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PROLOGUE

At hens 1947

Through the dusty wi ndshield of his car Chief of Police
Geor gi os Skouri watched the office buildings and hotels
of downt own At hens coll apse in a slow dance of

di si ntegrati on,

one after the other like rows of giant pins in

some cosm c bow ing afl ey.

"Twenty minutes,” the uniformed policeman at the
wheel prom sed. "No traffic."

Skouri nodded absently and stared at the buil dings.
It was an illusion that never ceased to fascinate him
The shinmrering heat fromthe pitiless August sun envel oped



t he buil dings in undul ati ng waves that nade
them seemto be cascading down to the streets in a
graceful waterfall of steel and gl ass.

It was ten m nutes past noon, and the streets were

al nost deserted, but even the few pedestrians abroad
were too lethargic to give nore than a passing curious
gl ance at the three police cars racing east toward

HeJdni kon,

the airport that lay twenty mles fromthe center

of Athens. Chief Skouri was riding hi the first car.
tinder ordinary circunstances, he would have stayed in
his confortable, cool office while his subordi nates went
Wt to work in the blazing noon heat, but these

ci rcunst ances

were far fromordinary and Skouri had a twofold

reason for being here personally. First, in the

course of this day planes would be arriving carrying
VEPs fromvarious parts of the gl obe, and it was necessary
to see that they were wel coned properly and

whi sked through Custons with a m ni rum of bot her.
Second, and nore inportant, the airport would be

crowded with forei gn newspaper reporters and newseel
camer anen* Chi ef Skouri was not a fool, and it

had occurred to himas he had shaved that norning

that it would do no harmto his career if he were

shown in newsreels as he took the emnent visitors into
his charge. It was an extraordinary stroke of fate that
had decreed that a worl dwi de event as sensational as
this one had occurred in his domain, and he would be
stupid not to take advantage of it He had discussed it
in great detail with the two people in the world cl osest
to him his wife and his m stress. Anna, a m ddl e-aged,
ugly, bitter wonman of peasant stock, had ordered him
to keep away fromthe airport and stay in the background
so that he could not be blaned if anything went

wrong. Melina, his sweet, beautiful young angel, had
advised himto greet the dignitaries. She agreed with
himthat an event |like this could catapult himinto

I nst ant

fame. If Skouri handled this well, at the very | east

he would get a raise hi salary and--God willing-- m ght
even be made Conmm ssioner of Police when the



present Conm ssioner retired. For the hundredth tine
Skouri reflected on the irony that Melina was his wfe
and Anna was his m stress, and he wondered again

where he had gone w ong.

Now Skouri turned his thoughts to what |ay ahead.

He nust make certain that everything went perfectly at
the airport. He was bringing with. hi ma dozen of his

best nen. H's main problem he knew, would be controlling
the press. He had been astoni shed by the nunber

of inportant newspaper and nagazi ne reporters

that had poured into Athens fromall over the world.
Skouri hinmself had been interviewed six tines*--each
time in a different | anguage. H's answers had been
translated into German, English,, Japanese, French,
Italian and Russian. He had just begun to enjoy . hut

new cel ebrity when the Conm ssioner had called to inform
himthat he felt it was unwjse for the Chief of ,3$0r
lice to coment publicly on a nurder trial that had not
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yet taken place: Skourt was sure that the Comm ssioner's
real notivation was jeal ousy, but he had

prudently decided not to press the issue and had refused
all further interviews. However, the Comm ssioner
certainly oould not conplain if he, Stood, happened

to be at the airport at the center of activity white

t he newsred caneras were photographing the arriving
celebrities.

As the car sped down Sygrou Avenue nma swung | eft

at the sea toward Phal eron, Skouri felt a tightening in
tub stomach. They were now only five mnutes fromthe
akport. He nentally checked over the list of celebrities
who woul d be arriving in Athens before nightfal

Annand Gautier was suffering from airsickness. He

had a deep-seated fear of flying that stemmed from an
excessive love of hinmself and his life and that, com»

bi ned with the turbul ence usually found off the coast of
Greece in sumer, had made hi mviol ently nauseous.

He was a tall, ascetically thin man with scholarly

f eat ures,

a high forehead and a perpetually sardonic



nouth. At twenty-two Gaulier had hel ped create La
Nouvel | e Vague in France's struggling novie industry

and in the years that foll owed had gone on to even bigger
triunphs in the theater. Now acknow edged as one

of die world's greatest directors, Gautier nved his role
to the hilt. Until the last twenty mnutes it had been a
nost pleasant flight. The stewardesses recogni zing him
had catered to his needs and had | et himknow they

were available for other activities. Several passengers
had come up to himduring the flight to say how much
they admred his filns and plays, but he was nost

I nt erested

hi the pretty English University student who

was attending St. Anne's at Oxford. She was witing a
thesis on the theater for her master's and had chosen
Annand Gautier m her subject Their conversation bad

gone well until the girl had brought up the nanme of
Noel | ePage.

"You used to be her director, didn't you?" she said,

"I hope | can get totQ her trial. It's going to be a
circus."

Gautier found hinself gripping the sides of his seat,
and the strength of his reaction surprised him Even after
oil these years the nenory of Noelle evoked a pain

In himthat was as sharp as ever. No one had ever
touched hi mas she bad, and no one ever woul d agai n.
Since Gautier had read of Noelle's arrest three nonths
earlier» he had been able to think of nothing el se. He
had cabl ed her and witten her, offering to do whatever
he could to help, bat he had never received a reply. He
had had no intention of attending her trial, but he
knew he could not stay away. He told hinself that it
was because he wanted to see whet her she had changed
since {hey had lived together. And yet he admtted to
hi rsel f there was anot her reason. The theatrical part
of himhad to be there to view the drama, to watch
Noel I e' s

face as the judge told her whether she was to live

or die.

The netallic voice of the pilot came over the intercom
to announce that they would be | anding in Athens

Is three mnutes, and the excitenent of the anticipation
of seeing Noelle again nade Arnmand Gautier forget



Ms airsickness.

E>r. Israel Kate was flying to Athens from cape town,
where he was the resident neurosurgeon and chi ef of
staff at Groote Schuur, the |large new hospital that had
just been built. Israel Kate was recogni zed as one of
di e | eadi ng neurosnrgeons in the world. Medical journals
were filled with his innovations. H's patients included
a prime mnister, a president and a ki ng.

He | eaned back in the seat of the BOAC pl ane, a

man of medi um height, wth a strong, intelligent face,
deep-set brown eyes and | ong, slender, restless bands.
Dr. Katz was tired, and because of that he began to feel
the famliar pain in a right leg that was no | onger
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there, a teg anputated six years earlier by a giant with
an ax.

It had been a | ong day. He had done predawn surgery,
visited half a dozen patients and then wal ked out

of a Board of Directors* neeting at the hospital in order
to fly to Athens for the trial. Hs wife, Esther, had
tried to di ssuade him

"There is nothing you pan do for her now, Israel,™

Per haps she was right, but Noelle Page had once

risked her life to save his and he owed her sonething.
He t hought of Noelle now, and he felt the sane

I ndescri babl e

feeling that he had felt whenever he had

been with her. It was as though the nere nmenory of him her
coul d dissipate the years that separated them It

was romantic fantasy, of course. Nothing could ever
bring those years back. Dr. Israel Katz felt the plane
shudder as the wheels were lowered and it started Us

| descent. He | ooked out the wi ndow and spread out be-|

| ow hi mwas Cairo, where he would transfer to a TAB

pl ane to Athens, and Noelle. Was she guilty of nurder?
As the plane headed for the runway he thought

about the other terrible nmurder she had conmtted in
Pari s,

Phili ppe Sore! stood at the railing of his yacht
wat chi ng the harbor of Piraeus noving closer. He had
enj oyed the sea voyage because it was one of the rare



opportunities he had to escape fromhis fans. Sorel was
, one of the few sure box-office attractions in the world,
| and yet the odds against his ever rising to stardom had
.'" been tremendous. He was not a handsonme man. On the
; contrary. He had the face of a boxer who had | ost his
"l ast dozen matches, Ms nose had been broken several 1
times, his hair was thin and he wal ked wwth a slight

limp. None of these things mattered, for Philippe Sorel
had sex appeal. He was an educated, soft-spoken man,
and the conbination of his innate gentleness and
; truck-driver's face and body drove the wonen frantic

and made nen | ook up to himas a hero. Now as hi» yacht
approached the harbor, Sorel wondered again

what he was doi ng here. He had postponed a novie

that he had wasted to nmake in order to Attend Noel's
trial. He was only too well aware of what an easy target
he woul d be for the press as he sat In the courtroom
every day, conpletely unprotected by his press

agents and managers. The reporters were certain to

m sunder stand his attendance and think that it was a
bid to reap publicity fromthe nurder trial of his
former mstress. Any way he | ooked at it, it was going
to be an agoni zi ng experience, but Sorel had to see No*
eQe again, had to find out if there was sone way in

whi ch he could help her. As the yacht began to slide
into the white-stoned breakwater of the harbor, he

t hought about the Noelle he had known, lived with and

| oved, and he cane to a conclusion: Noelle was perfectly
capabl e of nurder.

As Philippe SorePs yacht was approachi ng the coast

of Greece, the Special Assistant to the President of the
United States was hi a Pan Anerican Cipper, one hundred
air mles northwest of the Hefleni kon A rport.

Wl liam Fraser was hi his fifties, a handsone gray-hatred
man wth a craggy face and an authoritative

manner. He was staring at a brief hi his hand, but he
had not turned a page or stirred for nore than an hour.
Fraser had taken a | eave of absence to nmake this journey,
even though it had conme at a nobst inconvenient

tone, in the mdst of a congressional crisis. He knew
hew pai nful the next few weeks were going to be for

him and yet he felt that he had no choice. This was a



Jour ney of vengeance, and the thought filled Fraser

with a cold satisfaction. Deliberately Fraser forced his
t houghts away fromthe trial that would begin tonorrow
and | ooked out the wi ndow of the plane. Far bel ow

he coul d see «a excursion boat bobbing its way

toward Greece, its coast loomng in the distance.

* % %

. ?" Augusts Lanchon had been seasick and terrified for
days. He was seasi ck because the excursion boat

he had boarded in Marseille had been caught in a tat end
of a mstral, and he was terrified because

| was afraid that his wife would find out what he was
August e Laachon was in his sixties, a fat, bald» man with
smal| stunpy | egs and a pockmarked

| «with porcine eyes and thin |ips that constantly had

Ci gar clanped between them Lanchon owned

shop in Marseille and he could not afford--or »|least that
Is what he constantly told his wife--to * vacation like rich
people. O course, he rem nd-"biinself,

this was not truly a vacation. He had to

"te darling Noelle once again. In the years since

‘ad left him Lanchon had foll owed her career

"'in"the gossip colums, in newspapers and ni aga- Wen

she had starred in her first play, he had

the train all the way to iaris to see her, but No-stupid
secretary had kept themapart. Later he

tied Noelle's npvies* seeing them again and

and renenbering how she had once nmade | ove

Yes, this trip would be expensive, but Auguste

knew that it would be worth every sou of it,

:ious Noelle would renenber the good tines

to have together, and she would turn to himaction. He
woul d bribe a judge or sone other one it did not cost too
much--”"and Noel |l e woul d

, and he would set her up in a little apartnent

He where she woul d al ways be avail able to hi m he wanted
her. a his wife did not find out what he was doi ng.

dty of Athens Frederick Stavros was working the |aw office
on the second floor of an old run*

bui l di ng hi the poor Monastiraki section of the

was an intense young nman, eager and am struggling

to make a living fromhis chosen



Because he could not afford an assistant, he

was forced to do all the tedi ous background | egal
research
hinmself. Ordinarily he hated this part of his
wor k, but this tinme he did not m nd because he knew
that if he won this case his services would be in such
demand that he would never have to worry again for
the rest of his life. He and Elena could be married and
begin to raise a famly. He would nove into a suite of
| uxurious offices, hire law clerks and join a fashi onable
club li ke the Ai henee Lesky, where one net affl uent
potential clients. The netanorphosis had al ready begun.
Every tinme Frederick Stavros wal ked out into the
streets of Athens, he was recogni zed and stopped by
someone who had seen his picture in the newspaper. In
a few s$ort weeks he had junped from anonymty to
t he attorney who was defending Larry Douglas. In the
privacy of his soul Stavros admtted to hinself that he
had the wong client. He woul d have preferred to be
def endi ng the gl anorous Noel Page instead of a
nonentity |like Larry Douglas, but he hinself was a
nonentity. It was enough that he, Frederick Stavros,
was a major participant in the nost sensational nurder
case of the century. If the accused were acquitted,
there woul d be enough glory for everyone. There was
only one thing that plagued Stavros, and he thought
about it constantly. Both defendants were charged with
the same crine, but another attorney was defending
Noel | e Page. If Noelle Page was found innocent, and
Larry Dougl as was convicted . . . Stavros shuddered
and tried not to think about it. The reporters kept
aski ng hi m whet her he thought the defendants were
guilty. He smled to hinself at their naiveté. Wat did
it matter whether they were guilty or innocent? They
were entitled to the best |egal defense that noney coul d
buy. In his case he admtted that the definition was
stretched a bit But in the case of Noelle Page's | awer
ah, that was sonething el se agai n. Napol eon Choas
had undertaken her defense, and them was no note
brilliant crimnal |lawer in the world. Chotas. bad
| ost an inportant ease. As he thought about that,
derick Stavros smled to hinself. He woul d not
; admtted it to anyone, but he was planning to ride



> victory on Napol eon Chotas' talent

hi m

Wil e Frederick Stavros was toiling in his dingy |aw
fsGffice, Napoleon Chotas was attending a black-tie
di n-party

at a luxurious hone in the fashionable

'; Kol onaki section of Athens. Chotas was a thin,

emaci - - | ooki ng
man with the | arge, sad eyes of a bl ood-ad
in a corrugated face. He concealed a brilliant,

live brain behind a mld, vaguely baffled manner.
jjjftow toying with his dessert, Chotas sat, preoccupied,
fi $iinking about the trial that would begin tonorrow,
of the conversation that evening had centered
id the forthcomng trial. The discussion had been
Ageneral one, for the guests were too discreet to ask
direct questions. But toward the end of the eve®
as the ouzo and brandy flowed nore freely, the

asked, 'Ten us, do you think they are guilty?" >
Chotas replied innocently, "How could they be? One ] them
is ny client.” He drew appreciative | aughter.
"'What is Noelle Page really Kke?"
Chotas hesitated. "She's a npbst unusual woman,"
replied carefully. "She's beautiful and talented--"
> his surprise he found that he Was suddenly rehic-it
to discuss her. Besides, there was no way one
| fooul d capture Noelle with words. Until a few nonths
he had only been dimy aware of her as a glanor-figure
flitting through the gossip columms and
arning the covers of novie magazines. He had new f& laid
eyes ott her, and if he had thought of her at all,
had been with the kind of indifferent contenpt he
toward all actresses. Al body and no brain. But,
how wong he had been! Since neeting Noelle
had fallen hopelessly in love with her. Because of
| e Page he had broken his cardinal rule: never get
enotionally involved with a client Chotas renunbered vividly
the afternoon he had been approached
to undertake her defense. He had been in
the m dst of packing for a three-week vacation trip that
he and his mstress were going to make to Paris and
London. Not hi ng, he had believed, could have stopped
hi m from nmaki ng that journey. But it had only taken
two words. In his mnd s eye he saw his butler wal k



Into the bedroom hand him himtel ephone and say,
"Constantin Demris."

The island was inaccessi bl e except by helicopter and
yacht, and both the airfield and the private harbor were
patroll ed twenty-four hours a day by arned guards

with trained German shepherds. The island was Constantin
Demris* private domain, and no one intruded

Wi thout an invitation. Over the years its visitors had
I ncl uded

ki ngs and queens, presidents and ex-presidents,

novi e stats, opera singers and fanobus witers and

pai nters. They had an conme away awed. Constantin
Demris was the third weal thiest, and one of the nost
powerful nmen in the world, and he had taste and style
and knew how to spend his noney to create beauty.
Demiris sat hi his richly paneled library now, relaxed
in a deep arncthair, snoking one of the flat-shaped
Egypti an cigarettes especially blended for him

t hi nki ng about the trial that would begin in the norning.
The press had been trying to get to himfor

nont hs, but he had sinply made hi nsel f unavail abl e.

It was enough that his mstress was going to be tried
for nmurder, enough that his nane woul d be dragged

Into the case, even indirectly. He refused to add to
the furor by granting any interviews. He wondered

what Noelle was feeling now, at this nmonent, in her
cell in the N kodenous Street Prison. WAs she asl eep?
Awake? Filled with panic at the ordeal that |ay before
her? He thought of his |last conversation wth Napol eon
Chotas. He trusted Chotas and knew that the | awyer
would not fail him Demris had inpressed upon the

ney that it did not matter to hi mwhether Noelle

; innocent or guilty. Chotas was to see to it that he
every penny of the stupendous fee that Con-Demris

was paying himto defend her. No, he

,No reason to worry. The trial would go well.

Be- Constantin

Demiris was a man who never for-anything,

he renenbered that Catherine Dougl as’

rite flowers were Triantafylias, the beautiful roses

? Greece. He reached forward and picked up a note
fromhis desk. He nmade a notation. Triantafylias.

I ne Douglas. ||{t was the | east he could do for her.
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Book One

CATHERI NE
Chi cago: 1919-1939

a large city has a distinctive inage, a personality rgives
it its own special cachet. Chicago in the

Ts was a restless, dynamc giant, crude and w t hout
aers, one booted foot still in th« ruthless era of the
ans who hel ped give birth to it: WIIliam B. Ogden

John Wentworth, Cyrus MCorm ck and Ceorge

" Pullman. It was a kingdomthat belonged to the

lip Arnours and Gustavus Swifts and Marshal

It was the domain of cool professional gang-i

li ke Hym e Weiss and Scarf ace Al Capone. one of Catherine
Al exander's earliest nmenories was [ii& father taking her
into a bar wwth a sawdust-cov-fl oor

and swi nging her up to the dizzyingly high

He ordered an enornous gl ass of beer for himand

a Geen River for her. She was five years old,

she renenbered how proud her father was as

agers crowded around to admire her. Al the nen

bred drinks and her father paid for them She re-how
she had kept pressing her body against his

to make sure he was still there. He had only re-aed

to town the night before, and Catherine knew

he woul d soon | eave again. He was a traveling

nan, and he had explained to her that his work

himto distant cities and he had to be away from

and her nother for nonths at a tine so that he

["11 bring back nice presents. Catherine had desper-
tried to nake a deal with him If he would stay

her, she would give up the presents. Her father

| | aughed and said what a precocious child she was

and then had left town, and it was six nonths before
she saw hi magain. During those early years her

not her whom she saw every day seened a vague,

shapel ess personality, while her father, whom she saw
only on brief occasions, was vivid and wonderfully



dear. Catherine thought of himas a handsone, |aughing
man, fun-of sparkling hunmor and warm generous

gestures. The occasi ons when he cane hone were |ike
hol i days, full of treats and presents and surprises.
When Cat heri ne was seven, her father was fired

fromhis job, and their Iife took on a new pattern. They
| eft Chicago and noved to Gary, |ndiana, where he

went to work as a salesman hi a jewelry store. Catherine
was enrolled in her first school. She had a wary,
arms-length relationship with the other children and

was terrified of her teachers, who m sinterpreted her

| onel y standoffishness as conceit Her father cane

home to dinner every night, and for the first tine in her
life Catherine felt that they were a real famly, |ike
other famlies. On Sunday die three of them would go

to MIler Beach and rent horses and ride for an hour

or two along the sand dunes. Catherine enjoyed |iving

in Gary, but six nonths after they noved there, her
father lost his job again and they noved to Harvey, *
suburb of Chicago. School was already in session, and
Cat heri ne was the new ghi, shut out fromthe friend*
shi ps that had already been formed. She becane

known as a loner. The children, secure in the safety

of their own groups, would conme up to the gangly newconer
and ridicule her cruelly.

During the next few years Catherine donned «air ainer

of indifference, which she wore as a shield agai nst

the attacks of the other children. Wen the arnor was

pi erced, she struck back with a trenchant, caustic wt.
Her intention was to alienate her tornmentors so that
they woul d | eave her atone, but it had an unexpectedly
different effect She worked on the school paper, and in
her first review about a nusical that her classmates had
staged, she wote, "Tomy Bel den had a trunpet solo

act, but he blewft." The fine was w dely

sad--surprise of surprises--Tomry Bel den

to her in the hall the next day and told himthat he

t hought it was funny.

the students were assigned Captain Horn-to

read. Catherine hated it. Her, book

.consi sted of one sentience: "H s barque was

his bight," and her teacher, who was a

1 sailor, gave her an "A " Her classmates began

her remarks and in a short tine she was himthe school



wit.
year Catherine turned fourteen and her body
begi nning to show the promse O a ripening
She woul d exam ne herself In the mrror for himon end,
br oodi ng about how to change the di sas-saw
reflected. Inside she was Myrna Loy, driv-nmad
W th her beauty, but her mrror---which
her bitter eneny--showed hopel essly tangl ed

hah- t hat
was i npossi bl e to manage, sol enn gray
a nmouth that seenmed to grow wi der by the hour
a nose that was slightly turned up. Maybe she wasn't
really ugly, she told herself cautiously, but on on other
hand no one was goi ng to knock down doors
her up as a novie star. Sucking hi her cheeks
squi nting her eyes sexily she tried to visualize her-as
a nodel. It was depressing. She struck another
e. Eyes open wi de, expression eager, a big friendly
, No use. She wasn't the All-Anerican type either,
wasn't anything. Her body was going to be all
lit, she dourly supposed, but nothing special And
of course, was what she wanted nore than any-in
the world: to be sonething special, to be
aebody, to be Renenbered, and never, never, to, never, to
di e.
The summer she was fifteen, Catherine canme across {Science
and Health by Mary Baker Eddy and for the
next two weeks she spent an hour a day before her

mrror, wlling her reflection to becone beautiful. At
on the end of that time the only change she coul d detect
was a new patch of acne on her chin and a pinple on
her forehead. She gave up sweets, Mary Baker Eddy
aud |l ooking in the mrror.
Cat herine and her fam |y had' noved back to Chi cago
and settled in a small, dreary apartnent On the
north side, in Rogers Park, where the rent was cheap.
The country was novi ng deeper into an economc
depression. Catherine's father was working | ess and
drinking nore, and he and her nother were constantly
yelling at each other in a never-ending series of
recrimnations
that drove Catherine out of the house.
She woul d go down 40 the beach half a dozen bl ocks
away and wal k al ong the shore, letting the brisk w nd



give wings to bet thin body. She spent |ong hours staring

at the restless gray lake, filled with sone desperate

| ongi ng to which she could not put a nane. She wanted

sonmet hing so much that at tinmes it would engul f

her in a sudden wave of unbearabl e pain,

«a Cat herine had di scovered Thomas Wl fe, and his

books, were like >a mrror inmage of the bittersweet

nostalgia that filled her, but it was a nostalgia for a

future

.that had. not happened yet, as though sonewhere,

sonetime, she had lived a wonderful life and was restl ess

to live it agai n» She had begun to have her peri ods,

and while she was physically changing into a woman,

she' knew that her needs, her |ongings, this

achi ng-wanti ng

was not physical and had nothing to do with

sex. & was a fierce and urgent longing to be recognized,

to lift herself above the billions of people who

teened the earth, so everyone would know who she

was, so when she wal ked by, they would say, There

goes Cat herine Al exander, the great--" The great what?

There was the problem She did not know what

she wanted, only that she ached desperately for it. On

Sat urday afternoons whenever she had enough noney,

she would go to the State and Lake Theater or to the

McVt ekers or'the Chicago, and see novies. She would

conpletely | ose herself in the wonderful, sophisticated

‘. Gary Gant and Jean Arthur, |augh with Wi-and

Mari e Dressier and agoni ze over Bette

romantic disasters. She felt closer to Irene

ft than to her nother.

was i n her senior year at Sean High

and her archeneny, the mrror, had finally be»

i her friend. The girl inthe mrror had a lively, in*
face. Her hair was raven black and her skin a

ay white. Her features were regular and fine,

generous, sensitive nmouth and intelligent gray

had a good figure with firm well-devel oped

gently curving hips and shapely |l egs. There a air of

al oof ness about her inmage, a hauteur that

did not feel, as though her reflection pos-"»

characteristic that she did not. She supposed

part of the protective arnor she had worn

rearly school days.



sion had clutched the nation in a tighter

vise, and Catherine's father was incessantly

; big deals that never seened to materialize,
-constantly spinning dreans, inventing things

going to bring in mllions of dollars. hid

P net of jacks that fitted above the wheels of an

and could be |lowered by the touch of a

t he dashboard. None of the autonobile

was interested. He worked out a con

rotating electric sign to carry advertisenents

There was a brief flurry of optimstic

| then the idea faded away.

noney from his younger brother»

iTiOmha to outfit a shoe-repair truck to travel

nei ghbor hood. He spent hours di scussing

with Catherine and her nother. "It can't a Expl ai ned.
"I magi ne havi ng the shoenaker

" your door! No one's ever done it before. |
»Shoe-nobile out now, right? If it only makes

a day, that's a hundred and twenty dol - lars a week. Two
trucks will bring in two hundred and

forty a week. Wthin a year |'ll have twenty trucks.
That's two thousand four hundred dollars a week. A
hundred and twenty-five thousand a year. And that's
only the beginning. . . ." Two nonths |ater the shoemaker
and the truck di sappeared, and that was the end

of anot her dream

Cat herine had hoped to be able to go to Northwestern
Uni versity. She was the top schol ar hi her

cl ass, but even on a scholarship college would be
difficult

to manage, and the day was com ng, Catherine

knew, when she woul d have to quit school and go to
work full time. She would get a job as a secretary, but
she was determ ned that, she woul d never surrender the
dream that was going to give such rich, wonderful
nmeaning to her life; and the fact that she did not know
what either the dreamor the nmeaning was made it all
the nore unbearably sad and futile. She told herself
that she was -probably going through adol escence.
VWhatever it was, it was hell. Kids are too young to
have to go through adol escence, she thought bitterly.
There were two boys who thought they were in | ove



witti Catherine. One-was Tony Kornman who was goi ng

to join his father's law firmone day and who was a
foot shorter than Catherine. He had pasty skin and
nmyopi ¢ watery eyes that adored her. The ot her was

Dean McDernott, who was fat and shy and wanted to

be a dentist. Then of course, there was Ron Peterson,
but he was hi a category by hinself. Ron was Senn
High's football star, and everybody said he was a cinch
to go to college on an athletic scholarship. He was tal
and broad-shoul dered, had the | ooks of b mati nee i dol
and was easily the nost popular boy in school

The only thing that kept Catherine frominstantly
getting engaged to Ron was the fact that he was not
aware she was alive. Every tinme she passed himhi the
school corridor, her heart would begin to pound w ldly.

She woul d think up sonething clever and provocative
»

say so he would ask her for a date. But when she

him her tongue would stiffen, and they |I'l|l pass each
other hi silence. Like the Queen Mary | a garbage scow,
Cat heri ne thought hopel essly.

The financial problemwas becom ng acute. The rent
three nonths overdue, and the only reason they

not been evicted was that the | andl ady was cap-rated

by Cat herine's father and his grandi ose pl ans

I nventions. Listening to him Catherine was fitted

a poi gnant sadness. He was still his cheerful, op-listic
self, but she could see behind the frayed

The marvel ous, careless charmi that had al ways

ven a patina of gaiety to everything he did had erod-He
rem nded Catherine of a small boy in a m d-”-aged

man' s body spinning tales of the glorious fo>

to hide the shabby failures of the past Mre than

she had seen himgive a dinner party for a dozen

pie at Henrici's and then cheerfully take one of his
asi de and borrow enough to cover the check

a lavish tip, of course. Always |avish, for he had
reputation to maintain. But in spftp of all these

lings and in spite of the fact that Catherine knew that
had been a casual and indifferent father to her, she
ved this man. She | oved his enthusiasmand smling



rgy in a wrld of frowning, sullen people. This was

; gift, and he had al ways been generous with it

In the end, Catherine thought, he was better off with
wonder ful dreans that would never materialize, himher
not her who was afraid to dream

In April Catherine's nother died of a heart attack. It
Catherine's first confrontation with death. Friends

ad neighbors filled the little apartnent, offering their
ndol ences, with the fal se, whispered pieties that trag-
I nvokes.

Deat h had di m ni shed Catherine's nother to a tiny
iveled figure without juices or vitality, or perhaps
had done that to her, Catherine thought She tried

to recall nenories that site and her nother had shared,
| aughter that they had had together, nonents when

their hearts had touched; but it was Catherine's father
who kept leaping into her mnd, smling and eager and
gay. It was as though her nother's life was a pale
shadow that retreated before the sunlight of nenory.
Cat herine stared at the waxen figure of her nother in
her casket, dressed in a sinple black dress with a white
collar, and thought what a wasted |ife it had been.
What had it all been for? The feelings Catherine had
had years ago cane over her again, the determ nation
to be sonebody, leave a mark on the world, so she
woul d not end up in an anonynous grave with the

wor |l d neither know ng nor caring that Catherine

Al exander had ever |ived and di ed and been returned

to the earth

Catherine's Uncle Ral ph and his wife, Pauline, flew

In from OQmha for the funeral. Ral ph was ten years
younger than Catherine's father and totally unlike his
brother. He was in the vitam n nail-order business and
very successful. He was a |arge, square nman, square
shoul ders, square jaw, square chin, and, Catherine was
sure, a square mnd. Hs wife was a bird of a woman,
all flutter and twitter. They were decent enough peopl e,
and Cat herine knew that her uncle had | oaned a great
deal of noney to his brother, but Catherine felt that
she had nothing in common with them Like Catherine's
not her, they were people w thout dreans.

After the funeral, Uncle Ral ph said that he wanted

to talk to Catherine and her father. They sat in the tiny
living roomof the apartnent, Pauline flitting about



with trays of coffee and cookies.

"1 know t hi ngs have been pretty rough for you
financially,"

Uncl e Ral ph said to his brother. "You're

too nuch of a dreaner, always were. But you're ny

brother. | can't let you sink. Pauline and | talked it
over. | want you to cone to work for ne."
"I'n Oraha?"
"You'll make a good, steady living and you and
31
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bi g house.™
tie's heart sank. Oraha! It was the end of all
hi m

; me think it over," her father was saying,
/ell be catching the six o' clock tram"™ Uncle I|'|
replied. "Let nme know before we |eave."
en Cat herine and her father were al one, he need, "Qmhal
Il bet the place doesn't even have a barber shop."
Cat herine knew that the act he was putting on
>r her benefit. Decent barber shop or no, he had
| choice. Life had finally trapped him She wondered
; it would do to his spirit to have to settle down to
dull job with regular hours. He would be Iike
red wild bird beating his wi ngs agai nst his cage,
of captivity. As for herself, she would have to

about going to Northwestern University. She had
for a scholarship but had heard not hing. That
noon her father tel ephoned his brother to say that
} woul d take the job.
| The next norning Catherine went to see the print»-to tel
bun that she was going to transfer to a in Omha. He was
st andi ng behind his desk and
Me she coul d speak, he said, "Congratul ations,
lerine, you ve just won a full scholarship to Northern
Uni versity."
Cat herine and her father discussed it thoroughly that
lit, and hi the end it was decided that he would
to Omaha and Catherine would go to North-and
live in one O the dormitories on the cam And
so, ten days later, Catherine took her father
to the La Salle Street station to see himoff. She
filled wwth a deep sense of |loneliness at his depar-a
sadness at sayi ng good-bye to the person she



the nost; and yet at the sane tune she was eager

the tramto |leave, filled with a delicious excitenent
t he t hought that she would -be free, living her own
for the first time. She stood on the platform

the face of her father pressing against the

train wndow for a |ast |ook; a shabbily handsone man
who still truly believed that one day he would own the
wor | d.

On the way back fromthe station Catherine renenbered
sonet hing and | aughed al oud. To take himto

Omha, to a desperately needed job, her father had
booked a Drawi ng Room

Matricul ati on day at Northwestern was filled wth an
al nrost unbearabl e excitenent. For Catherine it held a
speci al significance that she could not put into words:
It was the key that would unlock the door to all the
dreans and nanel ess anbitions that had burned so
fiercely wwthin her for so |ong. She | ooked around the
huge assenbly hall where hundreds of students were
lined up to register, and she thought: Soneday you'll
alt know who 1 am You'll say, "I went to school with
Cat heri ne Al exander." She signed up for the maxi mum
nunber of allowed courses and was assigned to a dormtory.
That sane norning she found a job working

afternoons as a cashier at the Roost, a popul ar sandw ch
and malt shop across fromthe canpus. Her salary

was fifteen dollars a week, and while it would not
afford her any luxuries, it would take care of her
school books and basic necessities.

By the m ddl e of her sophonore year Catherine deci ded
that she was probably the only virgin on the entire
canmpus. During the years she was grow ng up, she

had overheard random snatches of conversations as her
el ders di scussed sex. It sounded wonderful, and her
strongest fear was that it would be gone by the tine
she was old enough to enjoy it. Now it |ooked as

t hough she had been right At least as far as she was
concerned. Sex seened to be the single topic of
conversation

at school It was discussed in the dormtories, in

cl assroons, in the washroons and at the Roost.

Cat heri ne was shocked by the frankness of the
conversati ons.



"Jerry is unbelievable. He's |Iike King Kong."
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| f Are you tal king about his cock or his brain?"
| e doesn't need a brain, honey. | cane six tunes a night.'
you ever gone out with Ernie Bobbins? He's
1, but he's mghty."
| " Al ex asked ne for a date tonight Wiat's the
e?"
*The dope is Alex. Save yourself the trouble. He foll owed
me out to the beach | ast week. He pulled down
pants and started to grope ne, and | started to him him
but | couldn't find it." Laughter.
" Cat herine thought the conversations were vul gar and yet
and she tried not to mss a wrd. It was an
rise in masochism As the girls described their
sex-exploits,
Cat herine visualized herself in bed wth a him having him
make wild and frantic love to her. She I'll feel a physical
ache in her groin and press her
hard agai nst her thighs, trying to hurt herself, to
her m nd off the other pain. My God, she thought, going to
die a virgin. The only nineteen-year-old himat Northwestern.
Nort hwestern, hett, maybe
the United States! The Virgin Catherine. The
ch will make me a Saint and they' Il |ight candles
ne once a year. Wat's the matter with ne? she
light. /'// tell you, she answered herself. Nobody's
sked you and it takes two to play. | nean, if you want
> do it right, it takes two to play. The nane that nost
frequently cropped up in the
ris' sexual conversations was Ron Peterson. He had
rolled at Northwestern on an athletic scholarship
ad was as popul ar here as he had been at Sena Hi gh
dool . He had been el ected freshman cl ass president,
derine saw himin her Latin class the day the term
He was even better | ooking than he had been in
school, his body had filled out, and his face had
on a rugged devil-may-care maturity. After cl ass,
| j he wal ked toward her, and her heart began to pound.
Cat heri ne Al exander!
Hel | o, Ron.
Are you in this class?



Yes.

What a break for ne.

Wy ?

Why? Because | don't know anyt hing about Latin
and you're a genius. We're going to nmake beauti ful
musi c. Are you doi ng anything tonight?

Not hi ng special. Do you want to study together?
Let's go to the beach where we can be al one. W
can study any tinme.

He was staring at her.

"Hey!... er--?" trying to think of her nane.

She swal | owed, trying desperately to renenber, herself.
"Cat herine," she said quickly. "Catherine Al exander."
"Yeah. How about this place! If himterrific, isn't it?"
She tried to put eagerness in her voice to please him
agree with him woo him "Ch yes," she gushed, "it's

t he nost--"

He was | ooking at a stunning blond girl wailing at

the door for him "See you," he said, and noved away

to join the girl.

And that was the end of the G nderella and Prince
Charm ng story, she thought. They Uved happily ever
after, he in his haremand she in a w ndswept cave in

Ti bet. v

From tune to tune Catherine would see Ron wal ki ng

al ong the canpus, always with a different girl and
sonmetines.two or three. My God, doesn't he ever get
tired? -she wondered. She still had visions that one day
he woul d cone to her for help hi Latin, but he never
spoke to her again.

At night lying in her lonely bed, Catherine would

t hink about all the other girls naking love to their
boyfriends, and the boy who woul d al ways cone to her

was Ron Peterson. In her mnd he woul d undress her

and then she would slowy undress him the way they
always did it in romantic novels, taking off his shirt and
runni ng her fingers over his chest, then undoing

| trousers and pulling down his shorts. He would pick

up and carry her toward the bed. At that point erine's
com ¢ sense would get the better of her and hi mwould sprain
his back and fall to the floor, noaning

groaning with pain. lIdiot, she told herself, you

ft even do It right in your fantasies. Maybe she go enter



a nunnery. She wondered if nuns had sex fantasies and if it
was a sin for themto masturbate, himwondered if priests
ever had sexual intercourse.

tie was sitting in a cool, tree-shaded courtyard in a

ely old abbey outside Rone, trailing her fingers in

sun-war ned water of an ancient fish pond. The hi m opened,
and a tall priest entered the courtyard. He

a wde-brimed hat and a | ong bl ack cassock and

(1 ooked exactly |ike Ron Peterson. | Ah, scusi, signorina,
he murnured, | did not know I

la visitor.
| Catherine quickly sprang to her feet, / shouldn't be she
apol ogi zed. It was just so beautiful | had to

there and drink it in.
You are nost wel cone. He noved toward her, his

; dark and blazing. Ma cam . . | lied to you. ', Lied to
me?

Yes. Hi s eyes were boring into hers. / knew you

‘. here because I followed you. |; She felt a thrill go

t hrough her. But--but you are a

Bella signorina, | ama man first and a priest after-rd.

He lurched forward to take her in his arnms, and him stunbl ed
on the hem of his cassock and fell into the him pond.

Shi t'!

Ron Peterson cane into the Roost every day after

"hool and would take a seat at the booth in the far a. The
booth would quickly fill up with Ms friends

becone the center of boisterous conversation.

. stood behind the counter near the cash regis 36
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ter and when Ron entered, he would give her a pleasant,
absent nod and nove on. He never addressed her

by nane. He's forgotten tt, Catherine nused.

But each day when he wal ked in, she gave hima big
smle and waited for himto say hello, ask her for a
date, a glass of water, her virginity, anything. She

m ght as well have been a piece of furniture. Exam ning
the girls in the roomw th conplete objectivity she
deci ded she was prettier than all but one girl, the
fantastic



| ooki ng Jean- Anne, the Southern blonde with
whom Ron was nost often seen, and she was certainly
brighter than all of them put together. What in God's
nanme then was wong with her? Wiy was it that not
one single boy asked her for a date? She | earned the
answer the next day.
She was hurrying south al ong the canpus headed for
t he Roost when she saw Jean- Anne and a brunette
whom she did not know, wal ki ng across the green | awn
toward her. '
, "Well, it's Mss Big Brain," Jean-Anne said.
And M ss Bi g Boobs, Catherine thought enviously.
Al oud she said, 'That was a nurderous Lit quiz,
wasn't it?"
"Don't be condescending," Jean-Anne > said coldly.
"You know enough to teach the Lit course. And that's
not all you could teach us, is it, honey?"

Sonet hing in her tone nmade Catherine's face begin
to redden.
"I--1 don't understand."
/' Leave her alone," the brunette said.
"Why shoul d | ?" Jean- Anne asked. "Wio the hel
does she think she is?" She turned to Catherine. "Do
you want to know what everyone says about you?"
God, no. "Yes."
"You're a |l esbo."
, Catherine stared at her, unbelievingly. "I'ma what?"
"A | esbian, baby. You're not fooling anybody with
t hat holier-than-thou act."
"Th--that's ridiculous,” Catherine stamered.
did you really think you could fool people?" Jean-ae
asked. "You're doing everything but carrying a
>»

3utl--1 never--;"

| "The boys get it up for you, but yon never let them

tit in."

one "Really--" Catherine blurted. \ "Fuck off," Jean-Anne
said. "You're not our type."

| . They wal ked away, | eaving her standing there,

bly staring after them

That night, Catherine lay in bed, unable to sleep. |low old
are you, M ss Al exander?

Ni net een,



‘. Have you ever had sexual intercourse with a man? on
Never .

', Do you like nmen? ; Doesn't everyone?

a Have you ever wanted to nmake | ove to a woman?

«. Cat heri ne thought about it |ong and hard. She had
, crushes on other girls, on wonen teachers but that
been part of grow ng up. Now she thought about

; love to a wonman, their bodies intertw ning, her

on anot her woman's |ips, her body being caressed
soft, fem nine hands. She shuddered. Nol Al oud,

said, "I"'mnormal” But if she was nornmal, why

she lying here like this? Wy wasn't she out sone- getting
laid |i ke everyone else in the worl d? Per

she was frigid. She m ght need sone kind of oper.

A | obot oy, probably.

When the Eastern sky began to |ighten outside the
litory window, Catherine's eyes were still open,

; she had made a decision. She was going to | ose hex
And the lucky man was going to be every

n's bedsi de conpani on, Ron Peterson.

Noel | e

Mrei He- Paric 1919-1939

She was born ft Royal Princess.

Her earliest nenories were of a white bassinet covered
with a | ace canopy, decorated with pink ribbons

and filled with soft stuffed aninmals and beautiful dolls
and golden rattles. She quickly learned that if she
Opened her nouth and | et out a cry, someone woul d
hurry to hold and confort her. Wien she was siX

nonths ol d her father would take her out in the garden
In her peranbul ator and | et her touch the flowers and
he woul d say, "They're |ovely, Princess, but you're
nore beautiful than any of them™

At honme she enjoyed it when her father lifted her up
hi his strong arns and carried her to a wi ndow where
she coul d | ook out and see the roofs of the high

bui | di ngs,

and he woul d say, "That's your Ki ngdom out

there, Princess.” He would point to the tall nasts of
shi ps bobbing at anchor in the bay. "Do you see those
big ships? One day they'll be yours to conmand."
Visitors would cone to the castle to see her, but

only a few special ones were permtted to hold her.



The others would stare down at her as she lay in her
crib and woul d excl ai mover her unbelievably delicate
features* and her lovely blond hair, her soft
honey- col or ed

skin, and her father would proudly say, "A

stranger could tell she is a Princess!”™ And he woul d
| ean over her crib and whisper, "Soneday a beauti f ul
Prince will cone and sweep you off your feet" And he
woul d gently tuck the warm pi nk bl anket around her
and she would daft off to a contented deep. Her whole
39

was a roseate dream of ships, tall nasts and cas,
and it was not until she was five years old that she
stood that she was the daughter of a Marseille
| onger, and that the castles she saw fromthe w n-of
her tiny attic roomwere the warehouses around
stinking fish market where her father worked, and
; her navy was the fleet of old fishing ships that set |
fromMarseille every norning before dawn and re-jed
in the early afternoon to vonmt their snelly
himinto the waterfront docks. a This was the ki ngdom of
Noel | e Page.
JTThe friends of Noelle's father used to warn him
what he was doing. "You nustn't put fancy
i n her head, Jacques. She'll think she's better him
everybody el se.” And their prophecies cane true.
(On the surface Marseille is a city of violence, the
crowded with hungering sailors with noney to
and clever predators to relieve themof it. But
the rest of the French, the people of Marseille
a sense of solidarity that cones froma conmon
for survival, .for the |ifeblood of the town
fromthe sea, and the fishernmen of Marseille be
to the famly of fishernen all over the world. They
alike in the storns and the cal mdays, the sudden
sasters and the bountiful harvests,
v So it was that Jacques Page's nei ghbors rejoiced at
' a good fortune in having such-an incredible daughter,
too recogni zed the mracle of how, out of the
of the dirty, ribald city, a true Princess had been
I wned.
Noel | e's parents could not get over the wonder of



daughter's exquisite beauty. Noelle's nother was
heavyset, coarse-featured peasant wonman with sag-breasts
and thick thighs and hips. Noelle's father

squat, with broad shoul ders and the snmall suspi-eyes

of a Breton. H's hair was the color of the

et sand al ong the beaches of Normandy. In the begin

It had seened to himthat nature had made a m s-t hat
this exquisite blond fairy creature could sot

really belong to himand Ms wife, ana that as Noelle
grew ol der she, would turn into an ordinary, plain-Iooking
girl like all the other daughters of his friends. 'But
the mracle continued to grow and flourish, and Noelle
becane nore beautiful each day.

Noel | e' s not her was | ess surprised than her husband

by the appearance of a gol den-haired beauty in the
famly. N ne nonths before Noell e had been born, Noelle's
not her had net a strappi ng Norwegi an sail or just

off a freighter. He was a giant Viking god with bl ond
hair and a warm seductive grin. Wile Jacques was at
wor k, the sartor had spent a busy quarter of an hour in
her bed in their tiny apartnent.

Noel l e' s nother had been filled with fear when she

saw how bl ond and beautiful her baby was. She wal ked
around in dread, waiting for the nonent that her husband
woul d point an accusing finger at her and denmand

to know the identity of the real father. But, incredibly,
some ego-hunger in himmade hi maccept the

child as his own. >

"She nust be a throwback to sonme Scandi navi an

blood in ny famly," he would boast to his friends,

"but you can see that she has ny features."

Hs wife would |isten, noddi ng agreenent, and think

what fools nmen were.

Noel l e | oved being with her father. She adored his
clunmsy playful ness and the strange, interesting snells
that clung to him and at the sane tine she was terrified
by the fierceness of him She would watch w de-eyed

as he yelled at her nother and sl apped her hard

across the face, his neck corded with anger. Her

not her woul d screamout in pain, but there was sonething
beyond pain in her cries, sonething ani mal and

sexual and Noell e woul d feel pangs of jeal ousy and

wi sh she were in her nother's place.

But her father was always gentle with Noelle. He



li ked to take her down to the docks and show her off 10
t he rough, crude nen wth whom he worked. She was

known up and down the docks as The Princes» and she

| of this, as nmuch for her father's sake as for

wanted to please her father, and because he

to eat, Noelle began cooking for him preparing

hf avorite di shes, gradually displacing her nother in a
kit chen.

seventeen the prom se of Noelle's early beauty him been
nore than fulfilledi She had matured into an

ite woman. She had fine, delicate features, eyes a

, violet color and soft ash-blond hair. Her skin was

and gol den as though she had been dipped in

Her figure was stunning, with generous, firm yet breasts,
a small wai st, rounded hips and | ong

ay legs, with delicate ankles. Her voice was disive,

soft and nellifluous. There was a strong,

al dering sensuality about Noelle, but that was not

magi c. Her magic lay in the fact that beneath the
suality seened to lie an untouched island of inno-ace,
and the conbi nation was irresistible. She could

wal k down the streets w thout receiving proposi-from
passersby. They were not the casual offers

?at the prostitutes of Marseille received as their daily
arrency, for even the nost obtuse nen perceived

aething special in Noelle, sonething that they had never
seen before and perhaps woul d never see again,

each was willing to pay as nuch as he could afford himtry
to make it a part of hinself, however briefly.

Noel | e's father was consci ous of her beauty, too. In
Jacques Page thought of |little else. He was aware

the interest that Noelle aroused in nmen. Even

tough neither he nor his wife ever discussed sex with
Noel l e, he was certain she still had her virginity, *
aman's little capital. H s shrewd peasant m nd gave

Q@ and serious thought to how he could best capital-on
the wndfall that nature had unexpectedly bestowed

upon him H's mssion was to see that his

| daughter's beauty paid off as handsonely as possible
Ilor Noelle and for him After all, he had «red her, fed
liter, clothed her, educated her--she owed him
everything. And nowit was tinme for himto be repaid. If he
could set her up as sone rich man's mstress, it would



be food for her, and he would be able to live the life of
ease to which he was entitled. Each day it was getting
nore and nore difficult for an honest nman to make a
living. The shadow of war had began to spread across

Eur ope. The Nazis had marched into Austria hi a lightning
coup that had | eft Europe stunned. A few nonths

| ater the Nazis had taken over the Sudeten area and
then marched into Slovakia. In spite of Hitler's
assurances

that he was not interested in further conquest,

the feeling persisted that there was going to be a nmjor
conflict.

The inpact of events was felt sharply in France.

There were shortages in the stores and nmarkets, as the
governnent began to gear for a massive defense effort
Soon, Jacques feared, they would even stop the fishing
and then where would he be? No, the answer to his
problemwas in finding a suitable |lover for his daughter.
The trouble was that he knew no weal t hy-nen. All

his friends were piss-poor like hinself, and he had no
intention of letting any man near her who coul d not

pay his price.

The answer to Jacques Page's dil emma was i nadvertently
supplied by Noelle herself. In recent nonths Noelle

had becone increasingly restless. She did well in

her cl asses, but, school had begun to bore her. She told
her father that she wanted to get a job. He studied her
silently, shrewdly weighing the possibilities.

«What kind of job?" he asked.

"I don't know," Noelle replied. "I mght be able to
work as a nodel, papa.”

It was as sinple as that.

Every afternoon for the next week Jacques Pag*

went hone after work, carefully bathed to get the snel
of fish out of his hands and hair, dressed in his good
suit and went down to the Qanebi ére, the main street
that led fromthe old harbor of the city to the richer
districts. He wal ked up and down the street exploring
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lie dress salons, a clunsy peasant in a world of silk
| ace, but he neither knew nor cared that he was
E pl ace. He had but one objective and he found it



he reached the Bon Marché. It was the finest

shop in Marseille, but that was not why he chose
chose it because it was owned by Monsi eur Au-Lanchon.
Lanchon was in his fifties, an ugly

-headed man with small stunmpy | egs and a greedy,

ing nouth. Hs wfe, atiny woman with the

He of a finely honed hatchet, worked in the fitting

| oudly supervising the tailors. Jacques Page took
>0k at Monsi eur Lanchon and his wife and knew a he had
found the solution to his problem

anchon watched with distaste as the shabbily
stranger entered the door of his shop. Lanchon

1 rudely, "Yes? What can | do for you?"

Jacques Page w nked, poked a thick finger in Latin's
chest and smrked, "It is what | can do for you,

nsieur. | amgoing to |l et ny daughter work for
»

fj Auguste Lanchon stared at the | out standing before
an expression of incredulity on his face.

himare going to let--"

"She will be here tonorrow, nine o'clock.” 1 do not--"
| * Jacques Page had left. A few m nutes |ater, Augusts
achon had conpletely dism ssed the incident from

m nd. At nine o' clock the next norning, Lanchon

aked up and saw Jacques Page entering the shop. He
about to tell his manager to throw the man out,

| i en behi nd hi m he saw NoeDe. They were wal ki ng

vard him the father and his unbelievably beauti ful
ughter, and the old man was grinning, "Here she is,

ly to go to work."

August e Lanchon stared at the girl and |licked his

"Good norning, Monsieur," Noelle smled. "My faer
told ne that you had a job tot ne."

«a'
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August e Lanchon nodded Ms head, unable to trust

hi s voi ce.
"Yes, |--1 think we could arrange sonething," he



managed to stamrer. He studied her face and figure
and could not believe what he saw. He coul d al ready

i magi ne what that naked young body would fed Iike
under hi m

Jacques Page was saying, "Well, I wll |eave you two
to get acquainted,"” and he gave Lanchon a hearty
whack on the shoul der and a wi nk that had a dozen
different significances, none of them | eaving any doubt
i n Lanchon's m nd about his intentions.

For the first few weeks Noelle felt that she had been
transported to another world. The wonmen who cane to

t he shop were dressed hi beautiful clothes and had

| ovel y manners, and the nen who acconpani ed t hem
were a far cry fromthe crude, boisterous fishernen
wi th whom she had grown up. It seermed to Noelle that
for the first tinme in her life the stench of fish was out
of

her nostrils. She had never really been aware of it
bef or e,

because it had al ways been a part of her. But now
everyt hing was suddenly changed. And she owed it all
to her father. She was proud of the Way he got al ong
wi th Monsi eur Lanchon. Her father would cone to the
shop two or three tinmes a week and he and Monsi eur
Lanchon'woul d slip out for a cognac or a beer and
when they returned there would be an air of canmaraderie
between them |In the beginning Noelle had disliked
Monsi eur Lanchon, but his behavior toward her

was al ways circunmspect. Noelle heard fromone of the
girls that Lanchon's wi fe had once caught nun in the
stockroomw th a nodel and had picked up a pair of
shears and had barely m ssed castrating him Noelle
was aware that Lanchon's eyes foll owed her everywhere
she went, but he was al ways scrupul ously polite.
"Probably," she thought, with satisfaction, "he is afraid
of ny father."

At hone the atnobsphere suddenly seened nuch

to. Noelle's father no | onger struck her nother

t he constant bickering had stopped. There were

and roasts to eat, and after dinner Noelle's fa-would
take out a new pipe and fill it with a rich

; tobacco from a | eather pouch. He bought himfta
new Sunday suit. The international situation was and
Noell e would listen to discussions be



her father and his friends. They all seened to be

by the immnent threat to their livelihood, but him Page
appear ed singul arly unconcer ned.

Septenber 1, 1939, Hitler's troops invaded Po-and

two days later Geat Britain and France de

war agai nst Gernmany.

I obilization was begun and overnight the streets

filled with uniforns. There was an air of resigna-about
what was happening, a déja vu feeling of

an old novie that one had seen before; but

was no fear. OQther countries m ght have reason

|"trenble before the mght of the German arm es but

nee was invincible. It had the Maginot Line, an intrable
fortress that could protect France agai nst

i “asion for a thousand years. A curfew was inposed

rati oning was started, but none of those things

tiered Jacques Page. He seened to have changed, to

?e calmed. The only tinme Noelle saw himfly into a

was one ni ght when she was in the darkened

chen ki ssing a boy whom she dated occasionally. ', lights
suddenly went on and Jacques Page stood in hi mdoorway
trenbling with rage.

"Get out," he screaned at the terrified boy. "And

»your hands off ny daughter, you filthy pig!"

The boy fled hi panic. Noelle tried to explain to her
her that they had been doi ng not hing wong, but he himtoo
furious to listen.

“I wll not have you throw yourself away," he

"He is a nobody, he is not good enough for ny

ticess."

Noel | e | ay awake that night marveling at how nuch

father |oved her and vow ng that she woul d never

do anything to distress himagain.

One evening just before closing tine a custoner

came into the shop and Lanchon asked Noelle to

nodel sone dresses. By the tinme Noelle finished, everyone
had | eft the shop except Lanchon and his w fe,

who was wor king on the books in the office. Noelle

went into the enpty dressing roomto change. She was

in her bra and pants when Lanchon wal ked into the

| oom He stared at her and his |ips began to twtch.
Noel | e reached for her dress, but before she could put

It on Lanchon swiftly noved toward her and shoved

hi s hand between her legs. Noelle was filled with



revul si on,

her skin beginning to crawl. She tried to pul

away, but Lanchon-'s grip was strong and he was hurting
her. "You are beautiful,"” he whispered. "Beautiful,

| will see that you have a good tine."

At that nonent Lanchon's wife called out to him

and he reluctantly let go of Noelle and scurried out of
t he room

On the way hone Noel |l e debated whether to tel

her father what had happened. He woul d probably kil
Lanchon. She detested himand could not bear to be

near him and yet she wanted the job. Besides, her father
m ght be disappointed if she quit. She decided that

for the nonent she would say nothing and would find

a way to handle it herself. The follow ng Friday Madane
Lanchon received a call that her nother was ill

in Vichy. Lanchon drove his wife to the railroad station
and then raced back to the shop. He called Noelle

into his office and told her he was going to take her
away for the weekend. Noelle stared at him thinhg at
first that it was sone kind of joke.

"W win go to Vienna," he babbled. "Tnere fe «19

of the great restaurants of the world there, La Pyr-am de.
It is expensive, but it doesn't matter, | can be

very generous to those who are good to ne. How soon

can you be ready?"

She stared at him "Never" was all she could bring
herself to say. "Never." And she tanmed and fled into

of the shop. Monsieur Lanchon | ooked after

a monment, his face nottled with fury, then

the tel ephone on his desk. An hour later No* it father
wal ked into the shop. He nade straight for her and her face
lit up with relief. He had sensed was wong and had cone to
rescue her. himwas standing at the door to his office.
Noel l e's

took her armand hurried her into Lanchon's of

swung around to face her. 1'll so glad you cane, Papa,"”
Noell e said. "I--"

Lanchon tells me that he nade you a

|, offer and you refused him" himstared at him
bewi | dered. "Ofer? He asked ne

jtteway with himfor the weekend."

| you said no?"

on .Noelle could answer, her father drew his



| : back and sl apped her hard across the cheek. She

there in stunned disbelief, her ears ringing, and

ugh a filny haze heard her father saying, "Stupid! IS It's
time you started thinking of sonmeone be-yourself,

you selfish little bitch!™ And he hit her

m nutes |ater as her father stood at the curb themdrive
of f, Noelle and Mnsi eur Lanchon
| for Vienna.

hotel room consisted of a | arge doubl e bed,

ap furniture and a washstand and basin in one cor-NMnsieur
Lanchon was not a man to throw away

; nmoney. He gave the bellboy a snall tip and the no-the
bel | boy | eft, Lanchon turned toward Noelle

began to tear off her clothes. He cupped her

in Ms hot, noist hands and squeezed them

God, you are beautiful,” he panted. He pulled him her
skirt and pants and pushed her onto the bed.

| ay there unnoving, uncaring, as though she

suffering fromsone kind of shock. She had not

one word driving down in the car. Lanchon

hoped that she was not fell. He could sever explainit to
the police or, God forbid, his wfe. He hastily took off
his clothes, throw ng themon the floor and then noved
onto the bed beside Noelle. Her body was even nore

spl endi d than he had anti ci pat ed.

"Your father telb nme you have never been fucked."

He grinned. "Well, | amgoing to show yon what a man
feels like." He rolled his plunp belly on top of her and
thrust his organ between her |egs. He began to push

har der and harder, forcing hinmself into her. NoeDe felt
nothing. In her mnd she was listening to her father

yel l'ing. You should he grateful to have a kind gentl eman
| i ke Monsi eur Lanchon wanting to take care of

you. AH you have to do is be nice to Mn You will do

it for me-And

for yourself. The whol e scene had been

a nightmare. She was sure that her father had sonehow

m sunder st ood, bet when she started to explain, he, had
struck her again and begun screanming, "You win do as

you are told. Oher girls would be grateful for your
chance." Her chance. She | ooked up at Lanchon, the



squat ugly body, the panting animal face with its piggish
eyes. This was the Prince to whom her father had

sold her, her bel oved father who cheri shed her and
could not bear to let her waste herself on anyone
unwor t hy.

And she renenbered the steaks that had suddenly
appeared on the table and her father's new pipes

and his new suit and she wanted to vomt.

It seemed to Noelle that in the next few hours she

di ed and was born again. She had died a Princess, and
she was reborn a slut Slowy she had becone aware of
her surroundi ngs and of what was happening to her.

She was filled wwth a hatred such as she had not known
could exist. She would never forgive her father for his
betrayal. Oddly enough she did not hate Lanchon, for
she understood him He was a man with the one weakness
common to all nmen. From now on, Noelle decided,

t hat weakness was going to be her strength. She

would learn to use it. Her father had been right all

al ong. She was a Princess and the world did belong to
one now she knew howto get it. ft was so sinple.

| the world because they had the strength, the

and the power; therefore it was necessary to

or at |east one man. But in order to do that

to be prepared. She had a great deal to learn. a was the
begi nni ng.

turned her attention to Monsieur Lanchon. She

him feeling, experiencing howthe nmale or and what it
could do to a woman.

, his frenzy at having this beautiful creature under

, bucki ng body, Lanchon did not even notice that
sinply lay there, but he would not have cared,

asting his eyes on her was enough to rouse him

of passion he had not felt in years. He was

to the accordi oned, m ddl e-aged body of

and the tired nerchandi se of the whores of

lie, and to find this fresh, young girl under himhimlike
a mracle cone into his life.

the mracle was just beginning for Lanchon. Af-had
spent hinself nmaking Iove to Noelle for the

time, she spoke and said, "Lie still." She began
eriment on himw th her tongue and her nouth

hands, trying new things, finding the soft, sen-areas
of his body and working on themuntil



cried aloud with pleasure. It was |ike pressing rows of
buttons. When Noelle did this, he npaned
she did this, he withed hi ecstasy. It was so
This was her school, this was her education. This
egLnni ng of power.
bey spent three days there and never once went to him
Pyram de, and during those days and nights, Lan
taught her the little that he knew about sex, and
| discovered a great deal nore.
; When they drove back to Marseille, Lanchon was him
happi est man in all France. In the past he had had
affairs wth shopgirls in a cabinet particuliers, a
that had a private dining roomw th a couch
had haggled with prostitutes, been niggardly with
for his mstresses, and notoriously penurious
with his wife and children. Now he found hinself
sayi ng magnani nously, "lI'mgoing to set yon up in an
apartnment, Noelle. Can you cook?"

"Yes," Noelle replied.
"Good. | will come for lunch every day and we wl |
make | ove. And two or three nights a week, | wll cone

for dinner." He put his hand on her knee and patted it.
"How does that sound?"

"It sounds wonderful," Noelle said.

“I wll even give you an all owance. Not a | arge one,"
he added qui ckly, "but enough so you can go out and
buy pretty things fromtinme to tine. Al | ask is that

you see no one but nme. You belong to ne now. "
"As you w sh, Auguste," she said.
Lanchon si ghed contentedly, and when he spoke, his

voi ce was soft. "I've never felt this way about anyone
before. And do you know why?"

"No, Auguste."”

"Because you make ne feel young. You and | are

going to have a wonderful life together."

They reached Marseille late that evening, driving in
sil ence, Lanchon with his dreans, Noelle with hers.
"I wll see you in the shop tonorrow at nine

o' cl ock," Lanchon said. He thought it over. "If you are
tired in the norning, sleep a little longer. Cone in at
nine-thirty."

Thank you, Auguste.™
He pulled out a fistful of francs and held them out.
"Here. Tonorrow afternoon you will |ook for an



apartnent This wll be a deposit to hold it until |ean
see it"

She stared at the francs hi his hand.

"I's sonet hing wong?" Lanchon asked.

"I want us to have a really beautiful place,” Noelle
said, "where we can enjoy being together."

"I"mnot a rich man," he protested.

Noel I e sm | ed understandi ngly and put her hand on
his thigh. Lanchon stared at her a | ong nonment and

t hen nodded.

right," he said. He reached into his wall et

peeling off francs, watching her face as he

hi m she seened satisfied, he stopped, flushed with
generosity. After all what did it nmatter? Lan-.

was a shrewd busi nessman, and he knew that this

| insure that Noelle would never |eave him

wat ched himas he drove happily away, then

upstairs, packed her things and renoved her

fromher hiding place. At ten o'clock that

, she was on a train to Paris.

the train pulled into Paris early the next

the PLM Station was. crowded with those

who had eagerly just arrived, and those who just as
eagerly Seeing the city. The din in the sta-was

. deaf eni ng as peopl e shouted greetings and
farewel |l s, rudely pushing and shovi ng, but No-did
not mnd. The nonent she stepped off the

bef ore she had even had a chance to see the city,
knew t hat she was hone. It was Marseille that need |ike a
strange town and Paris the city to which

> bel onged. It was an odd, heady sensation, and No
reveled in it, drinking in the noises, the crowds, the
sent. It all belonged to her. Al she had to do

was claimit. She picked up her suitcase and start-|I
toward the exit

Qutside hi the bright sunlight with the traffic in-nely
whi zzi ng around, Noelle hesitated, suddenly re-ig

t hat she had nowhere to go. Half a dozen taxis

lined up hi front of the station. She got into the

t one.

"Wher et 0?"

She hesitated. "Could you reconmmend a nice inex-sive
hot el ?"



The driver swung around to stare at her appraising-y.
"You're new in town?"

"Yes."

He nodded. "You'll be needing a job, | suppose.”
"Yes."

"You're in luck," he said "Have you ever done any
nodel i ng?"

Noel | e's heart |eaped. "As a matter of fact, | have,"
she sai d.

"My sister works for one of the big fashion houses,"
the driver confided. "Just this norning she nentioned
that one of the girls quit. Wuld you |like to see if the
vacancy is still open?"

"That woul d be wonderful,"” Noelle replied.

“If | take you there, it will cost you ten francs."
She frowned.

“I't win be worth it," he prom sed.

"Al'l right." She | eaned back to the seat. The driver
put the taxi to gear and joined the nmaniacal traffic
headi ng toward the center of town. The driver chattered
as they drove, but Noelle did not hear a word he
said. She was drinking to the sights of her city. She
supposed that because of the blackout, Paris was nore
subdued than usual, but to Noelle it seened a city of
pure magic. It had an el egance, a style, even an aroma
all its own. They passed Notre Dane and crossed the
Pont Neuf to the Ri ght Bank and swung toward Marshal
Foch Boul evard. In the distance Noelle could see

the Eiffel Tower, domnating the city. Through the
rearview mrror, the driver saw the expression on her
face.

"Ni ce, huh?"

"It's beautiful," Noelle answered quietly. She stil
could not believe she was here. It was a Kingdomfit
for a Princess... for her.

The taxi pulled up to front of a dark, gray stone
bui | ding on the rue de Provence.

"We're here," the driver announced. "Thafs two

francs on the neter and ten francs for ne."

"How do | know the job win still be open?' Noelle
asked.

The driver shrugged. "I told you, the gMjust left

this norning. If you don't want to go in, I'll take you

back to the station."”
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», " Noelle said quickly. She opened her purse,
, a out twelve francs and handed themto the driver,
Astared at the noney, then | ooked at her. Enbar-she
reached into her purse and handed himan- franc.
nodded, iimflfag, and watched her lift her
out of the taxi.
he started to drive away, Noelle asked, "Wafg
sister's nanme?"
fjeanette.”
stood on the curb watching the taxi disap,
then turned to | ook at the building. There was no
atifying sign in front, but she supposed that a fashle

dress house did not need a sign. Everyone I'll know where
to find it. She picked up her
went up to the door and rang the bell. A few

its later the door was opened by a maid wearing bl ack
apron. She | ooked at Noel |l e bl ankly.

;" Yes?"

JL "Excuse ne," Noelle said. "I understand that there

| an opening for a nodel." a The woman stared at her and
bl i nked.

"Who sent you?"

I,"Jeanette's brother."

"Conme in." She opened the door w der and Noelle

into a reception hall done in the style of the

|'s. There was a | arge Baccarat chandelier hangi ng

the ceiling, several nore scattered around the

and t hrough an open door, Noelle could see a sit-room
filled with antique furniture and a staircase

; upstairs. On a beautiful inlaid table were copies |
Figaro and L' Echo de Paris. "Wait here. 1'lIl find out one
Madane Delys has tinme to see you now. " k<l 'Thank you,"
Noel | e said. She set her suitcase down

" wal ked over to a large mrror on the wall. Her

were winkled fromthe train ride, and she sudly
regretted her inpul siveness in com ng here be*

reshening up. It was inportant to make a good i npression.
Still, as she exam ned herself, she knew

that she | ooked beautiful. She knew this w thout conceit,
accepting her beauty as an asset, to be used |ike

any other asset. Noelle turned as she saw a girl in the



mrror comng down the stairs. The girl had a good figure
and a pretty face, and was dressed in a | ong brown
skirt and a hi gh-necked bl ouse. Cbviously the quality
of nmodel s here was high. She gave Noelle a brief smle
and went into the drawing room A nonent |ater Madane
Del ys entered the room She was in her forties
and was short and dunpy with cold, calculating eyes.
She was dressed in a gown that Noelle estimted nust
have cost at |east two thousand francs.
"Regina tells ne that you are |looking for a job," she
sai d.
"Yes, ma'am " Noelle replied.
"Where are you fronf"
"Marseille."

Madanme Del ys snorted. The playpen of drunken
sailors.™
Noel l e's face fel

Madane Delys patted her on the shoulder. "It does

not matter, ny dear. How old are you?"

"Ei ghteen. "

Madanme Del ys nodded. "That Is good. | think nmy customers
will like you. Do you have any famly in Paris?"

"No. "

"Excellent Are you prepared to start work right

away ?"

"Oh, yes," Noelle assured her eagerly.

From upstairs came the sound of |aughter and a nonent

| ater a red-headed girl wal ked down the stairs on

the armof a fat, m ddl e-aged nan. The girl was wearing
only a thin negligee,

"Fi ni shed al ready?" Madane Del ys asked.

"I"ve worn Angela out," the man grinned. He saw

Noelle. "Who's this little beauty?"

"This is Yvette, «hit newgirl," Mudane Del ys sai d.

And w thout hesitation added, "She's from Anfi bes, the
daughter of a Prince."

hi m never screwed a Princess,

t he man excl ai ned.

much?"
a francs."
you must be joking. Thirty."
Forty. And believe ne, you'll get your noney's him"

it is adeal."” aturned to Noelle. She had vani shed.

Noel | e wal ked the streets of Paris, hour after hour,



stroll ed al ong the Chanps-El ysées, down one side
up the other, wandering through the Lido Arcade
stopping at every shop to gaze at the incredible
ncopia of jewelry and dresses and | eat her goods
perfunes, "and she wondered what Paris was |ike
there were no shortages. The wares displayed hi
w ndows were dazzling, and while one part of her
| i ke a country bunpkin, another part of her knew
one day these things would belong to her. She
| ced through the Bois and down the rue du
ubour g- St. - Honore and al ong t he avenue Victor
until she began to feel tired and hungry. She had
purse and suitcase at Madane Delys', but she
no intention of going back there. She would send

her t hings.
Noel | e was neither shocked nor upset by what had
appened. It was sinply that she knew the difference
etween a courtesan and a whore. Wores did not
age the course of history: courtesans did. Mean-lie
she was without a cent. She had to find a way to
until she could find a job the next day. Dusk him
begi nning to brush the sky, and the nerchants and
atel doornen were busy putting up blackout curtains
ai nst possible air attacks. To solve her i mediate
oblem Noelle needed to find soneone to buy her a
1 hot dinner. She asked directions froma gendarne
t hen headed for the Crillon Hotel. Qutside, forbid
iron shutters covered the wi ndows, but inside, the
| obby was a nast erpi ece of subdued el egance, soft and
understated. Noelle wal ked in confidently as if she
bel onged
there and took a seat in a chair facing the el evator.
She had never done this before, and she was a
bit nervous. But she renenbered how easy it had been
to handl e Auguste Lanchon. Men were really very
unconplicated. There was only one lesson a girl had to
remenber: A man was soft when he was hard and
hard when he was soft. So it was only necessary to
keep himhard until he gave you What you want ed.
Now, | ooking around the | obby, Noelle decided that it
woul d be a sinple matter to catch the eye of an unattached
mal e on his way, perhaps, to a |onely dinner.
"Pardon, Madenoiselle,"”
Noell e turned her head to | ook up at a |arge man hi



a dark suit. She had never seen a detective in her life,
but there was no doubt whatever hi her m nd.

"I's Madenoi selle waiting for soneone?”

MYes," Noelle replied, trying to keep her voice

steady. "I'mwaiting for a friend."

She was suddenly acutely aware of her wi nkl ed

dress, and the fact that she carried no purse.

"I's your friend a guest of this hotel ?"
She felt a surge of panic rising in her
exactly."

He studied Noelle a nonent, then said in a

har dened tone, "May | see your identification?"

"I--1 don't have it with ne." she stammered. "I |ost

it."

The detective said, "Perhaps Madenvoiselle w ||

come with ne." He put a firmhand on her arm and

she rose to her feet.

And at that nonent soneone took her other arm

and said, "Sony I'mlate, cherie, but you know how

t hose dammed cocktail parties are. You have to bl ast

your way out. Beeo waiting | ong?"

Noel | e swung around in astoni shnment to | ook at the
speaker. He was a ta& man, his body | ean and hard-| ooki ng,
and he wore a strange, unfamliar uniform He
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He- - er - - not

bl ue-bl ack hair with a widow s peak and eyes the

of a dark, storny sea, with long, thick |ashes, |Bs

had the | ook of an old Florentine coin. It was

" irreqgqular face, the two profiles not quite nmatching,
ugh the mnter's hand had slipped for an instant,

a face that was extraordinarily alive and nobile

that you felt it was ready to smle, to laugh, to

The only thing that saved it frombeing femly

beauti ful was a strong, masculine chin with a himcleft hi
it

gestured toward the detective. "Is this man bot h-you?"
Hi s voi ce was deep, and he spoke French hima very slight
accent.

N-no," Noelle said, in a bew | dered voice.

"l beg your pardon, sir," the hotel detective was . "I

m sunder st ood. We have been having a

Mem here lately wwth <. ." He turned to Noelle.



'| ease accept ny apol ogi es, Madenvoi selle." the stranger
turned to Noelle. "Well now, | don't v. Wiat do you think?"
Noel | e swal | owed and nodded qui ckly.

The man turned to the detective. "Madenoiselle's yet
generous. Just watch yourself in the future.” He foll owed
Noell e's arm and they headed for the door.

When they reached the street, Noelle said, "I--1 wasn't

know how to thank you, Mnsieur." |'ve always hated
policenmen." The stranger grinned, himyou want ne to get you
a taxi?"

Noel l e stared at him the panic beginning to rise in
again, as she renmenbered her situation. "No."

"Ri ght Good night" He wal ked over to the stand
started to get into a taxi, turned around and saw
she was standing there, rooted, staring after him the
doorway of the hotel was the detective watching,
stranger hesitated, then wal ked back to Noelle.
fou'd better get out of here,” he advised. "Qur
pdend's still interested hi you."

"I have nowhere to go," she replied.

He nodded and reached into his pocket

ul don't want your noney," she said quickly.

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Wat do you want ?"

he asked.

"To have dinner with you."

He smled and said, "Sorry. | have a date, and Fm
| ate al readv "
"Then go ahead," she said. «l|l be fine."

He shoved the bills back into his pocket. "Suit yourself,
honey," he said. "Au 'voir." He turned and began

wal king toward the taxi again. Noelle | ooked after him
wonderi ng what was wong with her. She knew she had
behaved stupidly, but she al so knew that she could not
have done anything else. Fromthe first nonment she

had | ooked at hi m she had experienced a reaction that
she had never felt before, a wave of enotion so strong
that she could al nost reach out and touch it. She did
not even know his name, and woul d probably never see

hi m agai n. Noell e glanced toward the hotel and saw

the detective noving purposefully toward her. It was
her owmn fault. This tine she would not be able to talk
her way out of it. She felt a hand on her shoul der, and
as she turned to see who it was, the stranger took her
arm and propelled her toward the taxi, quickly opened



the door and clinbed in beside her. He gave the driver
an address. The taxi pulled away, |eaving the detective
at the curb, staring after them "Wat about your

dat er Noel | e asked.

"It's a party,"” he shrugged. "One nore won't nake
any difference. |I'mLarry Douglas. Wat's your
name?"

"Noel | e Page."

«Where are you from Noelle?"

She turned and | ooked into his brilliant dark eyes
and said, "Antibes. | amthe daughter of a Prince."

He | aughed, showi ng even, white teeth.
"Good for you, Princess," he said.
"Are you English?"
"American. "
She | ooked at his uniform "Anmerica is not at war."
in the British RAF," he explained. They've
, formed a group of Anerican flyers. It's called the I
Squadron. "
Jut why should you fight for England?"
Engl and's fighting for us,"” he said. "Only
jfdon't know it yet"
Noel | e shook her head. "I don't believe that Hitler |'lI
Boche cl own. "
"Maybe. But he's a cl owmn who knows what the Geri
want: to rule the world."
j Toelle |listened, fascinated, as Larry di scussed
Ht-mlitary
strategy, the sudden wi thdrawal fromthe
of Nations, the nutual defense pact with Japan
Italy, not because of what he was saying but be*
she enjoyed watching his face as he tal ked. H's
eyes sparkled with enthusiasm as he spoke, bias himan
overpowering, irresistible vitality.
| ie had never nmet anyone like him He was--rarity
of rarities--a spendthrift with hinself. He
open and warm and alive, sharing hinself, enjoy-b,
maki ng sure that everyone around himenjoyed
was |ike a magnet pulling into his orbit everyone him
appr oached.
arrived at the party, which was being given in
ismall flat on the rue' Chemin Vert. The apart nent
filled with a group of |aughing, shouting people,
st of themyoung. Larry introduced Noelle to the



a predatory, sexy-looking redhead, and then hi mswall owed
by the crowd. Noelle caught glinpses of

during the evening, surrounded by eager young

each trying to capture his attention. And yet himwas no
ego about him Noelle thought. It was as

he were totally unaware of how attractive he

Soneone found a drink for Noelle and soneone > offered to
bring her a plate of food fromthe buffet,

she was suddenly not hungry. She wanted to be

the Anmerican, wanted himaway fromthe girls himcrowded
around him Men were comng up to her

trying to start conversations, but Noelle's mnd

was el sewhere. Fromthe nonent they had wal ked in» the
American had conpletely ignored her, had acted as

t hough she did not exist. Wiy not? Noelle thought

Why shoul d he bother with her when he could have

any girl at the party? Two nen were trying to engage

her in conversation, but she could not concentrate. The
room had suddenly becone unbearably hot She | ooked

around for a neans of escape.

A voice said in her ear, "Let's go," and a few nonents

| ater she and the American were out on the

street, in himcool night tax. The city was dark and
gui et agai nst the invisible Germans in the sky, and the
cars glided through the streets like silent fish in a

bl ack
sea. S
They could not find a taxi, so they wal ked, had di nner
inalittle bistro on the place they Vfctoires and Noel |l e
found that she was.starved. She studied the Anerican
sitting across frombet, and she wondered what it

was that had happened to her. It was as though he had

t ouched sone wel Il spring deep within her that she had
never even known exi sted. She had never felt happi ness
like this before. They tal ked about everyt hing.

She told hi mabout her background, and he told her

t hat becane from South Boston and was Boston Irish.

| Bs not her had been born in Kerry County.

"'Where did you |learn to speak French so wel |l ?" Noelle
asked.

"I used to spend ny summers at Cap D Anti bes

when | was a kid. My old man was a stock- mar ket

tycoon until the bears got him"

" Bear er



So Larry had to explain to her about the arcane

ways of the stock market hi Anerica. Noelle did not
care what he tal ked about, so long as he kept talking.
"Where are ydNi i71ving?"

"Nowhere." She told himabout the taxi driver and
Madane Delys and the fat man believing she was a
Princess and offering to pay forty francs for her, and
Larry | aughed al oud. >,

hi m you renenber where the boose is?"
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| "Come on, Princess."
they arrived at the house on the rue de

nee, the door was opened by the sane uniforned
Her eyes |it up as she saw the handsone young
t hen darkened when she saw who was with

ifa want to see Madane Delys,"” Larry said. He
| Noelle wal ked into the reception halL There were
girls in the drawi ng room beyond. The mai d

and a few mnutes | ater Madane Del ys entered,

eveni ng, Mnsieur," she said to Larry. She

| to Noelle, "Ah, | hope you have changed your
hasn't," said Larry, pleasantly. "You have

sthing that belongs to the Princess.”

; Delys | ooked at hi m questioningly.

pHer suitcase and purse.*'

S: Madane Days hesitated a nonent, then left the

A few mnutes later the maid returned, carrying Noel's

purse and suitcase. "Merci," Larry said. He turned to Noelle.
"Let's go,

tat night Noelle noved in wth Larry, to a small,

hotel on the rue Lafayette. There was no di scus*

about it, it was inevitable for both of them Wen

made | ove that night, it was nore exciting than Noell e had
ever known, a wild primtive « -that shook them both. She | ay
in Larry's arns

ni ght, hol ding hi m dose, happier man she had ever

| possi bl e,



next norning they awoke, nmade | ove, and went

to explore the city. Larry was a wonderful guide,

he nmade Paris seema |lovely toy for Noellé's

aent. They had lunch in the Tuileries, spent tine

at Mai Mai sén and spent hours wanderi ng

ad the place they Vosges at the end of Notre Dane,

ol dest section of Paris, built by Louis Xm He

showed her places that were off the beaten track of the
tourists, the place Maubert with its colorful street
mar ket

and the quai de |la Meégisserie with its cages of
brightly hued birds and squeaky animals. He took her

t hrough the Marché de Bud and they listened to the
din of the hawkers, pitching the nerits of their bins of
fresh tomat oes, their seaweed-bedded oysters, their
neatly | abel ed cheeses. They went to the Du Pont, on
Mont par nasse. They had di nner on the Bateau Muche
and finished up by having onion soup at four in the
norning at Les Halles wth the butchers and truck
drivers. Before they were through Larry had collected
a large group of friends, and Noelle realized that it was
because he had the gift of laughter. He had taught her
to laugh and she had not known that |aughter was
within her. It was like a gift froma god. She was

gr at ef ul

to Larry and very nmuch in love with him It was

dawn when they returned to their hotel room Noelle
was exhausted, but Larry was filled with energy, a
restl ess

dynano. Noelle lay hi bed watching himas he

stood at the wi ndow | ooking at the sun rise over the
rooftops of Paris.

"I love Paris,"” he said. "It's like a tenple to the best
t hi ngs that nen have ever done. It's a city of beauty
and food and love." He turned to her and grinned,

"Not necessarily in that order."

Noel | e wat ched as he took off his clothes and

clinbed into bed beside her. She held him |oving the
feel of him the nmale snell of him She thought of her
father and how he had betrayed her. She had been
wrong to judge an nen by him and Auguste Lanchon.

She knew now that there were nen |ike Larry Dougl as.



And she al so knew that (here could never be anyone
el se for her.

"Do you know who the two greatest nmen who ever
lived were, Princess?" he was asking.

"You," she said.
"W Il bur and Orvflle Wight They gave nan his
real freedom Have you ever flown?" She shook her

«3

"We had a sumrer place in Mntauk---that's at

of Long Island--and when | was a kid | used

the gulls wheel through the air over the

riding the current, and I would have given ny

| to be up there with them | knew | wanted to be a a
before I could walk. A friend of the famly took on up in an
ol d bi pl ane when | was nine, and | took

Iftest flying | esson when | was fourteen. That's when
lly alive, when ['"'min the air."

[later:

Noel 's going to be a world war. Gernmany wants to himit
all."

wont get France, Larry. No one can cross the

aot line."

the snorted; "he crossed it a hundred tines." She

at himpuzzled. "In the air, Princess. This is | to be an
air war... ny war."

| And |l ater, casually:

t'i' Wy don't we get married?"

| I't was the happiest nonment of Noelle's life. on
Sunday was a rel axed, |azy day. They had breakf ast
alittle outdoor cafe in Montmartre, went back to
room and spent alnost the entire day in bed. No-could
not believe anyone could be so ecstatic. It

pure nmagi c when they nmade | ove, but she was just
content to lie there and listen to Larry talk and
ch himas he noved restlessly about the room Just
near himwas enough for her. It was odd, she
how t hi ngs wor ked out She had grown up

called Princess by her father, and now, even



ugh it had happened as a joke, Larry was calling
Princess. Wien she was with Larry, she was sone» g. He had
restored her faith in nmen. He was her

and Noel | e knew that she woul d never need

Nanything nore, and it seenmed incredible to her that she
on could be so lucky, that he felt the sane way about her.
"I wasn't going to get married until this war was
[over,"” he told her. "But to bell with that Plans are
made to be changed, right, Princess?"

She nodded, filed with a happi ness that threatened

to burst inside her.

"Let's get married by sone noire in the country,”

Larry said "Unl ess yon want a bi g weddi ng?"

Noel | e shook her head. "The country sounds wonderful ."
He nodded. "Deal. | have to report back to ny

Squadron tonight 111 neet you here next Friday. How
does that sound?"

1--1 don't know if | can stand being away from

you that long." Noel's voice was shaky.

Larry took her in his arns and held her. "Love ne?"

he asked.

"More than ny life,” Noelle replied sinply.

Two hours later Larry was on his way back to Engl and.

He did not let her drive to the airport with him

"l don't |ike good-byes," he said. He gave her a | arge
fistful of franc notes. "Buy yourself a weddi ng gown,
Princess. Ill see you in it next week." And he was

gone.

Noel | e spent the next week in a state of euphori a,

goi ng back to the places she and Larry had been,
spendi ng hours dream ng about their life together. The
days seened to drag by, the m nutes stubbornly refusing
to nove, until Noelle thought she would go out of

her m nd.

She went to a dozen shops | ooking for her weddi ng dress,
and finally she found exactly what she wanted, at
Madel ei ne Vionett. It was a beautiful white organza

wi th a high-necked bodice, Iong sleeves with a row of
six pearl buttons, and three crinoline petticoats. It cost
much nol e than Noell e had anticipated, but she did

not hesitate. She used all the noney that Larry had

gi ven her and nearly all her own savings. Her whole
bei ng was centered on Larry. She thought about ways

to please him she searched through her mnd for nenories



that m ght anmuse him anecdotes that would entertain Mn
She felt iftff a schoolgirl.

1 soit was that Noelle waited for Friday to cone,

agony of inpatience, and when it finally arrived

up at dawn and spent two hours bat hing and yet, changi ng
cl othes and changi ng again, trying himwhich dress woul d
pl ease Larry nost She put

weddi ng gown, but quickly took it off again,

| that it mght bring bad luck. She was in a frenzy

I t ement

ten o' clock Noelle stood in front of the pier glass

| ie bedroom and she knew that she had never

as beautiful. There was no ego in her appraisal;

sinply pleased for Larry, glad that she could

himthis gift By noon he had not appeared, and

wi shed that he had told her what tine he ex

to arrive. She kept phoning the desk for nessages
ten- m nut es

and kept picking up the phone to

sure it was working. By six o'clock that evening,

was still no word fromhim By mdnight he had
called, and Noelle sat huddled in a chair, staring at
> phone, willing it to ring. She fell asleep, and when
woke, it was dawn, Saturday. She was still in the him

stiff and cold. The dress she had so carefully himwas
wri nkl ed, and there was a run in her stock*

el | e changed cl ot hes and stayed hi the room all
day, stationing herself hi front of the open wn
telling herself that if she stayed there, Larry
appear, if she left, sonething terrible would

to him As Saturday norning | engthened into
noon, she began to be filled with the conviction
there had been an accident. Larry's plane had
and he was lying in a field or hi a hospital,

or dead. Noelle's mnd was filled with ghastly
She sat up all night Saturday, sick with worry,

[ to | eave the room and not know ng how to reach

Noel | e had not heard from hi m by Sunday
, she could stand it no longer. She had to tel ephone

But how? Wth a war on it was difficult to place

an overseas call and she was not even certain where



Larry was. She knew only that he flewwith the RAF in
some Anerican squadron. She picked up the tel ephone
and spoke to the sw tchboard operator.

"It is inmpossible,” the operator said flatly.

Noel | e expl ai ned the situation, and whether it was

her words or the frantic despair in her voice she never
knew, but two hours later she was talking to the War
Mnistry in London. They could not help her, but they
transferred her to the Air Mnistry at Witehall who
put her through to Conbat Operations, where she was

di sconnected before she could get any information. It
was four nore hours before Noelle was reconnected,

and by then she was on the verge of hysteria. Ar

Qper ati ons

could give her no information and suggested

she try the War M nistry.

"I'Ve talked to them " Noelle screanmed into the

phone. She began to sob, and the male English voice at
the other end of the phone said in enbarrassnent,
"Please, mss, it can't be that bad. Hold on a nonent."
Noell e held the receiver in her hand, knowi ng that it
was hopel ess, certain that Larry was dead and that she
woul d never know how or where he died. And she was
about to replace the receiver when the voice spoke in
her ear again and said cheerfully, "Wat you want,

mss, is the Eagle Squadron. They're the Yanks, based
in Yorkshire. If hima bit irregular, but I'mgoing to put
you through to Church Fenton, their airfield. Then-chaps
will be able to help you.” And the |ine went

It was el even o' clock that night before Noelle could
get the call through again. A disenbodied voice said,
"Church Fenton Air Base," and the connection was so
bad that Noelle could barely hear him It was as

t hough he were speaking fromthe bottom of the sea.

He was obviously having difficulty hearing her. "Speak
up, please,"” he said. By now, Noelle's nerves were so
frayed that she could hardly control her voice.
“I"'mcalling"--she did not even know his rank.
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Captain? Major? Tm cal ling Lany
;las. This is his fiancee."



cant hear you, mss. Can you speak | ouder,
e?"
t he edge of panic Noelle screaned out the words him
sure mat the man at the other end of the phone
trying to conceal fromher that Larry was dead,
a mraculous instant the line cleared, and she
t he voi ce saying as though he were in the next
"Li eutenant Larry Dougl as?"
fes," she said, holding on tightly to her enotions.
ffjust a nonment, please.”
ioelle waited for what seened an eternity and then
voi ce cane back on the line and said, "Lieutenant
Jas is on weekend leave. If it's urgent, he can be found
at-the Hotel Savoy ballroomin London, Gen*
[ Davis' party." And the Iine went dead.

? When the nmaid cane in to clean the roomthe next day,
she found Noelle on the floor, sem conscious,
mai d stared at her a nonent, tenpted to mind her
busi ness and | eave. Why did these things always
to happen in her roons? She went over and touched Noelle's
forehead. It was burning hot. G umthe
mai d waddl ed down the hall and asked the to to send up the
manager. One hour |ater an ami ance
pul l ed up outside the hotel and two young in-carrying
a stretcher were directed to Noelle's

Noel | e was unconsci ous. The young intern in
rai sed her eyelid, put a stethoscope to her chest
1 listened to the rales as she breathed. "Pneunonia," him
said to his conmpanion. "Let's get her out of here.”
| fThey |ifted Noelle onto the stretcher and five mn-Ilater
t he anbul ance was racing toward the hospi-:
She was rushed into an oxygen tent, and it was four
bef ore she was fully consci ous. She dragged
her-reluctantly
up fromthe murky green depths of
| i vion, subconsciously know ng sonething terrible
happened and fighting not to renenber what it

was. As the awful thing floated closer and closer to the
surface of her mnd, and she struggled to keep it from
herself, it suddenly canme to her clear and whole. Larry
Dougl as. Noel |l e began to weep, racked with sobs until

she finally drifted off into a half-sleep. She felt a hand



gently hol ding hers, and she knew that Larry had cone
back to her, that everything was all right. Noelle
opened her eyes and stared at a stranger in a white
uni f orm

taki ng her pulse. "Well! Wl cone back," he announced
cheerful ly.

"Where am | ?" Noell e asked.

"L'Hotel-Dieu, the Cty HospitalL"

"What am | doi ng here?"

"Getting well. You've had doubl e pneunpnia. |I'm

| srael Katz." He was young, with & strong, intelligent
face and deep-set brown eyes.

"Are you ny doctor?"

“Intern," he said. "I brought you in." He smled at
her. "I"mglad you made it W weren't sure.”
"How | ong have | beea here?"

"Four days."

"Whuld you do me a favor?" she asked weakly.

“I'"l'l can."

"Call the Hotel Lafayette. Ask them-" she hesitated.

"Ask themif there are any nessages for ne."

"Well, Fmawful ly busy--"

Noel | e squeezed his hand fiercely. "Please. It's inportant
My fiance is trying to get hi touch with ne."

He grinned. "I don't blame him Al right. I'll .take
care of it," he prom sed. "Now you get sone sleep."
“Not until | hear fromyou," she said.

He left, and Noelle lay there waiting. O course
Larry had been trying to get in touch with her. There
had been sone terrible m sunderstandi ng. He woul d
explain it all to her and everything would be all right
again.

It was two hours before Israel Katz returned. He

wal ked up to her bed and set down a suitcase. "I

your clothes. | went to the hotel nyself," he

| ooked up at him and he coul d see her face

a sorry," he said, enbarrassed. "No nessages."
himstared at himfor a long tinme, then turned her
>to the wall, dry-eyed.

elle was rel eased fromthe hospital two days |ater.

Katz cane to say good-bye to her. "Do you \ any place to
go?" he asked. "Or a job?"

> shook her head.



a work do you do?"
"' ma nodel ."
[ mght be able to help you."
remenbered the taxi driver and Madane Delys. wasn't need
any help," she said,
el Katz wote a nanme on a piece of paper. "If
| ange your mnd, go there. It's a small fashion him An
aunt of mne owns it I'll talk to her about

Do you have any noney?"
lie did not answer.
There." He pulled a few francs out of his pocket and
themto her. "I"'msorry | don't have nore. In
aren't very well paid."

you," Noel said.
; sat at a small street cafe sipping a coffee and de- how
to pick up the pieces of her life. She knew
she had to survive, for she had a reason to live
<a. She was filled with a deep and burning hatred

was so all-consumng that it left no roomfor any-eke.
She was an avengi ng Phoeni x rising fromshe's of the
enotions that Larry Douglas had nur-in
her. She woul d not rest until she had de-him
She did not know how, or when, but she
" that one day she would make it happen.
she needed a job and a place to sleep. Noelle

her purse and took out the piece of paper that
the young intern had given her. She studied it a nonment
and made up her m nd. That afternoon she went
to see Israel Kate's aunt and was given a job nodeling
in a small, second-rate fashion house on the rue Bourault.
| srael Kate's aunt turned out to be a m ddl e-aged,
gray-haired woman with the face of a harpy and the
soul of an angel. She nothered all her girls and they
adored her. Her nanme was Madane Rose. She gave
Noel | e an advance on her salary and found her a tiny
apartnment near the. salon. The first thing Noelle did
when she unpacked was to hang up her weddi ng dress.
She put it in the front of the closet so that it was the
first thing she sawin the norning and the | ast thing she
saw when she undressed at ni ght

Noel | e knew t hat she was pregnant before there
were any visible signs of it, before any tests had been
made, before she m ssed her period. She could sense



the newlife that had forned in her wonb, and at night
she lay in bed staring at the ceiling thinking about it,
her eyes glowing with wild ani mal pleasure.

On her first day off Noelle phoned |Israel Katz and
made a date to neet himfor |unch.

“I'"'m pregnant,” she told him

"How do you know? Have you had any tests?"

"l don't need any tests."

He shook his head. "Noelle, a |lot of wonmen think

they are going to have babi es when they are not How
many peri ods have you m ssed?"

She pushed the question aside, inpatiently, "I want
your hel p."

He stared at her. 'To get rid of the baby? Have you

di scussed this with the father?"

"He's not here."
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on face tightened angrily. "Do you think everything
| a price, Noelle?"

course,"” she said sinply. "Anything can be

lit and sold."” does that include you?"

| *Yes, but Tmvery expensive. WIIl you help nme?"

here was a long hesitation. "All right. Ill want to
sonme tests first"
toy well."

foll owi ng week |srael Katz arranged for NoeHe
to the | aboratory at the hospital. Wen the test
Its were returned two days |l ater, he tel ephoned her
ork. "You were right," he said. "You' re pregnant”
[ know. "
| f Tve arranged for you to have a curettage at the
ital. he told themthat your husband was killed in
; accident and that you are unable to have the baby.
1 do the operation next Saturday."
f*No," she said.
| Ms Saturday a bad day for you?"
| Tm not ready for the abortion yet, Israel. | just wanted
to know that | could count on you to help ne."
Rose noticed the change in Noelle, not
a physical change, but sonething that went himdeeper, a
radi ance, an inner glow that seened to
her. Noelle wal ked around with a constant smle, as



_ him huggi ng sone wonderful secret.

i "You have found a |over," Madane Rose said. "It
himin your eyes."

ANoel | e nodded. "Yes, Madane."

| "He is good for you. Hold onto him™

inwll,” Noelle promsed. "As long as | can."

weeks later Israel Katz tel ephoned her. "I

It heard fromyou," he said. "I was wondering if himhad
forgotten?"

\ "No," Noelle said. "I think of it all the tine."

| "How do you feel ?"

A"Wonder ful . "

to see Israel Katz's aunt and was given a job nodeling

in a small, second-rate fashion house on |ie rue Bourault.

| srael Katz's aunt turned out to be a niddle-aged,
gray-haired wonman with the face of a harpy and the

soul of an angel. She nothered all her girls and they
adored her. Her nanme was Madane Rose. She gave

Noel | e an advance on her salary and found her a tiny
apartnment near the, salon. The first thing Noelle did
when she unpacked was to hang up her weddi ng dress.

She put it hi the front of the closet so that it was the
first thing she sawin the norning and the | ast thing she
saw when she undressed at ni ght

Noel | e knew that she was pregnant before there

were any visible signs of it, before any tests had been
made, before she m ssed her period. She could sense

the new life that had forned in her wonb, and at ni ght
she lay in bed staring at the ceiling thinking about it,
her eyes glowing with wild ani mal pleasure.

On her first day off Noelle phoned |Israel Katz and

made a date to neet himfor |unch

“I"'mpregnant,” she told him

"How do you know? Have you had any tests?"

"I don't need any tests."

He shook his head. "Noelle, a |ot of wonen flunk

they are going to have babi es when they are not How
many peri ods have you m ssed?"

She pushed the question aside, inpatiently. "I want
your help."

He stared at her. 'To get rid of the baby? Have you

di scussed this with the father?"

"He's not here."



»price, Noelle?"
course," she said sinply. "Anything can be
and sold." does that include you?" a hers, but Fmvery
expensive. WIIl you help nme?"
was a long hesitation. "Al'l right 111 want to him sone
tests first”
ferywel | . "
foll ow ng week |Israel Katz arranged for Noeiie
to the | aboratory at the hospital. Wen the test
were returned two days | ater, he tel ephoned her
ork. "You were right," he said. "You' re pregnant1*
[ know. "
arranged for you to have a curettage at the he told them
that your husband was killed in
| acci dent and that you are unable to have the baby.
| do the operation next Saturday."”
Jo," she said.
hi m Saturday a bad day for you?"
|'"'mnot ready for the abortion yet, Israel. | just wanted
to know that | could count on you to help ne."
Rose noticed the change in Noelle, not
a physi cal change, but sonething that went himdeeper, a
radi ance, an inner glow that seenmed to | her. Noelle wal ked
around with a constant smle, as
ugh huggi ng sonme wonderful secret.

| "You have found a |over," Madane Rose said. "It
himin your eyes." a Noelle nodded. "Yes, Madane."
| *He is good for you. Hold onto him" nt will,"” Noelle

prom sed. "As long as | can."
weeks | ater Israel Katz tel ephoned her. 1

It heard fromyou," he said. "I was wondering if himhad
forgotten?"

no "No," Noelle said. "I think of it all the tinme." him
"How do you feel ?" him « Wnderful.'»

|'ve been | ooking at the calendar. | think that we

had better go to work."

"I"mnot ready yet," Noelle said.

Three weeks passed before Israel Katz tel ephoned

her agai n.

"How about havi ng dinner with ne?" he asked.

"AH right"

They arranged to neet at a cheap cafe on the rue de
Chat Qui Peche. Noelle had started to suggest a better
restaurant when she renenbered what |srael had said



about interns nothaving nuch noney.

He was waiting for her when she arrived. They chatted
ai messly through dinner and it was not until the
coffee arrived that Israel discussed what was on his
m nd.

"Do you still want to have the abortion?" he asked.
Noel l e | ooked at himin surprise. "O course.™

"Then you nust have it right away. You're nore

t han two nont hs pregnant.”

She shook her head. "No, not yet, Israel”

“I's this your first pregnancy?”’

"Yes."

"Then let nme tell you sonething, Noelle. Up until
three nonths, an abortion is usually an easy matter.
The enbryo has not been fully fornmed and all you

need is a sinple curettage, but after three nonths"--he

hesitated--"it's another kind of operation, and it becones
dangerous. The |l onger you wait, the nore dangerous

It beconmes. | want you to have the operation

now. "

Noel l e | eaned forward. "What's the baby Iike?"

“Now?" He shrugged. "Just a lot of cells. O course,
all the nuclei are there to forma conplete human

bei ng. "

"And after three nonths?"

"The enbryo starts to becone a person. 1*

"Can it feel things?"

"It responds to blows and | oud noises."

lie sat there, her eyes locked onto his. "Can ft feel
a

suppose so. But it is protected with an ammiotic -" He
suddenly felt an uneasy stilting. "It would be

" hard for anything to hurt it"

elle lowered her eyes and sat staling at the table»
it and t houghtful.

Kat z studi ed her a nonent and then said

"Noelle, if you want to keep this baby and are

to because it will have no father . . . well, |

be willing to marry you and give the baby a
»

| ooked up in surprise. "I have already told you. wasn't
want this baby. | want to have an abortion."



for Christ's sake, have it!" Israel shouted. He

[ his voice as he realized that other patrons were yet at
him "If you wait nuch |onger, there isn't a

in France who will do it. don't you understand? hi mwait
too |l ong, you could die!"

understand,” Noelle said quietly. "If |I were going

e this baby, what kind of diet would you put ne

ran his fingers through his hair, bewi |l dered. himof mlk
and fruit, |ean neat”
ni ght on her way hone Noell e stopped at the
mar ket near her apartnent and bought two
icf mlk and a | arge box of fresh fruit.
Ten days |ater Noelle went into Madane Rose's of
told her that she was pregnant and asked for a
of absence.
how | ong?" Madane Rose asked, eyeing No-i
figure.
If Six or seven weeks."
get Rose sighed. "Are yon sure what you are is the best

t hi ng?"

$Tm sure,” Noelle replied.

| H's there anythingl can do?"

ff' Not hing."

"Very well. Come back to nme as soon as you can. |
w Il ask the cashier to give you an advance on your
salary."

"Thank you, Madane."

For the next four weeks Noelle never |left her apartnent,
except to buy groceries. She felt no hunger and

ate very little for herself, but she drank enornous
guantities of mlk for the baby and crammed her body
with fruit. She was not alone in the apartnment. The
baby was with her and she tal ked to himconstantly.

She knew it was a boy just as she had known she was
pregnant. She had nanmed him Larry.

"I want you to grow to be big and strong,"” she said

as she drank her mlk. "I want you to be healthy .
heal t hy and strong when you die." She lay in bed every
day plotting her vengeance against Larry and his son.
What was in her body was not a part of her. It bel onged
to himand she was going to kill it. It was the

only thing of his that he had left her, and she was goi ng



to destroy it just as he had tried to destroy her.

How little |Israel Kate had understood her! She was

not interested in a forn ess enbryo that knew not hi ng.
She wanted Larry's spawn to feel what was going to
happen to him to suffer, as she had suffered. The weddi ng
dress was hangi ng near her bed now, always in

sight, a talisman of evil, a rem nder of his betrayal
First, Larry's son, then Larry.

The phone rang often, but Noelle lay in bed, lost in
her dreans until it stopped. She was sure that it was
| srael

Katz trying to reach her.

One evening there was a poundi ng on the door. Noelle
lay in bed, ignoring it, but finally when the poundi ng
conti nued, she dragged herself up and opened the

door .

| srael Katz was standing there, his face filled with

concern. "My God, Noelle, |I've been calling you for
days."
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| ooked at her bul gi ng stomach. "1 thought you

lit have had it done sonewhere el se."

| shook her head. "No. You're going to do it."

p Israel stared at her. "Haven't you understood any

| told you? It's too late! No one's going to do it"
saw the enpty bottles of mlk and the fresh fruit

, the table, then | ooked back at her. "You do want him

baby," he said. "Why won't you admtjt?"

j1 Tell me, Israel, what's he |ike now?"

, *\Who?"

A**The baby. Does he have eyes and ears? Does he him

fingers and toes? Can he feel pain?"

Christ's sake, Noelle, stop it You talk as if

, as if "

; " What ?"

Dt hing." He shook his head hi despair. 1 don't

li. lyou'"

f.$fae smled softly. "No. You don't"

| He stood there a nonment, meking up his m nd.

"All right, I"'mputting ny ass in a sling for you, but

lyou're really determ ned to have an abortion, let's get



sever with. | have a doctor friend who owes ne a favour-.
Hel |
"NO. "

He stared at her.
"Larry's not ready yet,1* she said.
" Three weeks later at four o'clock hi the norning, tsatz
was awakened by a furious concierge pound
on his door. 'Tel ephone, Monsieur Night OM!" he
"And tell your caller that it is the mddle of the
, When respectabl e people are asl eep!”
ael stunbled out of bed and sleepily nade his way
the hall to the tel ephone, wondering what crisis
1 arisen. He picked up the receiver.
"I srael ?"
He did not recognize the voice at the other end of
> phone.
«Yesr
"Now ..." It was a whisper, disenbodied and
anonynous.
"Who is this?"
"Now. Come now, Israel..."
There was an eeriness to the voice, an unearthly

quality that sent a chill down his spine. "Noelle?"

"Now . . ."

"For Christ's sake," he exploded. "I won't do it. It's
too late. You'll die, and I'mnot going to be responsible.

Get yourself to a hospital.”

There was a click in his ear, and he stood there

hol di ng the phone. He slammed the receiver and went

back to his room his mnd churning. He knew that he
could not do any good now, no one could. She was five
and a half nonths pregnant. He had warned her tine

and tinme again, but she had refused to listen. Well, it
was her responsibility.. He wanted to have no part of it.
He began to dress as fast as he could, his bowels

cold wth fear.

When | srael Katz wal ked into her apartnent, Noelle

was lying on the floor in a pool of blood, henorrhagng.
Her face was dead white, but it showed no sign of

t he agony that nust have been racking her body. She
was wearing what appeared to be a wedding dress. |srael
knelt at her side. "What happened?” he asked.



"How di d--?" He stopped, as his eyes fell on a bl oody,
tw sted wire coat hanger near her feet.

"Jesus Christ!"™ He was filled with a rage and at the
same tinme a terrible frustrating feeling of hel pl essness.
The bl ood was pouring out faster now, there was not a
nonment to | ose.

“I'l'l call an anbul ance,” and he started to rise.

Noel | e reached up and grabbed his armw th surprising
strength, and pulled himback down to her.

"Larry's baby is dead," she said, and her face was |it
with a beautiful smle

A team of six doctors worked for five hours trying to
«re Noelle's |life. The diagnhosis was septic poi soning,
forated wonb, blood poi soning and shock. Al the

igreed that there was little chance that she

live. By six o'clock that night Noelle was out of

and two days later, she was sitting up in bed

tie to talk. Israel cane to see her

"All the doctors say that it is a mracle you're alive»
belle."

She shook her head. It was sinply not her tine to

She had taken her first vengeance on Larry, but it

only the beginning. There was nore to cone,

inch nore. But first she had to find him It would take
e. But she would do it.

CATHERI NE

Chi cago: 1939-1940

The growi ng wi nds of war that were bl ow ng across
Eur ope were reduced to no nore than gentle, warning
zephyrs when they reached the shores of the United
St at es.

On the Northwestern canpus, a few nore boys

joined the ROTC, there were student rallies urging
Presi dent Roosevelt to declare war on Germany and a
few seniors enlisted in the Arned Forces. In general,
however, the sea of conplacency remained the sane,
and the underground swell that was soon to sweep over
the country was barely perceptible.

As she wal ked to her cashier's job at the Roost that



Oct ober afternoon, Catherine Al exander wondered

whet her the war woul d change her life, if it cane. She
knew one change that she had to make, and she was
determned to do it as soon as possi ble. She desperately
wanted to know what it was |like to have a man hol d

her hi his arns and nake | ove to her, and she knew

that she wanted it partly because of her physical needs,
but al so because she felt she was m ssing out on an

| mport ant

and wonderful experience. My God, what if

she got run over by a car and they did a post nortem

on her and di scovered she was a virgin! No, she had to
do sonet hi ng about it. Now.

Cat heri ne gl anced around the Roost carefully, but

she did not see the face she was | ooking for. Wen
Ron Peterson canme in an hour later with Jean- Anne,
Catherine felt her body tingle and her heart begin to

She turned away as they wal ked past her, and
of the corner of her eye she saw the two nmake their
to Ron's booth and sit down. Large banners were
around the room "TRY OUR DOUBLE
I URGER SPECI AL* . . . «TRY OUR
YVER S DELIGHT" . . . «TRY OQUR TRIPLE \L1.n
Cat herine took a deep breath and wal ked over to the
3th. Ron Peterson was studying the nenu, trying to he up
his mnd. "I don't know what | want," he was
I ng.
"How hungry are you?" Jean- Anne asked.
«l'"mstarved. "
"Then toy this." They both | ooked up La surprise. It
Cat heri ne standi ng over the booth. She handed
Peterson a fol ded note, turned around and wal ked bl ack
to the cash register.
Ron opened the note, | ooked at it and burst into
tighter. Jean- Anne watched himcoolly.
"I's it a private joke or can anyone get in on it?"
"Private,” Ron grinned. He slipped the note into his
ket
Ron and Jean-Anne l|left shortly afterward. Ron
lidn't say anything as he paid his check, but he gave
Cat herine a |long, speculative |ook, smled and wal ked
w th Jean-Anne on his arm Catherine | ooked after



feeling like an idiot. She didn't even know how
> make a successful pass at a boy.
When her shift was up, Catherine got into her coat,
lid good night to the girl comng in to relieve her and
outside. It was a warm autumm evening with a
aling breeze skipping in off the | ake. The sky | ooked he
purple velvet with soft, far-flung stars just out of
It was a perfect evening to--what? Catherine

a list in her mnd.
/ can go hone and wash ny hair,
can go to the library and study for the Latin exam
1 can go too novie.
| can hide in the bushes and rape the first sail or who
conmes al ong.
| can go get nyself commtted.
Conmitted, she deci ded.
As she started to nove al ong the canpus toward the
library, a figure stepped out from behind a | anp post
"H , Cathy. \Were you headed?"
It was Ron Peterson, smling down at her, and
Catherine's heart started to pound until it began to
burst out of her chest. She watched as it took off on its
own, beating its way through the air. She becane
aware that Ron was staring at her. No wonder. How
many girls did he know who could do that heart trick?
She desperately wanted to conb her hair and fix her
makeup and check the seans of her stockings, but she
tried to | et none of her nervousness show. Rule one:
Keep cal m
"Slug," she nmunbl ed.
"Where are you headed?"
Shoul d she give himher list? God, no! He'd think
she was insane. This was her big chance and she nust
not do a single thing to destroy it. She | ooked up at
him her eyes as warmand inviting as .Carole Lonbard's
I n Not hing Sacred.
"I didn't have any special plans,” she said invitingly.
Ron was studying her, still not sure of her, sone prineval
i nstinct making himcautious. "Wuld you |ike to do
somet hi ng speci al ?" he sai d.
This was it. The Proposition. The point of no return.
"Name it," she said, "and Fmyours." And cringed
I nwardly. *
It sounded so corny. No one said, "Nane it



and |'myours" except in bad Fannie Hurst novels. He
was going to turn on his heel and wal k away in disgust.
But he didn't. Incredibly, he smled, took her arm

and said, "Let's go."

Cat herine wal ked along with him stunned. It had

been as sinple as that. She was on her way to getting

| ai d. She began to trenble inside. If he found out she
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| a virgin, she would be finished. And what was she no to

tal k about when she was in bed with hin? Did

pie talk when they were actually doing it, or did

wai t

until it was over? She didn't want to be rude» a she had
no i dea what the rules were.

"Have you had di nner?" Ron was aski ng.

"Dinner?" She stared up at him trying to think,

houl d she have had dinner? If she said yes, then he [|'|
take her right to bed and she could get it over

"No," she said quickly, "I haven't." Now why did a that?
he rui ned everything. But Ron did not him upset

"Good. Do you |ike Chinese food?"

"It's ny favorite." She hated it, but the gods eerily
weren't going to count a little yellowlie on the

st night of her life.

"There's a good Chinese joint over on Estes. Lum
pong's. Do you know it?"

No, but she woul d never forget it as |long as she

ed.

What did you do the night you | ost your cherry?

Oh, | went to Lum Pong's first and had sone

:ese food with Ron Peterson. ji Was it good?

B Sure. But you know Chi nese food. An hour |ater, |
sexy agai n.

hey had reached his car, a maroon Reo convert-e.

Ron held the door open for Catherine, and she

In the seat where all the other girls she envied had
sat. Ron was charm ng, handsone, a top athlete,

id a sex maniac. It would nake a good title for a

vie. The Sex Maniac and the Virgin. Maybe she

| oul d have held out for a nicer restaurant |like Hen's
hi the Loop and then Ron woul d have thought, himis the
kind of girl | want to take hone to Mother. 'A penny for

your



t houghts,"” he said. On, great! Al right, so he wasn't the
nost brilliant

iversationalist in the world. But that wasnt why she

here, was it? She | ooked up at himsweetly. "I was
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j ust thinking about you." She snuggl ed agai nst him

He grinned. "You really had ne fooled, Cathy."
"I did?"

"1 always thought you were pretty standoffish--I
mean, not interested in nmen."

The word youire funbling for is | esbian, Catherine
t hought, but al oud she said, "I just like to pick ny tine
and pl ace. "

“I"'mglad you picked ne."

"So aml." And she was. She really was. She could

be certain that Ron was a good | over. He had been
factory-tested

and approved by every horny coed within a

radius of a hundred and fifty mles. It would have been
hum liating to have had her first sexual experience wth
soneone as ignorant as she was. Wth Ron she was

getting a master. After tonight she would not be calling
hersel f Saint Catherine any |onger. Instead she woul d
probably be known as "Catherine the Geat." And this
time she woul d know what the "Great" stood for. She
woul d be fantastic hi bed. The trick was not to panic.
Al the wonderful things she had read about in the little
green books she used to keep hidden from her nother

and father were about to happen to her. Her body was
going to be an organ filled with exquisite nmusic. Oh,

she knew it would hurt the first tinme; it always did. But
she woul d not | et Ron know. She would nove her behind
around a | ot because nen hated for a woman to



just lie there, notionless. And when Ron penetrated
her, she would bite her lip to conceal the pain and
cover it up with a sexy cry.

n W]at ?Il

She turned to Ron, appalled, and realized she had
cried aloud. "I--1 didn't say anything."

"You gave a kind of funny cry."
"Did 1?" She forced a little |augh.
"You're a mllion mles away."

She anal yzed the line and decided it was bad. She
must be nore |i ke Jean-Anne. Catherine put her hand

his arm and noved closer. "lI'mright here," she
d.
She tried to nake her voice throaty, |ike Jean Arthur |

Cal amty Jane. Ron | ooked down at her, confused, but the only
no he could read in her face was an eager warnth.
Lum Pong's was a dreary-1ooking, run-ofthe-ml|
aese restaurant | ocated under the El evated. A
ugh dinner they could hear the runble of the trains
they ran overhead rattling the dishes. The restaurant
| i ke a thousand ot her anonynous Chi nese res-all
over Anerica, but Catherine carefully ab-the
details of the booth they were seated in,
to nenory the cheap, spotted wall paper,
chi pped china teapot, the soy-sauce stains on the
V.
Alittle Chinese waiter came up to the table and
if they wanted a drink. Catherine had tasted
key a few tunes hi her life and hated it, but this
New Year's Eve, the Fourth of July, the End of

Mai denhood. It was fitting to cel ebrate.
“I'l'l have an ol d-fashioned with a cherry hi ft."
y/ Ch, God! It was a dead gi veaway.
"Scotch and soda,"” Ron said.
The waiter bowed hinself away fromthe table, ierine
wondered if it were true that Oiental
onmen were built slantw se.



"l don't know why we never becane friends before,"”

was saying. "Everyone says you're the brightest

[ in the whol e goddammed university."

"You know how peopl e exaggerate."

"And you're dammed pretty."”

"Thank you." She tried to nmake her voice sound like ierine
Hepburn in Alice Adans and | ooked neanly

into his eyes. She was no | onger Catherine

She was a sex machi ne. She was about to

Mae West, Marlene Dietrich, Cleopatra. They ' all going to
be sisters under the foreskin.>

The wai ter brought the drink and she finished it in
one qui ck nervous gul p. Ron watched her hi surprise.
"Easy," he warned. «That's pretty potent stuff."

"I can handle it," Catherine assured him confidently.
"Anot her round,” he told the waiter. Ron reached
across the table and caressed her hand. "It's funny.
Ever ybody

at school had you wong."

"Wong. No one at school's had ne."

He stared at her. Careful, don't be clever. Men preferred
to bed girls who had excessively | arge mamrary

gl ands and gl ut eus maxi nus nuscl es and exceedi ngly
smal | cerebruns.

“I"ve had a--thing for you for a long tine," she

said, hurriedly.

"You sure kept it a secret.” Ron pulled out the note
she had witten and snoothed it out "Try our Cashier,"
he read al oud, and laughed. "So far | like it better
than the Banana Split" He ran his hands up and down
Catherine's armand his touch sent tiny ripples down
her spine, just |like the books said it woul d. Perhaps
after

toni ght she would wite a manual on sex to instruct

all the poor, dunmb virgins who didn't know what life
was all about. After the second drink Catherine was
beginning to feel sorry for them

"It's a pity."

"What's a pity?"

She had spoken al oud agai n. She decided to be bold.

"I was feeling sorry for all the virgins in the world,"
she sai d.

Ron grinned at Catherine. "Ill drink to that." He
lifted his glass. She | ooked at himsitting across from



her obvi ously enjoying her conpany. She had not hi ng

to worry about. Everything was going beautifully. He
asked if she would Ii ke anot her drink, but Catherine
declined. She did not intend to be in an al coholic stupor
when she was defl owered. Defl owered? D d people

situ use words |ike defl owered? Anyway, she wanted to
remenber every nonent, every sensation. Oh, ny
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She wasn't wearing anything! Wuld he? Surely a

as experienced as Ron Peterson would have sone-to

put on, sone protection so she wouldn't get

What if he was expecting the sane thing?

if he was thinking that a girl as experienced as
tthertne Al exander woul d surely have sone protec-Coul d
she cone right out and ask hinf? She de-i ed

that she would rather die first, right at the table,
they could cany her body away and give her a cere-jnial
Chi nese buri al .

Ron ordered the dollar seventy-five six-course dinner,
and Catherine pretended to eat it, but it mght as
have been Chi nese cardboard. She was begi nning himget so
tense she couldn't taste anything. Her tongue

suddenly dry and the roof of her nouth felt

ngely nunb. What if she had just had a stroke? If

had sex right after a stroke, it would probably kil

Per haps she should warn Ron. It would hurt his

if they found a dead girl in his bed. O nmaybe it would
enhance it

"What's the matter?" Ron asked. "You | ook pale."”

"I feel great," Catherine said, recklessly. Tmjust

1 about being with you."

Ron | ooked at her approvingly, his brown eyes tak-;

in every detail of her face and novi ng down to her

j pbreasts and lingering there. "I feel the sane way," he
replied.

The wai ter had taken the dishes away, and Ron had

[ paid the check. He | ooked at her, but Catherine

| couldn't nove.

"Do you want anything el se?" Ron asked.

ft Do 1? Ch, yes! 1 want to be on a slow boat to China.
| want to be hinm» a cannibal's kettle being boiled for
di nner. one want ny not her!



Ron was watching her, waiting. Catherine took a

deep breath. "1--1 can't think of anything."

"Good." He drew the syllable out, long and | astingly
$o that it seened to put a bed on the table between
them "Let's go." He stood up and Catherine foll owed.
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The euphoric feeling fromthe drinks had conpletely
vani shed and her | egs began to trenble.

They were outside in the warm night air when a sudden

t hought hit Catherine and filled her with relief. He's not
going to take ne to bed tonight. Men never

do that -with a girl on the first date. He's going to ask

me out to dinner again and next time -we'll go to
Hen-ricfs

and we'll get to know each other better. Really

know each other. And we'll probably fall in |ove--

madl y--and he'll take nme to neet Ms parents and then
everything will be all right . . . and | won't feel this

stupi d pani c.

"Do you have any preference in notel s?" Ron
asked.

Catherine stared up at him speechl ess. Gone were

the dreans of a genteel nusicale evening with his

not her and father. The bastard was planning to take
her to bed in a notel! Wl l, that was what she wanted,
wasn't it? Wasn't that the reason she had witten that
I nsane note?

Ron' s hand was on Catherine's shoul der now, sliding
down her arm She felt a warm sensation in her groin.
She swal | oned and said, "If you' ve seen one notel,
you' ve seen themall."

Ron | ooked at her strangely. But all he said was,
«OK. Let's go."



They got into his car and started driving west

Cat herine's body had turned into a block of ice, but
her mind was racing at a feverish pitch. The last tine
she had stayed in a notel was when she was ei ght and
was driving across country with her nother and father.
Now she was going to one to go to bed with a nman

who was a total stranger. Wat did she know about

hi m anyway? Only that he was handsone, popul ar and
knew an easy | ay when he saw one.

Ron reached over and took her hand. "Your hands
are cold,"” he said.

"Cold hands* hot legs." Oh, Christ, she thought. There |
go again. For sone reason, the lyrics of "Ah,

Mystery of Life" started to go through Cather's
head. Well she was about to solve it. She was on
way to finding out what everything was all about
books, the sexy advertisenents, the thinly veiled |
| yrics--"Rock Me in the Cradle of Love," "Do It
"Birds Dp It." OK, she thought. Now Gather is going to do
it.
Ron turned south onto Clark Street. 1 Ahead on both sides
of the street were huge bli nking
eyes, neon signs that were alive hi the night,
out their offers of cheap and tenporary
Bvens for inpatient young |overs. "EASY REST MO
"OVERNI GHT MOTEL, " "COVE INN," Vow that had to be
Freudi an!) "TRAVELER S
" The paucity of imagination was staggering, but
the other hand the owners of these places were
obably too busy bustling fornicating young coupl es himand
out of bed to worry about being literary.
"This is about the best of them" Ron said, pointing hima
si gn ahead.
"PARADI SE | NN- - VACANCY. "
It was a synbol. There was a vacancy in Paradise,
ad she, Catherine Al exander, was going to fill it
Ron swung the car into the courtyard next to a
| al | whitewashed office with a sign that read: RI NG
AND ENTER. The courtyard consi sted of
aut two dozen nunbered wooden bungal ows.
"How does this | ook?" Ron asked. Like Dante's |nferno.



Li ke the Col osseumin Rone when the Christians were about
be thrown to lhe

ons. Like the Tenple of Del phi when a Vestal Virgin |wor
about to get hers,

Catherine felt that excited feeling in her groin again.
Terrific," she said, "Just terrific."

Ron sm | ed know ngly. "I'll be right back." He put

hand on Catherine's knee, sliding it up toward her

i igh, gave her a quick, inpersonal kiss and swung out

" the car and went into the office. She sat there,

| ook-11ing

after him trying to make her m nd bl ank.

She heard the wail of a siren in the distance. Ch, ny
God, she thought wildly, if3 a read! They're always
rai di ng these pl aces!

The door to the manager's office opened and Ron

came out. He was carrying a key and apparently was

deaf to the siren which was com ng cl oser and cl oser.
He wal ked over to Catherine's side of the car and
opened t he door.

"All set,"” he said. The siren was a scream ng banshee
noving hi on them Could the police arrest them

for merely being hi the courtyard?

"Conme on," Ron said
"Don't you hear that?"
"Hear what ?"

The siren passed them and went ulul ati ng down the
street away fromthem receding into the distance.
Damm! "The birds," she said weakly.

There was a | ook of inpatience on Ron's face.

"If there's anything wong--" he said.

"No, no," Catherine cut in quickly. "I"mcomng."
She got out of the car and they noved toward one of
t he bungal ows. "I hope you got ny |ucky nunber," she

said brightly.

"What did you say?"

Cat herine | ooked up at himand suddenly realized no
wor ds had conme out. Her nouth was conpletely dry.
"Not hi ng, " she croaked.

They reached the door and it said nunber thirteen.

It was exactly what she deserved. It was a sign from
heaven that she was going to get pregnant, that God
was out to punish Saint Catherine.

Ron unl ocked the door and held it open for her. He

to



flicked on the light switch and Cat herine stepped inside.
She could not believe it. The room seened to consi st
of one enornous bed. The only other furniture was
an unconfortabl e-1 o0oki ng easy chair in a corner, a
smal|l dressing table with a mrror over it, and next to
the bed, a battered radio wth a slot for feeding it
quarters.
No one woul d ever wal k hi here and m stake this
for anything but what it was: a place where a
brought a girl to screw her. You couldn't say,
here we are hi the ski |odge, or the war ganes
or the bridal suite at the Anbassador. No.
this was was a cheap | ove nest Catherine turned
see what Ron was doi ng and he was throw ng the
on the door. Good. If the Vice Squad wanted
em they'd have to break down the door first. She I'lIl see
hersel f being carried out in the nude by two
bl i cemen while a photographer snapped her picture for
| e front page of the Chicago Daily News. Ron noved up to
Cat herine and put his arns
ad her. "Are you nervous?" he asked.
She | ooked up at himand forced a | augh that woul d have
made Margaret Sullavan proud. "Nervous? Ron, wasn't be

silly.!'

He was still studying her, unsure. "You' ve done this
fore, havent you, Cathy?"

"I don't keep a scorecard."” "l've had a strange feeling

about you all evening.'
her out on her

% n ass and tell her to get lost in a cold shower.

jjrVvell, she wasn't going to |et that happen. Not tonight.
"What kind of feeling?"

"I don't know." Ron's voice was perpl exed. "One

|l ute you' re kind of sexy and, you know, with it, and

tie next mnute your mnd is way off sonmewhere and away as
frigid as ice. It's like you' re two peopl e.

" himone is the real Catherine Al exander?" Frigid as ice,
she automatically said to hersel

| Aloud she said, '"till show you." She put her arns

| around himand kissed himon the |ips and she could

| Smel | egg foo young.

| ' He kissed her harder and pulled her close to him He

| ran hi s hands over her breasts, caressing them pushing
tongue into her nouth. Catherine felt a hot noisfcnre

Here it cones. He was going to throw



deep down inside her and she could feel her pants Here |
go, she thought. It's really going to

ripen! Ifs really going to happen! She clung to him
harder, filled with a grow ng, al nbst unbearabl e
exci t ement

"Let's get undressed,"” Ron said hoarsely. He stepped
back from her and started to take off his jacket.

"No," she said. "Let nme." There was a new confi dence

in her voice. If this was the night of nights, she

was going to do it right. She was going to renenber
everything she had ever read or heard. Ron wasn't

goi ng back to school to snicker to the girls about how
he had nmade love to a dunb little virgin. Catherine

m ght not have Jean- Anne's bust neasurenent, but she
had a brain ten tines as useful, and she was going to
put it to work to nake Ron so happy in bed he

woul dn't be able to stand it She took off his jacket and
laid it on the bed, then reached for his tie.

"Hold it," Ron said. "I want to see you undress,"
Catherine stared at him swallowed, slowy reached

for her zipper and got out of her dress. She was standing
hi her bra, slip, pants, shoes and stockings.

"Goon. "

She hesitated a nonent, then reached down and

stepped out of her slip. Lions, 2--Christians, 0, she

t hought

"Hey, great! Keep going."

Catherine slowy sat down on the bed and careful ly
renmoved her shoes and stockings, trying to nmake it

| ook as sexy as she could. Suddenly she felt Ron behind
her, undoing her bra. She let it fall to the bed. He
lifted Catherine to her feet and started sliding her pants
down. She took a deep breath and cl osed her eyes,

wi shing that she were in another place wth another

man, a human bei ng who | oved her, whom she | oved, who
woul d father splendid children to bear his nane,

who woul d fight for her and kill for her and for whom
she woul d be an adoring hel pmate. A whore in his bed,

a great cook in his kitchen, a charm ng hostess in his
living room . . a man who would kill a son of a bitch

| i ke Ron Peterson for daring to bring her to this tacky,
91



room Hex pants fell to the floor. Catherine opened her
eyes.

[ Ron was staring at her, his face filled with admra-"M
CGod, Cathy, you're beautiful,” he said, you're really
beautiful." He bent down and ki ssed her

east. She caught a glinpse in the dressing-table mr-It
| ooked |Ii ke a French farce, sordid and dirty. Ev

I nsi de her except the hot pain in her groin told

that this was dreary and ugly and wong, but there

no way to stop it now. Ron was whipping off his

and unbuttoning his shirt, his face flushed. He undid
belt and stripped down to his shorts, then sat down

, the bed and started to take off his shoes and socks,
mean it, Catherine," he said, his voice tight with
action. "You' re the nost beautiful goddamm thing

| ever laid eyes, on."

, H's words only increased Catherine's panic. Ron

up, a broad, anticipatory grin on his face, and | et
shorts drop to the floor. Hs nale organ was stand-ag
out stiffly, like an enornous, inflated salam wth
around it. It was the |argest, nost incredible thing

i erine had ever seen in her life.

"How do you like that?" he said, |ooking down at it

Hy.

Wt hout thinking, Catherine said, "Sliced on rye.

aid the mustard and |l ettuce."

And she stood there, watching it go down.

In Catherine's sophonore year there was a change |I'Il the
at nosphere of the canpus.

For the first time there was a growi ng concern about what
was happeni ng in Europe and an increasing feel-that
Anerica was going to get involved. Hitler's

of the thousand-year rule of the Third Reich

on its way to becomng a reality. The Nam had

upi ed Denmark and i nvaded Norway.

Over the past six nonths the talk on canpuses

the country had shifted from sex and cl ot hes

and prons to the ROTC and the draft and | end-I| ease.
More and nore col |l ege boys were appearing in arny
and navy uni f orns.

One day Susie Roberts, a classnmate from Senn,
stopped Catherine in the corridor. "I want to say



good- bye, Cathy. |'mleaving."

"Where are you goi ng?"

"The Kl ondi ke. "

TheKl ondi ker

"Washington, D.C. All the girls are striking gold
there. They say for every girl there are at least a
hundr ed

men. | like those odds." She | ooked at Catheri ne.
"What do you want to stick around this place for?
School's a drag. There's a whole big world waiting out
t here. "

"I can't |eave just now, " Catherine said. She was not
sure why: She had no real ties in Chicago. She
corresponded

regularly with her father in Oraha and tal ked

to himon the tel ephone once or twice a nonth and
each tinme he sounded as though he were in prison.

Cat heri ne was on her own now. The nore she

t hought about Washington, the nore exciting it
seened. That evening she phoned her father and told
Mm she wanted to quit school and go to work in WAshi ngton.
He asked her if she would like to cone to

Omaha, but Catherine could sense the reluctance in his
voice. He did not want her to be trapped, as he had
been.

The next norning Catherine went to the dean of

wonen and i nforned her she was quitting school.
Catherine sent a telegramto Susie Roberts and the
next day she was on a train to Washington, D.C
Noel | e

Paris: 1940

ASat urday, June 14, 1940, the German Fifth Arny

lied into a stunned Pans. The Magi not Line had

out to be the biggest fiasco in the history of

and France | ay defensel ess before one of the

powerful mlitary machi nes the world had ever

r|

hi e day had begun with a strange gray pall that |ay
the city, a terrifying cloud of unknown origin. For him
| ast forty-eight hours sounds of intermttent gunfire
broken the unnatural, frightened silence of Paris,
roar of the cannons was outside the city, but the
does reverberated into the heart of Paris. There had



a flood of runprs carried |like a tidal wave over
radi o, in newspapers and by word of nouth. The

were invading the French coast . . . London
been destroyed . . . Hitler had reached an accord
«tth the British governnment . . . The Germans were trying

to wipe out Paris wth a deadly new bonb. At

st each runor had been taken as gospel, creating its
pani c, but constant crises finally exert a soporific iect,
as though the m nd and body, unable to absorb

ny further terror, retreat into a protective shell of
apa- Now

the runmor mlls had ground to a conplete

Jt, newspaper presses had stopped printing and radio
stations had stopped broadcasting. Human instinct had
ten over fromthe machi nes, and the Pari si ans sensed
jat this was a day of decision. The gray cloud was an
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And then the German | ocusts began to swarm i n.

Suddenly Paris was a city filled with foreign uniforns
and alien people, speaking a strange, guttural

t ongue, speeding down the wi de, tree-lined avenues h

| arge Mercedes |inousines flying Nazi flags or pushing
their way al ong the sidewal ks that now bel onged to
them They were truly the liber Mensch, and it was
their destiny to conquer and rule the world.

Wthin two weeks an amazi ng transformation had

taken place. Signs hi Gernman appeared everywhere.
St at ues of French heroes had been knocked down and

the swastika flew fromall state buildings. German efforts
to eradicate everything Gallic reached ridicul ous
proportions. The markings on hot and cold water taps
wer e changed from chaud and froid to heiss and kali. The
pl ace de Broglie in Strasbourg becane Adolf Hitler
Platz. Statues of Lafayette, Key and Kl eber were
dynam ted by squadrons of Nazis. Inscriptions on the
nmonunents for the dead were replaced by "GEFALEN

FUR DEUTSCHLAND. "

The Gernman occupation troops were enjoying thensel ves.
Wil e French food was too rich and covered

Wi th too many sauces, it was still a pleasant change
fromwar rations. The soldiers neither knew nor cared
that Paris was the city of Baudel aire, Dumas and



Moliere. To them Paris was a gari sh, eager, overpaintd
whore with her skirts pulled up over her hips and

they raped her, each in his own way. The Stormtroopers
forced young French girls to go to bed with them
sonetinmes at the point of a bayonet, while their |eaders
| i ke Goering and H nmml er raped the Louvre and the

rich private estates they greedily confiscated fromthe
new y created enem es of the Reich.

I f French corruption and opportunismrose to the
surface hi the tine of France's crisis, so did the
her oi sm

One of the underground' s secret weapons was

the Ponpiers, the fire departnent, which hi France is
under the jurisdiction of the arny. The Gernmans had
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ted dozens of buildings for the use of the arny, him
Gestapo and various mnistries, and the | ocation of
bui | di ngs was of course no secret. At an under-resistance
headquarters in St. Reny resistance

pored over |large maps detailing the |ocation of him
bui |l di ng. Experts were then assigned their targets,

the follow ng day a speeding car or an innocent-bicyclist
woul d pass by one of the buildings

fling a honenmade bonb through the w ndow. Up

t hat point the danage was slight. The ingenuity of | plan
lay in what followed next.

hi m Germans would call in the Ponpiers to put out

fire. Nowit is instinctive in all countries that when

Is a conflagration the firenen are in conplete

barge: And so it was in Paris. The Ponpiers raced himthe
bui |l di ng while the Germans stood neekly aside

wat ched them destroy everything hi sight with

i -pressure hoses, axes and--when the opportunity wanted
itself--their own incendiary bonbs. In this

ay the underground nmanaged to destroy pricel ess

jerman records | ocked away in the fortresses of the
fehrmacht and the Gestapo. It took al nbst six nonths

the German high command to figure out what was

and by that tine irreparabl e damage had

done. The CGestapo could prove nothing, but ev-nmenber

of the Ponpiers was rounded up and sent himthe Russian
front to fight.



There was a shortage of everything fromfood to

| soap. There was no gasoline, no neat, no dairy products.
The Gernmans had confiscated everything. Stores

| that carried | uxury goods stayed open, but their only
were the soldiers who paid hi occupation

which were identical with the regular marks except

that they |acked the white strip at the edge and the
printed prom se to pay was not signed.

"Who will redeemthese?" the Preach shopkeepers

1 noaned.

And the CGermans grinned, "The Bank of Engl and."”

Not all Frenchnmen suffered, however. For those
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W th noney and connections there was al ways the
Bl ack Mar ket

Noel |l e Page's |ife was changed very little by the
occupati on.

She was working as a nodel at Chanel's on

rue Canbon in a hundred-and-fifty-year-old graystone
bui |l di ng that | ooked ordinary on the outside, but was
very smartly decorated within. himwar, like all wars,
had created overnight mllionaires, and there was no
shortage of custoners. The propositions that cane to
Noel | e were nore nunerous than ever; the only difference
was that nost of themwere now in Gernan.

When she was not working, she would sit for hours at
smal | outdoor cafes on the Chanps-El ysées, or on the
Left Bank near the Pont Neuf. There were hundreds of
men in German uniforms, many of themw th young

French girls. The French civilian nmen were either too
old or lane, and Noell e supposed that the younger

ones had been sent to canps or conscripted for mlitary
duty. She could tell the Germans at a gl ance, even

when they were not hi uniform They had a | ook of
arrogance

stanped on their faces, the | ook that conquerors

have had since the days of Al exander and

Hadrian. Noelle did not hate them nor did she like
them They sinply did not touch her.

She was filled wwth a busy inner life, carefully planning
out each nove. She knew exactly what her goal



was, and she knew that nothing could stop her. As

soon as she was able to afford it, she engaged a private
detective who had handl ed a divorce for a nodel with
whom she wor ked. The detective's nanme was Christian

Bar bet, and he operated out of a small, shabby office

on the rue St Lazare. The sign on the door read:

ENQUETES

PRI VEES FT COWMMERCI ALS
RECHERCHES

RENSEI GNEMVENTS

CONHDENTT f i LS
FI LATURES
PREUVES

sign was al nost larger than the office. Barbet was
and bald with yellow, broken teeth, narrow
eyes and ni cotine-stained fingers,
hat can | do for you?" he asked Noelle.
[ want information about someone in England.”
| e blinked suspiciously. "Wat kind of nforma?" "Anything.
Whet her he's married, who he sees. Any
at all. I want to start a scrapbook on him"
Jarbet gingerly scratched his crotch and stared at

| "lIs he an Englishman?"

Y*An Anerican. He's a pilot with the Eagl e Sqguadron

ft heRAF. "

| sBar bet rubbed the top of his head» uneasily. "I

nt know," he grunbled. 'W're at war. they they

me trying to get information out of England a «flyer--"
H s voice trailed off and he shrugged expressively.

Germans shoot first and .ask questions after
"I don't want any mlitary information," Noelle as-I
hi m She opened her purse and took out a wad of

not es. Barbet studied them hungrily.
"I have connections in England,"” he said cautiously,
ut it will be expensive."
And so it began. It was three nonths before the little
tive tel ephoned Noelle. She went to his office, and to
first words were: "Is he alive?" and when Bar bet



her body sagged with relief and Barbet

but, It nust be wonderful to have soneone have

hi mto nuch,

"Your boyfriend has been transferred,"” Barbet told

"\Wher e?"

He | ooked down at a pad on his desk. "He was attached
to the 609t h Squadron of the RAF. He's been

transferred to the 121st Squadron at Martl esham East,

in East Anglia. He's flying Hurri--*

"I don't care about that."

"You're paying for it," he said. "You mght as well

get your noney's worth." He | ooked down at his notes
again. "He's flying Hurricanes. Before that he was
flying American Buffal oes."

He turned over a page and added, "It becones a little
personal here."

"Go on," Noelle said.

Bar bel shrugged. "There's a list of girls he is sleeping
with. | didn't know whet her you want ed--"

"I told you--everything."

There was a strange note in her voice that baffled

him There was sonething not quite normal here,
sonmething that did not ring true. Christian Barbet was
athird-rate investigator handling third-rate clients, but
because of that he had devel oped a feral instinct for
truth, a nose for snelling out facts. The beautiful girl
standing in his office disturbed him At first Barbet had
t hought she might be trying to involve himin sone

ki nd of espionage. Then he deci ded that she was a
deserted wi fe seeking evidence agai nst her husband. He
had been wong about that, he admtted, and now he

was at a loss to figure out what his client wanted or
why. He handed Noelle the list of Larry Douglas' girl
friends and wat ched her face as she read it She m ght
have been reading a laundry |ist.

She finished and | ooked up. Christian Barbet was totally
unprepared for her next words. "I'mvery

pl eased, " Noelle said.

He | ooked at her and blinked rapidly,

"Pl ease call me when you have sonething nore to
report."

Long after Noelle Page had gone, Barbet sat in his
staring out the window, trying to puzzle oat what him
client was really after.



The theaters of Paris were beginning to boom agai n.
Germans attended to celebrate the glory of their
Mes and to show of f the beautiful Frenchwonen
wore on their arnms |ike trophies. The French at-to
forget for a few hours that they were an UN
def eat ed peopl e.
Noel | e had attended the theater in Marseille a few
ties, but she had seen sl eazy amateur plays acted out
fourth-rate perfornmers for indifferent audiences,
theater in Paris was sonething else again. It was
and sparkling and filled with the wit and grace of
| ol i ére, Racine and Col ette. The inconparable Sacha
oitry had opened, his theater and Noelle went to see
perform She attended a revival of Buchner"s La
forte de Danton and a play caHed Asnobdée by a
prom sing new young witer naned Francois Muri ac.
tie went to the Comédi e Francaise to see Pirandello's
| hacun La Velite and Rostand's Cyrano de Bergerac. Noelle
al ways went al one, oblivious of the admring
of those around her, conpletely lost in the
| a taking place on the stage. Sonething hi the
| magi ¢ that went on behind the footlights struck a re-sive
chord in her. She was playing a part just like
| the actors on stage, pretending to be sonething that
[the wasn't, hiding behind a mask.
One play in particular, Huis Cos by Jean Paul Sar<tre,
affected her deeply. It starred Philippe Sorel, one

the idols of Europe. Sorel was ugly, short and beefy,
Iwth a broken nose and the face of a boxer. But the
he spoke, a magic took place. He was trans-into
a sensitive handsone man. It's tike the jf story of the
Prince and the Frog, Noelle thought, himperform Only he is
bot h. She went back
to watch himagain and again, sitting in the front row
| ying his performance, trying to |l earn the secret of
| bi's magneti sm
One evening during interm ssion an usher handed
Noelle a note. It read, "I have seen you in the audi ence
ni ght after night. Please cone backstage this evening
and let me neet you. P.S." Noelle read it over, savoring
it. Not because she gave a damm about Phili ppe
Sorel, but because she knew that this was the begi nning
she had been | ooking for.



She went backstage after the performance. An old

man at the stage door ushered her into Sorel's dressing
room He was seated before a makeup mrror, wearing
only shorts, w ping off his makeup. He studi ed Noelle
in the mrror. "lIt's unbelievable,"” he said finally.
"You're even nore beautiful up close.”

"Thank you, Monsieur Sorel."

"Where are you fronf"

“"Marseille."

Sorel swung around to |l ook at her nore closely. His
eyes noved to her feet and slowy worked their way up
to the top of her head, m ssing nothing. Noelle stood
there under his scrutiny, not noving. "Looking for a
] ob?" he asked.

"NO. "

"I never pay for it," Sorel said. "AH you'll get from
nme is a pass to ny play. If you want noney, fuck a
banker . "

Noel l e stood there quietly watching him Finally
Sorel said, "Wat are you | ooking for?"

“I think I"mIlooking for you."

They had supper and afterward went back to Sorel's
apartnent in the beautiful rue Maurice-Barres, overl ooking
the corner where it becane the Bois de

Boul ogne. Philippe Sorel was a skillful |over,
surprisingly

consi derate and unsel fish. Sorel had expected nothing
from Noell e but her beauty, and he was astoni shed

by her versatility hi bed.

"Christt" he said. "You're fantastic. Wiere did you

| earn all that?"

Noel I e t hought about it a nmonent It was really not
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ion of learning. It was a matter of feeling. To a a man's
body was an instrunent to be played on, to

plore to its innernost depths, finding the responsive

and buil di ng upon them using her own body to

| p create exquisite harnonies.

| Iri was born with it," she said sinply.

fingertips began to lightly play around his I|ips,

little butterfly touches, and then noved down to

chest and stomach. She saw him starting to grow



and erect again. She arose and went into the

and returned a nonent |later and slid his

penis into her nouth. Her nouth was hot, filled a warm
wat er .

* "Ch, Christ," he said.

"1l They spent the entire night making |love, and in the
, Sore! invited Noelle to nove in with him

"Noelle lived with Philippe Sorel for six nonths. She
nei t her happy nor unhappy. She knew that her

_ there made Sorel ecstatically happy, but this did
matter hi the slightest to Noelle. She regarded her-as
sinply a student, determned to | earn sonething a every
day. He was a school that she was attending,

small part in her large plan. To Noelle there was
tiing personal in their relationship, for she gave

of herself. She had made that m stake tw ce,

she woul d never nmeke it again. There was room

only one man in Noelle's thoughts and that was

Dougl as. Noell e woul d pass the place they Vic-or

a park or restaurant where Larry had taken a, and she
woul d feel the hatred well up within her,

aking her, so it becane difficult to breathe, and there
sonmething else mxed in wwth the hatred, sone-rig
Noel | e could not put a nane to.

** Two nonths after noving in wth Sorel, Noelle re

a call from Christian BarbelL

"I have another report for you," the little detective
“I's he all right?" Noelle asked quickly.

Again Barbel was filled wth that sense of uneasiness.

"Yes," he said
NoeUe's voice was filled with relief. "till be right
down. " v

The report was divided into two parts. The first dealt
with Larry Douglas' mlitary career. He had shot down
five German planes and was the first American to becone
an Ace in the war. He had been pronoted to

Captain. The second part of the report interested her
nore. He had becone very popular in London's wartime
social life and had becone engaged to the daughter

of a British Admral. There followed a list of girls
that Larry was sleeping wth, ranging fromshowgirls
to the wife of an under-secretary in the Mnistry.

"Do you want nme to keep on with this?" Barbet



asked.

"OF course,” Noelle replied. She took an envel ope

from her purse and handed it to Barbet, "Call nme when
you have anything further."

And she was gone.

Bar bet sighed and | ooked up at the ceiling. "Folle," he
said thoughtfully. "Fotte."

I f Philippe Sorel had had any inkling of what was

going on in Noelle's mnd, he would have been astoni shed.
Noel | e seened totally devoted to him She did
everything for him cooked wonderful neals, shopped,
supervi sed the cleaning of his apartnment and nade | ove
whenever the nood stirred him And asked for nothing.
Sorel congratul ated hinmself on having found the

perfect m stress. He took her everywhere, and she net
all his friends. They were enchanted with her and

t hought Sorel a very |ucky man.

One night as they were having supper (after the

show, Noelle said to him "I want to be an actress,

Phi li ppe. ™

He shook his head. "God knows you're beauti ful

enough, Noelle, but |'ve been up to ny ass in actresses
[my life. You're different, and I want to keep you

way. | don't want to share you with anyone." He

her hand. "Don't | give you everything you

[""Yes, Philippe,” Noelle replied.
When they returned to the apartnent that night,

wanted to make | ove. When they finished, he was

I1ed. Noelle had never been as exciting, and Sorel
ulated hinself that all she needed was the firm

ai dance of a man

The foll ow ng Sunday was Noelle's birthday, and

| 1'i ppe Sorel gave a dinner party for her at Maxinis,

had taken over the large private dining room up-decorated
with plush red velvet and deep dark

panel i ng. Noelle had hel ped wite the guest |ist,

id there was. one nane she included without nention

ft to Philippe. There were forty people at the party.
bey toasted Noelle's birthday and gave her | avish

When di nner was over, Sorel rose to his feet. He

drunk a good deal of brandy and chanpagne and

tie was a little unsteady, his words a bit slurred.



"My friends," he said, "we've all drunk to the nost

i beautiful girl in the world and we've given her |ovely
fbirthday presents, but | have a present for her that's

| going to be a big surprise.” Sorel |ooked down at
No-'elle

and beaned, then turned to the crowd. "Noelle

‘. and | are going to be married."

There was an approving cheer and the guests raced

" up to clap Sorel on the back and wi sh luck to the no
bri de-to-be. Noelle sat there smling up at the guests, on
mur nuri ng her thank-yous. One of the guests bad not

3 risen. He was seated at a table at the far end of the a
room snoking a cigarette in a |ong hol der and vi ew ng
the scene sardonically. Noelle was aware that he had

been wat ching her during dinner. He was a tall, very

thin man, with an intense, brooding face. He seened
anused by everything that was happeni ng around bun*

nore an observer at the party than a guest

Noel | e caught his eye and sm | ed.

104 The Ot her Side of M dnight

Armand Gautier was one of the top directors in

France. He was in charge of the French Repertory
Theater, and his productions had been acclained all

over the world. Having Gautier direct a play or a notion
pi cture was an al nost certain guarantee of its success.
He had the reputation of being particularly good

with actresses and had created half a dozen inportant
stars.

Sorel was at Noelle's side, talking to her. "Wre you
surprised, ny darling?" he asked.

"Yes, Philippe," she said.

"I want us to be married right away. Well have the
wedding at ny villa."

Over his shoul der Noelle could see Armand Gauti er
wat ching her, smling that enigmatic smle. Sone
friends cane and took Philippe away and when Noell e
turned, Gautier was standing there.



"Congratul ations," he said. There was a nocking
note in his voice. "You hooked a big fish."

"DidI?"
"Philippe Sorel is a great catch.™

"For soneone perhaps,” Noelle said indifferently.

Gautier | ooked at her in surprise. "Are you trying to
tell nme you're not interested?"

"' mnot trying to tell you anything."
"Good luck." He turned to go.

"Monsi eur Gautier..."

He st opped.

"Could | see you tonight?" Noelle asked quietly. "I
would like to talk to you al one.™

Armand Gauti er | ooked at her for a nonent, then
shrugged. "If you w sh."

“I wll come to your place. WII that be satisfactory?"
"Yes, of course. The address is--"
"I know t he address. Twel ve o' cl ock?"

«Twel ve o' cl ock. "

Armand Gautier lived in a fashionable old apart buil ding
on rue Marbeuf. A doorman escorted

He into the | obby and an el evator boy took her to ; fourth
floor and indicated Gautier's apartnent No-rang

the bell. A few nonents |ater the door was need by



Gautier. He wore a flowered dressi ng gown.

"Come in," he said.

Noel I e wal ked into the apartnent Her eye was unti ed,

but she sensed that it was done in beautiful

ste and that the objets d art were val uabl e.

"Sorry I'mnot dressed,” Gautier apol ogized. "I've
hi m on the tel ephone.”

Noel | e's eyes | ocked onto his. "It wll not be neces-for
you to be dressed.” She noved over to the

ouch and sat down.

Gautier smled. "That was the feeling | had, Mss

But .I'm curious about sonething. Wiy ne?

| You're engaged to a man who is fanous and weal thy. |

| am sure that if you are | ooking for sone extracurricu
| ar activities, you could find nen nore attractive than
|, and certainly richer and younger. What is it you on
want from ne?"

"I want you to teach ne to act," Noelle said.

Armand Gautier | ooked at her a nonent, then | sighed. "You
di sappoint ne. | expected sonething

, hore original."

" "Your business is working with actors.”

"Wth actors, not anmateurs. Have you ever acted?"

"No. But you wll teach ne." She took off her hat

and her gloves. "Were is your bedroon?" she asked.
Gautier hesitated. Hs life was full of beautiful

wonen wanting to be hi the theater, or wanting a big
ger part, or the lead in a new play, or a |arger dressing
room They were all a pain. He knew that he woul d be

a fool to get involved with one nore. And yet there

was no need to get involved. Here was a beautiful girl
throwi ng herself at him It would be a sinple matter to
take her to bed and then send her away. "In there," he
said, indicating a door.

He wat ched Noell e as she wal ked toward t he bed*

room He wondered what Philippe Sord would think if

he knew that his bride-to-be was spending the night
here. Wonen. Whores, all of them Gautier poured

hi nsel f a brandy and made several phone calls. When

he finally went into the bedroom Noelle was in his
bed, naked, waiting for him Gautier had to admt that
she was an exquisite work of nature. Her face was

br eat ht aki ng, and her body was flawl ess. Her skin was
the col or of honey, except for the triangle of soft



gol den hair between her |egs. Gautier had | earned from
experience that beautiful girls were alnost invariably
nar ci ssistic, so preoccupied with their own
egocentrici-ties

that they were lousy lays. They felt then-contribution to
| ovemaki ng was sinply conferring their

presence in a man's bed, so that the man ended up

maki ng | ove to an unnoving lunp of clay and was expected
to be grateful for the experience. Ah, well, perhaps

he could teach this one sonething.

As Noel |l e watched him Gautier undressed, |eaving

his clothes carelessly strewn on the floor, and noved

toward the bed. "I'mnot going to tell you you are
beautiful ," he said. "You' ve heard it too many tines
al ready. "

"Beauty is wasted,"” Noelle shrugged, "unless it is used to
gi ve pleasure.™

Gautier | ooked at her in quick surprise, then smled.

"I agree. Let's use yours." He sat down beside her.

Li ke nost Frenchnmen, Armand Gautier prided hinself

on being a skilled |over. He was anused by the stories
he had heard of Germans and Americans whose

| dea of making | ove consisted of junping on top of a
girl, having an instant orgasm and then putting on

their hat and departing. The Anericans even had a

phrase for it, "Wham bam thank you ma'am " When

Armand Gautier was enotionally involved with a

wonan, he used nany devices to hei ghten the enjoynent

of | ovemaWng. There was al ways a perfect dinner,

the right wnes. He arranged the setting artistically

so that it was pleasing to the senses, the room was
heavily scented and soft nusic was playing. He

his womren with tender sentinments of |ove and

the coarse | anguage of the gutter. And Gautier a adept at
t he manual foreplay that preceded sex.

.< In Noelle's case he dispensed with all of these. For a
-night stand there was no need for perfunme or noor

enpty endearnents. She was here sinply to get

She was indeed a silly fool if she thought that she go
trade what every wonan in the world carried be

her |l egs for the great and uni que genius that At» 1
Gauti er possessed hi his head.

He started to clinb on top of her. NoeHe stopped

i m



"Wait," she whispered.

As he watched, puzzled, she reached for two small
ubes that she had placed on the bedside table. She
the contents of one into her hand and began
rub it onto his penis.

"What is this all about?" he asked.

She smled. "You'll see." She kissed Mnon the |ips,

, her tongue darting into his nouth in quick birdlike
Amovenents. She pull ed away and her tongue started
Amoving toward his belly, her hair trailing across his
body |ike Iight, sflky fingers. He felt his organ begin to
ri se. She noved her tongue down his legs to his feet |
«and began to suck gently on his toes. H's organ was
stiff and hard now and she nounted him as he | ay

there. As he felt hinself penetrating her, the Warnth of
her vagi na acted on the cream she had put on his penis
and the sensation becane unbearably exciting. As she

rode him noving up and down, her |eft hand was

caressing his testicles and they began to grow hot

There was nenthol in the creamon his penis and the
sensation of the cold while inside her warnth, and the
heat of his testicles, drove bun into an absolute frenzy.
They made | ove all night long and each tinme Noelle

made love to himdifferently. It was the nost incredibly
sensuous experience he had ever had.

|l a the nmorning Armand Gautier said, "If | can get

up enough energy to nove, |I'll get dressed aad take

you out to breakfast"

"Lie there," Noelle said. She wal ked over to a cl oset,

sel ected one of his robes and put it on. "You rest. 1"l
be back."

Thirty-five mnutes |later Noelle returned with a
breakfast tray. On it were freshly squeezed orange

juice, a delicious sausage-and-chive onel et, heated,
buttered croissants and jam and a pot of black coffee.

It tasted extraordinarily good.

"Aren't you having anything?" Gautier asked.

Noel | e shook her head. "No." She was seated hi an

easy chair watching himas he ate. She | ooked even

nore beautiful wearing his dressing gown open at the

top, revealing the curves of her delicious breasts. Her
hair was tousled and carefree.

Armand Gautier had radically revised his earlier estinmate
of Noelle. She was not any man's quick |ay; she



was an absol ute treasure. However, he had nmet nmany

treasures in his career in the theater, and he was not

about to spend his tinme and talent as a director on a

starry-eyed amateur who wanted to break into the theater,

no matter how beautiful she m ght be, or how

skilled in bed. Gautier was a dedi cated man who took

his art seriously. He had refused to conpronmise it in

the past, and he was not about to start now.

The evening before, he had planned to spend the

night with Noelle and send her packing in the norning.

Now as he ate his breakfast and studi ed her, he was

trying to figure out a way to hold onto Noelle as a

m stress

until he got bored with her, w thout encouraging

her as an actress.* He knew that he had to hold out

some bait. He felt his way cautiously. "Are you planning

to marry Philippe Sorel ?" he asked.

"OF course not," Noelle replied. 'That is not what |

want . "

Now it was com ng, "Wat do you want?" Gautier

asked.

"I told you,'

Stress.™

' Gautier bit into another croissant, stalling for tine.
course," he said. Then he added, "There are nmany

; dramatic coaches | could send you to, Noelle, who |'l

Noell e said quietly. "I want to be an

"No," she said. Noelle was watching himpleasantly,

tly, as though eager to accede to anything he sug- And
yet Gautier had a feeling that inside her

a core of steel. There were many ways she coul d

e said "no." Wth anger, reproach, disappointnent,

i1 king, but she had said it with softness. And absol ute
aality. This was going to be nore difficult than he had
ntici pated. For a nonment Armand Gautier was tenpt-to

tell her, as he told dozens of girls every week, to

away, that he had no tine to waste on her. But he

aught of the incredible sensations he had experienced

; the night and he knew he would be a fool to |et

go so soon. She was surely worth a slight, a very

| slight, conprom se.

"Very weH," Gautier said. "I will give you a play to him
study. When you have nenorized it, you will read it to no ne
and we will see how nuch tal ent you have. Then \ we can



deride what to do wth you."

"Thank you, Armand," she said. There was no | triunph in
her words, nor even any pleasure that he

; could detect Just a sinple acknow edgnent of the

I nevitable. For the first tinme Gautier felt a small tw nge
of doubt. But that of course was ridiculous. He was a
master at handling wonen.

Whil e Noelle was getting dressed, Armand Gauti er

went into his book-lined study and scanned the

fam |iar-I| ooking

worn vol unmes on the shelves. Finally, with

awy smle, he selected Euripides' Andromache. It was
one of the nost difficult classics to act. He went back
I nto the bedroom and handed the play to Noelle.

"Here you are, ny dear," he said. "Wen you have
menori zed the part, we shall go over it together."
"Thank you, Armand. You will not be sorry."

The nore he thought about it, the nore pl eased

Gautier was with his ploy. It would take Noell e a week
or two to nenorize the part, or what was even nore

|l i kely, she would conme to himand confess that she was
unable to nenorize it He woul d synpathize with her,
explain how difficult die art of acting was, and they
could assunme a rel ationship untainted by her anbition.
Gautier nmade a date to have dinner with Noelle that
eveni ng, and she left.

When Noelle returned to the apartnment she shared

with Philippe Sorel, she found himwaiting for her. He
was very drunk.

"You bitch," he yelled. "Where have you been al

ni ghtr

It would not matter what she said. Sorel knew that

he was going to listen to her apol ogi es, beat her up,
then take her to bed and forgive her.

But instead of apologizing Noelle nerely said, "Wth
anot her man, Philippe. |1've cone to pick up ny

t hi ngs. "

And as Sorel watched her hi stunned disbelief, Noelle
wal ked into the bedroom and began to pack.

"For Christ's sake, Noelle," he pleaded. "Dont do
this! W | ove each other. W're going to get married."”
He tal ked to her for the next half hour, arguing,

t hr eat eni ng,

cajoling, and by that tine Noelle had finished



packi ng and had left die apartnment and Sorel had no
| dea why he had | ost her, for he did not know that he
had never possessed her.

Armand Gautier was in the mddle of directing a

new play that was to open in tw weeks and he spent

all day at the theater in rehearsals. As a rule when
Gautier was in production, he thought of nothing else.
Part of his genius was the intense concentration he was
able to bring to his work. Nothing existed for him but
the four walls of the theater and the actors he was
working with. This day however was different Gautier
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; Ms mnd constantly wandering to Noelle and the night

t hey had had together. The actors

go through a scene and then stop and wait for

comrents, and Gautier would suddenly realize

he had been paying no attention. Furious with

~ he tried to focus his attention on what he was

but thoughts of Noelle's naked body and the

aazing things it had done to hi mwould keep com ng bl ack.
In the mddle of one dramatic scene he found that he was
wal ki ng around the stage with an erection,

1 he had to excuse hinself.

Because Gautier had an analytical mnd he tried to

out what it was about this girl that had affected

like this. Noelle was beautiful, but he had slept with
some of the nost beautiful wonen hi the world,

was consummately skilled at | ovemaMVhg but so

ot her wonmen to whom he had nade | ove. She opened
intelligent but not brilliant; her personality was

sant but not conplex. There was sonething el se,

Asonmet hing the director could not quite put his finger
And then he renenbered her soft "no" and he felt a it was
a clue. There was sone force in her that himirresistible,
t hat woul d obtain anythi ng she want ed.

;re was sonething hi her that was untouched. And

i ke other nmen before himArmand Gautier felt that

t hough Noel |l e had affected hi mnore deeply than he

, eared to admt to hinmself, he had not touched her at
all, and this was a challenge that his masculinity could



Lnot refuse.

Gautier spent the day hi a confused state of m nd.

He | ooked forward to the evening with trenendous
anti ci pati on,

not so much because he wanted to meke

| ove to Noell e but because he wanted to prove to hinself
that he had been buil di ng sonet hing out of nothing.
He wanted Noelle to be a disappointnment to him

so that he could dismss her fromhis life.

As they made | ove that night, Armand Gautier. nmade

hi nsel f consci ously aware of the tricks and devices and
artifices Noelle used so he would realize that it was al
mechani cal, wi thout enotion. But he was m staken.

She gave herself to himfully and conpletely, caring
only about bringing himpleasure such as he had never
known before and reveling in his enjoynent. Wen
norni ng cane Gautier was nore firmy bew tched by

her than ever.

Noel | e prepared breakfast for himagain, this tine
delicate crepes with bacon and jam and hot coffee,
and it was nmagnificent.

"All right," Gautier told hinmself. "You have found a
young girl who is beautiful to |ook at, who can nake
| ove and cook. Bravo! But is that enough for an

I ntelligent

man? \When you are through making | ove and

eating, you nust tal k. What can she talk to you
about ?" The answer was that it didn't really matter.
There had been no nore nention of the play and
Gautier was hoping that Noelle had either forgotten
about it or had been unable to cope wth nenorizing
the lines. Wen she left in the norning, she prom sed
to have dinner with himthat evening.

"Can you get away from Philippe?" Gautier asked.
“I"ve left him" Noelle said sinply. She gave Gauti er
her new address.

He stared at her for a nonent. "I see."

But he did not. Not in the | east

They spent the night together again. Wen they

were not meking love, they talked. O rather Gautier

tal ked. Noelle seened so interested in himthat he
found hinself tal king about things he had not discussed
I n years, personal things that he had never revealed to



anyone before. No nention was made of the play he

had gi ven her to read, and Gautier congratul ated hinself
on havi ng solved his problenso neatly.

The foll ow ng night when they had had di nner and

were ready to retire, Gautier started toward the bedroom
"Not yet," Noelle said.

He turned in surprise.
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| you would listen to ne do the play."
of --of course," Gautier stammered, "when-s
ready. "



ady.
ak his head. "I don't want you to read ft,
| he said. "I want to hear it when you have
it so that | can really judge you as an

| menorized it,"” Noelle replied.
at her in disbelief. It was inpossible that
have | earned the entire part in only three

a ready to hear nme?" she asked.

Gautier had no choice. "O course," he

| gestured toward the center of the room "That

aur stage. The audience will be here." He sat a a | arge
confortabl e settee,

began to do the play. Gautier could feel the

begin to craw, his own personal stigmata,

t hat happened to hi m when he encountered

Not that Noelle was expert. Far fromit.

shone through every nove and ges-she

had sonet hi ng nmuch nore than nere himhad a rare honesty,
a natural talent that gave hima fresh neani ng and col or
Noel l e finished the soliloquy, Gautier said

think that one day you will becone an inoelle.

| really mean that. | am going

to>u to George's Faber, who is the best dramatic

fall of France. Working with him you will--"

oked at her in surprise. It was that sanme soft

" air. Positive and final.

| what?" Gautier asked in sone confusion. "Fa-I

not take on anyone but the biggest actors. He asked take
you because | tell himto."

| going to work with you,"” Noell e said.

could feel the anger nounting hi him "I

* hi manyone,"” he snapped. "I amnot a teacher.

| direct professional actors. Wen you are a professional
actor, then | will direct you." He was fighting to

check the anger hi his voice. "Do you understand?"
Noel | e nodded. "Yes, | understand, Armand."

«Very well then."

Mol lified, he took Noelle hi his arns and received a
warm ki ss from her. He knew now that he had worried
unnecessarily. She was |i ke any other woman, she

needed to be dom nated. He woul d have no further



problemw th her

Their | ovemaktag that night surpassed anything that

had gone before, possibly, Gautier thought, because of
t he added excitenment of the slight quarrel they had
had.

Daring die night he said to her, "You really can be a
wonder ful actress, Noelle. I'"mgoing to be very proud
of you."

Thank you, Armand," she whi sper ed.

Noel l e fixed breakfast in the norning, and Gautier

|l eft for the theater. When he tel ephoned Noel | e during
t he day, she did not answer, and when he arrived hone
that night she was not there. Gautier waited for her to
return, and when she did not appear he | ay awake al

ni ght wondering if she could have been hi an acci dent.
He tried to phone Noelle at her apartnent, but there
was no answer. He sent a telegramthat went undelivered,
and when he stopped at her apartnent after rehearsal,
no one answered his ring.

During the week that followed, Gautier was frantic.
Rehearsal s were turning into a shanbles. He was
screamng at all the actors and upsetting them so badly
that his stage manager suggested they stop for the day
and Gautier agreed. After the actors had left, he sat on
the stage alone, trying to understand what had happened
to him He told hinself that Noelle was just another
wonman, a cheap anbitious blonde with the heart

of a shopgirl who wanted to be a star. He denigrated
her in every way he could think of, but in the end he
knew it was no use. He had to have her. That night he
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I dered the streets of Paris, getting drunk in small
where he was unknown. He tried to think of ways

reach Noelle but to no avail There was no one he

| could even talk to about her, except Philippe Sorel,
| and that, of course, was out of the question.

A week after Noelle had di sappeared, Armand Gauti er
arrived honme at four o' clock in the norning, a drunk,
opened the door and wal ked into the living

room All the lights were on. Noelle was curled up in
an easy chair dressed hi one of his robes, reading a
book. She | ooked up as he entered, and sm | ed.



, "Hello, Armand.”

, Gautier stared at her, his heart lifting, a feeling of
infinite relief and happi ness floodi ng through him He
said, "Well begin working tonorrow "

CATHERI NE

Washi ngton: 1940

Washi ngton, B.C., was the nost exciting city that

Cat heri ne Al exander had ever seen. She had al ways

t hought of Chicago as the heartland, but WAshi ngton

was a revelation. Here was the real core of America,

the pulsating center of power. At first, .Catherine had
been bew | dered by the variety of unifornms that filled
the streets: Arny, Navy Air Corps, Marines. For the

first time Catherine began to feel the grimpossibility of
war as sonet hing real

I n Washi ngton the physical presence of war was everywhere.
This was the city where war, if it cane,

woul d begin. Here it would be declared and nobilized

and masterm nded. This was the city that held in its

hand the fate of the world. And she, Catherine Al exander,
was going to be a part of it

She had noved in with Susie Roberts, who was |iving
in a bright and cheery fourth floor wal k-up apart nent
wth a fair-sized living room two small adjoining
bedroons, a tiny bathroomand a kitchenette built for
a mdget. Susie had seened glad to see her. Her first
wor ds wer e:

"Hurry and unpack and get your best dress steaned out. You
have a di nner date tonight"

Cat herine blinked. "Wat took you so | ong?"
"Cathy, in Washington, it's the girls who have the

little black books. This town is so full of |onely nen,
it's pitiful”



They had dinner that first evening at the Wllard

Susie's date was a congressman from I ndi ana

Catherine's date was a | obbyi st from Oregon, and

men were in town wthout their wives. After din-they

went danci ng at the Washi ngton Country

Cat heri ne had hoped that the | obbyist m ght be to give her
a job. Instead she got the offer of a car

her own apartnent, which she declined with

Susi e brought the congressman back to the apart-and
Catherine went to bed. A short tinme |ater

heard them go into Susie's bedroom» and the bed-began

to creak. Catherine pulled a pillow over

head to drown out the sound, but it was inpossible,
visualized Susie in bed wwth her date naking w | d,
sionate love. In the norning when Catherine got up
breakfast, Susie was already up, |ooking bright and
heerful, ready to go to work. Catherine searched for
elltale winkles and other signs of dissipation on Susie,
there were none. On the contrary she | ooked radi - her
skin absolutely flaw ess. My God, Catherine

ft hought, she's a female Dorian Gray. One day she's |
going to cone in looking great, and I'll 1ook a hundred
\ and ten years old. *

A few days |l ater at breakfast Susie said, "Hey, | \ heard
about a job opening that mght interest you. One

; of the girls at the party last night said she's quitting
to

go back to Texas. God knows why anyone who ever

got away from Texas would want to go back there. |

* remenber | was in Amarillo a few years ago and..."
"Where does she work?" Catherine interrupted.

"Who?"

"The girl," Catherine said patiently.

"Oh. She works for Bill Fraser. He's in charge of

public relations for the State Departnment Newsweek did a
cover story on himlast nonth. It's supposed to

be a cushy job. | just heard about it last night, so if
you

get over there now, you should beat all the other girls



toit."
"Thanks," Catherine said gratefully. "WIIliam Fraser,
here | cone."
Twenty mnutes |ater Catherine was on her way to
the State Departnent When she arrived, the guard told
her where Eraser's office was and she took the el evator
upstairs. Public Relations. It sounded exactly like the
sort of job she was |ooking for.
Cat herine stopped in the corridor outside the office
and took out her hand mrror to check her nakeup.

She would do. It was not yet nine-thirty so she shoul d
have the field to herself. She opened the door and
wal ked i n.
The outer office was packed with girls standing, sitting,
| eani ng against the wall, all seem ngly talking at
once. The frantic receptioni st behind the bel eaguered
desk was vainly trying to bring order into the scene.
"M . Fraser's busy right now," she kept repeating. "I
don't know when he can see you."
"I's he interview ng secretaries or isn't he?" one of
the girls demanded.
"Yes, but . , ." She | ooked around desperately at
the nob. "My God! This is ridiculous!"
The corridor door opened and three nore girls
pushed their way in, shoving Catherine to one side.
"I's the job filled yet?" one of them asked.
"Maybe he'd like a harem" another girl suggested.
"Then we can all stay."
The door to the inner office opened, and a nan
came out. He was just a little under six feet, and had
t he al nost-slimbody of a nonathlete who keeps in
shape at the athletic club three nornings a week. He
had curly blond hah: graying at the tenples, bright blue
eyes and a strong, rather forbidding jaw line. "Wat in
hell's going on here, Sally?" H's voice was deep and
authoritative.
"These girls heard about the vacancy, M. Fraser."

"Jesus! | didn't hear about it nyself until an hour
ago." His eyes swept over the room "It's |like jungle
drunms.” As his eyes noved toward Catherine, she
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op straight and gave him her warnmest |l1|-bea-secretary



smle, but Ms eyes passed right over her
went back to the receptionist. "I need a copy of '." he
told her. "An issue that cane out three or

weeks ago. It has a picture of Stalin on the cover.**
“I'"l'l order it, M. Eraser," the receptionist said.
"I need it now." He started back toward his office.
“1"1'l call the Tune-Life Bureau," the receptionist
dd, "and see if they can dig up a copy."
Eraser stopped at die door. "Sally, | have Senator
Jorah on the line. | want to read hima paragraph
that issue. You have two minutes to find a copy
[lor me." He went into his office and cl osed the door.
The girls in the room| ooked at one anot her and
| shrugged. Catherine stood there, thinking hard. She
| turned and pushed her way out of the office.
"Good. That's one down,"” one of the girls said.
The receptioni st picked up the tel ephone and dialed \t
I nformation. "The nunber for the Tine-Life Bureau,"
? she said. The roomgrew silent as the girls watched her.
\ "Thank you." She replaced the receiver, then picked it
up and dialed again. "Hello. This is M. WIlliam!]
Eraser's office in the State Departnent. M. Fraser a needs a
back issue of Life imediately. It's the one
with Stalin on the cover. . . You don't keep any back
I ssues there? Who could | talk to? ... | see. Thank
you." She hung up.
"Tough luck, honey," one of the girls said.
Anot her added: "They sure come up with sone
beauties, don't they? If he wants to cone over to ny
pl ace tonight, 111 read to him" There was a | augh.
The intercom buzzed. She flipped down the key.
"Your two mnutes are up," Fraser's voice said.
"Where's the nmagazi ne?"
The receptionist drew a deep breath. "I just tal ked
to the Tinme-Life Bureau, M. Fraser, and they said it
woul d be inpossible to get . . ."
The door opened and Catherine hurried in. Jh her
hand was a copy of Life with a picture of Stalin on the
cover. She poshed her way through to the desk and
pl aced the magazine in the receptionist's hand. The
receptioni st
stared at it incredulously. "I ... | have a
copy of it here, M. Fraser. IHbring it right in." She
rose, gave Catherine a grateful smle and hurried into



the inner office. The other girls turned to stare at
Catherine with suddenly hostile eyes.

Five mnutes |later the door to Fraser's office opened,
and Fraser and the receptioni st appeared. The receptioni st
pointed to Catherine. "That's the girl"

Wl liam Fraser turned to regard Catherine specul ar*
tively. "Wuld you cone in, please?"

"Yes, sir.*1 Catherine followed Fraser into his office,
feeling the eyes of the other girls stabbing into her
back. Fraser closed the door.

H's office was the typical, bureaucratic Washi ngton

of fice, but he had decorated it in style, stanping it with
his personal taste in furniture and art.

"Sit down, Mss .

"Al exander, Catherine Al exander."

"Sally tells me that yon cane up with the Life nmagazine."
"Yes, sir."

"l assune you didn't just happen to have a three-week-old
I ssue in your purse.”

"No, sir."

"How did you find it so quickly?"

"I went down to the barber shop. Barber shops and
dentists' offices always have old issues |ying around.”
"I see." Fraser smled, and his craggy face seened

| ess formdable. "I don't think that would have occurred
to ne," he said. "Are you that bright about

everyt hi ng?"

Cat heri ne thought about Ron Peterson. "No, sir,"

she replied.

"Are you |l ooking for a job as a secretary?"

"Not really." Catherine saw his | ook of surprise. til
take it," she added hastily. "Wat Fd really like to be
I s your assistant™

A"\Why don't we start you out as a secretary today?"

said dryly. "Tonorrow you can be ny assist"

| ooked at him hopefully. "You nmean | have the VT

"On trial." He flicked down the intercomkey and opened
toward the box. "Sally, would you pl ease thank

>young |l adies. Tell themthe position is filled."

«Right, M. Fraser."

He flicked the button up. "WII| thirty dollars a week

> satisfactory?"

**Oh yes, sir. Thank you» M. Fraser." «You can start

t onorrow norni ng, nine o' cl ock.



> Sally give you a personnel formto fill out."

When Catherine left the office, she wal ked over to

Washi ngton Post. The policenan at the desk in the

pobby st opped her.

Tm WIIliam Eraser's personal secretary," she said

| loftily, "over at the State Departnent | need sone in

formati on from your norgue."

"What kind of information? *

"On WIliam Fraser.'*

He studied her a nonment and said, "That's the

"weirdest request |'ve had all week. Has your boss him

been bot heri ng you, or sonethi ng?"

"No," she said disarmngly. "I'"'mplanning to wite

an expose on him"

Five mnutes later, a clerk was showi ng her into the

norgue. He pulled out the file on WIliam Fraser, and
Cat heri ne began to read.

One hour | ater Catherine was one of the world's

forenost authorities on WlliamFraser. He was forty-five

years ol d, had been graduated from Princeton

summa cum | aude, had started an adverti sing agency,

Fraser Associ ates, which had beconme one of the nost

successful agencies in the business, and had taken a

| eave of absence a year ago at the request of the

Pr esi dent

to work for the governnent He had been mar*

lied to Lydia Canpion, a wealthy socialite. They had

been divorced for four years. There were no children,

Fraser was a mllionaire and had a honme in Georget own

and a summer place at Bar Harbor, Maine. H's

hobbl es were tennis, boating and pol o. Several of the

news stories referred to himas "one of Anerica' s nost

el igible bachelors.”

When Cat herine arrived honme and told Susie her

good news, Susie insisted that they go out to cel ebrate.

Two rich Annapolis cadets were in town.

Catherine's date turned out to be a pl easant enough

boy, but an evening she kept nentally conparing him

to WIliam Fraser, and conpared to Fraser the boy

seened cal l ow and dull. Catheri ne wondered whet her

she was going to fall in |love wth her new boss. She

had not felt any girlish tingly feeling when she had

been with him but there was sonething else, a liking



for himas a person and a feeling of respect She deci ded
that the tingly feeling probably existed only in

French sex novel s.

The cadets took the girls to a small Italian restaurant
on the outskirts of Washi ngton where they had an
excel l ent dinner, then went to see Arsenic and A d

Lace, which Catherine enjoyed trenendously. At the

end of the evening the boys brought diem hone, and
Susie invited themin for a nightcap. Wen it appeared
to Catherine that they were starting to settle down for
the night, she excused herself and said she had to go to
bed.

Her date protested. "W haven't even gotten started
yet," he said. "Look at them"

Susi e and her escort were on the couch, |locked in a
passi onat e enbr ace.

Catherine's escort clutched her arm "There could be

a war soon," he said earnestly. Before Catherine could
stop him he took her hand and placed it agai nst the

har dness between his legs. "You wouldn't send a man
into battle in this condition, would you?"

Cat herine wi thdrew her hand, fighting not to be an"l've
given it a lot of thought," she said evenly,

id |'"ve decided to sleep only with the wal ki ng

tided." She turned and went into her bedroom

eki ng the door behind her. She found it difficult to

> to sleep. She lay in bed thinking about WIIiam Fra-her
new j ob and the mal e hardness of the boy

Annapolis. An hour after she had gone to bed,

heard Susie's bedsptings creaking wildly. From himon

sl eep was i npossi bl e.

At eight-thirty the next norning Catherine arrived at
new of fi ce. The door was unl ocked, and the light in

| fhe reception office was on. Fromthe inner office she
1 beard the sound of a man's voi ce and she wal ked Sni de.
Wl liam Fraser was at his desk, dictating into a mane.
He | ooked up as Catherine entered and snapped

|taff the machine. "You're early," he said.

"I wanted to | ook around and get ny bearings before

| began work."

"Sit down." There was sonething in his tone that

, puzzl ed her. He seened angry» Catherine took a seat

"l don't |ike snoops, M ss Al exander.™

Catherine felt her face redden. "I--1 don't understand."



"Washington's a small town. It's not even a town.
It's' a goddamm village. There's nothing that goes on
here that everybody doesn't know about in five mnutes."
"I still don"t--"

"The publisher of the Post phoned ne two m nutes
after you arrived there to ask why ny secretary was
doi ng research on ne."

Cat herine sat there stunned, not know ng what to

say.

"Did you find out all the gossip you wanted to

know?"

She felt her enbarrassnment swiftly changing to anger.
"I wasn't snooping," Catherine said. She rose to

her feet "The only reason | wanted informati on on

124 The Ot her Side of M dnight

you was so that | would know what kind of man | was
working for." Her voice was trenbling wth indignation.
1 think a good secretary should adapt to her enpl oyer,
and | wanted to know what to adapt to."

Eraser sat there, his expression hostile.

Catherine stared at him hating him on the verge of
tears. "You don't have to worry about it anynore, M.

Fraser. | quit" She turned and started toward the
door.

"Sit down," Fraser said, his voice |like a whiplash.
Cat herine turned, in shock. "I can't stand goddam
pri ma donnas."

She glared at him "I'mnot a . "

"OK. Tmsorry. Now, will you sit down. Pl ease?"
He picked up a pipe front his desk and it it
Cat herine stood there not knowi ng what to do, filled

with humliation. "I don't think it's going to work," she
began.' 1 . "

Fraser drew on the pipe and flicked out the match.

"OF course it'll work, Catherine,"” he said reasonably.

"You cant quit now. Look at all the trouble Fd have
breaking in a newgirl."

Cat herine | ooked at himand saw the glint of amusenent
hi his bright blue eyes. He smled, and reluctantly
her lips curved into a small smle. She sank into a
chair.

"That's better. D d anyone ever tell you you're too



sensitive?"

"l suppose so. I'msorry."

Fraser | eaned back hi his chair. "Or maybe |I'mthe
one who's oversensitive. It's a pain in the ass being
called 'one of America's nost eligible bachelors.'"
Cat heri ne wi shed he would not use words |ike that. But
what bot hered her nost? she wondered. Ass or
bachel or ?

Maybe Fraser was right. Perhaps her interest hi him
was not as inpersonal as she thought Perhaps
subconsci ously

". . . atarget for every goddammed idiotic unmar- fenale
in the world," Fraser was saying. "You wouldn't believe it if
| told you how aggressive wonen

be. "

Wul dn't she? Try our cashier* Catherine blushed as the

t hought of it

It's enough to turn a man into a fairy." Fraser

led. "Since this seens to be National Research

ek, tell ne about you. Any boyfriends?"

"No," she said. That is, no one special,"” she added

I ckly.

He | ooked at her quizzically. "Were do you |ive?"

"I share an apartnent with a girl who was a cl ass- at
col l ege. "

“Nort hwestern."

She | ooked at himin surprise, then realized he nust have
seen the personnel formshe had filled out

"Yes, sir."
"Pmgoing to tell yon sonething about nme that yon woul dn't
find in the newspaper norgue. |'ma tough son-ofabitch

to work for. Youll find me fair, but I'ma per-iectionist.
W're hard to live with. Do you think you

can nmanage?"

"I'l'l try," Catherine said.

"Good. Sally win fin you in on the routine around

,. TT»e nost inportant thing you have to renenber

one is that I'ma chain coffee drinker. | like it black
and

hot "

“I''l'l remenber." She got to her feet and started

toward the door.

"And, Catheri ne?"



"Yes, M. Fraser?"

"When you go hone tonight, practice saying sone

profanity hi front of the mrror. If you're going to keep
W ncing every time | say a four-letter word, it's going
to drive ne up the wall"

He was doing it to her again, making her feel |like a

Yes, M. Fraser," she said coldly. She storned

| out of the office, alnost slamm ng the door behind her.
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The neeting had not gone anything |ike Catherine

had expected. She no longer liked WIIliam Eraser. She
t hought he was a snug, dom nating, arrogant boor. No
wonder his wife had divorced him Wn she was here

and she would start, but she nade up her mnd that she
woul d begi n | ooking for another job, a job working for
a human being instead of a despot.

When Cat heri ne wal ked out of the door, Fraser

| eaned back in his chair, a smle touching his lips. Wre
girls still that achingly young, that earnest and

dedi cat ed?

In her anger with her eyes blazing and her |ips
trenbling Catherine had seened so defensel ess that
Fraser had wanted to take her in his arns and protect
her. Against hinself, he admtted .ruefully. There was a
ki nd of ol d-fashioned shining quality about her that
he'd al nost forgotten existed hi girls. She was |ovely
and she was bright, and she had a m nd of her own.

She was going to becone the best goddamm secretary

that he had ever had. And deep down Fraser had a
feeling that she was going to becone nore than that.
How much nore» he was not sure yet He had been

burned so often that an autonmati c warni ng system

t ook over the nonment his enotions were touched by

any femal e. Those nonments had cone very sel dom

H s pipe had gone out. He lit it again, and the smle
was still on his face. Alittle |later when Fraser called
her in for dictation, Catherine was courteous but cool.
She waited for Fraser to say sonething personal so she
coul d show hi m how al oof she was, but he was distant
and busi nessli ke. He had, Catherine thought, obviously
w ped the incident of this norning fromhis

m nd. How i nsensitive could a man be?



In spite of herself Catherine found the new job

fasci nating.

The tel ephone rang constantly, and the nanes

of the callers filled her with excitenent During the first
week the Vice-President of the United States call ed

twice, half a dozen senators, the Secretary of State and
a fanous actress who was in town publicizing her |atest

pi cture. The week was clinaxed by a tel ephone cal

Pr esi dent Roosevelt, and Cat herine was sd ner-she

dr opped t he phone and di sconnected his

tary.

In addition to the tel ephone calls Eraser had a con-fftant
round of appointnents at the office, his country

PCl ub or at one of the better-known restaurants. After

phe first few weeks Fraser allowed Catherine to set up

| I'bis appointments for himand make the reservations. 1
She began to know who Fraser wanted to see and who

| he wanted to avoid. Her work was so absorbing that by
the end of the nonth she had totally forgotten about

| | ooking for another job.

* Catherine's relationship with Fraser was still on a
| very inpersonal |evel, but she knew himwel|l enough
now to realize that his al oof ness was not unfriend-1t
was a dignity, a wall of reserve that served as 1 a shield
agai nst the world. Catherine had a feeling that

| Fraser was really very lonely. His job called for himto
(be gregarious, but she sensed that by nature he was a
solitary man. She al so sensed that WIIliam Fraser was

out of her |eague. For that matter so is nost of nale
Aneri ca, she deci ded.

She doubl e-dated with Susie every now and then but

found nost of her escorts were married sexual athletes,
and she preferred to go to a novie or the theater alone.
She saw ' CGertrude Lawence and a new conedi an

nanmed Danny Kaye hi Lady in the Dark, and Life with
Father, and Alice in Arns, with a young actor naned

Kirk Douglas. She |oved Kitty Foyle with G nger Rogers
because it rem nded her of herself. One night at a
performance of Haml et she saw Fraser sitting in a box

with an exquisite girl hi an expensive white evening

gown that Catherine had seen in Vogue. She had no

i dea who the girl was. Fraser nade his own personal

dates, and she never knew where he was going or with

whom He | ooked across the theater and saw her. The



next norning he made no reference to it until he had
finished the norning's dictation.

"How did you |like Ham et?" he asked.

"The play's going to make it, but | didn't care nuch
for the performances.™

"I liked the actors,"” he said. "I thought the girl who
pkyed Ophelia was particularly good."

Cat heri ne nodded and started to | eave.

"Didn't you like Ophelia?" Fraser persisted.

“If you want my honest opinion," Catherine said
carefully, "I didn't think she was able to keep her head
above water." She turned and wal ked out.

When Catherine arrived at the apartnent that night,
Susie was waiting for her. "You had a visitor," Susie
sai d.

"Who?"

“"An FBI man. They're investigating you."

My God, thought Catherine. They found oat |I'ma
virgin, and therns probably sone kind of |aw against it
I n Washington. Aloud j*e said, "Wiy would the FB

be investigating ne?"

"Because you're working for the governnment now. "

"Oh. "

"How s your M. Fraser?"

"My M. Fraser's just fine," Catherine said.

"How do you think he'd |ike me?"

Cat herine studied her tall, willow brunette roomate.
"For breakfast."

As the weeks went by Catherine becane acquainted

Wi th the other secretaries working in nearby offices.
Several of the girls were having affairs with their
bosses,

and it did not seemto matter to them whether the

men were married or single. They envied Catherine's
wor king for WIIliam Fraser.

"What's Gol den Boy really like?" one of them asked

Cat heri ne one day at |unch. "Has he nade a pass at

you yet ?"
"Oh, he doesn't bother with that," Catherine said
earnestly. "I just conme in at nine o'clock every norning,

we roll around on the couch until one o'cl ock,
then we break for |unch."

"Seriously, how do you find hinP"

| P
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"Resistible," Catherine |lied. Her feelings toward

Il'iam Fraser had nel | owed consi derably since their
guarrel. He had told her the truth when he said he

a perfectioni st Wienever she nade a m stake, she

repri manded for it, but she had found himto be

and understandi ng. She had watched himtake tine

fromhis own problens to help other people, peo-who

could do nothing for him and he always ar-it

so that he never took credit for it Yes, she

lced WIlliam Fraser very nuch indeed, but that was

| jtto one's business but her own.

Once when they had had a great deal of work to

itch up on, Fraser had asked Catherine to have din

net wwth himat his honme so that they could work | ate.
[ Takaadge, Eraser's chauffeur, was waiting with the

| i mousi ne

in front O the building. Several secretaries

com ng out of the building watched with know ng eyes
as Fraser ushered Catherine into the back seat of the
‘car and slid in next to her. The |inousine glided ',
snoothly into the late afternoon traffic.

“I"'mgoing to ruin your reputation,” Catherine said.
Fraser |aughed. "I1ll give you sonme advice. If you

ever want to have an affair with a public figure, do it
out in the open.™

"What about catching col d?"

He grinned. "I neant, take your paranour--if they
still use that word--out to public places, well-known
restaurants, theaters.”

"Shakespearean plays?" Catherine asked innocently.
Fraser ignored it. "People are always | ooking for
devious notives. They'll say to thenselves, 'Uh-huh,



he's taking so-and-so out in public. | wonder who he's
seeing secretly.' People never believe the obvious."
"It's an interesting theory."

"Arthur Conan Doyle wote a story based on decei ving
people with the obvious," Fraser said. "I don't

recall the nanme of it"

"I't was Edgar Allen Poe. The Purloined Letter."*
The noment Catherine said it, she w shed she hadnt
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Men did not Iike smart girls. But then what did it nmatter?
She was not he girl, she was his secretary.

They rode the rest of the way in silence.

Fraser's honme in Georgetown was sonet hi ng out of

a picture book. It was a four-story CGeorgi an house that
nmust have been over two hundred years ol d. The door

was opened by a butler in a white jacket. Fraser said,

"Frank, this is Mss Al exander."

"Hell o, Frank. We've tal ked on the phone,"” Catherine
sai d.

"Yes, ma'am It's nice to neet you, Mss Al exander."

Cat herine | ooked at the reception hall. It had a
beautiful old staircase |leading to the second floor, its
oak wood burnished to a sheen. The fl oor was nuarbl e,

and overhead was a dazzling chandelier.

Fraser studied her face. "Like it?" he asked.

"Lite 1t? Ch, yes!"

He sm | ed, and Cat heri ne wondered if she had

sounded too enthusiastic, like a girl who was attracted
by wealth, |ike one of those aggressive femal es who
were always chasing him "It's ... it's pleasant," she

added | anel y.



Fraser was | ooking at her nockingly, and Catherine
had the terrible feeling mat he could read her thoughts.
“"Conme into the study."

Catherine followed himinto a | arge book-lined room
done hi dark paneling. It had an aura of another age,
t he graci ousness of an easier, friendlier way of life.

Fraser was studying her. "Well?" he asked gravely.

Cat heri ne was not going to be caught again. "It's
small er than the Library of Congress," she said,
def ensi vel y.

He | aughed al oud. "You're right."

Frank canme into the roomcarrying a silver ice
bucket. He set it on top of the bar in the corner. "What
time would you like dinner, M. Fraser?"

"Seven-thirty."

"I'"Il tell the cook." Frank left the room

|l what may | fix you to drink?"

I'f one "Nothing, thank you."

" He | ooked over at her. "Don't you drink, Gather-"Not
when Fm working," she said. "I get ny p'& and

hi m m xed up."

"You nmean p's and 4% don't you?"

"Fs and o's. They're next to each other on the
riter.”

"I didn't know. "

"You're not supposed to. That's why you pay ne a
I*s ransom every week."

"What do | pay you?" Fraser asked.

"Thirty dollars and dinner in the nost beauti ful

| house in Washington."

"You're sure you wont change your m nd about that
1 drink?"

"No, thank you," Catherine said.



Fraser m xed a martini for hinself, and Catherine
wander ed around the room | ooki ng at the books. There

were all the traditional classic titles and, in addition,

a

whol e section of books in Italian and anot her section

" hi Arabic.

Fraser wal ked over to her side. "You don't really

speak Italian and Arabic, do you?" Catherine asked.

"Yes. | lived in the Mddle East for a few years and

| ear ned Arabic."

"And the Italian?"

"I went with an Italian actress for a while."

Her face flushed. "I'msorry. | didn't nean to pry."

Fraser | ooked at her, his eyes filled wth anusenent,

and Catherine felt |like a schoolgirl. She was not sure

whet her she hated WIlliam Fraser or loved him O one

thing she was sure. He was the nicest man she had ever

known.

Di nner was superb. AH the dishes were French with

di vi ne sauces. The dessert was Cherries Jubilee. No

wonder Fraser worked out at the club three nornings a

week.

"How is it?" Fraser asked her.

“It"s not like the food in the comm ssary,'' she said
and sm | ed.
Fraser |aughed. "I nust eat in the conm ssary one

day."

“I wouldn't if | were you."

He | ooked at her. "Food that bad?"

"It's not the food. It's the girls. They'd nob you."
"What nmakes you think so?"

"They tal k about you all the tinme."

"You nean they ask questions about ne?"

“"I'll say," she grinned.

"I imagi ne when they're through, they nust feel
frustrated by the lack of information."

She shook her head. "Wong. | make up all Kkinds of
stories about you."

Fraser was | eaning back in his chair, relaxing over a
brandy. "What kind of stories?"

“"Are you sure you want to hear?"

"Positive."

"Well, | tell themthat you're an ogre and that you
screamat ne all day long."



He grinned. "Not all day |long."

"I tell themthat you're a nut about hunting and that
you carry a |loaded rifle around the office while you
dictate

and I'mconstantly afraid that it'Il go off and kil
me.
"That nust hold their interest.™

"They're having a fine tine trying to figure out the

real you."

"Have you figured out the real nme?" Fraser's tone

had becone seri ous.

She | ooked into his bright blue eyes for a nonent,

then turned away. "I think so," she said.

"Who am | ?"

Catherine felt a sudden tension within her. The bantering
was over and a new note had crept into the conversation.
An exciting note, a disturbing note. She did

not answer.

Fraser | ooked at her for a nmonent, then sm| ed.

»»Tma dull subject Mre dessert?"

"No, thank you. | wont eat again for a week."

"Let's go to work."

They worked until mdnight. Fraser saw Catherine

to the door, and Tal radge was waiting outside to drive
her back to the apartnent.

She thought about Fraser all the way hone. His
strength, his hunor, his conpassion. Soneone had

once said that a man had to be very strong before he
could allow hinself to be gentle. WIIliam Fraser was
Very strong. This eveni ng had been one of the nicest
eveni ngs of Catherine's |life and it worried her. She was
afraid that she mght turn into one of those jeal ous
secretaries who sits around the office all day hating
every

girl who tel ephones her boss. Wen, she was not

going to allow that to happen. Every eligible female in
Washi ngton was throw ng herself at Fraser's head. She
was not going to join the crowd.

When Cat herine returned to the apartnent, Susie

was waiting up for her. She pounced on Catherine the
nonment she cane in.

"Ave!" Susie demanded. "What happened?"

"Not hi ng happened, " Catherine replied. "W had



di nner."

Susie stared at her incredulously. "D dn't he even

make a pass at you?"

"No, of course not."

Susi e sighed. "I should have known it He was afraid
to."

"What do you nean by that?"

"What | nmean by that, sweetie, is that you cone off
like the Virgin Mary. He was probably afraid if he laid
a finger on you, you' d scream "rape* and faint dead
away. "

Catherine felt her cheeks redden. "lI"mnot interested
hi himthat way," she said stiffly. "And | don't cone off
like the Virgin Mary." / cone off like the Virgin
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Catherine. Dear old Saint Catherine. Al she had done
was to nove her holy headquarters to Washi ngton.
Not hi ng el se had changed. She was still doing business
at the sane ol d church.

During the next six nonths Fraser was away a good

deal. He nmade trips to Chicago and San Franci sco and
to Europe. There was al ways enough work to keep

Cat heri ne busy, and yet the office seened | onely and
enpty with Fraser gone.

There was a constant stream of interesting visitors,
nost of them nen, and Catherine found herself baraged
wWith invitations. She had her choice of |unches,
dinners, trips to Europe and bed. She accepted none of
the invitations, partly because she was not interested in
any of the nen but nostly because she felt that Fraser
woul d not approve of her m xing business with pleasure.
they Fraser was aware of the constant opportunities
she declined, he said nothing. The day after she had
had di nner with himat his hone he had given her a
ten-dol | ar-a-week rai se.

It seenmed to Catherine that there was a change in

the tenmpo of the city. People were noving faster, becom ng
nore tense. The headlines screaned of a constant

series of invasions and crises in Europe. The fall

of France had affected Anericans nore deeply than



the other swft-noving events in Europe, for they felt a
sense of personal violation, a loss of liberty in a
country

that was one of the cradles of Liberty.

Norway had fallen, England was fighting for its life
in the battle of Britain and a pact had been signed
bet ween

Germany, ltaly and Japan. There was a grow ng

feeling of inevitability that America was going to get
into the war. Catherine asked Fraser about it one day.
"I think it's just a question of tinme before we get

i nvol ved, "

he said thoughtfully. "If England can't stop

Htler, we're going to have to."

"But Senator Borah says . "
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"The synbol of the Anmerica Firsters should be an
rich," Fraser comented angrily.

"What will you do if there's a war?"

"Be a hero," he said.

Cat herine visualized himhandsone in an officer's

Auni formgoing off to war, and she hated the idea. It
| ; seenmed stupid to her that in this enlightened age
peopl e

shoul d still think they could solve their differences no
by nurderi ng one anot her.

"Don't worry, Catherine," Fraser said. "Nothing wll

" happen for a while. And when it does happen, well be
I jreadyforit.”

"What about Engl and?" she asked. "they Hitler decides

to invade, will it be able to stand up agai nst hin?
He has so many tanks and pl anes and they have nothing."
"They wll have," Fraser assured her. "Very soon."

He had changed the subject, and they had gone back

to worKk.

One week later the headlines were filled with the

news of Roosevelt's new concept of |end-lease. So

Fraser had known about it and had tried to reassure

her w thout revealing any infornmation.

The weeks went by swiftly. Catherine accepted an

occasi onal date, but each tune she found herself conparing
her escort to WIliam Fraser, and she wondered



why she bot hered going with anyone. She was aware

that she had backed herself into a bad enotional corner,
but she did not know how to get out of it. She told
hersel f that she was nerely infatuated with Fraser and
woul d get over it, but neanwhile her feelings kept her
fromenjoying the conpany of other nen because they

all fell so far short of him

Late one evening as Catherine was working, Fraser

came back to the office unexpectedly after attending a
pl ay. She | ooked up, startled, as he wal ked in.

"What in hell are we running here?" he growed. "A

sl ave shi p?"

"I wanted to finish this report,’

she said, "so you
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could take it with you to San Franci sco tonorrow. "
"You could have nailed it to ne," he replied. He sat
down in a chair opposite Catherine and studi ed her.
"Don't you have better things to do wth your evenings
than get out dull reports?" he asked.

"1 happened to be free this evening."

Fraser | eaned back in the chair, folded his fingers
t oget her

and dropped them under his chin, staring at her.

"Do you renenber what you said the first day you

wal ked into this office?"

"I said a lot of silly things."

"You said you didn't want to be a secretary. You
wanted to be ny assistant.”

She smled. "I didn't know any better.”
"You do now. "
She | ooked up at him "I don't understand."”

"It's very sinple, Catherine," he said quietly. "For
the past three nonths, you've really been ny assistant.
Now |'mgoing to nake it official."

She stared at him unbelievingly. "Are you sure that
you. .. ?"

"I didn't give you the title or a salary rai se sooner
because | didn't want it to scare you. But now you
know you can do it."

"I don't know what to say," Catherine stammered.
"l--you won't be sorry, M. Fraser."

"' msorry already. My assistants always call ne



Bill."

"Bill."

Later that night as Catherine lay hi bed, she renenbered
how he had | ooked at her and how it had nade

her feel, and it was a long tinme before she was able to
go to sl eep.

Catherine had witten to her father several tines
aski ng hi mwhen he was com ng to Washington to visit
her. She was eager to show himaround the city and

I ntroduce

himto her friends and to Bill Fraser. She had

received no reply to her last two letters. Wrried, she
phoned her uncle's house in Omha. Her uncle an-ered

t he phone.

"Cathy! I--1 was just about to call you."

Cat herine's heart sank.

"How s father?"

There was a brief pause.

"He's had a stroke. | wanted to call you sooner but
father asked ne to wait until he was better.”

Cat herine gripped the receiver. «ls he better?"
“I"'mafraid not, Cathy," her uncle's voice said. "He's

iralyzed."

“I'"'mon nmy way," Catherine said.

She went in to Bill Eraser and told himthe news. "I'm
sorry," Eraser said. "What can | do to hel p?"

"I don't know. | want to go to himright away, Bill."

"OF course." And he picked up a tel ephone and be gan to
make calls. H's chauffeur drove Catherine to her

* apartnent, where she threw sone clothes into a
suitcase, and then took her to the airport, where Eraser
had arranged a pl ane reservation for her.

When the plane | anded at the Omha airport,

Cat herine's aunt and uncle were there to neet her, and
one | ook at their faces told her that she was too | ate.
They drove hi silence to the funeral parlor and as

Cat herine entered the building she was filled with an

i neffabl e sense of |oss, of |oneliness. A part of her had
di ed and coul d never be recovered. She was ushered

into the small chapel. Her father's body was lying in a
sinple coffin wearing his best suit. Tinme had shrunk
him as though the constant abrasion of |iving had

worn hi m down and made bun smaller. Her uncle had



handed Cat herine her father's personal effects, the
accunul ati ons

and treasures of a lifetinme, and they consisted

of fifty dollars in cash, sonme old snapshots, a few
receipted bills, a wistwatch, a tarnished silver penknife
and a collection of hex letters to him neatly tied with a

pi ece of string and dog-eared from constant reading. It
was a pitiful legacy for any man to have left, and

Cat herine's heart broke for her fattier. H's dreans
were so big and his successes so small. She renenbered
how al ive and vital he had been when she was a

little girl and the excitenment when he cane hone from
the road with his pockets full of noney and his arns
full of presents. She renmenbered his wonderful inventions
that never quite worked. It wasn't nuch to

remenber, but it was all there was left of him There
wer e suddenly so many things Catherine wanted to say

to him so nmuch she wanted to do for him and it

woul d al ways be too | ate.

They buried her father in the small graveyard next

to the church. Catherine had pl anned on spending the
night with her aunt and uncle and taking the train back
t he next day, but suddenly she could not bear to stay a
nonment | onger, and she called the airport and nade a
reservation on the next plane to Washington. Bill

Fraser was at the airport to neet her, and it seened
the nost natural thing in the world fur himto be there,
wai ting for her, taking care of her when she needed
hi m

He took Catherine to an old country inn in Virginia

for dinner, and he listened while she tal ked about her
father. In the mddle of telling a funny story about
him Catherine began to cry, but strangely she felt no
enbarrassnent in front of Bi U Fraser.

He suggested that Catherine take sonme tine off, but

she wanted to keep busy, wanted to keep her m nd

filled with anything but the death of her father. She
slipped into the habit of having dinner with Fraser once
or twice a week, and Catherine felt closer to himthan
ever before.

It happened wi thout any planning or forethought

They had been working late at the office. Catherine

was checki ng sone papers and sensed Bill Fraser



standing in back of her. H's fingers touched her neck,
slowy and caressingly.

"Catherine . . ."

She turned to look up at himand an instant | ater she
in his arnms. It was as though they had kissed a

| f housand tunes before, as though this was her past as
| well as her future, where she had al ways bel onged.
It's this sinple, Catherine thought. It's al ways been
f$his sinple, but | didn't knowit.

"Get your coat, darling,"” Bill Fraser said. "W're
-goi ng hone."

In the car driving to Georgetown they sat close
to-/!]|!ether,

Eraser's arm around Cat herine, gentle and pfoptective.
She had never known such happi ness. She was

| sure she was in love with him and it did not matter if a

he was not in love with her. He was fond of her, and '' she
woul d settle for that. Wen she thought of what
she had been willing to settle for before--Ron Peter

son--she shudder ed.

"Anyt hi ng wong?" Fraser asked.

Cat heri ne thought of the notel roomwth the dirty

> cracked mrror. She |ooked at the strong intelligent
| face of the man with his arm around her. "Not now, "

' she said gratefully. She swallowed. "I have to tell you
sonmething. I'ma virgin."

Fraser sm | ed and shook his head in wonder. "It's |
incredible,” he said. "Howdid I wind up with the only

virgin favour the city of Washi ngton?"

"I tried to correct it," Catherine said earnestly, "but
It just didn't work out."

“"I'mglad it didn't," Fraser said.

"You nmean you don't m nd?"

He was smling at her again, a teasing grin that lit up
his face. "Do you know your problen?" he asked.

"till say!"
"You' ve been worrying too nmuch about it"
"Il say!"

"The trick is to relax."

She shook her head gently.

“"No, darling. The trick is to be in |ove."

Hal f an hour later the car pulled up in front of his
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house. Fraser led Catherine inside to the library.
"Woul d you like a drink?"
She | ooked at him "Let's go upstairs.”

He took her in his arnms and ki ssed her hard. She
held himfiercely, wanting to draw himinto her. //
anyt hi ng

goes wong tonight, Catherine thought, "Il kil
nyself. | really will kill nyself.

"Cone on," he said. He took Catherine's hand.

Bill Eraser's bedroomwas a | arge mascul i ne-1 ooki ng
roomw th a Spani sh hi ghboy agai nst one wall. At the

far end of the roomwas an alcove with a fireplace and

hi front of it, a breakfast table. Against one wall was a
| ar ge doubl e bed. To the left was a dressing room and

of f that, a bathroom

"Are you sure you wouldn't care for that drink?"
Fraser asked.

"l don't need it-He

took her in his arnms again and ki ssed her. She

felt the mal e hardness of him and a delicious warnth
coursed through her body.

"till be back," he said.

Cat heri ne wat ched hi m di sappear into the dressing
room This was the nicest, nost wonderful man she

had ever known. She stood there thinking about him

t hen suddenly realized why he had |l eft the room He
wanted to give her a chance to undress al one, so that
she woul d not be enbarrassed. Quickly Catherine began
taking off her clothes. She stood there a mnute

| ater nude and | ooked down at her body and thought,
Good- bye, Saint Catherine. She went over to the bed,



pul | ed back the spread and crawl ed between the sheets.

Fraser wal ked in, wearing a cranberry noire silk
dressi ng gown. He canme over to the bed and stared at
her. Her black hair was fanned out against the white
pillow, framng her beautiful face. It was all the nore
stirring because he knew that it was totally unpl anned.

He slipped the robe off and noved into the bed be 141

| her. She suddenly renenbered.

"I'"'mnot wearing anything," Catherine said. "Do himthink
["lI1 get pregnant?"

"Let's hope so."

She | ooked at him puzzled, and opened her nouth

ask himwhat he neant, but he put his lips on hers

ad his hands began to nove down her body, gently

pl ori ng, and she forgot everything except what was to her,
her whol e consci ousness concen-on

one part of her body, feeling himtry to enter

hard and pul sing, forcing, an instant of sharp,

I cxpected pain, then sliding in, noving faster and fast-an
alien body in her body, plunging deep inside a, noving
with a rhythmthat grew nore and nore

atic, and he said, "Are you ready?" She was not

I sure what she was supposed to be ready for, but she
jsaid, "Yes," and suddenly he cried, "Onh, Cathy!" and
Pmade one | ast sporadic thrust and lay still on top of

| her.

And it was all over, and he was saying* "Was it
won- | der f ul

for you?" and she said, "Yes, it was wonderful,"

and he said, "It gets better as it goes along," and she
‘was filled with joy that she was able to bring himthis ;
happi ness, and she tried not to worry about what a

di s, appoi nt nent

It had been. Perhaps it was like olives. ; You had to
acquire a taste for it. She lay in his arnms, \ letting the
sound of his voice wash over her, confort

i ng her, and she thought This is what is inportant,

bei ng together as two human beings, |oving and sharing
each other. She had read too many lurid novels,

heard too many pronising | ove songs. She had been |



expecting too much. O perhaps--and if this were true, 1 she
nmust face it--she was frigid. As though reading her

t houghts, Fraser pulled her closer and said, "don't

worry if you're disappointed, darling. The first tine is

al ways traumatic."

When Cat herine did not answer, Fraser raised hinself

up on an el bow and | ooked at her, concerned, and \ said,
"How do you feel ?"
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"Fine," she said quickly. She smled. "You're the
best |over | ever had."

She ki ssed himand held himcl ose, feeling warm and
safe until finally the hard knot inside her began to
di ssol ve,

and a feeling of relaxation filled her, and she was
cont ent.

"Whul d you |ike a brandy?" he asked.

"No, thanks."

"I think 111 fix nyself one. It isn't every night a nman
beds a virgin."

"Did you mind that?" she asked.

He | ooked at her with that strange, know ng | ook,
started to say sonething and changed his mnd. "No,"

he said. There was a note in his voice that she did not
under st and.

"Was |--?" she swall owed. "You know-all right?"

"You were lovely," he said.

"Trut h?"

"Truth."

"Do you know why | alnost didn't go to bed with



you?" she asked. , *
n W]y?ll

"I was afraid that you wouldn't want to see ne
again."

He | aughed aloud. "That's an old wives' tale fostered
by nervous not hers who want to keep their daughters
pure. Sex doesn't drive people apart, Catherine. It
brings them cl oser together."” And it was true. She had
never felt so close to anyone. Qutwardly she m ght

| ook the sane, but Catherine knew that she had
changed.

The young girl who had cone to this house earlier hi

t he evening had vani shed forever and in her place was
a woman. WIlliam Fraser's woman. She had finally
found the nysterious Holy Grail that she had been
searching for. The quest was over.

Now even the FBI woul d be satisfied.

Noel | e
Paris: 1941

To sone the Paris of 1941 was a cornucopia of riches

| and opportunity; to others it was a living hell. Gestapo
' had becone a word of dread, and tales of their activ-1
ities becane a chief--if whispered--topic of conversation.
The of fenses agai nst the French Jews, which had

begun as al nost a pranki sh breaking of a few shop

"W ndows, had been organi zed by the efficient Gestapo
Into a system of confiscation, segregation and

ext erm nati on.

On May 29, a new ordi nance had been issued. ".,.

a Ssix-pointed star with the dinensions of the palmof a
hand and a bl ack edge. It is to be made of yellow cloth
and bear in black lettering the inscription JUDEN. It

must be worn fromthe age of six visibly on the left



side of the chest solidly sewn to the clothing."

Not all Frenchnen were willing to be stepped on by

t he German boot, The Maquis, the French underround
resi stance, fought cleverly and hard and when

caught were put to death in ingenious ways.

A young Countess whose fam |y owned a chateau

outside Chartres was forced to quarter the officers of
the | ocal German Conmmand in her downstairs roons

for six nmonths, during which tinme she had five wanted
menbers of the Maquis hidden on the upper floors of

t he chat eau

The two groups never net, but in three nonths the
Countess* hair had turned conpletely white.

The Germans lived as befit the status of conquerors,
but for the average Frenchman there was a shortage of
, 1
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everything except cold and m sery. Cooki ng gas was

rati oned, and there was no beat. Parisians survived the
W nters by buying sawdust by the ton, storing it in
one-half of their apartnents and keeping the other half
war m by neans of special sawdust-burning stoves.

Everything was ersatz, fromcigarettes and coffee to
| eat her. The French joked that it did not matter what
you ate; the taste was all the sane. The French
wonen--traditionally the nost smartly dressed wonen
In the world--wore shabby coats of sheepskin instead
of wool and platform shoes of wood, so that the

sound of wonen wal king the streets of Paris resenbl ed
the clip-clop of horses' hooves.

Even baptisns were affected, for there was a shortage

of sugar alnonds, the traditional sweet for the

bapti smal cerenony, and candy shops displayed invitations
to conme in and register for sugar al nonds. There

were a few Renault taxis on the street, but the nost
popul ar form of transportati on was the two-seater cabs

wi th tandem bi kes.



The theater, as always in tines of prolonged crisis,
fl ourished. People found escape fromthe crushing
realities

of everyday life in the novie houses and on the

st ages.

Overni ght, Noelle Page had becone a star. Jeal ous
associates in the theater said that it was due solely to
the power and talent of Armand Gautier, and while it

was true that Gautier had | aunched her career, it is

axi omatic

anong those who work hi the theater that no

one can nmake a star except the public, that faceless,
fickle, adoring, nercurial arbiter of a perforner's
desti ny.

The public adored Noelle.

As for Armand Gautier, he bitterly regretted the

part he had played hi starting Noelle's career. Her need
of himwas now gone; all that held her to himwas a

whim and he lived in constant dread of the day she

woul d | eave him Gautier had worked hi the theater

nost of his life, but he had never net anyone |i ke Noelle.
She was an insatiable sponge, |earning everything
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hi m had to teach her and deal anding nore. It had been
energing to watch the netanorphosis hi her as she
fromthe halting, external beginnings of grasping

part to the self-assured inner mastery of the
characauti er had known fromthe very begi nning that
was going to be a star--there was never any
i on about it--but what astonished himas he opened to know
her better was that stardom was not
goal. The truth was that Noell e was not even in-sted
I n acting.
It first, Gautier sinply could not believe it. Being a
was the top of the | adder, the sine qua nan. But to



ille acting was sinply a stepping stone, and Gauti er
not the faintest clue as to what her real goal was.
tie was a nystery, an enigma, and the deeper Gautier
the nore the riddle grew, |like the Chinese

| boxes that opened and reveal ed further boxes inside.

| Gautier prided hinself on understandi ng peopl e,
par - wonen,

and the fact that he knew absol utely

| not hing about the woman he lived with and | oved
Prove hhn frantic. He asked Noelle to marry turn, and
| she said, "Yes, Armand,"” and he knew that she neant
nothing by it, that it nmeant no nore to her than her
engagenent

to Philippe Sorel or God al one knew how

[many other men in her past |life. He realized that the
| marriage woul d never take place. Wien Noel |l e was
ready, she woul d nove on.

Gautier was sure that every man who net her tried
persuade her to go to bed with him He al so knew
fromhis envious friends that none of them had succeeded.
"You lucky son of a bitch,” one of his friends had

said, "Yon nust be hung |like UN taureau. | offered her

a yacht, her own chateau and a staff of servants in Cap
d' Anti bes, and she | aughed at ne."

to

Anot her friend, a banker, told him "I have finally
found the first thing noney cannot buy."
"Noel | e?"

The banker nodded. "That's right | told her to

nanme her price. She was 4ot interested. Wat is it you
‘have for her, nmy friend?"

Armand Gautier wi shed he knew.

Gauti er remenbered when he had found the first

play for her. He had read no nore than a dozen pages
when he knew it was exactly what he was | ooking for.
It was a tour de force, a drama about a woman whose
husband had gone to war. A sol dier appeared at her
home one day telling her that he was a conrade of her
husband wi t h whom he had served on the Russi an

Front. As the play devel oped, the woman fell in |ove
with the soldier, unaware that he was a psychopathic
Mler and that her life was in danger. It was a great
acting role for the wife, and Gautier agreed to direct
It inmmediately, on condition that Noell e Page play the



| ead. The backers were reluctant to star an unknown

but agreed to have her audition for them Gautier hurried
home to bring the news to Noelle. She had cone

to hi m because she wanted to be a star and now he was
going to give her her wish. He told hinmself this would
bring them cl oser together, would make her really |ove
him They woul d get married and he woul d possess

her, al ways.

But when Gautier had told her the news, Noell e had
nerely | ooked up at himand said, "That is wonderful,
Armand, thank you." In exactly the sane tone of voice

I n which she m ght have thanked himfor telling her the
correct time or lighting her cigarette.

Gautier watched her for a | ong nonent, know ng

that in sonme strange way Noell e was sick, that sone
enotion in her had either died, or had never been alive
and that no one woul d ever possess her. He knew this
and yet he could not really believe it, because what he
saw was a beautiful, affectionate girl who happily
catered to his every whimand asked for nothing in return.
Because he | oved her, Gautier put his doubts

aside, and they went to work on the play.

Noelle was brilliant at the audition and got the part
Tto G her Sid* of M dnight
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I thout questicm as Gautier had known she woul d,

the play opened in Paris two nonths | ater, No-becane,
overni ght, the biggest star in France. The

Itics had been prepared to attack the play and Noel |l e was
they were aware that Gautier had put his MS

an i nexperienced actress, in the lead, and it was a

ation too delicious for themto pass up. But she had
Aconpl etely captivated them They searched for new

superl atives

to descri be her performance and her beauty.

The play was a conplete sellout.

Every night after the performance, Noelfe's dressing
roomwas filled with visitors. She saw everyone: shoe
clerks, soldiers, mllionaires, shop girls, treating them
all with the sane patient courtesy. Gautier would

watch in amazenent It is alnost as though she were a
Princess receiving her subjects, he thought



Over a period of a year Noelle received three letters
fromMrseille. She tore them up, unopened, and finally
t hey st opped com ng.

In the spring, Noelle starred in a notion picture that
Armand Gautier directed, and when it was rel eased,

her fanme spread. Gautier marveled at Noelle's patience
hi giving interviews and bei ng photographed. Mbst

stars hated it and did it either to help increase their
box

office value or for reasons of ego. In Noelle' s case, she
was indifferent to both notivations. She woul d change

t he subj ect when Gautier questioned her about why she
was willing to pass up a chance to rest in the South of
France in order to stay in a cold, rainy Paris to do
tiresone

poses for Le Matin, La Petite Parisienne or L'|llustration.
It was just as well, for Gautier would have

been stunned if he had known her real reason. Noelle's
notivation was very sinple.

Everything she did was for Larry Dougl as.

When Noel | e posed for photographs, she visualized

her former |over picking up a magazi ne and recogni zi ng
her picture. Wen she played a scene hi a novi e,

she saw Larry Douglas sitting hi a theater one night in
sonme far-off country, watching her. Her work was a re

I

mnder to him a nmessage fromthe past, a signal that
woul d one day bring himback to her; and that was al
Noel | e wanted, for himto cone back to her, so that

she coul d destroy him

Thanks to Christian Barbet, Noelle had an evergrow ng
scrapbook on Larry Douglas. The little detective

had noved from his shabby offices to a | arge, |uxurious
suite on the rue Richer, near the Folies-Berere.

The first tine Noelle had gone to see bun hi his
new of fi ces, Barbet had grinned at her surprised
expressi on

and said, "I got it cheap. These offices were

occupi ed by a Jew. "

"You said you had sonme news for ne," Noelle said
curtly.

The smrk left Barbet's face. "Ah yes." He did have
news. It was difficult getting information from Engl and



under the very nose of the Nazis, but Barbet had found
ways. He bribed sailors on neutral ships to smuggle in

|l etters froman agency in London. But that was only

one of his sources. He appealed to the patriotismof the
French underground, the humanity of the International
Red Cross and the cupidity of black marketeers with
overseas connections. To each of themhe told a different
story, and the flow of information kept com ng in.

He picked up a report on his desk. "Your friend was

shot down over the English Channel,"” he said w thout
preanble. Qut of the corner of his eye he watched Noelle's
face, waiting for her aloof facade to crunble, taking
enjoynent in the pain he was inflicting. But Noelle's
expressi on never changed. She | ooked at hi m and

said confidently, "He was rescued." Barbet stared at

her and swal | oned and answered reluctantly, "Well,

yes. He was picked up by a British Rescue boat." And
wonder ed how the devil she could have known.

Everyt hi ng about this woman baffled him and he

hated her as a client and was tenpted to drop her, but
Bar bet knew t hat that woul d have been stupi d.

He had attenpted once to nake a pass at her, hinting
that his services would be | ess expensive, but No 17}
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lie had rebuffed himin a manner that nade himfeel
a clunsy | oot, and he woul d never forgive her for
bat. One day, Barbet prom sed hinself quietly, one
ay this tight-assed bitch woul d pay.
Now, as Noelle stood in his office, a | ook of distaste
her beautiful face, Barbet hurriedly went on with
; report, eager to get rid of her.
"H s squadron has noved to Kirton, in Lincolnshire.
they're flying Hurricanes and--" Noel was interested him
sonet hi ng el se.
"H s engagenent to the Admral's daughter," she
| said, "it's off, isn't it?"
Bar bet | ooked up in surprise and nunbl ed, "Yes.
| She found out about sonme of his other wonen." It was him
al nost as though Noell e had already seen the report
She had not, of course, but it did not matter. The bond



himof hatred that tied Noelle to Larry Douglas was so |
strong it seened that nothing inportant could ever
happen to himw thout her knowing it. Noelle took the
report and |l eft When she returned hone she read it

over slowy, then carefully filed it anong the other
reports

and | ocked it up where it could not be found.

One Friday night after a performance, Noelle was hi

her dressing roomat the theater cream ng off her
makeup, when there was a knock at the door, and

Marius, the elderly, crippled stage doornman, entered.
"Pardon, M ss Page, a gentleman asked nme to bring

t hese to you."

Noell e glanced up in the mrror and saw that he was
carrying an enornous bouquet of red roses in an exquisite
vase.

"Set it down there, Marius," Noelle said, and she

wat ched as he carefully placed the vase of roses on a

t abl e.

It was | ate Novenber and no one in Paris had seen

roses for nore than three nonths. There must have

been four dozen of them ruby red, |ong-stemed, wet

wi th dew. Curious, Noelle wal ked over and picked up
the card. It read: "To the |ovely Noel Page. Wul d

you have supper with ne? Cteneral Hans Schei der.™

The vase that the flowers rested in was delft, intricately
patterned and very expensive. General Schei der

had gone to a great deal of trouble.

"He would like an answer," the stage doornman said.
"Tell himl never eat supper and take these hone to
your wife."

He stared at her in surprise. "But the Ceneral

«That is all."

Mari us nodded his head, picked up the vase and

hurried out. Noelle knew that he would rush to spread
the story of how she had defied a German general . It
had happened before with other German officials, and

t he French peopl e regarded her as sone kind of heroine.
It was ridiculous. The truth of the matter was

that Noell e had nothi ng agai nst the Nazis, she was
nmerely indifferent to them They were not a part of her
life or her plans, and she sinply tolerated them awaiting
t he day when they would return hone. She knew

that if she becane involved with any Germans it woul d



hurt her. Not now, perhaps, but it was not the present
Noel | e was concerned about; it was the future. She

t hought that the idea of the Third Reich ruling for one
t housand years was nerde. Any student of history
knew t hat eventually all conquerors were conquered.

In the neantine she would do nothing that would all ow
her fellow Frenchnmen to turn on her when the

Germans were finally ousted. She was totally untouched
by the Nazi occupati on and when the subject

came up--as it constantly did--Noelle avoi ded any

di scussi on about it

Fasci nated by her attitude, Armand Gautier often

tried to draw her out on the subject.

"Don't you care that the Nazis have conquered

France?" he woul d ask her.

"Wuld it matter if | cared?”

"That's not the point. If everyone felt as you do, we
woul d be dammed. "

"We are dammed anyway, are we not?"
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“"Not if we believe in free will. Do you think our life
Is ordained fromthe tinme we ax» born?"

"To sonme degree. W are given bodies, our birthplace
and our station in life, but that does not nean

t hat we cannot change. W can becone anything we
want to be."

"My point exactly. That is why we nust fight the
Nazis."

She | ooked at him "Because God is on our side?"
"Yes," he replied.

“If there is a God," Noelle answered reasonably,
"and He created them then He nust be on their side,

In Cctober, the first anniversary of Noelle's play, the
backers gave a party for the cast at Tour d' Argent.
There was a m xture of actors, bankers and influential
busi nessnen. The guests were nostly French, but there
were a dozen CGermans at the party, a few of themin
uniform all of them except one with French girls. The
exception was a German officer in his forties, with a

l ong, lean intelligent face, deep green eyes and a trim
athletic body. A narrow scar ran from his cheekbone to



his chin. Noelle was aware that he had been watching
her all evening although he had not conme near her.
"Who is that man?" she casually asked one of the
host s.
He gl anced over at the officer who was sitting al one
at a table sipping chanpagne, then turned to Noelle in
surprise. "It is strange you should ask. | thought he
was a friend of yours. That is CGeneral Hans Schei der.
He is on the General Staff." Noelle renenbered the
roses and the card. "Wy did you think he was a friend
of m ne?" she asked.
The man appeared flustered. "I naturally assuned

| nmean, every play and notion picture produced
m France nust be approved by the Gernmans. Wen
the censor tried to stop your new novie from bei ng
made, the General personally stepped in and gave his
approval”
At that nonment Armand Gautier brought soneone
to neet Noelle and the conversation changed.
Noel | e paid no further attention to General Schei der.
The next eveni ng when she arrived at her dressing
room there was one rose in a small vase with a little
card that said: "Perhaps we should start smaller. My |
see you? Hans Schei der.™
Noel |l e tore up the note and threw the flower into the
wast ebasket

After that night Noelle becane aware that at al nost
every party she and Armand Gautier attended, General
Schei der was there. He always remained hi the background
wat ching her. It happened too often to be a coi nci dence.
Noell e realized that he nust be going to a

great deal of trouble to keep track of her novenents
and to get hinself invitations to places where she
woul d be.

She wondered why he was so interested, but it was

an idle speculation and it did not really bother her.
Qccasional Iy

Noel | e woul d amuse hersel f by accepting an

i nvitation and not show ng up, then checking with the
hostess the next day to see if General Scheider had
been there. The answer was al ways "Yes."

Despite the swift and | ethal punishnent neted out

by the Nazis to anyone who opposed them sabotage



continued to flourish in Paris. In addition to the Maqui s
there were dozens of small groups of freedom| oving
French who risked their lives to fight the eneny

wi t h what ever weapons were at hand. They nurdered
German sol di ers when they could catch them of f guard,

bl ew up supply trucks and m ned bridges and trans.

Their activities were denounced in the controlled daily
press as deeds of infany, but to the |loyal French the
deeds of infamy were glorious exploits. The name of

one man kept cropping up in the newspapers--he was

ni cknaned Le Cafard, the cockroach, because he

seened to scurry around everywhere, and the Gestapo

was unable to catch him No one knew who he was.

Sone believed that he was. an Englishman living in
Paris; another theory held that he was an agent of
General De Gaulle, the | eader of the Free French
Forces; and sone even said that he was a disaffected
Ger man. Whoever he was, draw ngs of cockroaches

were beginning to spring up all over Paris, on buildings,
si dewal ks, and even inside German Arny headquarters.
The Gestapo was concentrating its efforts on

catching him O one fact there was no doubt Le

Caf ard had becone an instant fol k hero.

On a rainy afternoon in Decenber, Noelle attended

the opening of an art exhibition of a young artist whom
she and Armand knew. The exhibit was held in a gallery
on the rue du Faubourg-St.-Honore. The room

was crowded. Many celebrities were in attendance and
phot ogr aphers were everywhere. As Noelle wal ked

around, nmoving frompainting to painting, she felt
spneone touch her arm She turned and found herself

| ooking into the face of Madane Rose. It took Noelle

a nonent to recognize her. The famliar, ugly face was
the sanme, and yet it seened twenty years ol der, as

t hough t hrough sone alcheny in tine she had becone

her own nother. She wore a big black cape, and sonmewhere
I n the back of Noelle's consciousness was the

fl eeting thought that she was not wearing the

prescri bed yel | ow JUDEN st ar

Noel l e started to speak, but the ol der wonman

st opped her by squeezing her arm

"Coul d you neet nme?" she asked in a barely audible

voi ce. "Les Deux Magots."



Before Noelle could reply, Madane Rose nelted

into the crowd, and Noell e was surrounded by
phot ogr aphers.

As she posed and smiled for them Noelle

was renmenbering Madane Rose and her nephew, | srael

Katz. They had both been kind to her in a tinme of

need. |Israel had saved her life twce. Noelle wondered
what Madane Rose wanted. Money, probably.

Twenty minutes |ater Noelle slipped away and t ook

a taxi to the place St. Gernmain they Prés. It had been
raining on and off all day, and now the rain had started
to torn into a cold, driving sleet. As her taxi pulled up
in front of Les Deux Magots and Noel | e stepped out

into the biting cold, a man in a raincoat and w de- bri nmed
hat appeared at her side out of nowhere. It

took Noelle a nonment to recognize him Like his aunt,
he | ooked ol der, but the change went deeper than that
There was an authority, a strength that had not been
there before. Israel Katz was thinner than when she

had | ast seen him and his eyes were holl owed, as

t hough he had not slept in days. Noelle noticed that he
was not wearing the yell ow six-pointed Jewi sh star
"Let's get out of the rain," Israel Katz said.

He took Noelle's armand | ed her inside. There were
hal f a dozen custoners in the cafe, all French. Israel
|l ed Noelle to a table in a back corner.

"Woul d you |ike sonmething to drink?" he asked.

"No, thank you."

He took off his rain-soaked hat, and Noelle studi ed

his face. She knew instantly that he had not called her
here to ask for noney. He was watching her.

"You're still beautiful, Noelle," he said quietly. "he
seen all of your novies and plays. You' re a great
actress.”

"Why didn't you ever cone backstage?”

| srael hesitated, then grinned shyly. "I didn't want to
enbarrass you."

Noel l e stared at hima nonent before she realized

what he neant. To her, "Juden" was just a word that
appeared i n newspapers fromtine to tinme, and it

meant nothing hi her life; but what nust it be like to
live that word, to be a Jewin a country sworn to w pe
you out, exterm nate you, particularly when it was

your own not herl and.



"I choose ny own friends,
tells me whomto see.”
|srael smled wyly. "Don't waste your courage," he
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Noel l e replied. "No one

advised. "Use it where it can help."
"Tell me about you," she said.

He shrugged. "I live a very unglanorous life. | becane
a surgeon. | studied under Dr. Angi bouste. Have

you heard of hinf"

"No. "

"He's a great heart surgeon. He made ne his

protege. Then the Nazis took away ny |license to practice
medi cine." He held up his beautifully scul ptured

hands and exam ned them as though they bel onged to
soneone el se. "So | becane a carpenter.”

She | ooked at himfor a long nonent. "Is that all?"
she asked.

| srael studied her in surprise. "OF course," he said.
"\hy 2"

Noel | e di sm ssed the thought at the back of her

m nd.

"Not hi ng. Why did you want to see ne?"

He | eaned closer to her and |owered his voice. 1

need a favor. A friend--"

At that nonent, the door opened and four Gernman
soldiers in gray-green uniforns wal ked into the bistro,
|l ed by a corporal. .The corporal called out hi a |oud
voi ce: "Achtung! W wsh to see your identity papers.”
| srael Kate stiffened, and it was as though a nmask
fell into place. Noelle saw his right hand slide into the
pocket of his overcoat. His eyes flickered toward the
narrow passageway that led to an exit in the rear, but
one of the soldiers was already noving toward it,
blocking it. Israel said in a | ow urgent voice, "Cet
away fromne. Walk out the front door. Now. "

"Why?" Noel | e denanded.

The Germans were exam ning the identification papers
of sone custoners at a table near the entrance.

""Don't ask questions,"” he conmanded. "Just go."
Noel | e hesitated a nonent, then rose to her feet and
started toward the door. The soldiers were noving on
to the next table. Israel had pushed his chair back to
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give hinself nore freedom The novenent attracted

die attention of two of the soldiers. They wal ked over
to him

"ldentity papers.”

Sonmehow Noel | e knew that it was |Israel the soldiers
were | ooking for and that he was going to try to escape
and they would kill him He had no chance.

She turned and called out to him "Francois! W are
going to be late for the theater. Pay the check and let's
go."

The sol diers | ooked at her in surprise. Noelle started
back toward the table.

Corporal Schultz noved to face her. He was a

bl ond, appl e-cheeked boy in his early twenties. "Are
you with MS nman, Noel ?" he asked.

"OF course | aml Haven't you anything better to do

man pester honest French citizens?" Noell e demanded,

angrily.

"I amsorry, my good Noel, but..."

"I am not your good Noell" Noelle snapped. 1

am Noell e Page. | amstarring at the Vari étés Theatre,

and this man is ny costar. Tonight, when | am havi ng
supper with ny dear friend, CGeneral Hans Scheider, |
shall informhimof your behavior this afternoon and

he will be furious with you."

Noel | e saw the | ook of recognition cone into the
corporal's eyes, but whether it was a recognition of her
name or General Scheider's, she could not be sure.

“I--1 amsorry, FrSulein," he stamrered. "O

course | recognize you." He turned to |Israel Katz, who
sat there silently, his hand in his coat pocket "I do not
recogni ze this gentl eman.”

"You would if you barbarians ever went to the (heater,"
said Noelle with stinging contenpt "Are we under

arrest or may we | eave?"

The young corporal was aware of everyone's eyes on

him He had to nmake an instant decision. "OF course

the Noel and her friend are not under arrest," he

said. "I apol ogi ze 81 have i nconveni enced you. |--"

| srael Katz | ooked up at the soldier and Said coolly,



"I't's raining outside, Corporal. |I wonder if one of your
men could find us a taxi."

"OfF course. At once."

| srael got into the taxi with Noelle, and the German
corporal stood in the rain watching as they drove

away. Wien the taxi stopped for a traffic |ight three

bl ocks away, |srael opened the door, squeezed Noelle's
hand once and di sappeared without a word into the

ni ght .

At seven o' clock that eveni ng when Noell e wal ked

into her theater dressing room there were two nen

wai ting for her. One of themwas the young German
corporal fromthe bistro that afternoon. The other was
in mufti. He was an al bino, conpletely hairless, with
pi nk eyes, and he sonehow ren nded Noell e of an unforned
baby. He was hi his thirties, with a noon face.

Hi s voi ce was hi gh-pitched and al nost | aughably fem nine,
but there was an ineffable quality, a deadliness

about himthat was chilling. "M ss Noell e Page?"
"Yes."

"I am Col onel Kurt Mueller, Gestapo. | believe you
have net Corporal Schultz."

Noell e turned to the corporal, indifferently, "No,

don't believe | have."
"At the kaffehause this afternoon,” the corporal said
hel pful l'y.

Noelle turned to Miueller. "I neet so many people."
The col onel nodded. "It nust be difficult to renenber
everyone when you have so many friends,

FrSul ein. ™

She nodded. "Exactly."

"Fear exanple, this friend you were with (his afternoon.”
He paused, watching Noel's eyes. "You told

Corporal Schultz that he is starring hi the show wth
you?"

Noel |l e | ooked at the Gestapo man in surprise. "The

<£P>
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cor poral nust have m sunderstood ne."
"Nein, Noel," the corporal replied indignantly,



"You said .
The colonel turned to give hima freezing | ook, and
the corporal's nouth snapped cl osed in m d-sentence.
"Perhaps,” said Kurt Mieller amably. "This kind of

t hi ng can happen so easily when one is trying to
communi cat e

in a foreign | anguage. "

"That is true," said Noelle quickly.

Qut of the corner of her eye she saw the corporal's
face redden with anger, but he kept his nouth shut
"I"'msorry to have troubled you over nothing," Kurt
Muel | er sai d.

Noell e felt her shoul ders rel ax and she suddenly realized
how t ense she had been.

"That's perfectly all right," she said. "Perhaps | can
give you tickets for the play."

"I have seen it," the Gestapo man said, "and Cor poral
Schultz has already bought his ticket But thank

you. "

he started toward the door, then paused. "When

you cal |l ed Corporal Schultz a barbarian, he decided to
buy a ticket this evening to see your perfornance.
Wen he | ooked at the actors' photographs in the

| obby, he did not see the picture of your friend from
t he kaffehause. That is when he called ne."

Noel | e's heart began to beat faster.

"Just for the record, Madenpiselle. |If he was not

your costar, who was he?"

"A--a friend."

"H s nane?" The high-pitched voice was still soft,

but it had becone dangerous.

"What difference does it make?" Noell e asked.

"Your friend answers the description of a crim nal

we are | ooking for. He was reported seen in the vicinity
of the place St. Germain they Prés this afternoon.”
Noel | e stood wat ching him her mnd racing.

"What is the nanme of your friend?" Colonel Mieller's
voi ce was I nsistent

“I--1 don't know. "

"Ah, then he was a stranger?"

"Yes."

He stared at her, his cold pink eyes drilling into
hers. "You were sitting with him You stopped the soldiers
from | ooking at his papers. Wy?"



"I felt sorry for him" Noelle said. "He cane up to

me ..."

"\Wher e?"

Noel I e t hought qui ckly. Soneone could have seen

them going into the bistro together. "Qutside the cafe.
He told nme that the soldiers were | ooking for himbecause
he had stolen sonme groceries for his wife and
children. It seenmed such a mnor crinme that |

She | ooked up at Miel |l er appealingly, "I helped him"
Miel | er studied her a nonent and nodded his head
admringly. "I can understand why you are such a big
star." The smle died fromhis face, and when he spoke
again his voice was even softer. "Let ne give you sone
advi ce, Madenoi selle Page. W wi sh to be on good

terms with you French. W want you to be our friends
as well as our allies. But anyone who hel ps our eneny
beconmes our eneny. W will catch your friend,
Madenoi sel | e,

and when we do, we will question him and |

prom se you he wll talk."

"I have nothing to be afraid of,"” Noelle said.

"You are wong." She could barely hear him "You

have me to be afraid of." Col onel Mieller nodded to
the corporal and started toward the door again. He
turned once nore. "If you hear fromyour friend, you
will report it to ne at once. If you fail to do so .
He smled at her. And the two nen were gone.

Noell e sank into a chair, drained. She was aware

that she had not been convincing, but she had been
caught conpletely off guard. She had been so sure that
the incident had been forgotten. She renenbered now
sone of the stories she had heard about the Gestapo,
and a small chill went through her. Supposing they
caught Israel Katz and he did talk. He could tell them
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that they were old friends, that Noelle had |ied about
not knowi ng him But surely that could not be inportant.
Unless ... the nane she had thought of hi the

restaurant popped into her mnd again. Le Cafard.



Hah! an hour | ater when Noelle went on stage, she

managed to put everything out of her mnd but the
character she was playing. It was an appreciative audi ence
and as she took her curtain calls, she received a
trenendous ovation. She could still hear the appl ause

as she wal ked back to her dressing room and opened

the door. Seated in a chair was General Hans Schei der.

He rose to his feet as Noelle entered and said politely,

“I was infornmed that we have a supper date this evening."

They had supper at Le Fruit Perdu al ong the Seine,

about twenty mles outside of Paris. They had been
driven there by the General's chauffeur in a shiny,

bl ack |inousine. The rain had stopped, and the night
was cool and pleasant. The General had made no
reference to the day's incident until they had finished
eating. Noelle's first inpulse had been not to go with
him but she decided that it was necessary to | earn how
much the Germans really knew and how rnuch trouble

she m ght be in.

"I received a call from Gestapo headquarters this
af ternoon, "

General Schei der was saying. "They inforned

me that you told a Corporal Schultz that you
were having supper with nme this evening." Noelle

wat ched him saying nothing. He went on. "l decided
that it would be nost unpleasant for you if | said 'No,'
and nost pleasant for ne if | said 'Yes.'" He sm|l ed.

"So here we are."
"This is all so ridiculous,” Noelle protested. "Hel ping
a poor man who stole sone groc--"

"Don'"t!" The General's voice was sharp. Noelle

| ooked at himin surprise. "Don't make the m stake of
believing that all Germans are fools. And do not
under esti mat e

t he Gestapo."

Noel | e said, "They have nothing to do with ne,
General . "



He toyed with the stemof his wne glass. "Col onel
Muel | er suspects you of having hel ped a man he wants
very badly. If that is true, you are in a great deal of
trouble. Col onel Mueller neither forgives nor forgets."
He | ooked at Noelle. "On the other hand," he said
carefully, "if you should not see your friend again, this
whol e thing could sinply blow over. Wuld you |ike a
cocnac?"

"Pl ease,"” Noell e sai d.

He ordered two Napol eon brandies. "How | ong have

you been living with Armand Gauti er?"

"I am sure you know the answer to that," Noelle repli ed.
General Scheider smled. "As a matter of fact, | do.
What | really wanted to ask you is why you refused to
have dinner with me before. Was it because of Gautier?"
Noel | e shook her head. "No."

"I see," he said stiffly. There was a note in his voice
that surprised her

"Paris is full of wonen," Noelle said. "I amsure you
coul d have your pick."

"You don't know ne,"'the CGeneral said quietly, "or

you woul dn't have said that." He sounded enbarrassed.

"I have a wife and child in Berlin. 1 |ove them

very much, but | have been away fromthemfor nore

than a year now, and | have no idea when | wll see

t hem agai n. "

"Who forced you to cone to Paris?" Noelle asked

cruel ly.

"I was not nmaeking a bid for synpathy. | just wanted

to explain nyself a little.'l amnot a prom scuous man.
The first tinme | saw you on the stage," he said,
"sonet hi ng

happened to ne. | felt | wanted to know you very

much. | would like us to be good friends."

There was a quiet dignity about the way he spoke.
"I can prom se nothing," Noelle said.
m
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He nodded. "I understand "

But of course he did not. Because Noell e intended
never to see himagain. Ceneral Scheider tactfully
changed the conversation and they tal ked of acting and



the theater, and Noelle found himsurprisingly

know edgeabl e.

He had an eclectic mnd and a deep intelligence.
Casually he ranged fromtopic to topic, pointing

out the mutual interests that the two of themshared. It
was a skillful performance and Noel |l e was anused. He
had gone to a great deal of trouble to | earn about her
background. He | ooked every inch the German Cener al

in his olive-green uniform strong and authoritative,
but there was a gentl eness that bespoke anot her

kind of man altogether, an intellectual quality that

bel onged

to the scholar rather than the soldier. And yet

there was the scar running across his face.

"How did you get your scar?" Noelle asked.

He ran his finger along the deep incision. "I was in a
duel many years ago," he shrugged. "In Gernman, we

call this wldfleisch--it nmeans 'proud skin.""

They di scussed the Nazi phil osophy.

"We are not nonsters," Ceneral Scheider stated.

"And we have no wish to rule the world. But neither

do we intend to sit still and be punished any |onger for
a war we |ost nore than twenty years ago. The Treaty

of Versailles is a bondage that the Gernman peopl e have
finally broken out of."

They spoke of the occupation of Paris. "It was not

the fault of your French soldiers that it was so easy for
us," General Scheider said. "A good deal of the re*
sponsibility nmust fall on the shoul ders of Napol eon the
1 hinme

"You're joking," Noelle replied.

"I amperfectly serious,"” he assured her. "In the
days of Napol eon» the nobs were constantly using the
tangled, twi sted streets of Paris for barricades and
anbushes

against his soldiers. In order to stop them he
comm ssi oned Baron Eugene George's Haussmann to

straighten out the streets mid fill the city with nice,
wi de boul evards.” He smled. "The boul evards down
whi ch our troops marched. | amafraid history will not

be kind to planner Haussmann."
After dinner, driving back to Paris, he asked, "Are
you in love wwth Armand Gauti er?"



H s tone was casual, but Noelle had the feeling that
her answer was inportant to him

"No," she said slowy.

He nodded, satisfied. "I did not think so. | believe |
coul d nmake you very happy."

"As happy as you nake your w fe?"

General Scheider stiffened for a nonent as though he had
been struck and then turned to | ook at Noelle.

"I can be a good friend," he said quietly. "Let us
hope that you and | are never enenies."

Wien Noelle returned to the apartnent, it was al nost
3:00 and., and Armand Gautier was waiting for

her in a state of agitation.

"Where the hell have you been?" he denmanded, as

she wal ked in the door.

"I had an engagenent." Noelle's eyes noved past
himinto the room It |ooked as though a cycl one had
struck. Desk drawers were open and the contents
strewn around the room The closets had been ransacked,
a | anp had been overturned and a snall table

lay on its side, one | eg broken.

"What happened?” Noel | e asked.

"The Cestapo was here! My God, Noelle, what have

you been up to?"

“Not hi ng. "

"Then why would they do this?"

Noel | e began to nove around the room straightening
the furniture, thinking hard. Gautier grabbed her
shoul ders and turned her around. "I want to know
what ' s happeni ng. "

She took a deep breath. "All right"

She told himof the neeting with Israel Katz, |eaving

him 2

T
“S1F*'" him
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out his name and the conversation |ater wi th Col onel
Mueller. "I don't know that ny friend is Le Cafard, but it
I s possible.”

Gautier sank into a chair, stunned. "My God!" he

exclained. "I don't care who he is! | don't want you to
have anything nore to do with him W could both be
destroyed because of this. | hate the Germans as nuch
as you do ..." He stopped, not sure whether Noelle

hat ed the Germans or not. He began again, "Cherie, as
|l ong as the Germans are naking the rules, we nust |ive
under them Neither of us can afford to get involved
wth the Gestapo. This Jew-what did you say his

name was?"

"I didn't say."

He | ooked at her a nonent "WAs he your |over?"

"No, Armand."

"Does he nean anything to you?"

"No. "

"Well, then." Gautier sounded relieved. "I don't

t hi nk we have anything to worry about. They can't

bl ame you if you had one accidental neeting with him
If you don't see himagain, they' Il forget the whole
t hing."

"OF course they with," Noelle said.

On the way to the theater the next evening, Noelle
was foll owed by two Gestapo nen.

From that day on Noelle was foll owed everywhere

she went. It first began as a feeling, a prenonition that
she was being stared at. Noelle would turn and see in

a cromd a young Teutonic-looking man in civilian

cl ot hes who seened to be paying no attention to her.
Later, the feeling would return, and this tinme it would
be anot her young Teutonic-looking man. It was al ways
soneone different and though they were in plain

clothes, they wore a uniformthat was distinctively
theirs: an attitude of contenpt, superiority and cruelty,
and the emanati ons were unm st akabl e.

Noel l e said nothing to Gautier about what was hap peni ng
for she saw no point in alarm ng himany further.

The incident with the Gestapo hi the apartnent

had made hi mvery nervous. He could tal k of nothing



but what the Germans could do to both his and Noelle's
career if they wished to, and Noelle was aware

that he was right. One had only to | ook at the daily
newspapers to know that the Nazis showed no nercy

to their enem es. There had been several tel ephone
nmessages from CGeneral Scheider, but Noelle had ignored
them If she did not want the Nazis as an eneny,
neither did she want themas a friend. She deci ded that
she would remain |like Switzerland: neutral. The Israel
Kat zes of the world would have to take care of thensel ves.
Noell e was m |l dly curious about what he had

wanted from her, but she had no intention of getting

I nvol ved.

Two weeks after Noelle had seen Israel Katz, the
newspapers carried a front-page story that the Gestapo
had caught a group of saboteurs headed by Le Cafard.
Noell e read all the stories carefully, but nothing was
menti oned about whether Le Cafard hinself had been
captured. She renenbered |Israel Katz's face when the
Germans had started to close hi on him and she knew
that he would never let themtake himalive. O course,
Noelle told herself, it could be ny fantasy. He is probably
a harml ess carpenter, as he said. But if he was

harm ess, why was the Gestapo so interested hi hinf
Was he Le Cafard? And had he been captured, or had

he escaped? Noel |l e wal ked over to the w ndow of her
apartnment that faced on the Avenue Martigny. Two

bl ack rain-coated figures stood under a streetl anp,
wai ti ng. For what? Noelle began to feel the sense of
alarmthat Gautier felt, but with it cane a feeling of
anger. She renenbered Col onel Mieller's words: You
have ne to be afraid of. It was a challenge. Noelle had
the feeling she was going to hear fromlsrael Katz
agai n.

The nessage cane the next norning from-of al

™
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the unlikely peopl e--her concierge. He was a smal |,
rheuny-eyed man in his seventies, with a w zened,

| eat hery face and no |ower teeth, so that it was difficult
t o understand hi m when he spoke. \Wen Noelle rang

for the el evator he was waiting inside. They rode down
together, and as they neared the | obby, he nunbl ed,

"The birthday cake you ordered is ready at the bakery

at rue de Passy."

Noel | e stared at hima nonent, not sure whether she
had heard himcorrectly» then said, "I didn't order any
cake. "

"Rue de Passy," he repeated stubbornly.

And NoeQe suddenly understood. Even then, she

woul d have done not hing about it if she had not seen
the two Gestapo agents waiting for her across the
street. To be followed around like a crimnal! The two
men were in conversation. They had not seen her yet.
Angrily Noelle turned to the concierge and said,
"Where is the service entrance?"

"This way, Mami selle."

Noel l e foll owed himthrough a back corridor, down

a flight of stairs to the basenent and out to an alley.
Three mnutes |ater she was hi a taxi, on her way to
nmeet |srael Katz.

The bakery was an ordi nary-I| ooking shop in a rundown,
m ddl e- cl ass nei ghborhood. The lettering on the

wi ndow read BOULANGERI E, and the letters were

fl aked and chi pped. Noell e opened the door and stepped
I nsi de. She was greeted by a small dunpling of a wonman
in a spotless white apron.

"Yes, Madenoi sel |l e?"

Noel I e hesitated. There was still tine to | eave, stil
time to turn back and not get involved in sonething



danger ous that was none of her business.
The woman was wai ting.

"You--you have a birthday cake for ne," Noelle
said, feeling foolish at the gane-pl aying, as though
sonmehow the gravity of what was happeni ng was de 167

meaned by the childish artifices $iat were enpl oyed.
The woman nodded. "It is ready, Mss Page." She put a
CLOSED sign on the door, |ocked it and said,

"This way."

He was |lying on a cot in the small back room of the
bakery, his face a mask of pain, bathed in perspiration.
The sheet tw sted around hi mwas soaked in bl ood,

and there wa&a | arge tourniquet around his left knee.
“Israel."

He noved to face the door, and the sheet fell away,
reveal ing a sodden pulp of mashed bone and fl esh

where his knee had been.

"What happened?” Noel | e asked.

He tried to smle but did not quite nake it. H s voice
was hoarse and strained with pain. "They stepped on Le
Cafard, but we're not easy to kill."

So she had been correct. "I read about it," Noelle
said. "Are you going to be all right?"

| srael took a deep painful breath and nodded. Hi s
words cane in | abored gasps.

"The Gestapo is turning Paris upside down | ooking

for me. My only chance is to get out of the city.... they
| can get to Le Havre, | have friends who will help ne
get on a boat out of the country."

"Can't you get a friend to drive you out of Paris?**
Noel | e asked. "You could hide in the back of a
truck---"

| srael shook his head weakly. "Road bl ocks. Not a
nmouse can get out of Paris."”

Not even UN Cafard, Noelle thought "Can you

travel with that | eg?" she asked, stalling for tine,
trying

to cone to a decision.

Hs lips tightened in the rictus of a smle.

“I"'mnot going to travel with this leg," Israel said.



Noel | e | ooked at him not understandi ng, and at that
nonment the door opened and a | arge, heavy-shoul dered,
bearded nman entered. In his hand he carried an

ax. He wal ked up to the bed and pull ed back the sheet,
and Noelle felt the blood drain fromher face. She
The O her Slide of

t hought of General Scheider and the hairless al bino
fromthe Gestapo and what they would do to her if they
caught her.

"I will help you,"*Noelle said.

CATHERI NE

Washi ngt on- Hol | ywood: 1941

It seened to Catherine Al exander that her life had entered
a new phase, as though sonehow she had
clinbed to sone higher enotional |evel, a heady and

exhil arating peak. Wien Bill Fraser was in town, they
had di nner together every night and went to concerts
or the theater or the opera. He found a small, charm»s ing

apartnment for her near Arlington. He wanted to

pay her rent, but Catherine insisted on paying it herself.
He bought her clothes and jewelry. She had resisted

at first, enbarrassed by sone deeply ingrai ned Protestant
ethic, but it had given Fraser such obvi ous pl easure

that finally Catherine had stopped argui ng about

it

Whet her you like it or not, she thought, you're a

m stress. It had al ways been a | oaded word for her,
filled with connotations of cheap, slinky wonen in
backstreet apartnents, living out |lives of enotional
frustration. But now that it was happening to her,

Cat heri ne

found that it was not really tike that at all. It

just neant that she was sleeping with the man she

|l oVed. It did not feel dirty or sordid, it felt perfectly



natural. It's interesting, she thought, how the things
t hat ot her people do seemso horrible, arid yet when
you' re doing themthey seemso right. Wen you are
readi ng about the sexual experiences of soneone el se,
it's True Confessions, but when ifs you ifs the Ladies'
Honme Jour nal

Fraser was a thoughtful and understandi ng conpani on,
and it was as though they had been together al The O her
Si de of M dni ght

ways. Catherine could predict his reactions to al nost
any situation and knew his every nood. Contrary to

what Fraser had said, sex with himdid not becone

nore exciting, but Catherine told herself that sex was
only a small part of a relationship. She was not a
school gi rl who needed constant titillation, she was a
mat ure woman. G ve or take a little, she thought,

wyly.

Eraser's advertising agency was being run in his absence
by Wal | ace Turner, a senior account executive.
WIlliamFraser tried to have as little to do with the
busi ness as possible, so he could devote hinself to his
j ob i n Washi ngton, but whenever a major problem

«rose at the agency and they needed his advice, Fraser
got in the habit of .discussing it with Catherine, using
her as a soundi ng board. He found that she had a natural
flair for the business. Catherine often came up with

| deas for canpaigns that proved very effective.

“I'f I weren't so selfish, Catherine," Fraser said one
night at dinner, Td put you in the agency and turn

you | oose on sone of our accounts." He covered her

hand with his. "I'd mss you too nuch," he added "I
want you here with ne."
"I want to be here, Bill. I'mvery happy w th things

the way they are.” And it was true. She had thought

that if she were ever in a situation like this, she would
want desperately to get married, but sonmehow there

seened no urgency about it In every inportant way

they were already marri ed.

One afternoon as Catherine was finishing sone

wor k, Fraser wal ked into her office.

"How woul d you like to take a drive out to the



country tonight?" he asked.

"Love it. Where are we goi ng?"

To Virginia. We're having dinner with ny parents."”
Cat herine | ooked up at himin surprise. "Do they
know about us?" she asked.

"Not everything," he grinned. "Just that | have a
fantastic young assistant and |'m bringing her to

di nner."

If she felt a pang of disappointnment, she did not |et

it show on her face. "Fine," she said. "I'lIl stop by the
apartnent and change. "

till pick you up at seven o'clock."

"Date."

The Erasers' house, set in the beautiful rolling hills

of Virginia, was a |arge Col onial farnmhouse with sixty
acres of vivid green grass and farm and surroundi ng

It. The house dated back to seventeen hundred.

"I'"ve never seen anything like it," Catherine marvel ed.
"It's one of the best breeding farns in Anerica,"

Fraser inforned her.

The car drove past a corral filled with beauti ful

horses, past the neatly kept paddocks and the caretaker's
cottage.

"I't's Like another world,
envy your growi ng up here."

"Do you think you'd like living on a farn®"

"This isn't exactly a farm" she said dryly. "lIt's note

|l i ke owni ng your own country."

They bad arrived in front of the house.

Fraser turned to her. "My nother and father are a

little formal," he warned, "but there's nothing for you
to worry about. Just be yourself. Nervous?"

“No," Catherine said. "Panicky." And as she said it,

she realized with a sense of astonishnent that she was
lying. In the classic tradition of all girls about to neet
the parents of the man they | oved, she shoul d have

been petrified. But she felt nothing except curiosity.
There was no tinme to wonder about that now They

were getting out of the car and a butler hi full livery
was opening the door, greeting themw th a wel com ng
smle.

Col onel Fraser and his |ady could have been |iving

out of the pages of an ante-bellum story book. The first

Cat heri ne excl ai med. "I



tiling that struck Catherine was how ol d and
fragile-1ooking

t hey were. Col onel Fraser was a pal e carbon of

what had once been a handsonme, vital man. He rem nded
Cat herine very strongly of soneone, and with

a shock, she realized who it was: an old, worn-out
version of his son. The col onel had sparse white hair
and wal ked with a painful stoop. H's eyes were pale

bl ue and his once-powerful hands were gnarled with
arthritis. Hs wife had the | ook of an aristocrat and
still retained traces of a girlish beauty. She was

graci ous

and warm to Cat herine.

In spite of what Fraser had told her, Catherine had

the feeling that she was there for their inspection. The
colonel and his wife spent the eveni ng questioning her.
They were very discreet but thorough. Catherine told

t hem about her parents and her chil dhood, and when

she tal ked about noving fromschool to school, she

made it sound |ike adventurous fun, rather than the agony
it had been. As she tal ked she could see Bill Fraser
proudly beam ng at her. Di nner was superb. They

di ned by candlelight in a | arge, ol d-fashioned dining
roomwith a real marble fireplace and liveried servants.
Ad silver, old noney and old wi ne. She | ooked at Bil
Fraser and a wave of warm gratitude went through her.
She had the feeling that this kind of life could be hers
i f she wanted it. She knew that Fraser |oved her, and
‘she loved him And yet there was sonmething mssing: a
sense of excitenent. Possibly, she thought, |I'm expecting
too nuch. |'ve probably been warped by Gary Cooper,
Hunphrey Bogart and Spencer Tracy! Love isn't

a knight in shining arnor. Ifs a gentlenman farnmer in a
gray tweed suit. Damm all those novies and books! As

she | ooked at the colonel, she could see Fraser twenty
years hence, |ooking exactly the sane as his father. She
was very quiet during the rest of the evening.

On the way hone Fraser asked, "Did you enjoy the

eveni ng?"

"Very much. | |iked your parents."”
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Tmglad." And she was. Except for the vaguely

di squi eti ng thought hi the back of her mnd that sonehow
she shoul d have been nore nervous about neeting

t hem

The foll ow ng evening, white Catherine and Fraser
were having dinner at the Jockey C ub, Fraser told her
that he had to go to London for a week. "White Fm
gone," he said, "I have an interesting job for you.
They' ve asked our office to supervise an Arny Air
Corps recruiting filmthey' re shooting at MaM st udi os
hi Hol |l ywood. Fd |ike you to handle the picture white
Fm gone, "

Catherine stared at himincredul ously. "Me? | cant
even load a Brownie. Wiat do | know about naking a
training fil nP"

"About as nmuch as anyone el se," Fraser grinned.

“It's all pretty new, but you don't have to worry.
They' || have a producer and everything. The Arny
plans to use actors in the film"™

«Why?"

"I guess they fed that soldiers won't be convincing
enough to play soldiers."

"That sounds |like the Arny.'*

"I had a long talk with General Mathews this afternoon.
He nust have used the word ' gl anour* a bun*

dred tines. That's what they want to sell. They're
starting a big recruitnent drive ained at the elite
young manhood of Anerica. This is one of the opening
guns. "

"What do | have to *>?" Catherine asked.

"Just see that everything runs snoothly. YouTl have
final approval. You have a reservation to Los Angeles
on a nine and. plane tonorrow "

Cat heri ne nodded. "All right"

"WIl you mss ne?"

"You know I will," she repli ed.

“I''l'l bring you a present.”

"l don't want any presents. Just cone back safety."
She hesitated. "The situation's getting worse, isn't it,
Bill?"

He nodded. "Yes," he said. "I think we're going to

be at war soon."

"How horrible."

"It's going to be even nore horrible if we dorft get



into it," he said quietly. "England got oat of Dunkirk
by a mracle. If Htler decides to cross the Channel
now, | don't think the British can stop him" They
finished

their coffee hi silence, and he paid the check.

"Wul d you like to cone to the house and spend the

ni ght ?" Fraser asked.

“Not tonight," Catherine said. "You have to get up
early, and so do L"

“I"'mright"

After he had dropped her off at her apartnent and

she was getting ready for bed, Catherine asked herself
why she had not gone hone with Bill on the eve of his
departure.

She had no answer.

Cat herine had grown up in Holl ywood even though

she had never been there. She had spent hundreds of
hours in darkened theaters, lost hi the nagic dreans
manufactured by the filmcapital of the world, and she
woul d al ways be grateful for the joy of those happy
hour s.

When Cat herine's plane | anded at the Burbank airport,
she was filled with excitenent A |inousine was

waiting to drive her to her hotel. As they drove down
the sunny, broad streets, the first thing Catherine
noti ced

was the pal mtrees. She had read about them and

had seen pictures of them but the reality was

over whel m ng.

They were everywhere, stretching tal

agai nst the sky, the lower part of their graceful trunks
bare and the upper part beautiful and verdant. In the
center of each tree was a ragged circle of fronds, like a
duty petticoat, Catherine thought, hangi ng unevenly
bel ow a green tutu.

They drove by a huge building that | ooked Iike a
factory. A large sign over the entrance said "Wrner
Bros." and under it, "Conbining Good Pictures with
Good Citizenship." As the car went past the gate,

Cat heri ne thought of James Cagney in Strawberry

Bl ond, and Bette Davis in Dark Victory and sm | ed
happi | y.

They passed the Hol |l ywood Bowl , which | ooked



enornous fromthe outside, turned off Hi ghland Avenue
and went west on Hol | ywood Boul evard They

passed the Egyptian Theater and two bl ocks to the

west, Grauman's Chinese, and Catherine's spirits

soared. It was like seeing two old friends. The driver
swung down Sunset Boul evard and headed for the

Beverly Hills Hotel "You'll enjoy this hotel, mss. Ifs
one of the best in the world."

It was certainly one of the nost beautiful that

Cat herine had ever seen. It was just north of Sunset, in
a semcircle of sheltering pal mtrees surrounded by

| arge gardens. A graceful driveway curved up to the
front door of the hotel, painted a delicate pink. An eager
young assi stant manager escorted Catherine to her

room which turned out to be a | avi sh bungal ow on the
grounds behind the nmain building of the hotel. There
was a bouquet of flowers on the table with the conplinents
of the managenent and a | arger, nore beautiful

bouquet with a card that read: "Wsh | were there or
you were here. Love, Bill." The assistant manager had
handed Cat herine three tel ephone nessages. They were

all fromAllan Benjam n, .whom she had been told was
the producer of the training film As Catherine was
reading Bill's card, the phone rang. She ran to it,

pi cked up the receiver and said eagerly, "Bill?" But it
turned out to be Allan Benjam n.

""Welcone to California, Mss Al exander," his voice
shrilled through the receiver. "Corporal Allan Benjamnn,
producer of this little clanbake.™

A corporal. She would have thought that they woul d

have put a captain or a colonel in charge.

"We start shooting tonorrow. Did they tell you that
we're using actors instead of sol diers?"

"I heard,"” Catherine replied.

"We start shooting at nine in the norning. If you

could get here by about eight, 1'd |like to have you take
a look at them You know what the Arny Air. Corps
wants. "

"Right," said Catherine briskly. She had not the
faintest idea what the Arny Air Corps wanted, but she
supposed that if one used commpn sense and pi cked

out types that |ooked |ike they m ght be pilots, that
woul d be sufficient.

“I'"'l'l have a car there for yon at seven thirty and.,"



the voice was saying. "It'lIl only take you half an hour
to get to Metro. It's in Culver City. FU neet you on
Stage Thirteen.™

It was al nost four o' clock in the norning before
Catherine fell asleep, and ft seened the nonment her
eyes cl osed, the phone was ringing and the operator
was telling her that a |inobusine was waiting for her.
Thirty mnutes |ater Catherine was on her way to

Met r o- Gol dwyn- Mayer .

It was the largest notion picture studio in the world.
There was a main | ot consisting of thirty-tw sound
St ages, the enornous Thal berg Adm ni stration Buil ding
whi ch housed Louis B. Mayer, twenty-five executives,
and sone of the nost fanpbus directors, producers and
witers in show business. Lot two contained the | arge
st andi ng out door sets which were constantly redressed
for various novies. Wthin a space of three m nutes,
you coul d drive past the Swiss Al ps, a western town,
a tenenent block in Manhattan and a beach in

Hawaii. Lot three on the far side of Washi ngton Boul evard
housed m I lions of dollars' worth of props and fl at
sets and was used to shoot outdoor spectacles.

Al'l this was explained to Catherine by her guide, a
young girl who was assigned to take her to Stage 13.
"It's acity initself,” she was saying proudly. "W
produce

our own electricity, nmake enough food in the
commissary to feed six thousand people a day and
build all our own sets right on the back ot W're
conpl etely

self-sufficient. W don't need anybody. "

"Except an audi ence."

As they wal ked al ong the street, they passed a castle
that consisted of a facade with two by fours propping
It up. Across fromit was a | ake, and down the bl ock
was the | obby of a San Francisco theater. No theater,
just the | obby.

Cat heri ne | aughed al oud, and the girl stared at her.
"I's there anything wong?" she asked.

"No," Catherine said. "Everything is wonderful"
Dozens of extras wal ked al ong the street, cowboys

and I ndians chatting am ably together as they wal ked
toward the sound stages. A man appeared unexpectedly
fromaround a corner and as Catherine stepped



back to avoid him she saw that he was a knight in arnor.
Behi nd hi m wal ked a group of girls in bathing

suits. Catherine decided that she was going to |ike her
brief fling in show busi ness. She w shed her father
could have seen this. He would have enjoyed it so

much.

"Here we are," the guide said. They were hi front of

a huge, gray building. A sign on the side of it said
«STAGE 13."

Til | eave you here. WIIl you be all right?"

‘Tine," Catherine said. "Thank you."

The gui de nodded and | eft Catherine turned back to

the sound stage. A sign over the door read: "DO NOT
ENTER WHEN RED LIGHT IS ON." The |ight was

off, so Catherine pulled the handl e of the door and
opened it O tried to. The door was unexpectedly

heavy, and it took all her strength to get it open.
When she stepped inside, Catherine found herself
confronted by a second door as heavy and nmssive as
the first It was |ike entering a deconpressi on chanber.
I nsi de the cavernous sound stage, dozens of people
were racing around, each one busy on sone nysterious
errand. A group of nen were in Air Corps uniforns,

and Catherine realized that they were the actors who
woul d appear in the film At a far corner of the sound
stage was an office set conplete wth desk, chairs and a
large mlitary map hangi ng on the wal L Techni ci ans
were |ighting the set

"Excuse nme," she said to a man passing by. "Is Mster
Al'l an Benjam n here?"

"The little corporal ?* He pointed. "Over nere."”

Cat herine turned and saw a slight, frail-Iooking man
inan ill-fitting uniformw th corporal's stripes. He was
screaming at a man wearing a general's stars.

"Fuck what the casting director said,” lie yelled.
"Fmup to ny ass in generals. | need non-cons." He

rai sed his hands in despair. "Everybody wants to be a
chi ef, nobody wants to be an Indian."

"Excuse me," said Catherine, "I'm Catherine

Al exander . "

"Thank God!" the little man said. He turned to the
others, bitterness in his voice. "The fun and ganes are
over, you smart-asses. Washington's here."'’

Cat herine blinked. Before she could speak, the little



corporal said, "I don't know what |'m doi ng here.

had a thirty-five-hundred-dollar-a-year job in Dearborn
editing a furniture trade nmagazine, and | was drafted
into the Signal Corps and sent to wite training fil ms.
What do | know about producing or directing? This is

t he nost disorgani zed ness he ever seen." He bel ched
and touched his stomach. "I'mgetting an ulcer," he
noaned, "and |'m not even in show business. Excuse

me. "

He turned and hurried toward the exit, |eaving

Cat herine standing there. She | ooked around, hel plessly.
Everyone seened to be staring at her, waiting

for her to do sonething.

A lean, gray-haired man in a sweater noved toward

her, an anused smle omhis face. "Need any hel p?" he
asked quietly.

"I need a mracle," Catherine said frankly. "I"'min
charge of this, and | don't know what |'m supposed to
be doi ng."

He grinned at her. "Welcone to Hol |l ywood. Fm

Tom O Brien, the A D"

She | ooked at him quizzically.

"The assistant director. Your friend, the corporal,

was supposed to direct it, but | have a feeling he wont
be back." There was a cal m assurance about the man

whi ch Cat herine |iked.

"How | ong have you worked at Metro- GoMwo- Mayer ?"

she asked”

"Twenty-five years."

"Do you think you could direct this?"

She saw the coner of his lips twist. "I could try," he
said gravely. "IVe done six pictures wwth Wllie
Wler." His eyes grew serious. "The situation isn't as
bad as it |ooks,” he said. "All it needs is a little

or gani zat i on.

The script's witten, and the set's ready."

"That's a begi nning," Catherine said. She | ooked
around the sound stage at the uniforns. Mst of them
were badly fitted, and the nmen wearing them | ooked il
at ease.

"They | ook like recruiting ads for the Navy," Catherine
coi nnment ed.

O Brien | aughed appreciatively.

"Where did these uniforns conme fronf"



"Western Costune. Qur Wardrobe Departnent ran

out. We're shooting three war pictures.”

Catherine studied the nmen critically. "There are only
half a dozen that are really bad," she decided. "Let's
send them back and see if we can't do better."

O Brien nodded approvingly. "R ght"

Catherine and O Brien wal ked over to the group of
extras. The din of conversation on the enornous stage
was deaf eni ng.

"Let's hold it down, boys,”™ OBrien yelled. "This is
M ss Al exander. She's going to be hi charge here."
There were a few appreciative whistles and cat calls.
"Thanks," Catherine smled. "Mst of yon | ook fine,

but a few of you are going to have to go back to
Western Costune and get different uniforns. Let's |ine
up, so we can take a good | ook at you."

“I"'d like to take a good | ook at you. What are yon
doing for dinner tonight?" one of the nen call ed.
“I"'mhaving it with ny husband," Catherine said,

"right after his match."

OBrien forned the nen into a ragged |ine. Catherine heard
| aught er and voi ces nearby and turned |In annoyance.
One of the extras was standing next to a

pi ece of scenery, talking to three girls who were hangi ng
on his every word and giggling hysterically at everything
he said. Catherine watched a nonent, then

wal ked over to the nan and said, "Excuse ne. Wul d

yon mnd joining the rest of us?"

The man turned slowy. "Are you talking to ne?" he
asked | azily.

"Yes," Catherine said. "W'd like to go to work."

She wal ked away.

He whi spered sonething to the girls which drew a

| oud | augh, then slowy noved after Catherine. He was
a tall man, his body | ean and hard-1|ooki ng, and he was
very handsone, w th blue-black hair and storny dark
eyes. Hi s voice, when he spoke, was deep and filled
with insolent anusenent "What can | do for you?" he
asked Cat heri ne.

"Do you want to work?" Catherine repli ed.

"I do, | do," he assured her.

Cat herine had once read an article about extras.

They were a strange breed of people, spending their
anonynous |ives on sound stages, |ending background



at nosphere to crowd scenes in which stars appear ed.
They were facel ess, voiceless people, inherently too
anbitionless to seek any kind of neani ngful enploynent.
The man in front of her was a perfect exanple.

Because he was outrageously handsonme, soneone from

hi s honet own had probably told himthat he could be a
star, and he had cone to Hol |l ywood, |earned that tat a was
necessary as wefl as good | ooks and had settl ed

for being an extra. The easy way out.

"We're going to have to change sone of the uniforns,"
Catherine said patiently.

"I's there anything wong with m ne?" he asked.

Cat herine took a closer |ook at his uniform She had

to admt that it fitted perfectly, enphasizing his broad
shoul ders but not exaggerating them tapering in at his
| ean wai st. She | ooked at his tunic. On his shoul ders
were the bars of a captain. Across his breast he had

pi nned on a splash of brightly col ored ribbons.

"Are they inpressive enough, Boss?" he asked.

"Who told you you were going to play a captain?"

He | ooked at her, seriously, "It was ny idea. don't

you think I'd make a good captai n?"

Cat herine shook her head. "No. | don't"

He pursed his lips thoughtfully. "First |ieutenant?"
V. "

"How about second I|i eutenant?"

"I don't really feel you' re officer material.**

H s dark eyes were regardi ng her quizzically. "Ch?
Anyt hi ng el se wong?" he asked.

"Yes," she said "The nedals. You nust be terribly
brave."
He | aughed. "I thought 1'd give this damed filma

little color.”

"There's only one thing you forgot," Catherine said
crisply. "W're not at war yet You'd have had to win
those at a carnival."

The man grinned at bet "You're right," he admtted
sheepishly. "I didn't think of that I'll take sone of
them off. 1

' Take them an of f," Catherine said.

He gave her that slow, insolent grin again. "Right,
Boss. "

She al nost snapped, "Stop calling ne boss," but

t hought, the hell with him and turned on her bed to



talk to O Brien.

Cat herine sent eight of the nmen back to change their

uni forms and spent the next hour discussing the scene
with OBrien. The little corporal had cone back briefly
and then had di sappeared. It was just as well, Catherine
t hought. AH he did was conplain and nmake everyone
nervous. O Brien finished shooting the fast scene
before lunch, and Catherine felt it had not gone too
badly.. Only one incident had marred her norning.

Cat herine had given the infuriating extra several |ines
to read in order to humliate him She had wanted to
show himup on the set to pay himback for his

| npertinence.

He had read his lines perfectly, carrying off

the scene with apl onb. When he had finished, he had
turned to her and said, "Was that all right, Boss?"

. Wen the conpany broke for |unch, Catherine

wal ked over to the enornous studi o conmm ssary and

sat at a small table in the corner. At a |l arge table next
to her was a group of soldiers in uniform Catherine
was facing the door, when she saw the extra wal k in,

the three girls hanging on him each one pushing to get
closer to him Catherine felt the blood rush to her face.
She decided it was nerely a chem cal reaction. There
were sone people you hated on sight, just as there

were others you liked on sight Sonething about his

over bearing arrogance rubbed her the wong way. He
woul d >have nade a perfect gigolo and that was probably
exactly what he was.

He seated the girls at a table, |ooked up and saw

Cat herine, then | eaned over and said sonething to the
girls. They all | ooked at her and then there was a burst
of laughter. Damm hunt She wat ched as he noved

toward her table. He stared down at her, that sl ow,
knowing smle on his face. "Mnd if | join you a nonent?"
he asked.

"l1--" but he was already seated, studying her» his

eyes probi ng and anused.

"What is it you want?" Catherine asked stiffly.

H's grin widened. "Do you really want to know?"

Her lips tightened with anger. "Listen--"

"I wanted to ask you," he said quickly, "how | did

this norning." He | eaned forward earnestly. "Was |
convi nci ng?"



"You may be convincing to them™" Catherine said,
noddi ng toward the girls, "but if you want my opinion,
| think you' re a phony."

"Have | done sonething to offend you?"

"Everything you do offends ne," she said evenly. "I
don't happen to like your type."

"What is ny type?"

"You're a fake. You enjoy wearing that uniform and
strutting around the girls, but have you thought about
enlisting?"

He stared at her incredul ously. "And get shot at?"

he asked. "That's for suckers." He | eaned forward and
grinned. "This is a lot nore fun."

Catherine's lips were quivering with anger. "Aren't
you eligible for the draft?"

"I suppose technically I'"meligible, but a friend of
m ne knows a guy in Washington and"--he | owered

his voice--"I don't think they'll ever get ne."

"I think you're contenptible," Catherine expl oded.

n Vw]y?ll

“I'f you don't know why, | could never explain it to
you. "

"Why don't you try? At dinner tonight Your place.

Do you cook?"

Catherine rose to her feet, her cheeks flushed with
anger. "Don't bother com ng back to the set," she .said.
“I"l'l tell M. OBrien to send you your check for this
norning's work. "

She turned to go, then renenbered and asked,

"What's your nane?"

"Dougl as,"” he said. "Larry Dougl as."

traser tel ephoned Catherine from London the next

night to find out how things had gone. She reported to
hhii the day's happeni ngs but made no nention of the
incident wwth Larry Dougl as. Wien Fraser returned to
Washi ngton, she would tell himabout it, and they

woul d | augh over it together.

Early the next norning as Catherine was

dressed to go to the studio, the doorbell rang. She
opened the bungal ow door and a delivery boy stood
there hol ding a | arge bouquet of roses.

"Cat herine Al exander?" he asked.



"Yes."

"Sign here please.”

She signed the formthat he handed her. They're
| ovely," she said, taking the fl owers.

That' |l be fifteen dollars.”

"l beg your pardon?”

"Fifteen dollars. They're C.OD."

"I don't under--" her lips tightened. Catherine

reached for the card attached to the flowers and pulled
it out of the envel ope. The card read: "I would have
paid for these nyself, but |I'mnot working. Love,
Larry. "

She stared at the card unbelievingly.

"Well, do you want 'em or not?" asked the delivery

boy.

“Not," she snapped. She thrust the flowers back in

his arns.

He | ooked at her, puzzled. "He said you'd | augh.

That it was kind of a private joke."

"“I'"'mnot | aughing," Catherine said. She slamed the
door furiously.

Al'l that day, the incident kept rankling her. She had
nmet egotistical nen but never anyone with the outrageous
conceit of M. Larry Douglas. She was sure that

he had had an endl ess succession of victories with
enpt y- headed bl ondes and bosony brunettes who

couldn't wait to fling thenselves into his bed. But for
himto put her in that category made Catherine feel
cheap and hum|liated. The nmere thought of hi m nmade

her flesh crawl. She determ ned to put himout of her

m nd

At seven o'clock that evening Catherine started to

| eave the stage. An assistant came up to her, an envel ope
in his hand.

"Did you charge this, Mss Al exander?" he asked.

It was a charge slip fromcentral casting and it read:

One uni form (capt ai n)

Si x service ribbons (assorted)

Si x medal s (assorted)

Actor's Nanme: Law ence Dougl as .
Charge to Catherine Al exander--M3\).

(Persona



Cat herine | ooked up, her face fl ushed.

"No!" she said.

He stared. "Wat shall | tell then®"

"Tell themI'Ill pay for his nmedals if they're awarded
post hunousl y. "

The picture finished shooting three days |ater.

Cat herine | ooked at the rough-cut the foll ow ng day
and approved it. The filmwould not win any awards,
but it was sinple and effective. Tom O Brien had done
a good j ob.

On Saturday norning Catherine boarded a pl ane for
Washi ngton. She had never been so glad to | eave a
city. Monday norning she was back in her office trying
to catch up on the work that had piled up during her
absence.

Just before lunch, her secretary, Annie, buzzed her.
"A M. Larry Douglas is on the phone from Hol | ywood,
California, collect. Do you want to take the call?
"No," she snapped. "Tell himthat |--never m nd,

"1l tell himnmyself." She took a deep breath and
pressed the phone button. "M . Dougl as?"

"Good norning." H's voice had the consistency of

hot fudge. "I had a hard tinme tracking you down.

Don't you |ike roses?"

"M . Dougl as--" Catherine began. Her voice quavered
with fury. She took a deep breath and said, "M.

Dougl as, | love roses. | don't like you. | don't Ilike
anyt hi ng

about you. Is that clear?"

"You don't know anyt hi ng about ne,"

"I know nore than I want to know. I think you're
cowardly and despicable, and | don't want you ever to
can ne again." Trenbling, she slamed down the receiver,
her eyes filled with tears of anger. How dare he!

She woul d be so glad when Bill returned.
Three days later Catherine received a ten by twelve
phot ograph of Lawence Douglas in the mail. It was

i nscri bed, To the boss, with love fromLarry."
Annie stared at it in awe, and said, "My Oodt |Is he
real ?"

"Fake," retorted Catherine. "The only real thing is



the paper it's printed on.
to shreds.

Anni e wat ched, dismayed. "What a waste. |'ve never

seen one |like mat in the flesh.™

“I'n Holl ywood," Catherine said grimy, "they have

sets that are all front--no foundation. You' ve just seen
one."

During the next two weeks, Larry Dougl as phoned

at | east a dozen tines. Catherine instructed Annie to
tell himnot to call again and not to bother telling her
about his calls. One norning while Annie was taking

di ctation, she | ooked up and said apol ogetically, "I
know you told nme not to bother you wwth M. Dougl as*
calls, but he called again, and he sounded so desperate
and well. . . kind of lost."

"He is tost," Catherine said coldly, "and if you're
smart, you wont try to find him"

"He sure sounds charm ng."

"He invented treacle."

"He asked a | ot of questions about you." She saw
Catherine's | ook. "But, of course,” she added hastily,
"I didn't tell himanything."

"That was very bright of you, Annie."

Cat heri ne began to dictate again, but her m nd was

not on it She supposed the world was full of Larry

Dougl ases. |t nade her appreciate WIIliam Eraser al

the nore

187

She savagely tore the picture

Hugh Fraser returned the foll ow ng Sunday norning,
and Catherine went to the airport to neet him She
wat ched as he finished with Custons and cane toward
the exit where she was standing. His face fit up when
he saw her.

"Cathy," he said. "Wat a surprise. | didn't expect
you to neet ne."

"l couldn't wait," she smled and gave hima warm
hug that made him | ook at her quizzically.

"You've m ssed ne," he said.

“More than you know. "

"How was Hol | ywood?" he asked. "Did it go well?"
She hesitated. "Fine. They're very pleased with the
picture."



"So | hear."

"Bill, next tinme you go away," she said, "take ne
with you."'*

He | ooked at her, pleased and touched.

"It's a deal,"” Fraser said. "I mssed you. |'ve been
doing a lot of thinking about you."
"Have you?"

"Do you | ove ne?"

"Very much, M. Fraser."

"I love you, too," he said. "Wiy don't we go out

toni ght and cel ebrat e?"

She smled. "Wonderful ."

"Well have dinner at the Jefferson Crab."

She dropped Fraser at his house.

"I have a few thousand calls to nmake," he said.
"Coul d you neet ne at the club? Eight o'clock."
"Fine," she said.

Cat heri ne went back to her apartnent and did sone
washi ng and ironing. Each tinme she passed the tel ephone,
she hal f-expected it to ring, but it renained

silent. She thought of Larry Douglas trying to punp
Anni e for information about her and found that she
was gritting her teeth. Maybe she woul d speak to
Fraser about turning Douglas* name in to his draft
board. No, | won't bother, she thought They'd prob*
ably turn Mndown. He'd be tried and found wanton. She
washed her hair, took a long |uxurious bath and

was drying herself when the phone rang. She went over
to it and picked it up. "Yes?" she said coldly.

It was Fraser. "Hi," he said. "Anything wongT

"OF course not, Bill," she said quickly. "I--1 was
just to the bath."

"I"'msorry." H's voice took on a teasing tone. 1
mean |'msorry |I'mnot there with you."

"So aml," she repli ed.

"I called to tell you |l miss you. don't belate.”
Catherine smled. "I won't."

She hung up, slowly, thinking about Bill. For the

first time she felt that he was ready to propose. He was
going to ask her to becone Ms. WIIliam Fraser. She

said the nane aloud. "Ms. WIlliamFraser." It had a
nice dignified sound to it. My God, she thought |I'm
becom ng bl ase. Six nonths ago, | woul d have been

junpi ng out of ny skin, and now all | can say is it has



a nice dignified sound to it. Had she really changed
that nmuch? It was not a conforting thought She
| ooked at the clock and hurriedly began to dress.

The Jefferson Cub was on "F' Street, a discreet

brick building set back fromthe street and surrounded by
a wought-iron fence. It was one of the nost exclusive
clubs in acity foil of exclusive clubs. The easiest
way to becone a nmenber was to have a father who bel onged.
If one | acked that foresight, then it was necessary

to be recomended by three nenbers. Menbership
proposal s were brought up once a year and one

bl ack ball was sufficient to keep a person out of the
Jefferson Club for the rest of his life, since it was a
firmrule that no candi date coul d ever be proposed

tw ce.

Wl liam Fraser's father had been a foundi ng nmenber

of the club, and Fraser and Catherine had di nner there
at | east once a week. The chef had been with the

French branch of the Rothschilds for twenty years,

t he cui sine was superb, and the wine cellar ranked as
the third best in Anerica. himclub had been decorated
by one of the world's | eading decorators and

careful attention had been paid to the colors and the
lighting, so the wonen were bathed in candlelight

gl ow t hat enhanced their beauty. On any given night,

di ners would brush el bows with the Vice-President,
menbers of the Cabi net or Suprene Court, senators

and the powerful industrialists who controlled worl dw de
enpi res.

Eraser was in the foyer waiting for Catherine when

she arrived.

"Am | | ate?" she asked.

“I't wouldn't matter if you were," Fraser said, |ooking
at her with open admration. "Do you know you're
fantastically beautiful ?"

"OF course,"” she replied. "Everybody knows |'mthe
fantastically beautiful Catherine Al exander."

"I mean it, Cathy." IBs tone was so serious that she
was enbarrassed.
"Thank you, Bill," she said awkwardly. "And stop

staring at ne |ike that."
"I can't help it," he said. He took her arm
Louis, the maitre d', led themto a coner booth.



There you are, Mss Al exander, M. Fraser, enjoy
your di nner."

Catherine |liked being known by name by the maitre

d" of the Jefferson Cub. She knew that it was childish
and naive of her, but it gave her a feeling of being
sonmebody, of bel ongi ng. Now she sat back, rel axed

and contented, surveying the room

"WIIl you have a drink?" Fraser asked.

"No, thank you," Catherine said.

He shook his head. "he got to teach yon sone bad
habits. "

"You al ready have," Catherine nurnured.

He grinned at her and ordered a scotch and soda.

She studied him thinking what a dear, sweet man he
was. She was sure that she could nake himvery happy.
And she woul d be happy married to him Very happy, she
told herself fiercely. Ask anybody. Ask Tinme nagazi ne.
She hated herself for the way her m nd was

wor ki ng. What hi God's nane was wong with her?
"Bill/* she began--and froze.

Larry Dougl as was wal king toward them a smle of
recognition on his lips as he saw Cat heri ne. He was
wearing his Arnmy Air Corps uniformfrom Central
Casting. She watched unbelievingly as he cane over to
their table, grinning happily. "Hello there," he said.
But he was not speaking to Catherine. He was speaking
to Bill, who was getting up and shaki ng hi s hand.

“If himgreat to see you, Larry."

"It's good to see you, Bill."

Catherine stared at the two of them her mnd paral yzed,
refusing to function.

Fraser was saying, "Cathy, this is Captain Law ence
Dougl as. Larry, this is Mss Al exander---Catherine."
Larry Dougl as was | ooki ng down at her, his dark

eyes nocking her. "I can't tell you what a pleasure this
s, Mss Al exander," he said solemly.

Cat heri ne opened her nouth to speak, but she suddenly
realized there was nothing that she coul d say.

Fraser was watching her, waiting for her to speak. Al
she coul d manage was a nod. She did not trust her

vVoi ce.

"WIIl you join us, Larry?" Fraser asked.

Larry | ooked at Catherine and said nodestly, "If
you're sure |I'mnot intruding--*



"Certainly not Sit down."

Larry took a seat next to Catherine.

"What woul d you tike to drink?" Fraser asked.
"Scotch and soda,"” Larry repli ed.

“I'll have the sane," Catherine said reckl essly.
"Make it a double."

Fraser | ooked at her in surprise. "I can't believe it."
"You said you wanted to teach ne sone bad

habits," Catherine said. "I think 1'd like to start now. "
When Fraser had ordered the drinks, he turned to

and said, "l've been hearing about sone of your

doits born General Terry--both in the air and on
Aground. "
Cat herine was staring at Larry, her m nd spinning,

|"Hying to adjust. "Those nedals. . ."she said. 1 He was
| ooki ng at her innocently. a. "Yesr
She swal | owed. "Er--where did yon get then?" , "I won them

in a carnival," he said .gravely.
"Sonme carnival,"' Fraser |aughed. "Larry's been
flying with the RAF. He was the | eader of the American
Squadron over there. They tal ked himinto heading
up a fighter base in Washington to get sone of our
boys ready for conbat”

Cat herine turned to stare at Larry. He was smling
at her benevolently, his eyes dancing. Like the rerun of
an old novie, Catherine renmenbered every word of
their first neeting. She had ordered himto take off his
captain's bars and his nmedals, and he had cheerfully
obl i ged. She had been smug, overbearing--and she had
called hima coward! She wanted to craw under the table.
"I wish you had |l et ne know you were comng into
town," Fraser was saying. "I would have trotted out a
fatted calf for you. We should have bad a big party to
cel ebrate your return.”
"I like this better," Larry said. He | ooked over at
Cat herine, and she turned away, unable to neet his
eyes. "As a matter of fact," Larry continued innocently,
"I | ooked for you when | was in Hollywood,

Bill. I heard you were producing an Air Corps training
film"

He stopped to light a cigarette and carefully blew

out the match. "I went over to the set, but you weren't
t here. "

"I had to fly to London,*' Fraser replied, "Catherine



was there. |'msurprised you didn't run into each
ot her,"

Cat herine | ooked up at Larry, and he was wat chi ng
her, his eyes anused. Now was the tine to nention
what had happened. She would tell Fraser, and they

would all laugh it off as an anusing anecdote. But
sonehow t he words stuck in her throat
Larry gave her a nonent, then said, "It was a pretty

crowded set | guess we mi ssed each other.™

She hated hi mfor hel ping her out, for naking them

fell ow conspirators agai nst Fraser.

When the drinks arrived, Catherine dowed hers

qui ckly and asked for another. This was going to be the
nost terrible evening of her |ife. She could not wait to
get out of there, to get away from Larry Dougl as.

Fraser asked hi mabout his war experiences, and

Larry made them sound easy and amusi ng. He obviously
didn't take anything seriously. He was a |ightwei ght

And yet all fairness, Catherine reluctantly

admtted to herself that a |ightweight did not vol unteer
for the RAF ana becone a hero fighting against the
Luftwaffe. Irrationally, she hated himeven nore because
he was a hero. Her attitude didn't nmake sense to

her, and she brooded about it over her third double
scotch. What difference did it nmake whether he was a
hero or a bun? And then she realized that as |ong as

he was a bum he fitted neatly into a pi geonhol e nat

she could deal with. Through the haze of the |iquor she
sat back and listened to the two nen tal k. There was

an eager enthusiasm about Larry when he spoke, a vitality
that was so pal pable it reached across and

touched her. He seened to her now |like the nost alive
man she had ever nmet Catherine had a feeling that he
hel d nothing back fromlife, mat he gave hinself to
everyt hi ng

whol eheartedly and that he nocked those who

were afraid to give. Wi were afraid, period. Like
hersel f.

She hardly touched her food, she had no idea what

she was eating. She nmet Larry's eyes, and it was as

t hough he were already her lover, as if they had al ready
been toget her, bel onged together, and she knew

I nsane. He was |ike a cyclone, a force of nature,

woman who got sucked up in the vortex was



jto be destroyed.

"Larry was smling at her. "I'mafraid we've been ex-Mss
Al exander fromthe conversation," he

litely. "I"msure she's nore interesting than the him of
us put together.

"You're wong," Catherine said thickly. "I Eve a

dull lTife.. I work with Bill." The nonent she said | she
heard how it sounded and turned red. "I didn't

himit like that," she said. "I neant--"

" "l know what you neant,"” Larry said. And she hat-|

him He turned to Bill. "Were did you find her?"

"I got lucky," Fraser said warmy. "Very | ucky.

'l Tou're still not married?"

Larry shrugged. "Wo'd have ne?" You bastard, Catherine

t hought. She | ooked around

me room Half a dozen wonen were staring at Larry,

some covertly, sone openly. He was |i ke a sexual magnet.
"How were the English girls?" Catherine said

reckl essly.

"They were fine," he said, politely. *XM Course, | didn't

have nuch tinme for that sort of thing. | was busy
flying."

Li ke hen you didn't, Catherine thought I'Il bet there
wasn't a virgin left standing wwthin a hundred m | es of
you. Al oud, she said, "I feel sorry for those poor girls.

Look at all they m ssed.” Her tone was nore biting

t han she had i ntended.

Fraser was | ooking at her, puzzled by her rudeness.
"Cat hy," he said.

"Let's have another drink," Larry cut in quickly.

"1 think perhaps Catherine's had enough,"” Fraser
replied.

"Thash not so," Catherine began, and to her horror
she realized she was slurring her words. "I think | want
to go hone," she said.

"All right"--Fraser taned to Larry*-"Catherine
doesn't drink as a rate," he said apol ogetically.

"1 imagi ne she's excited about seeing you again,"
Larry said.

Cat herine wanted to pick up a glass of water and
throwit at him She had hated himl|ess when he was a
bum Now she hated himnore. And she did not know
why.

The next norning Catherine woke up with a hangover



t hat she was convi nced woul d make nedi cal history.

She had at | east three heads on her shoul ders, al

of them pounding to the beat of different drumrers.
Lying still in bed was agony but trying to nove was
worse. As she lay 'there fighting nausea, the whole
eveni ng fl ooded back in her nmenory, and the pain

I ncreased.

Unr easonably she bl anmed Larry Dougl as for

her hangover, for if it had not been for him she would
not have had anything to drink. Painfully Catherine
turned her head and | ooked at the clock beside her

bed. She had oversl ept. She debated whether to stay in
bed or call a pulnotor squad. Carefully she pulled herself
out of her deathbed and dragged herself into the

bat hroom She stunbled into the shower, turned the
water on cold and let the icy jets stream agai nst her
body. She screanmed out |oud as the water hit her, but
when she came out of the shower, she was feeling better.
Not good, she thought carefully. Just better.
Forty-five mnutes |ater she was at her desk. Her
secretary, Annie, canme in full of excitenent. "QGuess
what , " she said.

“Not this norning," Catherine whispered. "Just be a
good girl and speak softly."

"Lookl "™ Annie thrust the norning paper at her. "It's him
On the front page was a picture of Larry Douglas in
uniform grinning at her insolently. The caption read:
" AMERI CAN RAF HERO RETURNS TO WASHI NGTON

TO HEAD UP NEW FI GATER UNIT." A

t wo- col um story foll owed.

Isn't that exciting?l' Annie cried.

"Terribly," Catherine said. She slanmmed the paper

t he wast ebasket. "Can we get on with our work?"

Anni e | ooked at her, surprised. "I'msorry," she
id. "I--1 thought since he was a friend of yours, |I'd be
I nterested.”

"He's not a friend," Catherine corrected her. "He's
of an eneny." She saw the | ook on Annie's face,

we just forget about M. Dougl as?"

"Certainly," Annie said in a puzzled voice. "I told
| thought you' d be pl eased.™

Cat herine stared at her. "Wen?"

"When he called this norning. He's called three
?ftimes. "



Cat herine steeled herself to nake her voice casual.
fWwiyy didn't you tell ne?"

1 "You asked ne not to tell you when he called." She
was wat ching Cat herine, her face filled w th confusion.
"Did he | eave a nunber?"

"NO. "

"Good." Catherine thought of his face, of those

| arge, dark teasing eyes. "Good»" she said again, nore
firmy. She finished dictating sone letters and when
Annie had left the room Catherine went over to the
wast ebasket and retrieved the newspaper. She read the
"story about Larry word for word. He was an ace with
ei ght German planes to his credit. He had been shot
down tw ce over the Channel. She buzzed Annie. "If

M. Douglas calls again, 111 talk to him"

There was only a fractional pause. "Yes, Mss

Al exander . "

After all, there was no point in being rude to the
man. Cat herine would sinply apol ogi ze for her behavi or
at the studio and ask himto stop calling her. She

was going to marry WIlliam Fraser.

She waited for another call fromhimall afternoon.

He had not called by six o' clock. Wiy should he? Catherine
asked herself. He's out laying six other girls.

You're lucky. Being involved with himwould be |ike
going to a butcher shop. You take your nunber and

wai t your turn.

On the way out she said to Annie, "If M. Dougl as
calls tonmorrow, tell himI'mnot in."

Anni e did not even blink. "Yes, Mss Al exander.

Good ni ght. "

" Goodni ght . "

Cat herine rode down in the elevator, lost in thought
She was sure that Bill Fraser wanted to marry her. The

best thing to do would be to tell himthat she wanted to
get married right away. She would tell himtonight

They woul d go away for a honeynoon. By the tine

t hey got back, Larry Douglas would have left town. O
sonet hi ng.

The el evat or door opened at the | obby, and Larry

Dougl as was standing there, |eaning against the wall

He had taken off his nmedals and ribbons and was weari ng
the bars of a second |ieutenant He smled and

wal ked up to her.



"I's this better?" he asked brightly.

Catherine stared at him her heart poundi ng.
"Isn't--isn't wearing the wong insignia agai nst
regul ati ons?"

"I don't know," he said earnestly. "I thought you
were in charge of all that."

He stood there | ooking down at her, and she said in
a small voice, "Don't do this to ne. | want you to | eave
nme alone. | belong to Bill."

"Where's your wedding ring?"

Cat heri ne brushed past himand started toward the
street door. Wen she reached it, he was nere ahead
of her, holding it open for her.

Qutside he took her arm She felt a shock go

t hrough her whol e body. There was an el ectricity that
came from himthat burned her. "Cathy--" he began.
"For CGod's sake," she said desperately. "Wat do

you want from ne?"

"Everything," he said quietly. "I want you."
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‘ell, you can't have ne," she wailed. "Go torture
el se."” She turned to wal k away, and he
ed her back.
«What is that supposed to nean?" I|Il don't know, "
Cat herine said, her eyes fifflng with
| don't know what |'m saying. I--1 have a

| want to die."
He grinned synpathetically. "I have a marvel ous
for hangovers." He guided her into the garage of
bui | di ng.

"Where are we goi ng?" she asked in a panic.

"We're getting ny car."

Cat herine | ooked up at him searching his face for a
of triunph, but all she saw was his strong,

i ncr édi - handsone

face filled wth warnth and conpassi on.

The attendant brought up a tan sports convertible
with the top 'down. Larry hel ped Catherine into the car
and slid hi behind the wheel. She sat there | ooking
strai ght ahead, know ng that she was throw ng her
Wole |ife away and totally unable to stop herself. It
was as though all this were happening to soneone el se.



She wanted to tell the silly, lost girl in the car to
flee.

"Your place or mne?" Larry asked gently.

She shook her head. "It doesn't matter," she said
hopel essl y.

-"Well go to ny place.**

So he was not totally insensitive. O else he was
afraid to conpete with the shadow of WIIliam Fraser.
She wat ched himas he deftly tooled the car through
the early evening traffic. No, he was not afraid of
anyt hi ng.

That was part of his goddamm attraction.

She tried to tell herself that she was free to say no to
him free to wal k away. How could she I ove WIIliam
Fraser and feel this way about Larry?

**Mit helps any,"” Larry said quietly, *Tm as nervous
as you are."

Cat heri ne | ooked over at him "Thanks," she said.

He was |ying, of course. He probably said that to al
his victins as he took themup to his bed to seduce
them But at |east he wasn't gloating about it. Wat
bot hered her nost was that she was betraying Bill
Fraser. He was too dear a man to hurt, and this was
going to hurt himvery nuch. Catherine knew that and
knew t hat what she was doi ng was wong and sensel ess,
but it was as though she had no will of her own
anynor e.

They had reached a pl easant residential area with

| arge, shady trees lining the street Larry pulled the car
up hi front of an apartnent building. "W're hone," he
said quietly.

Cat herine knew that this was her final chance to say
no, totell himto keep away from her. She wat ched
silently as Larry canme around and opened the door.
She got out of the car and wal ked into his apartnent
bui | di ng.

Larry's apartnent had been decorated for a man. It
had strong solid colors, and mascul i ne-1o00oking furniture.
As they wal ked in, Larry took off Catherine's coat
and she shivered

"Are you col d?" he asked.

"No. "

"Woul d you like a drink?"

"No. "



Gently he took her in his arns, and they kissed. It
was as though her body were being set aflanme. Wt hout
a word Larry led her into the bedroom There was a
growi ng urgency as they both silently undressed. She
| ay on the bed naked, and he noved besi de her.
"Larry--" but his lips were on hers, and his hands
began to nove down her body, gently exploring, and
she forgot everything except the pleasure that was
happeni ng
to iier, and her hands began to grope for him
And she felt himhot and hard and pul sating and his
fingers were inside her, opening her up gently and
| ovingly
and he was on top of her and in her, and there
was an exquisite joy that she had never dreaned pos- and
then they were together, noving faster and to in a fantastic
rhythmthat rocked the roomand himworld and the universe
until there was an expl osion

becane a delirious ecstasy an unbelievable shatter*
; journey an arriving and departure an ending and a
i nning and Catherine |lay there spent and nunb
aiding himtightly never wanting to |l et him go never
ing this feeling to stop. Nothing she had ever read
heard coul d have prepared her for this. It was unbe-able
t hat anot her person's body could bring such him She | ay
there at peace: a wonman. And she knew
"'that if she never saw bun again, she woul d be grateful
? to himfor the rest of her life.
" Cat hy?"
She turned to ook at him slowy and lazily. "Yes?1*
Even her voice seened deeper to her, nore mature. 1 "Could
you get your nails out of ny back?"
She suddenly realized that she had been digging into
his flesh. "Oh, Tmsorry!" she exclai ned. She started
to exam ne his back, but he caught her hands and
pull ed her close to him
"It doesnt matter. Are you happy?"
"Happy?" Her lip trenbled and to her horror she
began to cry. Geat sobs that wenched her body. He
held her in his arns, stroking her soothingly, letting the
storm spend itself.
"' msorry," she said. "I don't know what nmade ne % do
that."
"Di sappoi nt nent ?"



Cat herine | ooked at himaquickly to protest, then saw
that he was teasing her. He took her into his arns and
made | ove to her again. It was even nore incredible
than before. Afterward they lay in bed and he tal ked,
but she didn't listen. All she wanted to hear was the
sound of his voice, and it didn't matter to her what he
said. She knew there woul d never be anyone for her

but this man. And she knew that this man coul d never

bel ong to any one wonan and that she woul d probably
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never see himagain, that she was just another congquest
to him She was aware that his voice had stopped and
t hat he was wat chi ng her.

"You haven't heard a word | said."
"Sorry," she said. "I was daydream ng."

"I should be hurt,” he said reproachfully. "You're
only interested in ne for ny body."

She ran her hands over his |ean tanned chest and
stomach. "lI'mno expert," she said, "but | think this
one will do nicely." She smled. "It did nicely." She
wanted to ask hi m whet her he had enjoyed her, but she
was afraid to.

"You' re beautiful, Cathy."

She thrilled to his saving it and at the sane tine
resent ed

it. Anything he said to her he had said a thousand
times to other wonen. She wondered how he was

going to say good-bye. Call ne sonetine? O, /'// cal
you soneti ne? Perhaps he would even want to see her
again once or tw ce before he went on to soneone el se.



Wl l, she had no one to blanme but herself. She had

known what she was getting into. / walked into this
with ny eyes and ny | egs wide open. No matter what

happens, | nust never blanme him

He slid his arns around her and held her cl ose.
"Do yon know you're a very special girl, Cathy?"

Do you know you're a very special girl--Alice,
Susan, Margaret, Peggy, Lana.

"I felt it fromthe first tine | saw you. |'ve never felt
this way about anyone before."

--Janet, Evelyn, Ruth, CGeorgia, ad infinitum She
buried her head in his chest, not trusting herself to
speak, and held himtightly, silently saying goodbye.

“I'"'m hungry," Larry said. "Do you know what | feel
i ke?"

Catherine smled. "Yes, | certainly do."

Larry grinned down at her. "You know sonet hi ng?"
he asked. "You're a sex maniac."

She | ooked up. "Thank you."
He | ed her into the shower and turned it on. He took

fiower cap froma hook on the wall and put it on

tierine's head, tuckfhg in her hair. "Cone on," he

and pulled her into the piercing jet water. He OK a bar of
soap and began to wash her body, start-with

her neck and worki ng down to her arns and

vly circling her breasts and noving down to her

Dt nach and her thighs. She began to feel an excite

in her groin and she took the soap from hi mand

to wash Mm |athering his chest and stomach

novi ng down between his legs. H's organ began to grow hard
i n her hand.

,, He spread her legs and put his male hardness inside Int
and Cat herine was transported again, drowning in



11 torrent of water that beat against her body, while in
side she was filled with the sanme unbearable joy, until

| The screaned al oud in sheer happi ness.

‘" Afterward they dressed, got into his car and drove to
Maryl and, where they found a little restaurant that was
Still open and they had | obster and chanpagne.

" At fiVe o' clock in the norning, Catherine dialed

Wl liam Eraser's nunber at honme' and stood there |istening
to the long rings eighty mles away until finally
Eraser's sl eepy voice canme on the phone, and said,
"Hello. . .w"Hello, Bffl. It's Catherine."

"Catherine! |1've been trying to call you all evening.
Where are you? Are you all right?"

"I'mfine. I"'min Maryland with Larry Douglas. W

just got married."

Noel | e

Paris: 1941

8

Christian Barbet was an unhappy man. The bald little
detective sat at his desk, a cigarette between this

stai ned, broken teeth, and gloomly contenpl ated the
folder in front of him The information it contai ned

was going to cost hima client. He had been charging
Noel | e Page outrageous fees, for his services, but it was
not only the | oss of the incone that saddened him He
would mss the client herself. He hated Noel |l e Page

and yet she was the nobst exciting woman he had ever

met, Barbet built lurid fantasies around Noelle in

whi ch she al ways ended up in his power. Now the assi gnnent
was about to cone to an end, and he woul d

never see her again. He had kept her waiting in the
reception

office while he tried to figure out a way to handl e

t hi ngs so that he coul d squeeze sone additional

noney out of her to prolong the case. But be reluctantly
concl uded that there was no way. Barbet sighed,

snuffed out his cigarette, wal ked over to the door and
opened it. Noelle was sitting on the black nutation

| eat her couch, and as he studied her, his heart caught

in his throat for a nonent It was unfair for any

woman to be so beautiful. "Good afternoon, Madenoiselle,"
he said. "Cone in."



She entered his office noving wwth the grace of a

nodel . It was good for Barbet to have a nane client

| i ke Noell e Page, and he was not above dropping her

name frequently. It attracted other clients, and Christian
Bar bet was not a nman to | ose any sl eep over ethics.
"Please sit down," he said, indicating a chair. "Can

20*

(get you a brandy, aa aperitif?"

Part of Ms fantasy was getting Noelle drank so that

hi m woul d beg himto seduce her.

| ' J< "No," she replied. "I cane for your report"”

L The bitch could have had a last drink with him
S|i?Yes," Barbel said. "As a matter of fact | haw several
pi eces of news." He reached over to the desk and pre
tended to study the dossier, which he had al ready
menori zed. «

"First," he inforned her, "your friend was pronoted

| to Captain and transferred to the one hundred thirty
third squadron, where he was put in comrand. The

field is at ColtisaU, Duxtford, in Canbridgeshire. They
fl ew' --he spoke slowy and deliberately, know ng that
she was not interested in the technical part”™"Hurri-canes
and Spitfire IPs and then swtched to Mark Vs.

They then flewl--" <

“"Never mnd," Noelle interrupted inpatiently.

"Where i s he now?"

Bar bel had been waiting for the question./'In the
United States." He saw the reaction before she could
control it, and he {took savage satisfaction in it "In
Washi ngton, D.C, " he conti nued.

"On | eave?"

Bar bel shook his head. "No. He's been di scharged
fromthe RAF. He's a Captain in the United State*

Army Air Corps.",

He wat ched Noel |l e digesting the information, her
expression giving no clue to what she was feeling. But
Bar bel was not finished with her yet. He picked up a
newspaper clipping between his stained sausage fingers
and handed it to her,

"I think this will interest you," he said.

He saw Noelle stiffen, and it was al nost as though

she knew what she was going;to see, The clipping was



fromthe New York Daily News. himcaption read

"War Ace Weds" and above it was a photograph of

Larry Douglas and his bride, Noelle |ooked at it for a
| ong nonment, then held out her hand for the rest of the
file. Christian Barbet shrugged, and slid all the papers
into a roanila envel ope and handed it to her. As he
opened his nouth to make his farewel |l speech, Noelle
Page said, "K you don't have a correspondent in
Washi ngt on,

get one. | shall expect Wekly reports.” And

she Was gone, |eaving Christian Barbet staring after her
in a state of conpl ete confusion.

""" "\When she returnedto her apartnent, Noelle went

into the bedroom | ocked the door and took the newspaper
clippings out of the envel ope. She |aid them out

on the bed before her and studied them The phot ograph
of Larry was exactly as she renmenbered him |If

anything the image in her mnd was clearer than the
onage in the newspaper, for Larry was nore alive in

her amd than he was in reality.

"There was not a day that went by that Noelle did

not relive the past wwith him It was as though they had
cestarred in & play together | ong ago, and she was abl e
to recapture scenes at will, playing sene On certain
days and saving ottners for other days, so that each
menory was always alive and fresh.

Noel l e tamed her attention to Larry's bride. Wat

she saw was a pretty, "young, intelligent face with a
smle onits lips. "' '

The face of the eneny. A face that woul d have to be
destroyed as Larry WAs going to be destroyed.

Noel | e remai ned | ocked up with the photograph the

whol e afternoon.

1 Hoars | ater when Armand GaUti er pounded on her
bedroom door, Noelle told himto go away. He watted
outside fat himdrawi ng room apprehensive about what
her nood woul d be, but when Noelle finally energed,

she seened unusual ly bright and gay, as though she had had
a piece of good news. She offered no expl anation

to Gautier, and he knew her well enough not to

ask for one,

1 After the theater that evening she nade |love to him
wth a WId passion that rem nded himof their early
days together. Later Gautier lay in bed drying to
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the beautiful girl who rested beside hi mbut he

| not have a cl ue.

Duri ng the night Noell e Page had a dream about

i lonei Mueller. The hairless al bino Gestapo officer on
torturing her wwth a branding iron, making burning,

in her flesh. He kept asking her questions,

his voice was so soft that Noelle could not hear

and he kept pressing the hot netal into her,-and

ilenly it was Larry on the table, screaming with

, Noelle awoke in a cold sweat, her heart poundi ng,

1 turned on the bedside lanp. She |it a cigarette with
abling fingers and tried to cal mher nerves. She «thought
about Israel Kate. H's | eg had been anputated

Jwith an ax, and though she had not seen him since

| that afternoon at the bakery, she had received word
ifromthe concierge that he was alive but weak. It was
becomi ng nore and nore difficult to hide him and he | was
hel pl ess on his own. The search for himhad intensified.
If he was going to be transported out of Paris, it
woul d have to be done quickly. Noelle had really doge
not hi ng for which the Gestapo could arrest her: yet
WAs the dream a prenonition, a warning not to help

| srael Katz? She lay in bed renenbering. He had ai ded
her when she had the abortion. He had hel ped her kill
Larry's baby. He had given her noney and hel ped her
find a job. Dozens of nen had done nore inportant
things for her than he had, yet Noelle felt no debt to
them Each of them including her father,, had wanted
sonething fromher, and she had paid in fell for every»
thing she had ever received. Israel Katz had never
asked her for anything. She had to help him

Noel | e did not underestimate the problem Col onel
Muel | er was al ready suspi cious of her. She renenbered
her dream and shuddered. She nust see to it that
Muel | er was never able to prove anything agai nst her.

| srael Katz had to be snuggl ed out of Paris, but how?
Noel | e was' sure that all eats were closely watched.
They woul d be watching the roads and the river. The
Nazi s m ght be cochons, but they were.
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coc/jonj. It was a challenge and it could be a deadly
one, but she was determned to try it The probl em was
that there WAs no one she could turn to for help. him
Nazi s had reduced Armand Gautier to a quivering gelatin.
No, she would have to do this al one. She thought

of Col onel Muieller and General Scheider, and she
wondered if a dash ever came, which one would

energe victorious. >

The evening follow ng Noelle's dream she and Arnmand
Gautier attended a supper party. The host was

Leslie Rocas, a wealthy patron of the arts. It was an
eclectic collection of guests--bankers, artists, political
| eaders and a gat hering of beautiful wonen whom No*
elle a elt were there mainly for the benefit of the

Ger mans

who were present. Gautier had noticed Noelle's
preoccupati on, but when he asked her what was w ong,

she told himthat everything was fine.

Fifteen m nutes before supper was announced, a

new arrival |unbered through the door and the nonent
that Noell e saw hi m she knew that her problem

was going to be solved. She wal ked over to the hostess
and said, "Darling, be an angel and put nme next to Al bert
Hel ler."

Al bert Heller was France's |eading playwight He

was a |large, shanbling bear of a man in his sixties with
a shock of white hair and broad, sloped shoul ders. He

was unusually tall for a Frenchman, but he woul d have
stood out in a crowm in any case, for he had a remarkably
Ugly face and piercing green eyes that m ssed

nothing. Heller had a vividly inventive inagination and
had witten nore than a score of hit plays and notion

pi ctures. He had been after Noelle to star in a new play
of his and had sent her a copy of the manuscript Now

as she sat next to himat dinner, Noelle said, "I just
fin» ished reading your new play, Al bert. | adored it."
Hs face Iit up. "WIIl you do ft?"

Noel l e put a hand on his. "I wsh | could, darling.

Armand has commtted ne to another play.*
| | Ho frowned, then sighed resignedly. "Merdel Ah,
, one day we will work together."



1*1 would enjoy that,” Noelle said. "I |ove the way
wite. It fascinates ne the way witers create plots.
E, don't know how you do it"

He shrugged. "The sane way you act It is our

flrade» the way we nmake our living."

"No," she replied. "The ability to use your imagina

I npression in that way is a mracle to ne." She gave an em
barrassed | augh. "I know. |'ve been trying to wite."
"Ch?" he said politely.

"Yes, but I'mstuck."” Noelle took a deep breath and
then | ooked around the table. Al the other guests were
engrossed in their own conversations. She | eaned
toward Al bert Heller and | owered her voice. "I have a
situation where ny heroine is trying to snuggle her

| over out of Paris. The Nazis are searching for him"
"Ah." The big man sat there, toying with a sal ad

fork, drummng it against a plate. Then he said, "Easy.
Have him put on a German uniform and wal k ri ght

t hrough them"

Noel | e sighed and said, "There is a conplication.

He's been wounded. He can't walk. He lost a leg."

The drunm ng suddenly stopped. There was a | ong

pause, then Heller said, "A barge on the Seine?"

"Wat ched. "

"And all transportation out of Paris is being

sear ched?"

"Yes."

"Then you nust have the Nazis do the work for

you. "

" How?"

"Your heroine," he said, wthout |ooking at Noelle,

"is she attractive?"

"Yes."

"Supposing," he said, "your heroine befriended a
German officer. Soneone of high rank. |Is that possible?"
Noell e turned to ook at him but he avoided

her eyes.

"YeS. "

"All right, then. Have her nake a rendezvous wth

the officer. They drive off to spend a weekend sonewhere
outside Paris. Friends could arrange for your

hero to be hidden in the trunk of the car. The officer
must be inportant enough so that his car would not be
searched. "



"they the trunk is | ocked," Noelle asked, "would he not
snot her ?"

Al bert Heller took a sip of wine, quietly lost in

t hought. Finally he said, "Not necessarily."” He spoke
to Noelle for five mnutes, keeping his voice |ow and
when he had finished, he said, "Good luck."” And he
still did not |ook at her.

Early the next norning Noelle tel ephoned General

Schei der. An operator answered the sw tchboard, and a
few nonments | ater Noelle was put through to an aide
and finally to the General's secretary.

"Who is calling General Scheider, please?"

"Noel | e Page," she said, for the third tine.

M am sorry, but the General is in conference. He
cannot be disturbed."”

She hesitated. "Could | call himback | ater?"

"He will be in conference all day. | suggest you
wite the General a letter stating your business."
Noel | e sat there a nonent contenplating the idea

and an ironic smle touched her |ips.

"Never mnd," she said. "Just tell himl called."

One hour | ater her phone rang, and it was Ceneral
Hans Schei der. "Forgive ne," he apol ogi zed. "That
idiot didn't give ne your nessage until just now. |
woul d have left word foi themto put you through, but
it never occurred to ne that you woul d tel ephone.”
“I"'mthe one who shoul d apol ogi ze," Noelle said. "I
know how busy you are.”

"Pl ease. What can | do for you?"

Noel | e hesitated, choosing her words. "Do you
remenber what you said about us at di nner?"

pThere was a short pause, then "Yess,"

| ' ve been thinking about you a great deal, Hans. |

Jd like very nmuch to see you."

"WIIl you have supper with ne toni ght?" There was

t sudden eagerness in his voice.

"Not in Paris," Noelle replied. "If we're going to be a,
would like us to be away from here.™

"Where?" Ceneral Scheider asked.

"I want it to be sone place special Do you know

at ?"

"No. "

"It's alovely little village about a hundred and fifty



ilometers fromParis, near Le Havre. There's a qui et
Pold inn there."

"It sounds wonderful, Noelle. It's not easy for ne to

| get away right now, " he added apologetically. "I amin
file mddled!--"

"I understand,"” Noelle interrupted icily, "perhaps him
$one ot her tine."

"Wait!" There was a | ong pause. "Wen could you

, get away?"

"Sat urday night after the show "

“I wll make arrangenents,” he said. "W can fly
down- - "

"Why don't we drive?" Noelle asked. "It's so pleasant”
"What ever you like. I'lIl pick you up at the theater."
Noel | e t hought quickly. "I have to conme honme and

change first. Pick ne up at ny apartnent, would you?"
"As you wi sh, ny tiebchen. Until Saturday night”
Fifteen mnutes |ater Noelle was speaking to the
concierge. He |istened as she tal ked, shaking his head
I n vigorous protest

"No, no, no! | wll tell our friend, Madenoiselle, but
he will not do it He would be a fool tol You mght as
well ask himto go down and apply for a job at

Gest apo headquarters.”

"It can't fall,"” Noelle assured him "The best brain
in France figured it out"

When she wal ked out of the entrance of her apartnent
bui | di ng that afternoon, die saw a man | oungi ng
against the wall pretending to be engrossed hi a
newspaper .

As Noell e stepped into the crisp, winter air, the

man strai ghtened up and began to follow her at a

di screet distance. Noelle strolled the streets slowy and
| ei surely, stopping to ook into all the shop w ndows.
Five mnutes after Noelle left the building, the concierge
came out, glanced around to nmake sure he was

not observed, then hailed a taxi and gave the address
of a sporting goods shop in Montmartre.

Two hours later the concierge reported to Noelle.

"He will be delivered to you Saturday night"

Sat urday ni ght when Noell e finished her performance,
Col onel Kurt Mueller of the Gestapo was
wai ting for her backstage. A frisson of apprehension



went through Noelle. The escape plan had been

wor ked out to a split-second timng, and there was no
room for any del ays.

"l saw your performance fromout front, Noel

Page," Col onel Muieller said. "You inprove each

time."

The sound of his soft, high-pitched voice brought

her dream back vividly.

"Thank you, Colonel. If you'll excuse nme, | have to
change. "

Noel l e started toward her dressing room and he fell
into step beside her.

“"i'"lI'l wll go with you," Colonel Mieller said.

She wal ked into her dressing room the hairless al bino
Col onel cl ose behind her. He nade hinself confortable
in an arnchair. Noelle hesitated a nonent and

then began to undress 'as he watched indifferently. She
knew t hat he was a honosexual, which deprived her of
a val uabl e weapon--her sexuality.

"Alittle sparrow whi spered sonething in ny ear,"

Col onel Mueller said. "He is going to try to escape
toni ght"
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He's heart skipped a beat, but her face showed

She began renovi ng her nmakeup, fighting for

as she asked, "Who is going to try to escape

i ght ?"

j“Your friend, Israel Kate."

; Noell e swung around, and the novenent nade her the
consci ous of the fact that she had renoved

brassiere. "I don't know any--" She caught the bl ack
triunphant gleamin his pink eyes and saw t he

just hi tinme. "Wait," she said. "Are you talking

at a young intern?"

A "Ah, so you do renenber him"

"Barely. He treated ne for pneunonia sone tine ago."

"And a self-induced abortion," Colonel Mieller said

that soft, high-pitched voice. The fear flooded back

her. The Gestapo would not have gone to this it trouble if
t hey were not sure that she was in volved. She was a fool to
have gotten herself into this;

| but even as Noelle thought it, she knew that it was too



" late to back out. The wheels had al ready been set in
notion and in a few hours Israel Katz would be either

| free... or dead. And she?

Col onel Muel l er was saying, "You said that the | ast

, time you saw Katz was at the cafe a few weeks ago."
Noel | e shook her head. "I said no such thing, Colonel."
Col onel Muell er | ooked steadily into her eyes, then

| et his gaze drop insolently to her naked breasts and
down her belly to her sheer pants. Then he | ooked up
into Noelle's eyes again and sighed. "I |ove beautiful
things," he said softly. "It would be a shane to see
beauty |i ke yours destroyed. And all for a man who
nmeans nothing to you. Howis your friend planning to
get away, Noel ?"

There was a quietness in his voice that sent shivers
down her spine. She becane Annette, die innocent,
hel pl ess character in her play.

"I really don't know what you're tal king about,
Colonel, rd like to help you, but I don't know how "
Col onel Mueller | ooked at Noelle a long tine, then
stiffly rose to his feet "I will teach you how> FrSul ein,"’
he prom sed softly, "and I will enjoy ft."

He turned at the door to deliver a parting shot "By
the way, | have advised CGeneral Scheider not to go
away wth you for the weekend."

Noelle felt her heart plumet It was too late to

reach Israel Katz. "Do Colonels always interfere in the
private |ives of General s?"

“I'n this case, no," Colonel Mieller said regretfully.
"General Scheider intends to keep his rendezvous." He
turned and wal ked out

Noel | e stared after him her heart racing. She | ooked
at the gold clock on the dressing table and qui ckly began
to dress.

At eleven forty-five the concierge tel ephoned Noelle
to announce that General Scheider was on his way up
to her apartnent H s voice was trenbling.

"I's his chauffeur in the car?" Noell e asked.

“No, Madenviselle,” the concierge replied carefully.
"He's on his way up with the General ."

"Thank you."

Noel | e repl aced the receiver and hurried into the
bedroom to check her |uggage once nore. There nust



be no m stake. The front doorbell rang, and Noelle

went into the living roomand opened the door.

Ceneral Scheider stood in the corridor, his chauffeur,

a young captain, behind him General Scheider

was out of uniform and | ooked very distinguished in a
flaw essly cut charcoal-gray suit and a soft blue shirt
and black tie. "Good evening," he said formally. He

st epped inside, then nodded to his chauffeur.

"My bags are in the bedroom" Noelle said. She indicated
t he door.

"Thank you, FrSulein." The captain wal ked into the
bedroom GCeneral Scheider cane over to Noelle and

t ook her hands. "Do you know what | have been think about

all day?" he asked. "I was thinking you
tight not be here, that you m ght change your m nd.
time the phone rang, | was afraid.”

"I keep nmy pronises,” Noelle said. She watched as
tie captain canme out of the bedroom carrying her
teup case and overnight bag. "Is there anything
he asked.
"No," Noelle said. "That's all."
The captain carried the suitcases out of the apart-at.

"Ready?" General Schei der asked.

"Let's have a drink before we go,"” Noelle replied

;] quickly. She wal ked over to a bottle of chanpagne on
| file bar, resting in a bucket of ice.

"Let ne." He noved over to the ice bucket and

|' opened the chanpagne.

"What shall we drink to?" he asked.

"Etratat."

He studied her a nonent and then said, "Etratat."

They touched gl asses hi a toast and drank. As No

el l e set her glass down, she surreptitiously glanced at
her wfistwatch. General Scheider wasl tal king to her,

[ but Noelle only half-heard the words. Her m nd was
.visualizing what was happeni ng downstairs. She nust

be very careful. If she noved too quickly or too slowy
himit would be fatal. For everyone.

"What are you thinking about?" General Scheider

asked.

Noel | e turned quickly. "Nothing."

"You were not |istening."

"' msorry. | suppose | was thinking about us." She



, turned to himand gave hima quick smle.
"You puzzle ne," he said.
"Aren't all wonen a puzzl e?"

“"Not like you. | would never believe that you are
ACapricious and yet"--he nade a gesture--"first you
| will not see ne at all and now we are suddenly spend-p

i ng a weekend in the country.”
"Are you sorry, Hans?"

"OF course not But still | ask myself--why the
country?"

"I told you."

"Ah yes," General Scheider said. "It is romantic.

That is sonething el se that puzzles ne. | believe you

are a realist, not a romanticist."
"What are you trying to say?" Noelle asked.

"Not hing," the CGeneral replied easily. "I amj ust
t hi nking aloud. | enjoy solving problens, Noelle. In
time | will solve you."

She shrugged. "Once you have the solution, the
probl em m ght not be interesting.”
"We shall see.” He set his glass down. "Shall we

go?"
Noel | e picked up the enpty chanpagne gl asses.
"till just put these hi the sink," she said.

General Schei der watched as she wal ked into the
kitchen. Noelle was one of the nost beautiful and
desirabl e

wonen he had ever seen, and he neant to possess

her. That did not nean, however, that he was either
stupid or blind. She wanted sonething from him

He intended to find out what it was. Colonel Mieller
had alerted hi mthat she was in all probability giving
aid to a dangerous eneny of the Reich, and Col onel
Muel | er made very few m stakes. If he was correct,
Noel | e Page was probably counting on General Scheider
to protect her in sonme way. |If so she knew not hi ng

at all about the German mlitary mnd and still |ess
about him He would turn her over to the Gestapo

wi thout a qualm but first he would have Ms pl easure.
He was | ooking forward to the weekend.

Noel | e came out of the kitchen. There was a worried
expression on her face. "How many bags did your
chauffeur take down?" she asked.

"Two," he replied, "An overnight bag and a makeup



case. "

She made a face. "Oh dear, Fmsorry, Hans. He forgot

t he other case. Do you m nd?"

hi m wat ched as Noel | e wal ked over to the tel ephone,

. ,» It up and spoke into it. "Wuld you pl ease ask
CGeneral's driver to conme up agai n?" she said. Noel's
anot her bag to go down." She replaced the re

"I know we're only going to be there for the and," she

smled, "but I want to please you." | you want to pl ease ne,"
General Schei der said,
will not need a lot of clothes.” He glanced at a

of Armand Gautier on the piano. "Does Herr

tier know that you are going away wth ne?" he

i d,

"Yes," Noelle lied. Armand was in Ni ce neeting

a producer about a notion picture, and she had

no reason to alarmhimby telling himof her

us. The doorbell rang, and Noell e wal ked over to hi m door

and opened it. The captain stood there. "I un-1
there i s anot her bag?" he asked.
"Yes," Noelle apologized. "It's in the bedroom"”

The captain nodded and went into the bedroom
"When nust you return to Paris?" Ceneral Scheider
ted her.

Noel | e turned and | ooked at him "lI'd like to stay as
; as | can. Well cone back | ate Monday afternoon,
at will give us tw days."

The captain cane out of the bedroom "Excuse ne,
?raul ein. What does the suitcase | ook |ke?"

"It is a large round blue case,” Noelle said. She
led to the CGeneral. "It has a newgown in it that |
aven't worn yet. | saved it for you/'

She was babbling now, trying to cover up her ners.

The captain had gone back into the bedroom A few

nents |later, he cane out again. "I amsorry," he

"I cannot find it."

"Let nme," Noelle said. She went into the bedroom

began to search the closets. "That idiot of a naid

have hidden it away sonmewhere,"” she said. The him O them
| ooked t hrough every closet in the apart nent. It was the
General who finally found the bag in

the hall closet. He lifted it and said, "It seens to be

enpty."”



Noel | e qui ckly opened the bag and | ooked i nsi de.

There was nothing hi it "Ch, that fool," she said. "She

nmust have cranmed that beautiful new dress in the

suitcase with ny other clothes. | hope she hasn't ruined

it." She sighed in exasperation. "Do you have that

much trouble with maids hi Gernmany?"

"I think it is the sanme everywhere," General Schei der

replied. He was watching Noelle closely. She was

acting strangely, talking too nmuch. She noticed his

| ook.

"You nmake nme feel like a schoolgirl,” Noelle said.

"I can't renenber when |'ve been so nervous."

General Scheider smled. So that was it. O was she

pl ayi ng sone kind of gane with hin? If she was, he

woul d soon find it out. He glanced at his watch. "If we

do not |eave now, we will get there very late."

“I"'mready," Noelle said.

She prayed the others were.

When they reached the | obby, the concierge was

standing there, his face chalk white. Noelle wondered if

somet hi ng had gone wong. She | ooked at himfor

some signal, a sign, but before he could respond, the

General had taken Noelle's arm and was | eadi ng her

out the door.

General Scheider's |inousine was parked directly in

front of the door. The trunk of the car was cl osed.

The street was deserted. The chauffeur sprang to open

the rear door of the car. Noelle turned to | ook inside

the | obby to see the concierge but the Ceneral

nmoved in front of her and bl ocked her view. Deliberately?

Noel | e gl anced at the closed trunk but it told

her nothing. It would be hours before she knew whet her

her plan had succeeded, and the suspense was goi ng

to be unbearabl e.

“"Are you all right?" General Scheider was staring at

her. She felt that sonmething had gone terribly w ong.
had to find an excuse to go back into the | obby, to

al one with the concierge for a few seconds. She

| a smle to her Ilips.

"I just remenbered,” Noelle said. "A friend is going

> call nme. | nust | eave a nessage--"

General Scheider gripped her arm

"Too late,"” he smled. "Fromthis nonment on you

think only of nme." And he guided her into the a. A nonent



| ater they were on their way.

Five mnutes after General Scheider's |inousine owe away
fromthe apartnment building, a black Mercies

screeched to a stop in front of the building and

ol onel Muieller and two other Gestapo nen spilled

of the car. Colonel Muieller |ooked hurriedly up and down
the street. "They've gone," he said. The nen wanted into fhe
| obby of Noelle's apartnent buil ding

rang the conci erge's doorbell. The door opened

| and the concierge stood in the doorway, a startled

expr essi on

on his face. "Wat--?" Colonel Mieller

pshoved himinside his small apartnent.

"Ftaul ein Page!" he snapped. "Were is she?"

The concierge stared at him pani cky.

"She--she left," he said.

"I know that, you stupid fool! | asked you where she
Il went!"

The conci erge shook his head hel plessly. "I have no

? idea, Monsieur. | only know she left with an arny

of ficer."

"Didn't she tell you where she could be reached?"
"N--No, Monsieur. Mdenvoi sell e Page does not himconfide
in me."

1 Col onel Mueller glared at the old man a nonent

and then turned on his heel.

"They can't have gotten far," he said to his nen.
"Contact all the roadbl ocks as fast as you can. Tel
them t hat when General Scheider's car arrives | want
themto hold it and call ne at once!"”

Because of the hour mlitary traffic was |ight, which
nmeant that there was virtually no traffic at all. General
Scheider's car swing onto the West Road that |ed out

of Paris, passing Versailles. They drove through Mantes,
Vernon, and Gaillon and in twenty-five m nutes they
were approaching the major arterial intersection that
branched out into Vichy, Le Havre and the Cote

d' Azur.

It seemed to Noelle that a miracle had happened.

They were going to get out of Paris w thout being

st opped. She shoul d have known that even the Germans
with all their efficiency would not be able to

check every single road out of the city. And even as



she thought it, out of the darkness ahead of them

| ooned a roadbl ock. Flashing red |ights blinked from
the center of the road, and in back of the lights a Gernan
Arny lorry bl ocked the highway. On the side of

the road were half a dozen German soldiers and two
French police cars. A German Arny |ieutenant waved
down the |inousine and, as it canme to a stop, he

wal ked over to the driver.

"Get out and show your identification!"

General Schei der opened the rear w ndow, |eaned

his head out and said, raspingly: "General Scheider.
What the hell's going on here?"

The |ieutenant snapped to attention.

"Excuse nme, CGeneral. | did not know it was your

car."

The General's eyes flicked over the roadbl ock.
"What's this all about?"

"We have orders to inspect every vehicle | eaving
Paris, Herr Ceneral. Every exit fromthe city is

bl ocked. "

The General turned to Noelle. The damed

Gestapo. |I'msorry, Uebchen.™

Noel l e could feel the color drain fromher face, and
she was grateful for the darkness of the car. Wen she
spoke, her voice was steady.

"I't's not inportant," she said.

She thought of the cargo in the trunk. If her plan
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him"Wrked, Israel Katz was in there, and in a nonent
| would be caught. And so woul d she.

The German |ieutenant turned to the chauffeur.

"Open the luggage conpartnent, please.”
|/ "There's nothing in there but |uggage,
(tested. "I put it in nyself.”
orders are clear. Every we

out of Paris is to be inspected. Open it."
Muttering under his breath, the driver opened his
or and started to get out. Noelle's mnd was racing
ausly. She had to find a way to stop them wthout
rousi ng their suspicions. The driver was out of the
Time had run out Noelle stole a quick | ook at

aeral Scheider's face. H's eyes were narrowed and

the captain
“I"'msorry, Captain. My



lips were tight with anger. She turned to himand

ad guilelessly, "Shall we get out, Hans? WII| they be
hi ng us?" She could fed his body tense with fury.
"Wait!" The Ceneral's voice was |i ke the crack of a
srhip. "Get back in the car," he ordered his driver. He
to the lieutenant and his voice was filled with

"You tell whoever gave you your orders that they

pfo not apply to generals of the German Arny. | do not

| take orders fromlieutenants. Get that roadbl ock out of
i f lay way."

The hapl ess |ieutenant stared at the General's furious
face, clicked his heels to attention and said, "Yes,

(' General Scheider." He signaled the driver of the truck
bl ocki ng the road and the truck |lunbered off to the

Bi de.

"Drive on," Ceneral Scheider commanded.

And the car aped away into the night.

Slowy Noelle let her body relax into the seat, feeling
| the tension draining out of her. The crisis was past.
She

| wished that she knew whether |Israel Katz was in the

", trunk of the car. And if he was alive.

General Scheider turned to Noelle and she coul d feel

| the anger that was still seething in him

"l apol ogi ze," he said, wearily. "This is a strange him
War. Sonetines it is necessary to remnd the Gestapo

that wars are run by armes.”

Noelle smled up at himand put her armthrough

his. "And armes are run by generals."

"Exactly," he agreed. "Armes are run by generals. |
am going to have to teach Colonel Mieller a I esson."”

Ten mnutes after Ceneral Scheider's car had left the

r oadbl ock, a phone call cane hi from Gestapo Headquarters,
alerting themto be on the | ookout for the car.

"It has al ready passed through,” the |ieutenant reported,
a feeling of foreboding flooding through him A

nonment | ater he was speaking with Col onel Mieller.
"How | ong ago?" the Gestapo officer asked softly.

"Ten m nutes.™

"Did you search his car?"



The lieutenant felt his bowels turn to water. "No,

sir. The General would not permt--"

"Schei ss! Which way was he headed?"

The |ieutenant swal |l owed. When he spoke again, it

was in the hopel ess voice of a man who knew that his
future was finished.

"I amnot certain,"” he replied. "This is a |large crossroad
here. He coul d have been going inland to Rouen

or to the sea, to Le Havre."

"I want you to present yourself to Gestapo Headquarters
at nine and. tonorrow. My office."

"Yes, sir," the Iieutenant responded.

Savagely Col onel Mieller rang off. He turned to the

two nen at his side and said, "Le Havre. Get ny car.

W' re goi ng cockroach-hunting!"

The road to Le Havre w nds al ong the Sei ne,

t hrough the beautiful Seine Valley with its rich hills
and fertile farns. It was a clear, starlit night and the
farmhouses in the distance were pools of light, like
oases in the darkness.

In the confortable back seat of the |inousine Noelle

and General Scheider talked. He told her about his

wife and his children and how difficult marriage was

ran arnmy officer. Noelle |istened synpathetically and
him how difficult a romantic life was for an ac-Each

was aware that the conversation was a

both of them keeping the talk on a superfici al

that woul d give away no insights. Noelle did not

a nmonment underestimate the intelligence of the man

besi de her, and she fully understood how dan-was

t he adventure in which she was engaged,

knew t hat General Schei der was too clever to be-that

she had suddenly found himirresistible, that

must suspect that she was after sonething. What Noel |l e was
counting on was that she would be able to

aeuver himin the gane they were playing. him

icral touched only briefly on the war, but he said

aet hing that she renenbered | ong afterward.

"The British are a strange race,"” he said. "lIn peace-they
are~ inpossible to nanage, but in a crisis

| [Ehey are magnificent. The only time a British sailor is
fitruly happy is when his ship is sinking."

They reached Le Havre hi the small hours of the



| on their way to the village of EtratalL

"May we stop for a bite to eat?" Noelle asked. "I'm\
Starved. "

General Schei der nodded. *Of course, if you wish."

v He raised his voice. "Look for an all-night restaurant.”
"Em sure there*s oae by the pier," Noelle suggested,

[ The captain obediently swng the car toward the
waterfront. He stopped the tar at the water's edge,

; Wwhere several cargo ships were tied to the pier. A block
| "ttway a sign said, "Bistro."

; The captain opened the door and Noelle got out, a
fol |l owed by General Scheider.

"It's probably open all nighi for the dock workers,"
Noel | e said. She heard the sound of a notor and himturned
around. A cargo-loading forklift had driven up : and stopped
near the |inousine. Two nmen wearing cov- |

«rails and | ong, visored caps that conceal ed their faces
| got out of the machine. One of the nmen | ooked hard at \
Noel I e, then took out a tool kit and began to tighten
the forklift '"Noelle felt the nuscles in her stonach
constrict.

She took CGeneral Scheider's aimand they started

toward the restaurant. Noelle | ooked back at the
chauffeur sitting behind the wheel.

"Wul dn't he Iike sonme coffee?" Noelle asked.

"He wll stay with the car," the CGeneral said.

Noel l e stared at him The chauffeur nust not stay

with the car or everything would be ruined. Yet Noelle
dared not insist.

They wal ked on toward the cafe over the rough,

uneven cobbl estones. Suddenly, as she took a step, her
ankl e turned and Noelle fell, letting out a sharp cry of
pai n. CGeneral Scheider reached out and vainly tried to
grab her before her body hit the cobbl estones.

“"Are you all right?" he asked.

The chauffeur, seeing what had happened, noved

from behi nd the wheel of the car and started hurrying
toward them

"' mso sorry,"” Noelle said. "lI--1 turned ny ankle.

It feels like it's broken."

General Scheider ran his hand expertly over her ankle.
"There is no swelling. It is probably just a sprain.

Can you stand on it?"

"I--1 don't know," Noelle said.



The chauffeur reached her side and the two nen

lifted her to her feet Noelle took a step and the ankle
gave way under her.

"' msorry," she noaned. "If | could just sit down."
"Help me get her in there," Ceneral Scheider said,

i ndi cating the cafe.

Wth the two nen supporting her on either side, they
wal ked into the restaurant. As she wal ked through the
door, Noelle risked a quick |Iook back at the car. The
two dock workers were at the trunk of the |inousine.
“"Are you sure you wouldn't rather go straight on to
the Etratat?" the CGeneral was asking.

"No, believe ne, I'll be fine," Noelle replied.

The proprietor led themto a corner table, and the
two nen eased Noelle into a chair.

| <p°”

The O her Side of M dnight
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9 "Are you in nmuch pain?" General Scheider asked.
"Abit,"” Noelle replied. She put her hand on his. wasn't
worry. | won't let this spoil anything for you,

1

1 At the nonment Noell e and General Hans Sehei der
fcL.--, sjfljug ju the caf™ Colonel Mieller and twoifif
hi s

were speeding into the city limts of Le Havre.

tie local captain of police had been roused front his
and was waiting for the Gestapo nen in front of

police station. "A gendarne has |ocated the Gen's

car," he said. "It is parked down by the water-Pront." ,
A gl eam of satisfaction cane into Col onel Mieller's
"Take nme there," he commanded. & Five mnutes |ater, the
Gestapo autonobile with

| «Colonel Mieller, his two nen and the police captain
raced up besi de General Scheider's autonobile on the
pier. The nen got out and surrounded the car. At that

| n nonment General Scheider, Noelle and the chauffeur



were starting to | eave the bistro. The chauffeur was .the
first to notice the nen at the car. He started hurrying
toward them ' him

him "What's happeni ng?" Noel | e asked, andl even as she
spoke she recogni zed the figure of Colonel Mieller in
', the distance and felt a cold chill go through her,

"I don't know," General Scheider said. He started
toward the linmousine wwth Iong strides, Noelle |inping
after him

"What are you doi ng here?" General Schei der asked

Col onel Muel l er as he reached the car.

"I amsorry to <Hsturb your holiday," Colonel Mieller
replied curtly. "I would like to inspect the trunk of
your car, General."

"There is nothing but |luggage in there."

Noel | e reached the group. She noticed that the

forklift had gone. The Ceneral and the Gestapo nen

were glaring at each ot her.

"I must insist, General. | have reason to believe to

a wanted eneny of the Third Reich is hiding in there
and that your guest is his acconplice."

General Scbeider stared at himfor a | ong nonent,

then turned to study Noelle.

"I don't know what he's talking about,"
trmy. >

The CGeneral's eyes travel ed down to her ankle, then

he nmade a decision' and turned to fate chauffeur. "Qpen
it

Hf es, Ceneral ."

AH eyes were riveted on the trunk as the chauffeur
reached for the handle and turned it Noelle felt suddenly
faint. Slowy the |lid opened.

The trunk was enpty,

"Sonmeone has stolen our |uggage!" exclained the
chauf f eur.

G oionel Miellef himface was nottled with fury. "He
got away!"

"Who got away?" demanded the Ceneral

*Le Cafard," raged Col onel Mueller. "A Jew naned

| srael Katz. He was snuggled out of Paris in the trunk
«a this car."

"That's inpossible," General Scheider retorted.

""That trunk was tightly cl osed. He woul d have

suf focated, "

she said



<
Col onel Mueller studied the trunk for a nonent,

then turned to one of hi& nmen. "Get inside."

«¥es, Col onel."

bediently the man craw ed into the trunk. Col onel

Muel l er slammed the |id tightly shut and | ooked at his
wat ch. For the next four mnutes, they stood there in
silence, each engrossed in his own thoughts. Finally after
what Seened an eternity to Noelle, Colonel Mieller

opened the Iid of the trunk. The man inside Was

unconsci ous. General Scheider turned to Col onel

Muel I er, a contenptuous expression on Ms face. "If

anyone was riding in that trunk," the CGeneral decl ared,
"they renoved his corpse. |Is there anything el se can

dof oryou, Col oneir "

Gestapo officer shook his head, seething with

and frustration. General Scheider turned to his

eur. "Let's go." He helped Noelle into the car,

key drove toward Etratat, |eaving the knot of nen no away
I nto the distance.

ilonel Kurt Mieller instituted an i medi ate search him
waterfront, but it was not until |late the follow ng

an that an enpty oxygen tank was found hi a

in a corner of an unused warehouse. An African

liter had set sail for cape town out of Le Havre the
before but it was now sonewhere on the high

The missing |uggage turned up a few days later in

I t-and-found departnment of the Gare du Nord in

for Noell e and General Scheider, they spent the
ékend in Etratat and returned to Paris | ate Monday
ernoon in tune for Noelle to do her evening per-ance.v

CATHERI NE

Washi ngton; 1941-1944

Catherine had quit her job with ~“Hiara Fraser the

norning after she had married Larry. Fraser asked her

to have lunch with himthe day she returned to Washi ngt on,
He | ooked drawn and haggard and suddenly

ol der. Catherine had felt a pang of conpassion for

him but that was all. She was sitting opposite a tall,



ni ce-l ooki ng stranger for whomshe felt affection, but it
was i npossible now to imagi ne that she had ever

cont enpl at ed

marrying him Fraser gave her a wan smle.

"So you're a married | ady," he said.

The nost married |ady hi the world."

"It nmust have happened rather suddenly. I--1 w sh
Td had a chance to conpete.”
"/ didn't even have a chance,"”
"It just--happened."”

Cat heri ne said honestly,

"Larry's quite a fellow "
"Yes."

"Cat herine"--Fraser hesitated--"you don't really
know nuch about Larry, do you?"

Catherine felt her back stiffening.
"I know | love bun, Bill," she said evenly, "and |
know that he |oves ne. That's a pretty good begi nni ng,

isn't it?"

He sat there frowning, silent, debating with hinself.
"Cat herine--"

"Yes?"

"Be careful.'*

"OF what?" she asked.

Fraser spoke slowy, feeling his way carefully over a
aefield of words. "Larry's--different."

"How?" she asked, refusing to help him

"l nmean, he's not like nost nen." He saw the | ook hi m her

face. "Ch, hell,"” he said. "Don't pay any atten-to
nme." He managed a faint grin. "You' ve prob-read



t he bi ography Aesop did on ne. The fox and hi m sour
grapes. "

Cat herine took his hand affectionately. "till never

get you, Bill. | hope we can remain friends."

"I hope so too," Fraser said. "Are you sure you

't stay on at the office?"

"Larry wants ne to quit. He's ol d-fashioned. He be-i

t hat husbands shoul d support their w ves."

"If you ever change your mnd," Fraser said, "let ne
fiow " The rest of the |uncheon was concerned with
affairs and a di scussion of who woul d take Catherine's

pl ace. She knew she would mss Bill Fraser

much. She supposed that the first man to seduce a

?rl would always hold a special place in that girl's life,
tit Bill had neant sonmething to her beyond that. He

as a dear man and a good friend. Catherine was dis-by
his attitude toward Larry. It was as though

had started to warn her about sonething and then

| stopped because he was afraid of spoiling her
hap- | f »ness.

O was it as he had said, just a case of sour

| grapes? Bill Fraser was not a small man or a jeal ous
Jinan. He would surely want her to be happy. And yet

pCat heri ne was sure he had tried to tell her sonething.
Sonmewhere in the back of her m nd was a vague fore-j

bodi ng. But an hour |ater when she net Larry and he
limted at her, everything went out of her head but the |
ecstasy of being married to this incredible, joyful, human
bei ng.

Larry was nore fun to be with than anyone Cat her «! ne
had ever known. Each day was an adventure, a
[lioliday. They drove out to the country every weekend
| and stayed at small inns and explored county fairs.
A"They went to Lake Placid and rode the huge toboggan

slide and to Montauk where they went boating and
fishing. Catherine was terrified of the water because
she had never |learned to swm but Larry told her not to
worry about it, arid with himshe felt safe.

Larry was | oving and attentive and appeared to be

remar kably unaware of the attraction he held for other
wonen. Catherine seened to be all that he wanted. On
their honeynoon Larry had cone across a |little saver



bird in an antique shop and Catherine had liked it so
much that he had found a crystal bird for her and it
had becone the start of a collection. On a Saturday
ni ght they drove to Maryland to cel ebrate their

t hi rd-nonth

anni versary and had dinner at the same little
restaurant.

The next day, Sunday, Decenber 7, Pearl| Harbor

was attacked by the Japanese.

Anerica's declaration of war against Japan cane the
following day at 1:32 p.m, less than twenty-four hours
after the Japanese attack. On Monday while Larry was
at Andrews Air Base, Catherine, unable to bear being
alone in the apartnent, took a taxi to the Capitol

Buil ding to see what was happeni ng. Knots of people
pressed around a dozen portable radio sets scattered

t hrough the crowd that |ined the sidewal ks of the Capitol
Pl aza. Cat herine watched as the Presidential caravan
raced up die drive and stopped at the south entrance
to the Capitol. She was cl ose enough to see the

| i mousi ne door open and President Roosevelt disenbark,
assisted by two ai des. Dozens of policenen stood

at every corner, alert for trouble. The nood of the
crowd seened to Catherine to be mainly outrage, like a
| ynch nob eager to get into action.

Five m nutes after President Roosevelt entered the
Capitol, his voice cane over the radio, as he
addressedlight will win ... We will gain the inevitable
, SO help us, CGod."

m nutes after Roosevelt had entered die

House Joi nt Resol ution 254 was passed, de-war

on Japan. It was passed unani nously ex-Representative
Jeannette Rankin of Montana,

agai nst the declaration of war, so the final

388 to 1. President Roosevelt's speech had

exactly ten mnutes--the shortest war nessage

livered to an Anerican Congress,

crowd outside cheered, a full-throated roar of

anger and a prom se of vengeance. Anerica

jally on the nove.

i erine studied the nen and wonen standi ng near

lie faces of the nmen were filled with the sane
exhilaration that she had seen on Larry's face



ay before, as though they all belonged to the sane

; club whose nenbers felt that war was an excit-Even

t he wonmen seened caught up by the

aus ent husi asmthat swept through the crowd, Catherine
wonder ed how they woul d feel when

men were gone and the wonen stood alone wait-jior

news of their husbands and sons. Slowy

tie turned and wal ked back toward the apart-On

the corner she saw soldiers with fixed bay-she

t hought, the whole country would be in

happened even faster than Catherine had antici-Al nost
over ni ght Washi ngton was transforned

a world of a citizen arny in khaki.
lie air was filled with an electric, contagious excite
It was as though peace were a lethargy, a m-that
filled mankind with a sense of ennui, and it
only war that could stinulate man to the full ex-ionshe
had never |earned to swm but Larry told her not
to worry about it, and with himshe felt safe.
Larry was | oving and attentive and appeared to be
remar kably unaware of the attraction he held for other
wonen. Catherine seened to be all that he wanted. On
their honeynoon Larry had cone across a little silver
bird in an antique shop and Catherine had liked it so
much that he had found a crystal biid for her and it
had becone the start of a collection. On a Saturday
ni ght they drove to Maryland to cel ebrate their
t hi rd-nont h
anni versary and had dinner at the sane little
rest aur ant.
The next day, Sunday, Decenber 7, Pearl| Harbor
was attacked by the Japanese.

Anerica's declaration of war agai nst Japan cane the
following day at 1:32 p.m, less than twenty-four hours
after the Japanese attack. On Monday while Larry was

at Andrews Air Base, Catherine, unable to bear being
alone in the apartnent, took a taxi to the Capitol
Building to see what was happeni ng. Knots of people
pressed around a dozen portable radio sets scattered

t hrough the crowd that |ined the sidewal ks of the Capitol
Pl aza. Cat herine watched as the Presidential caravan



raced up the drive and stopped at the south entrance
to the Capitol. She was cl ose enough to see the
| i mousi ne door open and President Roosevelt disenbark,
assisted by two ai des. Dozens of policenen stood
at every corner, alert for trouble; The nood of the
crowd seened to Catherine to be mainly outrage, like a
| ynch nob eager to get into action.
Five mnutes after President Roosevelt entered the
Capitol, his voice cane over the radio, as he
addressed mi nutes after Roosevelt had entered the
House Joi nt Resol ution 254 was passed, de-war
on Japan. It was passed unani nously ex-Representative
Jeannette Rankin of Mntana,
agai nst the declaration of war, so the final
|1 Jyas 388 to 1. President Roosevelt's speech had
"Vexactly ten minutes--the shortest war nessage
ered to an Anerican Congress,
crowd outside cheered, a full-throated roar of
anger and a prom se of vengeance. Anerica
lally on the nove.
i erine studied the nmen and wonen standi ng near
f pFhe faces of the nmen were filled with the sane
of exhilaration that she had seen on Larry's face the
before, as though they all belonged to the sane
cl ub whose nenbers felt that war was an excit-*sport.
Even the wonen seened caught up by the
Ut aneous ent husi asmthat swept through the crowd.

Cat heri ne wondered how t hey woul d feel when
men were gone and the wonmen stood al one wait-for
news of their husbands and sons. Slowy ierine turned and
wal ked back toward the apart-On
the corner she saw soldiers with fixed bay-i,
she thought, the whole country would be in
norm
happened even faster than Catherine had antici.
Al nost over ni ght Washi ngton was transforned
> a world of a citizen arny in khaki.
air was filled wwth an electric, contagi ous excite-at.
It was as though peace were a lethargy, a m-that
filled mankind with a sense of ennui, and it
only war that could stinulate man to the full
ex-ationtold Catherine that the situation at Pearl| Harbor
and
Hi ckam Fi el d was nmuch worse than die, peopl e had



been |l ed to believe. The sneak attack had been
devastatingly

successful. For all practical purposes Anerica's

Navy and a good part of its Ar Corps had been
destroyed.

"Are you saving that we could | ose this war?"

Cat heri ne asked, shocked.

Larry | ooked at her thoughtfully. "It depends, on
how fast we can get ready," he replied. "Everyone

t hi nks of the Japanese as funny little nmen -with weak
eyes. That's horseshit. They're tough, and they're not
afraid to die. W're soft.”

In the nonths that followed it seened that nothing
coul d stop'the Japanese. The daily headlines screaned
out their successes: They were attacki ng Wake .
softening up the Philippine Islands for invasion .

| anding in Guam... hi Borneo ... in Hong Kong.

General MacArthur declared Manila an open city, and
the trapped Anerican troops in the Philippines
surrender ed.

One day in April, Larry tel ephoned Catherine from

t he Base and asked her to neet hi m downtown for dinner
at the Wllard Hotel to cel ebrate.

"Cel ebrate what ?" Cat heri ne asked.

“I''l'l teU you tonight," Larry replied. There was a
note of high excitenent in his voice.

When Cat heri ne hung up, she was filled with a dread
prenonition. She tried to think of all the possible
reasons

that Larry would have to cel ebrate, but it always
came back to the sane thing and she did not think she
woul d have the strength to face it.

At five o' clock that afternoon Catherine was fully
dressed, sitting on her bed staring into the dressing-room
mrror.

/ must be wrong, she thought. Maybe he's been pronot ed.
That's what we're celebrating. O he's had
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| good news about the war. Catherine told herself
A pbut she did not believe it. She studied herself in the
or, trying to be objective. Wiile she would not give



Ber gman any sl eepl ess ni ghts, she was, she

de- di spassi onatel vy,

attractive. Her figure was good,

1 of provocative curves. You're intelligent, cheerful,
"teous, kind and a sex pot, she told herself. Wy did any
nor mal red-bl ooded mal e be dying to | eave

so that he could go off to war and try to get himF
killed?

It seven o' clock Catherine wal ked into the dining

of the Wllard Hotel. Larry had not arrived yet,

the miitre d° escorted her to a table. She said no
woul d not have a drink, then nervously changed m nd and
ordered a martini.

j 1 Wen the waiter brought it and Catherine started to
it up, she found that her hands were shaki ng. She

| ced up and saw Larry noving toward her. He

his way between the tables, acknow edgi ng

etings along the way. He carried with himthat in-dible
vitality, that aura that nade every eye turn in
direction. Catherine watched him renenbering the

|iy he had cone to her table at the MaM comm ssary
Hol | ywood. She realized how little she had known

t hen, and she wondered how well she knew him

bw. He reached the table and gave her a quick kiss on
cheek.

"Sorry I"'mlate, Cathy," he apol ogi zed. "The Base

been a madhouse aU day." He sat down, greeted

captain by name and ordered a martini. If he no-that
Cat heri ne was drinking, he made no com ent

Catherine's mnd was screamng out: Tell ne your
rprise. Tell nme what we're celebrating. But she said
othing. There was an ol d Hungarian proverb: "Only a

al rushes bad news." She took another sip of her
lartini. Well maybe it wasn't an ol d Hungarian provb.
Maybe it was a new Cat heri ne Dougl as proverb

designed to be worn over thin skins for protection.
Maybe the martini was making her a little drunk. |If her
prenonition was right, before this night was over she
was going to get very drunk. Bat |ooking at Larry now,
his face filled with | ove, Catherine knew that she had
to be wong. Larry could not bear to | eave her any
nore than she could bear to | eave him She had been
buil di ng up a nightmare out of whole cloth. Fromthe
happy expression on his face she knew that he had



sone really good news to tell her.

Larry was | eaning toward her, smling his boyish
smle, taking her hand in his.

"You'll never guess what's happened, Cathy. Tm

goi ng overseas."

It was as though a filny curtain descended, givVing
everything an unreal, hazy |ook. Larry was sitting next
to her, his |lips noving, but his face was going hi and
out of focus and Cat herine could not hear any words.
She | ooked over his shoulder and the walls of the
rest aur ant

were novi ng together and recedi ng. She

wat ched, fasci nated.

"Catherine!" Larry was shaking her armand slowy

her eyes focused on him and everything cane back to
normal. "Are you all right?"

Cat heri ne nodded, swall owed and said, shakily,

"G eat. Good news always does that to ne."

"You understand that | have to do this, don't you?"
"Yes, | understand." The truth is, | wouldn't understand
if I lived to be a mllion years old, ny darling.

But if |I told you that, you'd hate ne, wouldn't you? Wo
needs a naggi ng wi fe? Heroes' w ves should send

their nmen off smling.

Larry was wat chi ng, concerned. "You're crying."

"I amnot," Catherine said indignantly and found to
her horror that she was. "I--1 just have to get used to
the idea.”

"They're giving ne ny own squadron,” Larry said.

"Are they really?" Catherine tried to punp pride

her voice. H's own squadron. \Wen he was a '. boy, he
probably had had his own set of trains to

with. And now that he was a tall boy, they had

en himhis own squadron to play with. And these

real toys, guaranteed to get shot down and bl eed

| die. "lI'd |ike another drink," she said.

| JOF course." j*When--when wll you have to | eave?"

| Aot until next nonth."

; He made it sound as though he were eager to get

It was terrifying, feeling the whole fabric of her

age being torn apart. On the bandstand a si nger
crooning, "Atrip to the nobon on gossanmer w ngs

A" (CGossaner, she thought Thai's what ny narri age
Wade of: gossaner. That Cole Porter knew every-ing.



no» "We'll have-plenty of tine before | |eave," Larry was
ng- Pl enty

of time for what? Catherine wondered bitr

iy, Plenty of tinme to raise a famly, to take our chfy»
himskiing in Vernont, to grow old together? "Wat woul d
you |ike to do tonight?" «Larry asked. Td like to go down to
the County Hospital and have

of your toes renoved. O have one of your ear M S pierced.
Al oud, Catherine said, "Let's go hone

make | ove." And there was a fierce, desperate ur-by

i n her.

The next four weeks nelted away. The cl ocks raced
vard in a Kafka-ish nightmare that turned days into
and hours into mnutes, and then incredibly it
Larry's |last day. Catherine drove himto the air-brt.
He was tal kative and happy and gay and she was
ri ber and quiet and m serable. The |last few m nutes get a
kal ei doscope of reporting in ... a hurried
d-bye kiss . . . Larry entering the plane that was to
himaway fromher ... a last farewell wave.
stood on the field watching his plane dw ndle

to a small speck in the sky and finally disappear. She
stood there for an hour, and finally when it got dark
she turned and drove back into town to her enpty

apart ment

In the first year follow ng the attack on Pearl Harbor,
ten great sea and air battles were fought agai nst

t he Japanese. The Allies won only three, but two of

them were, decisive: Mdway and the Battle of Guadal canal .
Catherine read word for word the newspaper reports

of every battle and then asked WIIliam Eraser to get

her further details. She wote to Larry daily, but it was
ei ght weeks before she received his first letter. It was
optimstic and full of excitenent. The l|letter had been
heavily censored so Catherine had no i dea where he

had been or what he was doi ng. Watever it was she

had a feeling that he seened to be enjoying it, and in
the long lonely hours of the night Catherine lay in bed
puzzling over that, trying to figure out what it was in
Larry that nade himrespond to the chall enge of war and
death. It was not that he had a death wi sh, for



Cat heri ne had never known anyone nore alive and vital;
but perhaps that was sinply the other side of the

coin, that what nade the |life-sense so keen was constantly
honi ng it agai nst death.

She had lunch with WIlliam Fraser. Catherine knew

that he had tried to enlist and had been told by the
Wi te House that he could do nore good by stayi ng at
his post. He had been bitterly disappointed. He had
never nentioned it to Catherine, however. Now as

Fraser sat across from Catherine at the |uncheon table,
he asked:

"Have you heard from Larry?"

"l got a letter |ast week."

"What did he say?"

"Well, according to the letter, the war is a kind of
football game. We lost the first scrinmmage, but now
sent the first teamin, and we're gaining

PI

> nodded. "That's Larry."
that's not the war," Catherine said quietly. "It's

football game, Bill. MIIlions of people are going
> killed before this is over."
you're hi it, Catherine," he said gently, "I irnag's

easier to think of it as a football gane."

I crine had decided that she wanted to go to

The Armmy had created a branch for wonmen himthe WACs, and
Cat herine! had thought of joining a bad felt she m ght be
nore useful doing sonething

than driving cars and answering tel ephones. Al -from

what she had heard, the WACs were

colorful. There was so nmuch pregnancy anong hi mthat there
was a runor that when vol unteers went

| fe»r their physical exam nation, die doctors pressed

" stomachs with a tiny rubber stanp. The girls tried ~:

t he words but were unable to do so. Finally one

[.them hit upon the idea of getting a magnifying gl ass,

hi m words read: "Wen you can read this wth the na-|I

eye, report to ne."

Now as she sat lunching with Bill Fraser, she said, "I
to work. | want to do sonmething to help."
, He studied her a noment, then nodded. "I may

3Wjust the thing for you, Catherine. The Govérnt's
trying to sell War Bonds. | think you could help



Drdinate it."

Two weeks | ater Catherine went to work organizing
sal e of War Bonds by celebrities. It had sounded

I iculously easy hi concept, but the execution of it Ws
net hing el se again. She found the stars to be |ike

i1 dren, eager and excited about hel ping the war ef-but
difficult to pin down about specific dates,

fieir schedules had to be constantly juggled. Oten it
not their fault, because pictures were del ayed or
chedul es ran over. Catherine found herself conmmuting
am Washi ngton to Hol | ywood and New Yor k. She
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got used to |leaving on an hour's notice, packing
enough clothes to last the |l ength of each trip. She net
dozens of celebrities.

"Did you really neet Gary Grant?" her secretary
asked her when she returned froma trip to Hol | ywood.

"We had |l unch together."
"I's he as charm ng as they say?"

"If he could package it," Catherine declared, "he'd
be the richest man in the world."

It happened so gradually that Catherine was al nost
unaware of it It had been six nonths earlier, when Bill
Fraser told her about a problemthat Wallace ' Turner

was having with one of the advertising accounts that

Cat herine used to handle. Catherine had |laid out a new
canpai gn using a hunorous approach, and the client

had been very pleased. A few weeks later Bill had

asked Catherine to help on another account, and before
she realized it she was spending nore than half

her tune with the advertising agency. She was in charge
of half a dozen accounts, all of them doing well. Fraser
had given her a large salary and a percentage. At noon
on the day before Christnmas Fraser cane into her office.



The rest of the staff had gone hone, and Cat herine
was finishing up sone |ast m nute work.

"Havi ng fun?" he asked.
"It's aliving," she smled and added warmy, "and a
generous one. Thanks, Bill."

"Don't thank me. You've earned every penny of
it--and then sone. It's the '"then sone' | want to talk
to you about. I'"'moffering you a partnership.”

She | ooked at himin surprise, "A partnership?”

"Hal f the new accounts we got in the |ast six nonths
are because of you." He sat there | ooking at her

t houghtful Iy, saying nothing nore. And she understood
how nmuch it nmeant to him

"You have a partner," she said.

Hs face Iit up. "I can't tell you how pleased I am™
Anwkwar dl y, he held out his hand. She shook her head,
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| past his outstretched arm hugged hi mand gave hima
ki ss on the cheek,

| ow that we're partners,
felt himsuddenly hold her tighter.

at hy, "hesaid, "I. :

Catherine put her finger to his lips. "Don't say any,
Bill. Let's leave it the way it is." you know Fmin | ove
with you."

|f'And | | ove you," she said warmy. Semantics, she
tight. The difference between "I |ove you" and "I'm

?ve with you" was a bridgel ess chasm

Eiraser smled. "I won't bother you, | promise. | re-t
the way you feel about Larry."

hank you, Bill." She hesitated. "I don't know

ther this hel ps any, but if there ever were anyone
, It would be you."
,t's a great help," he grinned. "It's going to keep him

she teased, "I can kiss you" She



awake all night."
Noel | e
Paris: 1944

10

During the past year Armand Gautier had ceased

broachi ng the subject of marriage. In the begi nning he
had felt hinmself in a superior position to Noelle. Now,
however, the situation was al nost reversed. \Wen they
gave newspaper interviews, it was Noelle to whomthe
guestions were directed, and wherever they went together,
Noell e was the attraction, he was the afterthought.
Noel | e was the perfect m stress. She continued to

make Gautier confortable, act as his hostess and in effect
make hi m one of the nobst envied nen in France;

but in truth he never had a nonent's peace, for he
knew t hat he did not possess Noelle, nor ever could,
that there would cone a day when she woul d wal k out

of his life as capriciously as she had wandered into it
and when he renenbered what had happened to him

the one tine that Noelle had left him Gautier felt sick
to his stomach. Against every instinct of his intellect,
hi s experience and his know edge of wonen he was

wildly, madly in love with Noelle. She was the single
nost inportant fact of his life. He would |ie awake

ni ghts devi sing el aborate surprises to nmake her happy
and when they succeeded, he was rewarded with a

smle or a kiss or an unsolicited night of |ovenaking.
Whenever she | ooked at another man, Gautier was

filled with jeal ousy, but he knew better than to speak
of it to Noelle. Once after a party when she had spent
the entire evening talking to a renowned doctor, Gautier
had been furious with her. Noelle had listened to

and then had answered quietly, *H ny

to other nen bothers you, Armand. | w!| | ny things out
toni ght."

»had never brought up the subject again.

t he begi nning of February, Noelle began her

It had started as a sinple Sunday brunch with a

I"of their friends fromthe theater, but as word about
around, it quickly expanded and began to include

cians, scientists, witers--anyone whomthe group



lit m ght be interesting or anusing. Noelle was
"mstress of the salon and one of the chief
attrac- Everyone
found hinself eager to talk to her, for
asked incisive questions and renenbered the
She | earned about politics frompoliticians
about finance from bankers. A |eading art expert
hef about art, and she soon knew all the great
artists who were living in France, She | earned

wi ne fromthe chief vintner of Baron Rothschild
about architecture from Corbusier. Noelle had the
tutors in the world and they hi turn had a beauti-and
fascinating student. She had a qui ck probing
* and was an intelligent |istener. Armand Gauti er
the feeling that he was watching a Princess con-tig
with her mnisters, and had he only been aware lit, it was
the cl osest he would ever cone to under-rjg
Noel | ' s character.
I1jAsi the nonths went by Gautier began to feel alittle
secure. It seened to himthat Noelle had net eve
who m ght matter to her and she had shown no
st in any of them on She had not yet nmet Constantin
Demris.

him Constantin Demris was the ruler of an enpire |arger
"|d nore powerful than nost countries. He had no

| e or official position, but he regularly bought and |I'm
prime mnisters, cardinals, anbassadors and ki ngs,

niris was one of the two or three wealthiest nmen in
»worl d and his powei; was | egendary. He owned the

| argest fleet of cargo ships afloat, an airline,
newspaper s,

banks, steel mlls, gold mnes--his tentacles were
everywhere, inextricably woven throughout the woof
and warp of the econom c fabric of dozens of countries.
He had one of the nost inportant art collections in
the world, a fleet of private planes and a dozen
apartnents

and villas scattered around the gl obe.

Constantin Demris was above nedi um height, with

a barrel chest and broad shoulders. H's features were
swart hy, and he had a broad G eek nose and olive

bl ack eyes that blazed with intelligence. He was not



I nt erested

in clothes, yet he was al ways on the |ist of
best-dressed nen and it was runored that he owned
over five hundred suits. He had his clothes nmade wherever
he happened to be. His suits were tailored by

Hawes and Curtis in London, his shirts by Brioni in
Ronme, shoes by Daliet Gande in Paris and ties froma
dozen countri es.

Demiris had about hima presence that was magnetic.
When he wal ked into a room people who did not

know who he was would turn to stare. Newspapers and
magazi nes all over the world had witten an incessant
spate of stories about Constantin Demris and his
activities,

bot h busi ness and soci al .

The Press found himhighly quotable. Wien asked

by a reporter if friends had hel ped himachieve his
success,

he had replied, "To be successful, you need

friends. To be very successful, you need enemes,"
When he was asked how nmany enpl oyees he had,

Demiris had said, "None. Only acolytes. Wen this
much power and noney is involved, business turns into
religion and offices becone tenples.”

He had been reared in the G eek Othodox Church,

but he said of organized religion: "A thousand tines
nore crines have been comritted in the nane of |ove
than in the nane of hate.”

The worl d knew that he was nmarried to the daughter

of an old G eek banking famly, that his wife was an.
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graci ous | ady and that when Demris entern

his yacht of on his private island, his wfe

went with him Instead, he would be accom by

a beautiful actress or ballerina off .whoever
struck his current fancy. H's romantic escapades
as |l egendary and as colorful as his financial ad-He
had bedded dozens of notion picture

the wives of his best friends, a fifteen-year-old
freshly bereaved wi dows, and it was even

red that he had Once been propositioned > by ft
of nuns who needed a new convent. ,



alf a dozen books, had been witten about Demris,
none of them had ever touched on the essence of

man or nmanaged to reveal the wellspring of his sue-j
One of the nost public figures in the world, Coa-tin
Demiris was 9 very private person, and be

i pulated his public image as a facade, fhat con-his
real self. He had dozens of intimte friends

I ' pvery walk of life and yet no one ,rpally, ktiew him
' '-a facts Wete a matter of public record.» He, ha4>
“life in Haeus as the son of a stevedo™.jn a

i1y of fourteen brothers and sisters where, there
never enough food on the taljle and if anyone wanted
anything extra, he had to fight for it. There, w‘is
ething in Demris that constantly demanded nore,

he fought for it."',,

"'*"Even as a snmall boy Demris' trifod automatically
verted everything into mathematics'. He knew the of steps
on the Parthenon, how nlariy m nxes

took to walk to school, the nunber of boats to the
-bor on a given day. Tine was a nunber divided

to segnents, and Demris |earned not to waste it. The
was that w thout any real effort, he was able to
tplish a trenendous anmount. Hi s sense of organl-ion
was instinctive, a talent that operated automati-illy in
even the smallest things he did. Everything b@

a gane of matching his wits agai nst those around

11 ifl,
VWhile Demris was aware that he was cl everer than
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nost nen, he had no excess vanity. Wen a beauti ful
woman wanted to go to bed with him he did not for an
instant flatter hinself that it was because O his | ooks
or personality, but he never permtted that to bother
him The world was a market-place, and people were

ei ther buyers or sellers. Sonme wonen, he knew, were
attracted by his noney, sone by his power and a

few-a rare few-by his mnd and inagi nation.



Nearly every person he net wanted sonething from

him a donation to a charity, financing for a business
project or sinply the power that his friendship could
bestow. Demiris enjoyed the challenge of figuring out
exactly what it was that people were really after, for it
was sel domwhat it appeared to be. H's anal ytical mnd
was skeptical of surface truth, and as a consequence he
befi eved not hing he heard and trusted no one.

The reporters who chronicled his life were permtted
to see only his geniality and charm the sophisticated
urbane man of the world. They never suspected that
beneath the surface, Demris was a killer, a
gutter-fighter

Whose instinct was to go for the jugular vein.

To the ancient G eeks the word thekaeossini, justice,
was Often synonynous w th ékthekissis, vengeance,

and Demris was obsessed with both. He renenbered
every slight he had ever suffered, and those who were
unl ucky enough to incur his enmty were paid back a
hundr edf ol d. They were never even aware of it, for
Demiris' mathematical m nd nmade a gane of exacting
retribution, patiently working out el aborate traps,
spi nni ng

conpl ex webs that finally caught and destroyed its
victins.

Wien Demris was sixteen years old, he had gone

into his first business enterprise with an ol der man
named Spyros Nicholas. Demris had conceived the

| dea of opening a small stand on the docks to serve hot
food' to the stevedores on the night shift. He had
scraped together half the noney for the enterprise, but
when it had becone successful N cholas had forced

tout of the business and had taken it over hinself,

I's had accepted his fate w thout protest and bad
ahead to other enterprises.

the next twenty years Spyros N chol as had

I nto the neat - packi ng busi ness and had becone

| and successful. He had married, had three children

was one of the nost prom nent nmen hi G eece,

those years, Demris patiently sat back and | et



las build his little enpire. Wien he deci ded that
tiolas was as successful and as happy as he was ever
: to be, Demris struck.
se his business was boom ng, N chol as was
opi ating buying farns to raise his own neat and
a chain of retail stores. An enornous anount
1 noney was required. Constantin Demris owned the
W th which N cholas did business, and the bank
puraged Nicholas to borrow noney for expansion
; Iinterest rates that N cholas could not resist. N chol as
aged heavily, and in the mdst of the expansion his
were suddenly called in by the bank. Wen the
| dered man protested that he could not nake the
lcnts, the bank i mmedi ately began forecl osure
The newspapers owned by Demiris promutly
pl ayed up the story on the front pages, and

creditors began foreclosing on N cholas. He went
Bot her banks and | ending institutions, but for reasons
f,could not fathom they refused to cone to his assis-The
day after he was forced into bankruptcy
tolas commtted suicide.

Demiris' sense of thekaeossini was a two-edged
3rd. Just as he never forgave an injury, neither did
ever forget a favor. A | andl ady who had fed and
| ed the young man when he was too poor to pay
suddenly found herself the owner of an apartnent
(aiding, without any idea who her benefactor was. A
; girl who had taken the penniless young Demiris
}iolive with her had been given a villa and a lifetine
| i on anonynously. The people who had had
ttgs wth the anbitious young Geek lad forty
244
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years earlier had no idea how the casual relationship
with himwould affect their |ives. The dynam c young
Demris had needed hel p from bankers and | awers,
ship captains and unions, politicians and financiers.
Sonme had encouraged and hel ped him others had
snubbed and cheated him In his head and in his heart
the proud G eek had kept an indelible record of every
transaction. His wife Melina had once accused hi m of
pl ayi ng God.



"Every man plays God," Demris had told her.

"Sonme of us are better equipped for the role than others."
"But it is wong to destroy the Eves of nen, Costa."

"it is not wong. It is justice."

"Vengeance*" >

"Sonetines it is the sane. Mpst nen get away with

the evil they do. | amin a position to make t hem pay
for it That is justice." >

He enjoyed the hours he spent devising traps for his
adversaries. He would study his victins carefully,

anal yzi ng

their personalities» assessing their strengths and

t heir weaknesses.

When Demris had had three small freighters and

needed a |l oan to expand his fleet, he had gone '"to a

Swi ss banker in Basel. The banker had not only turned

hi m down but had tel ephoned ot her banker friends of

his to advise themnot to give the young G eek any
noney. Demris had finally managed to borrow t he

noney in Turkey.

Demiris had bided his time. He decided that the

banker's Achilles' heel lay in his greed. Demris was in
negotiation with Ibn Saud of Arabia to take over | eases
on a newy discovered oil devel opnent there. The

| eases woul d be worth several hundred mllion dollars

to Demris9 conpany.

He instructed one of his agents to |l eak the news to the
Swi ss banker about the deal that was about to takel place.
The banker was offered a 25-percent participa-the new
conpany if he put up five mllion dol-|in

cash to buy shares of the stock. When the deal

through, the five mllion dollars would be worth

than fifty mllion. The banker quickly checked

Seal and confirmed its authenticity. Not havi ng that

of nmoney avail abl e personally, he quietly bor-it
fromthe bank w thout notifying anyone, for | ted no w sh
to share his windfall. The transaction himto take place the
foll owi ng week, at which tinme he

id be able to replace the noney he had taken,

iien Demris had the banker's check in his hand,

" "announced to the newspapers that the arrangenent
Arabi a had been cancel ed. The stock plumeted,

was no way for the banker to cover his |osses,

hi s enbezzl enent was di scovered. Demris picked



t he banker's shares of stock at a few cents on the
and then went ahead with the oil deal. The stock

The banker was convicted of enbezzlenment \ given a prison
sentence of twenty years.

Here were a few players in Demris' gane with

he had not yet evened the score, but he was hi

hurry. He enjoyed the anticipation, the planning

the execution. It was |like a chess gane, and De-was
a chess master. These days he nade no ene-for

no man could afford to be his eneny, so his

was limted to those who had crossed his path

ithe past

>
"This, then, was the nman who appeared one after-at
NoeUe Page's Sunday sal on. He was spendi ng

hours in Paris on his way to Cairo, and a young
Jptress he was seeing suggested that they stop hi at
salon. Fromthe nonent Demris saw Noelle, he
tew that he wanted her
«Aside fromroyalty itself which was unavailable to
daughter of a Marseille fishnonger, Constantin De-was
probably the closest thing there was to a yet. Three days
after she had net him Noelle quit her

play w thout notice, packed her clothes and joined
Constantin Demris in G eece.

Because of the prom nence of their respective positions
it was inevitable that the relationship between

Noel | e Page and Constantin Demris becone an international
cause cél ébre. Phot ographers and reporters

were constantly trying to interview Demris' wfe, but if
her conposure was ruffled, she never betrayed it. Melina
Demiris' only cormment to the press was that her

husband had many good friends around the world and

that she saw nothing wong with that. Privately she

told her outraged parents that Costa had had affairs
before and that this would soon wear itself out |ike al
the others. Her husband woul d | eave on extended busi ness
trips, and she woul d see newspaper photographs

of himw th Noelle hi Constantinople or Tokyo or

Rone. Melina Demiris was a proud wonman, but she

was determned to endure the humliation because she
truly |l oved her husband. She accepted the fact, though



she coul d never fathomthe reason, that sone nen

needed nore than one woman and that even a man in

|l ove with his wife could sleep with another wonan. She
woul d have di ed before she | et another man touch her.

She never reproached Constantin, because she knew

that it would serve no purpose except to alienate him
They had on bal ance a good marriage. She was aware

that she was not a passionate woman, but she |l et her
husband use her in bed whenever he w shed, and she

tried to give himwhat pleasure she could. If she had
known of the ways that Noelle nmade | ove to her husband,
she woul d have been shocked, and if she had

known how much her husband enjoyed it, she would

have been m serabl e.

Ngel l e's chief attraction for Demris» for whom

wonen no | onger held any surprises, was that she was

a constant surprise. To himwho had a passion for puzzles,
she was an eni gma, defying solution. He had

nmet anyone |ike her. She accepted die beautiful

he gave her, but she was just as happy when he him her
not hi ng. He bought her a lavish villa at Potto-overl ooki ng
t he exqui site blue, horseshoe bay, but

new that it would have nade no difference if it had

a tiny apartnent hi the old Plaka section of

| ens.

had nmet many wonen in his |life who had

to use then-sex

to mani pulate himin one way or

her. Noel |l e never asked anything of bun. Sone

ten had cone to himto bask in his reflected glory, himin
Noel | e's case she was the one who attracted the

spaper nen and phot ographers. She was a star in

[ own right. For a while Demris toyed with the idea

;. perhaps she was in love with himfor hinmself, but him
too honest to maintain the del usion,

the beginning it was a challenge to try to reach himdeep
core inside Noelle, to subjugate it and nmake it

At first Demiris had tried to do it sexually, but for

e first time in his life, he had net a woman who was

than a match for bun. Her sensual appetites ex-his.

Anyt hing he coul d do, she could do better

nore often and with nore skill, until finally he opened to
relax hi bed and enjoy her as he had never

Dyed another woman in his life. She was a pheon,



constantly revealing new facets for himto

oy. Noelle could cook as well as any of the chefs ; whom
he paid a king's ransom and knew as nuch

art as the curators he kept on yearly retainers to

out paintings and scul pture for him He enjoyed

to themdiscussing art with Noelle and their

enent at the depth of her know edge.

(Demris had recently purchased a Renbrandt, and

| e happened to be at his sumer island when the

ating arrived. There was a young curator there who

| found the painting for him

| "lIt's one of the Master's greatest,
| as he unveiled it

It was an exquisite painting of a, nother and daughter.
Noel |l e was seated in a chair, sipping an ouzo, quietly
wat chi ng.

"It's a beauty,” Demris agreed. He turned to Noelle.
"How do you like it?"

"I't's lovely," she said. She turned to the curator.
"Where did you find it?"

"I traced it to a private dealer in Brussels,’
proudly, "and persuaded himto sell it to ne."

"How nmuch did you pay for it?" Noelle asked.

"Two hundred and fifty thousand pounds.™

"It's a bargain,"” Demris declared.

Noel | e picked up a cigarette, and the young man

rushed to light it for her. "Thank you," she said. She

| ooked at Demris. "It would have been nore of a bargain,
Costa, if he had bought it fromthe nman who

owned it"

"I don't understand," Demris said.

The curator was | ooking at her oddly.

“If this is genuine," Noelle explained, "then it cane
fromthe estate of the Duke of Toledo in Spam" She
turned to the curator. "lIs that not so?" she asked.

H s face had turned white. "I--1 have no idea," he
stammered. "The dealer didn't tell ne."

"Oh, cone now," Noelle chided him "You nean

you bought a painting for this anmount of nobney without
establishing its provenance? That's difficult to believe.
The estate priced the painting at one hundred

and seventy-five thousand pounds. Soneone's been

cheated out of seventy-five thousand pounds."

And it had proven to be true. The curator and the

t he curator had

he replied



art dealer were convicted of collusion and sent to
prison. Demris returned the painting. In thinking it
over later he decided that he was | ess inpressed by
Noel l e's

knowl edge than by her honesty. If she had

wi shed to, she could sinply have called the curator
aside, threatened to blackmail himand split the noney
with him Instead she had chall enged himopenly in

of Demiris with no ulterior notive. He had

her a very expensive eneral d necklace in apn,

and she had accepted it with the sane

appreciation with which she woul d have accept-|
cigarette lighter. Demris insisted on taking No-ith
hi m everywhere. He trusted no one in busi-id
therefore was forced to make all his decisions
aself. He found it hel pful to discuss business
with Noelle. She was amazi ngly know edgeabl e
busi ness, and the nere fact of being able to talk
sonmeone sonetines nmade it easier for Demris to
a decision. In tine Noelle knew nore about his
Hess affairs than anyone with the possible excep-his

| awyers and accountants. In the past De-had

al ways had several m stresses at a tine, but 1 Noelle gave
hi m everyt hi ng he needed, and one by »he dropped them They
accepted the conge wth-dtterness,

for Demris was a generous man. himowned a yacht that was
a hundred and thirty-five

; long, with four GM diesels. It carried a seapl ane,

of twenty-four, two speed boats and had a

i wat er swi mmi ng pool. There were twel ve beauti-appointed
guest suites and a | arge apartnent fot

elf, crammed with paintings and anti ques.

Demiris entertained on his yacht, it was No-who

was his hostess. Wien Demiris flew or sailed himprivate
Island, it was Noelle he took with him

Mel i na remai ned at hone. He was careful never

his wife and Noell e together, but he knew of

se that his wfe was aware of her

jJ' Noelle was treated |like royalty wherever she went,

then it was only her due. The little girl who had

|ced out at her fleet of ships through the dirty

apart-w ndow

In Marseille had noved on to the | argest

in the world. Noelle was not inpressed by De-weal th



or his reputation: She was inpressed by

; intelligence and strength. He had the mnd and will 1 a
gi ant and he made ot her nen seem pusil | ani nous

I n conparison. She sensed the Inplacable cruelty in

him but sonehow this made hi m even nore exciting,

for it was in her also.

Noel I e constantly received offers to star in plays and
In notion pictures, but she was indifferent. She was
playing the lead in her owmn |ife story, and it was nore
fascinating than anything any scriptwiter could concoct.
She dined with kings and prinme mnisters and anmbassadors,
and they all catered to her because they

knew t hat she had the ear of Demris. They would drop
subtl e hints about what their needs were and they

prom sed her the world if she would help them

But Noell e already had the world. She would lie in

bed with Demris and tell himwhat each nman had

asked for, and out of this information Demris woul d
gauge their needs and then: strengths and their
weaknesses.

Then he woul d put on appropriate pressures,

and fromthis nore noney would pour into his already
overfl owi ng coffers.

Demris' private island was one of his great joys. He
had purchased an island that was raw | and and had
transfornmed it into a paradise. It had a spectacul ar
hilltop

villa in which he lived, a dozen charm ng guest cottages,
a hunting preserve, an artificial freshwater | ake,

a harbor where his yacht could anchor and a | andi ng
field for his planes. The island was staffed by eighty
servants, and arned guards kept out intruders. Noelle

| i ked the solitude of the island, and she enjoyed it nost
when there were no other guests there. Constantin Demris
was flattered, assumng that it was because Noelle
preferred to be alone wwth him He would have been

astoni shed if he had known how preoccupi ed she was

with a man of whose existence he was not even aware.

Larry Douglas was half a world away from Noell e,
fighting secret battles on secret islands, and yet she
knew nore about himthan his wfe, wth whom he
corresponded



fairly regularly. Noelle traveled to Paris to

Bar bet at | east once a nonth and the

little detective always had an up-to-date

| ready for her.

first time Noelle had returned to France to see

and had tried to | eave there had been trouble

her exit visa. She had been kept waiting in a

office for five hours and had finally been al

to place a can to Constantin Demiris. Ten ma

she had spoken to Demris, a German officer

bed in to offer the profuse apol ogies of his gov-nt.
Noel | e had been issued a special visa, and she

sever been stopped again.

lie little detective | ooked forward to Noelle's visits,
charging her a fortune, but his trained nose

even bigger noney. He was very pleased with

inew liaisqn wwth Constantin Demris. He had a

that in one way or another it was going to be
financial benefit to him First he had to nmake

" that Demiris knew nothing of his mstress' interest
Dougl as, then he had to find out how nuch

f< Information would be worth to Demiris. O to No
Page for bun to keep quiet. He was on the verge of

j rmous coup, but he had to play his cards care-The

I nformati on Barbet was able to gather on

was surprisingly substantial, for Barbet could afford
to pay his sources well.

le Larry's wife was reading a |l etter postnarked

an anonynous, APO, Christian Barbet was report-fto
Noelle, "He's flying with the Fourteenth Fighter

up, Forty-eighth Fighter Squadron." Catherine's letter
read ". . . all | can tell you is that him sonmewhere in the
Paci fic, baby . "

| And Christian Barbet was telling Noelle, "They're
ATarawa. GQuam s next."

a. . . | really mss you, Cathy. Things are picking
here. | can't give you any details, but we finally him
pl anes that are better than the Jap Zeros . "

/our friend is flying P-Thirty-eights, P-Forties and
" y-ones."

"... I"mglad you' ve been keepi ng busy in Washi ngton.
Just stay true to nme, baby. every thing's fine

here. 1'll have a little news for you when | see



you . . ,
"Your friend has been awarded the D.F.C. and has

been pronoted to |ieutenant-Col onel."

Wi te Cat herine thought about her husband and

prayed for himto cone hone safely, Noelle foll owed
Larry's every nove and she too prayed for Larry's safe
return. The war woul d be over soon and Larry Dougl as
woul d be comi ng hone. To both of diem

CATHERI NE

Washi ngton: 1945-1946

11
?2 gl
| | be norning of May 7, 1945, at Rheins, France,
many surrendered unconditionally to the Allies,
.t housand-year reign of the Third Reich had cone
end Those insiders who knew of the crippling
station at Pearl Harbor, those who had wat ched
ark narrowmly mss going into history as England's
ri oo, those who had conmanded the RAF and a how hel pl ess
London's defenses woul d have been
an all-out attack by the Luftwaffe: Al these
were aware of the series of mracles that had
_tit victory to the Allies--and knew by what a awl margin
It had m ssed going the other way. The
of evil had al nost energed triunphant, and the
was SO preposterous, so contrary to the Christian
01 Right triunphing and Evil succunbi ng, that
turned away fromit in horror, thanking God and
their blunders fromthe eyes of posterity in
ins of files marked TOP SECRET. PTfae attention of the
free world-turned now to the East The Japanese, those short,
near si ghted com ¢
, were bloodily defending every inch of [and they
add it | ooked as though it was going to be a | ong one
costly war.
And then on August 6, an atom c bonb was
] >ed on Hiroshima. The destruction was beyond be» In a few
short mnutes, nost of the population of a
ajor city lay dead, victins of a pestilence greater than
‘, conbined wars and pl agues of all the Mddle Ages. him On
August 9, three days later, a second atomc
254
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bonb was dropped, this tinme on Nagasaki. The results
were even nore devastating. Cvilization had finally
reached it finest hour; it was able to achi eve genoci de
that could be calculated at the rate of x nunber of
mllions

of persons per second. It was too much for the
Japanese, and on Septenber 2, 1945, on the battleship
M ssouri, General Douglas MacArthur received the
uncondi ti onal surrender of the Japanese CGovernnent.
Wrld War air was ended.

For one | ong nonent when the news was fl ashed,

the world held its breath and then | et out a grateful
heartfelt cheer. Cties and haml ets around the gl obe
were filled with hysterical parades of people celebrating
the "end of the war to end all wars to end all wars to
end all wars .

The foll ow ng day, through sone nmagic that he

woul d never explain to Catherine, Bill Fraser was able
to get a tel ephone caH through to Larry Dougl as on an

I sl and somewhere hi the South Pacific. It was to be a
surprise for Catherine. Fraser asked her to wait in her
office for himso that they could go to |unch together.
At 2:30 in the afternoon, she buzzed Bill on the intercom
system,

"When are you going to feed nme?" she denanded.

“I'll! be tine for dinner soon."

"Sit tight," Fraser replied. "I'lIl be with you in a

m nute. "

Five mnutes |ater, he buzzed her and said, "There's

a call for you on Iin$ one." <

Cat heri ne picked up the phone. "Hell o0?" She heard

a crackling and a swell ,of sound |ike the waves of a
di stant ocean. "Hello," she repeated.

A mal e voice said, "Ms. Larry Dougl as?"

"Yes," Catherine said, puzzled. "Who's this?"

"Just a nmonent, please.”

Through the receiver, she heard ft high-pitched

whi ne. Anot her crackling sound and then a voice

sayi ng "Cat hy?"

sat there, her heart pounding, unable to Speak.

? Larry?" him baby."

Larry!" She began to cry and unexpectedly hoc a body was



trenbling.

are

you, honey?"

dug her fingernails into her arm trying to hurt
enough so that she could stop the hysteria that

suddenly swept over her. "I'mf--fine," she said, where
are you?"

| tell you, well be cut off," he said. "I'm sone-urn

the Pacific." its close enough)"” She began to get control
of

“"Are you all right, darling?" himfine,"

himw |l ypu be com ng hone?"

ay second,"” he prom sed.

Noel's eyes flooded with tears again. "OK» let's
| our watches." himyou crying?"

course I"mcrying, you idiot! I"mjust glad you
; see the mascara running down ny face. Onh Larry
ty».." himmssed you, baby," he said.

get thought of the long, lonely nights that had
I nto weeks and nonths and years w t hout

Wi t hout his arnms around her, w thout his strong,
body next to her, without his confort and

and | ove. And she said, "I've m ssed you,

, man's voice canme on the One. Tmsorry, Col onel
twe're going to have to disconnect."”

i 1 onel |

{ou didn't tell me you were pronoted."

[ was afraid it would go to your head."

3h, darling, I--"

roar of the ocean grew | ouder, and suddenly

was a silence and the Iine was dead. Catherine

a at her desk staring at the tel ephone. And then she
buried her head in her arnms and began to cry.

Ten mnutes later, Eraser's voice canme over the intercom
"' mready for |lunch when you are, Cathy," he

sai d.

"' mready for anything now, " she said joyfully.
"Gve ne five mnutes." She snmled warmy as she

t hought of what Eraser had done and how nuch trouble
It must have cost him He was the dearest man she
had ever known. Next to Larry, of course.

Cat herine had visualized Larry's arrival so often that



the arrival itself was alnost an anticlimax. Bill Fraser
had explained to her that Larry was probably com ng
home in an Air Transport Command pl ane or a MATS

plane and they didn't run at fixed tinmes |ike commerci al
schedul ed airlines. You conned a ride on the first
flight you could get on--and it didn't matter too nuch
where the plane was headed--just so it was flying in
the right general direction.

Cat herine stayed hone all day waiting for Larry.

She tried to read, but she was too nervous. She sat and
| istened to the news and thought about Larry returning
home to her, this tinme forever. By mdnight, he had
still not arrived. She deci ded he probably would not be
home until the next day. At two in the norning, when

Cat herine coul d keep her eyes open no | onger, she

went to bed.

She was awakened by a hand on her arm and she

opened her eyes and he was standi ng over her, her

Larry was standi ng there, |ooking down at her, a grin
on his lean, tanned face, and in a flash Catherine, was
in his arms and all the worry and | oneliness and pain

of the past four years were washed away in a cl eansing
flood of joy that seened to fill every fiber of her being.
She hugged himuntil she was afraid that she was goi ng
to break his bones. She wanted to stay like this forever,
never letting himgo.

"Easy, honey," Larry said finally. He pulled away
fromher, a smle on his face. "It's going to | ook funny
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newspapers. Tlyer conmes hone safely fromthe
| gets hugged to death by his wife.""
lerine turned on the |lights, every one of them
; the roomso that she could see him study him
him H's face had a new maturity. There were
around his eyes and nouth that had not been hi m before.
The overall effect was to make hi m hand*
t han ever.
wanted to neet you," Catherine babbled, "But I
't know where. | called the Air Corps and they wasn't
give ne any information at all, so | just waited
(and . . ,"
noved toward her and shut her up with a kiss,



kiss was hard and demandi ng. Catherine had ex-to
feel the sanme physical eagerness for him and
was surprised to find that this was not so. She
1 himvery nmuch and yet she woul d have been coo-to
just sit with himand talk, instead of naking
as he so urgently wanted to do. She had subli -her
sexual feelings for so long that they were
>y buried, and it would take tinme before they could
> aroused and brought to the surface again, no But Larry
was giving her no tine. He was throw ng
his cl ot hes and saying, "God, Cathy, you don't
how | ' ve dreaned about this nonent. | was
crazy out there. And | ook at you. You're even | beautiful
than | renmenbered.”
| > He ripped off his shorts and was standi ng there na-And
somrehow it was a stranger pushing her down
the bed, and she wi shed that Larry woul d give her get to
get used to his being hone, to get used to his
ness again. But he was getting on top of her
bout any prelimnaries, forcing hinself into her and
be knew that she was not ready for him He was tear» ;
Into her, hurting her and she bit her hand to keep
crying out as he lay on top of her, making |ove

a wld aninmal.
Her husband was hone.
For the next nonth wth Fraser's bl essing Catherine
stayed away fromthe office and she and Larry spent
al nost every nonent together. She cooked for him al
of his favorite dishes, and they listened to records and
tal ked and tal ked and tal ked, trying to fill in the gaps
of the |lost years between them At night they went to
patties or to the theater and when they returned hone,
t hey made | ove. Her body was ready for himnow and
she found himas exciting a | over as always. Al nost.
She did not want to admt it even to herself, but
t here was sonet hi ng i ndefinably changed about Larry.
He was nore demanding, |ess giving. There was still
foreplay before they nade | ove, but he did it
mechani cal | y,
as though it were a duty to be di sposed of before
he went on to the sexual attack. And it was an attack,
a savage and fierce taking, as though his body were
seeki ng vengeance for sonething, neting out punishnent.
Each tinme they finished nmaki ng | ove, Catherine



felt bruised and battered, as though she had taken a
beati ng. Perhaps, she defended him it's just because
he's been so | ong w thout a wonman.

As the days passed, his | ovemaking renai ned the

same and it was that fact that finally led Catherine to

| ook for other changes in Larry. She tried to study him
di spassionately, tried to forget that this was the bus*
tj aad whom she adored. She saw a tall, well-built,

bl ack-haired nman with deep dark eyes and a devastatingly
beautiful face. O perhaps "beautiful"” no |onger

applied. The lines around his nmouth had added a harshness
to his features. Looking at this stranger, Catherine
woul d have thought, Here is a man who coul d be

selfish and ruthless and cold. And yet she told herself
that she was being ridiculous. This was her Larry, |oving
and ki nd and t houghtful.

She proudly introduced himto all her friends and

t he people she worked with, but they seened to bore

him At parties he would wander off into a corner and
spend the evening drinking. It seened to Catherine

that he made no effort to be sociable. "Wiy should | ?"

at her one evening when she tried to dis-with

him "Were the fuck were all those fat

11 was up there getting ny ass shot at?"

|l ew times Catherine broached the subject of what

‘twas going to do wth his future. She had thought

would want to remain in the Air Corps, but al-!r,the
first thing Larry did when he returned hone

> resign his conm ssion.

Service is for suckers. There's nowhere to go

"' he had said. himwas alnost |ike a parody of the first
conversation

had had with himin Hollywood. Only then,

| been j oking.

erine had to discuss the problemw th soneone a she
finally decided to talk to Bui Fraser. She told

1 what was troubling her, |eaving out the nore per»

it's any consolation to you," Fraser said synpa-"there
are mllions of wonen all over the

goi ng through what you're going through now.
really very sinplej Catherine. You're nmarried to a
I get." Catherine | ooked at him sayi ng not hing.
stopped to fin his pipe and light it "You cant



expect to pick up where you left off when Larry

away four years ago, can you? That place in tine

at exist any nore. You' ve noved past it, and so himLarry.
Part of what nmakes a marriage work is that

asband and wi fe have common experiences. They

together and their marriage grows. You' re going one have
to find a conmmon neeting ground again."

[ feel disloyal even discussing it, Bill."

Fraser smled. "I knew you first," he rem nded her.
aemnber ?"

[ remenber.”

| *Fm sure that Larry's feeling his way, too," Fraser
ttued. "He's been living with a thousand nen for

years and now he has to get used to living with a

She smled. "You re right about everything you said.

| suppose | just had to hear soneone say it."
"Everyone's full of hel pful advice about how to handl e

t he wounded, " Fraser remarked, "but there are

sone wounds that don't show. Sonetines they go

deep." He saw the | ook on Catherine's face. "I don't
mean anyt hing serious,"” he added quickly. "I'mjust
tal ki ng about the horrors that any conbat sol di er sees.
Unless a man is a conplete fool, if himbound to have an
enornous effect on his outl ook. You see what |

mean?"

Cat heri ne nodded. "Yes." The question was: Wat

effect had it had?

When Catherine finally went back to work, the nen

at the agency were overjoyed to see her. For the first
three days she did al nost nothing but go over canpaigns
and | ayouts for new accounts and catch up on

ol d accounts. She worked fromearly in the norning

until late hi the evening, trying to make up for the tine
she had | ost, badgering copywiters and sketch artists
and reassuring nervous clients. She was very good at

her job and she loved it.

Larry would be waiting for Catherine when she returned

to the apartnent at night In die beginning she

had asked what he did while she was gone, but his answers
wer e al ways vague and she finally stopped asking

him He had put up a wall, and she did not know how

to breach it. He took offense at al nost everything

Cat herine said, and there were constant quarrels over



not hi ng. Cccasionally they would dine with Fraser and
she went out of her way to nake those eveni ngs pl easant
and gay so that Fraser would not think there was
anyt hi ng wrong.

But Catherine had to face the fact that sonething

was very wong. She felt that it was partly her failure.
She still loved Larry. She |oved the | ook of himand the
feel of himand the nenory of him but she knew t hat
tonthis way, it would destroy them both.
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> was having hutch wiwth WIIliam Eraser.

»*s Larry?" he asked.

automati ¢ Pavl ovi an response of "fine" started get to her
| i ps and she stopped. "He needs a job,"

|l e said bluntly.

| eaned back and nodded. "Is he getting test» out not
wor ki ng?"

hesitated, not wanting to lie. "He doesn't want

just anything," she said carefully. "It would have himthe
right thing."

studi ed her, trying to assess the neaning that
| behi nd her words.
a would he like to be a pilot?"
doesn't want to go back into the Service again."
was t hi nki ng about one of the airlines. | have a
1 who runs Pan Am They'd be lucky to get sone-s
with Larry's experience."”
| erine sat there thinking about it, trying to put
hi Larry's mnd. He loved flying nore than any
in the world. It would be a good job, doing what
| oved to do. "lIt---it sounds wonderful," she said
sly. "Do you really think you could get it for
, Bff 12"
1*T1l give it a try,’

he said. "Wiy don't you sound

out first and see how he feels about it?"

? "l wll" Catherine took his hand in hers gratefully.

| anks so much. "

(«For what?" Fraser asked lightly.

| “*For always being there when | need you." himHe put his
hand over hers. "It goes with the terri»,



hen Catherine told Larry about Bill Eraser's sue-that
ni ght, he said, "That's the best idea he

since | canme hone," and two days |l ater, he had

appoi ntment to see Carl Eastman at Pan Am head-in
Manhattan. Catherine pressed Larry's suit

for him selected a shirt and tie and shined his shoes
until she could see her Image in them 'till call you as
soon as | can and let you know how it went." He

ki ssed her, smled that quick boyish grin of his and

| ef t

In many ways Larry was |like a small boy, Catherine

t hought He coul d be petul ant and qui ck-tenpered and
surly, but he was al so | oving and generous.

"My luck," sighed Catherine. "I have to be the only
perfect person in the whole universe."

She had a busy schedul e ahead of her, but she was
unabl e to think of anything but Larry and his neeting.
It was nore than just a job. She had a feeling that her
whol e marri age hi nged on what was going to happen.

It was going to be the | ongest day of her life.

on

Pan Anerican headquarters was in a nodern buil ding

at Fifth Avenue and Fifty-third Street Carl Eastman's
office was |arge and confortably furnished, and

he obviously held a position of inportance.

"Conme in and sit down," he greeted Larry as Larry
entered the office.

East man was about thirty-five, a trim Ilantern-jawed
man Wi th piercing hazel eyes that m ssed nothing. He
notioned Larry to a couch, then sat on a chair across
from hi nt

" Cof f ee?"

“No thanks," Larry said.

"I understand you'd like to work for us."

"I'f there's an opening."

"There's an opening," Eastman said, "only a thousand
stick jockeys have applied for it" He shook his

head ruefully. "It's incredible. The Air Corps trains
t housands of bright young nmen to fly the nost conplicated
pi eces of machinery ever nade. Then when they

do their job and do it damm well, the Air Corps tells
"emto get |ost They have nothing for them" He

si ghed. "You wouldn't believe the people who cone in



here all day long. Top pilots, aces |like yourself. There's
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j ob open,for every thousand applicants--and | other
airlines are in exactly the same position."

; of disappointnment swept over Larry. "Wy

e>u see nme?" he asked stiffly.

reasons. Nunber One, because the nman up-i

told ne to."

" felt an anger rising in him

| don't need--"

| eaned forward. "Nunber Two, you have a himgood flying
record.”

," Larry said, tightly.

studied him "You' d have to go through a

program here, you know. It would be |ike

(back to school . ™

hesitated, not certain where the conversation

(1 eadi ng.

"liat sounds all right," he said, cautiously,
fou'll have to take your training in New York out

nodded, waiti ng.

here are four weeks of ground school and then a with of
flight training." a ou flying DC Fours?" asked Larry,
light. When you finish your training, well put you him as

a navigator. Your training base pay will be three 1 a nonth."

hi m had the job! The son-of-a-bitch had needl ed him

all the thousands of pilots who were after it But him had
the job! What had he been worried about? No

Be in the whole damed Air Corps had a better rec-|

t han he did.

A Larry grinned. "I don't mnd starting as a navi gator,
stman, but |I'ma pilot. Wen does that happen?”

East man sighed. "The airlines are unionized. The

|I'ly way anyone noves up is through seniority. There

a lot of nen ahead of you. Do you want to give it a

*r Larry nodded. "What have | got to | ose?"
"Right," Eastman said. "I'Il arrange all the formt

VIl



Ities. Youll have to take a physical, of course. Any
probl ens there?"

Larry pinned. "The Japanese didn't find anything

wong with ne."

"How soon can you go to work?"

"I's this afternoon too early?"

"Let's make it Monday." Eastman scribbled a nane

on a card and handed it to Larry. "Here. They'll be
expecti ng

you at nine o' clock Monday norning."

When Larry phoned Catherine to tell her the news,

there was an excitenent hi his voice that Catherine had
not heard for a long tine. She knew then that everything
was going to be all right.

Noel | e

At hens: 1946

12

Demiris owed a fleet of airplanes for his

| al use, but his pride was a converted Hawker

| ey that transported sixteen passengers hi [uxuri-confort,
had a speed of three hundred m | es per

and carried a crew of four. It was a flying pal ace,
ulterior-had been decorated by Frederick Sawin

1 Chagall had done the nurals on the walls. Instead seats,
easy chairs and confortabl e couches

sprinkl ed throughout the cabin. The aft conpart-at

had been converted into a | uxurious bedroom

vard behind the cockpit was a nodern kitchen,

never Demiris or Noelle flew on the plane, there on a chef
aboard. asked

Demiris had chosen as his personal pilots a Geek

named Paul Metaxas and an English ex- RAF

liter pilot named |an Whitestone. Metaxas was a him

am able man with a perpetual smle on his face

a hearty, contagious |augh. He had been a

| ani ¢, had taught hinself howto fly and had

ved with the RAF hi the Battle of Britain, where he

met |an Witestone. Witestone was tall, red-tired

and painfully thin, with the diffident nmanner of

school master on his first day of the termat a
sec-(id-rate

school for incorrigible boys. In the air Wite-ae



was sonething else again. He had the rare, natu-'. skil
of a born pilot, a feel that can never be taught

| ear ned. Whitestone and Metaxas had fl own taker

for three years against the Luftwaffe and each

1 a high regard for the other.

Noel l e made frequent trips in the |large plane, sonetines
on business with Detains, sonetinmes for pleasure.

She had gotten to know the pilots but had paid no
particular attention to them

And then one day she overheard them rem ni scing

about an experience they had had in the RAF.

From that nonent on Noelle either spent sone part

of each flight in the cockpit talking to the two nen or
invited one of themto join her back in the cabin. She
encouraged themto tal k about their war experiences
and, w thout ever asking a direct question, eventually
| earned that Whitestone had been a liaison officer in
Larry Dougl as* squadron before Douglas had |eft the

RAF and that Metaxas had joi ned the squadron too

|l ate to neet Larry. Noelle began to concentrate on the
English pilot. Encouraged and flattered by the interest
of his boss' mstress, Wiitestone tal ked freely about his
past |ife and his future anbitions. He told Noelle he
tad al ways been interested in electronics. H's

br ot her-in-1aw

In Australia had opened a small electronics firm

and wanted Wiitestone to go in with him but Witestone
| acked the capital

"The way | live," he said to Noelle, grinning, till
never make it."

Noel l e continued to visit Paris once a nonth to see
Christian Barbet. Barbet had established a liaison with
a private detective agency in Washington, and there

was a constant stream of reports on Larry Dougl as.
Cautiously testing Noelle, the little detective had

of fered

to send the reports to her in Athens, but she told
himthat she preferred picking themup in person. Barbet
had nodded his head slyly and said in a conspiratori al
tone, "I understand, M ss Page." So she did not want
Constantin Demris to know about her interest in

Larry Dougl as. The possibilities for blackmail staggered
Bar bel ' s m nd,

"You have been nost hel pful, Monsieur Barbet,"



Noel | e said, "and nost discreet.”

He sm | ed unctuously. "Thank you, Mss Page. My
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him" Noelle replied, "I know you are discreet
Constantin Demris has never nentioned your himto ne. The
day he does, | wll ask himto destroy

Her tone was pl easant and conversational, but
a was |ike a bonbshell.

sieur Barbet stared at Noelle for a | ong,
nmonment, licking his lips. He scratched his
nervously and stammered, "I--1 assure you,
elle, that I would n--never "

"msure you won't," Noelle said and departed.

himthe commercial plane taking her back to G eece,
lie read the confidential report in the sealed manila
sl ope.

ACVE SECURI TY AGENCY
1402 "D' Street
Washi ngton, B.C.

Ref erence: #2-179-210 February 2, 1946

Dear Monsi eur Barbet:

One of our operatives spoke to a contact in the
personnel office at Pan Am Subject is regarded

as a skilled conbat pilot, but they question

whet her he is disciplined enough to work out
satisfactorily within a large, structured organization.
Subject's personal |life-style follows the sane
pattern as in our previous reports. W have foll owed
himto the apartnents of various wonen

whom he had picked up, where he remained for

periods of fromone hour to as long as five hours,
and we presune that he is having a series of casual
sexual relations with these wonen. (Nanes

and addresses are on file if you wsh them)

In view of the Subject's new enploynent, it is

possi ble that this pattern may change. W WI I follow
up on this per your reguest

Pl ease find our bill enclosed

Very truly yours,

R Ruttenbergqg,



Managi ng Super vi sor

Noell e returned the report to the folder and | eaned
back in her seat and cl osed her eyes. She visualized
Larry, restless and tornented, married to a wonman he
did not love, caught in a trap baited with his own
weaknesses.

Hs newjob with the airline mght slow Noelle's plan
down a bit, but she had patience. In tinme she would
bring Larry to her. Meanwhile there were certain steps
she coul d take to nove things al ong.

| an Wi testone was delighted tabe invited to | unch
with Noelle Pago. In the beginning he had flattered

hi msel f that she was attracted to him but all of their
encounters had been on a pleasant but formal basis

that let himknow that he was an enpl oyee, and she

was an untouchable. He had often puzzled over what
Noel l e wanted of him for Whitestone was an intelligent
man, and he had the odd feeling that their random
conversati ons neant sonething nore to her than they
meant to him

On this particular day Witestone and Noell e drove

to a small seaside town near Cape Sunion, where they
were having lunch. Noelle was dressed in a white sunmer
frock and sandals, with her soft blond hair bl ow ng
free, and she had never | ooked nore beautiful. |an
Wi t est one was engaged to a nodel hi London and

whil e she was pretty, she could not conpare to Noelle.
Wi t est one had never net anyone who coul d, and he
woul d have envied Constantin Demris except that Noelle
al ways seened nore desirable to himin retrospect.

When Whitestone was actually with her, he found hinself
slightly intimdated. Now Noelle had turned the
conversation to his plans for the future, and he wondered,
not for the first tinme, whether she was probing

him* orders to find out whether he was | oyal to

pl oyer.
| ove ny job," the pilot assured Noelle earnestly,
«like to keep it until I'mtoo old to see where |'m

studi ed hima nonment, aware of his suspi-Tm
di sappointed,"” she said ruefully. "I was yet that you had

more anbition than that." whitestone stared at her. "I don't



understand.” wasn't you tell ne that you' d Ii ke to have your
own

hi m conpany one day?"

himrecall ed nentioning it to her casually, and it sur-|
hi mthat she had renenbered.

"That was just a pipe dream™ he replied. "It would

(« ot of noney."

man with your ability," Noelle said, "shouldn't

| by a | ack of noney."

litestone sat there uneasily, not know ng what

Page expected himto sayi He did |ike his job. himnmaking
nore noney than he had ever nmade in

Ilife, the hours were good and the work interesting.

| the other hand he was at the beck and call of an
ec-billionaire

who expected himto be avail abl e at

ur of the day or night. It had raised hell with his

life, and his fiancee was not happy about a he was doi ng,
good sal ary or no.

been talking to a friend of m ne about you,"

He said. "He likes to invest hi new conpanies."”

voi ce had controll ed enthusiasm as though she

exci ted about what she was saying and yet was

careful not to push himtoo hard. Witestone

1 his eyes and net hers, Noel's very interested in you,"

she said, whitestone swallowed. "I--1 don't know what to
; Page."

; don't expect you to say anything now," Noelle as

him "l just want you to think about it."

at there a nonent, thinking about it. "Does M. himknow
about this?" he asked finally.
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Noelle smled conspiratorially. "I"'mafraid M. Do-mris
woul d never approve. He doesn't like to | ose enpl oyees,
especi ally good ones. However--" she paused

fractionally, "I think soneone like you is entitled to get

everything out of life that he can. Unless of course,"”
she added, "you want to go on working for soneone

el se the rest of your life."

"l don't," Whitestone said quickly and suddenly realized
that he had commtted hinself. He studied No



elle's face to see if there was any suggestion that this
could be sone kind of a trap, but all he saw was a
synpat heti c

under standi ng. "Any nman worth his salt would

li ke to have his own business," he said defensively.

"OF course," Noelle agreed. "G ve it sone thought,
and well talk about it again.” And then she added
warningly, "It will be just between us,"

"Fair enough," Witestone said, "and thank you. 17T it
works out, it will really be exciting."

Noel | e nodded. "I have a feeling that it's going to
wor k out "

CATHERI NE

Washi ngton-Paris: 1946
13

get o' clock on Monday norning Larry Dougl as

1 to the chief pilot, Captain Hal Sakowitz, at the

|j American office at LaGuardia Airport in New

As Larry wal ked in the door, Sakow tz picked
transcript,of Larry's service record that he had

dying and shoved it into a desk drawer.

Sakowi tz was a conpact, rugged-| ooking

Wi th a seaned, weather-beaten face and the

hands that Larry had ever jseen. Sakow tz was

' the real veterans, of aviation. He had started out
days of traveling air circuses, had flown single
airmai | planes for the Governnent and had

an airline pilot for twenty years and Pan Aneri

chief pilot for the past five years.

| to have you with us, Douglas/' he said,

lad to be here,"” Larry replied. to to get into a plane
agai n?" himneeds a plane?" grinned Larry. "Just point ne

ty*ft w‘nd, and 1'Il take off."

owtz indicated a chair. "Sit down. | |like to get wanted
W th you boys who cone in here to take

ay job."

| aughed. "You noticed."

| don't blanme any of you. You're all hotshot

.you have great conbat records, you cone in

(on and think "if that schnmuck Sakowi tz can be Chi ef

t hey oughta make ne Chairman of the Board.' him of you
guys plan to stay navigators very long. It's
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jOt a stepping stone to pilot Wefl, that* himfine. That's

| e way it should be.™

"I" mglad you fed that way," Lacry said.

"But there's one thing you have to know out front

ib all belong to a union, Douglas, and pronotions are
jjictly by seniority.”

"I understand."

"The only thing you m ght not understand Is that
feese are damm good jobs and there are nore people
Burning in than there are | eaving. That slows up the
flte of pronotion."

“I'll take nmy chances," Larry replied

Sakowi tz's secretary' brought in coffee and Dani sh
pBtries and the two nen spent the next hour talking
Id getting acquai nted. Sakowitz's manner was friendly
0d affable, and many of his questions were seem ngly
{relevant and trivial, but when Larry left to go to his
jet class, Sakowitz knew a great deal about Larry
Jtoiglas. Alew mnutes after Larry bad departed, Carl
Jastman cane into the office.

"How did it go?" Eastman asked.

"OK.

East man gave hima hard | ook. "Wat do you think,
tfc?"

"Well try him"

"l asked you what you thought”

Sakowi tz shrugged. "OK ['Ill tell you. My hunch is
te's a goddanmm good pilot He has to be, with his war
tecord. Put himin a plane with a bunch of eneny
Sghters shooting at him and | don't think you'll find
| ayone better." He hesitated.

"Go on," Eastman said.

"The thing is, there aren't a hen of a | ot of eneny

| i ghters around Manhattan. |'ve known guys |ike

Dougl as. For sone reason |'ve never figured out, their
ires are geared for danger. They do crazy things |ike
(finbrag inpossible nountains or diving to the bottom
| the ocean, or whatever the hell else danger they can
tod. .Wien a war breaks out, they rise to the top |ike
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in a cup of scalding coffee.” He swerved his
around and | ooked out the wi ndow. Eastman 1 there, saying
not hi ng, wai ti ng.
| have a hunch about Douglas, Carl. There's sone
wong wth him Mybe if he were captain of one
ships, flying it hinself, he could nake it. But |
think he's psychologically geared to take orders
an engineer, a first officer and a pilot, especially
he thinks he could outfly themall." He swung
; to face Eastman. "And the funny part is, he prob coul d.
you' re maki ng ne nervous," Eastnman said,
le, too," Sakowitz confessed. "I don't think
' He stopped, searching for the right word,
Talking to him you get a feeling he has a stick
ate up his ass, ready to explode."
do you want to do?"
/e're doing it Hell go to school and well keep 8 | eye on
him "
maybe hell wash out," Eastman said, you don't know t hat
breed of cat Hell cone out
one man in his class.”
Its prediction was accurate,
| e training course consisted of four weeks of
school followed by an additional nonth of
training. Since the trainees were al ready experi-1
pilots with many years of flying behind them the
was devised to serve two purposes: the first was him
t hrough such subjects as navigation, radio, comtion,
map readi ng and instrunent flying to re-the
menories of the nmen and pi npoint their po-weaknesses,
and the second was to famliarize himwth the new
equi pnrent they woul d be using, himinstrunent flying was done
in a Link Trainer, a
nock-up of an airplane cockpit that rested on a base,
enabling the pilot hi the cockpit to put
pl ane through any nmaneuver, including stalls,
spins and rolls. A black hood was put over the
». of the cockpit so that the pilot was flying blind,
using only the instrunents in front of him The
I nstructor
outside the Trainer fed orders to the pflot, giving



himdirections for takeoffs and landings in the face of
strong wind velocity, storms, nountain ranges and every
ot her simul ated hazard concei vabl e. Mbst i nexperienced
pilots went into the Link Trainer with a feeling

of confidence, but they soon learned that the little
Trainers were nmuch nore difficult to operate than they
appeared to be. It was an eerie sensation to be alone in
the tiny cockpit, all senses cut off fromthe outside
wor | d.

Larry was a gifted pupil. He was attentive in class

and absorbed everything he was taught He did all his
homework and did it well and carefully. He showed no
sign of inpatience, restlessness or boredom On the
contrary, he was the nost eager pupil in the course and
certainly the nost outstanding. The only area that was
new to Larry was the equi pnent, the DC-4. The

Dougl as pl anes were |long, sleek aircraft with sone

equi pnment that had not been in existence when the war
began. Larry spent hours going over every inch of the

pl ane, studying the way it had been put together and

the way it functioned. Evenings he pored over the dozens
of service manual s of the pl ane.

Late one night after all the other trainees had |eft

t he hangar Sakowi tz had conme upon Larry in one of

the DC-4s, lying on his back under the cockpit, exam ning
the wring.

"I tell you, the son-of-a-bitch is gunning for ny

job," Sakowitz told Carl Eastnman the next norning.

"The way he's going, he may get it," Eastnman

gri nned.

At the end of the eight weeks there was a little
graduati on

cerenony. Catherine proudly flew to New York

to be there when they presented Larry with his navigator's

W ngs.

He tried to make light of it. "Cathy, it's just a stupid
little piece of cloth they give you so you'll renmenber
what your job is when you get into the cockpit"”

no, you don't," she said. "I talked to Captain

and he told ne how good you are."
does a dunb Pol ack know?" Larry said,
i's go celebrate.™

ni ght Catherine and Larry and four of Larry's
ates and their wives went to the Twenty-one



on East Fifty-second Street for dinner. The foyer
, crowded, and the maitre d' told themthat w thout
stations there were no tables avail abl e.
To hell with this place,” Larry said. "Let's go next ato
Toots Shor's."
/ait a mnute," Catherine said. She went over to it
captain and asked to see Jerry Berns.

few nonments later a short, thin man wth inqui si
gray eyes bustl ed up.
“I"'mJerry Berns," he said. "May | help you?"
fy husband and | are with sone friends," Cather->
expl ai ned. "There are ten of us."
started to shake his head. "Unl ess you have a
ration..."
|"rmWIIliam Fraser's partner,"” Catherine said.
fjJerry Berns | ooked at Catherine reproachfully.
hy didn't you tell ne? Can you give ne fifteen m n?"

| f Thank you," Catherine said gratefully, him She' went
back to where the group was standing. a "Surprise!" Catherine
said. "W have a table."

"How di d you manage that?" Larry asked.

& Tt was easy," Catherine said, "I nentioned Bill

‘s nane." She saw the | ook that cane into

r's eyes. "He cones hi here often,” Catherine went
quickly. "And he told ne if | ever cane in and

1 atable, to nention his nane."

ALarry turned to the others. "Let's get the hell out of
e. This is for the birds."

no The group started toward the door. Larry turned to

I erine. "Com ng?"

"OF course," Catherine said hesitantly, "I just wanted to
tell themthat we're not..."

"Fuck "em" said Larry loudly. "Are you coning or

aren't you?"

People were turning to stare. Catherine felt her face

r edden.

"Yes," she said. She turned and foll owed Larry out

t he door.

They went to an Italian restaurant on Sixth Avenue

and had a bad dinner. Qutwardly Catherine acted as

t hough not hi ng had happened, but inwardly she was

fum ng. She was furious with Larry for his childish
behavi or



and for humliating her in public.

When they got honme, she wal ked into the bedroom

wi t hout saying a word, undressed, turned out the |ight
and got into bed. She heard Larry in the living room
m xing a drink.

Ten mnutes |ater he cane into the bedroom and

taned on the |ight and wal ked over to the bed. "You
pl anning to becone a martyr?" he asked.

She sat up, furious. "Don't try to put ne on the

def ensi ve, "

she said. "Your behavior tonight was inexcusable.
What got into you?"

"The sanme guy that got into you."

She stared at him "Wat ?"

“I"mtal king about M. Perfection. Bfll Fraser."

She | ooked at him not understanding. "Bill's never
done anything but help us."

"You bet your ass*" he said. "You owe himyour

business. | owe himny job. Now we can't even sit
down in a restaurant w thout Fraser's perm ssion. Wll,
Tm si ck of having himshoved down nmy throat every day." It

was Larry's tone that shook Catherine even

nore than what he was saying. It was so filled with
frustration and i npotence that she realized for the first
time how tornmented he nmust be. And why not? He had
come back fromfour years of fighting to find his wfe
in partnership with her fornmer |over. And to make it
wor se, he hinself had not even been able to get a job
wi t hout the help of Fraser.

As she | ooked at Larry, Catherine knew that this

; aturning point in their nmarriage. |If she stayed
him he would have to cone first. Before her job,
everything. For the first time Catherine felt that

| real |y understood Larry.

t hough reading her mnd Larry said contritely,

sorry | acted like a shit-heel this evening. But

we couldn't get a table until you nentioned

r*s magi ¢ nane, |--Fd suddenly had it up to

hi m

*Tmsorry, Larry,"” Catherine said, 'Tfl never do a to you
again."
ad they were in each other's arns, and Larry said, don't

ever |leave ne, Cathy," and Catherine but of how cl ose she had



cone to it, and she held himtighter and said, "I won't | eave
you, darling, ever."

I~ Larry's first assignnent as a navigator was on Flight
"ttt from Washington to Paris. He stayed over in Paris
forty-eight hours after each flight, then returned himfor
t hree days before he flew out again.

norning Larry called Catherine at her office,

voi ce excited. "Hey, |'ve got a great restaurant for

, Can you get away for |unch?"

ACat herine | ooked at the pile of layouts that had to

fini shed and approved before noon. "Sure," she

", recklessly.

"till pick you up in fifteen mnutes."

| “You' re not |eaving ne!" Lucia, her assistant,

|. "Stuyvesant will have kittens if we don't get I'Il|
canpai gn to himtoday."

a"ft wll have to wait," Catherine said. "I'"mgoing to
(re lunch with ny husband."

Luci a shrugged. "I don't blanme you. If you ever get

1 of him wll you let ne know?"

ACat herine grinned. "You'll be too old.™

Larry picked Catherine up in front of the office, and I
got into the car.

"Did | screw up your day for you?" he asked m sievously.
"OF course not."

He | aughed. "All those executive types are going to
have a stroke."

Larry headed the car toward the airport

"How far is the restaurant?" Catherine asked. She

had five appointnents in the afternoon, beginning at
two o' cl ock.

“"Not far. . . Do you have a busy afternoon?"
"No," she lied.s"Nothing special."
"CGood. "

Wien they reached the airport turnoff, Larry swing
the car into the entrance.

"I's the restaurant at the airport?"

"At the other end,"” Larry replied. He parked the
car, took Catherine's armand |l ed her inside to the
Pan- Am gate. The attractive girl behind the desk
greeted Larry by nane.

"This is ny wife," Larry said proudly. "This is Ay
W nston. "



They exchanged hel | os.
"Come on." Larry took Catherine's arm and they
noved toward the departure ranp.

"Larry--"Cat heri nebegan. "\Were . . . ?"
"Hey, you're the nosiest girl |I've ever taken to
| unch. "

They had reached Gate 37. Two nen behind the

ticket counter were processing the tickets of enplaning
passengers. A sign on the information board read:
"Flight 147 to Paris--Departing 1:00 p.m"™

Larry wal ked up to one of the nen behind the desk.
"Here she is, Tony." He handed the man a pl ane

ticket "Cathy, this is Tony Lonbardi. This is Catherine."
"l1'"ve sure heard a | ot about you," the man gri nned.
"Your ticket's all in order." He handed the ticket to
Cat heri ne.

Catherine stared at it dazed. "What's this for?"

"I lied to you," Larry smled. "I'mnot taking you to

| unch. I'mtaking you to Paris. Maxim s."

Cat herine's voice broke. "M-Maxims? |a Paris?

v?" ' ~That's right"

a can't," Catherine waled. "I can't go to Paris now "
pSure you can," he grinned. "l've got your passport a ny
pocket . "
she said, "you're mad! | have no cl othes. |

a mllion appointnents. |--"

111 buy you sone clothes in Paris. Cancel your aptnents.

Eraser can get along wi thout you for a few
»

Catherine stared at him not know ng what to say.
remenbered the resolutions she had nmade to her-Larry
was her husband. He had to cone first, ierine realized
that it wasn't just taking her to Paris

was inportant to Larry. He was showi ng off for

asking her to fly in the plane he was navi gati ng,

she had al nost spoiled it. She put her hand in his

| smled up at him

Irwhat are we waiting for?" Catherine asked. "I'm

| Paris was a whirlw nd of fun. Larry had arranged to
a full week off, and it seened to Catherine that

hour of the day and night was crammed with

to do. They stayed at a charmng little hotel on



> Left Bank.
sir first nmorning in Paris Larry took Catherine to
Jon on the Chanps Elysées where he tried to buy
the entire store for her. She bought only the things
needed and was shocked at how expensi ve every-jwas.
| “You know your problenP" Larry said. "You worry one mnuch
about noney. You're on your honeynoon."
| *IYes, sir," she said. But she refused to buy an eve
dress that she did not need. Wien she tried to ask
where all the noney was comng from he did

want to discuss it, but she finally insisted on know"l
got an advance on ny salary,"” Larry told her.
"What's the big deal ?"
And Cat herine had not the heart to tell him He was
like a child about noney, generous and carefree, and
that was part of his charm
Just as it had been part of her father's charm
Larry took her on the visitor's tour of Paris: to the
Louvre, the Tuileries and Les Invalides to see Napol eon's
Tonb. He took her to a colorful little restaurant
near the Sorbonne. They went to Les Halles, the storied
mar ket pl ace of Paris, and watched the fresh fruit
and neat and vegetabl es brought in fromthe farns of
France, and spent their |ast Sunday afternoon at
Versaill es,
and then had dinner hi the breathtaking garden
at the Coq Hard! outside of Paris. It was a perfect second
honeynoon.

Hal Sakowitz sat in his office |ooking over the

weekly personnel reports. In front of himwas the report
on Larry Dougl as. Sakow tz was | eaning back in

his chair, studying it, pulling thoughtfully at his |ower
lip. Finally he | eaned forward and pressed an intercom
switch. "Send himin," he said.

A nmonent |ater, Larry wal ked in, wearing his Pan-Am
uniformand carrying his flight bag. He flashed Sakow tz
a smle. "Mrning, Chief," he said.

"Sit down."

Larry slouched into a chair opposite the desk and Ilit

a cigarette.

Sakowitz said, "I have a report here that |ast Mnday

in Paris you checked in for your Sight briefing
forty-five mnutes |ate."



Larry's expression changed. "I was caught in a parade
on the Chanps El ysées. The plane took off on

time. | didn't know we were running a boy's canp
here. "

“"We're running an airline," Sakowitz said, quietly.
"And we're running it by the book."

"OK," Larry said angrily. "Ill keep away fromthe
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a Elysées. Anything else?" him Captain Swift thinks you'd
had a drink or two | takeoff on the |ast couple of flights.
| e's a goddamed liar!" Larry snapped,
by would he |ie?"
he's afraid I'Il take his job away." There
; a sharp anger in Larry's voice. "The son-ofa-bitch
old maid who shoul d have been retired tea
hi m ago. 1
Saou' ve
flown wwth four different captains,"”
; said. "Wiich ones did you |ike?"
me of them" retorted Larry. He saw the trap too
Qui ckly, he added, "I nean--they're all right I him
not hi ng agai nst them™
hey don't like flying wwth you either," Sakow tz
him "You make them nervous."
at the hell does that nean?"
neans that if ever there's an energency, yon

to be damm sure about the man in the seat next to
, They're not sure about you."
Por Christ's sake!" Larry exploded. "I I|ived
ugh four years of energencies over Cermany and
lie South Pacific, risking ny fucking neck every
while they were back here sitting on their fat
ass-al l ecting
big salaries, and they don't have confi->
In me? You nust be joking!"
one says you're not great in a fighter plane,"”
itz replied quietly. "But we're flying passengers, a a
different ball gane."
sat there clenching his fists, trying to control
danger. "OK, " he said sullenly. "I get the nessage. |If
t hrough, | have a flight |leaving hi a few m n-oneone
else is taking it over," Sakowtz said, away fired."



a stared at hi munbelievingly. "Fmwhat?" a way, | suppose

it's nmy fault, Douglas. | had have hired you in the first

pl ace. "

got to his feet, his eyes blazing with fury.

"Then why the hell did you?" he denmanded.

"Because your wife had a friend naned Bill Fraser
."Sakow tz began.

Larry noved across the desk, his fist crashing into

Sakowitz's face. The bl ow propell ed Sakow tz agai nst

the wall. He used the nonmentumto bounce up. He hit

Larry twi ce, then stepped back, fighting for control.

"Get out of here," he said. "Now"

Larry stared at him his face twisted with hatred.

"You son-of-a-bitch," he said. "I wouldn't cone near

this airline again if you begged ne!" He turned and

stormed out of the office.

Sakowitz stood there | ooking after him H's secretary

came hurrying in. She saw the overturned chair

and Sakowi tz's bl oody |ip.

"are e you all right?" she asked.

"Terrific," he said. "Ask M. Eastnman if he can see

me. "

Ten minutes |ater Sakowitz had finished relating the

I ncident to Carl Eastman.

"What do you think's wong wth Dougl as?" Eastman

asked.

"Honestly? | think he's a psycho."

East man regarded himw th his piercing hazel eyes.

"That's pretty strong, Sak. He wasn't drunk when he

was flying. No one could even prove that he'd had a

drink on the ground. And anyone can be late once in a

while."

“"they that's all it was, | wouldn't have fired him Carl.

Dougl as has a low boiling point. To tell you the truth I

was trying to provoke himtoday, and it wasn't hard. If

he had stood up under the pressure, | mght have taken

a chance and kept himon. You know what worries ne?"

"What ?"

Sakowitz said, "A few days ago | ran into an old

buddy who flew with Douglas in the RAF. He told ne

a crazy story. It seens that when Douglas was hi the

Eagl e Squadron he fell for a little English girl who was

to a boy naned C ark in Dougl as* Squadron.

Jas did everything he could to nove in, but the



wasn't having any. A week before she and dark

to get married, the Squadron went up to cover him

B- Seventeens in a raid over Dieppe. Douglas was

at die rear of the Squadron. The fortresses

their bonbs and everyone headed for hone. | back over the
Channel » they were hit by sone

and O ark was shot down." He

| ost in sone reverie of his own. Eastnman

1 for himto go on and finally Sakowi tz | ooked up

;him "According to ny friend there were no Meshnmi dts
anywhere near Clark when he got it."

stared at hi munbelievingly. "Jesus! Are himsaying that
Larry Douglas . . . ?"

| i Tm not saving anything. Fmjust telling you an m;
story | heard."” He put his handkerchief to his

again. The bl eeding had stopped. "It's hard to tell

it's happening in the mddle of a dogfight. Mybe

just ran out of gas. One thing is certain. He sure
Itiell ran out of |uck."

"What happened to his girl?" him"Douglas noved in with
her until he cane back to

States, then he dunped her." He | ooked at

East-t houghtfully.

“I''l tell you one thing, for sure. | [ sorry for Dougl as’
wfe."

Cat herine was hi the conference roomhaving a staff
eting when the door opened and Larry wal ked i n.
H s eye was bruised and swollen, his cheek was cut him
hurried over to him "Larry, what happened?"
"l quit nmy job," he nunbl ed.
Catherine took himinto her office, away fromthe
gazes of the others, and put a cold cloth to his

and his cheek. "Tell me about it," she said, holding her
anger at what they had done to him
"They've been riding ne for a long tine, Cathy. |
they were jeal ous because | was in the war and
weren't Anyway, today was the topper. Sakow tz

called nme in and told ne the only reason they hired ne
in the first place was because you were Bill Eraser's
sweet heart"”

Cat herine | ooked at him speechl ess.

-1 hit him" Larry said. «l couldnt help it"



"Oh, darling!"™ Catherine said. "I'mso sorry."
"Sakowtz is sorrier," Larry replied. "I really clobbered
him Job or no job, | wasn't going to | et anyone
tal k about you that way."
She held himclose to her, reassuringly. "Don't
worry. You can go to work for any «hike in the country."
Cat herine proved to be a poor prophet. Larry applied
to all the airlines and several of them gave him
i nterviews but nothing canme of any of them Hugh Fraser
had | unch with Catherine and she told hi mwhat had
happened. Fraser sai d-not hing,
but he was very
t houghtful all through Iunch. Several tinmes she felt he
was on the verge of telling her sonething, but each
time ho stopped. Finally he said, "I know a | ot of people,
Cathy. Wuld you like nme to see what | can do for
Larry sonmewhere el se?"
"Thanks," Catherine said gratefully. "But | don't
think so. Well work it out ourselves."

Fraser regarded her a nonent, then nodded. "Let
me know i f you change your mnd."
"I wll," she said appreciatively. "It seens |I'm al ways
comng to you with ny problens."

ACME SECURI TY AGENCY
1402 "D' Street
Washi ngton, D.C.

Ref erence #2-179-210April 1,1946

Dear Monsi eur Barbet:

Thank you for your letter of March 15,1946,

and your bank draft

Since ny |last report, Subject has secured enpl oynment
as a pilot wwth The Flying Weels Trans port Conpany, a
smal | i ndependent freight conpany

operating out of Long Island. A Dun and

Bradstreet check shows that they are capitalized
under $750, 000. Their equi pment consists of a
converted B-26 and a converted DC-3. They

have bank | oans in excess of $400, 000. The

Vi ce-President of the Banque de Paris in New

York where they have their major account assures

me that the conpany has an excell ent

growt h potential and future. The bank is considering



| oani ng them sufficient noney to buy additional
ai rpl anes based on their current incone of

$80, 000 per year with projected increases of 30%
per year, over the next five years.

If you wish further details on the financial aspects
of the conpany, please |let ne know.

Subj ect began work on March 19, 1946. The

per sonnel manager (who is al so one of the owners)
i nfornmed ny operative that he felt very
fortunate to have Subject flying for him More
details to foll ow

Si ncerely,

R Ruttenberg

Managi ng Super vi sor

Banque de Paris
New York City, New York

Phi i ppe Chardon

Presi dent of the Board CherNell e,

To hers vrai nent nauvdsef Je one sais pas Ce

gue cet homre favour fait, mats quoi que Ce soit, i
a payé. Il a été MS a |la pone aux Flying Weels
tie, et non ana ne dit qu'il en a pique une crise.
Je pense étre a Athenes, et je conpte te vair.

Mes amties a Costa--et one tien fais pas la petite
faveur que je fai faite rester a noire secret.

Af f ect uesenent a toi,

Phi | i ppe

ACME SECURI TY ACGENCY

1402 "D' Street

Washi ngton, D.C

Ref erence #2-179-210 May 22, 1946

Dear Monsi eur Bar bel:

This is a followup to ny report of My 1, 1946.
On May 14, 1946, Subject was fired by The

FIl yi ng Wheel s Transport Conpany. | have tried
to make discreet inquiries as to the reason, but
each tinme have run up against a brick wall. No
one there will discuss it, | can only assune that
t he Subject did sonmething to disgrace hinself,
and they don't want to talk about it.

Subj ect is |ooking for another flying job, but



apparently has no i nmedi ate prospects.

Il wll continue to try to get nore information
about why he was di schar ged.

Si ncerely,

R Ruttenberg

Managi ng Supervi sor

CABLEGRAMMay 29, 1946

Chri stian Bar bel

Cabl e Chri sbar

Pari s, France

CABLE ACKNOW.EDGED STOP W LL | MVEDI ATELY
DROP | NVESTI GATI ON OF

REASON FOR SUBJECT BEI NG' FI RED
STOP W LL CONTI NUE EVERYTHI NG ELSE
AS BEFORE

REGARDS,

R RUTTENBERG

ACVE SECURI TY AGENCY

ACME SECURI TY AGENCY
1402 "D' Street

Washi ngton, D.C.
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The Oter Side of M dnight

a Reference #2-179-210June 16, 1946

Dear Monsi eur Barbet:

Thank you for your letter of June 10th and your

bank draft.

On June 15th, Subject obtained enpl oynent

as a co-pilot with dobal Airways, a regional

feeder airline operating between Washi ngton,

Bost on and Phi | adel phi a.

G obal Airways is a small new airline with a

fleet of three converted war planes, and as far as

| have been able to ascertain, they are under» capitalized
and in debt. A Vice-President of the

firminformed ne that they have been prom sed

a loan fromthe Dallas First National Bank w thin

the next sixty days which wll give them

enough capital to consolidate their bills and to expand.
Subj ect is held in high esteem and appears to



have a good future there.

Pl ease | et nme know whet her you require any
further information about d obal Airways.
Si ncerely,

R Ruttenbergqg,

Managi ng Supervi sor

ACVE SECURI TY AGENCY
1402 "D' Street
Washi ngton, D. G

Ref erence #2-179-210July 20, 1946

Dear Monsi eur Barbet:

A obal Al rways has unexpectedly filed

for bankruptcy and is going out of operation. As

far as | can learn, this nove was forced by the
refusal of the Dallas First National Bank to grant
the loan that was prom sed. Subject is now unenpl oyed
again and back to earlier patterns of behavior,

as outlined hi previous reports.

| will not pursue any investigation into the tea

son for the bank's refusal of the |oan or G obal
Airways' financial difficulties unless you specifically
advise ne to do so.

Si ncerely,

R Ruttenberg

Managi ng Super vi sor

Noel l e kept all the reports and the clippings in a special
| eat her bag to which she had the only key. The bag

was kept inside a | ocked suitcase and stored at the

back of her bedroom cl oset, not because she thought
Demiris would pry into her things, but because she
knew how nuch he loved intrigue. This was Noelle's
personal vendetta, and she wanted to be sure that Demris
remai ned unaware of it.

Constantin Demris was going to play a part in her

pl an of vengeance, but he woul d never know about it
Noell e took a |l ast | ook at the menorandum and | ocked

It away, satisfied.

She was ready to begin.



It started wwth a phone caii.

Catherine and Larry were having an uneasy sflence-filled
di nner at hone. Larry had been hone very little

ktely, and when he was honme he was surly and rude.

Cat heri ne understood hi s unhappi ness.

"I't's as though sonme denon is on ny back,"” he had

told her when G obal A rways had gone bankrupt. And

It was true. He had had an incredible run of bad | uck.
Catherine tried to reassure Larry, to keep rem ndi ng
hi m of what a wonderful pilot he was and how | ucky
anyone would be to have him But it was like |iving

with a wounded |ion. Catherine never knew when he

woul d | ash out at her, and because she was afraid of

| etting hi mdown, she tried to understand his wld rages
and overl ook them The phone rang as she was serving
dessert. She picked up the receiver.

"Hello."

There was an Englishman's voice on the other end
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fine and it said, "Is Larry Douglas in, please?

| Whi t est one here.™

Just a nonent." She held the receiver out to Larry. \ for
you. lan Witestone." himfrowned, puzzled. "Wo?" Then his
face cl eared.

Christ's sake!" He wal ked over and took the re-from

Cat herine. "lan?v He gave a short | augh.

Cod, it's been al nost seven years. How t he hel

[you ever track nme down?"

Cat herine watched Larry nodding and smling as he him At
the end of what seened |like five m nutes,

"Well, that sounds interesting, old buddy. Sure him
Where?" He listened. "Right. Half an hour, in

| you then." Thoughtfully, he replaced the receiver. himhe
a friend of yours?" Catherine asked.

turned to face her. "No, not really. That's

It's so funny. He's a guy | flewwth hi the RAF. W
really got along all that well. But he says he has
sition for ne." that kind of proposition?" Catherine
asked.

shrugged. "Il let you know when | get

was al nost three o' clock hi the norning when



returned to the apartnent. Catherine was sitting
I n bed reading. Larry appeared at the bedroom

(1
onet hi ng had happened to him He radiated an ex-tit
t hat Cat herine had not seen in himfor a | ong
He wal ked over to the bed.
."How did your neeting go?"

I "I think it went great,"” Larry said, carefully, "In fact
‘went so great | still can't believe it | think | may

>aj ob. "

A"Working for |lan Whitestone?"

; "No. lan's a pilot--like nme. | told you we flewtoiler."
1 "Yes. M

"Wl --after the war, a G eek buddy of his got him

a job as a private pilot for Demris."

"The shi pping tycoon?"

"Shi pping, oil, gold--Demris owns half the world.

Wvt est one had a beautiful setup over there.”

"What happened?"

Larry | ooked at her and grinned. "Whitestone's quit

his job. He's going to Australia. Soneone's setting him
up in his own business over there."

"I still don't understand,"” said Catherine. "Wat

does all this have to do with you?"

"Wm est one spoke to Demris about ny taking his

place. He just quit, and Demris hasn't had a chance to
| ook around for a replacenent. Witestone thinks I'm

a cinch for the job." He hesitated. "You don't know
what this could nean, Cathy."

Cat heri ne thought of the other tinmes, the other jobs,
and she renenbered her father and his enpty dreans,

and she kept her voice noncommttal, not wishing to
encourage any fal se hopes in Larry, and yet not wanting
to danpen his enthusiasm

"Didn't you say you and Wi testone weren't particularly
good friends?"

He hesitated. "Yeah." A small frown creased his
forehead. The truth of the natter was that he and | an

Wi t est one had never |iked each other at all. The
t el ephone

call tonight had been a big surprise. At the
neeti ng, Whitestone had seened oddly ill at ease.

When he had expl ained the situation and Larry had



said, "Fmsurprised that you thought of ne," there had
been an awkward pause, and then Whitestone had said,
"Demris wants a great pilot, and that's what you are.”
It was al nost as though Whitestone were pressing the
job on himand that Larry would be doing hima favor.

He had appeared very relieved when Larry said he was

I nterested and then seened anxious to |l eave. Al in al
it had been a strange neeti ng.

"This could be the chance of a lifetine," Larry told
Cathy. "Demris was paying Witestone fifteen

t hou- drachmas a nonth. That's five hundred dollars \ he
lived |ike a king over there."

Jut wouldn't that nmean you'd be living in Geece?" "W?2d
be living in Geece," Larry corrected her.

Sth that kind of noney, we could save enough to be
endent hi a year. |'ve got to take a shot at it."

Cat heri ne was hesitant, choosing her words care-"Larry,
It's so far away and you don't even know

Istantin Demris. There nust be a flying job here

»

io!'" IDs tone was savage. "Nobody gives a shit
how good a pilot you are. Al they care about is
| ong you' ve paid your goddam uni on dues. Over
|'"d be independent. It's the kind of thing I've
dreaming of, Cathy. Demiris has a fleet of planes
woul dn't believe, and 111 be flying again, baby.
only one I'd have to please would be Demris, and
stone says he'll |love ne."
| She thought again of Larry's job at Pan Am and the
he had had for it and his failures with the small does. My
God, she thought. What am | getting my into? It would nean
gi ving up the business she had
It, going to live in a strange place wth strangers, hima
husband who was al nbst a stranger. no He was watchi ng her.
"Are you with nme?"
She | ooked up at his eager face. This was her hus-ad
and if she wanted to keep her marriage, she I'll have to
live where he lived. And how lovely it I'Il be if it did work
out. He would be the old Larry
an. The charm ng, anusing, wonderful man she had
arried. She had to give it a chance.
"OF course I'mwith you," Catherine said. "Wiy wasn't you



fly over and see Demris? If the job works

, then I'll conme over and join you."

He smled, that charm ng, boyish grin. "I knew | ['II
count on you, baby." He put his arns around her

hel d her close. "You' d better take off that night-a,"”
Larry said, "or I'"'mgoing to poke holes init."

But as Catherine slowly took it off, she was thinking
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about how she was going to tell Bill Fraser.

Early the next norning Larry flew to Athens to neet
Constantin Demris.

Dari ng the next few days Catherine heard not hi ng
from her husband. As the week dragged by, she found
hersel f hoping that things had not worked out in
Greece and that Larry would be com ng hone. Even if
he got the position with Demris, there was no way of
telling howlong it would last Surely he could find a
job in the United States.

Si x days after Larry had left, Catherine received an
over seas phone cal L

" Cat heri ne?"
"Hello, darling."

"Get packed. You're talking to Constantin Demris'
new personal pilot."

Ten days later, Catherine was on her way to G eece.
i
Book Two

Noel | e AND
CATHERI NE



At hens 1946
14

a nold sone cities, sone cities nold nen. Athens is
nvfl that has wi thstood the hammer of centuries. It
captured and despoiled by the Saracens, the

the Turks, but each tinme it patiently survived,
lies toward the southern end of the great cen-plain
of Attica, which slopes gently toward the

lic Gulf on the southwest and is overl ooked on
feast by the majestic Mount Hynettus. Underneath

ay patina of the city one still found a village

w th ancient ghosts and steeped in rich tradition
aeless glories, where its citizens lived as much in
past as in the present, a city of constant surprise,
| of discovery, and in the end unknowabl e.

was at the Hellenikon Airport to neet Gather-i

pl ane. She saw him hurrying toward the ranp, his

> eager and excited as he ran toward her. He | ooked her

and | eaner than when she had | ast seen him

1 he seened to be free of strain.

|'"ve mssed you, Cathy," he said as he scooped her

cin his arms.

] s*Tve m ssed you too." And as she said it, she real -how

much she nmeant it. She kept forgetting the

;. physical inpact that Larry had on her until they
after an absence and each tine it hit her anew

"How did Bill Fraser take the newt?" Larry asked as him

hel ped her through Custons.

"He was very good about it"

"He had no choice, had he?" Larry said, sardonj,

cally.

Cat herine renmenbered her neeting with Bill Fraser.

He had | ooked at her, shocked. "You're going to go off

to Geece to We? Wy, for God's sakes?"

“I't'"s hi the fine print of ny marriage contract," she

had replied lightly.

"I mean, why can't Larry get a job here, Catherine?"

"I don't know why, Bill. Sonething always seens to

go wong. But he has a job hi Geece and he seens to

feel that it's going to work out."

After his first inpulsive protest Fraser had been



wonderful . He had made everything easy for her and

I nsisted that she keep her interest hi the firm "You're
not going to stay away forever," he kept saying.

Cat herine was thinking of his words now as she

wat ched Larry arrange for a porter to carry her |uggage
to a |inousine.

He spoke to the porter in G eek and Catherine narvel ed
at Larry's facility for | anguage.

"Watt Tl you neet Constantin Demris,"” Larry said.

"He's |i ke a goddamm king. Al the noguls hi Europe
seemto spend their tinme figuring out 'what they can do
to please him"

I'"'mglad you like him1*

"And he likes ne."

She had never heard hi m sound so happy and ent husi asti c.
It was a good onen.

On the way to the hotel Larry described his first
meeting with Demris. Larry had been net at the airport
by a liveried chauffeur. Larry had asked to take a

| ook at Demris' fleet of planes, and the chauffeur had
driven himto an enornous hangar at the far end of the
field. There were three planes, and Larry inspected
each one with a critical eye. The Hawker Si ddel ey was

a beauty, and he |longed to get behind the wheel and fly
It. The next ship was a six-place Piper in topnotch
condi tion.

He estimated that it could easily do three hun- The O her
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| es per hour. The third plane was a two-seater
L-5, with a Lycom ng engi ne, a wonderful
| for shorter flights. It was an inpressive private
| When Larry had finished Ms inspection, lie re-t
t he wat chi ng chauffeur.
| do," Larry said "Lef himgo."

chauffeur had driven himto a villa in Varl dza,
live suburb twenty-five kiloneters from
woul dn't believe Demris* place,” Larry told one.
adidit look |ike?" Catherine asked, eagerly, it is
| npossible to describe. It's about ten acres with
gates, guards, watchdogs, and the whole bit
Nnt side of the viHa is a palace, and the inside is a
It has an indoor swi nmng pool, a full stage him



projection room You'll see ft one day."

I fas he nice?" Catherine asked.

| fou bet he was," Larry smled. "I got the red-cartnent.
| guess ny reputation preceded ne."

fact Larry had sat in a small anteroom for three
waiting to see Constantin Demris. In ordinary

aces Larry would have been furious at the

but he knew how nmuch depended on this neet

-and he was too nervous to be angry. He had told

tie how inportant this job was to him But he

E not told her how desperately he needed it Hi s one
skill was flying and without it he felt lost. It was
dough his life had sunk to sone unexplored eno-1

depth and the pressures on himwere" too great to get.
Everyt hi ng depended on this job.

the end of three hours a butler had conme in and

need that M. Demris was ready to see him He

l ed Larry through a | arge reception hall that

like it belonged at Versailles. The walls were

I te shades of gold, green and bl ue, and Beauvais

stries hung on the walls, franmed by panels of rose

A magni ficent oval Savonnerie rug was on the

and above it an enornous chandelier of crystal

De Roche and bronze Dote.

At the entry to the library were a pair of green onyx
colums with capitals of gold bronze. himlibrary itself
was exqui site, designed by a master artisan, and the
wal | s were carved, paneled fruitwoods. In the center of
one wall stood a white marble mantel piece with gold
gilt ornanentations. On it rested two beautiful bronze
Chénets of Philippe Caffieri.

From mantel top to ceiling rose a heavily carved trueau
mrror wwth a painting by | ean Honoré Frag» nard. Through
an open French wi ndow Larry caught

a glinpse of an enornous pati o overl ooking a private
park filled with statues and fountai ns.

At the far end of the library was a great Bureau Pl at
desk and behind it a. magnificent tall back chair covered
hi Aubusson tapestry. In front of the desk were

two bergeres with Gobelin uphol stery.

Demiris was standing near the desk, studying a |arge
Mercator map on the wall, dotted with dozens of col ored
phis. He turned as Larry entered and held out his

hand.



"Constantin Demris," he said, wth the faintest
trace of an accent Larry had seen phot ographs of him
hi news magazi nes throughout the years, but nothing
had prepared himfor the vital force of the man.
M know," Larry said, shaking his hand. "I'm Larry
Dougl as. "
Demris saw Larry's eyes go to the map on the wal
"My enpire,"” he said. "Sit down."
Larry took a chair opposite the desk.
"I understand that you and |an Witestone fl ew together
in the RAF?"
"Yes."
Demiris | eaned back hi his chair and studied Larry.
“l'an thinks very highly of you."
Larry smled, "I think highly of him He's a hell of a
pilot."
"That's what he said about you, except he used the
word 'great.'"
felt again that sense of surprise he had had hi m had
first spelled oat the offer. He had
given Demris a big buildup about him far
proportion to the relationship that he and energi ng had
had. "lI'mgood," Larry said. "That's
ness. "
hi m nodded. "asked |i ke nen who are good at their
Did you know t hat nost of the people in the
| are not?"
i .hadn't given it nuch thought one way or the
" Larry confessed.
have." He gave Larry a wintry smle. "That*s nmy pie. The
great majority of people hate
r*re doing, M. Douglas. Instead of devising
get into sonething they |ike, they remain
all then* lives, like brainless bisects. It's rare to Ba
man who | oves his work. Al nost invariably himyou find such a
man, he is a success." one suppose that's true," Larry said
nodestly, you are not a success.”
| ooked up at Demris, suddenly wary. That
ads on what you nmean by success, M. Demris,"
>id carefully.
at | nmean is,” Demris said bluntly, "you did
hi the war, but you are not doing very well Ce.
felt the nuscles of his jaw begin to tighten. He
he was being baited, and he tried to hold back



His mnd raced frantically, trying to figure

| what he could say to salvage this job he needed so
erately. Demris was watching him his olive black him
quietly studying him m ssing nothing.

at happened to your job with Pan Aneri can,

, Dougl as?"
found a grin he didn't feel like. "I didn't like

I dea of sitting around for fifteen years waiting to get
a copilot.”

> you hit the man you worked for.'
"Who told you that?"

"Gh, conme, M, Douglas,” Demiris said inpatiently,

"If you went to work for ne, | would be putting ny life
I n your hands every tine | flewwth you. My life hap.
pens to be worth a great deal to ne. Did you really
think I would hire you without know ng everythi ng about
you?"

"You were fired fromtw flying jobs after you were
fired fromPan Am" Demris went on. "That's a poor
record. "

"It had nothing to do with ny ability," Larry retorted,
anger beginning to rise in himagain. "Business

was slow with one conpany, and the other couldn't get

a bank | oan and went bankrupt. |I'm a dammed good pilot.'
Demiris studied hima nonent, then smled. "I

know you are," he said. "You don't respond well to

di sci pline, do you?"

"I don't |ike being given orders by idiots who know

| ess than | do."

"I trust I wll not fall into that category,"
said dryly.

"Not unless you're planning to tell nme howto fly
your planes, M. Demris."

“No, that would be your job. It would afco be your
job to see that | got where | was going efficiently,
confortably

and safely."

Larry nodded. "I'd do ny best, M. Demris."

"I believe that," Demris said. "You ve been out to
| ook at ny planes.™

Larry tried to keep the surprise out of his face.
«Yes, sir."

"How did you |ike then?"

Larry could not conceal his enthusiasm "They're

a showed his surprise.

Demris



beauties."

Demris responded to the ook on Larry's face.

"Have you ever flown a Hawker Siddel ey?"

Larry hesitated a nonent, tenpted to lie. "No, sir."
Demris nodded. "Think you could | earn?"

grinned. "they you've got soneone who can

»ten mnutes.”

| eaned forward in his chair and pressed his

sl ender fingers together. "I could choose a pil ot
»is famliar with all ny planes.”
you won't," Larry said, "because you'll keep

new pl anes, and you want sonmeone who can

apt to anything you buy."

| i Demris nodded his head. "You are correct," he

"What | amlooking for is a pilot--a pure pilot-- a who is
at his happiest when he is flying." on That was the nonent
when Larry knew the job was

fc
him Larry was never aware of how cl ose he had cone to
being hired. A great deal of Constantin Demris' | was due

to a highly devel oped instinct for trou-and
it had served himoften enough so that he sel-di sregarded
it. When lan Witestone had cone to
ormhimthat he was quitting, a silent alarmwent off him
Demris' mnd. It was partly because of Witestone's
tier. He was acting unnaturally and seened uneasy.

wasn't a question of noney, he assured Demris. He
a chance to go into business for hinself with his
other-in-law in Sydney and he had to try it. Then he
1 recommended anot her pilot.
"He's an Anerican, but we flew together hi the
He's not just good, he's great, M. Demris. | had know a
better flyer."
Demiris quietly listened as |an Whitestone went on
ailing the virtue of his friend, trying to find the
note that jarred him He finally recognized it
litestone was overselling, but possibly that was be-ause
of his enbarrassnent at quitting his job so
Tjrupfly.
Because Demiris was a man who | eft not even the
| est detail to chance, be nade several phone calls
various countries after Wiitestone |eft. Before the
noon was over Demris had ascertained that soneone had
I ndeed put up noney to finance Witestone in



a small electronics business in Australia, wth his
brother-in-law. He had spoken to a friend in the British
Air Mnistry and two hours | ater had been given a

verbal report on Larry Douglas. "He was a bit erratic

on the ground,” his friend had said, "but he was a superb
flyer." Demris had then nade tel ephone calls to

Washi ngton and New York and had been quickly

brought up-to-date on Larry Dougl as* current status.
Everything on the surface appeared to be just as it
ought to be. And yet Constantin Demris still felt that
vague sense of unease, a presentinent of trouble. He

had di scussed the matter with Noelle, suggesting that
per haps he mght offer Ian Whitestone nore noney to

stay on. Noelle had listened attentively and then said,
“"No. Let himgo, Costa. And if he recomrends this
Anerican flyer so highly, then | would certainly try
him™"

And that finally had decided him

From the nonent Noelle knew that Larry Dougl as

was on his way to Athens she was able to think of

not hi ng el se. She thought of all the years it bad taken,
the careful, patient |laying of plans, the slow, inexorable
tightening of the web, and she*was sure that Constantin
Demris woul d have been proud of her if he had

known. It was ironic, Noelle reflected. If she had never
nmet Larry, she could have been happy with Deniris.

They conpl enented e!ach other perfectly. They b, oth

| oved power and knew how to use it. They were above

ordi nary people. They were gods, neant to rule. In the
end they could never |ose, because they had a deep, al nost
nmystic patience. They could wait forever. And

now, for Noelle, the waiting was over.

Noel | e spent the day in the garden |ying hi a hanmock,
goi ng over her plan; and by the tinme the sun began
to sink toward the western sky, she was satisfied.

y»fshe thought, it was a pity that so nuch of the
years had been filled with her plans for ven-1It

had notivated al nost every waki ng no-given

her life a vitality and drive and excite-and

now in a few short weeks the quest would on cone to an
end.



that nmonent, |ying under the dying Gecian sun
the late afternoon breezes beginning to cool the
green garden, Noelle had no idea that it was just

hi m ni ght before Larry was to arrive, Noelle was unto
sl eep. She | ay awake all night, renmenbering
and the man who had given her the gift of |augh-;and
taken it away fromher again . . . feeling
jr's baby in her wonb, possessing her body as its
j w had possessed her m nd. She renenbered that
in the dreary Paris flat and the agony of the

nmetal coat hanger ripping into her flesh deeper
deeper until it tore into the baby with the sweet,
arable pain driving her into a frenzy of hysteria
the endl ess river of blood pouring fromher. She
abered all these things and relived them again
, the pain, the agony and the hatred..
Ufive and., Noelle was up and dressed, sitting in
room | ooki ng out at the huge fireball rising over
Aegean. It rem nded her of another norning in
i s when she had arisen early and dressed and wanted for
Larry--only this time he would be here. Be*
she had seen to it that he had to be. As Noelle
hi m before, so Larry needed her now, even
ough he was still unaware of it.
Demris sent a nessage up to Noelle's suite that he
ould li ke her to have breakfast with him but she was
excited, and she was afraid that her nobod m ght himhis
curiosity. She had | ong ago | earned that De-had
the sensitivity of a cat: He m ssed not hing.
Noel | e rem nded herself that she nust be care- She
wanted to take care of Larry herself in her

own way. She had thought |ong and hard about the

fact that she was vising Constantin Demiris as an UN
witting tool. they he ever found out, he would not |ike
it.

Noel l e had a demtasse of thick Geek coffee and

half a freshly baked roll. She had no appetite. Her

m nd was feverishly dwelling on the neeting that

woul d take place hi a few short hours. She had taken
unusual care with her makeup and the selection of a
dress, and she knew that she | ooked beautiful.

Shortly after eleven o' clock, Noelle heard the |inousine



pull up in front of the house. She took a deep

breath to control her nervousness, then slowy wal ked
over to the wi ndow. Larry Douglas was getting out of

the car. Noelle watched as he noved toward the front
door and it was as though the march of years had

rolled away, and the two of them were back in Paris.
Larry was a little nore mature, and the fighting and

the Jiving had added new lines to his face, but they
only served to make hi m handsonmer than he had been.
Looki ng at himthrough the wi ndow ten yards away

Noell e could still feel the animl nagnetism still feel
the old desire and it welled up hi her, mxing with the
hatred until she was filled with a sense of exhilaration
that was alnost |like a clinmax. She took one | ast quick

| ook at herself hi the mrror and then went downstairs
to neet the nman she was about to destroy.

As she wal ked down the stairs, Noelle wondered

what Larry's reaction would be when he saw her. Had

he bragged to his friends and perhaps even his wife

t hat Noel | e Page had once been in | ove with hinf? She
wonder ed, as she had wondered a hundred tines before,
whet her he ever relived the magic of those days

and nights they had together in Paris and whet her he
regretted what he had done to her. How it nust have eaten
at his soul that Noelle had becone internationally
famous and that his own life consisted of a series

of small failures! Noelle wanted to see sone of that in
Larry's eyes notf when they cane face to face for the
first time in al nost seven years.

| ie had reached the reception hall when the front opened
and the butler ushered himin. Larry was

at the enornous foyer in awe when he turned

Noel l e. He | ooked at her for a | ong nonent,

lighting up in appreciation at the sight of a

wonman. “"Hello," he said, politely. I"'mLarry him | have
an appointnment to see M. Demris."

ad there was no sign of recognition on his face,

sat all.

living through the streets of Athens toward then*
Cat heri ne was dazed by the succession of ruins
Amonunent s that appeared all around them

head she saw t he breat ht aki ng spectacle of the

Ht nar bl ed Parthenon rising high atop the Acropo-;



Hotel s and office buildings were everywhere, yet in

| «odd way it seened to Catherine that the newer
appeared tenporary and i npermanent while

Part henon | oonmed imortal and tineless in the

| clarity of the air.

"Inmpressive, isn't it?" Larry grinned. "The whole a is
li ke that. One big beautiful ruin."

jiihey passed a large park in the center of the city
dancing fountains in the mddle. Hundreds of ta-with
green and orange poles lined the park, and himair above
them was carpeted with blue awnings.

"That's Constipation Square,"” Larry said. "Wiat?" ' "Its
real nane is Constitution Square. People sit at
himtables all day drinking Geek coffee and watching |
world go by."

On al nost every bl ock there were outdoor cafes,

on the corners nmen were selling freshly caught

ages. Everywhere flowers were sold by vendors,

their booths were a rage of violently colored blos-'The
city is so white," Catherine said. "It's dazng."

The hotel suite was |arge and charm ng, overl ooking
Syntagma Square, the |arge square in the center of the
city. In the roomwere beautiful flowers and an enor nous
bow of fresh fruit.

"l love it, darling," Catherine said, going around the
suite.

The bell boy had put her suitcases down and Larry

ti pped him "Parapol ee,” the boy said.

"Paraktdo,"” Larry replied.

The bell boy |l eft, closing the door behind him

Larry wal ked over and put his arns around Catheri ne.
"Wl cone to Greece." He kissed her hungrily, and

she felt the hardness of his body pressing into the
softness of hers and she knew how nmuch he had m ssed
her and she was glad. He | ed her into the bedroom

On the dressing table was a small package. "Open

it," Larry told her.

Her fingers tore the wapping apart and in a snall

box inside was a tiny bird carved in jade. As busy as he
was, Larry had renenbered, and Cat heri ne was

t ouched. Sonehow the bird was a talisnman, an onen

that everything was going to be all right, that the
probl ens

of the past were finished.



As they made | ove, Catherine said a little prayer of
gratitude, thankful to be hi the arns of the husband
whom she | oved so nuch, in one of the nbst exciting
cities in the world, starting out on a new life. This was
the old Larry, and all their problens had only nade

their marriage stronger.

Not hi ng coul d hurt them now.

The next norning Larry arranged for a real-estate
agent to show Cat herine sone apartnents. The agent
turned out to be a short, dark, heavily noustached man
named Di m tropol ous who spoke in a rapid tongue that
he sincerely believed was perfect English but which
consi sted of Greek words interlaced wth an occasi onal
undeci pherabl e Engli sh phrase.

By throwi ng herself on his mercy--a trick that

Cat herine was to use often in the nonths to cone--she
307

himto speak very slowy so that she was

sift out sonme of the English words and try to

(awld stab at what he was trying to say.

fourth place he showed her was a bright and

four-room apartnent hi what she |ater |earned

pt he Kol onaki section, the fashionabl e suburb of

lined with beautiful residential buildings and
shops.

Larry returned to the hotel that evening!

told himabout the apartnment, and two days

t hey noved in.

was away during-the

day but he tried to be himto have dinner with Catherine.
Di nner in Athens

any tine between nine and twelve o' clock. Be-two

and five hi the afternoon, everyone had a

and the shops opened again until |ate evening.

Eterine found herself conpletely absorbed in the

On her third night in Athens Larry brought hone

ad, Count George Pappas, an attractive G eek



forty-five, tall and slimwith dark hair with a
of gray at the tenples. There was a curious ol d-aed
dignity about himthat Catherine |liked. He

themto dinner at a small taverna hi the Plaka, the
at section of the city. The Plaka conprised a few
acres carelessly flung together in the heart of
Itown Athens, with twisting alleys and crunbling,
staircases that led to tiny houses built un-Turkish
rul e when Athens was a nere village. The

was a place of whitewashed, ranbling structures,
fruit and flower stalls, the marvel ous aroma of | roasting
hi the open, howing cats and vociferous
fights. The effect was enchanting. In any other him
Cat herine thought, a section |like this would be the
, Here, if hima nonunent.
(The taverna that Count Pappas took themto was
on top of a roof overlooking the city; the himwere
dressed in colorful costunes.

‘M
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"What would you like to «at?" the Count asked

Cat heri ne.

She studied the alien nmenu hel plessly. "Wuld you

m nd ordering for me? I"'mafraid | mght order the
proprietor."”

Count Pappas ordered a sunptuous banquet, choosing

a variety of dishes so Catherine would get a chance
to taste everything. They had dol mades, neatballs
wrapped in vine | eaves; nousaka, a succul ent neat and
eggpl ant pie; stiffado, stewed hare with onions--
Catherine wasn't told what it was until she had eaten
half of it, and she was unable to eat another bite of
it--and taranosal ata, the G eek salad of caviar with
olive oil and | enmon. The Count ordered a bottle of
retsina.

This is our national wne," he explained. He

wat ched Cat herine with anusenent as she tasted it. It
had a pi ney, resonated taste, and Catherine struggled



ganely to down it

"What ever | had," she gasped, "I think this just

cured it."

As they ate, three nusicians began to play Bozoukia
music. It was lively and gay and infectious and, as the
group wat ched, custonmers began to get to their feet

and nove out onto the dance floor to dance to the nusic.
VWhat amazed Cat herine was that the dancers were

all male, and they «ere nagnificent She was enjoying
hersel f trenmendously.

They did not |eave the cafe until after three and.

The Count drove them back to their new apartnent.

"Have you done any sightseeing yet?" he asked

Cat heri ne.

«Not really," she confessed. "I'"'mwaiting for Larry

to get sone tine off."

The Count turned to Larry. "Perhaps | could show

Cat herine sonme of the sights until you are able to join

"That woul d be great," Larry said. "they you're sure it
woul dn't be too rmuch trouble."

woul d be ny pleasure,” the Count replied He

to Catherine. "Wuld you m nd having ne as

I gui der

| ooked at him and thought of D mtropol ous, the

(real -estate nman who spoke fluent gi bberish.

I'"d love it," she replied sincerely.

hi m

next few weeks were fascinating. Catherine

spend nornings fixing up the apartnent, and in
(afternoon, if Larry was away, the Count woul d

‘on her up and take her sightseeing, they drove out to
Oynpia. '"This is the site of the on Aynpic Ganes," the
Count told her. "They were

here every year for a thousand years in spite of

, pl agues and fam nes."

I erine stood |looking in awe at the ruins of the

arena, thinking of the grandeur of the contests

had been held there through the centuries, the

phs, the defeats.

Tal k about the playing fields of Eton," Catherine "This is
where the spirit of sportsmanship really

.isn"t o it?"



lie Count |aughed. "I'mafraid not," he said. "The I'Il is
alittle enbarrassing."”
get | ooked up, interested. "Wy?"
lie first chariot race ever held here was fixed."
| *Fi xed?"
Tm afraid so,"” Count Pappas confessed. "You see,

was a rich prince naned Pel ops who was feuding
a rival. They decided to hold a chariot race here
[ see who was the better man. The night before the
Pel ops tanpered with the wheel of his rival's
When the race began, the whole countryside a here to cheer
on their favorite. At the first turn the
of the rival's chariot flew off, and his chari ot
Pel op's rival was entangled in the reins and
1 to his death. Pel ops drove on to victory."
I *That's terrible,” Catherine said. "What did they do
I ton?"
That's really the disgraceful part of the story," the
Count replied. "By now t he whol e popul ace was aware
of what Pel ops had done. It made himsuch a big hero
that a huge pedi nent was raised hi his honor at A ynpi ad
Tenple of Zeus. It is still there.” He smled wyly.
“I"'mafraid that our villain prospered and |ived happily
ever after. As a matter of fact," he added, "the whole
region south of Corinth is called the Pel oponnesus after
him"
"Who said crinme doesn't pay?" marvel ed Cat heri ne.
Whenever Larry was free, he and Cat herine woul d
explore the city together. They found wonderful shops
where they woul d spend hours haggling over prices,
and out-of-the-way little restaurants that they nade
their own. Larry was a gay and charm ng conpani on,
and Cat herine was grateful that she had given up her
job in the States to be with her husband.

Larry Dougl as had never been happier in his life.

The job with Demris was the dreamof a lifetine.

The noney was good, but Larry was not interested

In that He was interested only in the nagnificent machines
he flew It took himexactly one hour to | earn

to fly the Hawker Siddeley and five nore flights to

master it. Most of the tinme Larry flew with Paul Metaxas,
Demris' happy-go-lucky little G eek copilot. Mtaxas

had been surprised by the sudden departure of



| an Wi testone, and be had been apprehensi ve about

Wi testone's repl acenent. He had heard stories about
Larry Dougl as, and he was not sure he |iked what he
heard. Dougl as, however, seened genui nely enthusiastic
about his new job and the first tinme Metaxas flew
with him he knew that Douglas was a superb pilot.
Little by little Metaxas rel axed his guard and the

two nen becane friends.

Whenever he was not flying, Larry spent time |earning
every idiosyncrasy of Demiris' fleet of planes. Before
he was through, he was able to fly themall better

t han anyone had ever Sown them before.

himvariety in his job fascinated Larry. He would fly
, of Demris' staff on business trips to Brindisi

[ Corfu and Rome, or pick up guests and fly themto
ris' island for a party or to his chalet in Switzer-!
for skiing. He becane used to flying people whose

pbs he was constantly seeing on die front

of newspapers and magazi nes, and he woul d re-Catherine
Wi th stories about them He flewthe

it of a Bal kan country, a British prinme mnister,

oil chieftain and his entire harem He flew

singers and a ballet conpany and the cast of a

ay play that was staging a single performnce

ALondon for Demris' birthday. He piloted Justices
Suprene Court, a congressnman and a forner

adent of the United States. During the flights Larry

; nost of the tinme in the cockpit, but fromtine to

he woul d wander back to the cabin to nmake sure passengers
were confortable. Sonetines he would

bits of discussion between tycoons about inpend-nergers
or stock deals. Larry could have nade a

le fromthe informati on he gl eaned but he was

i1y not interested. Wiat concerned himwas the air-ae
he flew, powerful and alive and in his control.

lit was two nonths before Larry piloted Demris

j meel f.

| They were in the Piper and Larry was flying his emyer
from Athens to Dubrovnik. It was a cl oudy day

there was a report of wind storns and squalls

the route. Larry had carefully plotted out the

storny course, but the air was so full of turbu

that it was inpossible to avoid it. himhour out of Athens
be flashed on the "seat belt"



and said to Metaxas, "Hold on, Paul. This nay a us both
our jobs."

" To Larry's surprise Demris appeared in the cockpit
lay | join you?" he said. ?elp yourself,"” Larry said.
“It's going to be

5' Met axas gave up his seat to Demris and Demris
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strapped hinself in. Larry would have preferred to
have the copilot sitting next to him ready to act if any.
thing went wong, but it was Demris' airplane.

The storm | asted al nost two hours. Larry circled
the |l arge nountains, of clouds that puffed up ahead of
them Ilovely white and deadly.

"Beautiful,"” Demris conmented.

"They're killers," Larry said. "Cumulus. The reason
they're so nice and fluffy is that there's wind inside of
them puffing themup. The inside of that cloud can tear

a plane apart in ten seconds. You can rise and fall

thirty thousand feet hi less than a mnute with no contr ol
of your plane.”

""" msure you wont |l et that happen," Demris said
calmy.

The wi nds caught at the plane and tried to fling it

across the sky, but Larry fought to keep it under control.
He forgot that Demris was there, focusing his entire
attention on the craft he was flying, using every

skill he had ever learned. Finally they were out of the
storm Larry turned, drained, and found that Demris

had | eft the cockpit. Metaxas was in the seat.

"That was a lousy first trip for him Paul,k"”
said. "I may be in trouble."

Larry



He was taxiing down the small, nountain-ringed tal etop
ai rport at Dubrovni k when Demiris appeared in

t he doorway of the cockpit.

"You were right,"” Demris said to Larry. "You're
very good at what you do. |I'm pl eased.”

And Demris was gone.

One norning as Larry was getting ready to | eave on

a flight to Morocco, Count Pappas tel ephoned to suggest
that he take Catherine driving through the countryside.
Larry insisted that she go.

"Aren't you jeal ous?" she asked.
"OF the Count?" Larry | aughed.

And Cat heri ne suddenly understood. During the
time she and the Count had spent together, he had
never made an i nproper advance toward her or even

hi m her a suggestive | ook. "He's a honosexual ?" she
nodded. "That's why I've left you hi his tender

; Count picked Catherine up early, and they start-iving
south toward the broad plain of Thessaly.

at wonen dressed hi black wal ked al ong the road

‘" over wth heavy | oads of wood strapped to their

tiy don't the nmen do the heavy work?" Catherine

>Count shot her an anused gl ance.

he wonmen don't want themto," he replied. "They himtheir
men fresh at night for other things." there's a | esson there
for all of us, Catherine

TWyjy.

the |ate afternoon they approached the forbid-;-I|ooking

Pi ndus Mountains, their rocky crags tow

high in the sky. The road was bl ocked by a fl ock

beep bei ng herded by a shepherd and a scrawny

dog. Count Pappas stopped the car as they



for the sheep to clear the road. Catherine

lied in wonder as the dog nipped at the heels of
sheep, keeping themin line and forcing them

; direction be wanted themto go. what dog is al nost
human, " Cat heri ne excl ai ned

iringly.

| ie Count gave her a brief |ook. There was sone
init that she did not understand,

liat's the matter?" she asked.

Count hesitated. "It's a rather unpl easant

hn a big girl."

6 Count said, "This is a wild area. The land is

and i nhospitable. At best the crops are neager,

when the weat her turns bad, there are no crops at

| a good deal of hunger." Hi's voice trailed off.

»on, " Cat herine pronpted.

few years ago there was a bad storm here and

the crops were mned. There was little food for anyne.
Al'l the sheep dogs in this area revolted. They

deserted the farns they worked on and gat hered toget her
in a large band.” As he continued, he tried to

keep the horror out of his voice. "They began attacking
the farns."

"And killed the sheep!" Catherine said.

There was a silence before he answered. "No. They
killed their nasters. And ate them™

Cat herine stared at him shocked.

"They had to send in federal troops fromAthens to
restore human governnent here. It took al nost a

nont h. "

"How horrible."

"Hunger does terrible things,"
qui etly.

The sheep had crossed the road now. Catherine
| ooked at the sheep dog agai n and shudder ed.

Count Pappas said

As the weeks went by, the things that had seened so
foreign and strange to Catherine began to becone
famliar to her. She found the people open and

friendly. She | earned where to do her marketing and
where to shop for clothes on Voukourestiou Street

G eece was a marvel of organized inefficiency, and one
had to relax and enjoy it. No one was hi a hurry, and if



you asked soneone for directions he was likely to

take you where you wanted to go. O he m ght say,

when you asked bow far it was: "Enos cigarou droos,"” which
Cat herine | earned nmeant "one cigarette

away." She wal ked the streets and explored the city

and drank the warm dark wi ne of the G eek summer.
Catherine and Larry visited Mykonos with its col orful
windmlls and Mel os, where the Venus de M| o was

di scovered. But Catherine's favorite place was Faros, a
graceful, verdant island capped by a fl ower-covered
nount ai n. When their boat docked, a guide stood on

the quay. He asked if they would |ike himto guide
themto the top of the nountain on nul e-back, and
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cl anbered aboard two bony nol es.

Iierine was wearing a broad-brinmed straw bat

protect her fromthe hot sun. As she and Larry rode
the steep path | eading toward the nountain top,

k-cl ad wonen call ed out, "Ke-lee neh-ra," and touched

Catherine gifts of fresh herbs, oregano and ba-|to

put in her hat band. After a two-hour ride, they

bed a plateau, a beautiful tree-filled plain with m| -of

flowers in spectacular bloom The guide

the mul es and they gazed in wonder at the in-iible

prof usi on of col ors.

| “This named Valley of the Butterflies,” the guide

1 in halting English.

| Cat heri ne | ooked around for a butterfly but saw

"Why do they call it that?" she asked.

| The guide grinned as though he had been waiting for

guestion. "I show you," he said. He di snounted

his nmule and picked up a large fallen linb. He

[ over to atree and hit the linb against it with all

>mght. In a split second the "flowers" on hundreds a

trees suddenly took to the air in a wild rainbow of

lit, leaving the trees bare. The air was filled with

adreds of thousands of gaily colored butterflies

cing in the sunlight.

| Cat herine and Larry gazed in awe. The gui de stood

them his face filled with a deep pride, as

he felt responsible for the beautiful mracle

were seeing. It was one of the |oveliest days of



Catherine's life, and she thought that if she could
one perfect day to relive, it would be the day
>spent with Larry on Faros.

*'Hey, we got a VIP this norning," Paul Metaxas
need cheerfully. "Wait till you see her." him"Wwo is it?"
on "Noell e Page, the boss's |ady. You can | ook, but you
t't touch."

> Larry Dougl as renenbered the brief glinpse he had

had of the woman in Demris' hone the norning

Dougl as had arrived in Athens. She was a beauty and

| ooked fam liar, but that of course was because he had
seen her on the screen, in a French picture that Catherine
had once dragged himto. No one had to tell Larry

the rules of self-preservation. Even if the world were

not filled with eager femal es, he would not have gone
anywhere near Constantin Demris' girl friend. Larry

liked his job too nuch to jeopardize it by doi ng anyhi ng
so stupid. Well, nmaybe he woul d get her autograph

for Catherine.

The |inmousine taking Noelle to the airport was

sl owed down several tines by work gangs repairing the
roads, but Noelle wel coned the delays. She was goi ng
to see Larry Douglas for the first tinme since the neeting
at Demris' house. Noelle had been deeply shaken

by what had happened. O, nore accurately, what had
not happened.

Over the past six years Noelle had inagined their
encounter in a hundred different ways. She had pl ayed
the scene over and over La her m nd. The one thing

t hat had never even occurred to her was that Larry
woul d not renenber her. The nobst inportant event in
her 1ife had neant nothing nore to hi mthan anot her
little cheap affair, one of hundreds. Well, before she
was through with him he woul d renenber her

Larry was crossing the airfield, flight plan hi hand,
when a linmousine pulled up in front of the big plane,
and Noell e Page energed. Larry wal ked over to the car

and said pleasantly, "Good norning, Mss Page, |I'm
Larry Douglas. I'Il be flying you and your guests to
Cannes. "

Noel I e turned and wal ked past him as though he had



not spoken, as though he did not exist Larry stood
there, | ooking after her, bew | dered.

Thirty mnutes |ater the other passengers, a dozen of
them had boarded the plane, and Larry and Paul

took off. They were flying the group to the

d' Azur where they would be picked up and taken
Demris' yacht. It was an easy flight except for him
normal turbul ence off the southern coast of France
and Larry |l anded the plane snmoothly and

over to where sone |inousines were waiting for
passengers. As Larry left the plane with his stubby
copilot, Noelle wal ked up to Metaxas, ignoring

and said hi a voice filled with contenpt, "The

pilot is an amateur, Paul. You should give himyet

| essons.” And Noelle got into a car and was

away, |leaving Larry standing there, filled with a

| ed, hel pl ess anger.

the told hinself that she was a bitch and he had
pbabl y happened to catch her on a bad day. But the

I nci dent a week later convinced hi mthat he was yet a
serious problem

| ;On Demris' orders Larry picked Noelle up in Gslo
fl ew her to London. Because of what had hap-ned
Larry had gone over the flight plan with particu-care.
There was a high pressure area to the north

1 sone possible thunderheads building up to the east
wor ked out a route that skirted these areas, and
flight proved to be perfectly snooth. He brought

ship down hi a flaw ess three-point |anding, and he

| d Paul Metaxas strolled back to the cabin. Noelle
was putting on sone lipstick. "I hope you en-|

your flight, Mss Page," Larry said politely.

Noel | e gl anced up at hima nonent, her face expresless,
then turned to Paid Metaxas. "I'm al ways her

when I'm flown by an inconpetent."”

Larry felt his face redden. He started to speak, and

elle said to Metaxas, "Please ask himnot to address | in
the future unless | speak to himfirst." one, Mtaxas
swal | owned and nunbl ed, "Yes, ma'am"” | Larry stared at

Noelle, his eyes filled with fury, as

rose and left the plane. H's inmpul se had been to

her, but he knew that would have been the end of

He loved this job nore than anything he had ever

done, and he did not intend to | et anything happen to



It He knew that if he were fifed, it could be the |ast
flying job he woul d ever get No, he wotdd have to be
very careful in the future.

When Larry got hone, he tal ked to Catherine about

what had happened.

"She's out to get me," Larry said.

"She sounds horrible,"” Catherine replied. "Could

you have of fended her in sone way, Larry?"

"I haven't spoken a dozen words to her.™

Cat herine took his hand. "Don't worry," she said,
consolingly. "Before you' re through, youTl charm her.
Wait and see.”

The next day when Larry flew Constantin Demris

on a brief business trip to Turkey, Demris canme into
the cockpit and took Metaxas' seat He dism ssed the
copilot with a wave of his hand, and Larry and Demris
were al one. They sat there is silence, watching the
smal | stratus clouds slicing the plane into fluffy
geonetric

patterns.

"M ss Page has taken a dislike to you,'
said, finally.

Larry felt his hands tighten on the controls and
deliberately

forced themto relax. He fought to keep his

voice calm "D d--did she say why?"

"She said you were rude to her."

Larry opened his nmouth to protest, then thought better
of it He would have to Work this out hi his own

Demris

way.
"' msorry. I'll try to be nore careful, M. Demris,"
he said evenly.

Demiris got to his feet. "Do that. | woul d suggest

that you not offend M ss Page any further." He left the
cockpit

Any further! Larry racked bjs brain, trying to think

of what he m ght have done to offend her, Perhaps she

just did not like his type. O she could have been jeal ous

of the fact that Demiris |liked and trusted hinm but

that didn't nake sense. Nothing Larry could think of

any sense. And yet Noelle Page was trying to get
tflred...:; ,..;" """

(Larry thought about what it was |ike being out of a

the indignity of filling out applications like a



ued school boy, the interviews, the waiting, the

| ess hours of trying to kill tune with cheap bars and

teur whores. He renenbered Catherine's patience

t ol erance and how he had hated her for it. No, he I'll not
go through all that again. He could not stand

ot her failure.

,On a layover in Beirut a few days later Larry passed
aovi e theater and noticed that the picture playing

starred Noell e Page. On an inpul se he went to himit,
prepared to hate the picture and its star, but No-was

so brilliant hi it that he found hinself conely

carried away by, her performance. Again he had

curious feeling of famliarity. The follow ng Mn-Larry

fl ew Noel | e Page and sone busi ness associ - of

Demiris' to Zurich. Larry waited until Noelle

; was al one and then approached her. He had hesi-about
talking to her, renmenbering her last warn-to

him but he had decided that the only way he

| id break through her antagoni smwas to go out of

; way to be pleasant to her. Al actresses were egotis-and
| iked to be told they were good, and so now himcanme up to
her and said, with careful courtesy, "Ex

me, Mss Page, | just wanted to tell you that | saw himin
a novie the otjier night. The Third Face. | think

I're one of the greatest actresses |'ve ever seen." ;
Noel | e stared at hima nonent and then replied, "I

like to believe that you ate a better critic than

are a pilot, but |I doubt very nuch that you have

the intelligence or the taste.-And

she wal ked

stood rooted there, feeling as though he had
struck. The goddammed cunt! For an instant he himtenpted
to follow her and tell her what he thought

of her, but he knew it would be playing into her hands.

No. From now on he would sinply do his job and keep

as far away from her as possi bl e.

During the next few weeks Noell e was his passenger

on several flights. Larry did not speak to her at all, and
he tried desperately hard to arrange it so that she did
not see him He kept out of the cabin and had Met axas
hand! » any necessary conmuni cations with the passengers.



There were no further comments from Noell e

Page, and Larry congratul ated hinself on having

sol ved the probl em

As it turned out, he congratul ated hinself too soon.
One norning Demris sent for Larry at the villa.

"Mss Page is flying to Paris for me on sone confidenti al
busi ness. | want you to stay at her side."

"Yes, M. Demris,"

Demris studied himfor a noment, started to add

somet hing el se, then changed his mnd. "That's all."
Noel | e was the only passenger on the flight to Paris
and Larry decided to fly the Piper. He arranged for
Paul Metaxas to make Noell e confortable and stayed

in the cockpit, out of sight during the entire flight.
When they | anded, Larry wal ked back to her seat and
said, "Excuse ne, Mss Page. M. Demris asked ne to
stay with you while you're in Paris.”

She | ooked up at himwth contenpt and said, "Very
well. Just don't let ne know that you're around."

He nodded in icy silence.

They rode into the city fromQiy in a private |inousine.
Larry sat up front with the driver and Noelle

Page sat in back. She did not speak to himduring the
journey into the city. Their first stop was Paribas, the
Banque de Paris et they Bas, Larry went into the | obby
with Noelle and waited while she was ushered into the
of fice of the president and then down to the basenent
where the saf e-deposit boxes were kept. Noelle was
gone about thirty m nutes, and when she returned, she
swept straight past Larry without ft word. He stared after
her a nmonent, then turned and fol |l owed her.

next stop was the rue du Fauboorg- Sté.

NoéHe di sm ssed the car. Larry foll owed bet one a
departnent store and stood nearby while she se*

1 the itens she wanted, then handed himthe pack-to
carry. She shopped in half a dozen stores:

for some purses and belts, Guedain for per-Celine

for shoes, until Larry was burdened

wi th packages. If she was aware of his disconfioelle
gave no sign. Larry mght have been himpet aninmal that
she was | eadi ng around,

t hey wal ked out of Celine'*, it began to rain,

nans were scurrying to take shelter. "Waft here her,"
Noel | e commanded.



stood there and watched her disappear into a

across the street. He waited in the driving

for two hours, his arnms full of packages, cursing

| and cursing hinself for putting tip with her behav-,
He was trapped and he did not know how to get

tofit.

1 he had a terrible foreboding that it was going to
ar se.

lie first time Catherine nmet Constantin Demris was
villa. Larry had gone there to deliver a package
flown in from Copenhagen, and Catheri ne had
to the house with him She was standing in the
reception hall admring a painting, when a door
and Demris cane out. He watched her a no-,
then said "Do you |like Manet, Ms. Douglas?" ierine swing
around and found herself face to
| with the | egend she had heard so nuch about. She
two i mmedi ate i npressions: Constantin Demris
, taller than she had inmagi ned, and there was an
energy in himthat was al nost frighten-I
Cat heri ne was amazed that he knew her nane and
she was. He seened to go out of his way to put
ease. He asked Catherine how she |iked Geece, ket her
apartnent was confortable, and to let him
I f he could do anything to hel p make her stay

pl easant He even knew -though God al one knew

how! ---that she collected mniature birds. "I saw a

| ovely one,"” he told her. "I will send it to you."
Larry appeared, and he and Catherine |eft

"How did you like Demris?" Larry asked.

"He's a charner,"” she said. "No wonder you enjoy
wor ki ng for bun.”

“"And 1'mgoing to keep working for him" There

was a grimess hi his voice that Catherine did not
under st and.

The follow ng day a beautiful porcelain bird was delivered
to Cat heri ne.

Cat herine saw Constantin Demris twce after that,

once when she went to the races with Larry and once

at a Christmas party Demris gave, at his villa. Each
time he went out of his way to be charmng to her. A
in all, Catherine thought, Constantin Demris was quite



a remar kabl e person

I n August the Athens Festival began. For two

nonths the city presented plays, ballets, operas, concerts
--all given in the Herodes Atticus, the ancient

open-air theater at the foot of the Acropolis. Catherine
saw several of the plays with Larry, and when he was
away she went with Count Pappas. It was fascinating

to watch ancient plays staged hi their original settings
by the race that had created them

One night after Catherine and Count Pappas had

gone to see a production of Medea, they were talking
about Larry.

"He's an interesting man," Count Pappas said.

" Pol mechanos. "

"What does that nmean?"

"It is difficult to translate.” The Count thought for a
noment "It neans fertile hi devices.'"

"You nean 'resourceful'?"

"Yes, but nore than that. Soneone who is al ways

very ready with a new idea, a new plan."

"Pol ynmechanos, " Catherine sajd. "That's ny boy."
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than there was a beautiful, waxing gi bbous

The night was bal ny and warm They wal ked

the Plaka toward QOmoni a Square. As they

to cross the street, a car raced around the cor headed
straight toward them and the Count pulled get to safety.

" he yelled after the di sappearing driver, get here seens
to drive Eke that," Catherine

Pappas smled ruefully» "Do you know t he

ti? The Geeks haven't nade the transition to au-biles.
In their hearts they're stiil driving donkeys." you're
j oking." *

afortunately no. If you went insight into the

Cat herine, don't read thejgui debooks; read the

> (Geek tragedies.. The truth ft, we still belong to
centuries. Enotionally we're very primtive,

filled with grand passions» deep joys and great

and we haven't |earned how to cover themup hima
civilized veneer."



hi mnot sure that's a bad thing," Catherine replied,
haps not But it distorts reality. \Wen outsiders

at us, they are not seeing what they think they

It is hike looking at a distant star. You are not
re-seeing

the star, you are looking at a reflection of

| f 384-"

had reached the square. They passed a row of

stores with signs in the wi ndows that said "For-*-TeU ng."
here are a lot of fortune-tellers here, arent

e?" Catherine asked,

/e are a very superstitious people."

|l ierine shook her head. "I'mafraid | don't be-sinit."
aey had reached a snmall taverna. A hand-lettered

in the wi ndow read: "MADAME PKIS, FOR- XTELLI NG "

hi m you believe in witches?" Count Pappas asked.

lerine | ooked at himto see if he was teasing. H s

face was serious. "Only on Hall oween. ™

"By a wwtch | do not mean broonsticks and bl ack

cats and boiling kettles."

"What do you nean?"

He nodded toward the sign. "Madane Piris is a

wi tch. She can read the past and the future."

He saw the skepticismon Catherine's face. "I wll

tell you a story," Count Pappas said. "Many years ago,
the Chief of Police in Athens was a man naned Sophocl es
Vasilly. He was a friend of mne and | used ny influence
to help himget into office. Vasilly was a very

honest man. There VKere people who w shed to corrupt

hi m and since he would not be corrupted, they deci ded
that he would have to. be elimnated." He took Catherine's
armand they crossed the street toward the park.

"One day, Vasilly canme to tell nme of a threat that

had been nmade on his life. He was a brave man, but

this threat disturbed bun because it cane froma powerful
and ruthless racketeer. Detectives were assignhed

to watch the racketeer and to protect Vasilly, but still
he had an uneasy feeling that he did not have long to
live. That was when he cane to ne."

Catherine was |istening, fascinated. "Wat did you

do?" she asked.

"l advised ban to get a reading from Madane Piris."

He was silent, his thoughts prowing restlessly in sone



dark arena of the past.

"Did he go?" Catherine finally asked.

"What ? Ch, yes. She told Vasilly that death was
going to cone to himunexpectedly and qui ckly and
warned himto beware of a lion at noon. There are no
lions in Geece, except for a few old nangy ones at the
zoo and the stone ones you have seen on Del os."
Catherine could feel the tension in Pappas' voice as
he conti nued.

"Vasilly went to the 200 personally to check the
cages to nake sure that the aninmals were secure, and
he made inquiries as to any wild animals that m ght
recently been brought into Athens. There were

f A week went by and not hi ng happened, and Vasilly
that the old witch had been wong and that he
been a superstitious fool for paying any attention
On a Saturday norning | dropped by the police to pick him
up. It was his son's fourth birthday,
we were going to take a boat trip to Kyron to cele.
drove up in front of the station just as the clock in
him Hall was striking twelve. As | reached the
ace, there was a trenmendoss expl osion froml athe
building, I hurried inside ,to Vasilly's office." | voice
sounded stiff and awkward. "There was noth
|l eft of the office--or of Vasilly”?
| ow horrible/' Catherine mnufjtoured.
bey wal ked on for a nonent favour» silence. "But the
was wong, wasn't she?" Catherine asked. "He wasn't killed
by a lion."
kh, but he was, you see. The police reconstructed
had happened. As | told you, it was the boy's
bday. Vasilly's desk was piled with gifts that he was
to bring to his son. Soneone had brought in a
bday gift, a toy, and laid it on Vasilly's desk."
| Catherine felt the blood | eaving her face. "A toy
m ?

ount Pappas nodded. "Yes. 'Beware of a lion at

| Cat heri ne shuddered. "That gives ne the creeps."”

| e | ooked down at her synpathetically. "Madanme himis not
a ¥un' fortune-teller to go to.'-" him

hey had crossed through the park and reached Pi-Street.



An enpty taxi was passing by. The Count

iled it, and ten mnutes later Catherine was back at
apart ment

:; As she prepared for bed, she told Larry the story,

, as she told it, her flesh began to crawl again. Larry

her tightly and nade | ove to her, but it was a

; time before Catherine was able to fall asleep.

Noel | e AND
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Kit had not been for Noelle Page, Larry Dougl as

woul d have had no worries. He was \Were he want ed

to be, doing what he Wanted to do. He enjoyed his job,
the people he net, Eftd the man for Whom he wor ked.

On the ground his. fife was equally satisfactory. Wen
he was not flying, he Ipent a good part of his tine with
Cat herine; but because Larry's job' was so nobile,

Cat heri ne was not al ways aware of where he was, and
Larry found i nnunerabl e opportunities to go out on his
own. He went to parties with Count Pappas and Paul

Met axas, his copilot, and a satisfying nunber of them
turned into orgies. G eek wonren were filled wi th passion
and fire. He had found a new one, Helena, a

st ewar dess who worked for Demris, and when they

had a stopover away from At hens, she and Larry

shared a hotel room Helena was a beautiful, slim
dark-eyed girl, and insatiable. Yes, everything
consi der ed,

Larry Dougl as decided that his |life was perfect.

Except for Demris' blond bitch m stress.

Larry had not the slightest clue as to what nade Noelle
Page despise him but whatever it was, it was endangering
his way of life. Larry had tried being polite,

al oof, friendly, and each tinme Noell e Page succeeded in
maki ng himlook |like a fool. Larry knew that he coul d

go to Demris, but he had no illusions about what

woul d happen if it canme to a choice between hi mand
Noel | e. Twi ce, he had arranged for Paul Metaxas to

take over Noelle's flight but shortly before each flight



Demris' secretary had tel ephoned to tell himthat M.
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hi mwould Iike to have Larry pilot her hinself.
| On an early norning in | ate Novenber Larry re
call that he was to fly Noelle Page to Anster-that
afternoon. Larry checked with the airport
recei ved a negative report on the weather in Amlam
A fog was beginning to roll in and by after-they
expected zero visibility. Larry phoned dos' secretary to
tell her that it would be inpossible
.fly to Arsterdam that day. himsecretary said she |I'l|
get back to him Fifteen mnutes |ater she
to say that M ss Page would be at the airport
two o' clock, ready to take off. Larry checked with
ai rport again, thinking that pethaps there had been
reak in the weather, but the report was the sane.
"Jesus Christ,'*" Paul Metaxas'exclained. "She nust | in
one hell of a hurry to get to Ansterdam”
But Larry had the feeling that Ansterdam was not
I ssue. This was a contest of wills between the two | them
For all he cared Noelle Page could crash into
Amount ai n peak and good riddance, but Larry was
tied if he was going to risk his own neck for the and
bitch. He tried to phone Pemiris to discuss it
him but he was in a neeting and unavail abl e,
sl ammed down the phone, seething. He had no
ace now but to go to the airport and try to talk his
enger out of making the flight He arrived at the
at 1:30. By three o' clock Noell e Page had not
"She probably changed her m nd," Metaxas

} But Larry knew better. As the tine wore on, he be

nore and nore furious, until he realized that that

her intention. She was trying to drive himinto a

action that would cost himhis job. Larry was in

termnal building talking to the airport manager him

Demris' famliar gray Rolls drove up and Noell e hi m energed.
Larry wal ked outside to neet her.

*Tmafraid the flight's off, Mss Page," he said, mak his



voice flat. "The airport at Anmsterdamis fogged
| f

Noel | e | ooked past Larry as though he did not exist

and said to Paul Metaxas, "The plane carries autonmatic

| andi ng equi pnent, does it not?"

"Yes, it does," Metaxas said, awkwardly.

"I"'mreally surprised,” she replied, "that M. Demris
would hire a pilot who's a coward. Ill speak to

hi m about it."

Noel |l e turned and wal ked toward the pl ane.

Met axas | ooked after her and said, "Jesus Christ! |

don't know what's gotten into her. She never used to

act like this, I"msorry, Larry."

Larry watched Noell e wal k across the field, her

bl ond hair blowingiin the wind. He had never hated
anyone so nmuch in his life.

Met axas was watching him "Are we goi ng?" he

asked.

"We're going."

The copil ot gave a deep, expressive sigh, and the

two nen slowy wal ked toward the pl ane.

Noel | e Page was sitting in the cabin, |eisurely thunbing
t hrough a fashi on magazi ne when they entered the

pl ane. Larry stared at her a nonent, so filled with anger
that he was afraid to speak. He went up into the

cockpit and began his preflight check.

Ten mnutes |ater he had received cl earance from

the tower and they were airborne for Ansterdam

The first half of the flight was uneventful. Swtzerl and
|l ay below in a mantle of snow. By the tune they

were over Germany, it was dusk. Larry radi oed ahead

to Ansterdam for a weat her check. They reported that

fog was blowng in fromthe North Sea and getting
thicker. He cursed his bad luck. If the w nds had
changed and the fog had cleared, his problemwould

have been sol ved, but now he had to deci de whet her

to risk an instrunent |anding at Arsterdamor fly to

an alternate airport. He was tenpted to go back and
discuss it with his passenger, but he could visualize the
cont enpt uous | ook on her face.

tial Flight one-oh-nine, would you give us your

"plan, please?" It was the tower at Minich. Larry



] kto make a decision swftly. He could still land at els,
Col ogne or Luxenbourg. " Ansterdam

voi ce crackl ed over the speaker again. "Speci al

one- oh-ni ne, would you give us your flight plan,

to

snapped down the transmtting key. "Speci al
one-oh-nlne to Munich Ti»wer. W're going to

sterdam" He flicked the swtch up and was aware
fetaxas watching Mn "*

Jesus, maybe | should have doubled ny |ife insuretaxas
said. "You really mnk we're going to

keit?"

you want to know the troth?"* Larry said, bit-"I

don't give a shit." him'

Fantastic! I"'mup in a plane with two rucking mani!"
Met axas noaned.

For the next hour Larry was wholly absorbed in

the aircraft, listening to the frequent weather re-w thout
coment. He was still hoping for a wi nd

but thirty mnutes out of Ansterdamthe re

was still the same. Heavy fog. The field was cl osed

air traffic except for energencies. Larry nade

with the control tower at Ansterdam " Speci al

one-oh-nine to Ansterdam Tower. Approachi ng

from75 ml|es east of Col ogne, ETA nineteen

| hours." ,

st instantly a voice on the radi o crackl ed back,

Tower to Special Flight one-oh-nine. Qur

I s dosed down. We suggest you return to Col ogne

1 at Brussels.”

spoke into the handm ke. "Special Flight

-nine to Ansterdam Tower. Negative. W have

icy."

himturned to stare at himin surprise,

new voi ce canme over the speaker. "Special Flight
one-oh-nine, this is Chief of Operations at Ansterdam
Airport We are conpletely fogged in here. Visibility
zero. Repeat: visibility zero. What is the nature of your
ener gency?"

"We're running out of fuel,’
barely enough to reach you."

Met axas' eyes went to the fuel gauges, which registered
hal f full. "For Christ's sakes," Mtaxas expl oded.
"Wecoul df | yt oCt 6nal "

Larry said. "I have



The radio was silent Suddenly it exploded into life
again. ( >

" Arst er dam Tower to Special, Flight one-oh-nine.

You have an energej pey clearance, «Wll bring you in."
"Roger." Larry pcked off the switch and turned to

Met axas. "Jettison Che fuel," he ordered.

Met axas swal | owed and said in a choked voi ce,
"7--jettison the fuel ?"

"You heard ne, Paul. Leave just enough to bring us
In."

"But, Larry . . [*
"Damm it, don't argue. If we roll in there with a tank
hal f full of gas, they'll jerk our licenses away so fast

you won't know what hit you."

Met axas nodded glumy and reached for the fuel -ejection
handl e. He began to punp, keeping a close

eye on the gauge. ]$ive minutes later they were in the
fog, wapped in a soft white cotton that w ped out
everyt hi ng

but the dimy lit cockpit they sat in. It was an

eerie sensation, cut off fromtine and space and the
rest of the world. The last tinme Larry had been through
this was hi the Link Trainer. But that was a gane

where there were no risks. Here the stakes were life
and death. He wondered what it was doing to his passenger.
He hoped it gave her a heart attack. The Ansterdam
control tower cane on again.

"Amst erdam control tower to Special Flight one-oh-nine.
| amgoing to bring you in on A L-S. You wll

pl ease follow ny instructions exactly. W have you on
our radar. Turn three degrees west and mai ntain
altitude until further instructions. At your

ai rspeed, you should be landing in eighteen
»

He voice com ng over the radi o sounded tense,
good reason, thought Larry grimy. One slight
and the plane woul d plough into the sea. Larry
the correction and shut out everything fromhis
but the di senbodi ed voice that was his sole |ink
He flew the plane as though it were a part
ffjhinself, flying it wwth his heart, his soul and his
He was dimy aware of Paul Metaxas sweating
him calling out a constant instrunment check in v,



strained voice, but if they canme out of this «live,
Id be Larry Douglas who did: ft. Larry had never
fog like this. It was a ghostly eneny, charging at a from
every side, blinding him seducing him trying on himinto
maki ng one fatal m stake. He was hur-;
t hrough the sky at two hundred and fifty mles an a,
unable to see beyond the winfishield of the cock-Pilots
bated fog, and the first tide was: Cinb over
di ve under it, but get out of it! Now there was no i'll,
because he was | ocked into an inpossible destina-by
the whimof a spoiled tart. He was hel pl ess, at himnercy
of instrunents that could go wong and nen
tie ground who coul d nmake m stakes. The di sem voice
canme over the speaker again, and it
led to Larry that it had a new, nervous quality.
" Amrst erdam Tower to Special Flight one-oh-nine.
are comng into the first leg of your |anding pat-Lower
your flaps and begin your descent. De-to
two thousand feet. . . fifteen hundred feet I'Il one
t housand feet..."
no sign of the airport below They could have
in the mddle of nowhere. He could feel the
id rushing up to neet the plane.

your airspeed to one hundred twenty.

your wheels . . . you're at six hundred feet.
one hundred . . . you're at four hundred feet
it." And still no sign of the goddamm airport! The

bl anket of snothering cotton seened thicker now.

Met axas* forehead gl eaned with perspiration. "Were

in the hell is it?" he whispered.

Larry stole a swift glance at the altineter. The needle
was edgi ng down toward three hundred feet. Then

it was below three hundred feet The ground was rushi ng
up to neet themat one hundred m | es per hour.

The altinmeter showed only one hundred fifty feet.
Sonet hi ng was wong. He should have been able to see
the airport lights by now He strained to see ahead of
the plane, but there was only the treacherous, blinding
f og whi ppi ng across the w ndshi el d.

Larry heard Metaxas' voice, tense and hoarse.

"We're down to sixtjyteet." And still nothing.

"Forty feet.";

And the ground racing up to neet themin the

dar kness. ,



, "Twenty feet." ,

It was no good, |a another two seconds, the margin

of safety would be gone and they would crash. He had

to make an instant decision.

"I"'mgoing to take it back up," Larry said. H s hand

ti ghtened on the wheel and started to pull back and at
that instant, a row of electric arrows bl azed out on the
ground ahead of them lighting up the runway bel ow.

Ten seconds | ater, they were on the ground, taxiing
toward the Schi phol term nal.

When they had conme to a stop, Larry switched off

the engines with nunb fingers and sat notionless for a
long tinme. Finally he pushed hinself to his feet and
was surprised to find that his knees were trenbling. He
noticed a strange odor in the air and turned to

Met axas. Metaxas grinned sheepishly.

"Sorry," he said. "I shat."”

Larry | ooked down at bun and nodded. "For both of

us," he said. He turned and wal ked back into the

cabin. The bitch was in there, calmy thunbing through
a magazine. Larry stood there studying her, aching to
tell her off, w shing desperately that he could find the
to what made her tick. Noelle Page nust have

how dose she had cone to death in the past

m nutes, and yet she sat there | ooki ng serene and

, hot a hair out of place.

AAnst erdam " Larry announced.

hey drove into Ansterdamin a heavy silence, No
I n the back seat of the Mercedes 300 and Larry in

with the chauffeur. Metaxas had stayed at the air
to have the plane serviced. The fog was still thick
they drove slowy until suddenly, when they found the
Li ndenplatz, it began to |ift.
rode through the City Skpare, crossed .tifce Ei-Bridge
over the Anstel River and stopped in: front
,the Anstel Hotel Wen they reached the |obby, | said to
Larry, "You will pa* ne up at tea sharp
lit," then turned away and wal ked toward the cl ear,
t he manager of the hotel bow ng and scraping at
/heels. A bellboy led Larry to\a small, unconforte
single roomat the back of the hotel on the first
The room was next to the kitchen, and through
wal | Larry could hear the -clatter of dishes and



aell the mxed aromas fromthe steam ng kettl es.

jjr, Larry took one | ook at the tiny room and snapped,
Awoul dn't put ny dog in here.™

"I"' Msorry," the bell boy said apol ogetically. "M ss

| requested the cheapest roomwe had for you." ktCkay,
Larry thought, 1'tt find a way to beat her.

stantin Demris isn't the only man in the world

uses a private pilot. I'lIl start checking tonorrow. W net
a lot of his rich friends. There are half a dozen

[them who woul d be dammed glad to hire ne. But

he thought: Not if Demris fires ne. If that hap

none of themw Il touch ne. | have to hang in

re. The bat hroom was down the hall, and Larry un-and

took out a robe so that he could go take a

then thought: To hell with it, why should |I bathe jr. her?
| hope |I snell like a pig. He» went to the hotel

to have a badly needed drink. He was on his third
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martini when he | ooked up at the clock over the bar

and saw that it was 10:15. Ten of clock sharp, she had
said. Larry was filled wwth a sudden panic. He hastily

sl apped sone bills on the bar and headed toward the

el evator. Noelle was in the Enperor Suite on the fifth
floor. He found hinmself running down the |ong corridor
and cursing hinself for letting her do this to him He
knocked at the door to her suite, his mnd form ng excuses
for his tardi ness. No one answered his knock and

when Larry turned the knob, it was off the latch. He

wal ked into the laige, luxuriously furnished |iving

room and stood thine a nonent, Uncertainly, then

called out, "M ss Page." There was no answer. So that was
her plan. , <"

|"msorry, Costa darting, but 1 warned you that he
was unreliable. | asked himto pick nme up at ten
o' cl ock, but he n down in the bar getting drunk.
had to | eave without him

Larry heard a sound fromthe bathroom and went



toward it. The bat hroom door was Open. He wal ked i nsi de
just as Noel |l e Page stepped out of the shower. She

wore not hing but a turkish towel turbanned around her
head.

Noel | e turned and saw hi m standi ng there. An apol ogy
sprang to Larry's lips, trying to head off her

I ndi gnati on,

but before he could speak, Noelle said indifferently,
"Hand ne that towel," as though he were a

maid. O a eunuch. Larry could have coped with her

I ndi gnation or anger, but her arrogant indifference
made sonet hi ng expl ode inside him

He noved toward her and grabbed her, know ng as

he did it that he was throw ng away everything he

wanted for the cheap satisfaction of a petty revenge,

but there was no way he coul d have stopped hinself.

The rage inside himhad been building up for nonths,

fed by the indignities he had received fromher, the
gratuitous insults, the humliation, the risking of his
life. Al these things were burning in himas he reached
for her naked body. If Noelle had screaned, Larry
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have knocked her sensel ess. But she saw the
| ook on his face and made no sound as he picked |I up and
earned her into the bedroom
aewhere in Larry's mnd a voice was shouting to
to stop, to apologize, to say that he was drunk, to
out before it was too late to save hinself, but he a it
was al ready too |late. There was no goi ng back,
t hrew her savagely down on the bed and noved
[ her.
| He concentrated on her body, refusing to let his
id think of what his punishnment was going to be for
Stat he was doing. He had no illusions as to what De-would
do to himfor this, &r the Geek's honor
ifuld not be satisfied with nerely firing him1l Larry
ew enough about the tycoon to' know that his wen-nce
woul d be far nore terrible,'and yet know ng
Larry could not stop hinsel f*"Sfae |lay on the bed,



oking up at him her eyes blazing* He noved down
top of her and was entering hetjinever realizing un-that
I nstant bow much he had been wanting to do
all along, and sonehow t he. need was all m xed
with the hate, and he felt her arns wap around
neck, hol ding himclose, as though she woul d nev-1et
hi m go, and she said, "Wl cone back," and it
through Larry's mnd that she was crazy or
was confusing himw th soneone el se, but he
Pdn't care because her body was tw sting and with-beneath
him and he forgot everything else in the
I sati on of what was happening to him and the sud-blinding
wonder ful know edge that now every-ag
was going to be all right
Noel | e AND
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| nexplicably, Time bad becone Catherine's eneny. She

was unaware of it at first, and | ooking back she could
not have told the exact nmonent that Tinme began to

wor k agai nst her. She was not aware when Larry's |ove
had gone or why or how, but one day it had sinply

di sappear ed

somewhere down the endl ess corridor of tine

and all that was left was a cold holl ow echo. She sat in
the apartnent al one day after day, trying to figure out
what had happened, what had gone wrong. There was
not hi ng specific Catherine could think of, no single
nmoment

of revelation that she could point to and say, That was
it, that was when Larry stopped |loving ne. Possibly it had
started when Larry cane back after

three weeks in Africa where he had flown Constantin
Demris on a safari. Catherine had m ssed Larry nore

t han she had thought possible. He's away all the tine, she
t hought Ifs tike during the war, only this tine

there's no eneny.

But she was wong. There was an eneny.

"I haven't told you the good news," Larry said. "I

got a raise. Seven hundred a nonth. How about that?"
"Thaf himwonderful ,"” she replied. "W can go back



home t hat nuch sooner.'
"What's the matter?"
"This is hone," Larry said, curtly.

She stared at hi munconprehendingry. "Well, for

now, " she agreed weakly, "but | nean--you woul dn't

want to live here forever."

"You've never had it so good," Larry retorted. "It's

* living at a vacation resort."

ait'snnot like living in Anerica, is it?"

Anerica," Larry said. "I risked ny ass for it

A four years and what did it get nme? A handful of

; medals. They woul dn't even give ne a job after

»war . "

aat's not true," she said. "You

ri what ?"

Cat herine did not want to provoke an argunent,

ticularly on his first night back. "Nothing, darling," on
said. "You're tired. Let's go to bed early." v

""et's not." He went to the tor to pour hinself a

"A new act's opening at the Argentina N ght

ilb. I told Paul Metaxas that we'd join himand a few

5."

lerine | ooked at-jhim "Larry***-'* She had to fight

her voice steady. "Larry, w« haven't seen each

for alnost a nonth. W never get a chance to-- : sit and
talk." " *

can't help it if ny work takas nme away," he re

"Don't you think I'd Iike to be with you?"

He shook her head and said, "I don't know. 1'Il himto ask
the Quija board."

| e put his arns around her then and grinned that

at, boyish grin. "To hell wth Metaxas and the

ale cromd. W'll stay in tonight, just the two of us.

ay?"

Cat herine | ooked into his face and knew t hat she

bei ng unreasonable. O course he couldn't help it

j ob took himaway from her. And when he got get, it was
natural that he would want to see other

j>le. "We'll go out if you like," she decided. I
*QJhn-uhn." He held her close. "Just the two of us."

| fhey did not | eave the apartnent all weekend, get cooked
and they nmade |ove and sat in front get fire and tal ked and
pl ayed gin runmy and read,

1 it was everything that Catherine could have asked.

She saw his face tighten.



nday night after a delicious dinner that Catherine
pared, they went to bed and nmade | ove agai n. She

lay in bed watching Larry as he wal ked down toward

t he bat hroom naked, and she thought what a beautiful
man he is and how | ucky | amthat he belongs to ne,

and the smle was still on her face when Larry turned
at the bathroom door and said casualty, "Make a | ot of
dates next week, will you, so we won't have to be stuck
with each other like this again with nothing to do."
And he went into the bathroom | eaving Catherine with
the smle still frozen on her face.

v <

O perhaps the trouble had started .wth Hel ena, the
beauti ful G eek stewardess. One hot summer afternoon,
Cat heri ne had been out shopping. Larry was out

of town. She was «xpecting himhone the follow ng

day and had decided to surprise himwth his favorite
di shes. As Catherine was |eaving the market wth her
arms full of groceries, a taxi passed her. In the back
seat was Larry, his arns around a girl in a stewardess*
uniform Catherine bad one brief glinpse of their faces
| aughi ng together, and then the taxi turned a corner
and was out of sight

Cat herine stood there nunb, and it WAs not until

sone small boys canme running up to her that she realized
the grocery bags had slipped from her nervel ess
fingers. They had hel ped Cat herine pick up everything
and she had stunbl ed honme, her mnd refusing to

think. She had tried to tell herself that it had not been
Larry she had seen in the taxi, it had been soneone
who resenbled him But the truth was that no one in
the world resenbled Larry. He was uni que, an original
wor k of God, a priceless creation of nature. And he
was all hers. Hers and the brunette's in the taxi, and
how many ot hers?

Catherine sat up all that night waiting for Larry to
wal k in, and when he did not cone hone, she knew

that there was no excuse that he could give her mat
could hold their marriage together, and no excuse that
she could give herself. He was a liar and a cheat, and
she could not stay married to himany |onger.

did not return hone until late the foll ow ng

I rnoon.

," he said cheerfully, as he walked into the apart-He



put down his flight bag and saw her face,
lat's wong?"
lien did you get back to town?" Catherine asked

ay- | ooked

at her, puzzled. "About an hour ago.

Kyr

"I saw you in a taxi yesterday «with a girl." Jt was as

| e as that, Catherine thought, Those are the words

ended ny marriage. He's going to deny it, and I'mto call
Mna liar and | eave’ Mm and never see

{again,"

It Larry was standing there staring at her.

| "Go ahead," she said. 'Tell nme it wasn't you."

liLarry | ooked at her, nodding. "OF course it was

e." The sudden sharp pain Catherine felt at the pit of
stomach made her realize how nuch she had wanted himto
deny it

| f"Christ,"” he said, "what have you been thinking?"

She started to speak and her voice trenbled with
an-r."[-~"

held up a hand. "Don't say anything you'll be

rfor."

|, Catherine | ooked at himincredulously. "I'll be sorry

*k Dk K

I, "I flew back to Athens yesterday for fifteen m nutes
pick up a girl named Hel ena Merelis to fly her to

for Demris. Helena works for himas a stew 3ess.”
"/"But ..." It was possible. Larry could have been yet the
truth; or was it pol ynechanos, fertile in

I dces? "Why didn't you tel ephone nme?" Catherine

, M

| "1 did," Larry said curtly. "There was no answer.

hi m were out, weren't you?"

Cat herine swal lowed "I--1 went out shopping for

" dinner."

“I'"'mnot hungry," Laiiy snapped. "Naggi ng al ways

makes nme | ose ny appetite.” He turned and wal ked out

t he door, |eaving Catherine standing there, her right
hand still raised, as though it was silently beseeching
himto cone back.

It was shortly after that that Catherine began to



drink. It started in a small, harm ess way. She woul d be
expecting Larry honme for dinner at seven o'clock, and
when ni ne o' clock cane and he had not call ed, Catherine
woul d have a brandy to help kill the tinme. By ten

o' cl ock, she would have had several brandies, and by

the time he cane 'vhone, if he did, the dinner would
have been | ong since ruined, and she would be a little
tight. It made it nuch easier to face what was happeni ng
to her life.

Cat herine could no longer hide fromherself the fact
that Larry was cheating on her and had probably been
cheating fromthe tinme they were married. (oing

t hrough his uniformtrousers one day before sending
themto the cleaners, she found a | ace handkerchi ef

with dried senen. There was |ipstick on his shorts.

She thought of Larry hi the arnms of sone other

worran.

And she wanted to k@ him
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hi m Ti e had becone Catherine's eneny, so it had be-ae
Larry's friend. The night in Ansterdam had been
| ess than a mracle. Larry had courted disaster
In so doing had, incredibly, found tibte solution to
his problens. It's the Douglas | ack, he thought with
action.
| But he knew that it was nore than luck. It was sone
perverse instinct In himthat needed to chal -the
Fates, to brush agai nst the paranmeters of
ath and destruction, a testing, a pitting of hinself
nst Fortune for |ife-and-death stakes.
Larry renmenbered a norning over the Truk Isl ands
a squadron of Zeros had zooned out of a cloud
He had been flying point, and they had conceal ed
their attack on him Three Zeros had maneu-him
away fromthe rest of the squadron and need fire on him
In a kind of supraclarity that came : himin nonments of
danger, he was blindingly aware
| Nhe island bel ow, the dozens of ships bobbing on the



seas, the roaring planes slashing at each other in himbright
bl ue sky. It was one of the happiest nonents

Larry's life, the fulfillnment of Life and the nocking
eat h.

*He had put the plane into a spin and had pulled Qut |it
on the tail of one of the Zeros. He had watched it

| ode as he opened up wth his machi ne guns. The

two planes had closed in on either side. Larry

tied themas they raced down to him and at the

i nstant he pulled the plane into an | mel mann,

and the two Japanese planes collided in md-air. It was
a nmonent Larry savored in his mnd often.

For sone reason it had cone back to himthat night

i n Amrsterdam He had made wild, violent I ove to Noelle,
and afterward she had lain in his arns, talking of

the two of themin Paris together before the war, and it
suddenly brought back a dim nmenory of an eager

young girl, but good God, there had been hundreds of
eager young girls since then, and Noelle was no nore
than an elusive, half-recalled wsp of nenory hi his
past hi m, «

How [ ucky it was, Larry thought, that their paths

had crossed again accidentally, after all these years.
"You belong to ne," Noelle said. "You' re mne

now. " ." i.>i

Sonet hing hi her tone made Larry uneasy. And yet, he asked
hi nsel f, wfe»i do | have to tone?

Wth Noelle under his control, he could stay on with
Demris forever, if he wanted to.

She was studying himas though reading his m nd,

and there was an odd expression in her eyes that Larry
di d not under st and.

It was just as wefl.

On areturn trip from Mrocco Larry took Hel ena

out to dinner and spent the night at her apartnent.
In the norning he drove to the airport to check out
his plane. He had |unch with Paul Metaxas.

"You |l ook like you hit the jackpot," Metaxas said.
"Can, you spare a piece for nme?"

"My boy," Larry grinned, "you couldn't handle

them It takes a naster.”

They had a pleasant |unch and then Larry drove
back into town to pick up Helena, who was to be on



his flight
He knocked at the door of her apartnent and after a
|l ong while, Helena slowy opened it. She was naked.
Lany stared at her, not recognizing her. Her face and
body were a mass of ugly bruises and puffy swellings.
| were slits of pain. She had been beaten up by
si onal .

Larry excl ai nred. "What happened?”
opened her nouth and Larry saw that three
upper front teeth had been knocked out "T-- him" she
chattered. "They cane hi as soon as you

at you call die police?" Larry demanded, horri-said
they would kill nme if |I told anyone,

nmeant it, L--Larry." She stood there in shock,

; onto the door for support.

Ml they rob you?"

no. They f--forced their way in and raped ne him

t hey--they beat ne up." '

sonme clothes on," he ordered. "I'mtaking you on
hospital " ' (

E cant g--go out with ny face like this," she said,
of course she was right. Larry tel ephoned a

who was a friend of his and arranged for himto

I over.

sorry | cant stay," Larry told Helena. "I have
Demiris out in half an hour. till see you as soon
turn.”

he never saw her again. Wien Larry returned

| 4ays | ater, the apartnment was enpty, and the |land told
hi mthat the young | ady had noved and had

forwardi ng address. Even then Larry had no

of the truth. It was not until several nights

| when he was making |ove to Noelle that be had

; of what had happened. "You' re so goddamn

he said. "I've never known anybody I|ike

»1 give you everything you want?" she asked.

JT«s," he noaned, "Oh, Christ, yes."

el l e stopped what she was doing. "Then don't

Asl eep with another woman,"” she said softly» "Next a 111
kill her."

remenbered her words: You belong to ne.

And they suddenly took on a new and om nous neani ng.



For the first tinme he had the prenonition that this

was not sone fly-by-night affair that he could get out
of anytime he felt like it He sensed the cold, deadly,
unt ouchabl e center mat was in Noette Page, and he

was chilled and a little frightened by it Half a dozen
times during the night he started to bring up the subject
of Hel ena, and each tine he stopped because he was
afraid to know, afraid to have it put into words, as

t hough the words had nore power nman the deed itself.

| f Noelle were capabl e of that

At breakfast the next norning Larry studied Noelle

when she was unaware of it, |ooking for signs of cruelty,
of sadism but? all he saw was a | oving, beautiful
woman, telling him anusing anecdotes, anticipating

and catering to htsr every want 14iave to be wong

about her, he thought. But after that he was careful not
to date any other girts, and in a few short weeks he had
| ost all desire to do so because Noel |l e had becone a
conpl ete obsession with him

From t he begi nning Noelle warned Larry that it was
essential that they keep their affair from Constantin
Demiris. 'a

"There nmust never be the slightest whisper of suspicion
about us," Noelle cautioned.

"Wy don't | rent an apartnent?" Larry suggested.

"A pl ace where we *.»"

Noel | e shook her head. "Not in Athens. Soneone

woul d recogni ze nme. Let nme think about it"

Two days later Demiris sent for Larry. At first Larry
was apprehensive, wonderi ng whet her the G eek

tycoon coul d have heard about Noelle and him but
Demris greeted himpleasantly and led himinto a

di scussi on

of a new plane he was consi dering buyi ng.

"It's a converted Mtchell 'Bonber," Demris told
him "I want you to have a look at it"
Larry's face lit up. "If hima great plane," he said. "For

Its weight and size, it will give you the best ride you
can buy."

'many passengers will it carry?”

t hought a nmonent. "Nine in |uxury, plus a pi

navi gator and flight engineer. It flies at four hun-\
eighty mles an hour."

sounds interesting. WIIl you check it out for ne



| give ne a report?"

[ cant wait," Larry grinned.

rose to his feet "By the way Dougl as, Mess

is going to Berlin in the norning. | want you to a there.
a hers, sir," Larry said. And then added, innocently,

M ss Page tell you that we're getting al ong bet-| ooked
up at him "No," he said, puzzled,

a matter of fact this norning she conplained to hi mabout
your insol ence.".

stared at himhi surprise, and then as realiza-fl ooded
through him he quickly tried to cover up

blunder. "I"'mtrying, M. Demris," he said ear-y."'Tlltry
har der . "

nodded. "Do that. You're the best pilot I've 1 had,
Douglas. It would be a shane to..." He |et

| voice trail off, but the nessage was clear.

the drive hone Larry cursed hinself for a fool. him had

better renmenber he was playing in the big

lies now. Noelle had been bright enough to realize

any sudden change in her attitude toward Larry

make Demris suspicious. The old relationship

them was a perfect cover for what they were

Demiris was trying to bring themtogether. The
made Larry |laugh aloud. It was a good feeling

now t hat he had sonething that one of the nost

| men in the world thought belonged to him

the flight to Berlin Larry turned the wheel over
Met axas and told himthat he was goi ng back

to Noel |l e Page.
a*t you afraid of getting your head bitten off?"
axas asked.
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Larry hesitated, tenpted to brag. But |ie conquered

the inpulse. "She's a bitch on wheels,"” Larry shrugged,
"but if I don't find Borne way to soften tier up, |I could
find nyself out on ny ass.”

"Good |uck," Metaxas said soberly.



"Thanks. "

Larry carefully closed the cockpit door and went

back to the | ounge where Noell e was seated. The two
stewardesses were at the rear of the plane. Larry started
to sit down across from Noel |l e.

"Be careful,"” she warned softly. "Everyone who
wor ks for Constant!» reports back to him"

Larry gl anced toward the stewardesses and thought
of Helena. 4 '

"I"ve found a place for us,"” Noelle said. There was
pl easure and excitenent in her voice.

"An apartnment ?*' <
"A house. Do you know where Rafina is?"
Larry shook his head. "No."

"It's alittle village on the sea, a hundred kil oneters
north of Athens. W have a secluded villa there/'

He nodded. "Wose nane did you rent it in?"

"I bought it," Noelle said, "in soneone else's nane."
Larry wondered what it nust feel like to be able to
afford to buy a villa just to get in the hay with soneone
once in a while. "Geat," he said. "I can't wait to see

it."

She studied hima nonment. "WII you have any trouble
getting away from Cat heri ne?"

Larry | ooked at Noelle in surprise. It was the first
time she had ever nentioned his wife. He had certainly
made no secret of his marriage, but it was a

strange feeling to hear Noell e use Catherine's nane.
Qovi ously she had done sone checki ng, and know ng

her as well as he was beginning to, it was probably



very thorough. She was waiting for an answer. "No,"
Larry replied. "I cone and go as | please.”

Noel | e nodded, satisfied. "Good. Constantin is going

hi m busi ness cruise to Dubrovnik. |I've told himl cant
one wwth him Wl have ten |ovely days together.

j ktt better go now. "

" tamed and wal ked back to the cockpit

low did it go?" Metaxas asked. "Loosen her up
»>

| ot much,"” Larry replied, carefully. "It's going to
itime."

owned a car, a Groen convertible, but at No-i

I nsi stence, he went to a small rent-a-car agency in
and hired an autonobile. Noelle had driven up

al one and Larry was to join her there. The

was a pleasant one on a wi nding ribbon of dusty

hi gh above the sea. Two and a hal f hours out of

Larry canme to a tiny, charmng village nestled

; the coastline. Noelle had given himcareful direc
so that he would not have to stop and inquire at
village. As he reached the outskirts of the vill age,
opened to the left and drove down a snmall dirt road

- led to the sea. There were several villas, each one
behi nd hi gh stone walls, At the end of the

built on an outcropping of rock on a pronontory
jutted out over the water was a |large, | uxurious*
ovilla.

drove up to the gate and rang the bell. A no-later
the electric gate swng open. He drove in-said the gate
cl osed behind him He found hinself

> |large courtyard with a fountain in the center. The
of the courtyard were filled with a profusion of

The house itself was a typical Mediterranean

as inpregnable as a fortress. The front door

| ed and Noel |l e appeared, wearing a white cotton

They stood there smling at each other, and then one was
in his armns.

and see your new house," she said eagerly,

| she took himinside.

Interior of the house was cavernous, large < roons wth



hi gh donmed ceilings. There was an

enornous |iving roomdownstairs, a library, a formnal

di ning room and an ol d-fashi oned kitchen with a circul ar
cooking range in the center. The bedroons were
upstairs.

"What about the servants?" Larry asked.

"You're | ooking at them"

Larry regarded her in surprise. "You' re going to do

t he cooki ng and cl eani ng?"

She nodded. "There will be a couple comng into

clean after we | eave here, but they will never see us.
arranged it through an agency."

Larry grinned sardonically.

There was a warning note hi Noelle's voice. "Don't

ever make the mistake of underestimating Constantin
Demiris. If he finds out about us, he will kill both of
us."

Larry sm | ed* "You' re exaggerating,
old man may not like it, but "
Her violet eyes |locked on his. "He with kill us both."
There was sonething in her voice that sent a feeling of
appr ehensi on t hrough hi m

"You're serious, aren't you?"

"I was never nore serious in ny Bfe. He's ruthless.”
"But when you say hell M wus," Larry protested,

"he woul dn't "

"He won't use bullets,” Noelle said flatly. "HeU find
a conplicated, ingenious way to do it, and hell never
be punished for it" Her tone |lightened. "But he won't
find out, darling. Cone, |let ne show you our bedroom"”
She took his hand and they went up the sweeping
stairway. "We have four guest bedroons," she said

and added with a smle, "we can try themall." She
took himinto the master bedroom a huge corner suite
t hat overl ooked the sea. Fromthe w ndow Larry could
see a large terrace and the short path that wound down
to the water. There was a dock with a | arge sail boat
and a notor boat noored to it

"Who do the boats belong to?"

"You," she said. "It's your wel cone-honme present”
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he said. "The

hi mturned to her and found that she had slipped oat



cotton dress. She was naked. They spent the rest
»afternoon i n bed.

hi m next ten days flew by. Noelle was quicksilver, a

a genie, a dozen beautiful servants catering to

rs every wi sh before he even knew what he

He found the library in the villa stocked with
favorite books and records. Noelle cooked all his

di shes to perfection, sailed with him swam hi

warm blue sea with him made |ove to him gave
massages at night until he fell asleep. In a sense
were prisoners there together, for they dared not
anyone el se. Every day Larry found new facets in

He. She entertained himw th fascinating anecdotes
fanous peopl e she knew. She tried to discuss

aess and politics with himuntil she found that he him
interested in neither.

LThey pl ayed poker and gin rummy, and Larry was

ous because he could never win. Noelle taught him

and backgammon and he coul d never beat her at a. On their
first Sunday at the villa she fixed a deli-i

picnic lunch, and they sat on the beach in the sun
enjoyed it Wiile they were eating, Noelle | ooked him and
saw two nmen in the distance. They were stroll-|

toward them al ong the beach.

| "Let's go inside," Noelle said.

| Larry | ooked up and saw the nen. "Jesus, don't be
They're just a couple of villagers out for a

j pf Now, " she commanded.

]."OK, " he said ungraciously, irritated by the incident
1 by her tone.

| fHel p nme pack up the dungs."”

[ fwhy don't we just |eave thenP" he asked.

| f Because it would | ook suspicious.™

the they stuffed everything into the picnic ham and
started toward the house. Larry was silent for

rest of the afternoon. He sat in the library, his

m nd preoccupi ed, while Noelle worked in the kitchen.
Late in the afternoon she cane into the library and
sat at his feet. Wth her uncanny knack of reading his
m nd, she said. "Stop thinking about them"

"They were just a couple of goddamm vill agers,"”

Larry snapped. "I hate sneaking around |ike sone kind



of crimnal." He |ooked at her and his voi ce changed.

"l don't want to have to hide from anybody. | |ove
you. "

And Noelle knew that this tinme it was true. She

t hought of the years during which she had planned to
destroy Larry and of the fierce pleasure she had taken
hi 1 magi ning his destruction: And yet the nonent Noelle
had seen Larry again she had known instantly that

t here was sonet hi ng deeper than hate still alive in her.
When she had pushed himto the brink of death, forcing
himto risk both their lives on that terrible flight to
Ansterdam it was as though she were testing his | ove
for her in a wld defiance of fate. She had been with
Larry in that cockpit, flying the plane with him

suf fering

with him knowing that if he died they would die

t oget her, and he had saved them both. And when he

had come to her roomin Ansterdam and nade | ove to

her, her hatred and her | ove had becone interm ngled
with their two bodi es, and sonehow ti ne had expanded
and contracted and they were back hi their little

hotel roomhi Paris and Larry was saying to her, "Let's
get married; well find sone little maiire in the
country," and the present and the past had expl oded
dazzlingly into one and Noell e knew then that they

were tunel ess, had al ways been tineless, that nothing
had really changed and that the depths of her hatred
for Larry had conme fromthe heights of her love. If she
destroyed hi m she woul d be destroying herself, for she
had gi ven herself conpletely to himlong ago and not hi ng
coul d ever change that

It seened to Noelle that everything she had achi eved

in her life had been through her hatred. Her father's
betrayal had nol ded and shaped her, anneal ed and

need her, filled her with a hunger for vengeance

at could be satisfied with nothing | ess than a ki ngdom |
her own in which she was all-powerful, in which she ||
never be betrayed again, never be hurt. She had

achi eved that And now she was ready to give it

for this man. Because she knew now t hat what she

al ways wanted was for Larry to need her, to | ove

And, at last, he did. And that, finally, was her real
iom
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For Larry and Noelle the next three nonths was one of
those rare, idyllic periods when everything went right,
a magic time of floating fromone wonderful day to the
next, with not the faintest cloud on the horizon. Larry
spent his working hours doing what he |oved to do,
flying, and whenever he had tinme off he went to the
villa in Rafina and spent a day or a weekend or a week
with Noelle. In the beginning Larry had been afraid
that the arrangenent woul d becone a m |l stone that
woul d drag himdown into the kind of donesticity that
he | oat hed; but each tinme he saw Noell e, he becane
nore enchanted and he began to | ook eagerly forward

to the hours he would spend with her. Wen she had to
cancel one weekend because of an, unexpected trip with
Demiris, Larry stayed alone at the villa, and he found
hi nsel f angry-and

j eal ous, thinking about Noelle and

Demris together. When he saw Noelle the foll ow ng
week, she was surprised and pl eased by his eagerness.
"You m ssed ne," she said.

He nodded. "A lot"

" Good. "

"How s Demiris?"

She hesitated a nonment. "All right"

Larry noticed her hesitation. "What is it?"

"I was thinking of sonmething you said."

"What ?"

"You said you hated the feeling of sneaking around

like a crimnal. | hate it too. Every nonment | was with
Constantin, | wanted to be with you. | once told you,
353

him | want all of yon. | neant it. | don't want to him
you with anyone. | want you to marry ne."

S'He stared at her in surprise, caught off guard.
| »; Noelle was watching him "Do you want to marry
B?" |'tFYou know | do. But how? You keep telling ne



Demiris will do if he finds out about us."
| Sf ae shook her head. "He wont find out. Not if we're
and plan it properly. He doesn't own ne, Larry,
| eave him There's nothing he can do about that

has too nuch pride to try to stop ne. A nonth or

| ater, you'll quit your job. Wel|l go away sone-ere,
separately, perhaps to the United States. W
be married there. | have nore noney than well

need 111 buy you a charter airline, or a flying

ti ool or whatever you |ike."

He stood there |istening to what she was sayi ng,

i ng what he would be giving up agai nst what he

be gai ni ng. And what woul d he be giving up? A

job as a pilot The thought of owning his own

|l es sent a small thrill coursing through him He'd
his own converted Mtchell. O maybe the new

that had just conme out Four radial engines,
ity-five passengers. And Noelle, yes, he wanted No
Jesus, what was he even hesitating about?

"What about ny w fe?" he asked.

"Tell her you want a divorce."

"I don't know if she'll give ne one."

"Don't ask her,"” Noelle replied. 'Tell her." There hima
final inplacable note hi her voice.

Larry nodded. "All right"

"You wont be sorry, darling. | promse," Noelle

For Catherine tinme had lost its circadian rhythm she

“ fallen into a tesseract of tune, and day and ni ght

~ into one. Larry was al nost never hone, and

had | ong since stopped seeing any of then-friends, was she
did not have the energy to nake any nore
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excuses or to face people. Count Pappas had made hal f
a dozen attenpts to see her, and had finally given up.
She found herself only able to cope "with people
secondhand:

by tel ephone or letter or cable. But face to



face, she turned to stone, and conversations flinted off
her in hopeless, futile sparks. Tinme brought pain and
peopl e brought pain, and the only surcease Catherine
found was in the wonderful forgetfulfless of Iiquor. GOh
how it eased the suffering, softened the sharp edge of
rebuffs and gentled down the pitiless sun of reality that
beat down on everyone el se.

When Cat herine had first conme to Athens, she and
WIlliam Fraser had witten to each other frequently,
swappi ng news and keepi ng each ot her up-to-date on

the activities of their nmutual friends and foes. Since
Catherine's problenms with Larry had begun, however,
she had not had the heart to wite to Fraser. Hi s | ast
three letters had gone unanswered, and his last letter
had gone unopened. She sinply did not have the energy
to cope with anything outside the m crocosm of
self-pity in which she was trapped.

One day a cable arrived for Catherine, and it was

still lying on the table unopened a week | ater, when the
doorbell rang and WIIliam Fraser appeared. Catherine
stared at him unbelievingly. "Bill!" she said, thickly.
"Bill Fraser!™

He started to speak and she saw the excited |look in
his eyes turn to sonething el se, sonmething startled and
shocked.

"BiU, darling," she said. "Wat are you doing here?"

"l had to cone to Athens on business," Fraser expl ai ned.
"Didn't you get ny cabl e?"

Catherine | ooked at him trying to renenber. "I

don't know," she said finally.,She led himinto the living
room strewn with old newspapers, filled ashtrays

and plates of half-eaten food. "Sorry the place is such

a nmess," she said, waving a vague hand. "Il've been

busy. "

Fraser was studying her worriedly. "Are you all
hit, Catherine?"
""Me? Fantastic. How about a little drink?"



“I't's only eleven o' clock in the norning."

I . She nodded. "You're right. You're absolutely right,

1. It's too early to have a drink, and to tell you the
| woul dn't have one except to cel ebrate your

here. You're the only one in the whole world

could nmake ne have a drink at eleven o' clock in him
nor ni ng. "

Fraser watched with dismay as Cat herine staggered himthe
| i quor cabi net and poured a |arge drink for her

and a smaller one for him

"Do you like Greek brandy?" she asked as she car-his
drink to him "l used to hate it, but you get

| toit."

Fraser took his drink and set it down. "Were's

' he asked quietly.

"Larry? Oh, good old Larry's flying around sone-He

wor ks for the richest man in the world, you v. Demris
owns everything, even Larry."

. He studied her for a nonent "Does Larry know hi mdrink?"
Cat herine sl ammed down her gl ass and stood sway-in
front of him "Wat do you nean, does Larry

| drink?" she demanded indignantly. "Wo

;| drink? Just because | want to cel ebrate seeing an

[ friend, don't you start attacking ne!"

"Cat herine," he began, "I'm. . «"

"You think you can cone hi here and accuse ne of trying
some kind of a drunk?"

“I"'msorry, Catherine," Fraser said painfully, "I

nk you need hel p."

"Well you're wong," she retorted. "I don't need any
p. Do you know why? Because |I'm-Fmsett--1'm
she groped for the word and finally gave it
, "l don't need any help." | Fraser watched her for a
nonment "I have to go to a
he said "Have dinner with
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now,
me |
conf erence
toni ght. "

"COK." She nodded

"Aood, till pick you up at eight"

Cat herine watched Bill Fraser as he wal ked out the
door. Then with unsteady steps, she wal ked into her



bedr oom and sl owl y opened the cl oset door, staring
into the mrror hanging on the back of the door. She
stood there frozen, unable to believe what she was
seeing, sure that the mrror was playing sone dreadful

trick on her. Inside she was still the pretty little girl
adored by her father, still the young college girl
st andi ng

hi a notel roomw th Ron Peterson and hearing

himsay, "My God, Cathy, you' re the nost beautiful

thing I've ever seen,” and Bill Fraser holding her in his
arms and saying, "You're so beautiful, Catherine,” and
Larry saying, "Stay this beautiful, Cathy, you're

gor geous, "

and she | ooked at the figure in the mrror and

croaked al oud, "Wio are you?" and the sad, shapel ess
wonman in the mrror began to cry, hopel ess, enpty

tears that coursed down the obscene bl oated face.

Hours |l ater the doorbell rang. She heard Bill Eraser's
voi ce calling, "Catherine! Catherine, are you there?"
And then the bell rang sone < nore, and finally the

voi ce stopped and the ringing stopped and Cat heri ne

was | eft alone with the stranger hi the mrror.

At nine o' clock the follow ng norning, Catherine

took a taxi to Patission Street. The doctor's nane was
Ni kodes and he was a, large, burly man with a white
shaggy mane, a wise face with kind eyes, and an easy,

i nformal manner.

A nurse ushered Catherine hi to his private office

and Doctor N kodes indicated a chair. "Sit down, Ms.
Dougl as. "

Cat herine took a seat, nervous and tense, trying to

stop her body fromtrenbling.

"What seens to be your problenf"

She started to answer and t hen stopped hel pl essly.

CGod, she thought, where can 1 begin? "I need

dp," she said, finally. Her voice was dry and scratchy,
1 she ached for a drink. 1 The doctor was |eaning back in
hi s chair watching

a. "How old are you?" one "Twenty-eight" She watched his
face as she said ft.

himtried to conceal the | ook of shock, but she caught ft
ad in sonme perverse way was pleased by it

"YouVe an Anerican?"

"Yes."



“"Are you living in Athens?"

She nodded.

" **How | ong have you lived here?"

"A thousand years. W noved here before the

I | oponnesi an \War."

The doctor smled. "I feel that way sonetines too."
fte offered Catherine a cigarette. She reached for it,
; to control the trenbling of her fingers. |If Doctor
kodes noticed, he said nothing. He lit it for her.

at kind of help do you need, Ms. Douglas?"

Cat herine | ooked at himhelplessly. "I don't know, "
lie whispered. "I don't know. "

"Do you feel ill?"

“I'amill. | think I nmust be very fell. |'ve becone so

jUgly." She knew she was not crying and yet she felt him
runni ng down her cheeks.
"Do you drink, Ms. Douglas?" the doctor asked

Catherine stared at himin panic, feeling cornered,
eked. "Sonetines."

"How much?"

She took a deep breath. "Not nuch. It--ft depends.”
"Have you had a drink today?" he asked.

"No. "

He sat there studying her. "You're not really ugly,
know," he said gently. "You're overweight, your

is bloated and you haven't been taking care of

skin or your hair. Underneath that facade there's
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a very attractive young wonman. "

She burst into tears, and he sat there letting her cry
herself out Dimly over her racking sobs Catherine
heard the buzzer on his desk ring several tines, but
the doctor ignored it. The spasm of sobbing finally
subsi ded.

Cat herine pulled out a handkerchi ef and bl ew

her nose. *Tmsorry," she apol ogi zed, "C--can you

hel p ne?"

"That depends entirely on you," Doctor N kodes replied.



"We don't really know what your problemis
yet."

"Take a | ook at ne," Catherine responded.

He shook his head. "That's not a problem Ms.

Dougl as, that's a synptom Forgive ne for being blunt,
but if | amto help you, we nust be totally honest wth
each other. Wen an attractive young wonman | ets herself
go as you have, there nust be a very strong reason.

I s your husband alive?"

"Hol i days and weekends. "
He sjudied her. "Do you live with hinP"
"When he's hone."

"What is his work?"

"He's Constantin Demris' personal pilot." She saw
the reaction on the doctor's face, but whether he was
reacting to the nane of Demris or whether he knew
sonet hi ng about Larry, she could not tell. "Have you
heard of ny husband?" she asked.

“No." But he could have been |lying. "Do you | ove
your husband, Ms. Dougl as?"

Cat heri ne opened her nouth to answer and then

st opped. She knew that what she was going to say was
very inportant, not only to the doctor, but to herself.
Yes, she | oved her husband and yes, she hated him

and yes, at tines she felt such a rage toward hi mthat
she knew she was capable of killing him and yes, at
times she was so overwhel ned by a tenderness for him
that she knew she would gladly die for himand what

was the word that could say all that? Perhaps it was

| ove. "Yes," she said.
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| "Does he | ove you?"
no Cat heri ne thought of the other wonen hi Larry's life
hi s unfaithful ness and she thought of the awful
nger hi the mrror |last night and she coul d not
Larry for not wanting her. But who was to say
ich canme first? Did the woman in the mrror create
infidelity, or did his infidelity create the wonman
mrror? She becane aware that her cheeks were

Wi th tears again.
Cat heri ne shook her head helplessly. "lI--1 don't
now. "
"Have you ever had a nervous breakdown?"
was wat chi ng hi mnow, her eyes wary. "No. Do hi mthink
need one?"
He did not smle. He spoke slowy, choosing his
with care. "The human psyche is a delicate , Ms. Dougl as.
It can take only so nuch pain and
sn the pate becones unbearable, it escapes into
bi d-recesses
of the mnd that we are just beginning to
pl ore. Your enotions are stretched very tight." He
at her a nonent. "I think it is a good thing you get to
soneone for help."
"I knowl'ma little nervous," Catherine said defenly.
"That's why | drink. To relax ne."
"No," he said bluntly. "You drink to escape.'

? rows got

up and wal ked over to her. "I think there's
Dbably a good deal we can do for you. By *we,' |
himyou and I. It will not be sinple.”

"Tell me what to do."

"To begin with I amgoing to send you to a clinic for

t horough physical exam nation. My feeling is that

hey will find nothing basically wong with you. Next,
are going to stop drinking. Then | amgoing to put himon
a diet All right so far?"

Cat heri ne hesitated, then nodded.

"You are going to enroll in a gymasium where you

1 work out regularly to get your body back in shape. >
have an excel | ent physi ot herapist who will give you

You will go to a beauty parlor once a week.

All this will take time, Ms. Douglas. You did not get
in tills,condition overnight, and it m| not be changed
overnight" He smled at her reassuringly. "But | can



prom se you that in a few nonths--even a few
weeks--you will begin to | ook and feel |like a different
wonman. When you | ook hi your mrror, you wll feel
proud- - and when your husband | ooks at you, he wll
find you attractive."

Catherine stared at him her heart lifting. It was as
t hough sone unbeat abl e burden had been renoved

from deep inside her, as though she had suddenly been
gi ven a new chance to live.

"You nust clearly understand that | can only suggest
this programfor you," the doctor was saying. "It

s you who nust do it."

"I wll," Catherine said fervently. "I promse."

"To stop drinking will be the nost difficu