should | be?"

"I don't know. That's what |'m asking you. It's just that
you give nme that inpression.”

"There's nothing to be frightened of," she said, com ng

back to his bedside with the fresh conpress. "W are not the
ki nd of people who feel afraid.”

"You seemto be afraid of intruders.”

She stroked his hair back before laying the conpress on

his forehead. Her touch was very soft. Her curved lips were
slightly open, and he saw her lick themwth, the tip of her
tongue in a way that was innocent but also indescribably
sensual

"I't depends who the intruders are," she said. "Soma

I ntruders we wel cone. "

"How about ne? Am | wel cone?"

She smled slightly. "OF course you are. | told you before
that | think you're attractive."

"You also told ne to go away."

She | owered her eyes. "Yes," she said, "I did."

Gene took the conpress away from his forehead. Now t hat

the effects of the sedative had conpletely worn off, he was
fresher and brighter. Hi s shoul der was heal i ng—he coul d feel
the sinews tightening and the skin grow ng scabs. There was
still a dull nuscular ache from brui ses and bunps, but he
could tolerate that. He was beginning to feel less like a
hel pl ess invalid and nore |i ke a bedridden politicians
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"Lorie," he said, "can T use your telephone?"

She | ooked at himwarily. "What for?"

"l need to call ny office. There were a couple of big
meetings today and | want to find out what happened.”



" Mot her sai d—=

"Lorie, | have to check up. It's ny job. | can't just sit
back here and let the United States drift rudderless and

| eaderl ess into Wrld War Three."

Lori e seenmed uncertain. "I don't know, " she said. "Mother
said that she'd rather you didn't call anyone.”

He frowned. "What did she nean by that?"

"I mnot sure. | think she was worried you mght call an
attorney. You know, about your bites. She's very anxious that
you don't tell anyone what happened.”

"I"ve already promsed that | wouldn't do that," Gene said
cauti ously.

Lorie blushed a little. "I know. "

"She told you?"

"Yes. W had a row about it. She nmade nme promi se to go out
with you in return.™

Gene gave a hunorless laugh. "Listen, I'mnot going to
force you. If you don't want to go out with nme, if you really
don't want to, then the last thing I"'mgoing to do is

bl ackmai|l you into doing it. | only want to take you out if
you genuinely want to go."

She gl anced at him al nost shyly.

"Well, do you?" he asked her. "If you don't, then the best
thing we can do is retire gracefully and leave it at that."
She traced a pattern on the counterpane with her finger.

"I was thinking of you," she said, in a soft and serious
Voi ce.

"I don't understand."”

She reached out and held his hand. Her eyes were 64
anxious and intent, as if she was trying to tell him
sonething without actually speaking it out |loud—rying to
communi cate sone warning that it was inpossible to put into
wor ds.

"My nother is a believer in tradition, Gene." She said.
"She likes things done in the way they al ways were. Sone of

her beliefs, and sone of the things she does ... well, you
may not be able to accept themfor what they really are.”
He squeezed her hand. "I'mstill as |ost as ever. Wat
kind of tradition? What do you nean?"

She shook her head. "I can't tell you. You can only find
out for yourself. | hope you never have to."

He | ooked at her questionably for a while, and when he saw
she wasn't going to say anything nore, he let out a snall
sigh of resignation and settled back on his pillow



"Lorie," he said. "I don't mind telling you that you are
the nost baffling person | ever nmet. Maybe |I should wite you
up for the Reader's Digest."

She gave a sad little grin. "You nmustn't think that I

don't like you, Gene. And you nustn't think that |I'm not
flattered—onplinment ed—because you tried to get into, the
house and find ne. It was very romantic, and I'monly sorry
you got hurt."

"Do | take that to nean that you do want to go out Wth

me? O is it another polite way of saying arrived-erciT

She | ooked at Mmin silence for a while, and he thought he
saw her eyes noisten with tears. Then she | eaned forward, her
lips carefully closed, and kissed him

"l want, very nmuch, to go out with you," she whi spered.
"That's why ny prom se to nother wasn't diffi.-
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cult to make. But before we ever do, just swear nme one

t hi ng. "

"You and your nother are as full of qualifying clauses as

a Senate bill."

"I mean it, Gene. Please."

He shrugged stiffly. "Tell me what it is, and I'll Swear."
"You nust absolutely swear that you will never ask ne to
marry you."

He stared at her in disbelief. He found her fascinating,

and arousing, and he'd even admt that he'd nade sonething of
a fool of hinself over her. But as for marriage...

“"Lorie, honey," he told her, "if there's one thing that

you can be sure that I"'mnot, it's a marrying kind of man. |
have a good job, an entertaining lifestyle, lots of friends,
and quite a | ot of noney. The last thing on ny mnd right at
this nmonent in tine is wedl ock."

"And you'll swear?"

"Sure I'll swear!"

He raised his right hand, and in a deep and resonant tone
said: T, Gene Keiller, being of sound mnd and only slightly
danmaged body, do solemly swear that I will never ask you,
Lorie Senple, to be ny wedded wife."

He was going to continue, but then he saw that her face

was utterly grave. She was fingering her pendant and frowning
at himas if he was swearing the oath of allegiance to the

fl ag.

"Lorie," he said, "I"'mnot trying to make fun of this, but
you have to admt it's a pretty wacky kind of promse."



She nodded. "I know what it nust seem i ke. But, please,
Gene, don't ever break your promse. It's the. only
protection you have."
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"Huh?"

She | eaned forward again, and lifted her gol den pendant so
that he could see it close up. He squinted at it, and saw
that it was a small pyram d. He reached his hand up to touch
it, but she pulled it away.

"I's that a clue?" he asked her.

She shook her head. "It's just to show you. The influence

of the pyramd is very strange and powerful. It's just to
show you what you have to protect yourself against."

"Lorie, |—=

"All you have to do is renenber that | showed it to you

Pl ease. . That's all | ask."

He gazed at her classic, high-cheekboned face in the dying
light of the day, and he felt as nystified as he had the
first time he had tried to kiss her. But she was so serious,
and so intense. "All right," he said, "I'll lenenber, if
that's what you want."

Later that week CGene net Lorie at the front gates of the
house. It was a crisp, dry day, and the brown, curled-up

| eaves sounded |ike crunching gi nger-snaps under thek feet. A
little way down the drive, Mathieu was standing stolidly
besi de his red-and-white striped golf cart, his stony
expressi on conceal ed behind reflecting sungl asses, so that he
| ooked as though he had two pieces of clear blue sky instead
of eyes.

Lorie was wearing a safari jacket and boots, and her hair
was tucked up into a wi de-brinmed bush hat. She had made her
eyes so that they appeared even nore | um nous and enornous

t han ever.

Gene opened the door of his car for her, and she clinbed

in. Then he wal ked around to the driving-seat, waving to
Mat hi eu on the way.

"Doesn't he |ike ne, or sonething?" asked Gene, as he sat.
down behi nd the wheel.

67

“Mathieu? | don't think he |ikes or dislikes people in the
normal sort of way. He just does his job."

"Well, his job obviously doesn't include waving to your
weekend date."

Lorie laughed. "I can't inmagine Mathieu waving at anyone,



| et al one you."

They drove down the wi nding road, through the tunnel of

over hangi ng trees, and out onto the main highway. Gene turned
the car away from WAashi ngton and out toward Frederick. Walter
Farl owe had invited themout to his vacation home for drinks
and a barbecue, along with sone of the |eading professional
peopl e who had assisted the Denocratic cause with finance and
noral support during the crucial stages of the election.
Gene' s shoul der was. still bound up in crepe bandage, but

his bite wound had al nost conpletely heal ed and the bruises
on his ribs had gradually faded. When Maggi e had seen hi m on
Monday, she had tried to persuade himto visit the doctor,

but he renmenbered his promse to Ms. Senple; and insisted he
was fit.

"After all," he had told her, "cavenen got bitten by wld
beasts, and they didn't have a friendly nei ghborhood MD to
visit."

"Cavenen used to die a lot," Maggi e had said sharply, and

wal ked out of the office.

This was Gene's first date with Lorie. He had called lier

on Wednesday eveni ng and asked her to cone, and even though
she had seened hesitant at first, she was happy and excited
now, and he couldn't resist glancing across the car and
reveling in the sheer sexual beauty that she radi ated.

What ever hang-ups she had about nmarriage and her nother, that
wasn't going to stop themfromhaving a great tine at
Walter's party, and then naybe sone nore intinmate anusenents
to follow She was a girl ina mllion, and if he hadn't been
try-
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ing to play things a little cooler since his ill-fated

raid on the Senple estate, he would have told her so.

They drove through sunlight, shadow, and whirling | eaves.
Walter's weekend place was right out in the country, and at
this tine of the year it was a refreshing and exhil arating
drive.

"You know sonet hing?' said Lorie. "I'mso nervous!"

"What are you nervous about ?"

"Us! You and nme. I'mso, excited, |I don't want any of this
to end.”

He grinned. "Maybe it doesn't have to."

But Lorie shook her head. "One day, it will have.to.

What ever happens, however things go."
Gene stuck a cigarette in his nouth and pushed in the



car's cigar lighter. "You shouldn't be such a pessimst,"” he
told her. "Try living in the present for a change, instead of
the future.™

She | ooked at him The radi o was playing "Were Have All

The Fl owers Gone?" "W have to be warned about the future,
Gene, or perhaps we won't get out of the present alive."

He lit his cigarette. "You sound |ike your nother.'*

"Yes," she said. "I"'mny nother's child."

It took them an hour to reach Walter Farlowe's house. It

was a split-level white-painted vacation hone that had been
desi gned for himby Edward Ccean, the young and irretrievably
tacky architect. There was a pool, which was now scattered
with floating | eaves, and a wide patio that overl ooked a deep
vall ey of msty treetops and bl ue haze. Mst of the guests
were already there, and the sloping driveway was crowded with
red Mercedes and silver Sevilles. A brick barbecue was
sendi ng up snoke signals that told of charred chops and

curl ed-up steaks, and Walter Farlowe hinself, in a

69

chef's hat and yel |l ow suspenders, was sweating and

grinning and trying to serve everything out on. soggy paper

pl at es.

Gene parked his New Yorker, and they wal ked down the
open-plan steps at the side of the house to the patio. Wth a
feeling of great satisfaction, he saw heads turn and heard
one or two |l ow, appreciative whistles, which neant that Lorie
in her safari suit was creating just the stir he'd hoped for.
They wal ked across the patio, and as they approached the

bar becue, Walter Farlowe cane out and greeted them

"Gene! dad you could make it! Sorry I can't shake

hands—+o0o0 greasy."

"This is Lorie," said Gene. "A new, but very dear, friend

of mne."

Walter tipped his chefs hat. ' Tm pl eased to know you,

Lorie. How do you |ike your steak?"

Lori e glanced at Gene, and then back at Walter.

"Well," she said huskily, "I like it pretty underdone."”

Wal ter grinned. "How underdone is 'pretty underdone?

Lorie licked her lips. "A couple of seconds on each side."

"“A coupl e of seconds!" laughed Walter. "Now that's
practically raw"
"Yes," said Lorie. "That's the way | like it."

They were finishing off their orders for food to Walter
when a curly-haired girl in a silky yellow and-green trouser



suit canme up and |inked her armthrough Gene's.

"Gene Keiller—ef all people!"”

"Hall o, Effie. How s the advertising business?"

"Terrific. Is this your new friend?" 70

"It certainly is. Lorie, this Is Effie, an old buddy of

m ne fromway back in Florida. Effie, this is Lorie Senple."
The two wonen sm | ed at each other with nutual suspicion.
"Gene, you nust neet Peter Graves," said Effie. "He's ny

| at est shrink, and he's absolutely and conpletely the sanest
man in the whole world. He's right over here! Lorie, why
don't you cone with nme and neet sonme of the |adies. Nancy
Bakowsky is here, would you believe? You know, the [ady from
Wman's Honme Journal !

Lorie gave Gene a quick w nk over her shoul der as Effie

whi sked her away to talk to the ladies. It was a
conversational convention at thrashes like this that the nen
stuck with the nen and the wonen stuck with the wonen, and
any man who tried to horn in on the ladies' circle was
considered a wolf, while any | ady who hung around the nen's
circle was regarded as a potential whore. For that reason,

t he nen rubbed el bows and swapped nmediumdirty stag stories,
whil e the wonen crowded together and tal ked about fem nism
and who was dallying with whom

Gene, carrying a fresh vodkatini, found Peter G aves'
sitting by the edge of the pool alone. He was a young bal d
man wth a thoughtful face and rim ess spectacles. He dressed
in the kind of Aertex sweatshirt and navy-blue jersey-knit
pants that made you think he mght be an athlete, or at | east
a devotee of jogging. You could have m staken himfor a
hai rl ess Dustin Hof f mann.

"H ," said Gene. "Mnd if | join you? Effie's been singing
your praises, and | wouldn't like to mss the sanest nman in
the world."

Peter looked a little bewldered. "Is that what she sai d?
That proves she needs treatnent."
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Gene sat down on a plastic sun-chair and took a sip of his
dri nk.

"What kind of analysis are you into?" he asked. "These
days it's all TA and do-it-yourself, as far as | can see."
Peter nodded. "Well, I'"mpretty transactional, but ['m
trying to relate it to the patterns of real social
encounters, if you see what | nean."”

“"Not entirely."



Peter tugged at his nose thoughtfully. "Let ne put it this
way. I'mtrying to introduce greater reality into TA, because
in ny opinion it's been failing to face up to what life is
all about."

"Oh," said Gene. He reached in his pocket for his
cigarettes, and lit one up. The snoke drifted across the
pool.""Tell nme, do you believe that people can get obsessive
about not doing things they really want to do?"

"Li ke what ?" asked Peter.

"Like ny girlfriend there, Lorie. You see her—+the one in

the safari suit? She said she liked me fromthe-nonent she
first met nme, yet she's been giving nme warnings the whol e
time about how | nustn't get serious, and she even nmade ne
swear not to marry her."

"That's not unusual. She's probably anxious about the
possibility of being tied down."

Gene shook his head.. "It's nore than that. She keeps

trying to give ne the inpression that there's sonething
spooky going on in her life. She won't tell ne exactly what
It is, and | can't even guess what she's trying to get at.
But she's always giving nme forbidding threats about the dire
consequences of form ng any kind of relationship with her."
Peter sniffed. "Do you want ne to talk to her?"

"You nean, anal yze her?"

"No, just talk. It sounds like an interesting syn-72

dronme. Why don't you let ne go over and chat for a few
mnutes? | can't say |'d hate it. She's a beautiful girl."
Gene | ooked across the pool to where Lorie was being

I ntroduced to Nancy Bakowsky. "Ckay," he said,

noncomm ttally. "If you don't m nd being eaten alive by half
the Denocratic ladies in town."

Gene waited while Peter G aves padded over to the |adies'
circle on grubby runni ng shoes and spoke for a while in
Lorie's ear. There seened to be sonme very intense di scussion
goi ng on between them but Gene was distracted by Walter

Farl owe, who brought hima plateful of steak and sal ad, and a
plastic knife and fork to eat it with. He broke the fork on
the first attenpt, and spent the next ten m nutes searching
for a new one.

When he got back to the pool, Peter Graves was waiting for
him sipping a 7-Up and | ooki ng thoughtful. "WelIl?" Gene

sai d.

Peter gave an uncertain smle.

"Did you talk? Did you get any inkling?"



Pet er | ooked unhappy. "Well, in a manner of speaking, yes.

But I'mnot too sure if | discovered too nuch."

Gene chewed a nout hful of burned steak. "Are you trying to
tell me that you couldn't figure her out?"

"Well, no," said Peter hesitantly. "But the truth is, she
seens to believe that she's | ocked into sone kind of
predestined fate. You know? And she's worried that if you get
I nvol ved with her, you're going to get yourself involved in
that predestined fate too."

"What do you nean, predestined fate?"

"Exactly that," explained Peter. "She thinks that, for one
reason or another, her life has to follow a particul ar
traditional pattern. She told nme that And when
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asked her about yon, and the way she felt, she said that

she was worried you were going to wind up as a kind of victim
of whatever this pattern may be."

Gene put down his plate and Iit another cigarette. He

deci ded he'd had enough of Walter Farlowe's cooking. "D d she
gi ve you. any indication of what this pattern was?" he asked.
Peter Graves shrugged. "She knows, but she's not telling."
."Are you sure of that?"

"Absolutely. |I've seen it before. There's sone part of her
personality that she is consciously sublimating to the point
where it's al nost inpossible for any anal yst to reach. That

| ady of yours has a nmental brick wall around her real
personality that's al nost inpenetrable.”

Gene bl ew out snoke. "Al nost inpenetrabl e?”

Pet er nodded. "The only way to get through it, the only

way to di scover what she's hiding and why she's hiding it, is
to trigger off the predestined fate she keeps tal king about."
"l don't get that," said Gene, frowning.

"Well, you said she'd told you to swear not to nmarry her
right? That was an effort on her part to avoid this
predestined fate, But if you were to ask her to marry you,
and you did get married, then | guess that would be a trigger
for the traditional pattern, and she would have to go through
the whol e rigmarol e, and expose that part of her personality
that she's been trying to hide."

"That sounds pretty hypothetical,"” Gene said.

Peter swal |l owed sonme 7-Up, and suppressed a burp. "Not at

all. What a |lot of people don't seemto realize these days is
that basic psychiatry is |like practical nmechanics* Your Lorie
Is a conpletely predictable and
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strai ghtforward exanple of anxiety. Because of sone past
situation in her life, she believes that if she takes a
particul ar course of action, sonething awful is going to
happen, and therefore she avoids that course at all costs. To
get her out of the anxiety, she needs soneone to show her
that it's not necessarily going to be that way."

"You nean, | ought to ask her to marry nme?" Peter

scratched the back of his neck. "That would be the ideal

sol ution, yes. But obviously you nustn't do it unless you
mean it."

Gene said nothing. He | ooked across the still, reflecting
pool to where Lorie stood, |aughing politely with the other
wonen, and she was so tenpting in her safari euit, with her

gl eam ng gold hair and her slanted green eyes, that he
wonder ed how any man coul d possibly resist her. He wanted
her, al nost desperately, and he was beginning to wonder if
asking her to marry himwasn't the only way.

That evening, as a snoldering crinmson sun sank behind the
hills in a grayish haze, they left Walter Farlowe's place and
drove back to Washi ngton. Gene had drunk three too many
vodkatinis, and wasn't driving very straight, but Lorie was
too high and happy to notice. Their date had opened her out

| i ke a Japanese paper flower in water, and she was chattering
about all the people she was going to neet and all the things
she was going to do.

"Did you have a good tinme?" asked Gene. He knew she had,

but he just wanted to hear her say it.

"Oh, Cene, it was fantastic. You know, |'ve kept nyself
bottled up for so many years, and |'ve never wanted to get

out and talk to people but nowthat I have, | love it | could
go to a party every night."
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"Your father was pretty sociable, wasn't he, from what

| ve heard?"

She nodded. "He was the best host in Washi ngton. Mot her

has an al bum about himupstairs, and it's full of newspaper
cuttings about his dances and his parties."

Gene lit a cigarette. "That was pretty sad, what happened
to him"

"Yes," she said quietly. "I mss him"

"Does your nother ever think about remarriage?”
Lorie brushed back her hair with her hand. "Ch, no.
"You seemvery certain of that.**



"It's the way our people are. It's traditional that a

woman has only one man in her lifetinme, and | don't think

t hat Mot her coul d ever consider anyone el se. She believes too
much in the old custons."

"It seens a pity. She's an attractive woman. |If | wasn't
going out with you, I could al nost fancy her nyself."
"Now t hen," | aughed Lorie. "You'll nmake ne jeal ous."

He shook his head. "You have nothing to be jeal ous about,
ever. You have everything going for you that any girl ever
could. You're truly a beautiful person, you know that ?"

She | ooked away. Her tawny hair shone in the |ast reddish

i ght of the sinking sun.

"You nustn't get too serious," she said.

"Who' s tal ki ng about serious? Can't we have sone fun

t oget her ?"

She turned around, and gave a fleeting, preoccupied smle.

"I guess so. It's just that | don't want you to think that we
can ever get any closer."”

He | ooked across at her and sighed. Talking to her 76

about | ove was like fencing with an opponent who was ten
noves ahead at every stroke. Parry, riposte, lunge. No matter
how he angl ed his conversation, she was al ways novi ng away,

al ways defensive, carrying her secret so close that he
couldn't even guess what it was.

He flicked his cigarette out of the w ndow.

"Do you think you're ever going to be totally honest with

nme?" he said. "I nmean, are you ever going to tell nme what it
Is that's buggi ng you?"

She was silent for a nonent. "It's no use, Cene," she

said. "I can't tell you anything. Believe ne, it's better
this way."

"How can it be better if it's driving nme nuts? Wat is it

wi th you? What can you have possibly done that makes it out
of the question for us to get married? Have you been in jail?
In a nental hospital? Is there sonething wong with your
chronosones? | just can't inmagine anything that puts marriage
beyond the pale."

Again, she didn't answer for a long tinme. But eventually

she said: "The people of Ubasti are ... different, that's
all."”

"You nean |ike Am sh?"

"I'n a way. Sone of the difference is religious.”

"So, if I wanted to marry you, | could change ny religion.

So I'mProtestant. What's to stop ne converting to whatever



It 1 s—basti?"

"No. You could never be Ubasti."

He foll owed the overhead traffic signs that directed him
toward the city center. It was al nost dark now, and cars were
flashing past hi blurs of white "and scarlet |ight.

"To tell you the truth,” he said, "I never heard of

Ubasti. That's a terrible adm ssion for soneone fromthe
State Departnent, but | have to confess it."

Lorie said nothing. He glanced across at her again, 77

but he had the distinct inpression that she didn't want to
tal k about her religion or her race, and that the
conversation was cl osed.

They drove another twenty mnutes in silence, and then
Lorie said, "That was the Merriamexit back there. You just
mssed it."

"I know. | thought we'd go back to ny place for a

ni ghtcap. You don't mnd that, do you? I'mnot going to
propose. "

She appeared to be anxious. "I did tell nother that Td
come back before ten."

"It's only a quarter of eight now W've got plenty O
tinme."

"Really, Gene, |'d rather—=

He raised his hand. "This tune we're going to do what 7
want to do. W'll go back and m x ourselves a nice, cold jug
of vodka martinis, and then | can rustle up sone hanburgers
and sal ad, and we can play Myzart and tal k about us."
"Couldn't | just drop by and tell nother 1'mgoing to be

| at e?"

"Forget nother,"” he told her. "You're twenty years old and
beautiful and the night is still young."

" But —

"Forget her. That's an order from an inportant government
executive. "

Lorie finally smled. "Al right, Mster Executive. |

surrender. I"'mjust glad I don't have to argue diplomacy wth
you over the conference table. I mght |ose.”
He grinned. "Lorie, you'll never lose. Not to ne. Not to

anyone. It's about time you untied your nother's apron
strings and started to realize that you're a w nner."
When they arrived back at Gene's apartnent, he showed her
where .the kitchen was and asked her to get
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t he hanmburger neat out of the icebox while he m xed the



vodka. It was a neat, nodern kitchen wi th hardwood workt ops
and bright orange cupboards. Lorie poked around | ooking for
pl ates, spice jars, and cutlery while Gene filled a glass jug
with ice and went to the sitting roomto fix the drinks.

“I't nmust be wonderful, having your own apartnent in the
center of the city," she called.

"It suits nme," said Cene.

He finished m xing the vodka and went back into the

kitchen. Lorie was |aying everything out, and heating up the
grill to cook the hanburgers. He stood behind her, and put
his arnms around her, nuzzling her hair with his face.

She went suddenly tense.

"CGene," she said, "don't hold ne like that."

He kissed her. "Why not? I'menjoying it."

"Pl ease,"” she insisted. "Don't hold ne!"

He backed off, feeling snubbed. "I was just trying to te
affectionate. Is affection a crine? O is it against your
religion?"

"Gene, |'msorry, but when you touch ne it makes ne
nervous. "

"Listen, it nakes ne nervous as well, but it's a nice
nervous."

She turned and faced him She was tall and gracious, and

when she | ooked at himthat way he knew how nuch he want ed
her. Her eyes were glow ng green, and her lips were glossy in
the fluorescent light of the kitchen. Her big breasts softly
stretched the front of her safari jacket, and her |ong | egs
were tightly outlined in brown |eather boots. And all the
time there was that faint lingering scent about her, that
musky scent that aroused hi mnore than he could ever |enenber
bei ng aroused before,

79

"Gene," she said sinply. "You know how much | 1ike you."
"It's okay," he replied. "It's absolutely okay. If you
don't want to rush things, I'mnot going to force you."

"Gene, it's not that at all."
He | eaned agai nst the kitchen cupboards and gave her a

sour little girn. "It doesn't matter what it is, does it?
You're as nervous as a cat. The best thing for you to do is
rel ax, and have a drink, and when you feel like it, it wll

all happen so naturally you won't even think about it."
She | ooked away from him

"Conme on," he said, "why don't you fix us a couple of
Senpl e burgers and we can talk about it |ike mature,



responsi ble adults."”

"All right," she whispered. "I'"'msorry."

He | eaned forward, and reluctantly she bent her head so
t hat he could kiss her on the forehead.

“"It"'s not that I'm. . . well, I"'mnot frigid or

anything," she said quickly. "You nmustn't think that | don't
find you attractive. | do. | think you're very attractive."
"I't's okay," he insisted. "You don't have to qualify

yoursel f."

She took his hand and held it cl ose between hers. "Please
understand that |'ve never been out with a man on ny own
before, except for ny father, and that |'ve never taken off
ny clothes in front of anyone.”

"l understand," he said sinply. "Now, how about sone

di nner ?"

"Yes," she said, smling, and he lifted her hands to his

|l i ps and ki ssed them Then he went into the sitting roomto
pour sonme drinks while she busied herself with the neal. She
found eggs in the icebox and onions in the vegetable
cupboard, and she clattered around with
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spoons and basins while Gene sat down in his big |eather
arnchair and watched Superbow football w thout the sound.

"I bet you're a fantastic cook," Gene called out.

She | aughed. "WAit until you've tasted these hanburgers
first."”

There was a heavy tussle going on at the eight-yard |ine,

and Gene tried to figure out who was doi ng what to whom as he
sipped his chilly cocktail and relaxed his tired nuscles. He
had enj oyed Walter Farlowe's cook-out, despite the charcoal ed
steaks, but after making light and witty conversation to
doctors and bankers and flirting, m ddle-aged | adies al
afternoon, he was glad to sit back and | et his tensions seep
out of his mnd and his body on an ebb tide of television and
vodka.

"I"'mstarving," he said. "The quicker you can rustle up

t hose burgers, the better.”

He watched the ball being cleared, and he could see the
Superbow crowd silently cheering and waving their arns. It
was only after two or three mnutes that he realized the
kitchen had gone quiet, and that Lorie was no | onger whisking
or frying or whatever she'd been doing before. He pricked up
his ears but all he could hear was Mbyzart. "Lorie?" he said.
Frowni ng, he set down his drink and got up fromhis chair.



He wal ked quietly across the sitting roomto the hal f-open
kitchen door, and laid his hand on the knob. He was j ust

about to open it w de when he heard a noi se that made him
pause. It was a kind of snuffling, gnawi ng noise. He |listened
toit for a while, and then stepped quietly back and put his
eye to the crack in the door.

What he saw gave hima freezing feeling all the way down

his back. Lorie was standing in the mddle of the
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kitchen with a huge handful of raw, unseasoned hanburger

neat, and she was craming it into her nmouth so that the bl ood
stai ned her chin and ran between her fingers. Her eyes were
cl osed, and the expression on her face was that of a fierce
ani mal devouring its prey.
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Four

For one horrified nonent, he was tenpted to push Open the
door and confront her. But then she laid the half-eaten neat
down on the kitchen counter and wi ped her nouth with the back
of her hand, and he knew that if he surprised her and told
her that he knew What she'd done, he was going to foul up any
chance he ever had of getting to know her better.

What ever her secret was-—what ever psychol ogi cal probl em
caused her to keep her body and personality as tightly closed
as her kisses—he woul d never persuade her to relax if he
forced a showdown. As Peter G aves had said, Lorie believed
that her |ife was overshadowed' by sone threatening
predestined fate, and the only way to convince her that it
wasn't so frightening wac to go along with it, and take it to
Its ultimte concl usion.

Apart fromthat, what was really so weird about eating raw
neat? He ate steak tartare hinself, and he. guessed that
maybe Egyptai n peopl e had unusual tastes in food.

He retreated slowy back across the sitting room and

pi cked up his drink. He was thoughtful as he sipped the

I ce-col d vodka, but he wasn't quite so disturbed. The Mzart
record cane to an end, and as the stylus lifted itself gently

off the record, he heard the sputtering sound of grilling
burgers. He shook his head
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and nental ly rapped his own knuckle for being so easily
shocked, and went to put on Debussy.

"How are you doing in there?" he called out. "Do you want
any hel p?"



There was a pause. "No thanks. |I'mjust making the sal ad.

| won't be |long."

Gene sat down and stretched his | egs. Ever since Peter had
tal ked about Lorie's personality problens during the

af ternoon, and suggested that marriage m ght be one way of
getting her out of them he had been turning over the idea of
matri nony, and trying to work out what he felt about it. If
anyone had told hima couple of weeks ago that he woul d soon
be considering nmarriage, he would have | aughed in their face.
But right now there was a voice inside himthat kept asking,
"Why not? She's beautiful, she's classy, she's the daughter
of a foreign diplomat. Do you really think you' re ever going
to find anyone better suited to take on the privileged role
of being Ms. Gene Keiller? He even said the nanme Lorie
Keill er under his breath, and it sounded good.

The kitcnen door swung open and Lorie cane in with a tray.

He couldn't help glancing at her nouth to see if there were
any traces of raw bl ood, but she | ooked just as sensual and
gorgeous as always, and she gave hima radiant sm | e when she
sat down beside himthat dissolved all of his chilly

t ensi ons.

He lifted the bun of his hanburger and | ooked at the neat
"This is kind of a small one. | thought | had nore neat

than that."

Lorie helped himto fresh sal ad+omatoes, onions and crisp

| ettuce.

"Tin sorry,"” she said calmy. "That's all there was." 84

He shrugged. "That's okay. | have to watch ny waistline
anyway. "

They listened to nusic and ate, and when their neal was
finished Lorie took out the tray and washed up. Wil e she was
drying the dishes, Gene |lowered Ae lights in the sitting-room
to a romanti c darkness, and poured her another drink. He
wasn't at all sure how far he was going to get with her, but
his notto had al ways been that if you don't try, you never
even give yourself the chance.

When she cane out of the kitchen, he handed her the

vodkatini. "That's the end of your household duties for
t oday. Cone and sit down."
"I mustn't stay too long. | don't want Mother to worry."

He patted the settee beside him "Sit down! And stop
fretting about your nother. How do you thirik she nmet your
father and had you? By going hone early to Gandma?"
Lorie sat down. Her hair shone dimy in the lanplight, and



her lips gleaned as if she'd been licking them It was warm
in Gene's apartnent, and she'd unbuttoned her safari jacket a
little so that he could see her deep cleavage and the tiny
gold spark of her pyram d pendant. She sat quite cl ose, and
he breathed in her perfume and the sheer bodily heat she
radi at ed, and he was convi nced, then and there, that he | oved
hei .

"My nother met ny father at Tell Besta, in Egypt," she

said. "lIt's in ruins now, but that's where our people
originally came from™

"You nean recent ruins or ancient ruins?"

"Ancient," she said. "Even nore ancient than the pyram ds.
Even ol der than the Sphinx herself."

He reached over and opened his cigarette box. "So 85

come froma pretty long line of what's-its-nanes?

Ubasti s?"

She nodded. "The city of Tell Besta, where our people used
to live, was once called Bubastis, and it was supposed to
have been at its greatest in the days of Raneses III."

He it a True and bl ew out snoke. "And you can trace your
famly back to there?"

She nodded agai n.

"And how | ong ago was Be—Raneses HT? Fm afraid ny ancient
Egyptian history isn't very good."

She sipped her drink. "The reign of Raneses Ill was one

t housand three hundred years before the birth of Christ."
Gene wi dened his eyes. "You' re kidding! You nean eyou can
trace your ancestors back to thirteen hundred BC? That's

i ncredi bl el

She smled gently. "lIt's not really. The people in that

part of |ower Egypt were never nonadi c. There are nmany

fell aheen with extraordinary faces that | ook just |ike the
drawi ngs on the walls of ancient tonbs. But it's not
surprising when you think that they are direct descendants of
t he sanme people who nade those tonbs, and because there is a
great deal of inbreeding, with cousins marrying cousins, and
even brothers marrying sisters, the facial characteristics
have renmai ned constant for thousands of years."

Gene sat back. "You know sonething,"” he said, "I can trace
ny famly back to a Scotsman who em grated to Florida in
1825, and | used to be proud of that You nake ne feel |ike I
don't have any lineage at all."

She | owered her eyes. "Along |lineage is not necessarily a
good lineage," she said, very quietly.



"You're telling ne there's sonmething wong with tracing

your famly back so far?"
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Lone | ooked at him "It depends on who, and whaf your

famly was. My ancestors were not particularly |liked. The
fell aheen used to call them'that people.' | think they still
do. "

" That people?" That doesn't sound so bad."

"It does when you realize that the fellaheen are nmasters

of the insult and the epithet,"” she said. "They can curse you
for an hour and never call you the sanme thing tw ce. But our
peopl e, the Ubasti, they call nothing but 'that people,' and
that is the highest expression of their feelings about us
they are capabl e of devising."

Gene reached over and touched her hair. It was soft and
fine, but it had a wiry strength all its own, and in the
subdued |ight of the apartnment it took on a gol den hue that
rem nded hi mof sonething he couldn't quite bring to m nd.
"We have the sane kind of feuding in America," he told

her. "Did you ever hear of the Hatfields and the MCoys?"
"Yes," she said, "but it was nothing |like that. It had
nothing to do with feuding. It was fear."

"Fear? Were your ancestors that bad?"

He was caressing her cheek now with the back of his

fingers, and she fixed her glittering green eyes on him
intently. The pupils had wi dened in the darkness, and he
never once saw her bunk. He becane aware of sone inner
tightening inside her that she was trying hard to conceal,
but as they talked nore and nore it becane increasingly

obvi ous that she was sitting there with every nuscle in her
body conpressed with [atent energy. She's not | ooking at ne,
she's watching ne, he thought. She's watching every single

i nsignificant nove | nake.

"I shouldn't really talk about my ancestors |ike 87

that," she told him "Even if they've been dead for two

t housand years, it's still disloyal."

"l don't know," he said softly. "You talk |like they only

di ed yesterday."

She kept on watching him and she didn't stir at allL

"That's because we speak about them at hone, nearly all the
tinme," she said. Mdther doesn't want nme to forget my Egyptian
background. She |ikes Anerica, but she doesn't want ne to
forget." "And how about you? Wuld you prefer to forget?"
"No," she said, alnost inaudibly. "I cannot prefer to forget



What ny ancestors were, and are, is unforgettable."

He soot hingly stroked her neck and caressed her ears.

Bef ore, when he had touched her, she had resented his touch,
but she seened to find this kind of idle fingerplay soothing.
As he ran his hands through her hair, he was consci ous that
her nuscul ar tightness was gradual |y easing, and that her
eyes, so staring and watchful a few nonents ago, were now

cl osi ng.

"You like that?" he said. He didn't even have to ask.
"That's nice," she nmurnmured, and she stretched herself

until the last tensions had flowed from her body and she was
utterly rel axed.

"Lone," he said, as he nassaged her scalp, feeling the
symmetri cal shape of her head in his hand.

Her eyes remai ned cl osed. "Unmh-hunmh?"

"Lorie, I'mgoing to say sonething real serious."

She was enjoying his sensitive caress so nmuch that she was
purring wth pleasure.

"Go on, then," she said.

He | ooked at her distinctive, angular face for a *whil e,

and the way her | ong eyel ashes curved from her closed eyes.
"I know this sounds kind of crazy. | didn't
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think it could happen nyself. I'min politics, you know?

And that makes nost people cynical. But | have to face up to
the fact that it's true, and because it's true | know t hat
|"'mgoing to have to cone out with it tonight, or tonorrow
ni ght, or some night, well, it mght just as well be

toni ght."

She was purring |oudly now, rubbing her head back agai nst
his hand so that he could stroke her ears.

"Lorie," he said softly. "I |love you."

There was a pause. She stopped rubbing agates? him and

her slanting eyes gradually opened. Re | ooked at her as
sincerely and strongly as he coul d, because he wanted her to
see fromhis expression alone that he neant what he said.
"You... love me?"

"Yes," he whispered.

Her eyes flickered away fromhim A slight worried crease
mar ked her forehead.

"CGene," she said, "you nmustn't!"'*

He sat up. "Wat do you nean, 'nustn't?* It's not a

guestion of 'nmustn't!' | don't have any choice in the matter.
|"ve fallen in love with you whether you Like it or not!"



"Gene..."

"No," he said bluntly. "This tine, | don'f want any

excuses! We've been through all this nysterious rigmarol e of
why | nust never ask you to marry nme, and why | shoul dn't

| ove you, and it's wearing thin. If you're afraid of
sonet hi ng, why don't you cone out straight and tell nme? I'"'ma
grown man, Lorie. I'mold enough to know what | want, and
what | want is you, whether you've been jafled or raped or
treated for nental sickness or whatever it is."

Her eyes opened wide. "You think that | was raped? O

| ocked up in jail? CGene, | don't understandl”
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He stood up and paced tautly across the carpet. "Lorie,"
he said "I just didn't know what to think. Al | knew was

that | fancied you like crazy, and that you appeared to fancy
me, too, and yet whenever it |ooked |ike we m ght do

sonet hing that normal people do when they fancy each ot her,

|l i ke kiss or go out for dinner, you clamed up tight and told
me to nove al ong."

He sat down beside her again and held her hands. "I know

that you' ve led a sheltered life, and | knowit's difficult
for you to formany kind of relationship. But you' re twenty
years old, and you're beautiful, and you can't stay in your
ivory tower forever. Sone day, sooner or later, you're going
to want to forma permanent |ifetinme association wth
sonebody, whether it's marriage or not, and you can't go on
hi di ng behi nd these adol escent fantasies."

She | ooked confused. "Fantasies? | don't know what you

mean. "

He sighed. "Cone on, Lorie, every young girl does it. She"
goes out with a man for the first time, and she's worried
that she's not sophisticated enough, or nysterious enough. So
she uses her inmagination. A hint of nystique here, a touch of
nel odrama there. When | was fifteen | dated a girl of
thirteen who told nme her father was once a fanbus concert

pi ani st According to her, he had burned his hands beyond
recovery by rescuing her froma fire. It turned out the poor
stiff worked in a bakery, and his only nusical talent was
whistling 'After the Ball |Is Over."'™

Lorie listened to this, and sat there silently for a | ong
time. "Gene," she said, "don't you think we'd better nake
this the first and | ast date?"

"You' ve decided you don't like ne, huh? Is that it?"

"No, that's not it."
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"Then you do |ike nme?"

"Yes. And that's the trouble.”

Gene reached out again and stroked her cheek. She | ooked
desperately sad, and he wi shed to God he knew why. She held
his hand in hers, and pressed it against her lips, kissing it
gently.

"The truth is, CGene, that | |ove you, too."

He couldn't quite believe what he'd heard. "Are you

ki dding ne? By Christ, Lorie, | hope you're not kidding ne."

"It's true," she said, in a throaty voice. "I think they
call it love at first sight.”
He gave her a small, wy smle. "Mre like |love at first

bite, if you ask ne."

She lifted her head. Her eyes were brimming with tears she
didn't want to cry, and she couldn't help sniffing.

"I loved you the first tinme | saw you," she said. "I know
| haven't dated any other nen, and that | don't have any
experience. Maybe I'mchildish when it cones to | ove. But
that's just the way | am and you're going to have to accept
it, | love you, Gene, and that's all | can say. | |ove you
nore than anything."

“"Lorie," he whispered. He held her close, and he kissed
her. "Lorie why the hell didn't you say... ?"

She started weeping openly now. "I couldn't say because it
can't last. It can't happen. | can't allowit to happen. If |
fall in love with you, then it's all going to start all over

again, and | couldn't stand it."
He took a handkerchi ef out of his pocket and dabbed at her

tears. "You're still talking nysteries,” he told her. "Wat
can't you allow to happen? Wiat's going to- start all over

agai n?"

She bl ew her nose. "I can't tell you," she said. "Not now,

nor ever."
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He took another cigarette out of the box and lit ft. He
took a long deep drag to steady his nerves. "Not ever? Not
even if we got married?"

She stared at him her face pale and her eyes blotted Wth
tears.

"Pl ease, Gene," she said. "You swore you' d never ask. You
swore. "

He tried to manage a smle, but it canme out unsteady and

| opsided. "lI'"ma politician, renmenber? Politicians have



di vi ne di spensation to break prom ses."”

He tried to call her again and again on Monday, but the
phone rang hol | ow and di stant and nobody answered. An

unhel pful receptionist at the Franco-African Bank sai d that
Lorie Senple hadn't arrived for work and he didn't have the
time to go there and check for hinself. Henry Ness wanted a
detailed profile of political structures on three Cari bbean
I slands, and he spent an irritating norning collecting data
and statistics on banana production and sugar shi pping.

He had taken Lorie honme on Saturday night, late, and they
had ki ssed, but the date had ended i nconcl usively, and he
wasn't even sure if he was ever going to see her again. She
refused to tal k about nmarriage and she refused to di scuss

| ove, and she couldn't say when she m ght have another free
evening. In the end, he had driven off with a furiously
surpressed tenper and hadn't simered down until he got hone
and finished the left over jug of vodka.

"Wal ter's | ooking for you," Maggie said.” He's not very
happy about the Isthnus file."

Gene lit his fifteenth cigarette of the day and refused to
| ook up. "If Walter's unhappy about the Isthnus file, |et
Walter cone 'round here hinself and tell ne.”
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"What is this?" asked Maggie. "The workers revol ution?"
"No," he said bluntly, "it's just the first day of Keep
Your Nose Qut Week."

Maggi e gl anced at the stack of untidy files on his desk.
"Sugar's sweet but Lorie isn't—s that it?"

He scribbl ed percentages in the margin of his notepad.
"Sonmething like that. It's a nystery of the first magnitude,
I f you must know. "

"l don'tgetcha."

He sat back in his swivel chair and stretched. Cutsi de,

t hrough the pal e-green Venetian blinds, it |looked as if a
dark thunderstormwas |oomng fromthe west. It was only
one-thirty, but they had switched on all the office |ights,
and there was a humd electricity in the ait that didn't do
anything to nake himfeel better.-

“I"'mtotally baffled, if you nust know," he said

patiently. "She says she | oves ne, but she doesn't want to be
hugged, she's reluctant to kiss, and she won't even, nake
arrangenents for another date. | ask her why, and she goes
Into histrionics and says there's sone kind of nysterious
reason that she can't explain.”



"Do you like her that nuch?" Maggi e asked.

"What do you nean?"

"I mean, do you |ike her enough to take that kind of
stuff?"

He shook his head. "I don't know. | like her a lot. | |ove
her, | think."

"Ch. "

Gene saw Maggi e' s di sappoi nted expression. "Cone on,
Maggi e, he said. "It's got to happen sooner or later. You
said so yourself."

"I knowthat. | just don't want you to get hurt”

"Maggie, I'mthirty-two."

"So you keep telling ne. Eight years to go till you're 93

forty. Too young to settle down but too old to get hurt."
Gene couldn't hel p laughing. "Get out of here before

| marry you," he joked. Maggi e was | eaving when his

t el ephone rang. He

picked it up. "M. Keiller? There's a cafl for you," the

swi tchboard girl said. "Sounds |ike soneone call ed.

Sunpl er."

Senpl e, pronounced with a heavy French accent. The way

that Lorie's nother spoke. "Ckay," said Gene uncertainly.
"Put her through.'* When Ms. .Senple spoke, she seened
curiously close, as if she was standing right next to himand
whi spering in his ear. Her voice was rich and vi brant, and
she sounded as intimate and confiding as his own. nother.
"Gene? How i s your shoulder?" "H, Ms. Senple. It's fine,

t hanks. You did a beautiful sewing-up job there. | don't know
why you didn't beconme a professional surgeon.™

"I't was sonething | picked up froman old Turkish doctor

I n Zagazig. Nothing special, |I"mafraid. You may al ways have
a scar."

"I expect | can live with it. How s .Lone?" "Lone is very
well." "She's not at work."

""Ch, you called the bank. No, well, she's a little tired,
but otherw se she's fine. It was about Lorie that | rang you,
as a matter of fact."

He crushed out his cigarette in his Denocratic souvenir
ashtray and waited to hear the worst. Perhaps Lorie had asked
her nother to call himand put himoff for good. Well, he'd
been expecting it. He was beginning to think that his brief
encounter with Lorie Senple was going to be just that and
not hi ng nore. A
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tantalizing image that faded on the retina al nbst as soon
as you | ooked at it.

"Gene, | want to ask you a question," Ms. Senple said.
"Go ahead. What do you want to know?"

"I want to know if you suggested to Lorie that you m ght

marry her."
Gene took a deep breath. "Let's put it this way, Ms.
Senple. The subject did cone up. Very prematurely, | admt,

and probably foolishly, but it did cone up."

"And Lorie said no?"

"That seens to be her prevailing attitude, yes."

U |ove the way you politicians talk."

"We go to a special school of political double-talk,
actually. Is that it?"

"I's what it?"

“I's that all you called ne to say?"

"Whn, non, not at alL | called to say that she says yes."

Gene rubbed his eyes. "Tmsorry, | don't quite follow"
"Lorie says yes," said Ms. Senple. "I had a | ong

di scussion with her, and now she says yes."

"You nmean—=

"OF course, | nean she will marry youl "-

Gene took the receiver away fromhis ear and stared at it.
"What is it? What's happened? Have they assassi nated Henry?"
Maggi e asked, standing by the door.

Gene ignored her. He put the phone back agai nst his-ear.
"Ms. Semple, | don't get it."

"There is nothing to get," said Ms. Senple happily. "She
| oves you, and she wants to nmarry you."

"But she seened so worried before. She kept saying-95

that she was afraid sonething was going to happen all over
again, and | couldn't understand what"

“"Merely a young girl's inmgination," said Ms. Senple,
deprecatingly. "The only thing that matters is that she
adores you and wants to spend the rest of your life with
you. "

"Ms. Seniple, this is all very sudden."

"Ahh," cooed Ms. Senple, "but isn't that the way of
everything? W are suddenly conceived, we are sud- t denly
born, and we suddenly die." |

"Yes," said CGCene, "I suppose we do."
He still | ooked distinctly unsettled when he laid the
[ phone down, and Maggi e saw himgazing at it for a | |long

time afterward, as if he al nbst expected it to junp across



his desk and bite him

They were married quietly in Merriamon an unseasonably

warm day three weeks later. Al of the wedding guests, with
the exception of the silent Math-ieu and the el egant Ms.
Senple, were friends of Gene's. There was a sinple cerenony
in the white-painted church that stood a little way down the
hill fromthe Senple mansion, everyone threw confetti on the
church steps, a photographer took pictures for The WAshi ngton
Post, and Maggi e stood on her own anongst the ankl e-deep

| eaves of fall and cri ed.

The reception was held at a colonial-style tavern

over| ooki ng the Potomac, and all the young nen from Gene's

of fice cane up and whispered in his ear what a | ucky bastard
he was and clustered around Ms. Senple in callow adm ration.
As Walter Farlowe said, after too many gl asses of Hei dsieck
chanmpagne, "You may not have nmarried into noney, but you sure
mar-lied into tits."

Lone wore a wedding dress of white silk with a 96

white | ace overlay and | ooked gl owi ng and beautiful and
happy. She stayed close to CGene all day, and even though he
felt slightly amazed and unrealj he knew, in a curiously
dogmati c way, that he was el ated and pl eased. He kissed his
bri de over and over, and when the |ast of the guests had |eft
he sat with her at the window of the tavern with a gl ass of
chanpagne, | ooking down at the slow noving river and hol di ng
her cl ose.

"Tmgoing to tell you sonething,’
happi est day of ny whole life."
She | eaned her head against him "I know, " she said

qui etly.

He swal | oned chanpagne. "Maybe, one day, well take our
children down here, show themthe river, and say that—=

She tugged her arm away. He | ooked up and realized she was
worried and upset. "Wiat is it? Wiat's the matter?" Cene
asked.

"It's nothing," she said, attenpting to smle. "Ch, cone

on, Lorie. There's no roomfor any kind of nystery now. W're
married. You're ny Wfe. If there's sonmething upsetting you,
| want to know what it is."

She bent forward and kissed him Her cheeks were fl ushed

W th excitenent and chanpagne. "It's really nothing," she
told him "I think I"'mtired, that's aH 1'd like to get
changed and have a rest. It's been one of those fantastic
days that | eaves you absolutely exhausted."

he said. "This is the



"(kay. Let's get back to the house. WII| Mathiett

drive us?"

They left the tavern and went outside. In the gravel ed car
park, Mathieu was waiting silently and inpassively at the
wheel of the black Heetwpod, and when
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lie saw t hem he clinbed out and opened the rear door.

Lorie got into the car, but Gene paused for a nonent.
“Mat hi eu,” he said. "I hope you and | can be friends."
Mat hi eu, behind reflecting sunglasses that showed not hi ng
but Gene's own distorted, anxious face, neither noved. nor
signaled with his hands that he had understood. He stood
stolidly waiting for Gene to get into the car, and then he
shut the door. He slid into the driver's seat, started the
engi ne, and they glided away.

Because Gene was hard-pressed by political commtnents,

they had decided to spend the first few weeks of their
married |ife at the Senpl e mansion. Then, as soon as it

| ooked as though the Cari bbean situation was easing up a
little, they were going to take a two-week skiing vacation
and then | ook for a house of their own, close to Washi ngton.
But, as Ms. Senple had said, "You can stay here as |long as
you like. This place is big enough for you, and ne, and even
ny darling little granddaughter.™

"I"'mcounting on a son first," Gene had said, but Ms.
Senpl e had only | aughed. He had the strangest feeling that
she knew, or at |east believed she knew, that their first
baby was going to be a girL

They drove al ong the avenue of oaks, and rolled up outside
the Senple mansion with a soft crunch of tires on gravel.
Mat hi eu opened the doors for them and they stepped out. The
house was still dark and forbidding to Gene, but he guessed
he was going to have to get used to it They went through the
pillared portico into the | arge and gl oony hal | way, which was
hung

*with African spears and shields and foxed etchings of
ewater-buffalo. A black oak staircase rose up on one side

of the hall to the upper floor, and a stained-glass w ndow
allowed a strain of colored light to fall across the | anding
and illumnate the walls.
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"I think I"'mgoing to carry you over the threshold,"
announced Cene. He bent his knees, and tried to lift Lorie
off the floor. Straining, he nmanaged to raise her about five



or six inches, but then he suddenly realized that he wasn't
going to be able to make it. She was a tall girl, yes, but he
hadn't realized how heavy she was. It was like trying to lift
a huge, floppy, uncooperative animal.

Panting, he laid her carefully down again. "Ms. Keiller,"
he said, "I'mafraid this is one threshold you're going to
have to wal k over by yourself. It looks like I'"mgoing to
have to do sone physical shapi ng-up before we buy our new
hone. "

Lorie laughed. "I thought | married an ace politician and

it looks like I've married a 126-pound weakling."

“I'"ll have you know | wei gh one-hundred-ninety-two, and
that's without two slices of weddi ng-cake."

Mat hi eu went ahead of them carrying Gene's cases al ong

t he | andi ng, past the stained-glass wi ndow, to a dark oak
door at the end of the upstairs corridor. It was right next
to the small bedroom where Gene had recuperated after his
brush with the guard dogs. Mathi eu unl ocked the door and | et
themin.

"This room s beautiful,"” Gene said. "Look at that bed!

This is really terrific."

In the center of the facing wall was a high four-poster

bed, with carved mahogany pillars and a magnifi cent headboard
depicting wild aninmals roam ng through | eaves and flowers. It
was covered in a bedspread made of zebra-skins.

The roomaround it was painted a pale prinrose color, with
a darker, gold carpet, and the furniture was all French
antique, pieces fromvarious chateaux. Ms. .Senple had
filled it wwth fresh flowers flown in fromFlorida, and

t he. fragrance was al nost overwhel m ng.
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Mat hi eu | aid down the cases and went to open the drapes.

The room was on the sout h-east corner of the house, so that
It caught the rising sun, and it had a magnificent view over
the trees and fields of the Senple estate.

Gene went to the wi ndow to | ook out, but he becane aware
that Mathieu was still standing in the room as still as a
waxwork, as if he was waiting for sonething.

"Ch, I'msorry," said Gene, funbling in his pocket for a
ten-dollar bill. "Here, take this, and thanks a lot."
Mat hi eu didn't nove. He didn't raise his hand to take the
noney, or even to indicate that he didn't want it.

Suddenly he spoke, in that hoarse, |aborious, unnatural

voi ce that people use when their |arynxes have been renoved



by surgeons.

"Smth's gazelle," he said, croakily.

CGene frowned, and turned to Lone.

"What does he nean?" he asked her. "Mathieu, ewhat are you
trying to say?"

Lone stepped forward and put her arm around Math-ieu's
shoul der. She smled at him and stroked his epaul ette.

"I don't think Mathieu nmeant anything, darling. Dd you,
Mat hieu? It's just his little joke."

Mat hi eu paused for a nonent Lorie said, "Mathieu, that

will be all," the chauffeur put on his cap, and turned
around, and wal ked out of the room closing the. door behind
himwth a firmand final click.

""" msure he said '"Smth's gazelle,'" said CGene. "lsn't
that sone kind of African antel ope?”

"Ch, don't worry about him" said Lorie, pulling away her
white veil. "I think all that torture in Algeria
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turned his brain. He's usually lucid, but he does cone out
Wi th sonme very odd things."

Gene wal ked over and put his atns around her. "Well," he
said warmy. "Wat does it feel |like to be Ms. Kieller?"
She coquettishly put her head on one side. "It's alittle
strange,"” she admtted. "I think it's going to take ne a
little while to get used to it. |I've been Lorie Senple for

twenty years, you know, and |'ve only been. Lorie Keiller for
twenty mnutes."”

"Your nother won't be back for hal *an-hour,"” he grinned,
reachi ng behind her and unfastening the top button of her
weddi ng- dr ess.

She twisted away fromhim "Half-an-hour isn't long," she
prot ested. "Supposing she cones upstairs and finds that
we're—-

He went after her, and held her close. "Wll, then,'* he
said, kissing her, "we'll |ock the door."
Lorie | ooked at himwith her green, liquid eyes. «"She

m ght | ook through the keyhole."

Gene just nodded, and smled, and said, "Yes, she jnight,"
and reached for the second button.

Lorie tensed. She reached up and held his wists. "Please,
Gene, not now. WAit till this evening."”

"But what /or?" he said, feeling irritated but trying to
soundi ng reasonable. "W're married now. Al the socia
conventions have been observed. If we don't do it now, our



marriage wll be unconsummated until the sun goes down, and
at Florida State Il. that was considered to be extrenely bad
| uck. "'

“It"'s just ... |I'd rather not," said Lorie, turning away.
Gene reached out and took hold of her hand. It was
conpletely Iinp and unresponsive, and a terrible sick,
feeling went through himthat perhaps, after all, he had
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actually married a frigid woman. Wiy el se was she so
reluctant to nake | ove? Wiy el se had she tried to stop him
frommarrying her? Wiy else was a girl as beautiful as Lorie
still a virgin on her weddi ng ni ght?

"Lorie," he said huskily, "are you sure you're feeling
okay?"
"Tm. . . fine," she told him She was hypertense and

whi te-faced, and a kind of nervous shudder went through her
that made hi mthink she nmust be sickening for sonething, or
inamld state of hysteria.

"Do you feel sick?" he asked her.

"Sick?" she said, abstractedly. "No, Tmnot sick. | feel
hungry. | could really eat sonething. For sone reason, right
now, |'m absolutely ravenous. Maybe Til just go downstairs to

the kitchen and get nyself sonething.”

Gene wal ked over to the window and |lit a cigarette.,

"Maybe you won't go downstairs,"” he said quietly. "Mybe
you'll stay right here and tell ne what's ewong."

"There's nothing wong. | don't know what you nean."

Gene turned around to face her. "Lorie," he said, "we just
got married."

"Yes," she said, "I know. "

He spread his arns in exasperation. "Doesn't that nean
anything to you? We're man and wife. W' re supposed to be
passi onately in love with each other. W' re supposed to fling
oursel ves on the bed and have mad, crazy, delirious

I ntercourse. Instead, you want to go downstairs and raid the
I cebox. What's it going to be? A pound of raw steak?"
Lorie's eyes w dened.

"' msorry," said Gene, "but |'ve been | ooking forward to

this and now | ' m di sappointed. |'mfrustrated,
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too. You're ny wife, | love you, and |I haven't seen yon
naked yet."

She | owered her eyes, and in the warm sunlight she was
classically and perfectly beautiful—a white virgin, nadonna



in a virginal white dress.

"CGene," she whi spered, "you nust never see nma naked."

He stared at her. Sone cigarette snoke went down the wong
way, and he coughed.

"I beg your pardon,"” he said. 1 could have swora you said
| could never see you naked."

She nodded.

He bent his head thoughtfully for a nonent,'and then he

| eaned over and crushed his cigarette out in a small

procel ain ashtray. He shucked off the gray coat of his
norning suit, and wal ked across to Lorie in his formal white
shirt and gray pants.

"Take off that dress," he said, in a soft voice.

Lorie lifted her proud head. "Gene, |'msorry, | can't."
"Do you have a reason?" he asked her.

She nodded dunbly.

"What is the reason.”

She shook her head.

"You're not going to tell nme?**

She shook her head agai n.

“In that case,"” he said, "I'mgoing to tear the god-*
damed thing right off you, shred by shred."”

"Gene—+t's ny weddi ng dress!”

He turned around and banged his fist on the top of the
mahogany dresser so that the perfune bottles Tattled and a
hai r brush dropped on to the floor.

"Lorie, | knowit's your goddamm weddi ng dress! Do you
think that | want to tear it? Wy the .hell can't you
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take it off? Way don't yon Just fate sone pride in
yoursel f and show your husband your goddamm body?"
"Because | can't, and I can't tell you why! I'mdif?*
jerent, Gene, you don't uriderstandl"

Gene rubbed the back of his neck in anger and frustration.
He took a few deep breaths to try and control hinself. "Lone,
| know you're different,” he said in a steady and | eadenly
patient voice. "I married you because you' re different.
You're unli ke every other girl | ever knew. You're stunningly
attractive, you have a desirable body, and you turn
everyone's heads when you Walk into a room Don't you
understand that it was be* cause you're different that I
want ed you?"

She was crying now. Tears ran down her cheeks, and she
made no attenpt to hide them



"CGene," she said mserably, "you don't know how

different.”

Wt hout another word, she reached behind her and began to
unbutton her wedding dress. He didn't help her, and she cried
all the time she was doing it. At last it was undone, and she
stepped out of it and laid it on the bed.

Under naet h, she was wearing white stockings, white
suspenders, a short slip and a bra. Her big breasts were firm
and shapely, and he could see the pink hal f-nmoons of her

ni pples rising over the white | ace of her bra cup.

Gene stood there, aroused and transfixed,, but he nmade no
nove to undress her, and he didn't say a single word. This
was sonet hing she had to do for herself. She m ght never have
undressed in front of a man, before, but now she was going to
have to | earn

She turned her back on him raised the slip over her head,
and then reached behind her to rel ease the bra. He saw her
bare breasts swing slightly as she took it off. She -wasn't
wearing any panties, and her curved
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and rounded bottom was suntanned the color of freshly

pour ed coffee.

"There," said Gene hoarsely. "Was that so bad?**

She slowy turned around. He was just on the point of

wal ki ng toward her, his hand hal f-raised, but what he saw
made him stop as suddenly as if he'd been doused in icy-cold
water. Aterrible feeling of dread and uncertainty swanped
over him and all he could do was stand where he was and
stare.

She had beautiful breasts. They were the | oveliest breasts

he had ever seen, and they were high and tense with
yout hf ul ness and crowned with wi de, pink nipples. Wat was

di fferent about Lone, though, was that directly under those
breasts she had what | ooked |ike the begi nnings of another
pair of breasts! They were nuch smaller, |ike an adol escent
girl's, their two pink nipples, were also visible. And, under
that pair she had what appeared to be two nore nipples,
faintly visible, but distinctly breast-1ike and pink.

Bet ween her thighs grew abundant curls of tawny pubic

hair. It formed a fleece that grew right up past her navel,
and even grew a few i nches down her thighs.

Lone stood there | ooking at himher arns wi de apart so

that he could see everything of her there was to see. She had
st opped crying now and she was silent and watchful and proud.



"You see," she said. "I'mdifferent."

Gene picked up his norning coat and groped in the pocket

for his cigarettes. He swal |l owed nervously, and found that he
was sweating and shaking with shock.

"Wwwhat is it?" he stammered, lighting up his True. "Is
it... sone kind of..."

Lorie stal ked across the room and stood at the w ndow.

"Does it upset you, the fact that |'m Mce this?" she asked*
105

He turned away. "I don't know," he breathed uncertainly.

"I just didn't inmagine that.. ."

She canp across and touched Ms shoul der. He-coul dn't bear

to look at her, in case he found hinself Staring at those

smal |, unfornmed breasts under her maul breasts, and at that
curious and unsettling growh of pubic hair.
"Yes," she said. "It does upset you, doesn't it? | thought

it would. That's why | didn't want to show you. At least, if
you'd never seen it, you never would have known."

"You really expected ne to nmarry you, and spend the rest

of my. life with you, without us ever nmaking | ove?" asked
Gene. He couldn't believe what he was hearing, but he
couldn't believe what he was seeing, either, and he felt that
his Me had abruptly and inexplicably taken an extraordi nary
turn, into sone nmani acal existence that was |like a | ate night
horror show on tele* Vision.

"It could have worked," said Lorie. "You said yourself

that playing the field was part of everyday life in

Washi ngton. | coul d have been your chaste and thoughtf ul
escort, and you could have gone out with any girl who took
your fancy. | do |ove you, Gene. You nust understand that |
really do | ove you."'

Gene sat down. "Jesus Christ," he nuttered. "It's like a
goddamed ni ght mare. "

Lorie squatted down beside himand stroked his arm

soot hingly. He snoked for a while, and then said, "Haven't
you or your nother ever thought about plastic surgery? |
mean, a good plastic surgeon coul d—=

"Gene," interrupted Lorie, "it's nothing to do with

plastic surgery. It's the way we are."

"The way who is?"
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"My nother, me, an our ancestors. This is what being

Ubasti neans.

"It means havi ng six breasts?"



Lori stood up, and went to sit on the end of the bed. She
sat in her white stockings and suspenders with her thighs
wi de apart, and even though he still felt curious tingles of
horror in his spine and the back of his hands, he was al so
aroused by the sight of her.

"“American doctors call these 'supplenentary breasts,
said Lorie, cupping her second pair of breasts in her hands.
"They're very well chronicled in. nmedical books, and |ots of
wonen have nore than the usual nunber of nipples.”

Gene dabbed at his sweaty forehead with his handkerchi ef.

He didn't comrent on what she'd said, but |et her continue.
"For us Ubasti, though,"” she said, "these breasts are not
suppl enentary, but usual. And it is only because the use of
the normal nunber of six breasts were not properly used by
wonen in the past that they gradually decreased in size, and
shrunk, and eventually were bred out of existence altogether.
Gene, can you imagi ne the beauty of a woman with six breasts
as big as these?"

Gene | ooked at her, and shook his head.

"Lorie," he said, "it has to be surgery. You can't spend

the rest of your life going around with six nipples. Wat
about jwiramng in a bikini? And what's going to happen when
they take you to the hospital to have our babies? Wiat's the
doctor going to say? 'Oh, | suggest you breast-feed, Ms.
Keiller. You' ve got enough of them"'"

Lorie, unnervingly for Gene, was caressing her own | ower
nipple. "Can't you see it fromny point of view?"

"What about ny point of view?" demanded Gene. 107

"You spring It on ne after we're nmarried that you're a

physi cal freak, and then you tell ne that you don't want to
have it corrected!"

She pouted. "You're nmaking nme sound conpletely selfish."
"Well, it's true!" he yelled. "You are conpletely selfish!

| married you on the vague understandi ng that, under those

cl ot hes of yours, you were a beautiful woman! Now I find out
that you're overloaded with nore breasts than a Dal mati an
bitch, and |'m supposed to forget that |"'mmarried to you and
play the field? Lone, what the hell's going through your

m nd?"

She didn't answer himat all. Instead, she turned and
gently said, "At |least you won't want to sleep with ne now,
wll you?"

He stopped yelling and stared at her. He "got up fromhis
chak, wal ked across to the bed where she was sitting, and



scruitinized her pretty, tenpting, confusing, and infuriating
face.

"I get the feeling you' re actually pleased" he told <her.
"You are, aren't you? You' re actually pleased."

"Gene," she said, "I've tried to protect you fromthis
fromthe very start. |'ve done everything | can.”

"You've tried to protect nme from what?"

She | ooked at himw th a sad, soft expression. "From
yourself, Gene. | tried to warn you so many tines but you
woul dn't be warned. Whatever | did to put off, you were
determ ned to cone blundering into ny life without a thought
-for what | was or anything else. Up until the tinme you net
Mother, | think I could have saved you. But she's too strong
for me, Gene. She's ny nother, and she's a Ubasti, too. |
have to do what she w shes."

"I don't understand a word of this," Gene said.

Lone brushed back her hair. "Go and | ook at that 108

picture next to the dresser," she said. "That's right,

t hat one."
‘e Uncertainly, reluctantly, Gene went over and exam ned
the small, framed etching. It was probably m d-Victorian,

j udgi ng by the nel odrama of what was going on, and the style.
It showed a small graceful creature with horns tied up to a
stake in the ground. Not far away, huge and powerful and
tossing its mane, crouched a lion, ready to pounce on the
tiny animal and devour it.

Underneath the etching, an elegantly witten caption read,
"Smth's gazelle."
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Five

They spent a restless night under the gl oony canopy of the
four-poster bed. Lorie wore an ankle-length nightdress of
pal e peach-col ored silk, and through the disturbed hours of
the early norning, tossing and sighing and trying to relax on
wri nkl ed sheets, Gene nmade no attenpt to touch or hold her.

His feelings were in a scorching turnoil. He knew,
sonewhere in the mddle of that enptional broth, that he
still loved Lorie, and that to | ose her now woul d be

tragically painful. Now and then he | ooked across at her as
she lay with her eyes closed on the wi de, |ace-trinmed
pillow, and she was just as tenpting and tantalizing as she'd
al ways been. But then he thought about her breasts, and the
thick hair between her thighs, and he felt his gorge rise in
al nrost total revulsion.



What he coul dn't understand was that she was content with

her body the way it was. It didn't seemunnatural or ugly to
her at all. If anything, she seenmed to consider that wonen
with only two breasts were sonehow di stasteful and

I nadequate. CGene's mnd couldn't get around this acceptance
of her own freaki shness, any nore than a coyote could get its
j aws around a whole sheep. O a Smth's gazelle.

He had been brought up to appreciate Anerican girls on a
strictly Playboy |evel. Fresh bouncing hair, w de whol esone
smles, sparkling eyes, and curvy sun-
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tanned bodies. In Florida, nost of the girls he had dated
were like that, with the sole exception of a wan academn c
young | ady he had once taken, out of pity alone, to a John
Cage concert. By the tinme the concert was over the only
person he had felt sorry for was hinself. To CGene, the ideal
of the pretty girl was an indisputable part of the Anerican
phi | osophy of happy living, and it was inpossible for himto
conprehend anyone who didn't subscribe to it. That didn't
mean that he was going to close his mnd to Lorie, though. He
wasn't that nmuch of a mental stereotype. But it did nmean that
once he had sorted out her perverse attitude to physi cal
oddity, he was going to do everything he could to get her
around to the best plastic surgeon he could afford.

As dawn began to solidify the shadow inages of the night,
Lorie stirred, turned over, and reached out to touch his
hand. He didn't recoil, although his pul se-rate speeded up,
and he found hinself waiting tensely for whatever she was

going to do.

"CGene," she whispered. "Are you awake?"

He grunted. "I don't think |I've slept”

There was a pause, and a rustle of sheets. Tmsorry, Gene,
this was all ny fault. | should have told you the truth
before."-

He coughed. "Well, yes, maybe you should. But it's stil

not too |late, you know |If you want ne to go see a doctor |
know ... | nean, |'ve heard he's an expert on hornones ...
and really | think it's the best thing to do."

“If you like, we could just caH it quits'. Yon could get a
di vorce in Reno, couldn't you? You could say |'d been
unfaithful if you wanted to. |'mnot after you noney."
Gene propped hinself up on one el bow "Lorie," he
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said, "I don't get It. Wiy would you father wal k around



wi th that kind of physical disability than have a short,
sinple operation and get it over wth? You' re a beautiful
girl, and you could be the nost fantastic-|ooking thing on

two | egs.”
She didn't answer.
"Maybe it'll set us back a few thousand dollars,” he

continued. "But what's that conpared to having a perfect
body? | thought every girl wanted to | ook as gorgeous as
possi ble. | just don't understand you."

She turned her head away. "Cene," she whispered, "it's ne.
This is what I'mlike. I'm Ubasti."

He sighed inpatiently. Then he swung out of bed, and went
across the roomto fetch his cigarettes. He-normally hated
snoki ng" in the bedroom but he was so ewound up that he
couldn't stop hinself. He Iit a cigarette and sat naked in
one of the bedside arnthairs, blow ng snoke into the grainy
i ght of dawn.

"Supposing | told you that, as your husband, | demand that
you have an operation?" he said.

In the gloom Lorie's eyes glistened.

"Then 1'd have to say no," she said quietly.

"Even though, yesterday, you prom sed to honor and obey
me?"

"Obedi ence and honor doesn't include changi ng your
hereditary characteristics."”

"But they're so goddam—

"I know what you think, Gene, and I'msorry. But it's ny
own body and |I'm proud of it."

She sat up hi bed and watched hi msadly through the

hal f-1ight, her arns clasping her knees.

"l love you, Gene," she said gently. "I wanted to marry
you right fromthe start But | knew what you'd think about
nme, and all | can say is I'msorry, and |
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| ope the next girl you find will be better-Iooking than,
ne."

Gene stubbed out his cigarette. He got tip fromthe chair,
went over to the bedroom basin and switched on the light. He
washed his face, shaved with his electric razor, and then
started to dress. Al this tine, he didn't look at Lorie
once.

"Where are you goi ng?" she asked him as he laced up his
shoes.

He still didn't turn around. 'Tmgoing out," he said, in a



controll ed and enotionless voice. "I'mnot going for good,
but | need to think this thing out in my mnd. ['ll probably
be back around nine or ten this evening."

He pulled on his jacket and went to the mrror tot

strai ghten his necktie. "Perhaps you'd call Mathieu for ne,
and get himto kennel the dogs so that | can get out of this
pl ace alive."

"Dogs?"

Gene brushed Iint fromhis sleeves. "That's right Those
little pet pooches who practically ripped ne to shreds.”

"Oh, those," said Lorie absently. "Yes, ni-—=*

Gene turned. For sone reason, he .felt that sonething was
wrong. There was sonet hing inportant about this whole
situation that he still didn't know, There was sone ot her
secret that Lorie was. keeping fromhim sone hidden know edge
that he sensed was. far nore terrible than anything he had
yet di scovered.

Maggi e was anazed to see himin the office at ten after

ei ghf. "Gene, what happened? Don't tell ne the happy husband
I s that anxious to get back to work."

He sat down wearily and | ooked at her. "Maggie,"'
"I would dearly I ove a cup of coffee.”

As she brought the styrofoamcup fromthe coffee 113

machi ne, he settled 'back tiredly In his chafr and rubbed
his eyes. He felt as if he'd been traveling across. Siberia
all night in a peasant-class train. He sipped the. coffee
gratefully, then rooted through the drawers of his desk for a
spare pack of cigarettes.

Maggi e hovered, |ooking pretty and bright and concerned.

He was suddenly so grateful for her presence and her
friendship that it brought a lunp to his throat. It was
probably nothing nore than the over-enotional effects of
tiredness, but he had to blow his nose to hide his watering

he sai d,

eyes.
"CGene," said Maggie, "I wish you d tell ne."
"Well," he told her, dabbing his nose, "there isn't Very

much to telL Happily married one m nute, and thinking about
divorce the next It nust be that shortest marriage in the

hi story of wedl ock."

Maggi e sat down opposite. "Something awful's happened,

hasn't it? Wat, CGene? Is it sonething to do Wth the

Senpl es?"

He nodded. "It certainly is. Listen, before | ten yon

anyt hing about it, will you trust me for a while and do ine a



favor ?"

"Gene, anything. You know that"

"Go to Records and | ook up everything yoa can about a race
of people called the Ubasti. They conme froma, region of

| oner Egypt near Zagazig, and | think they used to live in a
city called Tell sonething. Tell Bast, or Tell Besta. That
was in the reign of Raneses H, about thirteen hundred B.C. "
Maggi e scribbled the details on her shorthand pad. "The
Ubasti ?" she said. "Okay, just .give ne a couple of hours.”
"WIl you keep it to yourself? | don't want anyone to know

what I'mdoing until I"mquite certain. There's sonething.,
strange and wong about the Senples. |
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can't work out what it is right now, but |I know that it's
there, staring ne right in the face. | just need nore

information, that's all."

Maggi e |aid her hand on top of his, and | ooked at himwth
genui ne anxiety. "Cene," she said, "what about your marriage?
| nmean, what's going to happen? Is it really sonething as
wrong and strange as all that?"

He pressed his knuckles to his forehead, and didn't answer
her for alnbst a mnute.

"I don't know," he said. "If you can get ne that

i nformation, then maybe I'll understand enough to do
sonet hi ng about it."

"Just two or three hours," she prom sed. "The Cari bbean
profiles can wait."

As she fol ded back the cover of her pad and turned to

| eave, Gene suddenly thought of sonething el se.

"Maggi e," he said, uncertainly.

She wait ed.

"Maggi e, do you still have that friend in the police
depart nent ?"

"Enrico? Sure | do. | took his children out to Maryland a
coupl e of weeks ago for the circus."

"Well," he said slowy, "do you think that Enrico could

check on any dog licenses that m ght have been issued to the
Senples? It's not inportant enough to | ose any sl eep over,
but if he can do it easily ..."

“I'"l'l ask him Incidentally, you ought to find sonme stray

ki ds and use them as an excuse to visit that circus. It's
com ng to Washington in a couple of weeks, and it's really
terrific. Do you |like high wire acts?"

Gene managed a tired smle. "Sure | do. In this office, we



don't do anything el se.™

Wiile he was waiting for Maggie to dig out sone background
informati on on the UWbasti, he dial ed Peter

115

G aves' nunber. An answering machine told Mnthat Dr.

Graves was engaged right now, but he could | eave a nessage.
He asked the psychiatrist to call himback. Then he paced
around the office, fidgeting, and staring out of the w ndow
at a cold gray day with clouds that drifted across the sky

| i ke the ragged snoke froma distant battle.

One of the nore curious aspects of |last night's argunent
with Lone was the nention of Smth's gazelle. It had cost
Mat hi eu an enor nous anount of physical effort to say it, and
yet Gene couldn't see what the significance of it m ght be.
He knew that it was an age-old nethod of catching and killing
big ganme, this business of tying a kid or a sheep to a stake
as bait, but he couldn't decide what the parallel was with
his marriage to Lorie. Was Mathieu trying to warn hi mthat
Lorie was the bait for sone design that her nother had oa

hi n? But what coul d her nother possibly hope to gain from
having himmarry Lorie? Alittle social distinction on the
Washi ngton cocktail circuit, perhaps, but hardly very nuch
nore. Maybe she had dreans that, one day, CGene would be
Secretary of State.

Lorie herself had pointed to the etching of Smth's

gazelle, as if it was sone kind of explanation for everything
t hat had happened. But whatever the explanation was, Gene
couldn't work it out. H's mnd was direct and blunt, and he
was usually baffled when it cane to obscure netaphors and
arcane puzzl es.

He felt exhausted and di sappoi nted, but he was also guilty
that he had left Lorie so abruptly. He felt like calling her
and telling her that everything was okay, but in the end he
deci ded against it. The nost inportant thing for himto do
now was to make up his m nd about her idiosyncratic body, and
whet her he was going to accept Lorie for what she was, or
spend si X
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weeks in Reno fixing hinself a divorce. He wondered why

the hell God had singled himout for a burden like this.
Maggi e cane back and found himasleep in his chair. She
shook his shoul der gently, and he opened his eyes in shock.
"You' ve been dozing," she told him "How do you feel ?"

He blinked, and tried to stretch hinself back into the



real worl d.

"I was having nightmares," he said. "I keep having these

ni ght mar es about beasts and creatures, and they're all trying
to chase ne."

"Sounds |like you're suffering fromoverwork and | ack of

sex," said Maggi e.

Gene nodded, and pulled his | ower eyelids down to wake

hi msel f up. "You're probably right,"” he said thickly. "A'l |
need is a long vacation in a bawdy house."

She fixed hi manother cup of coffee, and then she sat down
and opened a thin manilla file that she'd brought from
records.

"I's that it?" he asked her. *' It doesn't |ook |ike very
much. "

"That's because there isn't very nuch there. The librarian
had never even heard of the Ubasti, and we only found any
referance at all by accident. There's a book called
Wanderings in Lower Egypt by a Victorian gentleman called Sir
Keith Fordyce, and he nentions thembriefly in passing, and
there's al so sonething about themin a topographical dispatch
sent to Gordon at Khartoum but that's all."

"What does Sir Keith have to say for hinself?"

"I made a Xerox. It's all here.”

She passed over a sheet of paper, and Cene read it 117
carefully through. It was one page froma closely printed

Vi ctorian book, and Maggi e had al so attached a copy of the
steel engraving fromthe facing page. The picture showed a
dark pile of stone ruins, under a forbidding sky, and the
notes underneath said, "Tell Basta. Al that remains of a
magni ficent ancient city, as seen fromthe Sout heast."

The words from Wanderings in Lower Egypt read: "My guide

had infornmed ne in Cairo that many European opi nions about
the pyram ds at G zeh and about the sphinx were erroneous. He
told nme nmuch that | already knew, that the word ' sphinx'
itself was Geek for 'the strangled and that the popul ar

| egend was that the sphinx was originally a nonster with the
head of a woman and the body of a lion. She, or it, would lie
in wait for passers-by, and pose thema riddle. If they were
able to answer it, she would et themgo. If they were not,
she woul d strangle them But what | did not know was that
anong the fellaheen there are stories' that the sphinx was
copied fromlife, and that in the vastnesses of the southern
desert there was a race of people who were actually descended
fromthe carnal conjunction of wonen and |lions. He becane



uneasy when he told nme this, and he insisted that | pay him
addi ti onal fees, because he said that even today the
descendants of that dark and terrible people lived on, and
guarded their obscene secret with a ferocious jeal ousy that
had nmeant the nmurder of many a | oose-tongued gui de. Paid and
gi ven food, he went on to say that the |ion-people had

wor shi ped the cat-god Bast, a denonic being whose rituals had
demanded human sacrifice, nutilation, and sexual perversities
beyond the imagi nation of Christian mnds. They lived hi the
city of Tell Basta, and even today no gui de, including

hi nsel f, could be persuaded to visit those ruins, for fear of
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retribution fromwhat he could only describe as that
people.""

Gene laid the piece of paper down. He was shaking. He

stared at Maggie as if she were a visitor from anot her world,
and for a long while he was unabl e to speak.

"Cene, are you all right? Don't you think you' d better see

a doctor? You | ook awful!'"

He shook his head. Hs |lips were dry, and there was a sour
taste of cigarettes in his nouth.

" '"eThat people? " he whispered. "It's incredible."

"CGene, what's incredible?"

He passed the paper back to her, and pointed to the foot

of the page. "It's all there,"” he told her. "It's crazy, and
it's frightening, but it's all there."

She read it, but all she could do was shrug. "I don't see
why it's crazy, and I don't see why it's frightening. It

| ooks like a legend to ne. | nean, isn't it?"

Gene went back to the wi ndow and watched the traffic.

Finally, he spoke. "Wien | first went out wth Lone, she told
me she belonged to a tribe of Egyptians called the Ubasti.
Naturally, | didn't think anything of it. Wiy should I? I'd
never heard of them Then, later, she said that her tribe was
al ways referred to by the Egyptian fellaheen as 'that

people.' Apparently they were so terrifying, these Ubasti,
that no one could bring thenselves to speak their nanme out

| oud. "

He cane back fromthe w ndow and straddl ed an office

chair, |ooking Maggi e straight and level in the eye.

"Last night, on our wedding night, when Lorie undressed—
"CGene!" interrupted Maggie.

"Listen, wll you?"

"But, Gene, that's private. | can't—=
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undressed | ast night, which she was very reluctant to do,

| mght tell you, she turned around and she had si x breasts.

And hair, brown curly hair, that cane right up her stomach to

here. "

Maggi e's nouth was open, and she was totally dunbstruck.

"CGene," she said, blinking, "are you putting ne on?"

He swal |l owed. "It's the truth, Maggie. She has breasts

here, |ike normal breasts, and then two snaller breasts

under neat h, and then underneath those, two ni pples. She said
she said that Anerican doctors call them'supplenentary

breasts.' It's one of those . . . weird kind of conditions

t hat happens now and again."

Maggi e coul d only shake her head in agonized synpat hy.

"Ch, CGene, I'mso sorry. Ch, God, no wonder you're so upset.

Li sten, can't she have themrenoved by surgery? O nmaybe

hor nrone nedi cati on?"

"She won't," he said dully.

"She won't! \What do you nean, she won't?"

"Precisely that. She thinks they're beautiful, and normal.

And she's so convinced about it that, in the end, | decided

to try and find out whether they were normal."

"How can they-be normal ? Six breasts? That's totally

abnormal !

Gene flicked the Xerox copy of Sir Keith Fordyce's book.

"They mght be totally abnormal for sonmeone who had a human

father and a human nother. But this book says the Ubasti were

t he descendants of a carnal conjunction of wonmen and

lions.” A girl who had the blood of lions flowi ng in her

veins mght have a few nore lion-like characteristics, |ike

rows of nipples to suckle her young, and excessive hair. And
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do you renenber her eyes? Green, flecked with yell ow Like

a lioness."

"CGene," said Maggi e desperately, "you have to be neking

this up.”

He |it a higarette. "Do you think I1'd be sitting in the.

office on the day after ny wedding if | was?"

She dunbly shook her head.

“Maggi e, | appreciate everything you' ve done. | nean that.
But | want to face up to this thing, and find out what it's
really all about. \Whatever Lorie's like, | married her, and I

have a responsibility toward her."
"Have you ever thought she m ght be dangerous?1*



"Dangerous? What do you nean?"

"Lions are dangerous, aren't they?"

"Yes, but—=

Maggi e | owered her eyes. "I was thinking about what that
French di pl omat said."

"Wi ch French di pl omat ?"

"The one who told you to 'beware of the dance.' *

"Wl | 2"

“"Well, | suddenly thought that he m ght have been speaking
in French. You know how these diplomats slip into two or
three different |anguages w thout even thinking about it.
Per haps he was telling you to beware of | es dents.”

"Les dentsT

"That's right. Beware of the teeth."

He found Peter Graves in the bar of the Arlington Colf

Club. It was a dark, traditional place, with |eather paneling
and engraved pub mrrors, and there was a subdued babbl e of
wel | - educat ed conversation, mngled with the occasi onal yelp
of laughter. He ordered a straight Jack Daniels and scooped
up a handful of
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cheese straws. It was lunchtinme now and he hadn't eaten.
They shook hands. CGene was feeling tired and disinclined

to talk to anyone, but he knew that he was going to have to
make the effort before he went back to the Senple estate that
night. He |it a cigarette. "N ce place you have here. All
nmedi cal nen?"

Pet er shook his head. "Unh-hunh. Mstly mlitary. A
strategi c bonb dropped on this place at |unchtine would w pe
out nost of the top brass at the Pentagon in a couple
seconds. "'

“I''l'l remenber that, next tune |I need to nmake a few bucks
by selling secrets.”

Pet er was drinking whi skey sour. He dipped his cherry up
and down in the froth, "How are you feeling?"

"Confused, mainly. \Wy?"

"You sounded pretty bad on the phone. | wondered for a
nonment if you were suffering fromnervous hysteria."
""Hysteria? Me?"

Peter Graves finally put his cherry out of its msery and
ate it. But he twddled the stalk across to the ashtray and
started poking the ash of Gene's ciragette Wth it.
"Hysteria happens even to the best-regulated mnds. In
fact, the best-regulated m nds are nore prone to it than



those of Us who are usually accused of Voolly thinking."
There are five or six nmen in this bar alone—all top mlitary

men—-who have suffered fromacute hysteria. |I've treated two
of them nysel f."
"Successfully, | hope. I'"'mnot sure |I'mlooking forward to

Wrld War Three. ™
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" mtal king about can affect a man at a nonent's notice."
"Well, that's very likely. But the truth is that I,
personal |y, am not hysterical."

"You think you're married to a girl who's a cross between
a human and a lion." Peter commented.

"I don't think, Peter, | know. ™"

"How do you know? \What proof do you have?"

"Jesus Christ, Peter, she has six breasts! |'ve seen
t hem "

Peter frowned. "I shouldn't shout things like that in

here, CGene. They have a very conventional inmage of the world
I n here, and you mght disturb their nental equilibrium"”
"And what about you? It seens to ne that you have a very
conventional inmage of the world, too. You don't believe ne,
do you? You think I'"man interesting case, but right now
you're trying to figure out what kind of syndrone can

possi bly induce a man to hallucinate extra breasts on his
wi fe during their weddi ng night."

Peter sipped his drink. It left himwth a white nustache.
"There are plenty of authenticated cases of suppl enentary
breasts. | | ooked sone up this norning. A wonman in

Baden- Baden had—=

"Peter, these are not supplenentary breasts. She said
herself that they ran hi the famly. They're an hereditary
physi cal characteristic."

"You nmean her nother has themas wel | ?"

"I presunme so, yes. That was the inpression she gave ne."
"We-e-ell,"” said Peter. "I nust say that's pretty

unusual . "

Gene's drink arrived, and he took a hefty swallow 123

The |iquor burned down his throat and made Mmrealize just
how enpty his stomach was.

"It's not unusual if you look at it the sane way Lorie

obvi ously does. She believes that her breasts are quite
normal . Now, either she's suffering fromsone kind of
psychol ogi cal conpensation for |ooking so odd, or else she's
justifiably convinced that she's a real Ubasti woman and



she's descended fromthese |ion-people."

"Justifiably?" queried Peter. "You nean you believe they
actual ly existed?"

"What el se am | supposed to believe?"

Peter laced his fingers together and stared thoughtfully

at the table. He was trying to do what all professional nen
are forced to do when soneone confronts themw th a

conpl etely unprecedented situation—fit it into a well-tried
slot Gene didn't think any the less of himfor attenpting to
rationalize it, because he'd tried hard enough and | ong
enough to rationalize it hinself. But he knew that Lorie
Senple Keiller, his bride of alnbst a day, had no rationale
at all.

Pet er absent-m ndedly stroked his own bald head Wth his
hand. "Do you | ove her?" he asked.

"OF course | love her. What nmakes you ask that?"

"Well," said Peter, "if you're going to help her, that's
very inportant. If you don't |love her, or if you' re Dot sure
that you do, then | suggest that you get yourself out of her
Me as quickly as you can. But if you do, and you really want
to help her relate to the normal world, then you' re going to
have to buckle down to a couple of really tough decisions.”
"You're going to suggest that | try and get used to then?
The—the suppl enentary breasts? And the hair?"

Pet er nodded. "You renenber what | said at Walter

Farl owe's party? If you're going to understand what it
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is with this girl, you're going to have to all ow yourself

to be carried along by what she thinks is her unavoi dabl e
destiny. Fromwhat you' ve told ne, she has a fear that sone
event —sone terrible and predesti ned happeni ng—+s going to
conme into both of your lives. \Wat you have to do is play
along with it all, and when it's plain to her that this awf ul
event isn't going to happen, at that nonment, you have your
best chance to rehabilitate her."

Gene had a fleeting nental picture of Smth's gazelle.

"And supposing it does happen?" he said. "Supposing, after
all this, that she's right?"

Peter finished his drink. "Gene," he said blandly, "I want
you to know one thing. | do not believe in the existence of
| i on-people. I'"'msorry, but that's the way it is. It is

genetically inpossible for a lion to inpregnate a wonman, and
even if it were possible, what would their descendants be
doing in a nice house outside of Mer-riam marrying nice



young Denocrats |ike you?"

Gene sighed. "All right, Peter. | know you find it hard to
swal l ow. But |'m goi ng back there, so whatever happens we'l]|
probably find out the truth. | just hope that you're right
and I'mwong."

"As |long as you | ove her, Gene, you' ve got a good chance

of working it out."

Gene finished his Jack Daniels. "Just pray for ne," he

said quietly. "I think I"'mgoing to need it."

She was waiting for himin the nusty hallway, wearing a
sinple but very | owcut evening gown. Her hair was set in a
cascade of shining curls, and she wore sparkling earrings and
gol den chai ns around her neck. Her decol |l etage was so deep
that the pale pink areolas of her nipples showed, but as he
hung up his raincoat on the hallstand and wal ked across the
mar bl e fl oor
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stowards her, he nmade a conscious effort not to | ook. They
were, after all, not the only nipples.

"Lorie," he said very softly, and then he | eaned forward

and ki ssed her. She cl osed her eyes, and he felt the tip of
her tongue slip out frombetween her lips and into his nouth.
It licked erotically at his teeth, and at his palate, but she
still kept her nouth so closely sealed that he was unable to
slide his own tongue back, and explore her teeth. Beware of

| es dents, said a cold voice at the back of his m nd.

He stood back, and held both her wists in his. She Was
smling. Alittle unsurely, but plainly glad that he was

here. "Gene, | mssed you," and her eyes were glittering with
tears.
At that nonent, a deeper voice called, "Is that nmy errant

son-in-law?" and Ms. Senple, in an evening gown that was
al nrost as revealing as Lorie's, cane sweeping magnificently
down the stairs. Her silver hair Was freshly set and dyed,
and she wore a neckl ace of pearls and silver.

"Ms. Senmple," said Cene, taking her hand. "I don't, know
what to say."

"You don't have to say anything, you wayward young nan,"
said Ms. Senple. "Lorie told ne all about it, and | quite
understand. O course it was a shock! It was silly of Lorie
not to warn you. But such things are so natural to us, to
Lorie and ne, that it didn't even enter her m nd. Cone on,
dinner's ready in a few mnutes, and | expect you'll want to
change. You do look as if you've spent the day on a park



bench. "

A quarter of an hour later, they were seated in the dining
room while Mathieu, silent and formal in a badly fitting

t uxedo, served themw th bowl s of hot clear consomm6. This
was one of the finest roons in the house, with stained oak
panel ing i nported from Eu-
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rope, and a | ong polished Chi ppendal e dining table that
reflected the dipping and flickering light fromthe candl es
and the pal e sunken noons of their own faces.

Lori e | ooked radi ant as she sipped her wi ne, and she

smled across the table at himw th such | ove that he found
hi msel f drawn back to her irresistibly. Watever she was,
what ever her origins were, she was unquestionably the nost
beautiful girl he had ever nmet, and perhaps that was all that
mat t er ed.

"Well, Cene," said Ms. Senple, as she finished her soup.
"I's there anything you want to tal k about ?"

" About today?"

"OF course."

"Isn't it kind of —*

Ms. Senple raised her el egant hand, with its |ong curving
fingernail. "In this famly, Gene, we discuss everything,
openly and freely. It is sonething that ny dear |ate husband
used to insist upon. He said there were enough secrets

bet ween enem es, without friends having secrets from each
other, too."

"Well," said Gene unconfortably, wiping his nmouth, "it's a
little difficult for ne to explain. It was just that, well,
physically, | wasn't prepared for Lorie at all. I nean, she

isn't quite the sane as nost of the gkls I've known."

"l see," replied Ms. Senple, quite warmy and
un-derstandingly. "So you went away for a day to—how shall
put it?—+eorient yourself?"

"I'n a manner of speaking."

"And are you now reoriented? O are you still undeci ded?"

"l talked to that psychol ogi st we net. You know, the one

at Walter Farlowe's party? He said that if | truly |loved you,
Lorie, then |I'd be able to accept you physically as you are.
Vell, he's a good man, and |
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guess | trust him And I know, right above everything

el se, that |I love you."

"Ch, Gene," whispered Lone.



Ms. Senple tinkled her bell for the next course.

"I" mvery glad to hear you say that, Gene," she said, with

a beam of satisfaction. "Now do try this fresh. Canadi an
salnon. It's delicious.”

He woke up during the night with a strange feeling that
sonmeone was nmuttering in his ear. He opened his eyes, and
turned around, and he saw that Lorie was fast asleep, her
tawny hair spread on the pillow, but that she was nunbling
under her breath. He bent over to try and hear what she was
saying, but it didn't seemto be words at all. Her breath was
going in and out hi a low, runbling noise, as if she had sone
ki nd of congesti on.

He checked Ms watch. It was two o' clock, and stil

| npenetrably dark. He strained his eyes to | ook around the
bedroom but he couldn't see nuch. He |ay back down agai n.

Al'l of sudden, Lorie started to twitch, and shudder. Her
breat hing rasped in and out, and she tossed and flail ed at

t he bedcovers, as if she were trying to fight sonmething off.
She snarled and snapped like a fierce animal, but at the sane
time she seemto be struggling wth herself.

Gene switched on the bedside | anp. She still had her eyes
tight shut and she was westling all over the bed, tugging at
her 1 ong nightdress and clawi ng at the sheets. She was
scream ng and roaring in a harsh, |ow voice.

"Lorie!" he shouted. "Lorie—for Christ's sake!"

He tried to hold her arm but she swng around wth . her

ot her hand and clawed at his cheek with her nails..
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He felt his skin scratched, and when he dabbed at his face
with his sheet, it canme away marked with bl ood. "You' ve
scratched ne!" he yell ed.

Furious, frightened, he sl apped her face so hard that he

brui sed his own hand. Lorie shuddered once nore, and then |ay
still, her cheek inflamed fromhis slap, breathing in and out
| i ke someone runni ng.

"Lorie," he hissed, "what the hell's going on? Lorie, talk

to nme!”

She lay there for a few nore m nutes, panting deeply and
ignoring him but then she slowy turned her head and stared
at him Her green eyes, with pupils tightly closed, | ooked
menaci ng and cruel, and he renenbered with a sensati on of
dread the nerciless animal eyes that had watched hi mwhile he
slept after his mauling by the dogs.

"Lorie?" he asked. "Lorie, is that you?"



Still staring at him she gradually drew back her lips in

a broad, vicious, naked snarl. Her teeth were yell ow and
curved and sharp. She lifted herself up on her hands, and
began to crawl toward hi macross the bed. For a paralyzed
nonment, he thought he was going to find hinmself powerless to
nove, but as she crept closer he rolled off the side of the
bed and stunbl ed hal fway toward the bedroom door.

She craw ed to the edge of the bed on all fours, and knelt
there, her lips still drawn back in that |eonine snarl,

wat chi ng hi m and panti ng.

He felt chilled and prickled with fright. Whatever this
beast was, it didn't seemto be Lorie at all. Al of the
eveni ng' s gentl eness and radi ance had drai ned out of her
face, and she was glaring at himnow with utter ani nal

| npassi veness. Her hair was ruffled now, |ike the mane of a
lion, and the whol e bedroom was pervaded by the nmusky scent
of her body.
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"Lorie," he whispered

The beast's eyes opened wi der and watched him

"Lorie, if you're inside there, if you're inside that
body... Lorie, listen!"

He edged back toward the door, picking up his bathrobe
fromthe chair and wapping it slowmy around his right
forearm He had seen soneone do that in a Tarzan novi e when
threatened by a lioness, and for sone ridiculous reason it
seened |i ke the best defense. But he didn't take his eyes off
her, and she didn't take her eyes off him and the tension
bet ween them-- stal ked and stal ker, victimand intended
prey—was unbear abl e.

"Lorie," he said huskily. "It's ne! It's Gene! Don't you
recogni ze me? It's Cene!"

What happened then had himstamering with teiv ror. Lorie
bounded down fromthe bed, on all fours, and | eaped quickly
towards the hal f-opened wi ndow. She pushed it wi der with her
hand, and then clinbed up on to the narrow sill. She turned
her head slowly around and regarded himw th those green,

cl osed, inpenetrable eyes—and then before he could stop her,
she junped out of sight.

“"Lorie!" he yelled.

He ran to the wi ndow and | ooked down. It was thirty feet
down to the gravel, and she nust have dropped |ike a stone.
But in the shadowy darkness of the night, wth the oaks
rustling in a chilly October wind, there was nothing down



there at all. No white nightdress sprawled on the drive. No
broken Lori e, Nothing.

Qut of the corner of his eye, he glinpsed a pal e-shape
running toward the copse. It ran faster than al nost anything
he had ever seen, in long, |oping strides.
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Then it vanished in the darkness, and there was not hi ng at

all but the creaking of the old house and the banging of a

wi ndow t hat someone had left ajar.

Gene, trenbling and nunb, went across to the washbasin and
drank a tunbl er of water. Then he sat down on the bedside
chair and lit hinself a cigarette. H's i nmedi ate response was
to do sonmething positive, |like wake up Lorie's nother, or
knock on Mathieu' s door, or call the police, but he was

begi nning to understand that, with Lorie, he was going to
need pati ence and subtlety.

Thi nki ng about it now, a few mnutes later, he could

hardly believe Lorie's uncanny transformati on. Maybe Peter

G aves was right, and she was suffering from sone kind of
hysteria that made her believe she was a |ion-person. But how
did that account for a thirty-foot leap into the
darkness—head first—w th no apparent injury? And what about
her scent, which still |ingered?

It seenmed fromwhat he had witnessed tonight that there

were two distinct sides to Lorie's personality. One side was
gentl e and caring, and unquestionably human. The ot her side
was aninmal to the point of absolute cruelty. Yet he guessed
that, sonmehow, these two personalities overl apped. Wen Lorie
was in a state of conplete humanity, she was obvi ously aware,
fromall the warnings she had given him that she also had an
animal side to her nature. And when, tonight, he had rem nded
t he beast she had becone that he was Gene, her husband, she
seened to be able to recogni ze himfor what he was, and | eave
hi m saf e.

There was sonething el se that worried him though. He went
across to the bedside tel ephone and picked it up. He dialed
Maggi e's nunber, and waited for his persistent ringing to
wake her.
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After alnost five mnutes, she answered. She sounded
terrible.

"Who the hell is this?" Do you know what tine it is?"
"Maggie, it's ne, Cene."

"Gene, for God's sake! It's two in the norning! | just got



to sleep.”

"Maggie, I'msorry, but |I have to ask you sonething."
Maggi e sighed, but it was plain fromthe tone of his voice
that he was al armed and anxi ous, "Okay Cene, she finally
said, "fire away." | just hope you havent rung to ask ny
reci pe for cinnanon cakes that's all." "Maggie, it's the
dogs." "Dogs? What dogs?"

"You said you were going to ask Enrico to check on the
Senpl es' dog |licenses.”

She sounded blurry. "That's right, | did." "Well, what did
he say?"

"He said they didn't have any dog |icenses, and he even
made sure by calling a buddy of his out at Mer-riara who
knows the Senples pretty well He doesn't think they have any
dogs at all."

Gene took the phone away fromhis ear. Then that was it.

On the night that he'd crept into the grounds of the Senple
estate, looking for Lorie, he had probably found her. The
beast which had dragged hi m down fromthe creeper and
attacked himso viciously was his own wfe.

"Thanks, Maggie. |Il probably call you tonmorrow. " Then he
went across to the window and closed it. He al so went across
to the bedroom door and turned the key. He dressed and | ay
down on top of the bedcovers to get sone rest and await
Lorie's return. Al-
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t hough he dozed, he didn't actually sleep, and horrifying

I mages of Lorie's snarling face kept rising fromout of the
dar kness.

Around dawn, when a gri mwashed-out |ight was just
"appearing at the wi ndow, he heard noi ses outside the door.
He lifted his head fromthe pillow and listened hard. There
were soft, scuffling sounds, |ike soneone wal ki ng bar ef oot
down the corridor. He rose as quietly as he could and ti ptoed
across the soft carpet to the door. He put his ear to it and
strained to hear what was outside.

After a while, the door-handle slowy turned, and someone
pushed firmy against the door. Realizing the door was

| ocked, they rattled it, and pushed harder. Gene could feel
the wei ght of a body against the pine paneling, and the

hi nges creaked.

There was anot her silence, and then the door was struck so
hard fromoutside that it rattled.

More silence. Heavy, harsh breathing, and an odd sniffing



sound.

Then a voice said, "Gene?"

He was sweating beads of icy perspiration, and he «w ped
his forehead with the back of his sleeve. It was Lorie, or
the animal that Lorie had beconme. He found that his teeth
were chattering, and he felt as if he was running a fever.
"Gene?" said the voice again, nore coaxingly.

He kept his shoul der agai nst the door, and his nouth tight
shut .

"I know you're in there, Cene. Please open the door."

It sounded so much |like the sweet, loving Lorie that he
had married that he couldn't believe it. Wat the
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| eB was Be doi ng, keeping her | ocked out of their bedroom
when she was not hing nore nor |ess than his own beauti f ul
wi fe?

"Gene?" she whi spered. "QOpen the door, Cene."

He said hoarsely. "I can't."
"Oh, please, Gene. It's cold out here. I'"'mcold. **
"Lorie, I'm.. I"'mfrightened."

A short silence.

"Frightened of ne, Gene? Why?*

"Don't you know? Do | have to spell it out? How can | open
this door when you mght junp on ne, the sane way you did
that night | clinbed up the creeper?”

"Gene, you're not nmeking sense.**

He coughed. "Cone on, Lorie, |I'mnmaking sense and you know
it. As a matter of fact, | spent nost of yesterday having ny
secretary | ook up the history of the Ubasti. | know what the
Ubasti are now, Lorie, and |I know why you | ook the way you
do, and why you're proud of it."

"Gene," she said tenderly, "open the door. Let's talk."
"We're tal ki ng now. 1*

"But it's cold out here, CGene. It's drafty. Let nme Ifl,

"' mnot going to harmyou."

"How do | know? | m ght open this door and then you m ght

| eap on ne."

"Gene—did you see the way | was? Did you see what | did,

and how | couldn't even talk to you? Gene, |'mnot |ike that
now. Can't you hear that Tm just your w fe?"

Gene bit his lip and stared thoughtfully at the key In the
door. If he turned it, and let her in, he m ght be
surrendering hinself as weakly and easily as a Smth's
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gazelle. On the other hand, she m ght be right. Now that

the ani mal phase seened to have passed, she m ght be as

harm ess and affecti onate as al ways.

"Wait a mnute," he said. He stepped away fromthe door,

and picked up a small wooden chair fromthe corner of the
room Then, keeping it raised in his right hand, he gingerly
reached out with his left and turned the key.

"I'"ve opened it," he called. "You can cone in now But,

pl ease, no sudden nobves."

She didn't answer. Slowy, she turned the handle, and the

| atch clicked free. The door opened with a small shudder and
swung gradual |y back on squeaki ng hinges,

He couldn't see her at first. Although it was dawn, the

| andi ng was still dark, and all he could make out was a tall
shadowy shape. He coul d hear her breathing, though, in |ow,
purring gasps, and he could see the glint in her eyes.

"Ckay, Lorie. Step inside."

She cane forward two or three paces into the room He

backed off warily, holding the chair up |ike an amateur
lion-tamer. When she reached the center of the room next to

t he four-poster bed, she paused. It was still so gl oony that
he found it hard to nake her out.
"Lorie," he said. "Just stay there. I'mgoing to switch on

t he bedside |anmp."

Reachi ng behind him keeping his eyes on her notionless
form he groped for the switch. He found it, clasped it in
the pal mof his hand, and clicked it on.

He thought for a split second that she was dressed in a
scarlet robe. But then, with al nost intol erable disgust, he
saw t hat she was naked, and that she was snothered in
dripping blood. It clung in congealing
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grunmes In her wild nahr ana* surrounded her nouth as-if
she'd been guzzling at gory flesh. Al down her front, all
over her breasts, all down her thighs, the bright red liquid
ran wet and gl ossy like a butcher's apron.
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Si x

"What have you done?" he whi spered Then shouted: "Lorie!
What have you done?"

She pulled across to the washbasin, |eaving bl oody
footprints on the carpet, and turned both faucets on fullL
Then she spl ashed her face and chest with water and w ped off
the worst of the gore with a fasecloth and a towel.



"Lorie," said Gene, shaking, "Lorie, wll you tell ne

What' s happened?”

"I saved your |life," she said quietly, |ooking av/ay.

"You did what? Lorie, for Christ's sake—-

She turned and stared at him "I saved your |ife by

sl aughtering a sheep. If | hadn't, then it m ght have been
you. "

He couldn't believe it. He was nearly hysterical. "You

went out there tonight, with no clothes on, and you found a
sheep and you killed it and ate it raw?"

She washed off sonme nore of the blood. She seened calm

but quite unrepentant.

"Does it surprise you?" she said. "You knew | waa Ubasti .
You knew that we are lion-people, nmy nother and I. Wiy is it
any worse for us to kill and eat a sheep hi the field than it
is for you to eat a sheep that's been roasted and brought to
t he tabl e?"

"But you said it mght have been ne\ Supposing you hadn't
saved ny |ife? Supposing the lion instinct in you was too

strong?"
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She dried herself, and went to the wardrobe to choose a
new ni ghtdress. "It wasn't, and you were safe. That's aU."

Gene felt a iide of nausea rising in his throat. He set

down the chak he had been hol ding and reached in his pockets
for a cigarette. There was only one left, and it was crunpled
and bent. He straightened it and lit it.

“"Lorie," he said, "you know that this is the end."

She was tying up the ribbons of a floor-lengtli nightdress
in yell ow enbroidered cotton. "You nean you're going to | eave
me?"

"l don't see what else | can do. | can't take any nore of
this. I can't trust you any nore. How can | sleep with you,
knowi ng that you mght turn on ne in, the night and tear out
nmy throat? It's not possible.”

Lone conbed out her hair, the'n switched off the Eght over

t he washbasin mrror. She sat down on the edge of the bed,
and | ooked up at CGene sadly and pen-* sively.-

"You nust hate ne," she said. "You nust think I"'mtotally

| oat hsone. "

"Lorie," he said, "I don't think that. But | can't take

this kind of situation any longer. It frightens the hell out
of me. Don't you understand that?"

"OF course. | know what you nust be feeling. But don't you



see, CGene, that feeding like this is natural, to ne? To ne,
It's just as ordinary and unconplicated as breathing."

He ran his hand through his hair. "Lorie, | can't take it!
There is no way, no way at all, that | can take-Jt. | nean,
how often do you get like this? Is it every eight? O once a
nont h? O what ?"

"l did hope, when we first got married, that you Coul d
help nme," she said softly.

"Hel p you? What do you nean?" 138

"I hoped that it was possible to |l earn how to becone
not hi ng nore extraordinary than your wife. Your ordinary,

American wife. | hoped that you' d understand ne, and that
you' d teach nme. This breed of Ubasti nust conme to an end
somewhere, Gene. It has to die out sonetinme. | hoped that |

was going to be the last."

"You nmean, you and your nother, you're the |ast

| i on- people | eft?"

She nodded. "There may be others, but we've never seen or
heard of them The tribe was cast out of Tell Besta by the
arm es of the pharaohs | ong before Christ was bom | ong

bef ore Moses. They were spread all over the world, but very
few of them survived. Many of themwere killed or captured
because they were nore |ion than human, and sone of them
sinply found it inpossible to adapt to human society. Qur
famly, | suppose, was |ucky. W were nore human than beast,
and we hid ourselves in Europe for hundreds of years. The
lion strain only makes itself apparent through the wonmen of
the famly, and so our nane was al ways changi ng, and we were
difficult to trace. Sonetinmes we invented nanes, |like ny

not her' s mai den nane Masib. That's an anagram for Sinba, the
African word for lion."

"Your father . . . died, didn't he? Mauled to death. Was

it really by bears?" Gene shuddered. "Or was it your nother?"
“"Mother is very traditional,"” whispered Lorie. "She's not

li ke me. She believes in all the old rituals."

"You nean she actually killed your father?"

"l don't know for certain. It is sonething that she never
speaks about. But in the old books of Tell Besta, it is said
that a |ion-wonman nust al ways devour her mate after he has
been of service to her.”

"OF service?" queried Gene. 139

*It depends wiat slie wanted her mate to do for her. |
think that once ny father had brought nmy nother to Anmerica,
and set her up in the kind of lifestyle she wanted, and given



her a daughter, then after that she had no further use for
him™"

Gene finished his cigarette, and ground it out hi the
bedsi de ashtray. He bl ew out snoke.

"And that was what was going to happen to ne? Once |'d

been of service and set you up in Washi ngton, society, you
were going to rip ne apart?"

"Gene," she said intensely, "you don't understand."

“"Maybe | don't. Maybe | don't want to. Maybe all | want to
do is get the hell out of this place. Lorie, can't you see
what you're asking nme to do? You cone honme naked and covered
hi bl ood, and you expect ne to grin and say -hi, dear, have a
nice night?' "

"You said tonight that you | oved ne."

“"Well this norning |'mnot so sure."”

"Gene, | thought you' d-—=*

"You thought 1'd whafl" he yelled. "You thought Pd sit

back and allow nyself to be treated |ike a dumy? Don't you
understand what it took for ne to cone back here after |'d
found out about your body? | |oved you, and | thought that I
coul d persuade you to have yourself changed. But as soon as |
get back, you're out stal king your prey |like sone goddammed
wild beast!"

"CGCene, | want to change. | want to. You're ny only hope."
"You didn't say you wanted to change yesterday. Tm Ubasti

and proud of it," that's what you said. "Honoring and obeying
doesn't include altering ny racial characteristics.' Lorie,
you' re not even goddamed hunman\"

She flinched. For a nonent, her eyes w dened, but 140

then she seened to relax, mate a conscious effort to
restrain the ferocious animal that ran inside her veins.
"Gene," she told him "I love you." He didn't answer.

"I myour wife, Gene, whatever I'mlike. | know you want

nme to change and I will. I'Il go to the plastic surgeon,
Gene, | nean it. |I'lIl have these breasts renoved. And I|'|
never go out again at night. 1'll learn Gene, if you'll help
me. Just help ne, please. Even if you don't |love ne, even if
you think I"ma revolting aninmal, please help nme to shake off
this terrible thing."

He coughed. "That's easy to say with a full belly, isn't

I t? What happens when you get hungry agai n? What happens when
you feel |ike a nmouthful of juicy |led bl ood?"

"CGene, | promse."

"You don't have to. I'"'mleaving. My attorney wi H send you



t he divorce papers.™

She went down on her knees on the carpet. She was crying.
"Get up," he snapped inpatiently. "Crying won't help."
"Ch, Cene, just give nme a chance. Please, Gene, please.”
"I said ge* Hp!!"

At that nonent, tall and forbidding in a |ong white robe,
Ms. Senple appeared at the bedroom door. Her hair was

I mmacul ately brushed and she was even weari ng makeup. She
came sweeping in, and she put her arnms around Lorie's
shoul ders, staring up at Gene with, a cold, distrustful

gl are.

"You' ve upset her," she said, accusingly. "Don't you know
how sensitive she is?"

Gene gave an al nost inperceptible nod. "I also 141

I now how good she is at Junping out of second-fl oor

* Wndows and sl aughtering sheep.™

"She's a Ubasti, you fool!" hissed Ms. Senple. "A living
descendant of one of the proudest and rarest people on earth.
Have you no understanding at all?"

"Oh, | understand all right. |I've read all about the
Ubasti . "
"Then you'll know that you can't treat Lorie |like a comon

housewi fe. Ch, Lorie, don't weep, ma chere. Look at her,
Gene. Can't you see breeding and pride-Wen you have it right
in front of your nose?"

"What pride?" Gene said sinply. "Pride as in 'pride of
lions? ."

"COh, Lorie," said her nother, "don't weep, darling, don't
weep. "

Gene went over to the dressing table and collected his
cufflinks, his conb, and a few bits and pieces from Jus
pockets. In the mrror he could see Ms. Senple watching him
but he deliberately kept his back turned. He wanted to show
her that he wasn't frightened, that he wasn't a hel pl ess
gazelle, even if his heart wag bunping furiously and his
hands wer e shaki ng.

"What are you going to do?" asked Ms. Senple. "Are you
going to | eave this poor girl, desolate and abandoned?"
Gene didn't turn around.

“"Are you going to let her struggle to survive on her own,

a strange and rare creature in a world that hates her? Is

t hat what you're going to do?"

"I'"'l'l see ny attorney tonorrow," Cene said. 'Tm Sure we

can work sonet hing out."



"You' ve deci ded, because she has fits of strange behavi or,
and because she has an appetite for fresh neat; that you
don't love her any nore? Just |ike that?"
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"AD | said was that | can't take this kind of behavior any

nore. |'ve already been bitten- and badly injured once.
Tonight |I. was threatened, and it was only sheer chance that
| wasn't eaten alive. | can cone to terns wth sone of the

physi cal problens, and the whole thing about Lorie's
ancestry, but | can't take the danger of it. Ms. Senple, if
you want to know the whol e. God' s-honest truth, |I'm scared
shitl ess.”

He went to the wardrobe to fetch his valise, and he packed
away the few shirts that he had brought to the Senple

mansi on, along with his socks and ties. Lorie remained
kneeling on the carpet, her hands covering her eyes, and her
not her stayed besi de her, gently stroking her daughter's
hah- .

"Well," said Gene, "I'mafraid that's it."

"You're sure?" said Ms. Senple. "Even if | give) you
guar ant ees?"

"Q@uar ant ees? What guar ant ees?”

"Well," said Ms. Senple, "supposing | guarantee) your
safety, and your peace of mnd."

"How can you do that?"

"At night, we could lock Lorie hi the next room the Snall
room where you stayed before. You could have the key. Al so,
Mat hi eu could I end you his rifle. You could keep it beside
the bed, and if you were ever in any danger from anyone, you
woul d be very well protected.”

"I's that what |ove's turned out to be? A |ocked door and a

| oaded gun?"

Ms. Senple stood up, and took his hand. "Gene, it won't

| ast for long. Once she knows that you're going to stay with
her, and that you're going to help her forget that she's a
Ubasti, she'll slowy get better. Gene, you |ove her. You can
al so rehabilitate her. Make it possible for Lorie to live

i ke a normal human bei ng.

143
Can't you see how dammed she is wi thout your |ove? She
wi |l never |ove another man as nuch as you. Do you want her

to stay like this for the rest of her |ife?"
"Supposi ng she cones in to attack nme one night? Supposi ng
|"m put hi the position of having to shoot her? Then what ?"



"I't won't happen. The gun is sinply for your own peace of
mnd."

"How can you be sure? Wat about your own | ate husband? Is

t hat what happened to hi nf"

"He died hi Canada, CGene. He was maul ed by a bear."

"You nean it | ooked as if he'd been nmauled by a bear."

Ms. Senple rel eased his hand and went back to Lo-rie, who
was now sitting on the edge of the bed, cradling herself in
her arms as if she was col d.

"I know what your suspicions are, Gene, and | know you've
had a bad shock. | can only ask you to forgive us."

Gene licked his lips. He felt uncertain now Walking out

on Lorie would certainly be the safest and easiest thing to
do, but how nmuch of a man would he be if he did that? How
much of a husband? He knew that she coul d possibly be
dangerous, but she had never done anything worse than a wonman
who was spasnodically psychotic. Perhaps with sone help from
Peter Graves, the psychiatrist, he could actually train Lorie
to becone conpletely human. After all, real lions and tigers
had been successfully trained to be docile. Wiy couldn't a
creature that was al ready hal fway human do the sane?

"Pl ease, Gene, don't leave ne," Lorie said, the nelting
sound of her words finally convincing him

"Ckay," he said heavily. "W'll give it one nore try. 144
But this tine, we do it nmy way. We arrange the plastic
surgery. W go to see a qualified psychiatrist. And we nake
sure that the bedroom door stays |ocked and bolted until |
decide that |I'm good and ready to let you out."

He went across to the bed and he held Lorie in his arns.

Next to them with a feline smle, Ms. Senple was al nost
purring with satisfaction.

Peter Graves cane out of his consulting roomand cl osed

t he door behind him He | ooked deeply thoughtful. Gene, who
had been sitting reading tattered copies of Tine nagazi ne,

| ooked up. "Well? What do you think?"

Peter sat down, and rested his chin in his hands. "She's a

strange one, all right," he said, uninfornma-tively. "In fact,
she's one of the strangest ones |'ve ever seen,”
Gene laid down his nagazine. "Listen, Peter, | know that

already. That's why we're here. What | want to know is,
what's wong, and what can you do about it?"

Peter sat back. "Well," he said slowy, "it's not one of

t hose psychoses that you can cure by driving at it with a
bul | dozer. In fact, I'mnot so sure it's a psychosis at allL"



"I'f it's not a psychotic condition, what is it?"

*Tm not too sure. You see, in layman's | anguage, a

psychosis is a disturbance of the personality in which the
subject's relation to reality is seriously inpaired, but h
this case, you wife seens to have a very consistent view of
reality, even though the reality she's tal king about is
somewhat ... unusual ."

"You nmean she's not disturbed?”

"I wouldn't say so, no. You can seek a second opinion if

you like. She's slightly neurotic about her rel a-
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tionship with you, and she feels guilt because she told

you sone |lies, but otherw se she seens as sane as anyone

el se. ™

"What about this unusual reality?"

Pet er shrugged. "It's unusual because, unlike you or I,

she thinks it's perfectly normal to have nore than one pair
of breasts, and to slaughter animals and eat their neat raw.
But there's no suggestion that this attitude is brought about
by a psychotic illness. \Whatever the physiol ogi cal makeup of
her nmentality may be, her brain cells appear to regard such
things with conplete equilibriumand di spassion. Her EEG
readi ng was undi sturbed and regular, and the only tunes when
she becane anxi ous was when we tal ked about you, and how you
felt about her. She's very concerned about pleasing you, you
know. "

"Do you really think she's a |ion-woman?**

Peter pulled a face. "Wio knows? She certainly has sone
sexual characteristics that resenble a lioness, and there is
sonme ingredient in her nental nmakeup that nmekes her behave in
a related manner, but that's about as far as it goes."
"Peter—+ saw her leap froma second-fl oor w ndow, hands
first, like a cat, and she wasn't even hurt."

Peter frowned. "Are you sure you wouldn't like a little
course of analysis yourself?"

"Peter, | swear it."

"Well," said Peter, "I just don't know. Fve never cone
across anything like it I've | ooked up a couple of cases
wher e peopl e have had freaki sh bodi es, and have required
psychoanal ysis, but in nbst of these cases the subjects are
worri ed about the way they | ook and, despite their outward
appearance, are inwardly normal. What strikes ne about your
wife is that she is so ut-
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terly consistent about herself. There isn't a flaw in her
personality anywhere."

"So what can | do? What happens if she turns nasty?"

Peter sighed. "I think the only option open to you is to

go on treating her with |ove and affection, and try to show
her what you want fromher in terns of daily behavior. If she
starts acting ferocious, tell her you disapprove. G adually,
the incentive to play out this lion-woman role wll becone

| ess and less attractive to her."

"What about this predestined future of hers? Did she tell
you anyt hi ng about that?"

"No, she didn't. But she still thinks it's going to

happen. "

Gene scratched the back of his neck. "Any clues what it

m ght be? O when?"

“"None at all. I'"'msorry. She just said that 'Bast

de-jnands it,' whoever Bast m ght be. Soneone you know?"
Gene stood up, feeling tired and depressed. "Yes," he said
quietly. "Soneone | know. "

For the next three weeks, they continued to live at the
Senpl e mansion in a strange ritualistic existence that seened
to take themfarther and farther away from any kind of
reality, CGene's or Lode's. They had all agreed that Merriam
was nore secl uded than Gene's apartnment in Washi ngton, and
that until they were satisfied with Lorie's progress toward
normal cy, they ought to stay away fromthe city at night.
Gene still arrived for work every norning on Pennsyl vani a
Avenue, but Maggi e and even Walter Farlowe noticed that he
was increasingly withdrawn, and there were dark circles under
his eyes, as if he never slept properly. The truth was that
he never did. Every night,
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Gene | ocked his bride of less than a nonth into the small
bedroom next to his, and then | ocked his own door before
stretching hinself out on the zebra-skin, four-poster. He
kept the key to Lorie's door around his neck on a chain, and
al ongside his bed, never far fromhis sleeping hand, lay a
30-30 big gane rifle that had been silently given to him by
Mat hi eu.

Lorie still went to work at the Franco-African Bank, and
gquite often they net during the day for lunch or coffee. She
seened nore conposed these days, although she was soneti nes
I nexplicably distant and renote and seened to have her m nd
on sonet hing far away and | ong ago. CGene frequently had to



repeat hinself several tines before she answered his

questi ons.

In the evening, if they weren't attendi ng a Washi ngton

party or if Gene wasn't working too late, the ritual was

al ways the sane. They dined by candlelight, with Ms. Senple
usual | y dom nating the conversation with her nenoirs of Egypt
and the Soudan, and then they listened to nusic or watched
television and eventually retired to bed. Gene kissed Lorie
goodni ght at her bedroom door, then closed it and turned the
key. He always tested it to nake sure it was | ocked properly.
He al ways call ed, "Goodnight, Lorie. Sleep well,"” through the
door. And he always |listened for an answer, even though an
answer never cane.

Later, he would lie ia bed, staring sleeplessly at the
canopy above him and wonder if he could hear her breathing,
or scratching at the door. In the norning, around seven, he
woul d rise fromhis hours of unconfortable dozing, and go to
rel ease her from her noctun-ral prison. She was al ways
smling, always beautiful, always gentle, and as the days
went by and the nenory of his first horrific nights with her
began to fade away, the reality of |ocking her up becane in-
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creasingly hard for himto support. Only a nervous

I nstinct deep inside himkept himtrue to his nightly
charade; that, and the etching of Smth's gazelle.

Lori e never nentioned her inprisonnment and appeared to

accept it as calmy and rationally as she had accepted the
fact of her own lion-1ike body. But this very cal mess nade
it nore difficult for Gene to comrunicate with her. He began
to think that she would stay like this for ever, content to
live a curious half-life as soneone who was not conpletely
ani mal and not conpletely human.

She was booked into the private clinic of the plastic
surgeon, Dr. E. Beiderneyer; and, again, she appeared to take
the idea of forthcom ng surgery placidly and quietly.
Whenever Gene tried to talk about it, and reassure her that
everything would be fine, she would sinply smle and say "I
know," as if she was aware of sonmething in the air that was
going to change everything. Ms. Senple, too, seened to share
Lorie's unknown secret, and by the end of the third week,
Gene felt that he was the only man on a sinking ship who
didn't know that the hull had sprung a | eak.

One Thursday night, as he took her up to her bedroom for

t he usual | ocking-up, he said, "Sone day soon, you're going



to forget what Ubasti ever neant. | can feel it.
"Do you think I wl[|?"

"You will if you want to. Do you really want to?"

She | ooked across at himwth a slightly regretful
expression. Behind her, the light fromthe stained-glass
wi ndow seeped dimy down the w de staircase.

"Sonmetinmes | don't know "

He pushed open the bedroom door for her. "If you want to
stay the way you are, |I'mnot going to force
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you, Lone. But | can't renmain your husband if you do."

She smled at himwanly. "Maybe we ought to take the next
step now," she said. "Maybe it could help ine change ny
mnd."

"What next step?"

"Maybe you ought to invite ne into your bedroom It's what
husbands and w ves do, you know. "

He sai d not hing.

"CGene," she told him touching his arm "we can't get any
place if we carry on like this. | don't mnd it, | don't mnd
you |l ocking ne in. | know how you feel. But bur narriage
isn't even a nmarriage yet, not properly, and how can we ever
make it one if we don't try?"

He turned away, enbarrassed.

"You | oved ne enough to stay with ne, and try to nake it

wor k," she said. "Couldn't you show ne how you love ne with
your body?"

He | ooked back at her, and tried to read what she was
thinking in her eyes. They were as green and inpenetrable as
al ways.

"I'f I let you in,
t hat you won't—=
"No," she said, "you haven't."

He | ooked down at the key in his hand. Did it really nean
the difference between survival and death, or was he going
t hrough this whol e absurd business- to satisfy his own
exagger at ed neuroses? After all, Lorie hadn't tried to kill
hi m before, when they were sharing the four-poster bed. A
she'd done was go out and sl aughter a sheep. And, as she'd
poi nted out herself, what nade roasting that sheep and
serving it up on a plate any nore noral than eating it raw?
He was still standing there, undecided and hesitant, 150
when Mat hi eu cane trudging up the stairs, stony-faced and
silent. He saw them hi the corridor, and paused.

he said hoarsely, "I have no guarantees



"Goodni ght, Mathieu," Lorie said, hi a way that was an
obvi ous di sm ssal. But Mathieu stayed where he was, his

scarred hand on the banistair rail, and nade no attenpt to
go.
"Well, Cene," said Lorie, with a quick smle, "perhaps

sonme ot her night."

Gene | ooked at her questioningly, and then at WMathieu.

VWhat ever silent communi on had taken place between them it
had persuaded Lorie pretty pronptly to change her m nd about
visiting his bedroom She kissed hima fleeting goodnight,
and then went inside and cl osed her own door. Mathieu watched
as Gene put the key hi the lock and turned it. Then,
apparently satisfied, he continued on his way down the

| andi ng.

“Mat hieu,"” called Gene. The nmute stopped, his broad back

as inpassive as his face.

“Mat hi eu, is sonething going to happen here? Sonething I
don't know about ?"

Mat hi eu didn't nove. CGene couldn't be sure if ha was

taking his tinme in answering, or waiting to be asked
somet hi ng el se.

He wal ked around and faced the chauffeur, |ooking as
intently as he could into those bl ank, suspicious eyes. <e
"You warned nme once, didn't you?" he asked him "Wen you
menti oned Smth's gazelle, that was a warning. But that isn't
everything, is it? There's sonething nore. There's sonething
nore to do with Bast"

"Bast ?" croaked the nmute, squeezing the word fromhis

| arynx. Then he shook his head. But he reached out and held
Gene's wist, and said, in the sanme ghostly whisper, "Sons of
Bast... sons..."

"Sons of Bast? What do you nean?" » 151

Mat Meu tried to breathe out sone ewords', but liis vocal
strength was gone. Instead, in a grotesque attenpt to

expl ain, he dragged back his face with his hands into a

hi deous mask, and bared his teeth. CGene recofled, and said,
"That's the sons of Bast? That's What they |ook Iike?"

Mat Meu nodded. He was about to try and explain further,

when they heard the clicking of heels on the "wooden
staircase. It was Ms. Senple, comng up to bed. Mathieu
waved his hands as if he were wiping the images of his

dunmb- show out of the air, and went equickly off into the

dar kness.

Gene was still standing there when Ms. Senpl e appeared.



"Hell o, Gene," she said, in her contralto voice. "Is Lorie
hi bed now?"

He nodded. "Tucked in and | ocked up."

She cane over and |l aid her hand synpathetically on his
shoul der. He snelled that nusky aroma of hers, and he coul d
even feel her sharp fingernails through his shirt. Her eyes
tw nkled just |ike her circular dianond earrings.

"You nmustn't worry, you know," she purred. "Quite soon,

everything will be wonderful. You'd be surprised how nuch a
Ubasti worman respects her nmate."

He ran his hand tiredly through his hair. "Well, | | ope

so, Ms. Senple. To tell you the truth, | don't know how much

nore of this I can stand.™

"You | ove her, don't you? And you know that she | oves

you?"

"Sure."

"Well, let that be your guiding |ight, Gene. Let that

i nspire you in those dark nonents when you doubt yourself."
He | ooked at her hard. He couldn't quite make up 152

his m nd whet her she was speaking sfncerety or .not. But

her face was as passive and serious, and he decided that she
nmust be.

"All right, Ms. Senple," he said softly. "H try."

The next norning The Washi ngton Post carried a small story

at the foot of the front page whose headline read: "Dead Boy
Attacked by Tigers?" CGene picked it up off his desk and read
through it quickly. "Police suspect that nine-year-old Andrew
Kahn, whose nutil ated corpse was di scovered yesterday by

dr ai nage wor knen, was attacked and killed by a | arge,
predatory beast, like a tiger. Their theory, which they admt
Is 'atrifle difficult to credit,' has cone after an

I nt ensi ve autopsy on young Andrew s body. Al though ful
details are being withheld, it is understood that he was

al nost unrecogni zabl e when found, and that nuch of his body
was mssing, as if consunmed or strewn about by a wild animal.
There are no reports of any creatures of the size of a tiger
m ssing fromany public or private nenageries."

Gene |l aid the paper down. Then, his face white, he went to
the nmen's room and vomted his breakfast into the basin.

Di nner that evening was tense and sol enrm. Mat hi eu brought
bow s of steak soup, and the three of themsat in the
flickering light of the candles, their eyes watchful and
alert. Lorie was wearing her |ow cut gown again but her

not her was dressed hi a formal high-necked dress with a caneo



pinned to the collar.
Si ppi ng her soup, Ms. Senple said, "W're all alittle
qui et tonight."

Lori e gave an uneasy grin. "It's Gene. He's been |ost 153
I n sone dark reverie of his own ever since he got back
hone. Haven't you, Gene?" * . "What?"

"There you are,"” said Lorie, "You haven't even been

i stening!"

"I msorry," Gene apol ogi zed. "I was sonepl ace el se."

"Anywhere interesting?" asked Ms. Senple, raising a
beautifully plucked eyebrow.

Gene laid down his spoon. "It depends where you consi der
Interesting. As a matter of fact, | find abandoned drains
just outside of Merriampretty interesting.”

Lorie glanced at her nother. Ms. Senple said: "Abandoned
drai ns? What ever are you tal ki ng about ?"

*1 guess you could say that |I'm being hysterical. It's not
so difficult when you're tired, and under a constant strain.
But the whole thing seened too nmuch of a coincidence, you
know? A round peg fitted neatly into a round hole.™

"Gene, dear, | do think you' ve been overworking," Ms.
Senpl e sai d.

"Have I ?" retorted Gene. "Or is it you, and nmy new ywed
wi f e? Maybe you' ve been overwor ki ng?"

"l really don't know what you're tal king about,"” said
Lorie, hotly. "You' ve been in a terrible nood all evening,
and now you're talking in ridiculous riddles. Wiy don't you
make sense?"

"You didn't see the paper this norning?" asked Gene.

"Why shoul d | ?"

"You didn't see the television, either?"

"Well, no, as a matter of fact, | didn't"

Gene pushed away his plate of soup and stood up. He wal ked
around the table until he was standing just

154

behind Ms. Senpte, so that if she wanted to | ook at him
she had to twi st unconfortably around in her chair.

"I'n the paper this norning they reported that the body of
a nine-year-old boy had been found in a drain near Merriam
The police said that he | ooked as if he'd been eaten by wld
animals. Tigers, they said. Sonething of that size."

Lorie frowed. "Cene," she said, "You' re not suggesting

t hat —

"What el se am | suppose to suggest? What ot her concl usion



can | possibly cone to?"

"Are you trying to tell nme that Lorie killed a child? Is
that it?" Ms. Senple said.

“I"'mnot telling you. |'m asking you. The facts are-there
in the paper, and |I'm aski ng you."

"And supposi ng she says no?"

"Then | guess I'Il have to believe her. But I won't find
It easy."

"So you really think she could have done it?" asked Ms.
Senpl e.

"I don't know. Perhaps she ought to tell ne for herself."
Ms. Senple stood up, too.

"I'f the answer is not no, if the answer is yes, then what

did you propose to do about it?"

"I think that's one of those bridges we'll have to cross
when we cone to it."

"Gene," said Ms. Senple, in that vibrant contralto of

hers, "you nust renenber that Lorie is your wife. You owe her
your |l ove, and your trust. You can't treat her like a
crimnal We've all agreed to give in to your little whins,
and |l et you lock her in her roomat night, but if we're going
to have to put up with hysterical accusations every tune
there's an itemin the newspaper
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t hat sounds as though there were lions, or tigers, or any
other kind of wild beast involved, then all | can say is that

you had better think again about your nmarriage, and perhaps
decide to end it"

"Ms. Senmple, you know | don't want to do that," GCene
retorted. "Not until we've seen how Lorie makes out. Maybe,
after the plastic surgery—=

Ms. Senple sniffed disdainfully. "You' re such an

Anerican! All* that matters to you is outward appearances! As
|l ong as Lorie |looks like the kind of girl you want to be
married to, then everything is perfect. But while she still
has the body of a Ubasti, you persecute her, just as every
Ubasti has been persecuted for thousands of years. And now
you cone out with this preposterous story about a boy who was
killed by tigers. Does ft nmake sense? Real | y?"

"Gene, you nust learn to trust nme. Please."” Lorie said.

Gene | ooked at Ms. Senple, and then at Lorie. He | owered

his eyes, and said in a hoarse and stubborn whisper, "I don't
know what to believe any nore, Lorie, and | don't know who to
trust | think the best thing I can do right nowis | eave.



Then you won't have the burden of ny suspicions any | onger,
and you won't have to put up wth ny neurotic behavior. You
can live your |ife the way you want to, whether you want to
live like a lion or live like a human being. |I've tried to
hel p you Lorie, and | can't It's beyond ny capabilities."
Lorie laid down her napkin, pushed back her chair, and

came around the table. She held out her hands for Gene, and
her face was, so loving and synpathetic that he could hardly
| ook at her.

"Gene," she said softly, "don't you realize how nuch

| ove you? How nmuch | need you?"
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He didn't answer.

"Don't you realize that the .nmonment T first saw you at

Henry Ness's party | knew you were perfect, that you were
just what |1'd al ways been | ooking for?"

"Lorie," he said tiredly, "the strain is just getting too
much for nme. | know you |love nme, and | know that you need ne.
But I'mnot sure | can carry that |oad any | onger. Not when
my ..trust in you is constantly being put to the test."

"Do you want to believe that Lorie killed that boy?" Ms.
Senpl e asked.

Gene went to the table and poured hinself a glass a w ne.
"No, | don't,"” he replied, in a husky voice. "It's the | ast
thing in the world | want to believe."

"Then don't," Ms. Senple said. "It's as sinple as that."
Gene drank alnost the entire glass of wine in three gul ps,
and wi ped his nouth with the back of his hand. "Lorie," he
said, "I'd like to hear that fromyou."

"Hear what, Cene?"

"That you didn't kill him That you went out that night

and killed a sheep, nothing but a dunb sheep."”

Lorie reached out and began to stroke the side of Gene's
brushed-back hair, staring al nost absent-mndedly into a

di stance that he could only guess at. Even though Gene felt
so denoralized and exhausted, he couldn't deny that she was
still warm and sensual and extravagantly beautiful, and there
was sonet hi ng about her that still stirred him Mybe he was
drawn toward her by the very friglit which she aroused hi
him nmaybe he was transfixed, |ike a snowshoe rabbit, by the
hypnotic glare of a lynx. O maybe he did, after all, really
| ove her and want their marriage to work in spite of every
hazard and terror it held for him
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"You really think that newspaper story could be true?"
asked Lorie sinply.

He reached up and held her wist. "Way don't you tell ne
it's not true instead of asking nme? Way don't you just cone
straight out and tell nme?"

"Because you have to trust ne," said Lorie. "Ybtt |lave to

trust ny love for you or it's no good at all. Even if | had
kill ed soneone, ewould that nmake you Stop trusting ny | ove?"
“"Well, | don't know. | guess not."

*' Then what does it matter whether | killed that boy or
not ?"
Gene spl ashed hinsel f another glass of wine. "Lorie, I

don't know what to say. | don't know what to tell _ you. |
can't deny that | stffl feel, | don't know, you caa call it
what ever you |ike. Suspicious, mstrustful, frightened.
Cowardly. | just don't know where to go from here."

"Gene," Ms. Senple said, "yon and Lorie are at the
crossroads now. You can go further, and explore your |ove,
and overcone all your fears. Or you can continue to treat
Lori with suspicion and alarm and not get anywhere at all.
You have to believe her, Gene, and how can you believe in her
if every nmention of wild animals in the newspapers i S going
to strain your relationship to the breaking point? How can
you make a marriage work if every night there is a | ocked
door between you, even after that | ocked door is no | onger
necessary?"

"Ms. Senmple, | hate to rem nd you, but you suggested the

| ocked door in the first place.”

"OF course | did. But it wasn't to keep Lorie inprisoned.

| trust her. The door was |ocked to nmake you feel nore
sucure, so that you would stay and get to know Lorie better.
There was a long, difficult silence. Then Gene said,
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"Ms. Senple, are you saying that Lorie doesn't need to be

| ocked in? That .if | ask her, she won't go out nights any
nor e?"

Ms. Senple nodded. "It's all a question of trust.**
"But before, that night when she went out, she said she'd
had to kill that sheep to save nrjr life, so that she'd

woul dn't be tenpted to tear ne to shreds.”

"CGene, just as you are adapting to Lorie, Lorie is
adapting to you. And anyway, things have changed."

"What do you nean, changed?"

Ms. Senple |ooked at himw th her green, |anbent; eyes.



"Stay for one nore week. G ve Lorie seven nore days. Then
you'l | discover just how nuch things have changed."

Gene turned to Lorie. "Are you trying to tell me you' ve

| ost you appetite for raw fl esh? You don't need fresh bl ood
any nore? |Is that it? Are you really adapting that nuch?"
"Trust ne, CGene," Lorie said. "I beg you."

Gene attenpted a grin. He was feeling as fragnented and
unreal as a smashed mrror. "How about that?" He said
uneasily. "I conme home full of terrible accusations, and we
end up cl oser than ever."

"The Ubasti are used to terrible accusations, CGene," Ms.
Senpl e said. "They are al so anong the fiercest and strongest
| overs that the world has ever known. Perhaps |love is

nouri shed by persecution.™

Gene paused, his eyes on the table. He knew that he didn't
have to stay. But if he didn't, what was he going to do? He
had i nvested so nuch effort and stam na into making their
relationship work that leaving it now was just as grisly a
prospect as carrying on. If it did work, if they did nmake \t
together, what a-rare and fantastic couple they could be! He
could think of her now, nmking her entrance at Washi ngton
society parties on his
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arm in her |lowcut gown and her glittering di anonds.

That's Gene Keiller, the up-and-com ng young State Depart nent
executive, and that's the gorgeous and nysterious |ion-I|ady
he managed to tane.

In the polished wax of the table, his own face peered
Wearily up at him He took a deep breath.

"All right, *Ms. Senple,"” he said. "I'll stay, at |east

for a week."

Lorie smled, with obvious relief and said, "Thank you,

Gene. | won't let you down."
He took her hand, and gently squeezed it. "I guess you're
right about trust. |I've got to learn to believe in you."

"Don't rush it," said Ms. Senple. "Keep Lorie's door

| ocked as" |ong as you want. The night that you |l eave it
open, then we'll know that you' ve conme to us trustingly, and
that you really want to be a nenber of the famly."

Gene lit a cigarette, and didn't see the quick, intensive

gl ance that passed between not her and daughter. Nor did he
see Mathieu standing- silently at the door, watching them al
through a half-inch crack wwth his usual stony face.

He was exhausted that night, and they went to bed early.



On the landing he gave Lorie a parting kiss before |ocking

t he door, and stood there holding her hand for a few nonents,
trying to shape the words in his mnd that would tell her he
still loved her, that she still turned himon, but that

sonmepl ace deep at the back of his mnd was the instinctive
fear that once he relaxed his guard, sonething would go w ong
and she would attack him

"You nmust think I'mthe nost suspicious bastard on. God's
earth,” he told her.
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She shook her head. "I don't think that."

"Well, I would if | were you. | don't know how you've
stood this relationship so long."

"I"ve told you, Gene. | need you."

He | eaned back agai nst the oak paneling of the corridor
and rubbed his eyes. "Terrific husband | turned out to be."
She put her arm around his shoul der and ki ssed him Then
she held himvery close, staring into his eyes.

"You' ve been wonderful, Gene. Most nen woul d have left by
now. "

"I still don't... trust you, though, do I?"

"You will."

He ki ssed her back. She still kept her lips closed, but

ler 1ips were soft and noi st enough to arouse him

"That change your nother was tal king about. Do you. know
what she neans?"

Lone nodded.

"And you can't tell nme what it is?l*

“Not yet. The tune isn't right yet"

"Soon. "

She nodded again. "Very soon, darling. Sooner than you

t hi nk. "

He fell asleep quickly, and dreamed of lions and tf-gers
and ferocious jaws that snapped at his heels. He was
desperately trying to run away froma huge beast that | oped
after him tearing at his Il egs and his ankles. Then he was
bei ng snothered by a suffocating pelt of fur, and he was
choki ng. He woke up, sweating and shaking, and it was still
only two hi the norning.

He sat up in bed. The bedroom was very dark. The w ndow
was open and a rainy wind was naeking if shudder and rattle.
He clinbed out of bed and padded
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on bare feet across to the basin to poor hinself a gl ass



of water.

Qut si de sonmewhere, he thought he could hear a door or

wi ndow bangi ng. When he'd gul ped down the water, and dabbed
his mouth on a towel, he wal ked across to the w ndow and put
his head out, to see if he could see where it was.

The night was storny black and the trees around the house
chanped |i ke ghostly horses. Leaves were tossed over the old
rooftops of the Senple mansion, and the chi meys how ed and
noaned hi vibrant com'plaint at the w nd

In the darkness, Gene was sure that he could see sonething
pal e and | arge noving on the wall that cane out from beside
his bedroom at right angles. He squinted into the rain and
the wind, trying to make out what it was. The shape was at

| east thirty or forty feet up the wall, on a narrow | edge
that couldn't have been nore than six niches wide. One nmnute
he could see it noving in a pattern of the shadows, and the
next it was gone altogether. He stayed at the w ndow for
three or four mnutes, but the rain was getting heavier, and
he didn't see anything el se.

He cl osed the wi ndow and turned back into the room In the
darkness, there was a disturbed frown on his face. Supposing,
j ust supposing, that shape had been Lorie? Supposing she had
betrayed his trust, had gone out at night again, on the prow
for fresh bl ood?

He coul d go check her room But how much would that betray
his trust? If he was ever going to believe her, he would have
to accept her word.

For half an hour, while the rain | ashed agai nst the

wi ndows of his room he paced up and down, trying to persuade
hi nsel f that he had enough faith in Lorie not to go next
door. But all the tune he knew tnat he had
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to know for sure. |If she was going to take on the nenaci ng
formof a lioness, and go out nights, he had to know.

He picked up the 30-30 big-gane rifle from besi de the bed,
and clicked a round into the chanber. Then, wapped in his
bat hr obe, he quietly opened the door of his room and peered
out into the dark corridor. The old house creaked in the

wi nd, and that w ndow was still bangi ng somewhere, bangi ng
and banging with no one to close it

He stepped out into the corridor, holding the rifle under

his arm Softly, he trod the two or three paces to Lorie's
door. He stood there hesitantly for a nonent, but he coul dn't
back down now. He |ifted the key that hung round his neck on



a chain, and with infinite care and qui etness, he inserted it
into the |ock.

The | ock | evers clicked and he waited, holding his breath

to hear if there was any sound fromw thin Lorie's room

He put his left hand on the doorknob, and turned it Then

he sl owly pushed the door inward, and strained his eyes to

di stingui sh her bed, and her, if she was there, La the gl oom
It was too dark to distinguish anything. He waited a

little | onger, and then he stepped stealthily into the
bedroom his rifle raised and one hand out hi front of himto
prevent him from bunping into any chairs or tables.

He circled the end of Lorie's bed, and cane up close to

the pillow. He |eaned forward, and she was there all right,
with her tawny hair spread out on the |inen, and her eyes

cl osed. She was breathing regularly and deeply, and her hand
was raised to her parted |ips as innocently as a sl eeping
chi | d.

Carefully, cautiously, he backtracked out of the 163

room closed the door behind him and relocked it. He

stood in the corridor for a while, listening to the noises of
t he house, and then he went back to his bedroom

The shape he had seen on the wall was probably nothing

nore than the shadow of a tree, waving in the wind. After
all, nothing human could perch on a six-inch | edge forty feet
above the ground and di sappear with such grace and ease. And
I f Lone was safely asleep hi her bed ...

Gene felt a little ashanmed, but he was also glad that he'd
checked. From now on, he knew that he could begin to trust
Lone and build up sonething between themthat wasn't strained
by fear and mstrust. He still felt concern about that night
she had cone back snothered hi bl ood, but he told hinself
that any aberration could be overcone,, any psychosis cal ned,
and that if he gave his trust to Lorie with enough
conviction, he could | ead her out of the fierce and unnatural
life she had been living up until now, and into peace and
sanity.

He was so rel axed when he returned to bed that he drifted

off into sleep alnost at once and didn't hear the shuffling
and bunpi ng that disturbed the house an hour or so later. It
sounded |i ke sonethi ng being dragged upstairs, step by step,
| i ke a sack, or mattress, or a dying boy.

164

Seven

That week was nenorable in Washington'for two reasons. The



first was a man arrested for trying to run across the Wite
House [ awns with what appeared to be a gun, but was |ater

di scovered to be a piece of Kentucky fried chicken. He had
told the police, "I just wanted to share ny lunch with the
President. He said he wanted to be a people's President
didn't he?"

The second was the annual visit fromthe Ronero Traveling
Crcus, which cane a week early because of a cancel ation at
Silver Spring, Mryl and.

It was still strangely warmfor the tine of year, and when
Gene drove down the freeway on his way to work he kept the
driving wi ndow of his car open. The big top was pitched out
by the cloverleaf not far fromthe Merriain turnoff, and Gene
could see the flags and the sideshows and the ani nal cages,
and catch a waft of that distinctive snell of sawdust and
cotton-candy and lions' urine.

At the office, Maggie knew that sonmething had subtly

altered in Gene's relationship to Lorie, and she tried to be
nore synpat hetic and supportive. She had gone back hone and
cried .the night that Gene had married Lorie, but now she saw
herself as a friend and advisor to help himthrough the hard
times of rehabilitating Lorie to live a conpletely hunman

exi stence. She was al ways there when he was anxi ous or

di sturbed, and she
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coul d sense his nobods and worries as soon as he wal ked

into the office door.

Today, he seened in pretty good hunor.

"Are you going to see the circus?" she asked, collecting

his conpleted reports fromhis OUT-tray.

"Who needs to see a circus when they work for Henry Ness?"
asked Gene.

"It's aterrific show You ought to go. Take Lone.**

Gene lit his first cigarette of the norning. "I can't Bay
that |'ve ever liked circuses. | didn't even |ike them when |
was a kid. Al those el ephants holding on to each other's
tails. It's |like a Denocratic convention."

Maggi e | aughed. "Do you want sone coffee?"

“I'"d prefer sone hel p.**

"Hel p? What hel p do you want? You | ook |ike you' ve got
everything pretty well sewn up these days."

Gene | eaned back hi his chair. "Well, things are a | ot
happier with Lorie. | nean, we're really beginning to relate
to each other now W're starting to build up our trust. Wth



any luck, once she's undergone that plastic surgery, well be
over the worst of it."

"But what ?"

"I didn't say "but' anything."

"Yes, but the "but' was inplied. You're happier with

Lorie, you' re looking forward to the plastic surgery, you're
settling down in Dracula Castle, but."

Gene grinned. "If 1'd have married you, | wouldn't have
gotten away with anything. Al right, 1'Il tell you what it
is. It's this whole Ubasti thing, right? It's obviously very
i nportant to Lorie, and even nore inportant to her nother,
but they won't talk about it. It's Iike a secret between
them and I'mnot included. | get sone vague hints about the
| i on- peopl e now and again, but that's not enough. Yet | think
if | knew sonet hi ng
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about the Ubasti, what they really are, | mght be able to
relate to Lorie a |lot closer.”

Maggi e shrugged. "I think you' d be doing yourself a favor

If you et well enough alone for now. If Lorie doesn't want
to tell you, then maybe she finds it too traumatic. You're
going to have to build up your relationship absolutely firm
before you can start poking around with the real sensitive
stuff.”

Gene stood up and stretched. "I don't know. | just get the
feeling that everybody hi the household knows sonething that
| don't. It's |ike the chauffeur, Mathieu. He cornered ne
upstairs a couple of days ago and started trying to tell ne
about the sons of Bast, whoever the hell they are. But as
soon as Madane arrived, he was off."

Maggi e supped coffee. "I think you're letting your

| magi nation run away with you."

"You donH live there."

"Ch, conme on, Gene, the whole thing with Lorie Is genetic.
It's nothing to do with nonsters or beast-people or reptiles
fromtwenty thousand fathons. It's just sone genetic accident
that a little bit of commpbn sense can easily overcone You' ve
tried psychiatry, and you're about to try surgery. \Wat nore
can you possibly do?"

Gene | ooked thoughtful. "I don't know. There's a tension
around the place, |like sonething's going to happen, and |
can't work out what it is."

"Gene, of course there's tension. There's bound to be. But
don't you see that once your problens with .Lorie are al



wor ked out, all that tension is going to fade away? You can't
expect to get over this thing in five mnutes."

"Well, no," said Gene. "I guess not."

He sat down again and frowned at his snoldering i2 167
cigarette as if the ribboning snoke could give hima clue

to his future happiness.

"Look," said Maggie, "if it makes you feel any better, why

don't you award ne a couple hours off, and I'll go down to
the specialist anthropological library and see what | can
find you?"

*"You don't have to."

"I know | don't have to. But I'd. |like to. Anything to

make you realize that Lorie is a beautiful girl with a slight
genetic problem that the Senple famly are not the Miunsters,
and that it's tinme you stopped worrying. Henry Ness has
noticed you're worried, you know. He keeps wondering if

you' ve done sonething awful you don't want to tell him Iike
sell the Panama Canal to-Fidel Castro."

Gene checked his watch. "Okay, Maggie. Two, naybe three
hours. See if you can get back here by three."

"Fine," said Maggie, finishing her coffee. "And Gene?"
"Yes?"

"Renmenber | |oved you once, and | probably still do, and

the thing | want for you.nore than anything else is

happi ness. "

Gene gave her .a reassuring grin. "Thanks, Maggie, You're
the next best thing .to a guardi an angel ."

At five that evening, Maggie still hadn't returned from

the library, and Henry Ness was calling an urgent policy
meeting on the twelfth floor. Gene left a note on Maggie's
typewiter to phone him.at honme, and then collected his
files and papers together and went upstairs. Walter Farl owe
was outside the conference room sucking on a dead pipe and
| ooking irritated.

"What's up?" asked Gene. 168

Farlowe sniffed. "Areal dilly. The press hasn't got to it
yet, but sonme mani ac's ki dnapped the son of the French
Anbassador . "

"You' re kidding! You nean today?"

"Last night | guess. The cops are keeping the whole thing
shut down tight It |ooks like they're expecting sone kind of
political ransom note or sonething. Henry's going out of his
mnd."

"Jesus, |I'mnot surprised. Do they know who did it yet?".



"Not as far as | know. It seens |ike they haven't heard
anything yet. But Henry thinks it's got sonething to do with
his Mddle East initiative. He thinks they're going to put
the squeeze on himto lay off the Arabs, on pain of the kid's
deat h. "

-At that nonent, the doors of the conference roomwere
opened, and they were invited hi. Henry Ness was al ready
there, along with a dark-suited FBI man, and representatives
fromthe French Enbassy and the Cl A

“Now, gentlenen," said Henry Ness, "let's consider what

this kidnap's going to nean."”

They tal ked for three hours, going around and around

Henry's defensive neuroses about his M ddl e East di scussions,
but as the room grew bl uer and snokier, and the State

Depart ment executives grew wearier and | ess inspirational,
and as the police reported that there was still no news from
t he ki dnappers, the discussions gradually ground to a halt As
Henry was expoundi ng his personal theories about the crine
for the fifteenth tine, the tel ephone by Gene's el bow began
to ring. "Excuse ne sir," he said, and picked it up.
"Keiller."

"Darling, this is Lorie.**

"Oh, hi. Listen, honey, I'mright in the mddle of it. 169
We have the Secretary here and we're struck for a couple

of hours at |east.”

"Well, that's okay, the circus doesn't start until
nine-thirty."

"Circus? What do you nean?"

"It's a surprise. | managed to book us two tickets for

toni ght's performance."

He reached for his cigarettes across the table. "Lo-rie, |
hate to tell you this, but | don't flunk I really want to
go."

"But this one sounds so good, darling. Everybody says they
have wonderful trapeze artists.”

Gene lit his cigarette and rubbed the back of his neck in
suppressed exasperation. "Lorie, after spending five . hours

hi conference, | nust tell you that the last thing | want to
do is goto a circus. Now, will you do ne a favor and take
the tickets back?"

"Ch, Cene.”

“I'"'msorry, honey, but |I'mtoo bushed. **

"Oh, Gene, | was so |ooking forward to it,**

"Wel'l, maybe sone other night."



"Al'l the other nights are booked. Anyway, tonight's

speci al . "

"What's special about it?"

"It just is."

Gene could see Henry Ness glaring at himin very thinly

di sgui sed di sapproval. This was supposed to be the new

get -up-and-go adm nistration, and calls fromhone in the

m ddl e of crisis policy neetings were not exactly encouraged.
In Henry's view, an executive was married to his desk, and
any man who went hone to his wife nore than a couple of tunes
a week was al nost a bigamist, or at the very |east an

adul terer.

"I have to go," said Gene, "I'min the mddle of a
meeting."
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"Oh, please say yes."

"Listen, I'lIl catch you |ater. W can discuss it then."

"I love you, CGene. Please say yes."
Henry Ness let out a runbling cough. Gene smrked in
enbarrassnent. "All right, Lorie," he said. "Ckay. W'll go.

Come around to the office at nine. Now |isten, | have to hang
up. "

"Ch, Cene, you're beautiful. | adore you so much.™

"Yes, well, ne too. Goodbye now. "

Gene laid the receiver down, and turned back to the

meeting with an earnest face, as if he'd just taken a cal
fromCastro's foreign minister, or the British Prine

M ni ster.

“Not donestic trouble, | hope, CGene?" Henry Ness asked.

"Oh no, sir. Far fromit."

"Good. You peopl e make enough of a ness of things abroad,

W t hout doing the sane at hone."

Everybody | aughed | oud hyena | aughs, and then they got

back to the ki dnapping.

The circus didn't finish until nearly a quarter of

m dni ght, and Gene was tired and irritable as they wal ked
across the field to the parking lot, through discarded
popcorn boxes and hal f-chewed pizzas. The lights in the tents
and si deshows were going out, and the clowns and bareback
riders were going back to their trailers to shower, drink a
bottl e of beer, and watch | ate-night tel evision.

Gene' s raincoat collar was turned up against the chill of

t he Novenber evening, but his tiredness made himfeel cold
and shivery. They had been late for the circus because of a



snarl-up on the freeway, and thea they had found that their
reserved seats had been conmmandeered by an i nmovabl e redneck
in a plaid | unber
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j acket and his five, fat children. Tn the end, they had
spent two unconfortable, hours on a wooden form way back
anong the coughi ng and sneezing kids and the senil e senior
citizens, and everything that had happened in the ring had
been, invariably inaudible and usually invisible.

Lorie, though, hi her long fur coat, seemed particularly

gl owi ng and happy; he supposed that if going to the ckcus did
this much to please her, it was a small price to pay. He
reached in his pocket and di scovered he was out of
cigarettes.

"Gene," said Lorie, "I'"'mso excited."

"Excited? What's to be excited about?"

"Oh, everything. Everything's just so exciting.”

"You could have fooled ne. All | saw was sone fat | adies

on horses and a guy getting hinself shot a couple of feet in
the air out of a cannon.

Lorie tugged his armso that he stopped wal ki ng, and she

| ooked up at himw th sparkling eyes.

"CGene, let's go look at the lions."

"The lions? |Is that a very good i dea?"

"Gene, they were beautiful. Did you see how beautiful they
wer e?"

"Well, sure. They were okay."

"Ckay! They were beautiful That big male with that

fantastic mane. Did you see his face? He's so virile, and

W se-| ooki ng, but he | ooks strong and fierce too."

"Lorie, I'msorry, but Tmjust not a connoi sseur of

lions."

"You married nme."

"Sure, but, look, |I don't think this is a very good idea,
that's all. I think the best thing we can do is-get back to

the car and .go hone."

Lorie | eaned forward and kissed him Her lips felt 172
warmin the chfll breeze, and he could snell that

di stinctive aroma that always clung around her. "Pl ease,
Gene. They're just around the corner." He | ooked at her, and
she was so lovely that all he-could do was snmle and say,
"Al'l right. A quick couple of mnutes. And maybe you can
poi nt out sone of their finer features to an amateur

i on-1 over who doesn't know a mane froma fl oornop."



She ki ssed himagain. "You re perfect," she whispered.

"You just don't know how perfect you are."

They wal ked around the clowns' trailers, past the el ephant
encl osure until they reached the row of cages where the |lions
and tigers were kept. It was dark here now, because the
generators had been switched off for the night, and the grass
rustled in the wwnd. Fromthe gl oomof the cages, Cene heard
the scratch of claws of wooden floors, and the deep grow i ng
purr of great carnivorous beasts as they slept.

Lorie was pulling himby the hand, and as they cane nearer
to the cage at the end of the |ine where the huge nale |ion
was kept, she seened to tug himalong faster and faster, as
I f she could hardly wait to get there.

Finally, they stood in front of the lion's cage. Lying in
the center of the boarded floor, his shaggy head lifted, the
| i on wat ched them approach. His slanted eyes cl osed then

wi dened again, then watched themsteadily and with total
cruel confidence as they admred himfrom beyond his bars.
"There," breathed Lorie. "Isn't he beautiful? Isn't he

j ust magni fi cent ?"

Gene squinted into the cage. "He | ooks fine to ne. Yes,

he's pretty good-| ooking."

"COh, he's nore than good-1ooking," said Lorie, in a

hushed, enthralled voice that he had never heard her
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use before. "He's like a king. He's |ike a god. Look at

t hose muscl es. Look at that gorgeous fur. Look at those

cl aws. "

Gene coughed. "I don't know. He seens pretty mangy round

the edges. Do you know what | nean?"

Lorie hardly seened to listen. "He's been caged up,

haven't you, ny fine brutal darling? He's been |ocked up for

so long. Do you know how rmuch a beautiful lion |ike that
wei ghs?"

"Two hundred pounds? Conme on, Lorie. It's cold. W ought
to be going."

The lion growl ed, and shook its head. Lorie enbraced

herself hi her arnms, and cl osed her eyes.

"Lorie," said Gene, irritably. "It's tine we left. |

haven't eaten anything all day, except for that | ousy hotdog,
and |'m about as cold as a polar bear's pickax.?

Lorie's eyes stayed closed, and she snoothed the fur. on

her sleeves as if she was caressing herself. The |ion grow ed
again, and lowered its massive head on to its paws.



"Lone," said Gene. "WII| you please say goodbye to your
friend and cone honme?"

Lorie gradual |y opened her eyes and turned around. **You
can't nock him you know," she whispered. "He may be | ocked
up in a cage, but you can't nock him He is too magnificent
for that."

"Look, Tm not nocking him Wat should I want to nock him
for? I'"mjust asking you to cone al ong hone."

"Wait Just one nonent*

She stepped right up to the bars of the cage. The lion

wat ched her closely, squeezing its eyes open and shut in
narrow slits. Gene was about to warn her about standing so
close to the bars, but sonething inside him
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said no, she knows what she's doi ng. She knows exactly

what she'* doi ng.

The lion |ifted its head again, and then stood tip. It was

a powerful and fully grown nmale, dull and out of condition
because of its life in a cage but still coursing with nuscles
and rippling with strength. It had a deep, nusky snell about
it.

Slowy, its tail swinging, the |ion paced up to the bars
where Lorie stood. It pulled back its lips in a slight snarl,
and grow ed again, but Lorie stayed where she was. Finally,
the beast cane right up to her, and sniffed at=her
tentatively, clawing the floor with its pads. Lorie stood
there for a nonent, tense and upright, and then she took one
step back and bowed. A deep, sweeping bow, alnost to the

gr pund.

"Lorie," Gene said, sharply.

She finished her bow and stood straight again. "He's
wonderful ," she said. "I have to show himthat | consider him
superb. | have to make ny obei sance. "

"Obei sance? To a goddamm lion? Lorie, for Christ's sake."
Lorie stiffened. "You' re forgetung' sonething, Gene.**

*Tin not forgetting anything. | just don't want you making
curtseys to any mangy animals, -that's all."

Lorie was about to say sonething, but she- contained

herself. "All right, Gene," she said quietly, "Tin sorry. But
don't forget that I'mhalf lion nyself. This beast is ny kin,
as well as a beautiful beast”

"Lorie, I know that. Don't you think. |'ve had ny nose
rubbed in that for a nonth? But you prom sed ne that you'd



try and forget about the lion part of your personality, and
relate yourself to human things, to human ideals. This .
king of the jungle . . . well, he may be terrific as fat as
lions go, but | don't want you naking bows in front of him
Do you get that? He's an

175

animal, and we're humans, and that nmakes us superior to
him It's nothing to do with kinship. It's a fact of natural
hi story."

Lorie turned back and | ooked at the lion. She shook her
head slowly and the Iion growl ed and settled itself down

agai n.
"Do you understand what |'m sayi ng?" asked Cene.
"Yes," said Lorie, "I understand.™

"But you don't agree with ne?"

"Do you want ne to?"

"I can't force you. But I'd rather you did."

Lorie took his arm and they wal ked away fromthe rows of

| ion cages and back over the rough grass toward the parking
lot. On the cloverleaf, the ceaseless traffic runbled and
roared, and brake lights blinked red through the frosty

ni ght .

"CGene," said Lorie, "you won't ever think that | don't

| ove you, will you? You won't ever think that what | feel for
you i s fal se?"

"Why shoul d | think that?"

She st opped, and suddenly held himclose. "You shoul dn't
ever think it, because it will never be true. | |ove you nore
than you'll ever understand.”

He gently kissed her soft hair, and nuzzl ed agai nst her.

He wi shed he didn't feel so tired.

"As long as you |love ne nore than you |love lions," he said
qui etly.

She rai sed her head, and | ooked at him "There is an
expression in the old Ubasti |anguage,” she said. "It is
hakhi mal farikka, and it neans 'the two |oves in the one

| ove." One day you will understand what that neans, and how
strong a love it is."

He ki ssed her again. "You |learn sonething every day," he
said gently. "Conme on, let's get hone."
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At one In the norning, just before he was ready to switch
off his bedroom | anp and go to sl eep, he renenbered Maggi e.
He picked up the phone by his bed and dialed her .nunber. It



rang fifteen or sixteea tines before she answered, and she
sounded sl eepy.

"Hal l 0," she nunbl ed.

"Tmsorry," Cene said. 'l woke you again."

"I's that you, Gene?"

"Listen, | can call back in the norning."'*

"No, no," she said quickly. "Don't do that. Just give ne a
second to wake up."

He picked at his teeth with a match. After they'd cone

home fromthe circus, he had nmade hinself a cold beef
sandwi ch, with pickles, and there were shreds stuck in his
gunms. "Are you all right? You sound kind of strange."
"I'mfine," she said, "but I went down to that library

today and | found all kinds of weird stuff."”

"Can't it wait until the norning?"

"Well, it could. But there's sonme things here | think you
ought to know. Hold on a nonent Here they are. | found them
in areally crusty old book called Forbidden Religions of the
Nile. There's a whole chapter on the Ubasti, although
soneone's torn the illustrations out. The |ibrarian reckons

t hey were saucy or sone:-thing."

Gene coughed. "Does it say anything new? Anything we don't
know al r eady?"

"Well, there's a bit here that really worried ne," said
Maggie. "It goes on about Tell Besta, and the worship of the
| i on-god Bast, and sone of the rituals, Wiich were positively
sickening, but there!? this bit that says sonethi ng about
their marriages.”

"Can you read it?"

"Sure. It says: 'According to the strict command of 177

t he Lion-God Bast, the wonen of the cult were charged with
protecting the species of Ubasti for ever and ever. They were
to do this by mating alternately by generations with |ions
and with humans. In other words, if a Ubasti wonman mated with
a lion, her daughter would be obliged to mate with a man, and
so forth, alternately, thus keeping the strength of this
curious m xed race strong, both lion and human."”

Gene |listened. "That doesn't nake sense,"” he said.

"Why not ?"

“"Well, Lorie's nother married Jean Senple, who was a hunan
being, and Lorie's married ne, and |I'ma human bei ng, too."
"You haven't slept with her yet, though, have you? She's

not your nate."

"Wel'l, no, but as soon as she's recovered fromtho plastic



surgery—

"Wait, CGene. Just listen to what it says here. After al
this busi ness about carrying on the line by alternately
mating with lions and humans, it says this: 'The Ubasti
ritual of mating is conplex and always carried out strictly
according to the divine instructions |aid down by the G eat
Lion-God Bast. If a wonman is to mate with a man, then she
must offer the man noney and jewels, and sacrifice alion in
his nane. But if a wonman is to mate with a lion, then she
nmust offer to the lion, as his sacrifice, a man."

"Maggi e—= interrupted GCene.

"Wait, there's nore. Listen to this. 'After a woman has
mated with a man, she nust preserve the secrecy of her
descent and of what has happened by silencing himforever.
This is usually done by the lion-wonan biting off his
tongue. " "

Gene was silent. He could hear Maggi e breathing on the

ot her end of the phone. He scratched his forehead
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carefully; but inside his mnd his thoughts were

pl umreti ng down a thousand mles of enpty uncertainty.

"Are you sure about this?" he asked hoarsely.

“I't's in the book. And the book is cross-quoted in,

several other books that are very respectable and

di sti ngui shed. "

He let out a long breath. "Do you think it's true?" he
asked her. "Or do you think that it's just a | egend?"

"I don't know, Cene. I'msorry. | wish | did. | sinply

t hought you ought to know. "

"Maggie," he said quietly, "we went to the circus today."

"1 thought you hated circuses."

"I do, but Lorie insisted. After it was aH over, she took
me around to see the lions."

" And?"

He couldn't say it. He couldn't teH even Maggi e- What was

on his mnd. But if, as the legend said, it was Lorie's turn
to mate with a lion, then the lion was there, waiting for
her. And if the words of the book were really true, then she
hadn't married Gene for love, or for anything to do with
affection or trust or respect. She had deliberately enticed
him wooed him and married him so that she could offer him
as bait to her real intended nate. Perhaps that was what
Mat hi eu had really nmeant by "Smth's gazelle." Gene Keiller
was Lorie Senple's wedding gift to the beast that was going



to father her children.

He |l aid the phone down nunbly in his lap. So nmuch of it
fitted together, so logically, that he felt as if the world
had been ki cked away from under his feet. Maybe Lorie had
genui nely loved himat the beginning, and that was why she
had tried to discourage himso nuch. She had known what woul d

happen if they fell in love and married. She had known, even
nore surely
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t hen she knew that she |oved him that she would have to
surrender himup as a sacrifice.

In his own blind persistence, he had actually fought his

way into the trap. As soon as Ms. Senple had seen him

nei ther he nor Lorie had stood a chance of not getting

marri ed. She had caj ol ed and encouraged Gene to go out with
Lorie, and as Lorie's nother and elder in the religion of the
Li on- God Bast, she had presumably found it easy to conmand
Lorie to go along with the inevitable ritual.

Between them Lorie and her nother had done everything

they could to keep himat the Senple mansion, and to prepare
himfor the role he was finally going to have to play. Mybe
Lorie's hunt for blood on the night after their weddi ng had
been a m stake, but he could see now how snmoothly Ms. Senple
had lulled hini into believing that it was all an unfortunate
| apse, and that Lorie would soon "get better."

She woul d never "get better." She was a daughter of the
Ubasti, and like all the daughters of the Ubasti, she was
comritted to the sacred and ancient m ssion of preserving the
race of the Lion-God Bast. It would be easier to try to
"rehabilitate"” a dedicated Moslem or a devout Catholic.
"Gene?" said Maggie. "Cene, are you there?"

"Yes, Maggie. |'mhere."

"Gene, are you thinknmg what |'ve been thinking? | nean,

didn't like to say it, but—=

He coughed. "I don't know, Maggie. It just seens to fit,
that's all. It just seens to answer all the questions.”

"I'f it's true, CGene, you ought to get out of there.

mean, quick."

"And what if it isn't?"

"Gene, if they're going to offer you up to sone lion, then

| don't think you really have the tine to quibble.”
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"But what if it tsrft frue? Wiat if it's sone hoary old

| egend? If | wal k out of here now, I'mgoing to |lose Lorie



for good. Things are strained enough as it is."
Maggi e was silent for a nonent. "Wy don't you go find
Mat hi eu, and ask hi n?"

" Mat hi eu?"

"You renenber what he told you about the sons of Bast.
Well, doesn't it seemlogical that-that's what the sons of
Bast are? They're |lions, Gene. Actual lions."

"But why shoul d—=

He stopped hinself. He frowned. "Maggie," he said, "read
that bit again. That bit about preserving the secrecy of the
| i on- peopl e. "

Maggi e shuffl ed papers, and then read: "'After a wonan has
mated with a man, she nust preserve the secrecy of her
descent and of what has happened by silencing himfor ever.
This is usually done by the ion-woman biting off his
tongue. " "

Gene |listened, and then nodded. "It nakes sense, doesn't
1t?" he said quietly.

"What did you say?"

"It all fits. Mathieu isn't Mathieu at all. He's Lorie's
father. Can you get ne a photograph of Jean Senple fromthe
newspaper norgue first thing tonorrow? If it isn't Mathieu,
then I don't know who the hell it is.”

"But if he knows about the |ion-people, if they actually
bit off his tongue, surely he would have tried to escape?"
"Maybe he would," said Gene. "But on the other hand, naybe
he wouldn't. What's a nmute di pl omat going to do to keep

hi msel f in business? Maybe it was easier to stay at the house

and have Lorie's nothef | ook after him Mybe he still |oves
her. | think the best thing | can do is go find himand ask
himfor nyself."
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"Gene," said Maggie "worriedly, "do you have a gun there?"
"Sure. | have a 30-30 big-gane rifle."

"Well, please take care. | neanit. Call nme if you need
help, and 1'Il get round there right away."

"I think I can manage. Can you try to stay by tho phone?"
"Surely. Let nme know when you've tal ked to Mathieu."

“I wll. And, well, thanks) Maggie. That's all | can say."
"Don't say anything, Gene. Just stay alive."

He lifted the rifle out fromunder the bed and nade sure

it was | oaded. It was a quarter after one now, and the house
was very quiet and dark. Yesterday's wi nd had blown itself
out, and the night seened suspended in stillness and sil ence.



Only the haunted cry of ows in the woods di sturbed the sleep
of the Senple estate and its shadowy house; and only Gene's
taut ened breat hing di sturbed the absolute tension of his

bedr oom

He dressed in a roll-neck sweater and dark gray sl acks.

Then he took the rifle in his right hand and went softly to
the door. He opened it, and it creaked. The | andi ng outside
was deserted and darKk.

He knew that WMathieu slept downstairs somepl ace, but he
didn't know exactly where. Treading as lightly as he coul d,
he tiptoed along the landing until he reached the head of the
stairs. Behind him the stained gl ass w ndow washed pal e
colored light into the gl oomof the house. He waited, and

| i stened, but there was no sound at all.

Keepi ng his hand on the banister rail, he stepped slowy
downstairs. The hallway was so dark that he had to wait at
the foot of the stairs so that his eyes
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could gradually grow accustoned to the shadows. Wen he

was ready, he wal ked across to the kitchen door and pushed it
open. He was pretty sure that. Mathieu had a roomthat cane
of f the scullery sonepl ace.

The kitchen door squeaked, and he held his breath for

thirty seconds waiting to hear if he had awakened anyone.
Lorie he didn't m nd about. He knew she was asl eep and | ocked
in. But it was Ms. Senple who was. the unknown factor. |If
the | egends that Maggi e had read to hi mwere grounded
anywhere in fact, Ms. Senple was a powerful and dom nent
figure in this household, and she was dedicated to the
preservation of her species. That didn't nake for a friendly
opponent, or any tol erance about snoopi ng around the bouse in
t he dark.

The house was still quiet, so he wal ked softly across et he
kitchen to the scullery door. It was a few inches ajar, and
he pushed it a little further open with the nuzzle of his
rifle. Beyond the door, it was totally dark, and he would
have to make his way by feel.

Wth one hand raised to protect hinmself fromcolliding

Wi th unseen furniture, and the rifle held upright in the

ot her hand, Gene shuffled gently toward the left side of the
scul l ery, where he guessed that Mathieu' s roomwas. He paused
every now and then to listen, but it seened that everything
was still quiet.

He was just about to put his hand on the doorknob of



Mat hi eu' s room when he thought he heard a slight scuffling
noi se. He froze, and tensed. Silence. H& reached out again
for the doorknob, and then something hit hima bruising blow
across the neck, sonething as hard and violent as a bar of
iron. He fell against the wall, |lost his balance, and crashed
to the
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floor. Hs rifle was twsted out of iis hand and skated
across the scullery.

A heavy body dropped on top of him and a callused hand

was cl anped over his nmouth. He twisted around and tried to
get away, but his assailant was far too powerful for him
"Don't nove," croaked a deep, aspirate voice. "Don't nove

once, | break your neck."

Gene lay still. The back of his head had hit the tiled
floor of the scullery, and it was al nost blinding himwth
pai n.

He munbl ed, "Monsieur Senple?" There was a | ong sil ence.
Then the heavy body was eased off him and the hand taken
away fromhis face.

"You know nme?" said the wheezing, hollow voice. "You know
me?"

Gene lifted hinself up on one el bow and gently touched the
brui se at the back of his head.

"l guessed,"” he said quietly. "Based on ant hropol ogi cal

evi dence. "

"You know about Ubasti ?"

“Not until tonight. My secretary's been doi ng sone

research for ne in the specialist anthropological library.
She dug up all the stuff about breeding by alternate
generations."

"Smth's gazelle," croaked M Senple. "That's right," said
Gene. "Smth's gazelle. Tonight 1 worked out who the gazelle
was and what | was here for."

M Senpl e reached out a hand and hel ped Gene to his feet
"You nust cone into ny room" he said hoarsely. "W nust not
wake the | adies."”

He pushed open the door next to the scullery, and ushered
Gene into a snmall bed-sitting room There was a single,
untidy bed with a red bedspread, a | ong,
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makeshi ft shelf of books, and two threadbare arnthairs.

The room was heated by a tiny electric fire with a tarnished
reflector, and the only other confort was a hotplate where M



Senpl e could apparently brew coffee and tea. The walls were
hung with dozens of framed phot ographs of French officers in
Tuni s and Al geria, photographs of Ms. Senple, and pictures
of Lorie when she was a baby.

"Sit down," invited M Senple. "I amsorry | hit you. |

have to protect nyself."

Gene sat down. "Do you have any cigarettes?"

“I'f you don't mnd Gaul oises. |'mallowed one hundred a
week. "

Gene took a French cigarette out of the blue pack that M
Senpl e offered him and soon the roomwas clouded with the
pungent snell of tabac. M Senple sat down opposite and
crossed his legs. He was still as inpassive and hard-faced as
usual , but for the first tinme Gene noticed that his

| npassi veness seened to reflect his internal thoughtful ness
and sel f-secrecy, rather than an aggressive attitude toward
the worl d around him

"You speak well," said CGene. "Did you teach yoursel f?"

M Senpl e nodded. "After the she-lion bit out ny tongue,
could not speak at all for nonths. But | read in Tine
magazi ne about nmen who had their [arynx renoved, and how t hey
| earned to speak again, and | taught nyself. It is hard
effort, of course, and I do not let those she-lions know t hat

| can do it very much. One day, | will need to speak by
surprise.”

"You surprised ne."

"The feeling is mutual, M. Keiller. | thoueht you were

going to go to your fate |like an obedi ent gazelle."

"You knew what they had in m nd?"

"OF course."
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"Then why didn't you fell nme tefore?”

"I tried to give you clues. But they are al ways

ewat chi ng, those she-ions. If they knew that we have
spoken, they will tear ne to pieces.”

"What about the police?"

"M. Keiller, I wiwsh to survive. | amafraid thaf ny
feelings about you were that if you were foolish enough to
wal k into this lair with your eyes open, and wait for your
sacrificial death without a murmur, then that was your own
affair.”

It took M Senple a long tinme to say this, and he lad to
pause for rest in between sentences, but Cene

*was anmazed at the clarity of his curious organ-pipe



voi ce. He nust have spent hours and hours every night,
training his voice by do-it-yourself speech therapy. There
wer e several books on diction and voice training on his

shel f.

"M Senple," he said, "can you try and tell nme that's

going on here? Can you try and tell nme what Lorie and Ms.
Senpl e are actual |y doi ng?"

M Senple |lit a cigarette for hinself. "They are not doing
anyt hi ng they consider out of the ordinary. They are sinply
carrying on the Iine of the Lion-CGod Bast."

"But how can they persuade a lion to ... how can

sthey get it to mate?"

M Senple's face renai ned expressionless. "There is a
ritual, which is always observed. It dates back to the days
of Tell Besta, which | presunme you know about When Raneses
cast out the worshippers of the Lion-God Bast fromthe Upper
Nile, and cursed themforever in the name of Horus> the

wor shi ppers swore that they would continue the |line of

| i on- peopl e for ever nore. The nane of Bast woul d never die.
And, sure enough, after all these centuries, it has not."
The Frenchman paused for breath; and to puff at his 186
cigarette. "Wien it is the generation of the |ion-mating,
when it is tinme for a girl to have intercourse with a lion,

t hey go through the sanme procedure. The girl herself goes out
and selects a choice human tidbit for the lion's sacrificial
gift. It is inportant that this gift is a virile and
intelligent male, and that is why Lorie went to the party—+to
choose soneone. You, regrettably, chose yourself; and it was
a pity because Lorie actually liked you, and in a very short
time, grewto |love you. She did not want the sacrifice to be
you. But you, very stubbornly, seened determned to offer
yourself up to Bast. Once ny wife had seen you, she

consi dered you perfect, and that is why they have done so
much to keep you here.”

"What about the night that Lorie went out and killed that
sheep? Surely that was a risk. That al nost put nme off her
once and for all."

"I't is sonething that happens," wheezed M Senple. "They
cannot help it. As the lion-mating draws cl oser, the |ioness
Within themgrows irresistibly stronger, and they prow
around at night like real lions. They cannot prow by day
because they are cursed by the sun-god Horus, and if they did
so they would die. A few weeks before the |ion-mating, the
Ubasti girl goes out and anoints herself, in preparation,



with the blood of a first-born child. That is done to prove
to herself that she is enough of a |ioness at heart, and that
the strain of the lion-people flows strongly enough in her
veins." "You nean..."

"There was no sheep. Your suspicions were quite right. She
went out that night, mauled a young boy to death, and
devoured him™

Gene dropped his eyes. "Ch, Christ," he said quietly. "And
to think | believed her."

M Senple shrugged. "It was not your fault. You 187

had good faith and trust in your wife. | am her father,
remenber, M. Keiller, and | knew that if only she were
normal, she woul d have an exenpl ary husband in you."

Gene drew deep at his cigarette. "Thank you, M Senple. |
only wish | could say that was a consol ation."

M Senple stood up, and wal ked across to the photographs

on the wall. "This is ny wife on the day we were narri ed.
Isn't she beautiful? If only I had Vhown ewhat was to cone."
"M Senple, the other night, |I thought | saw a kind of

| don't know, shape , . . leaving the house in the dark. |
couldn't be sure. | checked up on Lorie, and she was still in
her room"

M. Senple nodded. "That was ny wife. As a |ion-priestess,
she is duty-bound to tenpt the lion to mate with her
daughter. One tenptation is you, of course, the main
sacrifice. You wll be offered to the lion after mating, and
the lion will devour you. You and the lion will then be in
what they call a state of hakhimal jarikka, 'two [oves in
one.' But of course the |lion has to be tenpted to the mating
pl ace, too, and this is done by finding a boy-child and

ri ppi ng hi mopen alive, so that his blood and entrails can be
dragged as a trail along the ground to the mating-pl ace."
Gene frowned. "You nean, another boy has been killed?"

M Senpl e nodded. "Last night He was the son of the French
Anbassador. My wife, of course, knows the French Enbassy

well, and all who live and work there. It was a sinple matter
for her to steal the boy at night."

"I can't believe it. | sinply can't believe it. Are you
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telling me that the boy was dragged out of his bed by Ms.
Senple and killed. Just to nmake a trail!"

"You don't have to believe it," said M Senple. "But |

t hought you woul d have seen enough by now to convi nce you
that it is true. These are the she-lions of Ubasti/M.



Keiller. They are the nost terrible creatures on this earth,
and al ways have been, since the days of Raneses and all the
phar aohs. "

Gene crushed out his Gauloise. "But if you knew this, why
didn't you try to do sonething? Anythi ng?"

M Senmple sat down on the end of his bed. He pulled at the
fraying tassels of his bed-cover. "Perhaps you wll think I

ama coward. Yes, | am | have learned to keep nyself qui et
and do what | amtold. It is the only way in which | can
survive. | cannot escape this place. If | tried to get away

even once, the she-lions would find nme, and they woul d tear
me to shreds.”

"You'd rather let two young kids die than—=

M Senple raised his head. "You don't have to rem nd ne of
how ashaned | feel, M. Keiller. There are tinmes when | could
cut ny throat for shanme. But the Ubasti bring nothing but
deat h wherever they go. It was |like in Canada, when anot her
man di ed because of ne. A vagrant from Vancouver. My wife
dressed himin ny clothes, and then ripped himapart so that
he was unrecogni zable. She later said the body was m ne, and
that was how | 'died.' The Ubasti are col d-bl ooded, M.
Keiller, and your choice is either to die |like a sheep or
survive like a rat”

"You' ve got guns, for Christ's sake. Wy the hell don't

you pick up that big-gane rifle and bl ow their heads off?"

M Senple grunted in anusenent. "Quns, M. Keiller, but no

| i ve amrunition. They gave you that 30-30
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to make you feel secure. That's all. The rounds are

bl ank. "

Gene stood up, and brushed ash fromhis clothes. "M
Sanple," he said, "I'"mgetting out of here right now. I'm

| eaving. And the first thing |'"mgoing to do Wen | get out
is call the police."

"I cannot let you," said M Senple, wth no expression.
"You'll have to try and stop ne."

"I can stop you. | aman expert in kravmaga. | was trained
by the Israelis in the Mddle East."

"M Senple, you don't understand. If | call the cops, *we
can get you out of here, and have Lorie and your "W fe put
away. "

M Senmpl e shook his head. "You Anericans are aU fhe sane.
Cops and robbers! You don't understand the; carnage that
woul d happen. And what about ne, anyway? | amas nuch to



bl ame for those boys' death as they are. Wat do they call
It? Accessory to nurder. | am an accessory."

"M Senple, |I'mgoing."

"Don't try, M. Keffler. You will only die a wirse death.
Better to let it happen easily and quickly. They will catch
you | ong before you reach the gates. And anyway, the |ion
wll be on his way, too, fromthe circus."

Gene paused. "Lion?" he said, uneasily.

"That is correct. Last night, ny wife dragged the trai
fromthe circus to the house. Tonight is the chosen night for
the lion-mating. It has to be early, you see, because the
circus changed its plans."

Gene suddenly renenbered Ms. Senple at dinner. ''Stay for
one nore week," she had said. "G ve Lorie seven nore days.
Then you' || discover just how nuch things have changed. "
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"In that case, the sooner | get out of this place, the
better."

He opened the door. For a nonent, M Senple sat on the end

of his bed notionless, but as Gene tried to step through the
door, he | ashed out with astonishing-swiftness with his right
| eg and sl amred the door shut.,

Gene backed off. He clenched his fists and assuned fhe
boxi ng pose they had taught himat school. -M Senple noved
cautiously around him watching himw th eyes that didn't
even give away the fact that he was alive.

"Conme on, M Senple," said Gene. "You and ne together, we
can beat them Wy fight between oursel ves?"

M «Senpl e shook his head. "Because you are no jnatch for
alion, that is why. | know where the odds are stacked. | am
sorry, M. Keiller, but you cannot go."

Gene ducked forward but M Senple hit hima fl at-handed

chop on the side of the head that nade his ears ling. He

st aggered, but managed to stay on his feef, and dodged behind
one of the arnthairs. They were both panting now, and they
feinted and weaved, their eyes fixed on each other, their
muscl es tense.

Wth a fast-noving heave, CGene pushed the arnthair forward
into M Senple's shins, and then threw hinsel f agai nst the
back of it with all his weight. M Senple was forced back for
a nmonent, and that nonment was enough for Gene to whip open

t he door and dive into the darkness of the scullery.

M Senple tossed the arncthair aside as if it weighed as
little as a pillow, and he cane hurtling after Gene so fast



that Gene hardly had tune to turn around and face himin the
confines of the tiny room
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"You make a m stake," panted M Senple. "You cannot
escape. | amsorry, but no way."

He | ashed out a kick that hit Gene right in the stomach.
Gene fol ded up, w nded and hurt, and pitched on his shoul der
to the floor. He | anded al nost on top of the rifle.

“"Now, then, M. Keiller, please get up," said M Senple.

"Pl ease make it easy. Any nore noise will waken the
she-lions."

Gene knelt there, gasping to get sone air back in his

| ungs. Then his hand touched the rifle in the darkness. He
reached for the trigger, and then paused for a few seconds,
still fighting for breath, until he could sense that M
Senpl e had rel axed.

He was going to have to be quick. Incredibly quick. He was
going to have to do this so fast and accurate that M Senple
woul dn't even realize what was happeni ng.

He counted—+ive, four, three, two, one—and then he bunched
his nmuscles and swng the rifle up to M Senple's face, so
that the nuzzle was only an inch away fromhis eyes. He
pul l ed the trigger.

It was only a blank, but there was a blast of powder and
cardboard packing that blinded M Senple in a deafening
report. The Frenchman fell backwards with a hoarse scream
and lay twitching on the floor with his hands over his eyes.
" Aaaahhhhhh, mes yeux, mes yeux .,. ecu secours, NeS Yyeux
Gene dropped the rifle with a noisy clatter and pushed his
way out of the scullery. He knewit was wong to | eave M
Senple like that, but his she-lions would find himsoon
enough. Ri ght now, the nost urgent priority was to get out of
the Senple estate as fast as possible.
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He ran through the kitchen, and banged open the door into
the hallway with both hands. The front door was only three
steps away on his right. Three bolts, one heavy | ock, and
then he would be free. He sl ammed the kitchen door behind him
and hurried across the tiled floor.

The first bolt shot back easily. The second was a little
nore stiff. But it was while he was westling to free it that
he t hought he heard sonething behind him A runbling noise,

| ow and nenacing. A scratching of long nails on bare wood.



He turned around. A few yards away, the stairs rose

upwar ds towards the stained-glass w ndow. Hal fway down the
stairs, lithe, terrifying and pale in the gloom and naked
and pal e and, poised on all fours |ike the |ion-people they
were, he saw Lorie and Ms. Senple. Their tawny hair was
wild, and their eyes were as glinting and cold as the |lion he
had seen at the circus. Their "lips were pulled back in a
snarl of surprise and Vicious anger.

Step by step, they |oped head-first down the stairs, and
padded across the hallway toward him grow ing and tossing
their heads. Their teeth were yellow and curved and sharp,
and he knew then that there was nothing human or forgiving
about them.at all.
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He banged back the second and third bolts and turned the

key in a split-second surge of fear and adrenalin. The
she-1ions saw what he was doing. Lorie bounded toward him
faster, and then | aunched herself into a snarling |eap.

Gene rolled hinself to one side, and Lorie |anded heavily

on the floor like a cat, her nails scratching and sliding on
the tiles. Gene wenched open the door, and pushed his way
out into the night, tearing his sweater on the doorkey. He
cl osed his eyes and ran away fromthe house, up the gravel
drive, faster than he'd ever run before.

He heard the | oping sound of the two Ubasti wonen behi nd
him as they ran easily and swftly in pursuit The gates were
still a hundred and fifty yards away, and he knew that he
wasn't going to make it. They were too strong and too fast,
and they were bred to kill.

Hi s | egs punped up and down, and the breath hit his |ungs

I n scorching gasps. The oak trees al ong the driveway joggl ed
past his vision like a blur of cinema v6rit£. Ahead of him
as he rounded the corner hi the drive, he could see the tal

i ron gates, and he hoped and prayed to God that there was
some way to get them open

It wasn't |ong, though, before he saw a pal e shape
flickering al ongside of himbehind the rows of oaks,
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One of the she-lions had caught up, and was running | evel.
She woul d only have to cut across now, and his escape woul d
be diverted, and closed off. Not far behind him he heard the
ot her one's bare hands and feet beating out a four-I|egged
rhythmon the gravel, and he could hear the beast-woman's
breath com ng cl oser and cl oser.



Desperately, he tried to run through the |ong grass and

t hrough the oaks and nake his way toward the place, where he
had scaled the wall in his first search for Lorie. Perhaps,
with a shadow of |uck, the rope he had used would still be
there. He knew that he couldn't run for very nmuch | onger, and
I f he m scal cul ated, and reached the wall at the wong point,
he was going to be finished.

He | eaped and j unped through tangles of briars and
tree-roots, and ran and ran across the open lawns. To his

| eft, the pale shape of the she-lion was still al nost |evel,
and now he could see the other one running to his right. They
were hunting himdown in just the way that |ionesses hunt
zebra and antelope in the African, bush. Wiile he was trying
to get away fromthem by cal culating the best place to go,

t hey were.tracking himdown by instinct.

He knew that he wasn't going fo make the wall. He was
heaving for breath, and his | egs were | eaden and stunbling
and didn't seemto cooperate at all. The | awn he was running
across went upward in a long gentle slope, a very gentle

sl ope, but enough to drag himto a standstill. He was
staggering by the time he got anywhere near the trees, and
the die-lions were running in faster and faster to catch him
There was a sound |ike paws boundi ng through | eaves. He
lifted his armto protect hinself. Then Lone | eaped at him
fromthe left, and her wei ght dropped
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him straight to the I eafy ground, rolling himover and

pi nni ng hi m hel pl essly agai nst the roots of a tree.

He closed his eyes. He waited for the jaws to bite into

him He could hear Lorie panting and slavering saliva, and he
could feel the pressure of her body on top of him and there
was that rank lion-1ike snell around.

Tentatively, he opened his eyes and | ooked up. Lorie saw

him and shifted away. She crouched a little way off,

wat ching hi mw th her beautiful and animal face, and purring
deeply. Her nother canme running through the trees and joi ned
her, and together they sat staring at him so renote and

| eonine that it was hard for himto think that they had ever
been people. He had danced with this girl, taken her to
parties, talked with her, |aughed with her, and yet here she
was, naked and wild in a Novenber wood, guarding himwth a
hostil e stare and bared teeth.

@Quarding him that's what they were doing. He understood

that now. They weren't going to kill himbecause he was their



prize sacrifice, their human offering to the godly son of
Bast who was soon going to arrive to mate with Lorie. They
woul d never dare to devour him He was Lorie's chance to
beconme a proud nother in the tradition of the Ubasti descent.
Gene lifted hinself up a little. "Lorie?" he said, in a
coaxi ng voice. "Can you hear ne?"

Lorie tossed her head Iike a lion tossing away irritating
flies, and said nothing.

"Listen, Lorie," said Gene, "you have to believe that you
can't do this. The cops are on their way. | promni se you that.
| called the cops just now and they're comng. |If they catch
you, Lorie, you're going to go to prison for a long, |ong
time. No |ion-babies for you, Lorie. If you don't let ne free

now, they'll |ock you up

196

and they'll take your baby away from you, and proba* bly
drown it."

Lorie bared her teeth again, but he wasn't at all sure if
she' d understood. He sat up a few inches nore, and both
she-lions snarl ed together and noved threateningly toward
him He raised his hands to show that he wasn't going to take
any nore |iberties, and they retreated.

Gene tried to make hinself as confortable as he could. The
son of Bast, the lion fromthe circus, nust be expected soon,
ot herw se they woul dn't be waiting here so patiently. He
wondered how the [ion was going to get out of its cage. Mybe
Ms. Senple had already fixed the |ock or maybe the beast was
just going to burst its way straight through the wooden

wal ls. He Wshed he had a cigarette. Even nen condemmed to
hang can have a | ast cigarette.

It. was cold and still out in the grounds of the Senple
estate, but neither of the two |ion-wonen seened to feel
chilled. They sat quietly and placidly side by side, their
heads lifted to catch any sound of Lorie's approaching mate.
“"Loriei" urged CGene, for a second tinme. "Let ne go, Lorie.
That's all you have to do. Gve ne a half-hour start. | won't
tell a soul about you and your nother, | prom se. You can
have your lion w thout ne, can't you? Wy involve ne?"

Lorie stared at himwith her green, |Intense eyes, but she
still didn't answer. Ms. Senple twitched her head uneasily,
as if she was worried that the lion fromthe circus woul dn't
show. It had to be touch and go for a beast like that to
break out of its cage and run through the suburbs oi Merriam
W t hout being spotted by police or circus fol k. Gene squinted



down at his watch and saw it was al nost two.
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By two-thirty, he was stiff and cranped. The ni ght sky was
cl oudi ng over, and a soft breeze was rising. Gene started to
cough, and tried to shift hinself yet again on the bony
tree-roots, but Ms. Senple turned to himand bared her fangs
so threateningly that he frpze, and stayed where he was.
Then they heard it. The soft, heavy sound of an ani nal

| eapi ng over the wall. The quick running of paws through

| eaves. Lorie stiffened, and turned her head, and Ms. Senple
rose up on to her hands and feet, and started pacing in a
nervous figure-of-eight.

There was a runbling roar. Gene twi sted his head around,

and there it was. The magnificent son of Bast It | ooked even
bigger than it had in the cage, and it cane stal ki ng across
toward themwith pride and dignity and a rippling novenent

t hat spoke of unstoppabl e nmuscul ar strength. Gene had seen
pl enty of photographs of circus people and unwary safari-park
visitors being maul ed by |ions, and he had al ways wonder ed
why they never broke free and ran away. Wien he saw the sheer
size of this fully grown male |ion, h& understood why.

The |ion stopped, and | ooked slowy around the clearing
where they were gathered. It roared once, and to CGene's
horror, Lorie roared back, in a strained, baying, on-heat
kind of bitch-lion's voice. The lion raised its nose, and
Gene saw its black nostrils dilate as it sniffed out Lorie's
mat i ng- scent .

Lorie clawed and fretted at the ground. She was gri nding

her teeth, and her whol e body was tense with sexual arousal.
The lion paced slowy around her, sniffing cautiously at her
hak and her body and between her |egs. Ms. Senple stayed
away, |lying down in the tangled grass with her head |ifted,
and Gene was pretty
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sure that if he tried to nake a break for it, she'd be
straight after him

The sniffing and prowl i ng continued for alnost tea

m nutes, as Lorie and her |lion-mate got to know each ot her.
They rubbed faces together, and Gene couldn't mss the
expression of ecstasy that Lorie had when she .nuzzl ed

agai nst the tawny fur of her animal |over. She was intensely
sexual |y aroused, far nore than he'd ever seen her before,
and she could hardly keep herself fromtearing at the turf
with her nails in the frenzy of her excitenent.



"CGene," she had said at the circus. "I'mso excited. **

He heard a rustling noise. It was only when Lorie turned
around, and he saw her glistening thighs, that he understood
what had happened. She had urinated, so that the odor of her
urine woul d arouse her mate. The |ion growl ed, and sniffed at
her, and began to |lift hinself up behind her.

Lorie was tall and strong, but the nale |ion was enornous.
She stood there on all fours, wth her back arched, as the
huge shaggy beast raised itself up on her, its red |lion-penis
guivering, and tried to penetrate her hal f-human body.

He heard her scream It was a high-pitched, unnatural

scream nore like an animal than a girl, but all the sane it
was the scream of soneone badly hurt. The lion had dug its
hooked cl aws into her shoul ders, so that the blood ran down
her pale arnms. Then it forced itself deeper and deeper inside
her, and jerked its sinew body in the frenzied grip of

ani mal coupl i ng.

Gene felt nausea rising in his throat, but he couldn't

| ook away. Thrust after thrust, the lion worked itself in
Lorie's body up toward ejacul ation; and then, wth an
uncontrol | ed shudder, it shot the lion-sperminto her,
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I mredi atel y dropped back, and turned away with a runbling
gr ow .

Lorie collapsed on the ground, bleeding and shaking. The
male lion circled around her, but it was plain that he wasn't
interested in her any nore. What he wanted now was his

prom sed sacrifice. Wiat he wanted was raw neat.and fl esh,
and that was why Gene was there.

Gene lifted hinself up as high as he could w thout

attracting attention. He had his breath back now, and even if
he couldn't run as fast as a lion, he could probably make it
to the wall if he had a good start.

He was waiting for the prowing lion to circle around the

ot her side of Lorie, and then he was going to make a break
for it.

But, just as he was about to pick hinself up and run, the
lion stppped circling and raised its huge head. Ms. Senple
turned, too, as if she was |istening fpe sonething.

There was sonet hi ng. Soneone was stunbling across the

| awns crying out as they canme. Gene peered through the
shadows, and through the oaks, he saw a figure, blindly
crashing through the twigs and the branches, and hoarsely
shouting out: "Lorie! Loriet Ce'st ton pere! Lorie, ma cherel



Ma petitel C est ton pere!”

The lion noved off with frightening speed. It ran slowy

at first, but as it crossed the lawns it was runni ng qui cker
and quicker. M Senple, bunded by the discharge of Cene's
rifle, couldn't even see it com ng, although he could
probably hear it. It was as fast and as heavy as a small car,
and it seized his right leg inits jaws in one barreling
bound. Even from where he was |ying, CGene could hear sinews
tearing, and the lion, guzzled and snapped and grow ed as it
wr enched t he
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Frenchman this way and that, tearing at his legs and his
belly and biting savagely into his face.

Gene heaved hinself up, and ran.'

Ms. Senple, who was alertly watching the lion, didn't

notice himfor the first few seconds. But then she turned and
saw himsprinting as hard as he could toward the wall,
brushing the twigs and branches away frombis face as he ran.
Wth a snarl, she turned around and began to run swiftly
after him trying to cut himoff fromthe wall by running at
an angl e.

The wall was further than he'd thought. From where he was
lying, it had only |looked like thirty or forty yards, but now
it seenmed to be mles away, through the thickest branbles and
weeds. He caught his ankle on a root, and it pulled off his
shoe, so that he was running on one bruised, stockinged foot.
H s second wi nd was giving out, too, and he was snatching at
the air for breath.

He coul d hear her, the running she-lion. She was very

close. This tinme, she knew that he was trying to nake' his
final break, and she was |loping after himat full speed. He
coul d even hear her deep, even panting.

He was going so fast that he collided with the wall when

he reached it and banged his head. The rope wasn't there—he
nmust have m sjudged by fifty or sixty yards. He turned

qui ckly, and he could see the white, |ithe shape of Ms.
Senple running toward him only twenty yards away. He sucked
In a deep breath and began to sprint alongside the wall to

t he place where he thought he m ght have left the rope. He
trailed his fingers against the wall in case he mssed it in
t he darkness.

Ms. .Senple cut across the corner, through the bushes,

and made up ten yards of ground. She was snarling now, and
when he gl anced over his shoul der
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he could see her glittering eyes and her drawn-back nouth
wWith its razor-sharp teeth.

Sonmething in his mnd said: it's no good. The rope's not
there. You' re never going to nmake it. She's only twenty feet
behi nd you now, and you're never going to nake it.

He squeezed his eyes tight shut, |lowered his head, and

surged as much strength into his running |l egs as he-could. He
ran so fast that he even gained a couple of feet on Ms,
Senpl e. But he knew he didn't have the stam na or the
training to | ast out Any second now his body was going to say
no, and that woul d be the end.

Hi s trailing hand touched the rop. The rope!

He slowed to a stop, and scrabbled at the rope for a grip.
Shrieking for breath, exhausted and sweating, he pulled

hi msel f upward, Kkicking against the wall to help himscale
the bricks. And at that nonment, in a streak of pale

vi ci ousness, Ms. Senple reached himand | eaped up at his

| egs.

He ki cked her, very hard, in the face. It was his

st ocki nged foot, and he felt the wool tear on her teeth, and
he knew that she'd drawn bl ood. Sw nging around on the rope,
frantically trying to keep his grip, he-kicked her again, and
this tine she dropped back for a Second to give herself the
ground to spring up at him again.

Wth two or three nmassive heaves on the rope, Gene |eached
the top of the wall. He felt Ms. Senple's clawlike nails
ripping at his calf muscle, but he | ashed out once nore, and
she fell back. He carefully stood up on the top of the spiked
copi ng-stones, bal ancing for a nonent, and then junped into

t he wel cone darkness of the grass environs of the estate.

He rolled over, hitting his knee, but he was able to pull

hi msel f up to his feet and run through the verge
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on to the roadway. Only a quarter mle away he saw |lights,
and that neant safety. Coughing and spitting phlegm he
started to trot along the road toward t hem

Hal f way down the road, he could see that the lights were
comng fromthe sitting roomw ndow of a large, white

col oni al house. He could see the cars parked in the driveway
outsi de, and the hedges around the front garden, and he could
even nmake out people noving about the room H's trot slowed
to a fast wal k. He was al nost there.

But had not reckoned with the speed of the lions. As he



wal ked quickly toward the |ighted house, he heard a pattering
noi se behind himon the asphalt surface of the road. He
turned his head, and only a hundred yards away in the
darkness he saw Lorie and her male lion, running toward him
wth tireless strides, side by side.

"Oh, God," he whispered, and started to run. But he was so
exhausted fromclinbing the wall that he could hardly nake
his | egs nove. The house, which had seened so near, suddenly
seened a mle away. He couldn't stop hinself from coughing,
and that slowed himup even nore. He regretted every dammed
cigarette he'd ever snoked right then. Hs lungs felt as if

t hey' d been washed out with bl azing kerosene.

He was fifteen feet fromthe hedge around the house when

they caught him The lion didn't spring on himright away,

but circled around him growing and snarling, and Lorie
circled around himtoo, spitting viciously, her bare hands
and feet padding on the roadway.

Gene shanbled to a stop, and froze. He raised his left arm
alittle way to protect hinself, in case the |lion | eaped at
his face, but knew how useless it was.

"Lorie," he said hoarsely. "Lorie, for God' s sake."

Lorie just snapped at him her curved teeth shining 203

in the Bghl fromthe house. My God, thought Gene, |I'm

twenty feet away fromsafety and civilization! Those people
are going to cone out here to wal k their dog tonight and find
me ripped apart and strewn all over |ike that poor

ni ne-year-old kid. He felt nore desperate and pani cky than he
coul d ever renenber.

“"Lorie, pleasel Lone, listen will you! | know
you're-Lorie! | know you're in there soneplace! Call it off,
Lorie! For Christ's sake Lorie, call it off!"

The huge nmale |ion stepped back, its body tensing ready to
spring. Its eyes slitted as it focused on him and its

massi ve jaws pulled back ready to tear his flesh away from
hi s bones.

"Loriel" screaned Cene. "Lorie, caH this nonster off ne!
Lorie, | love you! Call himoff!"

Lorie ran around him and growed at the male |ion. The

male lion hesitated for a nonent, its muscles relaxing. It
lifted its proud, enornous head and | ooked away, al nost as if
it was too disdainful to he bothered Wth Lorie, or even with
Gene.

Gene stayed right where he was, trying to keep hinself
fromtrenbHng. "Lorie,'' he whispered. "Please, Lorie. If you



ever felt anything for ne. Please."

The lion nmade a half-hearted junp in Gene's direction, and
Gene couldn't help jerking nervously back, but Lorie butted
the lion with her head, affectionately and gently, and the
beast turned away hi md-junp. Then, w thout any further
hesitation, it turned around and began to run off, at a
nmeasured and even pace, along the road.

Gene watched It' go. In a few nonents, it was out of sight

i n the darkness. He turned around, and Lorie had gone, too,
but he didn't know where. He slowy and painfully wal ked
along the length of the hedge around the house, and pushed
open the front gate. He went up
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the neat path to the bright green front door, and knocked.

He waited two or three m nutes before the door was

answered. Then it opened up, and a tall gray-haired nan in an
expensive suit stood there with a martini in his hand.

"Well, hi," he said expansively. "Wat happened to you?"
"Lions," Gene said, and coll apsed.

He went, out of a strange sense of conpulsion, to

Mat hieu's funeral. It was a dry, bitterly cold day, and there
weren't many people there. The | eaves had curl ed up under
foot, and they crunched as they wal ked toward the grave |ike
sol di ers wal ki ng through Post Toasties. The sky was cl ean and
bl ue, and the few Wspy clouds were very high up.

Both Ms. Senple and Lorie were standing by the grave.

They were tall, and together, and dressed uv black, wth
veils over then- beautiful faces. The gravestone was sinple,
and probably hadn't cost very nuch. It read: WMathieu Besta,
From H s Loving Friends.

Gene had cone | ate, parking his white New Yorker by the
cenetery gate. Maggie cane with him wearing a smart, new

bl ack coat that he had bought her specially. They came up the
sl oping path toward the funeral party, and nobody | ooked
their way. There was a feeling that, renotely and perhaps
unfairly, they were unwel cone guests.

The priest was just finishing the service. Ms. Senple
reached down, took a handful of cold dry nud, and threw it on
the lid of the coffin. Lorie stood there, silent and
unnmovi ng, with her hands across her stomach as if she was

al ready heavily pregnant.
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"She's very beautiful,” whispered Maggie. '1 don't think

|'ve ever seen her this dose."



"Beauty," said CGene, "is very often skin.deep, arid no
farther."

Maggi e frowned at him '1 can teH you're a politician. You
talk in cliches.™

He smled absently. "Soneone else said that to ne, a | ong
time ago."

Ms. Senple and Lorie left the graveside w thout even

| ooki ng his way. Whatever they had between them was now in
t he hands of attorneys, and Gene had al ready been told that
Lorie woul d agree to a painless and i nexpensive divorce. Al
she had asked for was sufficient noney to support a child,

I f, as she suspected, she was pregnant.

Gene and Maggie stood there a little while |onger, and

t hen wal ked back down the path to the car.

"You know sonething," said Gene, as they drove back into

t he norning sunlight toward Washi ngt on.

"What's t hat ?"

"I't's always the people who can't defend thensel ves who

get the blane."

"Peopl e? O ani mal s?**

“In this case, animal. Singular."

"But he did kill M Senple. O Mathieu Besta, or whatever
they wanted to call him™

"Sure. But who let himout? He was not hing but a dunb
beast. He probably woul d have preferred to stay in his cage
for the rest of his |[ife, com ng out now and again to get
prodded by sone ringmaster, and retire with grace and dignity
and false teeth.”

"I don't know how you can | augh about teeth after what you
went through."

Gene shrugged. "To tell you to truth, it doesn't seemtoo
real these days."
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*1s that why you cane today?"

“"Maybe. | felt sone kind of responsibility, too.

sonetinmes think that if it hadn't been for ne, that poor guy
would still be alive."

Maggi e took off her black straw hat. "Sure. And you'd be
dead. "

Gene sl owed the New Yorker up for a red light. The norning
sun cut across the car, and lit up Maggie's hair. Across the
street, tattered and faded, was a poster for Ronero's
Traveling Grcus, with a vivid picture of a lion |eaping

t hrough a hoop. In the next car, a pale-green Buick, a man



Wi th a snap-brimhat was arguing with his wife, his cigarette
waggl i ng between his |ips.

"Maggi e?" Cene said.

"Yes?"

"Woul d you think I was out of line if | asked you to stay
around?"

Maggi e turned to himand smled. "As long as you' re not on
the rebound, " she | aughed.

KEI LLER, Lorie Senple. To Ms. Lorie Senple Keiller,
former wife of Gene Keiller, of Merriam Maryland, a girl,
Sabi na, at Sisters of Mercy Hospital, Merriam Hakhi mal
fari kka.
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