
i . 
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3. 

To celebrate the making of Bal Ami Saul Weinand threw 8 party 

on lOoard the Quean Mary, lying 1n pQl'manent dock 1n Long Beach Harbor,. 

No one could ·tell why he chose a &hiP. and 8 British ana at that, to 

announce the maJ~1ng of • film to take plaoe on terra firma. end in 

Pari_. Some said 1t was because one of th& stors was. Brit1sh. 

The real fact was that he'd got a beneficial daal from the Queen's 

proprietore for the evening hire. though hll' still spent the best part 

of Ii quarter of It million dollars. To some axt~t this was Justified 

by the advance publ1c~ty, though no one could dare t~ prediot anything . 
like fA Jews BU0088S. But there were TV cameras everywhere, the trade 

magazinea ran excellent columns an 1 t. and 1 t gave the prsas a chance 

to rAeet the new international star Jamie 5omerson. 

Saul walked round looking like David O. Selznick half a century 

before, kiaaing tl:le ladies on both chesks. grabbing male hands, being 

photographed with Jemie, and only when hit caught Dominic's eye did he 

f88l what he was, a man 1n a helluva big debt. For if ~ ona want 

down he' d naver make another pictu;r'C;j while his name was Weinand, and 

they both knew it. 

Paulina drove Angela end Dominic down in the Buick • T~ey were 1n 

• light mood, like .. family .on ths sprse. Angela ohattered about her 

wh1 ta-t18ooooand-taile idol· of the Thirtie8, J~ Buchanan, whose ashes 

had b8Sf1 scattered from the Queen Mary and who'd made over fifty 

transatlantic oroBllings to appear 1n Broadway 8ho~s or;' f1·1ma. 

She sang thsm his hit. 'And her mother came to tea'· in a surprisingly 

sweet well-trained voice. 

·"All Jack IS leading ladies fell in lova with him. I. 

"Looks like y~u got there too lata," Dominic said. 
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"He probably wasn't my type, I. ahe replied with a mischievous 

glance. "He wasn't a hustler or killer." 

"Come, come An gala , II he said with a laugh, "you would always 

have turned him into one I .. 
I 

Pauline drove them towards Pier J. on the harbour and they saw 

the hugs ship before thsm, br11lia.nt with lights in the dusk ae 1f 

about to slip anchor for another voyage to Southampton. 

The party started off with caviar an~ champagne in the Queen 

Mary Playhouse watching a revue imported from the,Mayfa1r Music Hall 

in Santa Monica. 

of undre6s. 

The men were in tuxedos, the woman in avery stags 

Angela wore the 8q~amarine gown from her commercial, with some 

pearls Dom1n1c slipped roUnd her neck just bitfors leaving the apart-

mente She looked a dream. Pauline had an off-th&-ehouldars dress 

cut very low in front and transparent, revealing a ramarkable body 

no one expact.:ii. 

The title of the film had been changed to Ambition and the word 

was avarywhars, on hats that were handed out (straw boaters for the 

men and cloche hat. for the women), on vast tricolour ribbons slung 

acroas the ceiling, and all round the proscenium arch in the theatre. 

One ribbon, broader than the others, featured the nama. of the 

Star~am18 Someraon and Angela Boume. 

"You can't blamlit ms for ~,'I 00na1nio said, looking up. "You 

did it yoursalf." 

TV camara. and hano-neld lights followed her here and there, she 

was asked far comments gn the coming film and made 8 few trite remarks 

which Saul's publicity cttij:iurtmsnt had advised her on beforehand. It 

was all a bit sickening. 

The ot;l,ar producers, Greg Marry town and Barry Kurtz, WBrIll there, 

kesping a. close to Dominic as they could eo a6 not to be seen to be 

part of the renegade Ambition production. For that matter, Saul kept 

cloee to him toe. 

She was aatonishsd at Dominic' S degr_ of magnati. far these men. 

ths shaer Coqloeure that drew thsm to him. Yet he was perhaps the 

youngest of them, and not the wealthiest. ,Kurt. was said to be at 

laaat twice a& rich, Saul had an equal pull with the banks. But 

their eye. ware full of questions. What did he really think of Saul's 

going it alone? Would Ambition make it at the box office? Above all 

" 
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what did he think of Saul's whisking his own girlfriend into the 

Ambition production from under his nose? 

And the 'killer' played on their anxiety with a little glitter 

of flJDusement in his eyes, or 50 it seemed to Angela. Sometimes she 

felt he must at the least have committed murder to have such a hold 

on p!sple. He reduced thB8e men to children before her eyes. 

When Dominic had heard about her signing up with Saul he I d 

shn.agged it off with, "She's learning fast huh?" 

She hadn't dared to tell him hersslf. 

do it. 

She'd got Everard to 

All Dominic said to l:!!!!:. on the subject waa, "Let's have a look. 

at the contract." Than held sat down with her in the lounge and gone 

over it clause by. clause, picking out the weaknesses. 

Even when she told him that Pennace was directing he showed no 

sign of irritation. 

Uoatly he seamed to feel pride that sheld handled the matter 

without help. He was especially impressed by her having negotiated 

the veto-clauae on the director. He got Everard to go over the 

scane at Saul We1n8l'\d l s house again and again, and had a little laugh 

at Sewl I s expense. 

But what was happening to the Ballet Russe series? Why was he 

80 silent about 1 t?, He announced his intention of approaching Jamie 

for the male lead but didn't actually do it. 

Every time she tried to brin'g the subject up something happene.d 

to distract him. It was very worrying. Pauline wae no help. When 

Angela asked her why h~ was 80 reticent about his projects all she said 

was, "Well, that makes two of you doean It it?" 

But the Ballet Russs series wa~lt the real worry. It was the 

fact that she was scared of her man. That implacable look 1'1 his 

eye j~at took her speech away. Even 'Caterina' failed to help her 
hera. 

The astonishing· thing was that he did his liest to dispel her 

fears. 'II 

"1 want you to loss the idea that you can ever work against ma, It 

he told her on the morning of the Quean Mary party. "Any good you 

do for yourself is for my good too'" 

She felt. tremor of apprehension just the asma, even while he 

said thus words. What lay behind his still manner? I twas ao 

difficult to aee into his heartl 

And the fear in her provoked a detennination to fight it and be 

indspa1dent. Here Caterina .5!!2 hslp. ,She egged her on. She .. 
made her feel at the Queen MArY party, for instance, tha~ she deserved 
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all the attention that was being lavished on her. Dominic took 

her round among the guesta. She met . .st8rs old and new, stars at the 

top~of the market and stars at the bottom. 

After the revue Jamie told her that the Bel Ami script had been 

r8VaqJsd to tum her role, Clotilda, into the female lead, with 

Madelaine now playing second fiddle. 

"What does Sonya feel about ~?" she asked him. 

"Oh I think. she kn'Ows Dominic pretty well." 

"Dominic? What's he got to do with it?" .- ' 

"Obvious," Jemie said. "She'd be playing Madeleine in the series 

if he hadn It pulled it all down. It 

"Also," he said roughly, being 8 little drunk, IIhe and Sonya had· 

it off once, 80 I guess ahe knows ~ side of him too. 1I 

To her surprise she felt no jealousy at the thought of Dominic 

and Sonya having been lover.a. In fact she watched Sonya at the other 

fiUld of the bar talking to BarTy Kurtz and thought what good taste 

Dominic had. 

The one parson she dido' t speak to all evening was Max Pannance. 

He w&e keeping wa~l away from the Dominic faction, which meant keeping 

away from his own producer, Saul Weinand, too. 

kicked 'him. 

So~ya could have 

Angela saw Dominic in a huddle with Saul and on '·the excuse of 

picking up B. drink walked over to their table. To her bewildannent 

they ware renegotiating her contract. 

Dominic ina1atad on having her participation percentage raised, 

and on inserting a new clause giving her !! !".:~,""H:1ScmC lot=-Cut fee in 

the case gf the film not being made or, having baen mada, not baing 

distributed. A eale to television could not be considered • dis-

tributiOn'. 

"That • 8 a must." he told Saul gravely, fixing him with a gaze -
that prompted Saul to look round for help from Kurtz and Marrytown 

who ware at the other and of the hall. 

The new clauses were typed out that evening on the Queen M,ary. 
1""\ • 

end signed aver champagne in the capta1n's quarters. Jamie and 

Jill A8pinsky, who were at the bar together, wondered what was going 

on, but ware never told. Everard Hope, usually the infonnant on 

·thus things, didn It know either. 

* * * 

The party also s~ed the function of getting the shooting off 

to a vigorous and optindetio start two days late; at the Burbank 

studios. 
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She really clicked with Jamie at rehearsals. They really 
II 

• gave • to each other'. Max seemed pleased. 

Shooting also coincided with some of the finest weather of the 

year---e high blue sk,y and cool breezes. The evenin~s were heavenly. 

Everybody felt it was an OK sign from providence. 

It was ~d, said Nick, Madeleine's bearded husband in the film., 

that ~he Guy ds Maupassant book had· been mangled and Sonya Steale 

sar~ed. _but at least everyone was in work ••• 

A alight shadow was cast on the first day's .shooting when Saul 

was held for observation at the Hollrwood Hilla clinic. He'd gone 

thsre for his b1-monthly check-up. Recently he'd been complaining 

of an axtra-eystol1c heart flutter. 

He felt giddy and depressed but a faw days on a ganglion-block 

drug sat the blood p~BSsure to rights. He was told to take it easy. 

He sorely wanted to visit the studios---but Penn~cewas happy 

he didn't. 

"He's a pain in the aree on the set," he said. 

Things were going well. The first rushes had created more 

~confidenc8 among the distributors (who had a large stake in the film) 

than anything that had happened for, say, six months. People who'd 

said that 'another costume film' couldn't do much business 'ware 

beginning to wonder if this wasn't another Gone with the Wind, with 

a prestige performance from Angela that would pull them in for 

generations. Jamie of course was the commeroial pull. It was what 

they'd said abmut Vivien Leigh and Clark Gable. 

right hum of excitement round the set. 

There was the 

Ae. Jamie' a last film continued to draw capacity audiences the 

world over everyone on the set, especially Pennance, began to realise 

he was worth his weight in gold. With thi5 in mind two doctor.s 

instead Df the one required by insurance policies were brought in 

to watch him. 

A hand-held light, living up to its nickname of handbasher, 

fall within inches of Jamie's hand one afternoon when he was sitting 

by a table on the set being lit. Nobody knew what it was doing 

there---or why ths sparks responsible had been carrying the thing 

around on a live lead. Anyway, Jamie was told to stay in his 
s 

dresing room in future while the sst was being lit. 
. ,. This'meant 

getting him a stand-in just like in Hollywood in the old days. 
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All the fuss made about this suited Angela d~wn to the 

ground. She kept a deliberately low profile, learning her lines 
n 

q( 'u1etly and keeping in touch with Dominic from her dressing-room 

phone. 6he seemed to have become the least of Pannance's problems. 

Sha got to know Sonya Steele quite well, though it was uphill 

work in the first days. She urged Jamie to help her hare. Partly 

she felt responsible for Sonya's having lost the lead but mostly 

ahe ~:l= disgust.;;u uy tl,~ wuy Pennance was treating her on the set. 

He did his best to ~e an arnbarr~ssing situation worse. He 

wouldn't let her interpret Madelaine in a new way consonant with 
I 

the mangled script, whi~r sha want~d to. Her idea was to play down 

Madelains's dominance 9V~ hsr dying husband, over ministers, over 
I ' 

ths young and p'liI1nl18~~ f}sorgas ~~ Roy t flfld 8ubsti tute a fascinating 
. '. I ' 

k1nc;;t of meekness whioh [lot 1 ta w~y by the sheer use of intelligence. 
t '/1 • ! ' 

. \ ,! 

6ony~ was one D·' those' ~r:dEJfIl0l16tr~tive actr6ssee who as they work on 
, I 

tha:·.~ parts get bigger ,ttnd bigger without anyone noticing it until 
;' t " 

the film 1& finished. Eut it ssemed that Pannance wasn't having that. 

:'\180 she we'&n' t the type to buret into tears when a scene went 

wrong from her ·point of view. Angela wished she would. 

~"F Dr God's lilaka. II at:ta said to her one dey. "why don' t you blow 

your .;i;op? 6oaJ.'I;~' the shtt out of him'! II 

This IOtide fif?nyu her friend. 6ometilTl'as 1n breaks they worked 
" together on Maduleins" a f ,cenus, finding pa,1nts where she could insert : rt'+ ...... ~ . 

an 1~terpretatifln ~WOUJ.d be to·o busy to notice. The fact was that 

he w'l)ls fr1ghtenud that if tJladeleine shone he could be accused of 

dBf:f;~ng Saul's ~'Uling thtLt Clotilde was the star. At ·home with 

Son~,~ he nevar:' uvan talkl)d about ttla film. 

liDo you ~t~.ll leVi) I aim?" Angela ventured to· task her. 

"Love h1.ffl1 I' Sonya add. "I hav6Ifl' t loved a man sinca Dominic 

Latc:rjoolcha I .. 

Angeles WI:lS stunned and Sonya, no_doubt expecting the reaction, 

even if she didn' t calcula til it, smiled. uOh, l' m not in lova with 

Dom1:l1'lic. I think. he' a 8 son of' a bitch. I just mean what' I sey, 

I h';1ven I t loved a man sincs I loved !:l!!!!. 
lovIli him I .. 

And boy I certainly did 

Angela took her to the Au Petit Gafe on Vine Street when they 
.,' 

finished work, to get her to talk more. 

"Is Dominic going to ruin my life?U she asked her as a lead-in, 

trying to make it tiound like a joke. 
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"I think you might ruin .!:!!m," Sonya said. 

80 far." 

"You're doing OK 

AWell YOL,' rtf getting your own way. I mevar got my way with 

Dominic even 0 .... the ~u de cologne I 'sprayed my own body withl 

Jewellery, clothes, the books I read, the quality of the coffee I 

drank, the questi~1 of the pill, the coil or th& diaphragm---he 

decidaO *hti whola damn loti And it was great for a time. Then 

I rea.11s~d he wa~ choosing everything for somebody elsel Perhaps 

it was y6uI Anyway whoever it was hadn't happened to him yet and 

csrta1nl~ WU~il't ms. For instance," aha said before Angela could 

6&)\ anythin~. "tria pearls you ware wearing on the Queen Mary went on 

!2!. firs flIP 
i 

AngiJia couidn' t stop herself going pale. 

"Th~tw' l.ooked terrible on me, II Sonya went ono "In fact I 

thou!l~ht r'\~ Just. aidn 't have the right touch with a woman. But I 

auPpClS8 I ~Ja.s wrong. I nlean, taka that dress you wers w~ing 

on th~ Quash t.iary--that was. real nice I II 
_ i 

"But t'lG ,01 dn • t ·IJ1 va me ~ I I t was from the commercial I did 

wi th JamiaJ~ . 
• -4 

-1 kn,:ri". U bnnYf:I Said. Then she laughed: "I'm sorry kidl 
... ! -, • I" 

You really" Uidn' t ~.now he had that dress specially designed for 

you? 

In fcwt 

Thta: producers of theat comn.~!"cJ.al tlra liks his twin brothers I 
f 

fiti, knsw two ~ylS tiefdrto aVau Jill Attpinsky that you were 

going to ytJt~ the jub! ., 

IIHa got ,"19 tne .Iol) a.!:.; "".~ll ?;f 

UNo ~ut he go~; 'yin.: the dl:';~~)s ~ fhtJ) (I,ude him pay for it of 

courSB. 

th ,"," . '11" I on e sat\ ror not; td,~ lnt; VQI...~, .. I unly hteaard through a guy ca;lled 

Hal Barnars\Ii who' a a 5f:in Dis~o ban"-:.l.(lQ 1:lQIl, ona of Saul' s investors 
': 

on . Arno! tio", • ~h 

\.ot'Mell," ~\ngela !-.ia.1d ~_r' a d~ze, Uttt lea.st he didn It try the 

dress on you t:tl'st II' 

uOh for UiJminic· 6.P/,t i d!ll! "e aoes is self-justifying, ha's always 

bean that wayl" 

"1 heBrd he '.J.tlB(l to go to a lot of shrinks at one time--is that 

true?" 

USure it·o true I .But portly it- was a kind of hobby. He 

wanted to fino out about himself, he knew he was going soma place 

but he dido' t know axactly where yet. And he was making a heep of 

gold 8S some, kind of intrapreneur, you never knew quite what he was 
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up to. Thol WdS b~far'e he moved into films. He used to coma 

on the set with Ale and that was how he learned about films and met 

everybody. Of course the more gold he made the mora the boys triad 

to pull h1m intu &J:coduction. He got the usual cranks and phonies 

and he fell for' ec.me surrealist crap and lost fifty thousand bucks 

on Ii film nobOdy avan4'troublad to distribute. That taught him a 

lot a.nd he started tr~ting films as a busines~. That way he was 

sincsra at laast. I maan he ,just looked ridiculous with all those 

art people. It wa~ difficult for a human dagger to look dreamy. 
I: : 

Anyway thii investments paid off. once he'd learned who I, and what to 

be ruthlasa wi,th. <} 

Angela f,'~ght the indignation rising in her-to speak out 
1 , 

for Duu'..Lnic, c,st'end hillle't tt/\nd did he stop going to the shrinks?" 

She HltlUG harasl:f 3ti.y.,. 

I!u. I Lhett 'only h~p~jned whon he met Pauline. She was j~st 

about t.h~ biggfa;~t. thio\J that a Vel'" hap,.u:ined to him-u 

uUl d the), hCl'V'a an ~l1'faiJ'·"ir.r 

uAl""" JOU k .. ~ddin~~;' Paulj.ntit goa~ in for gawky student types of 

forty UI~ 1'1 Ft.}'", You ~ a be wl"Itl2.sd if 'tOU saw thalli, which is why you 
I ' 

never dot She keep::.:.' them under loci< and key 1n lonely downtown 

~ac1a taJ uJ uoasn' t ave; ~ give tnum har' phone number. II 

"AUPNtJ;;. why wau stab the b;;',1jgest thinQ that happened in his 

life?" 

"We;;ll ..... lefill· .sil~· w~me Qlor!U 6\iQryt.hlng changed. The girls 

stotJpeo.. HEI usea to hb V til so maoy girls calling him up you weren't 

evan jsalou&, thilY bart ut" annulled each other. 'And 'he developed 

this fdnta~~ic wille Hl~ close friends like me just couldn't 

believe it. He' u. ctl.WilYS mbde 0 lot of money but now he started 

making millionaw i\hd that was all Pauline's work. She got h1-m 

into this ro1ncarnation~l thing. Hey, that sounds quite interest­

ing, don't you think. 60? Have you got youreelf into it too?" ' 

"In e 6lM\ld.ll way.... She wanted to press on with the investigation: 

"Did ha always scara people?" 

"Oh that's hie ayes mastly." 

"But did h.:. always have that way of looking at people?" 

uYou mean like ha 8 s seeing right through you?" 

UYes'." 

"That's a load of crap. His reactions ttre slow, that's all. 

I know a lot of guys who have'that immutable stare, you get it smoking 

J 



- 93 

dope, that 1s if you smoke hard enough and shoot up a little horse 

8& w&ll and 501ff a p1nch of coke from time to t~nel And our 

Domin1c certainly did all of those things lit 

8ack. at the apartment that evening Angela was tender and 

aff8Ct1onat~ith hiDI, as if to soothe the invisible wounds inflicted. 

He looked tired and this added to her sanse of ct;XTlPElssion, and a touch 

of guilt too, that by asking leading questions she'd got Sonya to . 

apill mors than waa good for hsr to know. 

Had Sonya been helped by Jemie 1n th1a--wsre they Jointly 

trying to open har eyes about Dominic? 

Sh& told Dominic all the other news of the day, how Pennance 

was treating Sonya. 

"You ce.n never tel! .hGi. w.ractora are being tough for a purpose," 

he &aid. "Sonya's always given him a lot of trouble, itls her way 

of working. She navers throW5 hysterics, she just grinds away at 

the part until you want to throw a pail of pig-swill over her and say 

oh for Christls sake get out of here and have a good time I Did you 

-know I had a &cane going with Sonya once?" 

She nearly jumped out of her chair. "Yas I heard something like 

that at the studio." 

"That 1 • what I like about your profession, you're all such 

sticklers for the truth." He drew her into his anna &n~ whispered, 

"What else did you hear about me?" 

"That you had my draa~ designed for me on the commercial, that 

you tried those pearls on Sonya first, that you took a lot of dopa 

at one time and had shrinks allover the 'wast coast, and Paulina was 

the beat thing that aver happened to you. It 

"It's true I lt~ all true'" he said. "Except for the Pearle. 

I took them back whitn I saw they didn I t suit hsr. They're still in 

a drawer somewhere. And the onS8 I gave you I bought on the d4y 
of the lWueen Mary party. Warms aee the rsceipt?U 

"Oh Oom, Dam." She hugged and kissed him. 

Later he wandered into the kitchen and said, "Now how the hell 

did they find out about that cU'ssa? There must be some weak security 

SOIItawhera I .. 

1t6onya said a San Diego bank told her." 
I 

"Hal B ern era , the son of a bi tch I He cnlferheard my phone calli 

Can you baat that? I'd call him up right now and tear a strip off 

him if he h~'t put his bank at ~y disposal for the Ballet Russ. 

aeries I 'I 

._-----
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Then he said, "look after Donya.. Ght:l's 8 great kid even if 

she can't tell the differenc6 batwosn one string of pearls and 

anothlU'." 
~. 

Was this his way of sa.ying h& didnat~6anya for gossiping about 

h1m--or Angela for having li8tened~( 

Shooting on Ambitiun Wba goilig fiU wall that hal' london agent 

Barbara Glesson called to congratulate h4ilU'. 

"11m hearing great things f'rOlj\ t:,'II'eranj all the time, II she said. 

"By the way, Angela, do .you intenu to v'tilturn to london ever?" 

The question took. hilT by QUl'P~'l ~cl.. It wasn't one she wanted 

to hear at the 1l1umunt, answering would cast a tim&-limit on her 

present happiflii&s. 

But something made nil!' give Bw'baret " non-conllnital reply. 

"Well," she ~aio. "thi~ film's tJot to 0':' finished first, and 

than there'& ths a3all.at Husse 8el'i~~. tbough 1 haven't signed a 

contract yet.·, 

uThe reason 1 it •. is that tnt::ir~ t ~ u0 1.ng to be a Shaw revival 
...... 

and they' re ksan on hCivlng you for tha ferndl.:. latio." 

"What' b thti pltty7 1
• 

And bet'or.:.' the word lMua out of Btu'liars ~:;) nlouth she knew what 

it was going to be-~··.f'XWUl8honj !\no it *bS the pcu·t; she'd always 

dreamed about~~112.d i ;~\ 

"A .. v1ving PyQi'ialion actJnda era",:), to inS," Barbara said, "but 

everybody' s kllll8n and they Ire etar·ting 1n t:ix'ighton Wld coming into 

town at ths Apollo ur Piocadilly. It·s going to be a star cast. 

Rehearsals start in ab~t two months." 
f 

It was the biggest theatre offer she'd avar had. She went 

to thw lounge a.nd poured herse~f a thoUghtful drink.. 

Oominic was going through his business mail • 

.. Just my Agent calling f'rcm London. It 

"E.verything OK?" 

"Yes. She heard how well t!"!!:: filii, wa.:a yu.lny. ~~ 

r\ 

IIAn Y trouble?" 

It was ana more thing ahe couldn't bring herself to tell him. 

The list was growing. She went and hugged him until he began to 

look at her curiously. 

The attractions of playing Eliza ware all the greater because. 

inside har, Caterina seamed to be saying yes to it---sha identified 

with the brash yet vulnerable flower girl who learned to be a lady. 

And Angela knew aha was born to play 1 t. 

She had a hard time suppressing her excitement. 

-I 
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Saul cwne down to th,,! studios looking purply in the face and 

considerably thinner. He walked with fl stick, which he said was 

for safety more than nsed. 
!I "11m glad you're'with us Anyslb," he said cosi:-ly. "Max tells 

mil your scenes ara great. You and Jamie make a fine team." 

She I d :ae8ll the rueheb of their SCSOIiS and couldn't deny they 

were good. 

But the narve-wrackio(d worK was yet to come. She knew that r 

Bvary~e. especially Pennanae, WbS afraid of her leve-scenes with 

Jamie, becauae ,of what had hE!Ppanttd un ths commercial, and that for 

this rsaSQfl they' a been put at -cha tic-'&:: tum of the shooting list. to 

be done in the last auysa 
Every now and tnen. dUring & quft.:: f urmal scene, it might be 

wi th Madeleina and har "uab6lld in ~he same room. Max would S4iY to 

Jamie "Could yuu just tak$ Angtitltt' a han~ there, very quickly?" or 

"Suppose you staal a kiss just 6ta YOU'I"l:j ptlssing through the door-­

after all you're that sort. uf QUY ;;u~an'~'t jOU'/u 

She knew th~a WEui to g8t/' hat' USdU tu Jamie' s touCh in case the 

'allergy' reourred. bhe cauldn It may she minded the hand-Squeezing 
I 

or the odd k1siI but still anti hadee stasI hfBrself for them, being' 

as much afrai.d of a r90urr~nce as avaryontiS elss was. 

Wax observed the slight recoil in her but told himself that it 

wes fear of a reltiplitb mol"tit thari the ft allergy· i teel f. and he seemed 

to be right. 
The dasignara of the» film had '{uaos ever>' effurt to create 8. 

convinoing tiel &pugue OEU::Jo...l:jI'ound. A Fr'enoh adviser hung about the 

eet at tJ.ll timae cr.&t..Kl.lllJ gsst~,.d·etl ~nt.l n6t.lf,ns:i;-t<ls.na--tlow to pour 

wins. drink i 1.. t' ... .1.bb him06 i bow. cail a weti tw~~ hail a cab. s1 t on 

a chuas lGII\ju.-:,: .. 

Jemltt Wb8 a nati.ve ot' Nc.w J"ru-J' cinu had been to Europe once 

CiS a studsnt', m18liing out Paris becautils h.l.S girlfriend was in 

Frankfurt. He waso-t. dQ Sonya ~i,". the f'iJ:"st; actor that sprang 

to your mind when you tU:":;:Li"O thb nl:iOl~ Guy dtt MaUpatadtlnt. But he 

had an instinc;tlvt:S approach to ~,j(~t6 which compensated for the 

callowness. at least by the tims it came to cut ttnd edit. Angela 

enjoyed watuhing him develop his pa:rt ~5 they exchan'ged lines in 

her draaaing room. rie had "lardly any brain on his shoulders but 

this helped him. He quicKly saw that Georges Duroy had combined 

two queli ties in nearly all his thoughts and deeds-ruthlessness' 

and elegance. One had never gone without the other. 
1 -
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He looked ! .. .ip from' his scrlpt ·one day when Sonya was 5i tting 

with them and said, >'You know who 1'm basing my interpretation on 

don't you?" 

uNo," Angela E:H'.U,.U .• 

"Your boyfriunu. ,. 

She was furicua. "Listen I'm in love with that manl Ouray 

was a bStitard, hft, f d h6.V~ done anything to advance himself, how can you 

talk about Dominic .i.n the same way?" 

"Oh 1'm nat 1;:.,:'y1ng to hit Doinin1c. I'm just saying what 

everybody 8 d ~~,J DnJy I sa~/ 1 t to your face. II 

"l think. >'Oi.: :>-r€t Ju~t .jat'isloUL:i.!' ,~onya said. 
"1-

U'YL!... aWl say that again I te 

Also, she 

falt she ..:.uuldJ \ Tt dounte.r, what Jamie had ;m1d. , I Oom1nic's'will ~ 

One day ~~1~1·:1. ahe waEl wai ti:, . ~~ to bH c.alled on the set there was a 

k.noc~ on her d) .. iljls~.}~~)1g-~ruCM l ~:lC~IJj\,., l:ihe tu:cnerJ and there to her astonish-

ment was Uomin:;.c. 
I 

He jUllt :,:ll)l';; 111a hi~.iid rO'Jnd the door and said, 

UHullo". then ,W1l5 y~:i JU ti{,a;t.n.. ',:', 

uOoJnin1c I·i ' She' '('Uf·du:id ,tu 'the doof' and opened 1 t. 

outSl'de and lqoketd 8\!ax'ylllhw f:.i t ' 

Qhe went 

"Have yo .. Beef" Dbln1n~c"'~ sha askacl the assistant director. 

"Ooaninic1" he said, blJ.qkj..rlg. 

IlDon't you know' him'(I' Shb "~, .. shQd away', jumping over cables 

and knocking into 11gh:}: st6nd6~ 

She found Mfl)', Pennanctii in confersnce with .... the camaraman. 

"Dominic knocked on my door. then coolplately disappeared. If 

u!t!2'l Dominic LatQUche?" 

"Yasl" 

uoid you aee Dominic'l" heaaked th6 cameramen. 

"Not me. u 

"Listen." Max said, "there - t1 ,a gl"ips looks vary much like him. 

Guy with (Jerk features, same sort of nasa. 

Dominic?" 

"Wall of' course I'm surel lf 

Are you ~ it was 

She rang the apartment. No one was at home. So she rang 

Pauline. 

"Do you know where Oominic is'lll 
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"He' s right hero." 

"But he was hel"t;l tit the studio not five minutes ago III 

"You must be seei~8 things. I'll pass you over." 

Angela told hinl Whd t had happened and he said, "Maybe it was 

somebody imper5,nnat },"'l) me.. They do that kind of thing down there I .. 

She let it pas~ off a~ a joke--with Max Pennance too, but it 

scared her. t~:+-ICk~i:;\1.1)1 VJ~lan the grips said to be like Dominic turned 

out to loot.;., ncth1K.~~ 1tt<,i'; him at all---end in any case he hadn I t knocked 

on her dool" 'Il 

S.atween t~~D' l' tiT} that dtly, she wandered round the stage looking 
I 

for aa,07v:.~~,,,:)omj~!\:.L.1>,,-).tkf: individual but saw no one. 

f rQrn .;h" ~.C:tllrit1t.. U'iat man knocked ~!n her door she felt slightly 

faint:. It 'f!la's Ie. :'t_~.gh,\;, aQt~i8e of' fever comparable to a pre-flu: 

f8illi~g. 
I 

:lUt the da:' '[ fl 8hoc~tinll went OK. Jamie, noticing the· difference 

in he r.. per&~tial'l(/ her to t4lke a finger of whispky after the last scene 

of th( day. Sh.ij found he;,"'ealf( thinking how unknown forces ware 
I .; 

pemCl~'r.I-
, "', 

bagl.(jnillf:Ul to aut on her" Was it all this FM act1'!ity? 
I, 

It • ("M: 
~ : 

I 
nez' shiv'iU", re8ch ';>orthu shawl she took to all dressing 

rQQfflt ",i:, 
( 

fU~a slept ·~1~.h Oomiuic that night, not in her room. so as to 

be Sl.lJ'8 that no' 'I ifhost e of him ~ould appear. 

: She daligh':eti to touc:, him. The)" were awake h'lf the night, 

talk: ng emd makLng lOvi.... She fs1t that: b~j ,staying close to him 

thos.j unkown fo'~ces WQUld _)8 exorcised. 

"Something's not' qui ttl, right with the old lady, huh?" ha 

'whisperad just: befol'e th~)' went to ~leep. 

"Oh it's probeably tht( love, scenes worrying me." 

"They'll t;Je OK. T"-i-at daddy." 

Tha" next lOQmin~' whw,' she walked int.':J the studio at around eight 

o 'cl)ck. tlverybqdy WAS staluiiing ,about .... ':16 i.f work had been suspended. 

The llgi-r'-i;i on the Q~t had bean I-d.llad. The cameras ware stacked 

dumbly by tha wall. HW" heart sank. it looked like a strike, a 

financial collapse. something awful. 

JIll Aapinskl wtia there Wl,d came up to her quietly-"Saul 

Weinand I B dead," sha whispered .. t'Heart attack in tha night. II 

They were fill to attend the funerttl tile following Thursday. 

Max called a m&etinQ and sa1.d he didn't know what the future held 

fer the film. "Saul may have appointed an executor, 1 just don't 

know yet." 

There were some SU99est1o~s that sha should approach Dominic 
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to seek his production advice. They came in a veiled form from 

Nick, the actor playing Madeleine's husband, and from some of the 

orew. She took no notice. 

The following ~y.wa8 the same, with everyone standing about. 

Then at ten o'clock Hal Berners arrived and tal~ed to Pennance. He 

said the f"110l was now in the hands of a small committee of men Saul 

would have 8PProv~d·cf and work was to go on as if h~ was still alive. 

In fact the distributors were pressing for workl· not only to be 

resumed but int~nel.fiect. Two days of expensive studio time had 

already been lost. 

They were also regretting the money lavished on the Queen Mary 

party. "fh!la was ·the reason for their hard line on the shooting 
i 

schedule and the elaborate seta. ilhey wanted to save. Max looked 

w~1orried and said the sons of bi tCh~5 would ruin the film just to get 
; I . 

{t on the market qui.ok, since at this moment they would probably 

h:)~~ even with anyth1!ng that nad Jamie 6omerson' s name gn it. 

Dominic haU SpdOt tha pr~vious evening ~t Saul's house with 

U?Bg Merrytovll ana Semars. 1 t had been difficult! to' ;find a next 
:j 

IJ ;;l kin but i~~," the end a bro~har in Pittsburg had b~en contacted and 

With h16 pannission Dominic embarked on w,;us now on hi;' way to LA. 

the funeral c:!.rrangemef'ilts. 
!: 

The ni,lXt dey at ~hti studio warne of rush and panic. Everyone 

was 1n everyone slee1u way. 'l'h~ st6K:ldy conaentr'ation of the early 
/ 

Nark had been replaced with irr1tatl.on and touchiness. 

In a peculiar stumpesde which nobody could explain properly 

a lighting tower on t[:1e Stit stacted shdi-:ing and the • brute' mounted 

at its hElfl,j crashed til the ground wul ncU-l'uwly missed killing the 

chief photographer. 
Angela heard the axploaion 1n h.:sl' Lir"eesing raoUl and dared not 

go out. It Wfla,; tionya whO CWIIS ~co tell her the news. The set 

had. caught fire ana was six toot dcsl$p l.n axt1nguish6ll' foam. · 

It Ali this is gr-eat f'ol" the nerveti, II cionya saia, collapsing 

into a chair. l'Are you ~ra yOU don't have whisky hidden somewhere?" 

"Ye~. aura." 

"I wished I smoked 01' somethin9d\ Max 1.8 gatting impossible at 

home. Our phllOe' fj going all l1ignt. They' re changing plans every 

five minutes. lhay started interfering with the title last night. 

And they wanted to Know who the hell you wer~ax told them to 

get in touch w1tn Uom1n1c about ~, which seemed tq settle their 

minds. II 
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Jamie sttlrted putting .his foot down. He refused! ,to let idiot-

boards be erected allover the set with his or Angela's lines on ., 

them just becaus~ the new schedule didn't allow them time to learn 

their parts. Word got to the money~en that he was getting bolshle, 

and they decided to cool the 'thing off: Pennance could return to 

the original shooting schedule. And the threatened cut-backs in 

the costumes budget wouldn't take place (especially as nearly all 

the cQstumes had bean made): 

But fraah trouble started when the entire production team 

elected to attsnd Saul's funeral find thus throwaway another day of 
I 

studio time.', And ones again the money-man withdrew. 

1 The Queen ~ary fling was the real source of their irritation. 

It. was seen a& 8 total financial calamity which originally they had 

tt~ght Saul's private donation, and which wasn't worth a quarter of 

itfl weight in adv~oe publicity. It was now blamed on Hal.Bamara, 

whcl1d been Igulled by Saul's David 0 ~ Selznick manner into believing 

th8t the film was going to be a blockbuster whereas, said the distrib­

utors, it was just another damn costume picture, and French at thatl 

~erybody' was sore, the original enthusiasm was waning" 

evan Max Pennanoe wanted to get the f'1lm done and out of the way. 

He was oncs mors feeling vulnerable---his chief patron had after all 

died and it lOoke'd as i~as again tit Oominic Latouchs's mercies. 
I" ' 

Altogether, in ('8. matter' "of two Ol~ three days, a great enterprise 

everyone had beeri tal.k.:ing about pti\Caml:i &. SUbject to avoid. 

Jill Rap1nsky was alrea~y iJalllng Angela to get Dominic moving 

on the Ballet Ausse sari,ea •. ' But he was still very quiet about 

that. He was no longer wavinG a contract under AngJla's nose. 

ivFJ something :in his eyes told her not . 

to raies the sub,ject" 

He worked eo hard at thF.) funerul al'."l·'tingEIIlltlnts, dnd at trying 

to find out if Saul had left.::a '111.11 that wher. the dtty of the funeral 

came he looked ten years oldw~, j~ "!{;wla ru9h~d home from the etudio 
\ 

to be with him. In thti~. a,;'!.)i'S thd.t full owed she fussed round him 
·r 

whenever she .wae free. One' morning wll~\·,n Pauline had a heavy FM 

class she got time off from -,the studiu ~lhd drove him round LA 

chaSing up attorney's about t~}6 Stlul Wainllind estate. 
'" 

Saul had indeed left a will.. He dis9 quite a rich man, Dominic 
1 

said. Angela asked hj.ni who. the benafitiiariea of the will were and 

he smiled. l 

"Me, If he' tadiu. "I'm the sale beneficiary. I can't believe it." 
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He and &:iul had never baen closs. True, he'd ~ntroduced 

Saul to film lnvE:lstaTI~nt but Saul had had many other'stXOings to his 

,bow-a big-; uttike in Chicago real estate, for one thing. And he 

never seemed reall" l.nt.:westad in films especially when his wife-to-oe 

walked out on him. I '. 

"She laft him flat in the middlli of the night. No warning. 

Noth1nb} wl'on~ batwe~ them. He just woke up and found she wasn't 

there. Nooouy Kn*h~ wh.clre she disappeare~ to. He put it around 

that ahs·d tuaw-, kl.diiapped or some crazy thing but everybody kn~w the 

kind of girl &ua wa~ \Mhan he. wasil' t looking. I felt sorry for Saul, 

I waa 1"_1 fO"id of him and ma,ybe he could feel that. II 

The bl"6tiiliU' frorn Pittsburg ~as naturally sore about the will, 

though OOlnin,ic poirrted out. "You haven' t seen your brother for closs 

on thirty yaw's $0 it II ~ ~mall wonder he didn' t remember you. II 

When news ofth" \Nill got about there was laughter,. shock and, 

qui tti a bit uf' cY"lical talk about Latouche having • worked' 1 t again. 

And no.,.. of cc;urau he; was virtually the producer of Ambition without 

wantine to bu. 

But 'hs declined to step t'o~ttrd ,and stop the distributors, in 

halpl&aa aollus1on i with Hal a,arnsl"s, from making a mess of the 

pl"'Oduction. He tlicin't visit the set. He didn't call Pennance. 

Atad he flurtg a uange.l'ous glance a t anyone who trled to bring the 

Subject up in his presence. tu.h~ 

Peapl~ had crowded round him at the funeral. But it hadn 't,Lgreat 

intelligence to see that h6 was there to mourn a friend and nothing else. 

The cia:y' before the funeral Angela bought herself a black outfit. 

bha looked mournful about 1 t.. He kept glancing at her and saying 

quietly, I'Why cu'c. you wUI'ri.ed abou'l:; dik:lth~' Why should it make you 

a""',.." .. ~ .... And, II5a",1 waa C'btioy ,t.o go irn:.o another identity that' e all. 

TIle Qu~an Mar)" party was his fal't.NIt:ill fling. 
, ' 

He didn't give a damn' 

about film~ but tas still want"d tu be the old-style Hollywood producer, 
I 

he evan start.:su coining sowlCi of Golowyn' s famous jokes. He knew 
. j , ' il ' ck it the mor'ley' he spent on zr.at pcu'ty iIIOu d rit:ivar corne ba, was a 

kind uf jCJki:t, th~ on 1)" dttr1n9, th~n9 he did in his life." 

Woru got around that Dominic WE\e insisting on the banks fulfilling 

their'obli.;Jatiuna to the baul 'N~inf:lnd estate by going through with 

Ambition. That wab thfJl story. So hie stock suddenly w,ent up. 

People's oa;,l'vas ware frayed. Angela looked as tired as Dominic. 

She felt that death had stalked into their apartment, that Saul had 

virtually" taken over their lives. Dominic always seemed to be in 

attorneys' offices, taking calls from various __ parts of the States 
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investment programmE!s, calling money In hare and buying stock there. 

"By the and of the day," he told her, HI might break even on'all 

this but I'll have to 6e 1n luck" The two-timerl U He laughed. 

"F alley 6w~ng1"g that one an me I II ,4 , 

In fact he was half 8 million .:ciGhsr for the Weinand Estate. 

He put the money into tl t1!StW company called Weinand Productions which. 

since Angela's h~t was in the,thaatre, would finance theatre. 

The question about ·tha1:" Sonya ;sa"i,d, was had he ever seen a play? 

,Nobody bslisvad the comp~ny W8,:-3 morta than 6 tax-loss outfit. 

The raaul t of all thi ~ 'Na,&_, that Angela became the centre of 

almost re11gi,ous attention fd::: the studio. Max treated her like a 

queen 8Ild 8 stanO-in 'M"~l:~ ;'.';;:~if)k:IiJr.~, for hat too. After all, her man 

had saved the f'ilm or ~.f this was too optimistic he was in a position 

to do so. Alao Ql'jul weinand had shown, by leaving his estate to 

Dominic, that 'going j,t; ~tlone' on Arnbition had made no difference to 

his belifl;f ,.tn [)omi~i:tc" B '~"1.ghtne,5S about everything. 
I "" 

Which helped tha"Latouche ~legand without helping the film, since 

people now started saying that Dominic would never have abandoned 

Bel Ami ~i. f he haM It; SrJi8n fallu,re wri ttan allover it. 

Even PennClnce· 'started f'eeling that Dominic' s nose might be the 

most s8nsitiv~ orYHn:in LA. He hovered round Angela's dressing 

roam, want:tnu t'o ask her lots of questions but not daring to, or 

being too pl'(Jt,u1 tJ.) • 

. ' * * * 
_.' . 

The time Game for the shooting of the first love scene. 

In the book Clotilda iF- virtually undressed by Georges Ouroy and 

Pannance 'Wanted to keep it that' way. For a moment Angela's breasts 

would be bare. She wasnlt PEU'~icularly squeamish about this, for 

herself, but ~e feared Oomini.c· f:i reaction at sharing a view of her 

intimate regions wfth nd.llions of others the world over. It didn't 
• I 

seam right when she belonged to. one man 80 deeply. At least he 
I 

should have a say in it and she hadn't even consulted him. 

Sometimes when he touched her breasts she felt they were 

C~tarina'6 and 'had remained unchanged in farm through many lives, 

and. strangest thought- of all, they had always been caressed by 

the 'same I man. 
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She sat ~\d bit h~ lip for an hour while the set was being 

lit. sweating despite the air conditioning inside the bodice, 

corsets, strings and layers of silk which were later to be dismantled 

by·Jamiets ardent fingers. She walked out there trembling like a 

leaf as if it. was a first night in Ithe theatre. 

Max. seemed'to know her problem and approached the scene casually, 

a8 if it was nomathing to be thrown away. For the umpteenth time 

Jwnie rehearsed his way through the strings and hooks with hands 

tranbl1ng with desire. Max. told him, once he had x:evealed her 

braasts. to 'spring back l and admire her from a yard or sola distance. 

This was going atrictly by the book but it also avoided the chance of 

anotper- allergic f'it by Angela. 

She saw that Jwdela hands actually were trembling and wondered 

if it was ner\lQuSne6~. love for her or bad acting. The cameras 

.stW·tau rolling, Penllnanos's voice callRri "Ar.t:l.on'" with deliberate 

composure and .,ha and Jamie began their anbrace. He want through 

tha dr11·1 perfect.ly. Her ayes were closed and she could feel his 
.. ,...... 

fingsraworkihg on her clothes;- p~elinb! them off. while she showl~ered 

kisses over his'face. 

She felt no bad reaction. The fltrings began to loosen. 

the bodica was suddenly free and F.lll at, (Jnce the upper part of her 

dr8$S fell" tmd revealed hBr naKsd flbov€; the waist. Trumphantly 

Pennanc.: shouted '''Gut' II a.nd 6.t '·onG9. w:ithons of the nicest smiles 

he had ever given hf:il~;jJaa.18 pull'ed the dress up again and closed her 

br88Sta frail vitoltN. 

They waited fw" Penl1acs'f:l verdiet. He was gazing at her 

thoughtfully 'from his Dhail', oonsidering another taka, but instead 

Said, "OK. put"- tJlst in t.he .:.ottn. we can always come back to it if 

the rushes QI"arr'f :riyht. II 

Jande '~~~llowed har to her 'dressing room and the costume came 

off While h~' 'taat thers chattering. She f'ound she wasn't in the 

lecu:it ernbarrJt18Ssdt to be down to her bra and panties in front of 
. I I 

him---a sign that the awful allergy really had passed. D00I1nic-
,I 

'daddyl--had been right. 

IIllm not conunl.tt1ng myself to another film until I know what~s 

happening on' this Venetian series," Jamie told her. "Do you know 

anything about'that? I.mean, is there a schedule yet?" 

The dresser had just finished with her and she was putting on 
. .1"" 

her dressing gown preparatory to tak ;'n9 her make-up off. 
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"What Vet letian series?" she asked him. 

"The onti you wouldn' t si .. gn up f or I II 
~ 

"That.u the Ballet Russe ·series. What's it got to do with 

Ven1ce7 u 

"He Wtil ;l:b to shoot .it in Venice. He---" 

IIHe," \i~i i 'i.~ os" ,. she asked impatiently. 

"Dominicl Who else? He doesn't tell you a damn thing does 

he', Everybody un this set knows he I s get a team of wri ters preparing 

a Veni.ce script'" 

ItThat I.';) where Oiaghilev used to take his best dancers--Karsavina II 

And he died there. And lata of things happened 

thers .by wey of new id&dS for the next seasons-for instance Nijinsky 

mapped out the Lll"Bt: steps of L 'Aprea Midi d'un Fauns in the Piazza. 

did yoU know tflftt?'"' 

She 1 ;·:uphaL1 <'\ 
;'Dld you read the script?" 

Graami.(,~.;; her t·ac& she let this lnt'onnation sli.p into her mind 

non-cilmmitally., 

time. 

, .. ~~·.a attached no great significance to it at the 

When ::-lt1~ !Jot: hon,~she was ·to III1;U:st Dominic at the Century 

Plaza ; lotal--she lod<ed at herself in the mirror und saw that a 

rash 1;,,£1 tlPP'.- ,'Ad ')n her neck .in the sellne place as ~efore. ,on thll 

She trj.ad to I)owdlolr .i.t out nt-It this only seemed to int'lwne it. 

There seamed nothing to do except wear a high collar or scarf. 

WI"bO Domild c w:~'..' "er"' she mentioned it and he sa~d'- "1'11 kiss 

it· better." A'S he ."iaaned towards her' tllJd kissed the place· it felt 

a~ if B r,\c~-h: ... :.: flame had gonethroul.jI' her fatick. 
.. . 

She jumped. 

. HWhoi. 'N;:lt hell' 5 t.he rIlotter"llt 
.... , 

~Il t t It .. I \ l,' 11."'.I:iJ, Iliad." 

Af ~~r h (h'].nk they ctillb,j on Paulil \~ who according -to Dominic 

'3hb looked at the raah and 

said, "1 dun' ~~. i.;hlnk it'::l pi iV:;.;i.Cfd. What scenes did you do today?" 

Angela told ;';~~1': and she wl.!nt on t "It' 6 the old allergy. Ian It 

t~\ti t ol:Jvj, QUa', If 

"Well ]. cOlJl(i ,i)lI aY!J8St ."J""I·1016 101.: ot' ttlings but I doubt if 

you I d liQ1~Hn to me~" f'tlulintd bul d. 
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IICouldn .~ t .'/O~ explain that a bit better?" Dominic asked her, 

softening the irritation. 

"If you won't go deep in the FM regressions, if you insist on 

hovering about. at the edge and holding Bverything in of course 

you'll get.urgent Llistress,aignals every time another man touches 

you I II 

"Just tell ~IIU;J what to do then'" 

III r~·ally alii siok and tired of you---both of you." Pauline 

suddenly 1Xi1d with tears in her eyes. 

"Oh coma on kid, II Dominic said, putting his ann round her, 

"has your Ph,L~ with the ecZBnltt and halitosis left you?" 

She laugtlsd dBsp~te her tears--uYou'ra dead rightl" 

"Well just you come along with us. We'll grab soma chili . 
1 

dog:1 at Pink 'a~ then fint a disco. Ho~ a.bout that?" 
.. .rU-&k 

They hod C;~'S of the :\' evenings ever. After a .few drinks 

Paul,Lna kept lCl~1n9 a.t Angel~ 's rash. She put on big dark glasses 
. ! 

like Jill t1tijJ1n~!ky'5 and "'iade a burlesque doctor's act out of it. 

ThB.v! ended up a,t. the PalnIjino liataning to country music and got . , 

bac~ much ·too l~l;te from .J..,gelaYs paint of vieW-she had El very early 

cal.L, f'-lr even fi. ore intulate scaneb. 

When she awoke n.:txt morroittg the fir-fit thing sha did was look in 

the'mirror. The ra~h wc.s still thbl'& ~nd c:lppeared to ~lave turned 

darker. Seeing it, she mada .U ::..udden l·ttttH~r malicious decision 

not to do any more nlJ: if she ·\:;ou1,.; ht:.lp l.t. as she was now convinced 

that it was the cause ·f..'jf her," l"edent nbrvous upsets. 

The mtike-up gi.l"1 mat Ie a f 6Gb wt'tcln sh~ saw the rasn but was 

The doctor look$d at it 

dogs. He got on "~Eir' il81'\I~b ~U lhlJd; :,(It::. r .. ::arly thrslt'l him out of" the 
.' 

dressing roOIll. 

said smartly, ur' va htid t ,vUJ')' I.:;'llltt'gy ''Cas t there is anel this rash 
.: ~ .. 

always cumee jUrat, bofor~ i ;iIl(-;; ,CI4.~:':;~~. II 

"Well I wiGn you Q d said ·ti-.~l Otist 0:<'1:1, 1I he aaJ.d in a kindly way. 

IIAre you expecting laanst:r-utlt.i..on nOWII'7" 

uYes I Ql1'1. I~ a(',t:~ !Jtllu t'ldtl..y. ot:llno in th& middlt::s of the month. 

The 1ia got rid t.t' h:lJo. 

Today Penne.hCEi wCintad only one canU;;jra. und tha minimum of craw. 

a sure sign of Gomethifig really ~hadvY'·. Jamie tHld Angela were to 

be nakad. whispel'iny intimate little nc.ithinlJs to Bach o'Lber, 

chuckling and gi9yling. The idea v~as to show Georges sexually 

happier} with Clotilda than with any other' wOfl\af of his life, including 
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Penn&n\;;~, ~ ilid told Jamie he didn I t want any • boob-bi ting' but 

on the ottUil' t.a~ IU i:ld did want ··to print whatever came out. meaning 

they should. ;.:;il!)i~, t/e1 Itka two lovers in bed. 

She'd proved th~ p~evious day 

that she '-!Li\.;f .. 0 ~c· d love-scene and that was what counted. 

But wile?'"!; r,f:i;; .:.:.,.).(~}. was being made up it. was found that the rash 

ha.d Eij.)i:--&:aC;. \-;'u~-.:r: >-; :l~l'" l1hest, narrowly avoiding her breasts, mostly 
...... 

She couldn't believe what she 

6UW it' 1 t ~Nf:.3Itl" t a,:;;~ e:!ark a.s the rash on her neck. 
\ 

"What the hell 

~~ W~ .ju \.<Wi \:! ~·'~~.b:~?" 
"Whaitiival" )dY .. ~ tSo dor\'t call that bloody doctor," she said 

UHe~ll hold us up for a month." 

;lBwt .r)i;r3";.!:'rt.! fJ: • .r.:;i- and this might be contagious I U 

tlThtilf: cal:!. the'di.rector I .~ 

Pennano4·f·s facs was a picture of helpless panic when he saw 

There w~re miniscule swesl1ngs under the skin, 

hundrod~ "r';~~ribii: l.i.k'6' \'.i.ny incipient sub-cebaceous eists. It was 
I 

I . 
going t(t b~ ext.r.amely dirficult to hide it from the cameras though 

not imposf,:(tfle.... ThF.l real question was whether the crew would wear 

workinB w:eth lii-;'/' actra6~ who ought clearly to be in hospital care and 

.night, as the' inake-up people said, be contagious. 

Th~ da;~Jia6 ~aved by one' 'of the dressers telling Pennance that 

thlJ rash tiatpened whenever. Angela was shout to menstruate. A great 
~ 

sigh of r-slxef went up tlnd Angela congratulated herself on her invent-

i VIiIl8SS. t, " I 

Tha rG.~H hurt fJVaX"y time anyone so much as put a hand near her. 

Ths $llghta~t heat produced an intolerable raw ache. 

UOK;:I PfJn,.~anca said I til thinl<. the best thing to do is occupy 

the doctol"s',I;lttentton elsewhere while we try and camouflage this." 

Since-everybody on the set was talking about the rash this was 
I 

ctl.ffloult. ," l8ut the doctor seemed to get the message anyway and 
\' 

slipped orf'-:'to check.' that Jamie' s hand was OK after the handbasher 

accident qu1t& threa weeks before. 

Whsn"PennancB spoke to" him later he said, "11m preQ:ty sure it's 

nerves. • She ,~onnact~e 1. t wi.th menstruation but in fact it I s the 
r . 1 

tenaion caused by tha menstruation. 

j. 
~. 

1 I 

1 think a shrink could handle, 
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most of the u.1s.:.tusas in !!:!!2 profession, don't you?" 

"Why don't yui. ... tell her that?" Pennanca said. 

"Batter t~ll ~HgI' boyfrie~d J he Knows every shrink in town and 

he could foot the 1. ~ ." .1 
f .... ,..!.. A.l. 

The mttk&-wUp uE41a.rt~I"nt htid a more di fficul t time than it had 
f(.u-

anticipated. 'Nhsn tba lightest foam-cream touched ~She started with 

pain. How l1Ia,~ t:3ht:.' gO:l,nb to bear lying in bed naked with the heat 

of Jamie· s bud}' Of' {'\~r'~,' Finally they br:-0ught in an :!el~~%,ic fan 

and this aa:r'ved tQ: \" .:iep hel' skin cool while the cream went on. 

Somebody po)ulttld :.:Jl.l~: ~Jil;ttt;ha" ~r{:~4hi was hardly medicinal and would 

if anythin~1 i.\'"l··.L"l:.utc the Ski,n, fUl' Loar, but he was hushed. 
! 

The c.n:.c:u'h' 'V;d~~ the bas. for a skin-coloured powder which-
,: ~ 

ageiin~op~ful/ .. y·"·", w(.! .. ~7:..dn' t 1'· ..... :1 oz~-; un JdJllie and stripe him like a 
~ I 

olc'wn:lt, 

While t.lti t.ll" 1~ :~:or,(ad ,::j' , ;/Id,' S'11iii did various concentration 

sx4iJ'Ciseti .. t dht:i: iXlid pi :!Oaa fJf the tcaxt o\l(;:lr to herself, aloud. 

ShE e.xerciasd her\ 'th1"~t1t A~~ (in':' puint ens ~id, "Do you mind if 

I ECre8dl"l If 'rec:a.l1y WO~.ild d~ m(~ : .. :.: ,lut tlf guod. You'd better wern 

ev~i'.YbQd)'~' ~I ',", I 

The gil'Is thought. thiti o.'·:'!;jl··6at ,.i-"'-:' but not surprising coming 

fr'Oll'l an 4ctreeii~ Thcs aea18~c.int.d.;Ll'-'; l;(jl" wa& told to warn averycns 

the't if 'Chili)' hlitU"Q a gha~t.li ,.:OGr't:~Uj.' it .... as only Angela exercising 

hm throti:C.;~ 1 

Involuntarily one of the 

gir 16 appt'oached h~l:' and. banaing to look in her ayes j said in a scared 

VOice, "Are you O"'.~ riOney?1l 

But aha INbbn'l. The scream had bean real 

It had emerged from her 
, " I • 

throat as~ if t'rCMll bnothw" plaG&-,-cu.o1,;Ltii'" tima. I t was her own 

scream; y~t another worritln' s. It WC1tin' t a SCI'S6U1 of pain but one of 

grief-an uraquenctlabla, tiraliJbb Qrititf. tih~ witnessed it with as 

much surpi-ise as the girls diu, though st'l~ said nothing. 

Pannancil ooohad in wi th ci look of' alarm. 

"JsaU6 Ghriat, If hiS uetid, . "1 tnought it was for reall" 

Jamie w~s there too. HiJ wasn't convinced by her light reply 
I I" 

and gave her' a quiCk cancel'ned look. 
+:, " 

Thera wet) thtS q'uestion of how, once the make-up was on, she 
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would walk tn the set. She couldn't bear a dressing gown on her, 

and she CQuld hardly leave t~e dressing room in a pair of panties. 

They devised a sort of screen of bath towels round her, held in place 

by th$ gir16~ Together they all walked out, an oddly Manchurian­

looking group~ taking, short steps. The set had been screened off, 

and most of the crew had dispersed. Jamie was to be called at the 

last minute." 

Next to Jamie's hot ski~ as the big ,problem was how she .could 

bear the touch of the bedclothes. The miniscule. awe.111ngs had become 

bigger, and'this was giving anxiety because besides inc·reasing the 

seneit1.vi t>- :tt .$poi led the make-up. 

When P~nn~~~nca Gaw her lower herself on,to the bed with her face 

ecrewed up'wi-th opin hfIJ said, "Listen baby are you sura we shouldn't 

shoot this tomar-row?" 
" 

"Oh'l couldn't go through all ~ again," she said. 

get it over wlth." 

Reluctantly he sent Tor \,Iamle .. 

"Let's 

"You just have to be very GarBful kld;;" he told rim. "It 

looks real bad. It 

Jamie handed over his dress:lng Down a.nd stepped into the bed 
I, " 

gingerly. ,Inch by inch, ver:~ slow.],.\-' J h8 took up the sheet an'd 

edged himslBlf under it while ,ahe w(;J.it.ed t'ether tan~ed. tt was 

proving hot under the 1 l.fJhts· and npart fr'om the fact thut this was 

making the pOvldez" form sweat~~"blotche5 j t irritt1ted the l'&$h further. 

"Listen l··t m· go1n~f to call action and then we want to get the 

damn thing 0\/81' l"Jith qu1r.~ OK?" Pt.1rVlanCB suid. 

Jamie i~aned up an h:ts ~lbm\J ~ wai t.ing to ambr'aoe hSl' as the 

c8ll1eras started rolltng. 

Pennancs's' voice came aga:l.'1~ "Action." 

Jamie seemed to 'havo wo~ed "[Jut lcing before what hs wwl'd do 

in order to save her 'distrese,~ He tJs;J6n kisslng ht:il' on. the! face ali 

he lowered himself t.owards her.. ShH f.11most: Gr'·~.ad ·out at the first 

contact. She wri thad ' .... nder ~~jm f},r:, U~e flami.ng :;)f:fn~titiDn inc.reased, 
.''"\ ; 

her eyes tight c losed..Ano. qu.1.t~ ::iudd;gnly ~ whl:1n thb),· buoth thought 

there was a lot more to do, Pannnncs \s.aid "Cut" ." 

Jamie was 0 ff her and i~~ hi 5 dressiny gown :in a moment. 

"That was great "jamie v. II Plf!ln~l3.ncEl :sai~. 

The make-up girls orowded round again with thG towelling. 

Everyone was expecting th61- actors to be ballad a second and maybe a 

a third time for more takes bl;'t Pennance seemed to feel he could riSk 
1 
~. 
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printing this ae h~i \..1 ~ccea8fully done the previous day on a one­

taka, the rushes of wll:(~h had proved OK. 

II As a matt;er of fact. 11 he said to his cameraman when Angela and .. 

Jamie wars out of dUl"shot, limy nerves couldn' t take any more. II 

The rusne;e of th~.~, ,~na turned out badly. a mesa of uncoordinated 

movemsnte with the $W~t viSibly pouring out of them both. 

Pennanct:l callsd B rehearsal for the two of them that night in 

his apartment, decid1'1~ that improvisation for this scene was aut 

of the question and ~v"ry move had to be planned and rehearsed. 

They finished at PUbt thX"s~ in th~ morning. 

6he wa& happy dWil.inic lNets, ~lready. a'Jkeep when she got back. 

But what she actw in th8 bathroom' milTor almost made her callout to 

him in terror. -H.~ f"aah had turned a deep purple, the tiny bumps 

had increased tc Gha size of nickel pieces and it now seemed impossible 
I 

that the olevl!u~t mai<~~p cOl~ld hidQ what looked like boiling skin. 

It had even b&glJn tu invade hEtr breasts. She saw the horror in her 

own Byea--and thiliJ doubled the horror of the thing itself because 'I 

the eyes told hal' there \Nas no hop8. She stood there ;trembling. 

Sleep was out fjf the quaetion.~: Shs furl:: down on a bath stool and wae 

too stunned 'even' to ury. 

She' d become ali unat. tract:i:~:.J; 'Woman .. The possibility of this 

ever happooing ~nEd~aimpl.Y nGva.r" oocurl"ud to her in her life. So 
• c 

all she falt we.e ohock. du:.:b alta bOWJ.ld"w~ad shock. And with it 

She seamed to exude this 

bOiiing thing like a vapour. 

She couldn't pos6ibly face Dominic. With luCk he'd still be 

asleep wh,&n aha 18"ft ,in "the morning" 

She stared at h~1"&Blf aguin. 'The rash nOIAl seemed to have a 

lif$ all its own. It held her' prisoner. She felt it couldn'~ 

be disp8r6ed any 1l1or&-oby refusing to do love searles, by never 

touching ~w.de a.gain. Thart» .wae something irrevocable about it, 

8 vsrclict thtit once passed coJldn't be retracted. 
1 : 

Passing DominieS room on the way to bed she stopped." in a sudden 

wistfullyaad mood. ~d listened for his braathing---ss if this was 

all she tlould evar' have of h1n:t again. And the closer sha stood to 

the door the more agonising the rash became. It flared into seething 

action and became so intense that she had to step away. 

She went' to her ~b8drOom and locked the door. She lay in 

darkness wide-awake until the alarm went at half-past six. 
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She wss 00 'szhauGtad by this useless vigil that she had 

no .anergy leFt to feal apprehension at the studio. She dozed 

while the girls made 'her up again. And her skin had, become a mite 

used to the affliction. 

This timEt ~.!rHld_i1 c.amfJ and watched hal' baing prepared. 

The ski;' ~U8t.." f;onaiderably darker than before, the aub-cebaceous 

swellings hll;....,~r' and broader. 

Though t:h~r ~!l&.e-u~ was this time lass painful it was also less 

eff.ective" 'The undulations of the Skin showed through and nothing, 

it aesmad, cOUld ~'};ta:r the angry discolouration. 

When t~'ti, gi,rlEJ had gone Jamie said quietly, "00 you mind if I 
I" 

t'1' somattd, r ~~? er, 
1 , 

He If''aneci Forward :aHd simply laid his hand on one of her knees 
,I 

anI' left jJ; there f'or '0, few ssconds. She began to feel unusuetl 

heH~ there..- then ij'r1tation. She wanted to recoil. 

'Ilt's the same as before--allergy to 

mel l
' 

-'I 
AIle 8 . .lr;~'d~:/. pals as, yf.~t ~ thB"'l's lNars the first traces of a rash 

wher9 hie hand: had been, and tiny pustular extrusions. 

"It fan I t you personally}'" she said. 

uGh 1 realise thatlO" 

"Anyway keep quiet about it, if the}-' think the thing 8 s permanent 

1'm finished'in films'" 

As 6 matter offaet." far, from Jamie being the only man to cause 

the rash, ~:lhe httd lea,rned that morning in the early hours that Dominic 

caused it; most of all~ Yet she slept with him, touched him. Was 

it something that emanated from him at a distance? Or was it, ' 

worst of all'li soomthin(i he was causing, from a distance, more or 

leas at will? ~h& waS horrified less by the idea than the fact 

that she had thought it. 
I 

When they were on the set the cameraman told Pennance, "There's 

going to 'be Ii difference in har face .. '! 

"What do you mean?" 

I Wanna look?" iwel1 the features have changed, dammitl 

v-'P-:"Wlnance lifted himself into the camera-seat and looked at the 

frame. 

As he callis down he asked, "What's happened Angela?" Then 

without walt;ing for·a reply he muttered to his assistant, "See what 

mak&-Up can do." 

"And we'll have to kill some of the top lighting," he added. 
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When hal' fuca had been done she was recalled to the set for 

it to be rell,t~. There was no possibility of her stand-in doing 

this ainc~ hat" 'fetes; ,alone was ,th~' problem. Because of, the 'heat' 

from ,tbe ligN.1 .. 4, htu;- budy~aint began to run. By' .the time they 

ware ready to, .~~D;J~ t:'i~ ,aheets of the bad were covered with paint 

!\i,.gsla • s trembling had become most noticeable. 

Her eyes werE<' h!..iB~ .,).1>::; !;)..Luodahot, her cheeks swollen. 

She ask.~: fOll ,:'i ;ii;i;t;,~ .,,;t' but Pannance was against this. "Let's 

bad it .aa. 
", 

assumed. oQn~,;.£"'01 -.,r' ht.1::~ Y.~tU.('aSltliati only tsmporary, perhaps the 

r'~lt ~f ,a t,:,k;;, '..::fhLi' 
1. .. .. 

: WhUl~ tht(.r~~\f'\';'i:':' J.'c·,r'~, ~e4/ that night they were fine. Her face 

was 1l~'fi~1.}- ~~"".tlt~~xr~ b}· .. ~U!liI'J~'.;~<f\qUlderS, and her or'sasts, as yet 

uninl/adc;ad. L·J;~gd ~\;:;..,~; f-'ol" tti~. rest. of hfJl"'. Obviously Pennance was 

going tu ~gt; i~,,)r'G t Lc,jbh .. bl t~.I~;~· {l'~ ~1€ called it than he'd bargained 
'(. ~t 1 "-

for. P-'Q' Arlg~le, 'wa.;;\ '~ily' tOC(~'lap~:/ tllul the 8can~ :.vas in the can, 

without gi')'L·~{J·, •. f thot.!ght.: to· 'tr.i_~' t.'i\~dlt.f. h~ felt defiru.tely pleased. 

H · - ., " ... : ~,' tt <' !~~" I t, f' f 0 i" h h "-d~;;~d loa oaut:i..orr J.n '\~nb Ina. ar was ,,~e "0 aw '0 om ill-C, W a a "rna e 

it scat"ily -r~l&~.J:" ":j: iJltJ8a htl ~";~~'f·.:ed with that he wasn't in the porn-

game, he:t'd' di~ So'ftl$ 

moment 3h's Qbt L1n. tha doo}:" Hh~t 

She lrtUGrU:la·, :tC1 hi:d.' cl>:,.lnd ~ 
.. -, -', 

"What have y'ot.! ca(kie ~o )"o~X:' 

I 

Ef~·\3n:1.",g ;. 

He wunted to look 

at the raSh» havinQ ,~l!Jan e, wl'±~~sa of it on her shoulder, but she 

resisted himG ~ He l*;lt g'o of har 'cluthes ~'-tnd ~id quietly. "I '11 
:.. ~ 

just wai tf or ~ you tlJ. ~Jnctr8~s t~lan. OK? II 
• I,,! 

She obeyed hirr.' si.lootl:y-. totJk. her clothGb off in front of him 
i 

until tihe was naked. 
. , 

"You've got a fin~t-claos~ burn 'there for Christ sake I You 

should be in hoapi t.all ,~. 

He daahed' to ,the phon~ by'· her bed tlnd she heard him calling 

somebody call~d Paci<.:srd. ,.. 

"I don't ' giva danlfl where he is, I don't care if ha'e operating, 

you get him over here in two minutes' flat or I'll come and t~row 

you out of the fuckin' windowl:." He slammed the phone back. 
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She had her head buried in the pillows. 

"What if"' the name of hell is it,/" he want on asking, pacing 

up and down the room. ",I t • s like saine kind of tropical disease 

for Christ sake I And why didn't the studio call me? What about 

that aes-holt9 Psnnence? Couldn't he have given me a call? Or 

Jamie 6omereon. the guy who's supposed to be in love with you? I 

mean, what the halll You could die 1n this condition." 

"I am dead, I feel dead,1I she·moaned. - . 
"Well." he said, pulling her on to her back again, III've got 

news for· yau--yolJ Ire staying alivel" 

A call came ~nd he grabbed the phone. 

uHi Heg. get; your ass over hare quick, it looks like something 

contagious' i. 

He slfunmaci the phone, baek before there was a chance for the 

other man to' ,. reply. 

Infltead "cif 8. doctor arriving Five minutes later there were two 

male nurses'.. :An ambulance wa.s welting downstairs. 

"Dr PacKard's at the cl~"1,c' waiting to admit her. II 

"OK." 
They 'got her downstairs ',\00 a stretcher and in les6 ,than ten 

minutes sha 'wal.2 being whseleq, stjll crying, to the isolation wing 

of the Hollywood Hill!;!>, clinic. 

Dominic' met Packard after .,18 Fit'st rapid sHamination. 
1 

lilt ~'look8 to meilke if latT'.e1.ght ~~:in infection." the doctor 

"She tells me theyiv~ been shooting some semi-oude scenes 

and you'd be 6urprised what thes& powe~ful lcuops can cause dermatol­

cgically." 

"You'\ie"contrad1~tad youl~eelf ,,already Reg," Dominic, said. 
I 

"Either it's' 8 skin J.nfecti~n or it was caused by the lights, . 
.• 

which is :l.t7" I 
, . 

"L.isten' keep out of my~a1r will youc' This lady' s full of 

toxins 000- so :1t (,culd be ::thu lfght.s ~:,tirr1.ng up the toxins, it 

CQuld be a whole tiunch of' th1.~n!h 
.. ' 

days. I III gi va her a. restfUl ni,ght and we III quieten the skin 

down. I '11 let you Know s~ath:\.ng more definite tomorrow night 

OK '/" 8ef ore he turned to g~ he added'~ uOh I talked to theftUdiO 

doctor and· she told him i,t a~ways happened when she gats the curse. It 

"What?" -
"That's what 1 said. Needless to say, she hasn't got the curas. 

But I expect you know all about that," and he was away before Dominic 
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could Sfly anythlng c 

In any C~. Don')inic was too angry to talk. He drove straight 

to Century Boula\io,~d wtuare Pennance had his apartment. 'Sonya 

, opened the 0001'0 
I 

"Hullo hontl}'.~' h61SEiid, passing straight 1n. "live come to kill 
your man. 

UHe's luokin~ at :rushes. What about a drink?" 

They aat in the 'lounge together and Qorninic told her the story. 

She gazed at H:lii, levelly the whole time. 

Th~ tips" df' his finger's twitched ever so slightly, and his 

blinkirf~ -CBmf; ,unu&Jf:tl1y fast. 

She said whi:llll he"d finished, ,"You're really angry huh? Now I 

don't ~un.~' ~/1lU. pL:)J.j~nfJ any hB6vy vibes on Max, OK? He probably 

did jvst what. ,~~.g81C1 asked him to do---and what lid have asked him to 

do in tha, sam&.' olrot.mlstancss-get on wi th the work. It 

"With a'rnsh that looks like a mpjor bum---are you serious?" 

"lia~;.an II Angela's in a nervous state, I' ve been working with the 

kid so I know. 1 mean ShEs had. hysterics on that commercial didn' t she? 
r""\ 

So this could b6 hysteric s too. II 

"'Sonya, 1fif that' ~ hysterics 60 1s every damn disease under the 

aun iracludl.ng" 'c,'lolera I Anyway, II he added on his way tp the door, 

Utall iA~;( "he'll 'be lucky to' have her back on the set in a week. II 

"Oh boy that'll give Hal 8arners a good night's restl U 

"Hal shOuld 'worry I !.:.m administering the Weinand estate." 

"Greett. II Gonya said. "Then you can make me a pror,nise--see that 

Ambition gets shot and shown." 

ItAmbition isn't one of my productions," Dominic growled without 

even looking at her, and a moment later he was in the lift. 

* * * 

A long sleep revived Angela and she woke to the gentle sound 

of the matron drawing the curtains and stlying, uGood morning Miss 

Bourne." 

It was a white, hi~ei11nged rooli! she'd hardly noticed the 

ilvening before in her state of fr'ight. The windows gave on to a 

small park full of trees. She llotiCt:iCl thl:tt the matron wore a small 

g"tze mask round her. mouth. 

"You're in i'solation for a couple of days, Miss Bourne, so we'd 

like you to keep as quiet as possible." 
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"Does the s tuU1.tJ know? II 

"You don1t have t\! worry about a thing. Mr Latouche is in 

touch with your' clgant. III the time. He asked me to tell you that." 

The rash had b~en ~tlinted the previous evening and the bumps had 

gone down. It no l':;ri~~ .. irritated. Since the antiseptic paint was 

brown she 00\,110fl'~; t",;;;t:J i'f ·"tiiG. -001our had diminished too. 

They c~u,; i.fd'f;(j . -.:~~?,. "~ ',,),:t"'grwns of blood from, her ann. 
'~~"'I • ~ 'J 

blood preaaul'"(;/.: :rlib...: m~~~.;.t,.,~'iid~ :',,\j"~i:iIn t.ampera,ture. heart4Jeat. 

Her 

Then 
. . ;. ~ 

the pillo~~.' ·~J"lX"1t; &J;r'n;'}rJ~d _ ;;;18t d~f~d :hEj1(' and coff ae with delicious freshly 
, . ....... \ 

b8k8Q bri(jch~rl a{::::)t.~ .. ;;, lU~!~,.. Tj:~~7!, ;~L,r sa told her that Miss Pauline 
_. . ;~v>,~- ~.)'. " , . 'j;'?,', ' 

btromt1~I~!/,~~xqPpa'.::! ·.;:~'fJ·.'i ".: 't'j rd::,: !')iinutss bafore • 
. /il • I...... . .~ .t._ :.... ~ I-- • • 

~\l1'~1-'~.t'tC!.:t;:: ,):<'lrc.;;,iJlJ.1"'~l.~~)·t~ ·uut.. Hag Packard visited her in the 
';'1 . ,;' 

i -.; 
.~~~ 'N(~,~~ ·,b~~~,~, '::jr~$.?it.~:,t-t!tj.' ... ~I:'~""1r:c':iI vcr:l dQn~ ~:1d full of goed 

.:.;h'afir·' f~hi.~ ('V<',li~~';>~s.:,.~,,~l:j of which met Angelals in a , . 

me r' ~gli: tu' . ..picik d",.;'· hu :jli5tt;~·~;:.Ol7itd, !~I :'\\;l:{'t.:: in Ll\? U 
: •• ~ • J 

.... '. 

He lwt 'JUt' a. 

Hi' G; ~ .1." ~L·'·l.r':­
.... w .~\. ~ tt.,~ 'i:t 

"N~; -",fila) t! n 

r~ii..l ~t, •. ~l~; •. ~<i~ .. ·:~.L r",. ·; •. a frame ., 

~;;.) .llrl-:l\i''e ;ti~~i&"!~'1f' 
!'~ 

Now just how did you 

t;.h'~ :n:)(m: j 'rea virl'{;j her' ~]O wonder if 'i twas 
.i 

:~~f.,~·,:' .j~;iO '~r.'Qt& 
::;~:;f~ ~".~? :~.~ UI,~ ':·~"H.~t'.q f'oi"", ,S8t:;f~l.fil winutet.:.· Hfl joying the silence and 

tab8~t. of ped'1~; ,a~·.a ua.s, gfi.,teful t.oo for the solitude but a worry 

~a 'ouuldr.'t i'~ii:·cltj ',,:. '\::: ,gb~·;~~!/'~at ht:J'" 'T't tool< her an hour or mora 
,:" • • ,. " . • !F~! ''''i ' ..• _.:"",~ ... , , A C J.,... 

to r~EI\'l?er that~ he:" f.·tU~8· ha~! ohenged. She became desperately anxious 

to ses if it had'- rat~~;r:ned to:'~nnnllal. Remembering the enlarged eyes 

and bulg1n~ t~heakG .aha (lI'Jt l.;.j quick,ly and diz:;dly~ hardly able to 

k8~ hex' b~laa1ci:7:. anU went t·::, 'the "te)C,. 

The faca 5ht$' ,Sd.~iMak: MJ.\~ly ~ectJgp.i,5Bble Jl~ her own. The 
,\, 

mouth was drttwn' dowL :l.!'~r)~r. ~~.~~rmsoion qui ta lJnc"-!l)racteristic of her. 
\ 

She ~t.:lod st11J.; fef.lli~~g no hl;)P(;} that this ,\;sw'")'nask., shorn of 

uharm an'd itti;ri,ict.ion. li'VDulr..i 7va:r-' leave he!". 

£'Val')' '\;"i~'bjr"~ nO~i \vaa li,k r,; e h~m-fi8taf1 \:mLtat:toh of' her earU'er 
, ' 

fa(a:ii ... ......:".th~ G)f$.lL~ nb~t ~:~O lc.u'ge. ,as to be ofren~ive J 'their sp8~la a 

gltU'ing {~nsJmpathetii.· :_ight.;j the lips that- had hEfen so subtle and 

expressive before now' P4:lB9i.v,ely thin with 8 trace of calculation 

foreign to her natul,ie.. The:~: long neck had a."pathetically irrelevant 
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look now 88 if confused to be supporting such a discordant 

assembly. 

What had she (10ne to' chess Caterina away? She couldn't feel 

her inside any fllors.. Was it because she' d acted in those love 

scenes? Surely it couldn't be thatl She WAS an actress after 

all and Catarina had bean 80 behind her in the negotiations for 

the film. and at the Queen Mary party. and in the first scenes 

shot for the f1lm~ ~hich everyone said were brilliant. 

It was almost as if both Caterina and Dominic, (the previous-

lifa Dominici) were anijry with her. Was that why Pauline wanted 

hSl' to do more FAA ~e8$ion~~o unra.vel the fearful knot tied so 

lor9 agol 
I, , 

~'!~j.7.<I~;eJ f ~.:l:iu6infJ it all, even without knowing 

th,. night, her' .~"rl.l13h hf.i~,t audd~i'lly become worse. Did he in his heart 
I 

he.t~ her .por hf;\vi'ng .':r!;·~,lck oo~;. independently? Or was it the 

prs111 oue-li fa Oomin:k~ ',\:Ql1<:~ .. T\('. in5~'.de .,ifll to haunt and distress her, ... ~ 
b8Ot1Uae of £Jome' unfor(d.vflO ,thtr-.g when Caterina was alive? 

She slumped hRCk .into b~.r:J .. unable to think it out, and slept . 

the morning elwel'; :!; 

The aLlergy ~t€~t~, !)t'<~\:{£:'>d ~~osi. tlvfl lJ , there was no apparent 
, t 

physiological exp·lanr.rd.Oo fr,\~'. ~h~ apide:nnic eruption or the pain. 

By agr~smant· wi.t·~ ~·:( ... (d~r:~,~~;,:., .. ~.!~tr,(J wi,thout consulting Angela-
; ~. I • 

th'~ doctor 'kept hf.l:J .... unfjer I(d:~~ sf:lQs.ti.o1"'! for several days more, to 
I- • -, 

rebt the naNoue:~ fi'~f\i~;',;;'mi Whi.th WfUl' cl~ly the cause of the trouble. 
,. r f~' . 

MB>C. PannanQe Wtfo.f:." phoni.n~{,:Domi"ic every day for an idea as to 

when ahe 8 d be back r and rv:~ ijj, en .~: always get a polite reply. Even 

when pol1 tEl Oomi.I1.1.cQP!ittad bj, t1ddress him by name or say good bye 
~ . 

when he hung up. 

There W8'8 e long-dt,BtBno~ (:;a11 from Angela's mother -to Dominic. 
ilc.r 

Everard had ask.ed Barbara Gle~:,aon to kaep,(infonnad about the invalid. 

This was Dominic' s' 'idea... When they spoke together he was much 

intrigued by her v01ce~ Pauline was watching him when he took the 

cali. He wasn I-t experiBncing pleasure. just curiosity, and perhaps 

a touch of suspicion. 

He told Angela's'mother quietly and courteously that she was 

fine, stlll under mild sedation to rest her nerves, but she'd be back 

at work in at most a'week. 

He also'asked Barbara Gleeson to contact Angela's ax-boyfriend 
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Louis, which produced another long-distance call. Dominic's 

reaction hm"e was quite different. He seemed delighted by the 

ardent, boyiat. voioe at the other end and said, II Angela' 5 been 

telling rna lots doout you Louis, I'm glad you called. She's fine, 

aha just has to, reet. ·'f\ Now tell me what you Ire working on. II 

Which Louis did---es if he'd known Dominic a lifetime. 

Luckily for Louis, who was getting an Equity minimum salary, 

nobody knew he ~as phoning from the 6tag~ manager's office, otherwise 
I' 

it would have Lost him a large p~t of the week's-morley. 

Angela heard about ell this when she was allowed to take cells 
,-t' 

( fom I nSld; af kin ~ only, in this Ctlse I Dominic and Pauline). She 
1\ ' " . 

WfAld 60 have tlPPreoiated hilS thoughtful care in ord~nary circumstances 

bl.,:t all she cQuld think of was that having lost her own features, her 
I 

a1;traction and inner grace,she'd' lo~t him as well. 

For how CQuld a man's love survive the shock of not recognising 

his woman in almost any physical particular? The body wasn't 

everything of oourse but i t ~ the outer sign and symbol of what 

you ware irusido I And she must have changed inside I And therefore 
'," 

hie love was going to ohange too. 

Also 6 oertain nauseous horror of her own body had invaded her. 

It wae a e~~ of biologic61 disbelief that ~yona CQuld wish to touch 

her or be clos6 to her. lot was lik.a the faint sslf-abhorrenoe 

aoma'timu felt in manst:ruat~f.Jn nl!;.~nl fied a thousand times to a fever 

of physioal. eslf·1",rejootidn. ~~ 

Dominic told hal' on thQ~:::pn~':;:hfi! that: her mother' 8 voice had 

sounded famillc:.r. liS if tha)t~\.j ,:.!t.icf" .::..onnected in a past life. 

After all, 

And she told herself 

·theit if her r61atinrl wi ~h ;JO!:il~.nl{~ \'tad been an • ordinary' one she 

would hbVlf t'i.L"ii~l:i.jd th~~ i>",l,~:';LIi' now arrd bean enjoying a healthy 

affcdl' with hL1i 0:" "~:h~: i~lcu~~.j .. 

"She can 

And a reaction's quite usual." 

Sha ~tl.zESd· at' him fur aDios time. rather thoughtful; "How, do 
" 

you like the" ;..dea of f\ngaltl being naked on screen?" 

n1 dQn't~Ct 

~'Ithouuht yuu'didn't. 

ooulan '10' .1:t·j~" 

It could explain an awful lot 
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"Just what X was thinking." 

His fixed 9628 ~howed har that whatever he was thinking he 

intended to kSf.lp t(; niOissl f • 

Work on Ambitic.tfli-rhad continued. Scenes which didn't involve 

Angela were ;$hot. .!\ncJ Pennance thought it would be safe, now that 

Saul was daac f.V'!( :Jomin1c apparently indifferent o't" evan hostile to 

the film, to gr, b.,ck, t2 little on the idea pf building Clotilda up into 

the star .. 

He took. I-;WO ~\':::tJ~qes E!:l;'Je-"rh 'wfli Angela and replaced them with new. 

1.1,.: .. ulec. $d1Jed a lot of Angela's brilliant moments 

OUf of the:', f:l ]J({ i Bxp16if~lin(J to the proxY-ilroducars that it would save 

ti';oe &nd. n!onfi)( 3.nrt 't.'taybf t sa".., the; film if Angela proved unfit to work 
1 

ag'~in. 

But t"lme :!'''';l~; loElt I iuat tht;, SWIIS' bactiuss ona night. after working 

late on the ahript i, Perulanca let't. his apartment for a stroll and wae 

'rhey t'obbad him of the fi fty bucks in 

hi ~ pook~t · .... 3Ild 'bea1:: . !'yLm up. '~ 

He was left tfloaninr \ but ~~("~onooillus on the sidewalk. 
'o"'i ''''-\ A police 

patrol cal;' happened t~) paae. ~n~ eScorted him to hasp! tal where they 
".1 

rhist;,s 'Wae h1Q, 'Goncubuion but he was advised to take it 

easy for at least thr,af~i da::l~., 

As if" to deflat~F what dit~ 8(rLhusi~::Srr. the film still inspired 
~~ 

Jamie called 'thG day lifter- tri;; ~): ~ Ie r:;oblJn' t ag.c'et:i an the alterations 

'Ms'x was making on the' scriPt/- e~eci~.lly' as these had been J;~. without 

/tlflgela' 8 kraowlooge. or' appl'·oval. ana uritil those scenes were reinstated 

he wDuldn'tt be corning -to the ·~'tUdio .. 

Th61 .,produOla"f.t decide(.~ to, ,J:;pt thcd.r fuot down and' told Max to go 
) , 

ahead with the revised script'~ They cllsolsfiued Jamie' s agent ~i th 

a suspension· warning.; Jamie' ~t6iya~ at horne ju~t the same. That 

way another three ~y::j were lo~t. Than the, producers climbed down­

after Penn8C6 had Pfxi."ted o, .. r~:;/ 'bhat ht:l could edit Clotilde out of the 

film anywaYt WhilE-~ still shooting her scenes. 
, 

* * 

Angela wanted her wide-brimmed 6u,rimer hat. When she was out 

of isolation and·in 'anott1m" room she called Pauline and asked her 
'" 

to look for it 'in her: wardrobe. 

Dominic was amused. "Are they giving a garden party down 
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th&re?U hit a~.~. -
tlListfdn,·' Fuul:"'d. bdid, "would you 1st me handle' har discharge 

from the t olini" '~. 'i 

"Why aur~ i ,'. 
, , ," . "1 clon·;;twwd .. y'~lot I·'~ar the plaGB when sha comes out OK?" 

Everard wca~ allow.ea (by Dominic) to call Angela once. He 

told her iiht:;utl.r,w woulu start on her last scenes just as soon aa 

she cwne out. th.i~J be fifteen or mora days behind schedule but 
-Lr 

that was eta tnuch duac(') I other delays' (he didn't tell" about Jamie IS, 

thrse-day estt·1 .... " 01" thts .('titbSonS for it) as to her indisposal. 

Also h .. ··d ~l..3(;.~~t.u~1l thE:ii Ballet Russs contract with Dominic and 

she'd havQ it ~i~.d.lin~ rlU' hdr 'when she got home. 

tilt iI b a pluw r .. ~ ~·lt.l :iiCiid \ (~varf1l"d trying to sound like a hospital 

matron Wti8 a r,w.,.j. pain, ail .. thought). 

UO~. h ;;J .... '·~·t:;pliea, "we'll have tl talk about what' s really going 

On wnen l·· nl ou.:l.", ~~ 

.'Janlie.ant. thb real of thtl company are just dying. tc? SBe you 

An9ala--tJl~' hd~ bdilO tearing his ht1ir out at losing the most 

beautiful woinani~ ainctj' Cleopatra.. II 

'!!clliop~trf1"*a$n It beautiful £vBl't:Lrd. II 

Actually Max was' dick. of th~ t'i,4u. :ilick of Sonya' a nightly 

complaints about how hal' part .. had bai:ln I lynch tid '. and above all he 

Nor' could he enjoy Sonya I a 

grat1tuae dot Mauela~nei being 1·e1.n~tQt;ati tiS the. film' 5 star because 

he wee 6CtU'Sti She'· would blabbw" about it so he shot the new scenes" 
) 

under cuver of ''in C,U:i&l Angela l.Oean't work with us any m~re.· Even 

Jamie awalloVlleC1thi~ onti. 

Ptlulin& knl:lw p~L'f ilOtl)· w~l~. Wl ':/ .t\il~ela na~tl8d the wide-brimmed 

hat whtul she aa';" h .. i'· f ac~ un:J the "hol"nin~ she picked her up. 

Angela W8a atflni:JinW ,asad:>o: by har' LUtd, her overnight bag alrsady 

packEto. Hal" htitiJiNab lO~4I:lreti'~· I.\:if f'.lUj,euH.ly. Pauline didn' t let r-
her8s1l' luuK at:'ltoniDi1~d.lo ~dll u-.. t:r"uth she had recognised 

her o(lly with ei-'l'oi·t. unl;i ·~'·I;;) !..Iody still looked like Angela. 

b'Paul:ind 1 want', !C;U go ut~"cd.~·,,·j'L tu my 1:0001 when I gat back. 

1 don II t want tu o~ 't;U'.ybcdy ,:' a\iiJn Dominic I II 

"l.JK • OK. juettaKiiI it '-&lay.·! 

Ptlulin& had hir&u a urivul' tJO that ahel could sit in the back 

with AnQ,?lCi, ""wno lj,jukEia uut uf tha window without pleasure./, 

her face hfdd~l in' ttht .haduw fI'um tne hat.· She gripped Pauline' s 

hand. That'Woa a gl"aat comt:ort. She remembered Hag Packard's 

voice assuring'her she was cured---his inept_assumption that she wa~ 
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an admiring aUdience. What a ,phanfty scenario ~ was. She'd 

become biting. intolerant in h~r ~itti tudes. 
; 

A shiver went th~ugh har 'at- the thought that Dominic might 

be at the door. She didn't 1f,3nt to see the love disappear from 

No, she couldn't bear thatl 

But also sha felt. 0: 1BW tar.n;),- towards him. The 'second night 

at the clinic she'd lS8k~{( l id~i',".lgaln.. He had appearett briefly at' 

her door, g~zin~ at her -For e~ HI('lmant and th~n leaving again without 

a word, 'just as he'd dona that morning at the studic. She'd lain 

awake with her heart. ;?\il1r;;\tin~~J~ fflst:c- Only when dawn came through did 

&he bagin sleeptng i' df.'isr::1. te. "tihg, sedation. 
. l: 

She mads ;lbaui~d tat'1quj.risE. ,8Jl1ong the nurses--had Mr Latouche 

vis1 ted the ::lli!~'i.c, l.r: '7~he oi{lrrt:{,'l was there a way of getting ~o her 

room without paiiliing the nj.ght':--",';rse or reception downstairs? 

Matron was called [.'U'10 ~air:t softly, "I think you're under strain, we'll 

increas8 the doaaga.·' 

And thsn a,hB raal'ls.ad. with distressing clarity, that"'sha hadn't 
... 

had the light on when sha' r.;i • aet,an' him. So' he' was unreal. 
, I ," 

Then the ne,tur-a of ~hif\ ~:l1s1t6 ahanged. He would appear at the 

window or stand t'clos8 to the bed, without warning. And he would 
, 

enunciate th:1J'\1~J, w:tth hie lips which were the opposite of what 

actually amol"QQo ·tram his mouth. He would appear to be saying sweet 

things while horrible :insults could be heard, in his voice, so loud 

that she was efr'aid the nurses ,would hear and come hurrying along 

to witness her shame. 

It didn't, occur to her to doubt that since she'd proved his 

first' visit to. be unreal these other ones were also. She~ 

it was him at. her s1de. she could hear the swish of his trousers 

8S he passed. And an 'sach visit he did characteristic little 

things-like sriJillrtg suddenly and ceasing to smile as 8uddenly­

and these weren't at all dreamlike, in fact they reassured her, 

&aCh time, that this was an actual physical presence. 

6ha wouid tu,~ to speak to him, open her mouth to do 50--­

but then the mouth would begin uttering harsh words which it wasn't 

enunoiating and she would ,recoil in horror, and only thsn would she . , 

'realise that this was another ghostly visit. 

Even so, while belatedly aware that it must be an il~us1on, she 

was still afraid of hie voice reaching the nurses' ears, though the' 

wards themselves were incomprehensible to her. 
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Sometime&:! :Ih(j~ would stop her on the way to the bathroom and 

she would SCI'Qam. Luckily the nUrSe6 -never heard her, otherwise 

they might hCl,V~ x'ac04hw~ndad her for psychiatric attention. But 

then it occut'rit,cj to her that perhaps she didn It actually utter those 

screams elI1d -that' 'they were of the same ghostly but ,convincing quality 

Or he ~ould blla leaning against the wall of the corridor as sha 

passed; gating tit-; her.' with lowered eyes. Or she could sas him behind 

& nurse who ~PIiSd.r'lj)d unaware of his presence. Her ,first thought ,l 

even in the dead GJfthii night, even in the darkness, was always that 

he mustn't tit:SQ h~ f'~~ .in its rre~::;:tt cUI .... iJ .. tlon, so she felt a 

momEll\1tuy piit~r,t,~."''''"-''',~~-3~ ;ilust hide, at a.ll costs hide! She was sura 
. I 

'the nurSff3 aa~ hur aLluden recoil 1n bed---her panic-stricken rush 

back to the bi.\tt~.t:·t;;04'. whan, leaving it, ahe saw him a few feet away. 

'iJut pSl"haps\ thdSt;) a.ctions too wer& unsubatantial--as invisible 

as, har- screams 'W£'l'~ :~.'nftuili.bla I 

Wh~n they '1'a~'ichbO ':.hs apeu .. tmen'L Paulin.:. told her to stay in the 

car whil~ ~ha'··sl:lppao. ir' .• 'ti.:i the ~ntJ.'''~nc.:s hall for a moment. 

She callsd- Domiri~i,-~ f l"OIii tha LJa~. "You • d btittar- not see her 

right away," Shb told him. "Let me; tako hal" to her room and try 

and wet hsl" ~r.,t8d ou t" ~ hi t first .. I' 

"", Sh~ asbcirt:liUd'\ !{J1QG1i..i r::"um the Gi.fr', nuljji'lg 'ier firmly because 
~\ ~ 

AJ 'QiJlc1 • s main COnC81'fl seemed 

to bs_-ta l<wiJp hilr: h",,!,~iCl' uDwn bO thut ~ld U;:I~ iJuuld see 'her. 

'~u refu~&d ~o gs't,"into tha 11ft. 

"Why can-!;;.' ·lV.,~tO:),";j,t yOU1:; p.lflcit PauLL.e'l" 

IICome' on.' h~' 'LaI:i • t "thal"a I", :: 

At first 

A~ the ~a.t'"t .. ~ant. Joor Paulif)B alI ol,t ~Ju.slledh~' inside. 

Dominic had a1tha~;~ ~~~1~~ upac! ()ut .~'k' INci:S. k,:llinb in the lounge. 
• I 

But b&fm'tj An~wlu SiVerl had !~t1{I.a -b) tuk& her' hat off he was 
........ p: 

there in the doorwu)/" r.,h"'r:tssed i~}- an -V-4~idCkod awtiJater and jeans. 

She gazad at:hinl·:in agtonishment~. ,Hu": hc.J ~t* managed to believe 

for a momeht -thiil the' ':lthal' Domi'n)..'_, wcib. ;,:eui, 

He was sanil:i.oQ. and 'the lO~:~ 1idn't LJ£L::h:U-t his ayas. 

Taking· her shoulders he whfep~l'~O. HHao l.i tOUb:Jt:, time huh?" 

'The htlt was htllf off her ,head 

and he threw it on to ,'!! ;~hair wi th '" GU)."ious final gesture. 

He kissed her on "the n8ck, the cheek~~ finaily the lips. With 

each kiss sriil gl~cr\ecl ~id~ay& 'at him 1n disbelief. She was almost 

inclined to push hire aW8.}' in case he Should taint himsei f • But 
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she couldn't let: him go, partly out of fear that the other one 

would appear. 

She clun[~ to hi.m. her face lowered. 

He was 962'1ng e.t ~ler breasts and hips. "Your body hasnSt 

suffered any." . 

Pauli.ne :~';i;Joked a light meal and they ate together in the kitchen. 

He brought out .~. ·bottle of champage but sha hardly touched her glass. 

She was mflatly e.ilr;::nt.. S~a kept her chair close to his and took 

his hand fri'qutintlYII 

She WB.S dtJe tu ~t~~t work again early the following morning, 
I 

at i.aB.$~; that; we3 PAnnanos"a wj sh. But Dominic didn't like the 1dsa. , .. r~ 
;' nAr~r~ you! surE- you .t;ihof>~lrjn It a week on the island first?" he . - A 

asIc ad h-ar ~ 

"N.9 I lN~nt tel' get It; don~3 and finished. II 

"Up to you ft'~ 

Hit more or' 1t~s. put h~r to, bed, sha was so tired. She clung 
'" • ... f 

It''. 

to t ~iro even as ,;she . f 011 fJ.S 1 et:JJ} ; 

"I Id hi~tt8r not ': .. eav 61 h~,l tordght," he told Pauline. "Want 
t. 

to fls8p h~ll':'e in C6St:l of comp1"~~a.tior.s7" 

"You' "take iny room. It ". 

In fanE Angelf: fd1cb1'~;_ wm.~a all night. At seven he nudged her 
; . 

tiwake gentlY!1 He' d t",rgutteri; tCI draw the curta1n~ and there was 

a :spl'r!~i'dly' golden autumnal. ~un outside. 

"Time for wOrt<: ..• PI ht\ ti~td "'in her ear-. 

gel; your coffelt r'ee.dy,,:· 

"Grab a shower and I'll 

1 

Her pallor made har eYtis ~tai1ct out even more strangely. 

She stood in J front. of the bett'?"oom mirror and called him. 

"How can J go to wurk lik:e this?" . 

"You bett8l" R"~ad :tuat the ;Stttne, I called Pennance a minute 
r' 

ago. Anyw'tiy I think you're r'.ight, we want that film cut and out 
;.;-

of the way.u 1...., .. .' 

! 

He eat by" her at the drastling table advising her on mak~p. 

He chose a drStiS for her, the ~Skin-tight black on8. 

He tried to 'wak.e har look" as familiarly herself as possible, 

so as to relax p~ple'B' attention when they saw her, keep them off 

the face. 

"And talk e lot, keep your face moving. 

he wouldn' t . notice a thing anyway. ee 

"What's happened to me Dominic?" 

Pennance is so stupid 
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"You've been ;:i5.ck OK?" 

He drove hsr ttl the studio. 

"Call me j f .yG~) ~1eed me. ' I '11 be at Pauline's. II 
~. 

Far from rIot :;rot.icing that she'd changed Pennance saw it at 

once and said fd.otld, .. "Oil my ~l" I 

They work~.~d frJ)" tt;'rea hours on the make-up and ligt:lting to get 

her looking &Utne~',h1ng like the C;l.otilda already shot. I She sat there 
'. 

impassively. \jfl!'~j.e· uema to see h'ar and hid his astonishment badly. , 

She f&l~ he Wt\f: 41.~~·I~Jt:~~ himself, how on earth heed ever managed to fall 

in lov_ wi tt" h~t' t· n:~il:1 wasn t t qui ta correct., He was simply looking 

for the per-sCi'; ~":C.~~L! . Fe.l1sn in love with but couldn't find. her. Not 

only wae h81.' t~rJ(~' .r.;!1r.u1!'jeO to a. quite S~upifying extent, she seemed 

to h~ de8titt,'~e~ 'c·,·t' ::.Qt'eonality and magnetism. 

That ~"ol"'n~,hr;: sh.a t;:hought sha caught a glimpse of Dominic 

h i ) . "', ". f +. ~ f d o' f' th t h 1 di rki urry ng a ~ono" C~;,:,~;. ~e. aT' en e s age, w ere on y m wo ng 

lights wars hanging.) 

Not that she :~tn!.Ald say if:1t was an actual physica:! presence 

or not-that ':fs, whether she'd mistaken a real person for Dominic 

or simp 1 y • asap. f, ~;inmttthing J; like in the dark. 

She hU;I'T:t.d back' ~·;o her dressing room and asked Sonya to stay 
with her·) ., .'~ ~ 

"We heard "1 t was some kind of skin allergy I II Sonya said. 
''l I,' "From the lights" maybe." 

"That' 8: -fight. It 

"Well'can you beat that?" Sonya said cynically. 

There 'was~' a' second beli-scene to be shot. She was again naked 

above. the waist, and once more the crew was confined to a cameraman 

and 8. grips. 

This time she and Jamie were to talk lying in each other's arms. 

There was thus:much more occasion than before to see her face in 

close-up. 

"She's juat a different womanl" the cameraman hissed to Pennance. 

"l.at I s shoot the thing and I '11 do something in the cutting' 

room." 

"What? With her in full camara, and the back of his shoulders? 

How do you edit ~7." 

"I'm only trying to look on the bright aids,lI Pennance said. 

"You sure arel" 
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Tho scans was shot more for AnDsl~ r. ~ Hiental well-being than 

anything. There were eleven· ta"-:as and euch time their pas! tiona 

were changed, to their mutual' il'-Y'l. tutit:i, i. Two of the last takes 

had Jamie's face in close-up ana Afi\J~..;,.€t .in profile slightly out of 

frame. When Pennance saw th~ l'\J~huD ldter he chose one of these 

6tld Angela's scene beoamr:. virtuall.i .Jwnics·s. 

But the following day uh.- Wtt6 to be 1n a state of undress on 

a chaise longue, with Jarniiia l.tlfiing vve,' i u~:r. And this time she 

had all the dialogtA6" Jemie iiww~ 'Ci.) Ow .1.i.ttla more than a listening 

head. ' 
~ 

HS1"S Pennanoicf 'tA"iiOKaU th~ .::Idillb.l'U :,;"ound the chaise longue so that 

a $uatainad ~lo6t;.:.\-up oli' I I "\fJ.{" "';t.lCl, avoided, and whenever she came in 
\ 

frame he Qoncelltr",t~d :JO hut;, ~huuldtiCa and half-nude breasts. He 
" -

intended to out SVitn ·, • .H:A£ 3U' t~·'t:l~ little of her was seen, while 

post-synch~.lg *:lex' 'Vo:tO.')ViU~. :::.: 

On the oth&lf hand it; l-uinttd what 'Angela had to say, by divert-
J:. 

ing attentit:H1 t~..;· hID' [,I.sall .. 6~:,ag~in aha was the ~uffarer profession-

allYe 

But like JaniiG I:Jh~ WttS ud~Wa.J"6 of all this. She simply felt 

relief that tf~f.i allSlC''WY hadnll,t' m&de a reappear8llce o H.er skin wae 

olaar', with a lively bloom froln her days on the island, and every 

time the cwr.iu~a zciouu:io in tu photograph her neck or bosom she 

felt gr'atifiuc.i. 

She nuticed that' .Je.ltd.s dian' t' t.ouch her with pleasure any more. 

This added to her' aeru:.e of avar'eion towards her own body. 

JList as th~y f1n;i.ahad the bhait5ti1 longue scene. on the fifth 
• . I 

DOd laat take, sh~ Had '~~'\Q iJiduy iar'Pr9ssion that it wasn' t Jamie 
.. Ii 

moving away from her,tl'ea.ch1n~. for, a dressing gown, but Dominic. 

aha W86 certain' for an-instant that at'uoi saw Dominic' s gold wr1st-. 
band on Jamia·' ail ann. 

Shli managed by closing h~r ilyas to force away the ghostly 
",,4 

ianage--ao' clOSW dna rfrlbl to ;h·~l·. ~hen sha opened thern again 
i' r . 

and laoksd at Jemie! ~ ~r:iSit ~hw aaw that he had nai ther gold band 

nor wrist watch--oaturally, as it was a costume film. 

Thera was an atrooSjjhesrliJ of gloom in the studio. Thli last 

seen .. werli ahot without the usual raillery and fun and Angela 

didn't gat any of those trifling but important cOmfJlim~n~~ that 

come to an actress whan th. work is rolling. 
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Not a munnur had bean heard .('~':"i)U' u .. !~ naw producers. They 

war., apparently, just waiting fe./.· ·t.h~ rt!Jsult, hoping to salvage 
\ ; 

a film th8y could maybe. 6s11 ;t~) tii616l1\f:.3ion. 
1 •. 

This news oame to Angele.\t~,!'ougf! ~Junya. 

"Jamie' s about the t.;"t1(11y' f.}ll~ .,hc doesn' t know that Ambi ticn 
1 

isn't being scheduled fOl." tCilature ... ·f11w release any lo"ger. II Sonya 

told hare 

It was the dac"1.~:1.\:A'~ !)f" t;ru: d1.at ..... ibutors, who naturally had 
1 I' 

the wh1phand in "the matt'ar of how the film was going to be marketed. 

All Hal Barners anil ':':n~ banks ,~.~uld do was sit back and watch. 
• . I..... II. 

~ \, ~ t: 

Dominic waB be,tn~;; r;onauX~i:ld call l:~e time, Sonya want on. 

Didn't she know t',e.t',: But '~1,1 he did was agree with whatever they 
l 

said, evan when the:' cont:radictad themselves inside the same phonecall. 

Hal Samara ;lau ba~; h6il:' inforlll~.lt. 

"In othel" YJord£:..~; oha said, "y'our man doesn't "ive a fuck about 

the film. 

"Oh."~ Angel~ auld ~ ~'Wb~ot·~ paid. If 

Sonya WeiS ataggtri:~~~d at hal' indifference but put it down to sick-

nsss. 

In feat ,~g81a -hardly l~atened. She had worries far graver 

than thQ fate of Ambition. 'aha glanced repeatedly at her dressing 

room door to aee if "he' would knock. Only when she was with the 

real Dominic ........ ...o.phy.s:tcally Glose to him, touching h1m--did the 

bflguish lsave her. vAnd evan t~an aha felt a growing fear that the 

'other one' wourd'ffnd some way ~f invading the real Dominic, taking 
;. 

him over. riamoving' h'1ia.r" ..latest source of sani ty. 

She l'afusad to diriCi out ln' the evenings. An Al Bowly evening 

at F. Scott" iailsd td dl"a~er ~ .,~' Her only concern in public was 

to hide her ~a.ce" Sha:hard~}l spake at meals. At the stUdio she 

ordered coffat'l anod' uandwiches ..Ln· .1er dres~1ng room, never went to 

the c~ntGOi·.. Hal" SIlGUJ,(i81'a wera g.artting the rounded look of some­

one bitterl}" d180ow'ugad.. She didn't prank with Dominic any more. 

She hated °to haar' ths etptlrtniant-door bell in case it was 

someone who mfght' sst eyes on her. Evan Pauline's daily visits 
'{II 

were a trial for her bscause her eyes sometimes del led on her thought-
1\ 

fully. 

She didn't mind Dominic Qa~ing at her, since he was her last 

security and hope. 

He told her, "I didn ct fall ir) love with what you looked like, 

I fall in love '~ittl 'you. It 
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But it didn't console her. Nothing from outside did. It 

seemed only the inner nightmare counted for her now. The food she 

ate had no taste. 

water or champagne. 

-It was the serne to her whether she was drinking 

The question of har birthday': October 4th, came up. Dominic's 

original idea had been to take her to San Diego for a week, getting 

back around October- 10th, hopefully for the first rehearsals on the 

Ballet Russs serissp , 
One day, sitting 'with her after dinner, he said, "Is it OK about 

taking you to San Diego f'or your birthday?" 

"Oh Oomin~lc. I CQuld!""!' t pUQtiioJ.y move from here--lat me get over 

th1~ crisia fi rst. U I 

1 "What aboi)t a littlf celebration here then?" 

"I don't Nant anythi'as,. Just you I 11m not budging from my 

rooJlo.-I don't want preSE nte-I don' t want to know about myself I II 

He went on arranging a Ii ttle party in the apartment just the 

&eUni In He even called Sonya and asked her to organise a few guests 

fro 1 Ambition • 
. ! 

6tories were flying round the stUdio ab~ut h~r mental state. 

Of qourse the crew 'had noticed her trembling, the involuntary glances 

And you just didn't get the old response from.her. They 

cou"l.dn't believe their eyes. 

and 'his deadly touche' etc. 

Jokes went round too---abou~ Dominic 

"Ambition's another name for bad news," said the head of photo-

graohy. 

Dominic wasn't the killer for nothing, they said. He'd killed 

Saul, the film and now it was her turn. Dldn~t she ~ a8 if sheld 

been getting the kiss of death? But they didn't feol much sympathy 

for her. 

As Sonya. put it, uSha was fooled. 

the paint of getting myself destroyed." 

1 \ 

So was I but, i, Jesus, not to 

The moat terrible thi~g happening to Angela was the fact that 

the 'other ons' had imperceptibly and subtly become mora important 

than the real one, stronger, and impe~vious to resistance. 

* * * 

The film was edited and ready for the previews. There was to 
~.--.---.-------------.. -.----

be a party to celebrata--but Hal Berners visited LA ~d-~.uddenl.Y) 
: .. ---.---.-~ 
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Max P&nnanc~ W~cl cuo· busy on other proj~cts to make a party poss1bl& 

With Jeukl.'i too away in NfiW York, also on a miW project, 

thsrs didn't. biiwni much 6ilflSfi 1n it. 

Thera w~.r·e i~tJ[-$ur."d i;'.1elays in showing the produ¥on team the 

finished pruuucl x '~,:: t 'ff6$ put around that the laboratory had 

further work ~':c d··.~ f.~fI ,1. t ,y which no on.e believed. 

The scenes involving Angela, 

shot after ahCioS t t~, :l.i: f':. ;'1i. r:11ni a'f wers I daspi te Pennance' s sincere 

sffort8 j a m"";HSOi T"-'Ib'Y Just wbyldn't jell with the rt)st of the film. 

It didn II t ti;W~V~ 'tt':r. ~ ~ !.:!1:~,~ :iii\'! ·v.'as 8' wri te-off • I t did mean it 
" . 

wouldn II t 5n~ ... ,~ "th~j1 i;;'w~:"~. '" f'ii:l-filut ~~ircui ts. 
~ . ~ r ~,! ~ 

altil 15U!:;h, a '~:~\." . .\'::).f._~':';.; .. D'if' ~. thQ qU6ation of 
.~ • \ t 

, ' , ,', 

ant. ' :,.: 

On television you didn't 

jelling wasn't so import-

O~llitti.: !8C~i v'~~ ~ha n8~~ 'without apparent feeling. The Saul 
~I;~ ~.""~~.I' 

W~iht'.lnd " .. tu~~,.3 lA·u~ .. l(~ (,';{}.\'O to 'f( . .'I,i.J~~ a large bill. Everyone, especially 

Gl"'libG M~"l'y};;tj'l1in;} lJjt.,~~ ,;;.,';'ty;:ing t..fl6t "i~ films you should follow Latouohs's 

neea. not y.:;ur' O~h. ~r;d '!':~'ibi.t1(;~~: :,15hould never- have been made. 

8ecauii'6! df,l. t ',u\;·inQ, h~d to', ~_~t, ~~und f\ngela· B post-c11nic scenes 
.f".; ,r t , ' .... ~ ~ i . 

her part W6.l"-j.!:fUlW 'if' anYl;:fli:i9 :!!Jf-~Ilf,ll~ .:.h"':'.l,n Sonya 's, therefore it was 

impoasibla 'co -fJoupl" ;'~;(~.!, nW\~a"!A'ith ...Jt)rnit-l'~'j "as the co-star. The 
~~ .. 

prob'lerli 'Na~ 5~lv;e~. {.;uJllI1ltlsrcltilly"." by m8k:t,~g i.t a 'Jamie Somerson 

1.n other words PsnnancB 

htid flgrettiC; w~U;L ~'t:h.i. i,.l:,,~t~;·ib.,Yti,lt.S that. ~(tJan Angela I s earlier brilliant 
. ' :'" " ,'I -

scerUie zh~ J:j~\~ \~Jb C!.·,:tai18dl1l . l~ ~:.0f t . ~~ f"ootClgfj ~'lroblem but this was 

solved by :~fu:;~rpOI:';!i.:i~:~g :'!'ItU'·e;.~~',\t;}.""'1e NUIlit;;i1.~' Two crew"'s location shots 

in Pariu ta Id.n hlitl' ori~r~./ :td l)'ba~\ :i.(lt:,-!oideki • 

All th.l.~;. PVJ,\ttOt 'Tae'~(l:~.ng. t'~i' t;.!lt'~ CA's ,bush telegraph, was only 

But ahe expected 

~ih:t ).8 the I other a Dominic ho~ered. 

whils htir, ~; s"t;'"1. bsl.~~n~·a(;t j.;ir,tu"-11~" 'i;\! '~'1c~thflr '~nd lesser creature, 
•• - .' ' ~ .. ;::: r 

nothing 'in: t~eii::;.J.:tfli '~outj, Of' eHo· .. ~})i f.~(i well. 
, 'r ,,", ' 

~~G ;6ti. ·hu3i;~ C,.") ':J. ~.:: 1.ju\lc ... L~~,G~.J on U'\t"I ~,e tl1fi "'0 thor c Oomi.,nic had 
>. j- .. .' J".._ .f-' • 

cau8ed·:t~;~c~hs:;)~~~' '1,r~ hfoi,i'f i:ifa,!f;, ~~:ld '·,:,1"18 1(,iin'T,lble rash in order to 

blot hill> ~~~- ~~f/l.ti::', h~~tJ'ec::; t tl;:~~I~~'SB t.,o' 'WllS unforgiv1ngly jealous 
'" ' 

of her Pl:'oflWl$~Onfil Cilotfv:.t t:",ac"t '.: 

Octob~r' 4th Caih~ (~_nd [JhQ W~f;i. hurr'ified to sea the lounge sat 

out for' a parti~ Most of thrr /\mbi.tion camp an >-' came--out of deference 

to Dominic,~ partly r\)ut' .I,)t' ~1ty for her. She was brought into the 

roam in e.t naJ: loostt-f~, ';AA.ng pink~ dl-ess which didn' t really suit haJJ 

shape- or dolou~i8&. Bhe entered rather l~kB an invalid and 
~:~ 

I • 
,. ... j,.. 
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could hardly manaQ& a ~nila for anyone. Jamie was still in New 

York. Everard and Jill Aapinsky sent presents round, with polite 

'out of town tonight' notes. This they'd previously arranged with 

Dominic, who wasnDt anxious that they should see Angela in her 

present unc.stable stat ••. 

Pauline had arranged a magnificent buffet---cut meats, jellies, 

,"' all kinds of bread, with massi.ve bowls of sal~d. In ~he corner by 

the Frsnch books th.:.r8 was a special table for the cake. 'Happy 

Birthday Angela' was written across it in the same .pink 8S Angela's 
f'V\ 

dreea. Ghapagne ,'was pqpped and there werm polite remarks. 
'\ \ 

LJoUlinic tpDk up t} glaes of ohampage and raising it,started 
.) ~ 

Graduelly everyome joined in, holing their 
, ~ 

gll!~r68s up whi'l;e Angela ~.'tood stil~ in the centre of the room. 

Hs <~o.8 loo1--.in(; at hliJr. sn,iling, not three feet from her. and she 

was 'lOI'ri fidd t 13 hear eml rging from his mouth, contradicting the 
! 

mov t :llUntb ot' b j t\ lilJ&-

Happy deathday to you, 

Happy daathday to you. 

"Happy daathday daar' AnQsla, 

Happy deathutty to youl 

Nobody ltoked uneeuj~·. they &11 htld smiles on their faces, 

ttlO.JQh moat of th8ln Wartl a bit fri~ld·. They didn't seem, to 

undaratana tht horror of what they wQYS saying yet this terrible 

wor d • dea thUd)' was comir gout :all th~ "tilnts as if' they thought it 

wan the swetlt,'st kind of anniversary joJ<..e. How hateful they all 
·~r. . 

wsr II, turning agttinat 11 •. 8 thi6'~ with hin, lsciding the song I 
I' 

HOlAilivar could thfity have 118v1sed. SUC~1 6. t'-.ing, planned it and 

mutually ~prov~d of it? 6ur8~Y th-~8 was a limit to the horror 

huaan beings could impuSt; on SOOUi:l.Jn~ ut.terly defencelsssl 

Thos absurd thought occurred to har. in her panic , that aven 

if this wasn't true, evan if that word ware her own awful error, 

thay should still bt! aware of the hor'roI' she felt-she should stlll 

not tolerate itl 

Sha screamed at. them t tlNo ~ Nol I don't want that songl ll 

There was such an insttlntaneOu5, shattered silence that the 

song seemed never to have happened. 6he ran out of the room. 

In her bedroom she began crying but in a dry coughing way 

without taars e like someone after gross shock. As Dominic took 

hold of her she sort of collapsed on to him. 

"What was that song?1I ehe asked him. 
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tiThe sang'/ It He didn't understand. 

"What were you s1nging7" 

"Why, Happy Birthday to You I .. 

uHappy birthday" ... " She clung to him, forcing the 'other' 

out of her mind, knowing she'd besn deceived again. She was quiver­

ing allover. Someone enterprising in the lounge turned the canned 

music on. 

Pauline helped her eel.... down. She mads her take a brandy. 

tlI'11 go look 8~tBr f;h~ 

rid of , •• ,e 

uutlilnio said. 

Back 1~ th~ 1 u,".nqe he eat aaying nothing. fixing the floor with 

ht- stare. An~ attempt to enquire about Angela was rebutted with 

a;quick glanoae • 
, 

Ha only spoke onCE r to Sonya. 

"I know \Nhat YOU') 'lit thinking," he 8aid. 

Hal ijernere ~nd'8 San Franciaco bank were sitting olose to her. 
~.;' 

"I &aid that :<id was e star," he want on, "and I said I wa8~ 

going to shaw it·to the wor~d. I didn't say Saul Weinand or that 

aaehola Max Pennance was going to show it to the world." 

Meuc Pennenc. waa hardly. two yards behind him. 

The statement ~eem8d t~.put the final kiss of death on Ambition. 

Pt least that was how Greg Merry town took it---and how it turned out. 

6:Jm8 said, that ~minic paid a large sum of money (from the Saul 

Weinand esta.te or nbt it wasn' t known) to see that the film was 

never distributed. 

The Amb1t1o~ team. minus the two stars, did see a final cut 

but that was the only time !.nyona saw it, and Max Pennance believed 

that the cans had been destroyed. 

The birthday party dispersed quickly. with the champagne and ~ . 
duck~pate and salmon untouched~ 

Sitting witn her -1., her room Pauline persuaded Angela at last 

to go on wit~· the F'" sessions. ,~'Igela had told her about the 'other' 

Dominic, hardly daring to sp~, and this had provided Pauline with 

her chance. 

"Oon't you sse. II she said. lIyou can never get rid of these 

forces from the past until you find out who they are I Dominic 

triad hard enough so why, don 't you?" 

"But !! it from the paat?" Ange6a asked w1da-eyed~ 
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"From yaur previous lifa---I'm certain of itl" 

"Could it.: be Uomi'hic. as he was before?" 

lilt could be. Why don't you find out?" 

. Paul1na,~d ~;(~l Uominic afterwards, "It was the softest FM sell 

of my life. t: But: !She -~ePt quiet about what Angela had told her. 

In fact aha 'f), ileaded all her self-control not to show Angela 

the anxiety she 'felt about them both. Even she now believed that 

FM had unaat'tta.a.tJ fOl''C86 perhaps too powerful for human beings to 

handle. aha t:.laa.~d 00101nic for this---going too faat, too 600n. 

Paul1.na audd,enly put her hand on Angela' 8 brow,. still sweating 

slightly frOm r~ th~ earlier ord,eal, and said, , "Gee I feel Borry for 

yo~. You knoW' sumetimes I'm very thankful I haven't mat ~ affinity." 
;i 

The FM b8ssions were to take place avery day, Dominic's in the 

mOln!ng, Ari'galt:i's in the afternoon, in a joint effort to solve the 

mystery. They ~are to be 'make or break sessions', Pauline dec1dep. 

But the), they failed to p)"oduce reulta. Angela wondered 

aeoretly if thi~ WbS because she wa& still determined not to reveal 

Caterina. "~Eve.·. ~though Cater~na had deserted har~ she hoped for her 

rstunl one day t..' And when Ca',terioa Clio return she wanted no one in 

the wor'ld to know abuu~ her.' She reasoned that Domin1c had!:!!! 

strength, ~~Jlina ,har<~, 80 aha ttJo must b~ allowed her secret fount 

of pow~·., 

Agt&l.n ;.,~ agai ... , rI during the aest~ions, Pauline asked her who the 

'othw-'" tkili:~rli~< ¥tl:,~:: flU,t ,'vrGr~1:~' c:!Juldn It tell hal', even 1n the deep~st 
hypnotic :etat$. 'fAll she kilew,was that 'he sometimes 'got inside' 

i . :'" 
Oominiu and 5cml:?times. ~Qot oU~,51de'. It was very confusing. 

Sornet~lDt1Ia. ;j;tiLL under hypnosis, she gave way to anxiety that the 

• othel:"' I would' 6n~ Ja}' aSSUme 'total control of tt)e real Dominic. 

PE:&ulins ~ usua ~~h.i.L; anx.i.~ty to probe deeper. 

"'How can Will t:lt'av~Ht l:hat ;happen1ng?U she asked. "ls there 

domething· yOU' did' in th~' prav~.ous life, perhaps against the past­

life Oom1nic, that W~ should k'naw about?" 

,aut; sinb~ -thi.s eoncarnad Caterina there was no response: 

Angela IS mouth \\fas;~ight shut~' 

One aft&l:i.oan ""r.gala almost shouted into the body-4ldke, "Why 

.... h8 want \to kill m81" 

"Who'!" 
"Dcm1hic I II OJ 

But again Pauline's efforts to follow it through failed. She 
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couldn't d&t~nB wh~ther Angela was referring to Dominic in his 
Ih 

present 11fe ~.:u4 the fanner one. 

Hi. fM .e~aiorlii. on the ather hand, W8rIB fruitful. He -
'1"8Il ....... ed· hlU" It Caterina, with increasing vi vidnesa. Angela 

l1ata18d with ~, _tonlahrnent to the tape afterwards!, aa he da8C~bed 

the Venetian rf~·~·l" J-t: wee exactly herl It was her own Gaterina-

to the lifel 

"I. th1~ 1.1kflt the psraon' you remember being?" Pauline asked her. 

The elui"'!gi'.!ti:ld flyes. the ~1ne hands, the gypsy .look, the girlish 

love of fun ~ ths orfJ.:3hness--i t was ail there I 

But wi t:~ t~ m:L!:ler6bla sanse of betrayal she told Pauline.. "I 

don't know"!" 

Paul.ina ~I:,:<::,; p..C;'~'f~~~1t1}! aware that she wasn't cooperating, 

and t10rvj;~tant·:t:..1 ;)(hlip1ainC3d to Dominic about it. 

flShe rnq~-;; ~'ta.\Jf.:" :t~ r'at1son.", he said. ',' 

, .A 

Meanwhi.l~ '~'<~~;;, W~~h's..1.0nS went deeper and deeper. He kept seeing 

the figure,,·.··:~·ri;l~r.l '10. ~e per'taining to his previous life. 

"I don \lfi::~:.r\'J\iw· J.f '~.;h6$a are three men, three years, three units 

of a maasul'&~~lr:fi~.. 'Th£:-.>, keeping flashing in front of me. The 

sama with '10." 

Also tti4 ~,c:~ef~ of Sie feet began to feel raw, tender, painful. 

ut n~f' i,:, ~~~k'£ th't~y' r'e so ,Bore. Maybe I' va been walking long 
'. 

di5tanc~"'f r.:i~lf~::t;· tnoUrr1;ains.. Maybe I escaped from some place. But 

all the tiliai~:( !fssl Catarina,' a :punishing me, it comes frQrn her and 

yet it aoeL~'~ "1;','; f Just can't get it straight. II 

Another.' t:~Jlle tt-~'~r'a were • three dark men'. 

"I -ill not: saying ths," re physically dark. They're dark forces. 

Hey it was them who really screwed me, they killed me, yesl 

I thin"": Caifl'J'1na' tried to save me but also she was behind them,. 
"" I.. :..f .._ 

it's horrible, Co .(\nd they· ra still connected with her I If 

"00 you mean'they've reincarnated here?" 

"Here ;or sdinawhere.· They" re not dark forces any more. 

They're sort' of mild and protective, for.Angela. But they'll become 

active again. and even dark. 1n order to separate me from Caterina­

as they did'bafore. 1I 

"You mean-' from . Angela? " . 
"Yes. II' . 

In the' next faw days Angela became 50 frightened she couldn't 
j 

sleep any mora--even in his anns. She 'saw' him in the darkness 
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though he was lying next to her, hvt. brwthing. 'Hal would stand 

by the latticed wardrobe doors. Natr.Jd.ng them both. Sometimes 'hec 

would whi6pBl~ insults-soft tinuugh i.-"jrJ t to wake the raal Dominic. 

Only if she woke him WoUl(l II hG <f di sappear. But during the 

day this Wf;lS ineffective. 'Her wuuld appaar behind Dominic, wearing 

the very same clothas* 

6he decided nat to talk about: these new appearances. Pauline 

and Dominic were all"aady (Jon\/inQad that the FM sessions were doing 

good, whereas she knEsW they" htld incl"sased the momentum of • his • 
* (, ' 

visits (and accordingly she felt a sort of gleeful triumph over FM). 

Sedation was once more t:u.i\iidad (by the miracle healer Reg Packard) 

and ahe fiCCep ted it readily. _ : She now began to see the • other • through 

6 nightmarisil haze, at one rsmove fnJm herself, which was better than 

at first relIIove. 

But sedation didn'!; protbICt: her against what was to come. Her 

worst f Sell' was now r·eallaed. As Dominic lay sleeping in the middle 

of the night, breathing deepl:,,-, 30 close to her that she' could feel 

his breath on h6ir cheek, aha ~paned her eyes and to her horror his 
'.' 

eyes opened tiS well but Undel'rlea ttl his eyelids, and they were the 

tlyea of the 'other" un~. And, then 1n the most gruesome way lips 

behind or perhaps inside Dominic's own lips began to smile at her 
J , ~ -' 

and uttar insult& vel''}'" softly :that were, as alway~ before, incom-

prhsns1ble .vhile beingstrangel),' familiar. ,~ 

aha closed her eyes tigllt' but this made no di ffer~nce, /, ,A'er 
, " 

own eyes, with which she sa~ "him', were still open-,behind her q.Jll 

eyelids. -lust as • his' were :~ehifld those of the real Dominic I 

Thus st;ae would nevel" be fr&e of him, never be able to hide from 

him againl 

She made a helpless cry thdt hardly had strength to emerg~ 
If> .,. i.~, . I 

from her throat but Dominic heard it'l or rather sensed it, and woke. 
I 

She sew him stir but thil eyeb behind his eyes remained there gazing 

at her' as he blinked awake, the 'other' lips continued talking 

softly. vilely behind Dominic ',6 I And nothing changed when the 

real Dominic said, ·'Anything wrong honey?", when the real Dominic 

raised h~nself on his elbOW to look at her more close~y, 'when he 

kissed her on the shoulder, when he kissed her on the mouth, when 
, I 1 'h I he began hugging her---the other one came closer and c oser, e 

kissed her shoulder and her lips,·he'hugged her,'he'wae rubbing his 
I , 

nose consolingly on her face, oh he was so much, so horribly there 

and so unknown to the real Dominic that she knew sha CQuld never 
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• • • get away, naval" ~acape him even by escaping from th1S place, for 

the two Dornini(;f'~ i;hut horribly imitated each otherjso close to 

her, so cruel thl:' cncr. and so consoling the other, so venomously 

unforgiving thj:~~ (;.In~~f ~(l tender the other, suffocated her, stopped 

her breathJn~!. )'If;r~(~' h~::K" down, pushe'd her further and further into 

the bed! 

She acreamrii.: fJvairj and again. He jumped up and put the lights 

on, shouting '4ArH~!~L,~lr What's'wrong for Christ sake? Tell me 

what 18 wrongt' I~ 

But ever:)! -!. :~.m~~ Sh5 looked at him the • other' returned. She 

hid her ay~& ·.b~h 'h;i:/ v.,~;,~J st'lll there! 

II TtJr..:e. ·~hf(~r.. tf.'~~·.& thi,~ for .Ghrist sakel" he shouted, holding 

table~e 'arl'~ta ·'ql::::t!.1E.!, towarrde. her • 
. I 

Aftl~.c' .t.J~i!~';:. aht.:: ~lC3pt; w' tllmost at oncs. She lay stnc!<en, 

splaysD (lOt '1:H~:c£ ',1:}orli~"'_n" who'd been beaten unconscious. 

During' ;,tbiS Ufl.~' th~l"'e were moments of respite. The real 

Dominic was 'so ,aanal~/)) hetilthily there, sitting by the bed, and 

she wDuld" Qa:~~" ;;.~i; him tAnderly/ . ~df 
But ttia r;l.g .. ~ts bt'ought bac~~ the same horror. . ,'\.. less shacking 

because OOluir)1(;· made ~lUre to be :a\Nake most of the time. The 

s6dat1on "MaS ind:r·eaeed, but thi~ time a nurse cam. to inj&ct her 

aHd shil ,slunjped 6:s1eep·lat on{je.~he lay in a state of semi~oma 

for' several days. • 

"'er~ thoughts l"'6ill£:lined uncannily claar. however, in the rare 

w~eful momant13. Sleuping or half-elsGP:i.ng she devised a plan 

that matured 'in wakeful.riass. l.t was a plan that could only be 

realised at 8f~ Opportunii time, and .\,f!8f:tnwh11e must't be talked about. 
~. ;-. 

It: .. as' ati' if din.l ~.~~ew tna~~.'~the t.::Jpportunity wou ld present itself 

very' soon. 'I t did~ 

One'morn1(ig;--.Qond,r'fic httd i~11pped dawn to the garage for something­

it WetS perhaps thaf1.i'st time 'k;~a}/'d bean physically separate for 

"AI"s )lOU OK?" 6on}t'a a~ad" 

Angela's voioe trembled .in 'reply and she couldn't hold back 

her tears. 

"You've got to get. cutin Sonya told her. "That man's notorious'" 

Why this chanoa phonecall should have been her opportunity 

Angela didn't knpw, but it. was. The remark came to her again .and 

again in the dead of the night when she would wake. or half wake. 

before being tugged ihto sleep again by the evening injection. 
t." \ 
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Dominic had cut down his business activities to a minimum and 

apart from a half-hour chat each morning with Greg Merry town, now 
~tt~t~I"*s ,;---=~ J 
h1sAv01ca in San Diego and San Francisco, he applied himself wholly 

to Angela' s racOVBr.Y,r 

Gradually ths$Qciation was reduced, and it seemed that the , ~ 
nightmares had abated~ In fact, something else was happening. 

It wasn't that Angela cared about Dominic's being 'notorious'" 

even if it was t!~~G~ But she did now believe that the only way to 

rid herself of' th~ • other' one was to! get back her health and sanity 

in her own f,amili.ar surroundings. The conclusion was, clear and 
Y""",, ,i-t,'c 

unalterable II that sha must leave ~. and as qUickly as possible. 

It was tf·is decision that. made the nightmare abate, and 'his II 

vis-Lte bacooie less freouent. The more she brooded on her plan to 
.' . 

lee"/s the more 8tu~ saw the rB61 Dominic. the less the lother. 

And 'the morp. she. regretted her decision and decided to stay 

with Dominic because he was her man and the only man she ever wanted 

the 'other's . ~visit$ returned to thei.r former frequency and intensity. 

She witnessed this quite.coolly under the decreasing sedation. 

And she r:aeled between the twr!.} stAtes of mind--wanting to stay and 

want~n'J to reave, and Q'Jickly :~jJeaerting the one state for the other 
" 

out af ter:!'rir in OflEl r:(~~lse and 1;I(ff::;pB:r'b.te love for Dominic in the other. 

At two 0 • b loc,k one mor.nj~ ~r; '.the Dhone rang. 

'1h9' sountilY;1 uttarl~y' l'ilxhaustac(. 

Dominic was sleep-

What had Angela decided 

The (,1l:,.)ducl1r$ quite definitely 

wanted herjl 

ten paYSa 

Castinn hfld ::st;a1";:~Hti and ... ·Bhsf.lrsals would begin in about 

.II Ill. let~ you '<now in d ·j:>aw hot...lr's ,.11 f\n~a18 told her and put the 

phone down q(ij,c!t:ly in r'jaae nt~ ~;houJd wdk.e" 

In' the Hl9rn:.trl8 nhs told' hitn she ff:llt .9119 was getting better. 

In fact.!' she 6~idf ahr~ t.yes s:tronvoor:-.ugh to bear a whole day alone 

But in any case 

Even 

Pauline mustn It r~t\lL .. What about-:. dAY fl8Xt week? 

He agreed.3ftar' i.~i"ing her a strange look. 

The day"wes RIT':lnp3d for ~he fallowing Tuesday. He' would leave 

early for' San Diego} F.L~10 be bac~. in. time for dinner. 

"I. feel ISO. "'much better, It she told him on the Friday,' "I think 
I I 

'/' ) 
',~, 
<. 
"':'-.:: 
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I 'll talc',E' the;'. car out, just dri va round." 

Sha w~ova to the airport and got herself a ticket to London. 

She ditln' t want to do it through an agency in town in case they knew 

Dom1n:b:4fi i-iar' next cal·l· was to ,-a 'theatrical costumier' s she' d been 
I 

tgkCii,' i-;o on t!'lf.1 .-jay ol the commercial, not far from Warner Brother' s 

Burbank .atudiOEta 

blonde one. 

She tried several wigs, finally chose a long 

* '* * 

With the wide-brimmed hat crammed over her wig, and large 

dari'~ g},aa6u8 'on, she packed quicklye 
, 

The plane was due to leave 

just bsfiore noon but ahe' d started getting ready as soon as Dominic 

had left· t;h(:~ ~artment II The' other one' made no appearance. She 

felt almost free' 
She took only a few things---8n autumn coat, a few dresses it 

was £i68y ~;u pack.~ £l.Iery few moments she wanted to cry at the 

thouQht nl nJnni.ng away but it wasn' t the real Dominic she was 

leaving ~ sku:. -knew that I 

6hs'trernbJ.ed as' she ran into the underground garage to get the 

Bentley ~ if! t.!aae he. or Pauline suddenly appeared. She knew she 

wouldn't 'hflve 'the strength to resist ai thar of them if they insisted; 

on her a"tc'.;lir'iQ I)- She would h,ave stayed happily---rnis~ably-sh~ 
, ',I' 

didn't. knoV;-"MV morel But no on~ stopped her. 

~ she drove the sweat prickled through her crude make-upec 0.1I'~ l..;d'1' 

She ¢.do't i:HU""a how grotesque sha looked. There were traffic jamsf\. 

If she lost,/the plane and had to wait for another Dominic wou~ld 
surel>' sense !lalntit-thing and come chasj.ng after her I 

I 

For the twentieth ti,me, . wei ting in the traffic. she put, her 

hand out and'Dnacked that she had her air ticket, passport end wallet. 

She loOked round at the other cars, suspicious that he was' 

following hare Surely he haa sensed something? He always didl 

How ahe"yearned tu see ~inrgainl She couldn't .. be~ieve what 

she was doing. 

She got'. to the liil:'port when they were boarding. She felt a 

tap, on her'e.nn~and ,jumped with alann but it was only the passport 

official pointing out, that she'd left her passport on his desk. 

She was too late to check her luggage in and would have to 

take it to the embarkation point herself o She rushed along. 
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Thankfully ahe only had a light sui.tease and twa small bags. 

The airport was atrociously hot. She saw her fellow-passengers 

tum down a corridor towar'ds ·the amoCll"KQtion point, ahead of her. 

But she was convinced she e d missac\ ·t116 plana or had got the flight-

time wrong or had m1scorlstrue'd thEI . " . .lrillJer of the aircraft. Or 

that Dominic and Paulina would be thaf's at the embarkation point 

waiting for her. 

But it was right planetl V'4tler' ,uhl;:; rtifiched the barrier the 

small crowd of passenger's bound fw:' '_ooclop was prs6sing forward 

in a leisurely way. 

Onoe through th6 barrier. ritlvifll! checkeu i"lIar luggage in, she 

began n.anning qui ttl! unnuct:)ssac·1.1y~. 

Even on board tihs didn't feel r.>a~··ti .. She took a seat by the 

window so that shu oo",:';:.u aee the e,l'''f.J[j,ct tJulleJings. She scf1nned 

the other ptl6Sengears as tht'.l), walked DC.t'Dt .. :,-:) the tarrattc. 

Her haruJe \NUl'S qui.varing. 

h@l~ head lowereull 

She;. kept. llar wida-brirnmed hat on. 

A hoert;8f)s' 8 vo:tce darns OVal'''' tra ).ntercum welcoming passengers 

I.:.tboara. ':Jreu:rually the onooming pa.SbtJngEll~·O ceased. There was the 

lhe hostesses came round, '! 

leisurely. i2flri.l:lnG .. 

She hafJ.J:' d 'the duor;" baing s.J.id h~(iG. 1 he angines started their 
.') 

thunderous aeX'tlalil ri titltiC wanted tu wu,~;, round the c6t.ft to see if he 

or Paullntit iMW"'S on board but thtl ~ littact'l baret}" oelts' sign was on. 

Tha plan8 o..raw forwara tiIlloothly. in a few mCJmen~ it was in 

the air. 

l 
I 
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4. 

Barbara Gleeson had a rambling office with loud wooden floors 

in Covent Garden. Three secretaries were always slipping in and out 

~ith invoices, oontracts, manuscripts or messages that had come through 

on the wrong phone. She herself 'was plump, spectacled, with an easy, 

relaxed nature which made it easy for her clients to believe that she 

was going to keep them in work for the Test of their lives. 

Her list of actors and actresses, and a few directors, was small 

and select. Her throaty laugh,was known to most of the managers, an 

encouraging sound. Her appearance at provincial theatres was a 

rG~bunaoiy safe sign that a show would come into Town or that its unknown 

male or female lead was going to make top billing in the West End. 

Something posi ti va she ei""ier' brought with her or Symbol"'ised in 

some way. She was greatly liked, treated' virtually as a casting director 

by the television companies. And in the film business she was said to 

have (as Max Pennance had once remarked to Angela) 'the best stable 

in England.' 

It was rubbish, since agents shared available talent fairly. 

equally~ut the important thing was
l 

that it was said. 

She took Angela Bourne on because there was a lucky star hovering 

over her head. Perhaps it was just the way she held hers'elf. her 
tJ-

rather challenging glance---or was it the fact that she 'fell stright 
" into work after leaving drama school and was never out of it for more 

~han a few days? 

Angela had 'actress due to go places' written all 
11 

over her even 'as 

a girl. Almost you didn't have to see her perform. In 

was how it happened with Barbara. 

fact this 

of the She met Angela ih the bar , 
Yvonne Arnaud theatre a~d took her on on the spot, 50met~ing she'd never 

done in her life. 

.. 
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Above all there was no one quite lire Angela. Usually an agent 

could bundle his • flesh' into types- 'I have three of her, six" or seven 

of him'. But when Angela went for an interview she always ieft a 

distinct impression behind· her, even if she didn't get the part. 

For three years Ba~b~a nurs~djher nBm~ with care, the Angela Bourne 

file very much up front among the 'specials'. But not ~ve~ she, with 

twenty years of experience ~n the business, could have predicted the 

kind of break Angela got when she was offered the Bel ~n1 series, with 
(l.., 

a first-class ticket to the States andAsuite full of roses waiting for 

her at the Beverley Hills hotel. 

It was the sort of thing that happened in dreams and actors' au;tobio­

graphies but not in real life. It happened rarely enough to her '~ecials' 

who had major film-credits behind them. But it was somehow typical of 

Angela that it should happen to her. 

Even after the first-class ticket had arrived Everard Hope, with 

whom B,arbara had colleborated for eight years or more, had remained 

cynical about the outcome. 
r.-­

"It's OK looking at clips but then when you've got 'em in fran t of 

the cameras for the real thing you often find a piece of salt cod on your 

handS." 

Then he met Angela at Los Angeles airport and changed his tune. 

Every time he called Barbara after that he had fresh news about '.that 

unbelievable kid you sent over'. 

They'd had a nervous laugh about how Angela threw a cup of coffee 

over her director and how, whichever way you liked to look at it, she'd 

bought the 8el Ami series to a standstill because the producers didn't 
I 

like the director any more. 

"Even Jill Rapinsky's starting to treat her like a per.son," Everard 

said. 

Angela was 60 clearly meant for the top that she made it in one 

jump. But there was a worrying feature here---the fact that she was 

having an affair with a producer who might. well become, according to 

Everard, tomorrow's Hollywood mogul. It was unwise for an actress to 

try and win a foothold on the business side---at the top, anyway. 

Greta Garbo had done it and got herself badly mauled in the process. 

Still, with a girl like Angela you never knew. Apparently this 

mini-mogul Latouche was having her for every meal and yelling for more 

(Everard again). She might do a sort of Callas thing and mix tragedy 
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with tycoons but it was a tightrope-act and nothing to save you if you 

slipped. 

When Everard called one day to say Angela had 'done a bunk' 

Barbara's first thought had been that the 'big fall had come already. 

And unlike Garbo Angela wouid never get back on that rope because she 

, hadn't made her name yet. Like a lot O+idS st"le'd let a taste of power 

go to her head and she'd whizzed herself out of play by the age of 

twenty-six---all in, what, three months? 

Everard didn't know what she'd done a bunk for, and 8arba~a thought 

it wise not to talk about Pygmalion just yet in case he should think she'd 

" inveig led the girl away. She also hoped that Angela had been given leave , 

to play Pygmalion by her mogul-lover, secretly, without even Everard know­

ing'. 

The hope vanished when sha saw Angela walk through the door in a 

wide-brimrned summar hat, almost falling over, the secretary who'd announced 

her. She was hardly recognisable. It ~as tre face you.'get when an 
11 

affair" has collapsed, taking the furni tura wi tTl it. 
I, 

Barbara never lost time in coming to the Joint. They kissed and 
, , 

she held Angela affectionately by the shoulders for a moment, gazing -:,at 

her. 

"You've been quite ill, haven't you?" she said. 
~ 
I 

Angela nodded, her lips puckering u~, anc Barbara turned abruptly 
, 1"'\ 

away, lowering her hands, in case the 'actress- waterworks' as she called 

,them were turned on. She'd forgotten that Argela was quite,a toughie. 

tlAnd what about the film you' made?" she asked as they sat down. 

"Was that OK?" 
," 

As Everard himself didn't know the final news about Ambition it was 

a good question. All he'd told her was that Saul Weinand's death had 

put a spanner in the works. 

'"I'd rather talk about the future," Angela said flatly. "God knows 

what's going to become of that film, I m~an I looked compoetely different 

for all my really important scenes." .> 

"Is Jill Aapinsky lining up anything new for you?" 

tlNot that I know of." 

Barbara had a copy of Pygmalion for her with a note from Peter Langford~ 

the director saying he was delighted she was going to play Eliza and recall­

ing the work, they'd once done together on another Shaw play, Heartbreak 

HauSS, up at York. 
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L...-
In.castingAfor Eliza Langford had of course taken into account her 

recent break in films. There had been picture-6tories about Ambition 

in The Stage and the evening papers---those first telltale sniffings of 

the Fleet Street hounds which denoted future celebrity. 

Angela had played Elli~ Dunne in Heartbreak House and h~d astonished 

him by doing well in a role no one in his right mind would have cast·her 

for. At that time she was a resident actress there, and the only one 

available. She was one of those actresses who drive themselves hard, 

are a' little selfish with the other actors in the sense of not caring a 

fig about their problems,but give you results that are always a little 

more than you expected (or even wanted), and a little different too.· 

He had privately registered Angela in his.· mind as an. ·un-put-downeble·. 

But when he'd approached Barbara about her playing in Pygmalion 

he hadn't thought for a moment that Angela actually would leave Hollywood 

to act in an over-performed Shaw classic for a frBction of what she was 

earning there. He did it as a sort of 'you never know your luck' game. 

And simultane~usly he contacted several other actresses. 
t'\ 

To his aston ishment Barbara rang him ten days later to say that 

Angsla was already in England and what about a contract? 
a 

Her acceptance unnerved him. If he was to producelPygmalion that 

fitted the commercial West End-that is, not too forthright, not too 

dynamio. and with plenty of stage business to distract the audience from 

the long speeches---Angela might prove to be, .with her now notorious un­

predictability, a decided pull in the direction of one of those brilliant 

productions the critics love to pan. 

Angela wasn't really notorious-she was hardly known. But a little 

legend had grown up round her, first among her friends in the business, which 

had spread with the newspaper publicity---she was the mistress of a 

. Hollywood tycoon, she'd become impossible to work with, she· let ou~ horrif­

.ying scredms on the set, Hollywood directors were already ·terrified of 

her, she alwas wore black and had danced on night-club tables etc. 

The PYgmalion cast were as nervous as Langford. Ian BerresfiBld 

who was playing Professor Higgins said that in fifteen years of theatre 
" 

he'd learned a trick or two about how to slap down a tiresome leading 

lady, and if Angela Bourne thought that ••• 

Barbara enjoyed all this. She liked her actresses to create fear. 

Coffee came and Angela felt more relaxed. She gaz~~ at the fa~iliar 

framed·' theatre notices on Barbara's wells, and the daguerrotype photos . .of 

Beerbohm 1ree and Gerald du Maurier. She enjoyed hearing the bustle 

of the street outside. It was dUsk, thDu9hystill afternoon, and lights 

ware going up in the shops and offices. She hoped by concentrating on -
• these things to bring her mind back to wrat it had been before she went 
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'to LA---hopefully, to retrieve her sparkle and good looks. 

But it wasn't outwti~d sparkle she needed only. There was something 

missing inside. Ever since she'd arrived at London airpprt;,.she'd listened 

for the stirrings of new life in her but heard nothing. She'd tdlked to 

her mother and Louis frorn her hotel, expecting to feel the old thrilling 

attachment, but it didn't happen. Perhaps it would when they suw each otherl 

Her mother had been very quiet over the phone and said simply, "This 

is all very sudden isn't it?" 

Angela had told her about Pygmalion but it hadn't seemed to convi'hce 

her as the reason for such 6 precipitate flight from Hollywood. 

During her absence Louis had spent quite a 'few weekends with her 
I 

mather and they'd become good friends. So a lot of theatre gossip about 

her had reached home. 

She'd booked herself into a Kensi~ton hotel instead of the suite ut 

the Hilton everyone was no doubt expecting her to take. She did it in the 

hope that modest surroundings would spark off her old personality. 

Sensual pleasure was now a thing almost u~known to her. She hardly 

ate---she was rarely hungry. 

appetite had gone. 

It was the same with life generally-the 

Not even Pygmalion inte~ested her, though she wouldn't have confessed 

that under torture. She needed to sleep, slf:38p I She felt heavy, slow, 

older far than her mother, who had answered hur phonecall like an excited 

schoolgirl. 

Barbara pulled open a drawer and laid a contract on the desk. 

Angela thought without interest that it was the Pygmalion contract---" 

the usual Witney clauses that she knew by heart. 

liThia came over by the Universal Studios bag," Barbara said_ 

It was the contract for the Ballet Husse,series. 

Angela stared at it, touched it: t~Was there a nate with i t?'.' 

"No. Everard·called me last night and said it's on the way and 

would you please sign this time." 

"But how can I sign if I'm entering a long season in Pygmalion'" II 
. . 

itA lot can happen between now and the first night-you can't afford 

to risk lasing a series I Better lose the .playltl 

"Have you read the contract?U 

"Yea and so has Everard, obviously, and we both advise you to sign 

or elsel" 

"I'll take it away and look at it. 1I 

"Angels," Barbara said, leaning forwad in the heavy noise18ss way 

she had when an actor had to be brought abruptly to heel, "you must "have 
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seen that contract a hundred times, you've been refusing to sign it for 

a month or more, now take this pen and sign the damned thing or you and I 

ara going to part company, do you hear merl II 

nOK." 

She signed without giving the thing another glance. It was nice 

to.be forced. It gave her---almost---a twinge of pleasu~e she hadn't felt 

for an age. 

not Barbara. 

And this was because she knew it was Dominic forcing her, 

She covld feel him behind her. The air stood still for a 

moment. A wave of reassurance came from him-he was suddenly close .to 

her·. She could have hugged Barbara for being th~cOnVeyor of that silent 

message. He seemed to say that he was still looking after her, still 

watching over her, and that he'd taken her sudden departure with his 

customary coolness. 
1; 

And she felt him now without the dreaded 'other' onel
,. So far,. 

here in London, sh~ hadn't woken terrified in th~m1ddle. of the night.· 

No ghostly Dominica had passed her in the street. It was surely worth 

the journey and the separation to be fr&e of that I 

What Barbara didn,lt tell her was that Everard had asked her to keep 
, ' 

him informed about everything that happehed to the girl---where she lived, 

her apparent state of mind, her friends. 

"What • sit all in aid of? II Barbara had asked. 

til think the mini-moQul still wants her for breakfast," Everard said. 

Barbara had gathered 8 few impressions about Latouche over· the previous 
',1' 

weaks---that he was jealous, that he watched Angela like a hawk, even that 

he'd put 8 spell on her. 

She had wanted to ask, Angela a few motherly questions about the affair. 

You were sometimes as an agent exp~cted to. But this one was difficult. 

And ahe decided, 85 she usually did.in difficult situations, to leave well 

alone. Her approach in work was much the swns. She spent a lot, of iime 

speculating on action that might usefully b,taken, projects that.could be 

developed in conversat:u.:m with managers. casting agents, directors. But at 

the end of the day she opted for prime minister ','Ialpole' s ax~m two centuries 

back-' let sleeping dogs lie'. I 

It was Barbara' s ,L\ffierica., t~onr~Bctian that 
~~ 

saved her. She had as close 

a contact on Broadw6Jj sheJ\1n Ever~d Hope, and with these two links much 

business could be done which involv'ed ltttle initiative on her part and no 

risks. 

Her attitude to her "clients was that she was there to ~well a tide 

alraady going in their favour. That WaSrhY she'd taken Angela on_ 

heavy tide was already flowing. 
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But when Angela had left a phone-message for her two days ago sayinu 

she was back in London Barbara's first thought had been that the tide hau 

ceased to flow in her favour and that this was why she'd taken Eliza in 

pygmalion-a'real. mu~ty project if ever there was one, though, since Ian 

Berresfield was one of her clients, and Peter Langford the director was 

unhappy with his present agent an~ m~ght,ea!?ily come over to her, she 

wouldn't have told ~his to a, soul. 

There was good !I'o .... ey behind Pygmalion---a group of investors who 

obviously wanted to lose it---so there w~s no sense .in Barbara pointing 

out that you just couldn't; revive a play out of which two films and Et 

stupendously successful musical had been squeezedl She had passed on , 
Peter Langfords offer to ,l\ngela without imagining for a moment that the 

girl would be so dumb as to accept the role, or fail to see that the project 

stank. 

Also she'd smelled disaster in Ambition end seen that Angela would 

ba th~ one they'd blame for it .. 

She was ready to put Angela's file among ebout fifty others which mi.ght 

be described a5 the sleeping dogG {ord bitches) of the agency list. Gut 

Everard had stnrted phoning. The 8allet iiusse contract with its COinrni t-

rnent to a top star salary had arriv8d in the overnight bag from Universal 

Studios, and -it was clea.r that Angola was the type who could burn her 

bridges and'have them rebuilt for her in a matter of hours. The girl 

was a living marvell 

That was why Barbara insisted' on her signing the Ballet HU5se contract 

then and there. Without it Angela would Have been no ~nore a marvel then 

,.~ny other unknown actress in 6 doomed West End production. ' 

* * 

She "walked away from Barbara,' s office with the contract in tler .. 
bag, the copy of Pygmalion and t,hs letter from Peter Langford J but ~hey 

had no meaning for her. She wandered round forlornly, took a coffee 

in Monmouth Street at 6, place with tall wooden partitions where she'd 

always gone before but it brought back. no warmth by assopiation, and \, ,t 

the coffee was drunk before she'd really tasted it. 
:' 

Back at the' hotel she lay i,!: the dark,n8ss staring at the ceiling. 

on whictrl the lights from nearby Cromwell Roeel sbed a blueish, sterile 

reflection. 
- That day, walking ahout. she'd som~times felt like mocking the 

; . 
people round her. They were ell so vital, so sparkling compared with 

her---hur~ying hither and thither! What was all the e0ergy fbI', the 

fuse? What directives were they all anxiously -following? What was 
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urging them forward? So much seriousness--getting on to buses, 

rushing down into the Tube, calling taxis, kissing, saying hullo, 

eating, drinking---tin endless wild eletric phantasmagora of motions 

which she watched dully from her heavy, motionless corner of the world .. 

Her mother came to S88 ,her in the hotel. She prepared a nice tea 

for her, not the hotel's tea bags but a Chinese blend she knew Yvonn8~ 

liked. She bought cakes at Bonne Bouche. She expected to be excited 

by the visit-she would tell her mother everything, as she'd always 

done. it would COlliS bubbling out, nothing could stop it. 

have c~anged drastically. She said hardly anything. 

But she must 

She could read her mother's thoughts. She sow money floating about 

all round Yvonne's head---and she knew that the dear darling creature, 

looking hardly ten years older than herself J exq'uisi tely slim in that 

French way, was thinking that she'd got herself mixed up with rich and 

powerful people and hbd become hard. 

She wanted to explain about Dominic. She saw him for a rnoment--

suddenly merged into Yvonne's face, but he was looking particularly 

ruthless, fixed, remorseless, which made her wonder if that was how her 

mother saw him, a picture she'd culled from Louis' accounts. 

'Yvonne left almost without her noticing it. The thought came to 

her afterwards, 'What was that stranger doing here?' Only hours lat~r 

did it occur to her that she hadn't so much as risen when. her mother 

left the roam, much less accompanied her down to the entrance lobby.' 

Her mother had said a little sadly, "Oh well, I'u bettsl' be off. 

Don't gat up." 

And ahe hadn't. She just sat.staring in front of her, and Yvonne 

had given her a last worried glance· before leaving. 

The 'other' Dominic still didn't trouble her. She alrnost laughed 

with the pleasure of having been released from ~ terrifying clutches. 
, . 
She had lost her looks.perhaps, her inner sparkle, but at least she 

didn't have to suffer ~I 

Barbara called her to say that she'd found a nice apartment in 

Belgravia for her-if she could afford the rent. The owner was a~ 

actress who was going to the Bahamas for three months. 

She accepted at once. She had tha money from the commercial she'd 

dOiie with Jamie 50merson, plus the cancellation fee from the Bel Ami 

series. And she'd spent almost nothing of her retainer-salary while 

in LA. Almost before listening Barbara out she' said, "It sounds nice, 

I think I'll like it.1I 

She called at the Eaton Square address the following morning and 
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found a spacious flat with parquet Floorfand fr~ch windows looking 

out on to trees end potted plants allover the place. It was the 
I 

' .. opposi te of how she lj.l<:ed to furnish a flat--which WaS why she took it 

at· once, hardly listening to the price of the rent. 

She sat chatting wi.th the owner, a quite well-known comedy actress 

"who'd obviously found her sugar-daddy. They talked shop, exchanging 
Q 

names, and Angela expe~8nced a sensation of lightness, as if wtching 
I' .' 

everything from a. great distance. 

She noticed that people in her company behaved with much less vivacity 

than they'd do~e in thecold days. .-. 
Had she had suc h an: electrifying effect 

on them? I. At all 9vents r the electricity was dead now. \ 

Very little charm came over from the other actress, though cleariy 

she had big reserves of it. She was thinking all the time of how she 

could cut the interview 8hort. .Angeli: got the impression that. she 

thought of her as an out-of·-work actress with money. This produced no 

resentment in her, no rebellious determ~nation to assert herself profess-

ion~lly. Who cared? 

Her nights were terrible, ?eSPitelthat the 'other' Dominic no longer 

visited her. She yearned, now_· for tbe real Dominic. She was sleepless. 

And this further affected the rctvages of her face. Her body was strangely 
unaffected. I ',' 

I'ts curves were as pel'fect as before, perhaps because of the 

desire that permeated her wak9fu~ nights, almost as if he were invisibly 

caressing her from thousands of~miles away. 

She lay remembering their hour.::. together, every movement and kiss. 

She'd become 50 used to him, his light. hands that had sent unbearable 

messages deep into e.11 her cells. hot and yet subtle in their touch •. :'~ 
,,' 

And his skin, his lips and tongue that seerneu to touch her from the past, 

and put on her a kind af ecstatic dew. There was no relief from this 

yearning until dawn carne and suddenly threw a black hood over her,for 

nine, ten hours--she .slept ra\Jen,ousl~J Obliviously. 

She moved into the Flat from the hc:tel olmost without knowing it. 

All she had was a suitcase and a couple of bags . She wore one dress 
.... '" 

indoors and one outs iCl8, tifld the, autumn coat kept the chill out for the 

moment. 

She walked round the apartment ror hours, gazed out of the windows, 

sat in the various chairs. She r81118l11bere(j the busy details of her 

previous life in London---coffee with this person or that, endless 

phonecalls about jobs finished or jobs about to begin, an hour at the 

Danca Centre, a singing :tasson, a visit to sarnuefFrenCh's to buy a play­

text~ and if she wasn't working at the time, or was in r~hearsal, someone 

might have got her a camp for an evening show, with supper afterwards at 
• 

JOB Allen's. 



The text of Pygmalion lay wher8 she'd put it after unpackiny. tihe 

didn't care if rehearsals were, delayetj a llIonth--ten ysars--always. 

In fact they began sooner than ,she expected. [very Jay she hcld to 

travel to a Methodist hall in 'Maida Vale. There was Good new5--the I ioyal 

at Brighton would be dark J01'2 twa" .w8ek,s before their opening, which 1118cJn L 

thet they could move there for ~rehe8.r5als much sooner than usual, ancl thus 

get the feel of the stage. Whe.n they Inoved into To'wn, Langford saiLl;: he 
... 

hoped to have la very tight show'indeed'. 

A malicious thought occurred to her that H show could hardly be 'tight' 

with the key-role missing. She doubted even he?Capacity to learn the 
('\ 

lines. But no panic acconQsnisd this doubt and she thought her indifferen ce 

might be a passing mood and once'thSY were beyon+he readthrough stage, 

moving DuuuL, she WOUlD snap back into her old professional vigour. 

Thera was only one 6etress her age in the cast, the girl playing 

Clara Ey'nsford-Hill. She was ~ne of those people who are always flying 

off. After rehearsal she flew off to dinner. In breaks she flew off 

to make a phonecall~ Angela began watching her like e curiosity. 

was never still fo~ e m1~ute. 

Angela was very behind the others with her lines and couldn't do 

without the book for B single second~ 

In the third week the director' g8\1e her a worried look and 

said. "I hope you'll be able to put' the book (lawn soon Angie." 

'Clara' 

,'"'\ 

"Oh sure! II she said. with the ,slightest trace of a Californian BC cent 
I 

. that made the rest of the cast look, up. 

More and more as they worked o,n the text it seemed to her 6. superb 

idea to revivB PyymtllionR The scenes were so gloriously, defiantly 

theatrical. It was impossible to squeeze Shaw's,lovely text dry---a'hundred 

hundred films and music~ls couldn't do itl 

She herself, as E.liza, had some superb little scenes of her own which 

most sttlge performances, on Shaw's advice, omitted. There was one where 

she was talkjng to a SBUCy tbxi-ctrivsr, anotht:3T' where Shy was having; the 
I, 

first bath of her life. Thankfully ,Langford' 'wanted them in. 

The sets were g01.ng to be ingenious and expensive, and somehow th8y 
" 

would create a taxi Bnd 8, real bdth., eVlm if it .had to be done, Langforl'1 

said, with lights and special sound effects. 

Also her hovel scene, where Eliza says nothing but simply takes off 
I 

her skirt and slips into bed, was to be~included. People were:goiny to 

see a brilliant play-a romance, 5s.Shaw had called it, which 'two fillns 

and a musical had made them forget. 

But she sawall this mentally. Not Ei trellioff excitement die! she 
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feel-not a gasp of' apprehensive hope that this part rllight land her 

at the top of her profession in a single .night. Not a thought that 

at this moment she had ht:.'3r professional future in her hands. ' ' 

In the fourth V~8ek she was still clinging to the book--while everyone 

else was line-perfect". Pet.eI' Langford loo~ed distinctly worrielJ .. 

At home ShE couldn't concentrate. She could have asked any of a 

dozen a,ctor friends to come along and take her through the lines. It 

wes an expected service in the profession. But she didn't contact a 

soul. 

She kept putting off B. maeting with Louis, who was now in Glasgow. 

He told har he YvGS gett.ing a week off--shB let the week pass before 

phoning him again. 

Ian 8erresfield was failing to tap tt1e Shdvian magic as he' d ,always 

done before (in two pCBvious Pygmalion, producLions). ~18 was so preoccupied 

with his own part that the fact of l1is leadins lody not learning her lines 

worried him less than it might otherwise. 

Also he wes th~ kind of actor.' who rjw811s on his own defects rather . 
thttn other people's. On the ~~~r;E: af i ~/\ngela was doing all. the righ~ 

I 

things. She rarely dropped Ct 0 ... 18" ;:J.lways .l<.now ;Iljr fII0V8S-,-.Cl little 

mecha.nically perhaps-alsQ she WaS!'~ 't getting the cOflledy ye'L--but then 

lots of actresses only get tbe!"'6 at the ltJst minute. 

In his heart of h8f.lr'~5 Berresfi'eld thought she wasn' t getting the comedy 
,.. 

because he wetsn t t providing t.he ,H},agi,c I ,He looked grim, and lonely, a 

man at' ramar·j.;:ablB goae!. lOllks·-..... 81soant !Jut robust--qtJickanej clever in 
:: ..... 

style-ideal for Pr,Q,f8~<sor Higgi~ls in every "Joy. 

He fOUrlfj' Angela 9BGY to ·wor'k wi th--b~t really ,quite' 8xtraor(jinarily 

dull after all the stor:L8s he'r't:! ~earo about her. t-\nd 11e found her 

decidedly plain J thoug": SilS hf:.:ld .~ui te a stunnir1g body. He concluued--

like everyone els8 in ~:he cest---:-that her body WG:S wt'lat had got h~r 

forwt:1rd professionally .. 

Sornatirn8S he w1.Gherj' ShfJ woulu fulfil SOHl8 oj"' those grim auguries 

that had gona·the rounds before rehearsals started. At least it would 

have jJrovic.aed cl b1.t of !£lxci ternant. As it was the rarlBarsals were the 

most boring he"' d ever B><.perienced. 

They moved"down to Brighton and she shared a flat quits near the 

Front with ""Clara 0 f who did her flylng-off bi t here too. Angela sat for 

seemingly hours blane in the poorly lit sitting room with its musty , 
~ 

fur' ni ture, staring in front of ~lel'. 

Barbara calleo her from time to time-she wondered why. 

Angela thought the brisk. sea-air VJoultJ do her good and bring some 
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life back into her face but it did nothing of the sort. 

She had a moment of anxiety when she reckoned up what she was 

'P8Jing for the 8algravia flat against what she had in the bank. If 

the play didn't do wel~ it wouldn't be many weeks before she hit trouble. 

The Ballet Husse contract made no:provision for an advance fee. si"nce it 

was part of the 'French' parcel-deal made by Everard months before. 

, The morning after she'd made these calculations, before she went 

,'to rehearsal, Barbara called her to say, "There are a ldit of dollars 

waiting for you her:e." 

IIDollars?" 

IIThey're the cancellation 1:~ee on .'-\mbition: You seem to be living 

on cancellation fees I I've bad news there--the film won't be distributed." 

She now 'had the full story' from Everarq but wasn't going to pass it on. 

"And this cheque is because of a very unusual clause negotiate,d I believe 

on the Queen Mary I •• 

" She made it all sound very high-up and important, even the Queen 

Mary, and Angela could. hardly, believe she'd t.)een there herself. 
i . 

She knew it was Dominic who'd cabled thEl money-wHo leI" answered her 
(!, 

anxi"ties of the day before. No message" CamE! with the dollars. 

She was late for rehearsals but the work that day went like a dream. 

She only had to consult the book a handfull (If times, though each occasion 

did throw the rest of the'cast dreadfully. She was getting unpopular. 

She stopped the action every few minutes and her entrances were dreaded. 
-:. ~ 

The three older women in the cast were thinkj.ng of giving her a straight 

talking-to, as Langford didn't seem to have the balls to do it. 

He was one of thoc:;a directors who, to pl,.t it at its most compliment­

ary, direct with a loose hand. After blocking the moves early in the 

rehe~sBls he tended to let the actors find their own 'levels'. No one 

quite knew what he meant by levels but it was definitely a fact that 

under his loose hand,order developed out of chaos if only because, after 

lecking to him for guidance and failing to get it, an actor had to solve 

his problems for himself. 

Usually a Langford show pulled together in the last few d~ys of 

rehearsal or even during the previews. Once the technical rehearsal , . 

an one of his shows had taken place on the morning of opening night, 

and the dress rehearsal three hours before curtain-rise. 

run for three years. 

The show had 

Managers trusted him, the b~x office supported their trust, and since 

.. 
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Pxcmalipn rehearsals were without e~c1t~e~t---n~tears. no panic, 

no gloomy prognostications---the cast as a last resort put all the .faith 

it had left in him. 

Three days before the first dress rehearsal Angela was still running 

across the stage to her book on the Pian~or coffee table and muttering 

"Sorry I Awfully sorryl" while everyone groaned. The pace of the perfonn-

80ce was suffering dreadfully---in fact it couldn't achieve one. Ian 

Barresfield was desperate but still saw her distress as the result of his. 

failure. Langford could do li ttla but watch. 'which was all he did anyway. 

Sitting in the stalls he bit his lip and kept his fingers crossed. 

She was getting more publicity than anyone else in the show. Almost 

every day a newspaper called her up or she wa\wanted for a press interview 

during lunch or morning break. There continued to be picture-stories 

about her 1n the big-circulation nationals. Advance booking in Brighton 

was encouraging. 

The problem for Langford was that while public attention would be 

centred on Angela her performance was nothing like big enough to meet it. 

''', Clearly something was ,needed which maintained her as the play' 5 centre 

without leaning too heavily on her acting abilities. One evening in 

London, taking a break from rehearsals and at dinner with one of the 

.·produoers, he had a brainwave. Her bath-scene would save the show. 

When he got back the following day he took her aside and aSked her. 

~'Would you be prepared to play your bath scene precisely as Shaw wrote 

it. that is completely naked for a few moments after Mrs Pearce tears' 
v 

the dressing gown off you?" 

He expected her at least to look surprised but she didn't. 

"Naked?" sh,asked, ,as if fogged about the meaning of the word. 

"That's what I would liks." he said. "I think it (,Ilight be quite 
I, I 

a knock-out.u . 
6he,thought for a moment· and then, said, "OK". 

"I~' s without a G-string ~ind J t. he said. 

"What about stage regula~\on~-do they perm~t 
"We'll have to forget about stage regUlations, 

seconds. II 

that?" 

it's only for a few 

He couldn't believe his good luck. Whoever had told him'that this 

was a difficult actress must have got his telegraph wires crossed. Then 

later he heard that on the Ambition film she'd stepped out of her clothes 

at the drop of a hat. 

For a moment the audience would see Angela not only naked but dancing 

up and down with frustration-as she screamed. just before a blackout. 

This gave an extra dimension to the publicity. One national printed 
• 

a half-column picture of Angela in the nude with the headline A BATH? NUT 
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BLOODY LIKELY I 

It was all developing nicely towards a popular production. 'Nhich " 

the conoscenti would come to as well. Advance booking started at th~ 
Piccadilly in London, and this too looked healthy. 

Two days before opening she was still not line-perfect, and rehearsals 

ware still being held up by her lapses. The woman playing Mrs Pearce asked 

her if she'd like her to go ',through h'er lines with her after rehearsals, 

and Angela said. quite as if the idea had never occurred to her, "Dh that 

would be great I" 

They sat up together until after two in the morning going through her 

scenes again and again. The basic trouble was that Angela felt no anxiety 

or panic. This would have provided the necessary spurt of nervous energy 

to force the lines into her head. 

Her great scene at Mrs Higgins' flat, when she is shown off to the 

upper classes for the first time,was funny only by dint of Shaw's writing, 

not by anything provided by Angela. At the same time Langford saw with 

relief that she Wae settling intfil the part the more as she became line­

confident. She gave Eliza 8 certain oafish quality which horrified him, 

but with luck the quality of the acting all round her would soften that, 

especially after Brighton was done. Held seen actors get hold of a part 

in the third or fourth week of a pre-London tour. 

But the,production seemed, to rest on so many imponderables that he 

was scared 8S never before in. his' Oareer. The producers told him not to 

worry because they saw Angela from the point of view of the publicity 

about her. But Langford knews that- a Pygmalion without an Eliza just 

wouldn' t get across however muc~ the papers talked' ,about her. 

To his vast relief two runthroughs of the play went without Angela 

dropping a single line or call1~g TOr. prompt. 

Quite unexpectedly, or. the Sunday before the opening, a nat~onBl, 

one of the heavies, came out with an important-sounding article on Shaw, 

the phonetic alphabet and Pygmalion,9nd featured ~ehearsal photos from 

the future Langford procuctian. T~ W~5 ~~e of th9c8 i~te~gible signs 

by which a ~najor SUCC8B.5 is signalled. The cast began to perk up, thoug-h 

the pace in the runthroughs was getting slower and slower, and running 

times sometimes showed e twenty~ninute difference, a bad sign. But this 
r'\ . 

w as put down to nerves~ 

The technical side became very tense and bolshie. There were well 

over a hundred lighting cues, and the sound-script had to be seen to be 

believed. There was hardly a moment in the play unpunctuated by a sound 

effect, music or voices 'over. 

A full technical rehearsal didn It take place until .two days before 
~ 

opening and resulted in a quarter of the sound-tape being removed. This 
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involved new CUBS and rushed late-night rehearsals of certain scenes. 

I~ all added to LangfGrd's nervous burden. 

On the day of the dress rehearsal (the first oneJ everybody seemed 

to be falling over everyone else---stagehands, lighting staff, actors. 

The technical side had been up all night. The highiy elaborate stage 

machinery (there were c~mplicated sliding sets t~lritted into each 

other) had stuck. What 'with simulated bathrooms, Rolls Royces and 
" . 1; 

I 

,r taxis on stage it was a wonder the ac~ors had time or silence enough to 

speak their lines. 

But. somehow the r~hBarsal happened. The intricate scene change~ 

went without a hitch. And Angela became one part of·a whole •. Her 

failure to learn her lines quickly enough' became historical, almost 
I 

endearing compared with the catastrophes'that loomed up now-as:when a 

light-bar almost crashed to the stage and a backcloth showing the St Paul's 

·portico came down in Mrs Higgins' drawing room, almost taking the flats 

·with it. 

In her few spare hours---mostly in the middle of the night---Angela 
'" 

sat by one of the windows in her flat staring at the narrow sea-resort 

street below. She could hear the waves in the distance. 'Clara' was 

always in bed by this time. Angela asked herself again and again what 

she'd done to her life to bring about this present state of numbed isolation, 

which human company only seemed to exacer.bate. 
Ol 

Ian Berresfield churruned up with her in the l6t days of the rehear.sals. 
J.-

As neither of them liked pubs or heavy drinking they went to a local coffee 

house together or sat in the lounge of the sea-front hotel where he was 

staying. He found her dull, and she was well aware of this. In the 

long ai.lances between them her mind would be on Dominic, picturing him 

as he drove the Bentley down to Long Harbour, or did an FM class with 
'" Pauline, or phoned Greg Merry town. She wanted to talk-b ut on~y on 

one themet 

There was a tiny pub in the street 'below, "under a lamplight, and 

sha would watch its doors opening and closing surreptitiously long 

after closing time, as people continued to drink and sing and play 

snooker inside, under lowered lights. These illegal festivities looked 

and ~ounded st'rangely muffled and mimed. ' They interested her far more 

than Pygmalion. She would stare down at that pub for hours. 

'She hadn't even decided on her make-up. For the first dress 
1 

rehearsal sha slapped something on, hoping for the best. And such was 

the looseness of the director's hand, and the enormity of his other worries, 

,that he didn't notlce. 

In fact luck hovered here as over many other aspects of the show---
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her careless make-up gave her a certain grotesque, haunted yet comic look 

which suited Eliza Doolittle down to the ground. 

She noticed how vast her face looked in the drspsing-room rniJrror. 
" 

But this suited the stage. She made a face at herself and was surprised 

at the larger-than-life burlesque effect. 

When the day itself arrived the cast was aquiver with nerves, afraid 

that the laughs weren't going to come in the right places (or windfalls corne 

in the wrong ones). yet dazzled and encouraged ~y-all the advance publicity 

the show was getting. Their two week: et 8~ightGiI .. · .. Gr8 ~lr8~cy b:::oked out. 

Experienced pros living in the area said it looked like 'the typical Langford 

mas~' that preceded a hit. 

Barresfield developed a temperature-and started going hoarse but said 

this always happened if he saw 'the sword of Darnocles hanging in the flies'. 

Really, all 1n all. the cast began to f~el that the bad nerves were 

the best augury so far. Yat nothing seemed to happen on stage. The play 

went through without a hitch but it never took off. On the other hand an 

audience full 0t'PUblicity-stimulated expectati~ns m~ght supply the missing 

magic. Perhaps this was one of those shows so impatient to reach a live 

audience that it refused to reveal itself in rehearsal. 

And of course there was the popular notion that a bad dress rehearsal 

augured a good performance. 

bad dress rehearsals. 

In this case there were no fewer than three 

The final one, on the afternoon of the show itself"went OK. That 

was all you could say a~out it. There was no technical trouble, except 

that the dimmer switches went wrong and 6 new lighting console had 'to be 

rushed down from London. 

They finished an hour before the show was due to go -up. 
,..-

~gela thought she ought to lie down in her dressinb room, not because 

she felt tired or nervous but because she'd always done that. She went 

throUgh""; 'throat exercisBs. a f BW muscle-loosenin~routines. 
Langford came round wishing everybody luck and smiling. She fel t waves--~ 

of bad nerves from the ot~er dressing rooms, and wondered that people could 

take it all so ,.seriously. Langford w~s ~mpressed by her calm, though he 

agreed with Berresfield that she was a bit dumb. 

There were telegrams from her mother, Louis and Barbara Gleeson who 

couldn't make it because of the opening of B new musical in Town. 

Just after the knock on her door and a voice calling the half and 

wishing her good luck there were footsteps along the cort-1d-or and Fred, 

one of the,stagedoor staff. came in~ith a huge bunch of roses. He 



- 152 - . 

put them down on a coffee table and she picked out the card, which said 

'Catarina, always', nothing moro. 

She burst into tears and Fred said, "Now that's no way to treat flowers!" 

It was also no way to treat her make-up and she had to mask out tIle 

rivulets. There was another knock on her door---for the quarter. She 

could hear the murmur of the audience over the intercom, which should have 

sent a thrill of excited fear through her veins like chill air on bare skin 

, but didn It. 

Fred made a second appearance---gingerly this time as it was too close 

to curtBin-up to disturb an actor. But a phonecall had come from Amer~a 
virtually giving him orders to deliver a cable that had arrived late. He'd 

meant fa slip it into her mirror while she was on stage. 

The cable said simply TONS AND TONS OF MEHDE LET IT FALL FROM HEAVEN 

YOUR OWN DOMINIC. 

* * * 

At the end of the show champagne waS popped but most of the company 

dashed, home after a few sips. There wes a ten o'clock call the next 

morning for director's notes and 'everyone wanted to sleep. Angela was 

among the first to leave. Ian Berresfield kissed her on bath cheeks and 

said "Thank you darling". She didn't know if it had gone well o~ badly. 

They'd taken a lot of curtain calls but, then it wa~ first night. 

It had been one of those remtlrkable ever'lings when the audience, the 

moment it sat down, saaned determined to witness a success irrespective of 

what happened on the stage~ The very first words---Clara's "I'm getting 

chilled to the bone"--bro~ght a laugh as if a collactive decision had 

been taken to stamp every line of the playas potential farce. For the 

director it was worrying laughter' because F>n 180se-T 00T J?(I; tekin!J Ii ttle 

account of the text. The danger was, on these occasions, that the cast 

'would begin'taking little a~count of the text to1anu start acting 'all 

over the shop', so that finally the onstage confusion reached the audience 

where in fact it had originated. 

But tonight it didn't\happen like that. Laughter continued to come 

in regular, waves throughout the evening. The cast had the feeling that 
I 

it had been swept up like a nervous child in strong adult arms. 

It was'. the sort ofavening that happens a handful of times, if 

that, in an actor's,life. Ian Berresfield didn't 'know what had hit hirn­

suddenly his movements, projection, business, worked like a dream. 

Langford in the circle began breathing the biggest sigh of relief in 

his career. 

Not that the laughter'was sustained. At points where it should 
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have been instantaneous at was a second or so to~ate. 
"Not bloody likely I " failed to gat its rightful gushing 

put it down to first-night stiffness. 

Even Angela's 

assent. Langford 

Angela' s bath scene ,<was enjoyed but no more. 'Her sudden nakedness 
\ 

evoked a surprised hush, followed at once by conscious se~f-readjustrrient 

in the form of laugh~er. There wasn't t th~elight Langford had hoped :. 

for. 

But:all these things 90uld be handled before they moved into Town. 

He made more notes in his aisle-seat than on any other first night of 

his life. There was something about th~S production that defied 

analysis or prediction and .he couldn't put his finger on it. 

At one time he'd thought it was Angela. Her failure to learn her 

linea had seriously hindered ~he rehearsals. A~imes he'd felt like 

going to the producers and having her substituted but ,the lavish publici ty 

ahe was getting made that imposBibla~ 

Now she fitted in well enough. In fact, line-wise, she was doing 

rather better than the others. 'Mrs Pearce' ghosted no fewer than four 

times and even Berrasfiald'had to be prompted in a scene that had always 

gone with a swing at rehearsals. 

Audience reception at the and was a~nigmatic. There were g8n~~us 
curtain calls. the clapping was aolid---but there was a vague sense of' 

nothing very memorable having happened. The shell was there but not the 

nut. Mixing with the audience briefly in the foyer afterwards, as he ' 

always did, he got a positive impression. They'd enjoyed themselves. 

For once he couldn't say if reid got a' flop', a hit or a mild three-fT1onth 

run on his hands. 

Angela walked home elone, Dominic's cable i1rer bag, one of his roses 

in har coat. She hated herself for those moments she'd stood on the 

stage naked, jumping up and down so that her breasts quivered, unqer 

about thirty lanterns and two spots. 

It wasn't that she felt ashamed towards Dominic---just that she hated 

to reveal an unloved body. 

But the second night she didn't mind so much, and by the third and 

fourth it became mechanical. 

If the show didn1t get better during its Brighton season it didn't 

get worse either, 'and nothing happened to stern the tide of publicity ih 

her favour, or the advance bookings in London. 

It soon became clear that her nude scene was pulling them in rather 

than any brilliance in the acting. Ian Berresfield had a definite follow­

ing in the theatre but the Brighton reaction to his performance wasn't 

encouraging. 

They all moved back to London on the Sunday morning after their last 
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two Saturday performances. The first preview in Loridon was to take 

place the following evening, Monday, which everyone said was rnac.JnBss. 

First night would be on the following Thursday. A dress rehearsal 

took place at the Piccadilly the evening they arrived in Town, and adjust- . 

ments to the moves, made necessary by the new stage, went on until two 

or three in the morning. There was anothRr rBhea~5el the follo~ing 
I 

afternoon. and the first preview took place at seven-thirty in tile 

evening. I 

She h I ii i h fl was appy ~o be a ana aga n n er at. Once more she moved 

about from chair to chair aimlessly, yet with a curious sense of satisfact-

ion which she couldn't account for. Her nights were more restful too, 

leas tormented with desire for Uom1nic. It was as if she'd learned 

at last that}because their ~elation was no ordinary love, circumstances 

couldn't cha~ge it and they pould never be seParated. She felt him with 

her all the time, enqouragi~g her. But he was unable (or perhaps unwilling?) 
I 

to bring back her inner sparkle. 
I 

The weather "became so m'ild and beautiful, with a clear autumn sun 

, that made everything glitter· and flash, ttUit she took to walking for hours 

in Knightsbridge and Hyde Park. 

She continued to sleep 'a lot, especially now that there were no 

mo~nin9 rehearsals. She walked ru~nd the streets, her hands deep in her 

pockets, and only the day before first night did '#" remember that she 

hadn't got her mother a seat for it. .She raced round to the box office 

to see if there was anything going but the fIIoment she entered the foyer 

she decided to -leave it. If her mother rang she would t:ell hlir she; 
-

wasn't proud of her performance. But Yvonne didn't ring. 

to know. I 

When she got back frq~ the theatre that night there was a note on the, mat-( .­

She bent quickly to· snatch it· up, feeling that it contained· important 

news. I 
It said, 'I'm at the Conneught. ~et's rnee~tornorrow. 

you get this I shall have seen the show. Love, Pauline.' 

By the time 

Sha stared at the no'te, rere~d it again and again. Pauline was 

here I Paulina I She danced round the room. 8he kissed the note. 

She called the Gonna~ght at once but Pauline wasn' t in." 

On second thoughts Angela decided it was better to wait till tomorrow 

morning. She wanted to sit all alon~ in the meantime, thi0king out why 

Pauline had come, daydr~ning about the possibilities, wandering what the 

new plan wasl She laughed to herself, cried, couldn't keep still. 

Anyone 1n the Pygmalion cast, seeing her then, might have thought .'. 
-:": 

she was excited at the way the first night had gQ(le. For her it had 
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passed like any other night. I Jhe reception had been if any.thing better 

than at' Brighton, the laughter less foot-fres. Tension had built up round 

her nude scene end when the dressing gown wa~WhiPped off her shoulders by 

b1rs Pearce there was that ~udden electric rustle in the auditorium that 
I 

denotes maximum excitement. ; 'Nobody in the CB~t could understand it. 

Nor could Lang·ford. But that was how it was. 

Ian Berresfield said grimly, "You don't have to act these days." 

It was astonishing, he said, what inept public'i ty could do to 

the recaption of one of the cleverest plays ever written. 

The silliest people had come to her dressing room afterwards to 

congr,atulate her. She didn't k~ow any of them. Even Langford came 
I 

round looking bemused, as if duped by his own deception. 

Ian Berresfield almost 9ut her. But h,raid to his wife after~arus, 
"It isn't really her fault, ,?oor darling, she just can't act." 

, Angela got to bed about three, smiling to herself, serenely happy_ , 

She fought sleep, not wanting to lose this feeling. 

ten. A few minutes after she woke Pauline called. .. .. 

"I saw the show," she said. 

"I don't want you to say anything about itl 

Angela told her. 

"That's just what I was going to sayl" 

Then she slept until 

I wasn't i!:l it r ". 

She deliberately didn't enqui~8 after Dominic in case something was 

wrong. If Pauline kept quie,t about him too it would be a sign that nothing 

had changed. She was excit~d like a young girl. 
I 

They ware to meet for lunch and she chose bright colours to wear. 

It was still sunny and quiteJwarm. As she left the flat to find a taxi 

she felt 5;-,t:s hacin°t: been ail.ve all these weeks, since leaving LA. 

They met at Porter's in Covent Garden but there was a queue so 

they walked to the Market ana ate at one of the delis, under the glass 
• I 

roof. Angela kept gazing at Pauline and clutching her hand. 

1t1 can't believe you're herel Won't you come and stay with me 

for a few days? I've got a spare bedroom I " 

"Are you crazy?t. Pauline said. "He's expecting me back tonight I 

I mean, remember the man we're,dealing withl" 

"So he sent you?" 

"As a matter of fact I suggested it and he jumped at the idea, so 

.~u~ck that I was on a plane inside two hoursr+he sugge~tionl" 
Pauline was dressed nicely in a short-sleeved wool dress, thickly 

striped in primary colours. Her hair fell about her face in a way 

~at inexplicably suggested happiness to Angela. 

U And how about you 7" Angela asked her. 
" 

"Have you found another' 
• 

boyfriend?U 
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"Oh yesl" p'auline looked away shyly,' half laughing. "I'm never ., 

without one for long. 
". I get passed from one to the ot¥r--I mean; 

'! they all know each other I II 

The~ had pastrami rol~s and coffee. At one end of the Market 

a man W~6 clowning with birds and a'dog, and tap-dancing. The sound 

of his old record and tapping feet echoed under the roofs. 

"I thought Dam was going to die whrn you left." Pauline said. 

"Q!.2?" 

"Did you think held be happy?" 

It was the first time Angela had really thought about that side 

of it, so deeply was she convinced that Dominic had the strength to 

bear anything. 
I 

"Sut Pauline I couldn't bear seeing tha10ther Domin~c all the 

time-I" 

"Oh we both realised ~. And he agreed that you had to go. 

In fact one day when I started criticising your behaviour he cut me 

off with 'It's the only way she could have done it'." She patted 

Angela • 6 hand. "I'm not over here on a moral mission honey so don' t:·.~ 

get scaredl" She broke off for a moment and sat up very straight, 

scrutinising Angela with slightly narrowed eyese,. "Do you know I found 

out who the other Dominic is or rather was? H~s somebody Dominic's 

been h~ding from rna-just as you've been hiding Caterinal'" 

Something cautioned Angela---she thought perhaps it might be 

Caterina herself---not to say anything. 

"Can you tell me what this other Dominic looked like?" Pauline went 

on. "Did he look the same as Dominic?" ," 

"He looked exactly the same, except that he was a demon. His eyes 

gleamed and he said all those horrible things I couldn't understand while 

he looked as if he Was talking sweetly. It wasn't like a dream,.it was 

It wasn't even ghostly. I could have sworn I saw an 

actual person standing there and only afterwards did I realise there 

couldn't have been. II 

"Sut he ~ standing there. He was real~ Only he wasn't in 

flash. Dominic went.through hell in about three FM sess-ions while 

squee~ed the truth out of him." 

"What truth? That he wanted to harm me?" 

"Listen Angela why don't you two stop making war on each other? 

Do you think you can play about with this kind of thing? Don't you 

see it's taken hundreds of lives to get you where you are now and 

you're both throwing it awayl" 

"But I couldn't stand it any more---I was sickl You saw it .. 
yourself I " 

the 

I 
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"Because you were making' war on him.!" 

U~?" 

"First you made a separate deal with one of his own producers, 

then you made ~ fil!:! hp. ':~::-':!!; 't hQ'v'~ i:1 finger in although he was the 

man who got you over thoro; then you did those nude scenes-you did 

all the~e things without a thought, because you were an actress and 

thought you were the se.m~· person as you'd been the year before. And 

you weren'tl Everything had altered and all you could talk about was 

. your career I You'd found your affinity, which is something that happens 

in a hundred years~ Most people don't even know it's possible. And 

you treat it liks anothrn:' love affair. Now a1 ther you're with your 

affinity or you diel There are no two ways. Are you two going to 

kill each otheI'-~-beCause that's what you're going to do if you don' t 

. get together and agree on priorities." 

"But we are together. We've never had a quarrel. He didn't mind 

rna doing the Ambition f'ilm, in fact he was proud of rne." 

"Of course he we.s! But don't you see you have other lives to cope 

with which may not see eye to eye with that? So Ambition fell to r>iecesl 

Nothing happened as alther you or he wanted it to happen. You pulled it 

down by having that allergy avery time Jamie Som~rson touched you, and 

Dominic pulled it dowr" by sett1ng, his demon freel ll 

"Was that ·the truth you squeezed out of him, about 'the demon?" 

"It was b.2 who pulled. the film down, with your uncohscious helP, 

it was he who killed Saul Weinand and took away your good looks so 
, 

you couldn' t be an actress any m'ore I II 

"He killed Saul? What do you mean?" 

"I'm talking about your' other lives! Saul died, didn't he? 

The film collapsed soon afterwardse A~l kinds of unfortunate things 
. '" "'-I( 

happened---lights crashed to the ground, ~ Pennance was beateo up. 

Let's admit that unfortunate things happen anyway but surely it's 

strange that as aoon as Saul died the demon actually began appearing 

to you, which it had never done before I " 

"But my allergy happened beforet" 

"That was the war .you .. were making on yourself, on your own bodyl 

It W~8 your own paat calling 'out to you not to be a fool. You spend 

hundreds of lifetimes trying to get together with your affinity and you' fritter 

i~ away~1 Those former. lives ar8 active forces now Angela, and if we . -
don I t come to terms witt' them they get· on top of us and make us repe~'~ 

the old miseries, sr~(j I l.ion't want that to happen!" 
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Pauline gazed around the Market for a few moments. Then she 

said quietly, uAngela, you behave like a child closing its eyes to 

the world outsid~. But don't you see the demon won't let you be 

an~thins under these circumstances, won'~et you enjoy ~nything, 
he won't evan let you have your own facel" 

Angela nodded. 

"A bomb falls in your lifa," Pauline went on, "and you treat it like 

a . home-made fire-cracker." 

'''So Do.f inic has this demon in him?" 

"Way back, I can't tell when, he practised alchemy and magic and 

he got trigger-happy. He was just so hungry for power over other people 

he started using the magic. It happens all the time. He could kill 

people just like that, give them horrible diseases, and he did. He was 

such a powerful and feared man that ha dominated most of Dominic's 

subsequent lives. But the thing is Dominic doesn't seam to know he's 

there. He can ~rk independently of Dominic. And this was how he 

could appear to you in the clinic and the stUdios and even when you were 

in bed wi th Dominic. ,. 

"Then he's still inside Dominic?U 

"Oh sure I It accounts for Dominic's frequent ruthlessness. 

It explains the power he has over other people---over mel The demon 

taught him this many lives ago. Dominic can radiate fantastic psychic 

power when he wants to. But it isn't always goqd power. And 50 it hits 

back at him. Things start going 1A!!'~r::;~--i~lib 'llm projects fall through, 

you run away. Then he needs the demon as a protection. It '5 a kind of 

vicious circle. Now Dominic didn't ~ you playing in the nude scenes--­

he wasn't jealous either, he hardly gave the matter a thought---but the 

affinity in him was hurt by it, perplexed, and this was what triggered 

the demon off." 

"Welr then, II Angela said, "it' s the same as what. we were talking 

about on Catalina Island. It means I either have to give up Dominic 

or give up acting." 

"But you can't give up Dominic. 1I 

"Oh I can try I .~ 

"You can kill yourselfl Isn't tha+hat you're doing now, bit by 

bit every day?" 

"I suppose so," Angela said defiantly. 

to giving up my art." 

"But I might prefer that 

liThe art has given tou up, it's happened already," Pauline said. 
I 

"You saw that in my performance last night?" Angela asked almost in 

a whisper. 
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"Anp what am I to dO?" 

"Either you stay with your affinity in perfect accord or you die. 1I 

II And how do I li va while being in Prerf act accord with him-wha t 

'do I do with my mind and training and ail the interests I've had since 
I 

I was a little girl? The stage means life for me, so living with my 

:affinity means death for me too." 

"That was why Dominic became a producer, he saw it was the only way 

to hook you. Put in another way, h~ knew long before h~ me~ you who you 

were, ~nd he was guided into the profession that would help you most. 

But you have to do the acting he wants you to do, in his way." 
I 

"Ohl" 

ttl thought that'd'arouse a scream I I made it sound real bad, 

I know. But just think about it. What you won't understand is that 
A 

your affinbi ty w'iahes for you whatever you wish for youreel f I What ':.' 

h! wants is what you want, there can't be any other way between two 

affinities, because they're aspects of the same essence I It's because 

naithsr of you could really believe this that you started going separate 

ways. He should have given way over ~ax Pennance, not made, war on him, 

&varything bad started from there. That was because power-nunger took 

over, the damon was tapping him on the shoulder again." 

"So you want me to return to LA?" 

"Place has nothing to do with it. Nor has the question of whether 

you and Dominic are together. You can be six thousand miles away from 

each other but still make war on each other I Don't you see that,the 

demon's working in both of you but he'd be completely powerless if you 

talked honestly and openly to each other and let your real identities 

come out." 

"We've naver done ~." Angela said reflectively. "We've never 

had a real talk, not like lovars---about silly things or practical t~~ngs. 

No arguments. They haven't been necessary. We could b~ ~ogethBr for 

hours and hours without saying a word---and then at the end it would 

feel 8S if we'd said whole books to each otherl" 

* * * 

PYgmalion at the Piccadilly defied the popular notion that a second 

night is always a let-down. Angela'1bBth scene got such a spontBneo~s 
roar of approval that it had obviously been stamped in the public mind 

8S the show's imprint or signature. 

But the reviews hardly mentioned her. Some of them talked mildly 
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, about Ian Berresfield or about form~r p~:::;:::!~::tiOii5 uf pxYi'lIc:tliulI wi It~,·, 

this or that actor had done memorably. But her nama was attached firmly 

to the nude scene. Thera might have been a collective decision among 
I , 

the critics not to aoknowledge her acting abilities in any degree. 

Reading the Financial Times review she found herself hating Dominic 

for the first time~ 6he let the paper fall'to the floor and stared 

aoross at the frenoh windows. 

work well. 

It looked as if the damon had done his 

I Congratulations poured in. Friends playing in rep out of Town 

c~llBd her up and said, "We ~ try and get ,up to see you Angiel" 

They had all heard it was awful. But publicity exercised its own spell, 

.. , turned the most forthright of them into hypocri ts. 

Barbara Gleeson called to discuss the television offers that were 

coming in. Angela wa~ invited to appear on the chat-show---rating, 

ten ~il110n. 6he was the 'not-bloody-likely girl'! 6he refused. 

"But Angela, why?"~ 

"Because 1'm not interested. 1t 

Barbara ~idn't press her. After all here was a born star---one who 

apparently couldn't go wrong even when she was sick and unable to act and 

had lost her looks. 

The box office. was hot with activit~from ten each morning. People 

could have walked' a few yards. down the'street to the Windmill Theatre 

and sean a two-hour nude ~ow. forperh8os lass money but the in~ertio~. 

of a five-second nude scene into a play by Bernard Shaw seemed to have 

captured a hidden market. 

Angela persuaded Pauline to stay a few more days. and got ~he spare 

bedroom ready for her. ' They sat up talking every night after the show. 

Dominic had to be given an account of these conversations the day after 

by phone---while Angela 'was at the theatre. 

called, tne moment she stepped in the door. 

air, a subtle happiness. 

But she never spoke to him herself. 

for them. They both knew this. 

She always knew whether he'd 

Something iUrked in the 

It would have been too much 

"He wants me to bury myself in Venetian history," Pauline told her 

one evening. "That's why he's letting me stay." She added, "Did y~ 

ever hear of 8 guy called Wooten or Wattin in British history?" 

111\ 

"He came up in one of my FM sessions with Domnic. He's connected 
A.. 

with your Venetian background. Only we canlt tell when, or in what , 
capacity. 11m going nn the assumption that an Englishman resident in 

Venice must have been something important, possibly in the consular 

service. II 
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Pauline got a t81~orary reader's ticket to the British Library 

and spent several mornings there reading up Venetian history. Angela 

realised she didn't want her to succeed. There was something about 

that 'Venetian background' that frightened her. She wanted to tell 

Dominic for God's sake to stop trying t1dig up horrors from the pastl 

But she'd said it often enough to him ir\the LA days. Then her concern 

died and a certain dumb, submerged curiosity took its place. 

Pauline asked her one evening, "00 you want to see Domfnic again?" 

"Wall of course 1 dol 

so you~8el f?" 

I'm not alive without him---didn't you say 

Paulina gU~eld at her, smiling. "Do you realise he doesn't know 

that? 1'11 tell him tonight. Maybe he'll go out and eat ·aomething." 

hH& ian' t eating'j" 

Pauline laughed. 

"Not muoh'" 

"Ara -you?" 

The following day she cams back with news about the Englishman 

residant in Venice. A Sir' HartlY' Wotton had been English ambassador 

in that city in tha first years of the seventeenth century. 

Pauline had come acrose his name in connection with something called 

'tha Spanish Plot' which took placa in Venice in the year 1618. No one 

was oertain that it had 1n fact beer ~ S~~~igh plut, - __ " ••• 1- • .t. ...,.. __ ... _ ...... 

U.l' WI la '" Lollts IJ.LU Lo 

was. At that tims Spaniet! smbeuJsies ware regarded as hotbeds of secret 

intrigue and were blamed for almost' anything suspicious that happened. 

Whatever the nature of the plot it& a~osura caused sudden horror 
s· 

and oonfusion 1n Venice. In the coure of two o~hrae nights between 
A -,-

three and five hundreo men--t'ooatly DLJtchm~n, 1 t was said~ere strangled J 

drowned 1n the canals or hung in public view. 

The Venetians themselves were dumbfounded. No one knew what it was 

all about. except that there had been a plut to overthrow the Venetian 

republic. The matter wa::tn~t aven Ol.SCUSStlO in the Senate. There were 

no official statements. Only Toreignera like 8ir Henry Wotton 'made 

reports about it and despatched them hOlnr::~'; otherwise we wouldn' t know 

about the plot to this uey. 

A French sacret ~Qent ca~led Jacques Pierre revealed the plot. He 

had once been in the hire of the Duke of Osuna, at that time Viceroy 

of the Spanish state of ~eplBs. Hufeven Pierre didn't know exactly what 

plot he was revealing. 

Only the 'Inquisitors I of Venice, -three men appointed secretly as 

8 permanent govt::lCnment a.gency to run the spies of the city and, it was 

said. to organise secret or .political murders and then suppress inforhtation 
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about them, knew what plot,or plots they were dealing with. ' Possibly 
I the ITan l as they wars called, another gQvernment agency of ten men 

with much the same function as th~ 'three~ut fewer powers, were also 

in the know. 
t 

"00 you remember," Pauline asked her, "those numbers 3 and 10 coming 
• 

up in Dominic's FM sessions?' Well there they are as plain as your 

finger I " 
," 

Angela felt momentary horror---but not at the strangeness of that 

numerical connection as at the woe all this might unfold for herself and 

Dominic now, hundreds of years after the avent. Something whispered to 

her that it was better if none of this was mentioned, thought about. 

But she found herself powerless either to' speak or close her ears to _:: 

what Pauline was saying. 

The story went on. The,three Inquisitors didn't have the conspirators 

arrested. They watched them quietly for ten months instead. 

On the face of it the Duke of Osuna was plotting to overthrow the 

Venetian republio by mustering a small foreign army inside its territory. 

But the truth was that the Venetian government had made a secret deal 

'" with the Duke to overthrow Spanish power in Naples. The army was 

mustered inside Venice with the full awareness of the Three, maybe the 

Ten too. 

This at least was the only interpretation of the confusing events 

which made sense. But why was a plot concerning the Duke of Osuna 

revealed by the French agent Jacques Pierre? It provided a cover story 

under which Venice could move three to five" hundred French and Dutch 

801di~8 into the city. Officially, if an official explanation was 

ever required (that is, if the Spanish foun~ut), those troops were 

to protect the city against 'the Duke of Osuna. 

I 

Something did go wrong. No one outside the Three or the Ten could 

say what but it suddenly became necessary to get rid of every single 

foreigner who had entered the city in the Duke of Osuna's service---and 

quickly too. 

Perhaps the Spanish embassy had got wind of it. Apart from being 

.. great imperial power at that time Spain maintained a most elaborate 

intarnational spy system which penetrated nearly all foreign governments. 

Open defianoe of Spain was something no state, least',of' all ,the tiny" 

, V~&tian republio, could afford. Between three and five hundred murders 

therefore had to be organised---end the incident had then to be 60 hushed 

up that not evan later historians could do mare than guess at the real 

story. 

\ 

/ 
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"Now do you remember Dominic complaining that the soles of his 

feet hurt in one of the FM sessions? He said he felt he'd been trekking 

miles, oouldn't bear his, fast to touch the groun~ny more. 1 think he 

~8& bastinadoad, in his Venetian life. The bastinado was the caning of 

the so18a of the feet, a torture. And I also think that Dominic was 

ana of the co~spirators---one of the men, French or Dutch---who ware 

.'.' moved into, Venice and later removed I It 

"He was French," Angela said, almost to herself. 

There lay the connection she'd so far found missing---with their 

common French blood, and the French bias of his television'series. 

It all fitted now and she realised with a heavy aching feeling at the pit 

oft her stomach that in some way she and Dominic wouldn't ~urvive this 

latest knowledge. 

"I hate all thi~," she said vary quietly. "You don't know what 

things you might be raising I You talk about m2 taking it all lightly 

but terrible memories sho~.lld be laid asleep I u. 

NEven when they make your present life impossible"" 

"But why can't we just live !!2!?" 

"Beca",se you can't Angela. ' .. Paulin~ said. UYou self-evidently and 
1_; 

dBmonstr.,tively can'tl Y~~'re both in misery at· this moment, you're' 

separated and lonely an~.you can't get on with your work, you've lost 

your looks and virtually your profession land you ask me why you can't 

live nowl Honestly I " 

Angela nodded. "You may be right." 

She could hardly get through the performance that evening. Running 

time was twelve minutes longer than usual and she was sure she was the 

reason. 

When she got back to the flat she suddenly said to Pauline, "If 

you find aut in your researches that I did something bad to Domini~ in 

the previoUs lifa his demon's going to gar worlc: again-you'll seel" 

"It's just what we're trying to prevent." 

Angela was restless, worried. "Why'can't we live together like;, 

other people?" she repeated. "And forget what we did centuries ago?" ::',~ 
Paulina made a big sigh ~f impatience. "Because yoJre affinities~" 
For a time Angela thought she should phone Dominic and beg him to 

give all this up. But she knew it was useless. She remembered the 

obsessive look in hie eyes whenever she'd tried to cross him on that 

subject before. And to a point she could understand it---after all, 

FM had led him to hare 

The next day Pauline told her that Oominic wanted her back at once • 

.. 
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She'd collected enough data. 

* * * 
I 

About twenty days after~Pauline had left Barbara Gleeson called 

her and'said, "I think we'd better meet. It's quite important." 

She wouldn't say over the phone what it was. 

have lunch together at Rule's that same day. 

They arranged to 

o 

They met at the entrance, arriving almost simultaneously, and sat 
.. _. 

downstairs over a drink waiting for a table. 

"Well here' e the newe." I Barbera said ., "And don' t ask me to help 

you make a decision because I refuse the responsibility. Your producers 
I ' 

1n Los Angeles have bean in contact with me through ·~verard. They've 

also been in touch with the P,ygmalion management. They want to buy you 

out of the Pygmalion contract." 

"They oould sua me out of it if they wanted to." 

"I know." 

"And why is this?" Angela asked. 

"To start t.,~ Ballet Rt_!~ee oa:i:'.i.es. they want you in Venice as soon 

~a possible.~· 
1 

"And you've no professional advice to give me?" 

"Well," Barbara said, "the play's doing awfully well and TV offers 

are Coming in thick and faat. It all depends o~here you want to go, 

I mean carear-wisa---to the top here or the top in Hollywood. The 

possibilities in. both cases are greatl" 

Whioh was tantamount to saying precisely nothing, the way Barbara 

intended it. ' 

"I '11 think it over, II Angela said. 

"No. They won't accept that. Either you make your ,decision today 

'Dr they Ire going to crack down on you legally. II 

Angela took a sip of her drink and at that moment saw the waiter 

beckoning them upstairs to their table. 
, 

"I'll think it over," she said, getting up. And she wouldn't say 

a~other word about it .t~roUghout lunch. 

She knew that the legal, threat was one of Dominic's little jokes, 

she just knew it. 

And of course next day Barbara called her, even more' in awe of her 
11 ' 

than before, and said, lilt' 6 OK, you. can think i yover as I, long as you like 

as long as you're in Venioe by the end of the month." 

They' laughed together. 
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The PYQ!!lalion management had apparently asked a big sum for her 

release, confident that it would never be met. When they got an affirm-

ativ8 answer lass than twelve hours later they though~ it Was a hoax. 

Her mother suddenly turned up a+he flat. It was ~n the middle 

of the afternoon and Angela was asleep. In a flurry, apologising for 
~ 

not having invited to the first night, she threw on a dress and then got 
1\ 

her tea. 

When they ware sitting down together Yvonne told her, "r've baen to 

Paul about you." 

Paul was Yvonne's hiroscopist. They lived near each other and she 

went to him twice a year to have her chart read. 

thing of a joke for Angela. 

It had always been some-

Unknown to anyone else Yvonne had been to him once before with 

questions about Angela. It had been'several months before the 881 ~ni 

offer. His picture of Angela's future had seemed so wild and improbable 

that she hadn't &aid a thing about it. He'd predicted stardom, a trip 

to HollywOOd, one or perhaps twa films,. a stage success, a lot of money--­

all (and this was the most unlikely thing of all) in the space of three 

or four months. 

And he'd added cryptically, III'm not saying she's going to be 

fortunate or hbPPY." 

, Paul's method was to examine the chart in detail but then to discard 

it and start talking. Some second force then seemed to take over, and 

it felt as if he was more or less repeating words that fell into his 

head. Indeed he often said that the charts were 'only something to · 

look· at, to start rna off: like 8. crystal ball'. 

On this latest visit Yvonne wanted to know about Angela's relationship 

with the prooucer Latouche, whom she'u heard about from Louis and spoken 

to on th~ phone in a state of inexplicable fear. 

His r~ly was quick and, simple: "The man i1eVil.n 

She asked him to say more but he refused. She went from him to the 

friend who'd first put hsr in touch with him and asked her, "What does it 

mean when Paul refuses to talk?" 

"Well, he never says anything if he sees death" was the reply. 

"And what did he say?" Angela asked her, pouring the tea rather 

'shakily because she didn' t want to hear. 

"You know, Paul predicted your trip to Hollywood, and the film, 

8tld PYgmalion. II 
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"Did he?" 

"I didn:' t believe a word of it so I didn't tell you. 

to him last week I asked about your producer friend." 
When I went 

UOh do stop hedging mummyl What did he say?" 

"He said he was evil and wouldn't say any mora." 
~ 

Angela leaned back with a laugh which shocke, 'd Yvonne. "Everybody 
says thatl In fact he's known as the killer." 

"What are you doj.ng with a killer then? 'Dor'tt you see what hann 

it's done you? What's the good of hev1ng success if you aren't happy?" 

"I didn't ask for success I It just happened I And I'm unhappy 

becaue8 I'm not with hi,!!~ that'e ail." 

"And why aren't you with h1m7 U Yvonne asked ~er,' slim and, composed 

8a she alway6 W8S. 

"Oh I can't go through all that'" Angela replied angrily. III don't 

ask you all about your affairs because I know you wouldn't be able to' talk 

about them. Things happen which we don't understand I " 

"Of course they do. But that's why I'm talking to you. I think 

that While you might be unhappy now you'll be fa1unhapPier in the end if 

you see him again." . 
"But I'm not looking for happi0ess any more than I am subcss,s I I 

just want to be with the person I ,belong to, that's alll It's ,very simple! 
I 

And if you or Paul liks to call that person evil then I suppose I must be 

too. but there~s nothing I can do ,about it .. " 

," 

"Are you ~ you t re'l1ot looking far happiness?" 

"Oh of course I am, but It can't'happen' without.!::!.!!.2. I didn't know 

what being alive was before I knew him, and when I'm not with him I'm dead, 

you can see it yourself' .... 

"60 what went wrong to make you run away?" 

"How do you know I ran away? Did Paul tell you that too"'" 

"No. . I just knowe You couldn' t stand it any more--parhaps yO~'i' 
" 

couldn't stand being so happy I Or perhaps you couldn't stand the evil." 

Yvonne got no reply to that. They talked about the show, which 

she'd seen with e. friend the previous weak. Yvonne was always blunt in 
her criticisms. 

drama school. 

It was ane of the reasons why Angela did so well at 

"You acted as if you were understudying yourself just for the one 

evening,lt she said. 

At home that evening Yvonne called louis and urged him to come to 

London to help 'bring Angela to her senses". 

"Just present yourself at the flat," she said, "don't phone first." 
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He presented himself the following Sunday morning, having taken 

a night-train from Glasgow. Angela had just got up and seamed no mars 

interested in him than she would a passing tradesman. She 'listened to 

his stories about the show he was in, knowing full well who had sent him. 

She prepared the kind of large breakfast he enjoyed, with masses of black 

coffee. 

"I heven't seen Pygmalion yet," he Said. "I heard you were great. 1t 

"Whoever said that~s an idiot. Who was it? .. 

"Well perhaps it's just the, impression I picked up from the papers. II 

ttThey hardly talked about mel" She laughed. . "You actors are a.ll 

the sam a I You lose your heads whenever you see somebody hit the jack-

pot---instaad of finding out who you arB and why you're doing the work 

you're doing, and what kind of jackpot you're after I " 

"All 1. ,want to !jo if:. survivs,'~ Louis said quietly. 

"You survive with what you are ins.ide. not with bit-parts in bad 

rap produotions!,~' sha said har'shly ... 

She saws from the ai~8 of his stomach that he was drinking too much 

bear. 

He found her sting1:1Q, unsynp/3.tt-,etic, clOd he was glad to leave. 

She didn't even kiss him. And he· wasn't able to say a word to her about 
I 

Latoucha or any other aspect c'f her privata life. She had changed just 
I 

as you would expect someone 'who~ Q .. hi t success to change. 
I 

But there was 

a deeper change as well, Ithe opp6~~te to what success usually produced. 

It was this that put him 'in awe of her. He became aware of his own 

weaknesses whils with.ner, not hers. He felt a peculiar flutter of 

apprehension at the thought of making any enquiry into her private life. 

One look from har~ would have settled the issue. 
/ /'\ 

He ret urned to Glasgow the Seme day. She cried after he'd left. 
I 

She didn't like the way she'd treated him. He'd looked so fresh., so 

delightfully inexperienced. That was what they'd shared in the old days, 

the ·.lack of experience. ~ 

And in l88s than five months 5h~,',d. not onl~own up but-to judge 
"'" ' 

from his apprehensive glances at her~ecome a forbidding individual. 
f" 



,. 
l 

~' . 

" , . 

. r 

" 

168 -

5. I 
t 

-
~ike many people througtl ~tie ages Angela had' found \/enic,e a damp, 

smelly', slippery prison' on her first visit,. At low tide the canals 

became filthy d1tches~; at high._ they' ~are lugubriously oily and dark. 

Fog descended on the ro?fs early in' the eYen.ing, stinking.,.. of the chemical. 

plants at U.arghera •. The. palazzi looked derelict and abandoned, ,green 

.with ~ecay._ , . The c,onti!1uous p~ssing of steps o~, thef&.row 'calle out~ide 
her hotel:-window depressed har. Voices boomed between .the walls all. 

1.---

, - night. In comparison she.'d found Florence lively and,-full of colour, 

and fun, with the best shops' in tha'world. 

This, tim~-. when S?he?' arri ~ed" a ~. the. Marco; Polo airp'~rt, a taXi:':launch 
• J 

was waiting for. ~er a few step"s fro~ the c~stoms shed,· an.d. her su'itcases' 

were whisked quicklY"away 'wi tholit in~~tibn." She expected a production 

assistant or at least a', r:nember· of' the crew' to meet her but instead a· tall 
! . 

- .!."' 

man in a yachting s~eat~ stepp_e~ forward as she walked into:th,e reCeption 

hall. firld said, "Signorina Angela Borna?" and pointed to "the, quai 'where 
,-; ~- _ -_. <-,1:'~. ~~~- ':'c :~;';" .,' ,::" .' ,:'< .:. . 

the taxi was wei ting.· '. _ .. r, ~:{~.., ~' . .:: -'" !" 

I t" was 'a clear ~vening,~ chiliy ~ . She' sat in· the dimly lit cabi'n all 
'. .. . .. ':., ,."i . , '.. ':. ' c' 

alone," fe~lin~~ a' ~a,gue' :.e,~cit~e~~_~,:~~~.t"~:', firs1~~~.~ing o~" t~~_, blO~-d_ 
during convalescence. .. The boat kept a'-low knottage,~' steering between 

_..... .. _ . _ t 4'_:f: " . _ ~..... -. . ~ 

the ~ooden. p1.1es. that marked~_ the '.entrance lane into the bi ty., She looked" 

-- 'at these stout·,. sea:"rott;~n ;-~~a~'eS-~' ~ied fast .togethe~ in thr~es', and felt 

a str~g,e' fam~li'ari tx:' ~~!1" th~';: :~-~ The lag~on lay soft· and flat all round, 
I' .. - -, ",...., . ' • ~ -=-, . 

and gradually the liQht~'ofc~enice became clear among the shadows of-" 
• .." .. -. • ~ ., • .j ... ",: ' ... • - ~ -, 

towers ~d dome~, aEf·t~ey· ca:~w near' San Mi~hele •. , ' __ -

The man, outsids' at' tt:le wheel,,' didn't' say a word all way. She- knew 

she was . going to a h~tE3l but had forgotten'~ the- name. r,- '. 
~ It ~ #. 

She ·eXpsc·ted work: ~o. ·begin the following day~. the' ~oring read:;'throughs, 

the rehearsals, all that nonsense "again I She oryly hoped that Pennance 

~, 
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wasn • t the director on this one because i·t would only be the repetition 

of a terrible nightmar~ in new surroundings. 

never permit such a thing. 

But of course Dominic would 

It had all gone so smoothly. ·She'dlphoned Barbara Gleeson one 
t. 
t . 

- afternoon---quite without knowing even a minute before' that she was going -

to do so---and told her she would readily leave the PYgmalion production •. 

It had then been arranged th~t. she should .c~ntinue in her part for 
r 

a further twenty-one days to allow time for another actress to take over 

her part. 
'. 

The air ticket, togeth~r with the reservation-slip for her hotel, 

'had arrived from Los Angeles via the Universal Studios bag a.week before ,. 
her last performance~ . The management had wanted .to throw a party for 

her '(to use as-a hook 'for new press coverage) but she'd flatly refused •. 
. . 

She and Berr~sfield.sipped champange perplexedly together at the end of 

the'last show, 'and that had been that. She left the theatre on foot· 

and' walked. all the way home. 

The taxi gathered speed after San Miqhele and swept under the arches 

into the city, dropping speed again, in the narrow canals, before emerging __ 

into· the Grand Canal from the Arsenale. They went past tugs moored along 
~ 

the Riva degli' Shiavoni, then came the lights fro~ St M6rk's·Squar~ ~n~: 
. %. "- -

the Piazetta'; flashing on the water amOng files of black empty gondolas"_ 
~ , . 

. rising up . and down on the 'slight· wash. 

She didn't know what aTIo~ions·were going thro,:-,gh har" only that it. 

was almost too much. -,,' She knew now that sheid seen it all before-but 

n'ot on a fanner -visit· ir:t this present lifel! All the -other memories came 

welling·back. She was so hopelessly confused when the taxi-man. pulled. 
.. . . . ..... ~~ 

the cabln-cloors open to h'elp her' up the slippery steps to the GrittL 
t ~ • ~ ~ 

'. . 
" Palace entrance that he almost· had to carry her up. " She left her bag,.-

.-
. in' the cabi~e was,. suddenly 'behind. her with. it in .. his hand, 'smiling . .. . - ,~ . . . '-

.. paternally. She kept dabbing the tears away with her fingers" like-a' - . ~ - . 

child •. - Her cases were already in th~ apar~ment ~efore she arrived. 
.. ~ 

'. ' 

.. . 

There, were two. 'bedrooms, - a .si tting room on the Grand Canal and'~ even ,"s' . - ":?: .~~~ .-. 

kitCh~'~~ ..... ~: .... ~"~;';'" .. : 

She stood' at her wind.ow· gazing down at the canal as' the. vaporetti 
. . 

passed with their bubbly-sounding engines. Thera· was no· note from -' .... 
. l ' . 

Dominic. She- was surprised that'even now· none of- th~ cre~ ha~ contacted 
-r~' . --. • '-', .." ~ . ~ .. , . 

her--no prduction 'assistan~ " ncr. director'. ': Not 6" word ~,the desk dowh-' 

.. stairs as to· when she would be needed- ri'ext ,day or where.' No flowers at" 

welcome • 

. ,.;.!.. 

• "7.. 
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I 
She remembered a ~estaurant nearby where she'd eaten with Louis---

it was like a baronial hall. with a massive fireplace. She hurried there 
, I ' , 

,after she1d changed. as it was late. I~as crqwded but they ,found her. 

a table ~n the corner close·to the fireplace '1 where logs blazed. ·It was 

much too nbt but she was content. 

Afterwards she strolled through the calli in the dead of nigh~. 

listening to 'the echo ,of her 'steps and the howling of cats-through' the· 
., I 

. Campo San Maurizio. along the Calle Larga ,XX 11 Marzo to San Moise, in the'. r 

surpriSingly _ dry cold ai~_. . There were groups of people here and there, 

their vo~ces bo~mi~g between' the walls. She remembered· from her visit 

with Louis that Venice never really went to'sleep •. Even ,in 'the hour 
, . 

before dawn you could se~ people talking together,. or sprawle~ out 'on 

- the cafe chairs. ,~ She' heard laUghter. There 'was the distant cough, o'f 

-.::: . 

avap~retto, perhaPs the last. of the. night, as it pulled 'in at the­

Giardinetti close. to Harry's Bar, 'where she'd' sat 'with Louis and an Italian 
... :- . . . 

actor who'd looked. she now'recalled, a shade like Dominic •. She went 

through all .the -scene~ of her last vis1 t, . in her'- mind,: re.touching them wi th ~ 

her present feelings of familiarity, so-that they became. complete experiences 

for the first time;. 
a... 

She woke early next,mornfng tOl\wann clear day. Light burst, in from 

the Grand Canal and ~he· first passenger. boats of the d~y began passing " 

each other and crossing from_. one bank to the other~~ and queui'ng to moor 
I • 

at the pontili. Venice,' s rush hour was just beginning. and She. couldn't , -

wai t to get outs1de\_ ~'.; f .. 
~he dressed quickly .and- went to a cafe she remembered on the -spacious-

Campo Santo Stefano. She took a capuccino and a brioche standing' at the . 

bar like everyone else, sipping-sleepiiy al~d gratefully,- e;~:ited by the,: 
.....-. " 

dense tii tter-sweet taste of, the coffee and the clean blinding sunlight ~ .. 
, -

outside and the subdue~ early-mo~riing way ,evez:-ybody· stood. around;· not- ~. 

". quite awake. yet.! 
1":;, 

: She 'crossed . the. wooden Accademia bridge, staying on i,t for a while 

, .. to watch th'e boats underr:teath.· '., Then she walked to the "Zatters·· wh~re she 

took '8 _ secp~'d ~offee, ~itting do~n this time,. clos~ t~ 8 vaporetto' station,_ 

so· that' the exhaust. drifted -ac~oss the ~af.~. ·tables. in blue clOUds ~very time 

one came· in. She felt the sun on her face and was at once reminded: of'LA, 

an'd' Catalina 'Island.' She drank the sunlight 1n- after not feeling' 'it for 

so long~ and gazed ·acros~ the water-ato. the clo~e-pa'cked houses .and· humped. 

bridges of the. Giudecca:.- , The' shops were' opening t- thei~ shutters slid1,ng , 

up with a sh~ clattering noise. -
-

She ret~rned' to the other side of the Canal slowly, looking at 

everything round her. She walked- to the Square,- whic~ was still. largely 

1 

I 
I 
: 

I 
I 

<J 
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deserted, then along the Riva degli Schiavoni to the Giardini.' . Thera. 

she took a boat to the Lido. It was crowded with workers and sha stood 

outside in the·apen air, swaying with the boat, feeling that soft musing 

detachment that travel ~nsid~ ~enice seems t~ induc,even ~n its 1nhab~tant~. 
The quai at the Lido was- crowded and people were running for the buses. 

I ~ 

- . 
She walked down the main thoroughfare to the sea-front and stood looking. 

at the Hotel des Bains where Thomas Mann had cited his Death in Venice 

and where Visconti had made his film. Louis had brought her here. 

The sea was sluggish, arid there were few people about. The hotel was 

closed. l. She looked up 'at ~he balcony from which Aschenbach had watched 

the gypsies perform, when the plague was making its. first ambiguous appe~' 

ance, and remembered the mocking laughter of the harlequin in the film, 

the way he put out his tongue at the gues.ts just before disappearing-•. 

'. It w~s funny~she di,dn It. ·fee1 Ve~ice was a different place from the· 

one she'd hated on her 'first visit. Perhaps disliking it was part of 
.' ,,~ fIT-

the experience of ~.nowing 1 t, per~aps too there was something remorseless~: '. 

in the city whicn one sensed the first time but quickly forgot when the' 

b-egu1lement began... _ 

I t was still a: prison 'desPi te- the gilding 01hB sun. - How was i t--­
she could,know that? But sHe felt'she didn't mind' being' caught in this 

prison, didn't even mind' g~ing down into the sea with it, it was such S·' 

-lovely gi~ded cage~ on; certain days, and even the- rain and the mist· 

whispered things to: -You. These thoughts surprised her, almost made her 

laugh.: '. 

There' ~f been '-~o note at the hotel de~ that ~liorning, no sign of the 

existence of a Ballet Russe company, not a word from Dominic. She didn't· 
" " 

care. ShE;l: was. in no hurry at, all., - She could wait. __ oh'~ -~8aY~'r_weeksl-. 

She wou'ld gladly let -winter pass i~to. spring arid spring into summer ,-" ~ -
-' . 

waiting and wandering and gazing,-st1ll travelling.fr9m-S~n Zaccharia.-
. . 

- ... .. -~ - ~ 

to -the. Lido ev'ery day' and back again, still ~trolling- through the cal11 

~e~i~d tha.Fe~ice Theatre. w.here Loui~. J:ad·.ma~e a so~t of operation~l~ 

:' .headquart"ers.~ ti" Close to' the th-eatre it stank under the arches.,-o'f ~rine:i 
.... _ • ~ • 1 ,"t • .._-_.' 

the- can~s "t,vere- full of plastic' refuse and. dead shell-fish ancrusted 

with black oii,. clinging.to ~he canal walls~ But· she knew what. thB: __ :--" 
• .,..F" ~ -t 

citx was' ~aying t~ her now~. It was that the world didn't deserve Venice: 

so Verlice~was,tike the harlequin putting i~s tongue out and- slipping 

further and- further'· down' and- i ts- mosa:lcs.·~~d domes were corroding and· ~. :--. 
. '" .. fragmenting in-. the chSWical.smog-. 

Sometimes when she stood on' . a bridge gazing down into the' water' 

she felt she was there in the water gazin~ up at herself and the mellow-
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.stonework ~ It was a disturbing sensation •. 

The ~alking and the air gave her a great appetite and she returned 
'. 

,to the Accademia to e~t at Montin's, where she'd been with Louis' and a ' 
1 

group of.:enic~ ~echnicians; She 'sat in th~ courtyard behind with its 

gravel paths and r~embered being told 'that Eleanora Duse and d'Annunzio 

had sat here talking fo~ hours., She ordered her ····food without fuss, ', . 

. - pointing to what she wanted.' She seemed to know that San Pietro alla. 
, i l' I 
~ l.~ 'was a fish fi~et and it was. She drank white wine mixed with-" 

mineral water so as 'not to get tipsy. Bits o~ PYgmalion kept floating 

, into h~r Cni,nd~erhaPs Dusa' s ghost, was' hovering over the place; with 

thoughts of theatre. ,',She was amu~ b~Eiiza Doolittle, and realised, 

only now how she shoul~ h~ve ~laye~ what a triumph it w~~l~ have beery 

had she not been under' a spell, had the demon' not, stolen her 'acting, '., 

abi~it:tes! She felt that Dusa" di~n't blame her " for abandoning her art 
r . 

for love"~ 

The, Eliza' lines' made, 'her. ' laugh. She was a li ttle tip sy after all. 

How odd that'the lines hadn't seemed funny at, the time!' It felt aS'if 

only' her. body had been in the play.' She flooked, r~und the', crowded 'court-
r."; 

-yard. . Ot~er people were sitting a-t her: table, equally' absorbed ,in< their ~. 
, _ ., r..'·' 

own ·thoughts, obviously' people. who worked nearbY"and wanted: to get away; 
" ' ' ''1'' , _ - ' 

quickly.. Was she coming' to. life again? - . " ' 

Close. to her hater, in 'a corner ~f" the c~Santa" Maria "del Gigl1o~ 
a woman was selling roses' cheaply~ She boug~t three or four dozen and 

'. ~ .. 

expected them to fa~l to 'pieces in her' arjns, a~ ~hat,:..'price.· But'~ they 

didn • t. She asked for vases at,. the hotel desk and some were: went up. -. 

She had. an. enjoyable time: cutting' and separating them and- deciding where·'._ 

they should 90it-'J~ Ther~, w~e b~r'~ndy red'~: sonya~" "tea~Y~llows~. 'It.-: 
-, t"\ ' "",-

felt as if Dom inie had got them for her, ,or rath~r that he'd plan,ted 

the, woman down· there at the' corne~.~,"- ' --
, ; 

She sle~p'~ for two hours'in -the ~fternoon,' realising how exhausted' 

she was." :-- She- took another coffee in the Campo Santo .Stefano! So lifa 

went . on'. Sh~ bOU9n~ herse~f, under'we~ alon'~. ~he_·MerceH.~, ari~'~p'erfume 
in the Calle' Larga XX 11 Marzo! -.. She wan~ered about, ate two hearty meals· 

a day, lay on her bed for hours-watching the' subdued- liquid flashes"of . 

light fro~ t~e' Gr~d- C~al on" t~e ceilin~ j It continued fine:'_ for' days-- -
, .' . ~ - ! -

,- chill and clear at. night,' then the radiant' mornings., 
.' . ,- j ' 

She knew what- had happened'., She wa~ C~terina aga1n~ . She realised 

it suddenly walking past the cake-shop in the narrow calle leading from.. . 

-, 

·1 
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CaIJllO San Maurizio. 
~ 

Her walk became di'fferent, her eyes seemed to' 

,open further. And people actually began to look at her again. 

*, *, 

R~ently she'd got into the habit'of never looking at herseif in 

the mirror, except'in her dressing room at the theatre. She never made 

up in the morning. At the hairdresser's she would keep her eyes_low~ed. 

She did all, manner of things to prevent seeing her reflection in shop 

, windOWS' and polished surfaces. 

Only when ~n the' theatre did she look at herself' boldly, before 

quickly hiding the day-mask with the evening one. 

Now she ran back to her hotel and went to a massive gilt-framed 

mirror ,in .the,'lounge. She saw before her a girl much younger-than she 

felt inside. And---while her face seemed not· to hav~ greatly changed 

since' London---and of cours~it could be her imagination---her new state'.' 

of mind---yet 'perhaps there was something of Caterina's' sparkle in her 

eyes. She left' the lounge vowing not to look in a mirror that day, or th~ •. . 
day after but to let Caterin~ grow back into her body at her own pace. 

" . That evening she 'walked in the calli between San Zaccharia and the,· 
" 

_Square, gazing at the shops, ant;! passing through !;he Campo Santa M~ria~,' ~ 

in Formosa she' turned and recogn~sed the palace beh~nd her with two'" 
, . . 

bridges leading to its doors) froriL l,?ng" long ago. Then the impression 

faded.' But it was a d~finite'mernory"like all'those early ones she'd-

~,~ " had in LA.: 

.,. !-., 

- .! 

Nor' was the impres~ion a~_isolated one. All that eveni!1g, she 

continued· to feel ab~ut t~e buildi~gs .round her, the. tiny bridges, ,the'~~' ~ -. 

campi with' ,their fquntains .or stat.ues, tha~ she'dF~wrl' up among them 

" and' knew- e~ery' st~ne. But "the"impression "'always' faded qui~ly, it wa~-
,1.' L' , -

nothing' yo~. CQuld put' your finger on. Almost~almost---she would 

rememb~r playing ball at: this or that corner., She could. remember the 

differenf qualities .of the light that fell'~on Venice, chan~ng"every -_ ~~~.,,~ 

mom~nt·! . and 'the smells, th.e pigeons;. ,_ the gulls. 
f 

deeP flap" of wind-shaken sails 1n the lagoon. 

She could hear the' 

She couid-hear horses' 

hoofs on the cobbles-but didn't know if'there had ever been'horses' 

in th,e- oi ty-. - She heard her mother '.5' ~oic~-' -_-ra~h~r_ rich and. vibrato~, 
• c-;,. ter-i.:na 1'-;. wi tli ~ long,:· singin~ emphas~s on the third -sy lla_blet _ ~ 

·It stirred confused- feelings in' .her. ,That' voice had com~ from windows,::' 

had echoed across courtyards, so safe, so certain--'Cater-i-nal' Oh 

there'd been such love between people in those times" 

She remembered the torches that used to be carried in front of 

_to-; _ .. 
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people at night to light their way, naked flames, that licked up in~o 

the darkness. Sometimes, they were stuck in iron holders on the walls 

of the palaces to light a procession. Otherwisa, when one looked out 

of the w~ndow at night. it was into a dark, dark pool of shadows with 

the lagoon and the sea even'darker beyond.' And such a silence that you 

felt you could fioat into it and be lost for ever. 

The possibility that Dominic might not come~ tha~ ther~ might be no 
~' 

film,. hardly occurred to her exc apt to make her smile at the ~hought. 

She almost felt she ,COUld conjure Dominic up 'at will, just an urgent 

message throug~ the darkness would do it. But she was in no, hurry to see -

hi~i'n even .-less of a hurry to start work. j 

Just to check that'she hadn't dreamed her co~~ital to be in Venice­

within,a day of her release,from PYgmalion she went, to the bank on the 

Calle Larga. XX 11 Marzo where Barbara Gleeson .had told her -: , tc!' go and~ 

enquired if an account had. been opened for her. It had.~ And money had 

been ,deposited; much more' than, the s~ipulated advance on earnings. 

She drew out enough to buy herself a dress, having s.een something "', 
-

nice' on the Salizzada San Moise. It was a simple kni tted- blouse and, 

,skirt, ,quite ordi,nary to look at except for the exquisite cut"., Its .. "",' 
'" " ' 

sim p.licity wasna thorough success., ShB tried it on and, bought .it: without' 
. , 

hesitation~ 

She wore it next .oorning when C she tci~k a boa +0 T,orcello·. and lunched. 

at· Cipriani's. There was e~hilarating light all "round' from the lagoon, 
~ . _. ... .-:' 

boring into ·every corner o'f the tiny island while i~'.slepb in' the water. 
'1 . 

,There were only ~ f.ew people, in th~ rest~urant~ tourists- iikB. herself'. 

She, had the distinct· inliression,· from' the way the wait~s hovered solicit-· 

ously round her, that sh~ re~il~~as, sheddi~g ~he dl-e~d~Ul ~rnasksheld been, . 

wearing all these mo~ths." -
, . -

It was a" thrilling senSation':'--to evoke_ posi tive- feelings in. other. 

people" againl~: ' Wh~t suff~rin~' 'i t 'had "~-lf b'ee~~he ~nly realised. it 

now-being locked in a body that. wasn' t truly her. own.- ~' , 
~. .... . .:.. 

In the peaceful restaurant; li'stening to children playing": outside, -
• • ~_.I t • -.; --:-- - • ~ ~ 

she allowed her mind to: dwell on'the • other , Dominic that· had brough~ 

her "so, much' harm., Let him dare· to touch hE!r-here-iri'her home, 'h~ 

bir~h~la.cel:. ' ":" "' 

It was' sci pieasarit ,sitting in her corner sip~i,ng wine".and-- cr4.c.king 

crostini while the omelette she'd ordered was being cook~d.,' The waiters 

treated her with a ,soothing' mixture of f~iliarity,and respect. ~hey 

..-........a_,"': __ 
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didn't mouth their words carefully as if·she were a foreigner but 

spoke casually, rapidly, and it seemed to her for a few giddy seconds 

that ·she. could understand what they 'said while being quite unable to 

put it. into words. 

The vague warmth from the wintry sun, the silent lagoon ;outside, 

the murmur of voices from the kitchen, this was her world, much more so -
~e.t' 0 -F '. - - . -

than i~ was,Lthe wa~ters, ~he cO~k,.n the kitchen. beeau:SB she'~. bee~ one~ ~ j , 

of the people who.'d·· . built:. . it all.,.generations .. centuries ago} Lik~'-
all her family, like all Venetia~s rich and. poor she'd lovs1venice'wit~ 
desperat~, rapturous fanaticism. Her brothers~nd she herself if ., 

necessary~would have died at a momen~' s -~otice for the S8reni~simal_. ~-
~u 

~hat waslVenetians had built up an. empire ,of over tw~ million people 
. j ' 

down the Adriatic as far. as CyprUs and Crete, while they themselves hardly_" 
~. 

numbe~~re than a h~ndred and fifty thousa~d. This mad abandoned love-

ga~~' ~hem each the courag~' of a hundred' men!" Betz:-aYing Venice was. so" 

unthinkable. to herself' and her brothers that thet~ought even of its 
., 

possibility never'occurred to them. ", That was why' there was har~ly an; 

. instance' of a Vene,tian betraying the. Queen of; the Adriatic in ali the 

thousand and"odd years of'il::s history.-, And 'tha;ove- was. in h-er m';lther'-s' 

voice,_ the-way she called her name, and in the silence' of the lagoon, 

in the Changin'g' light, and the bells in the evening as' the sun wen~ down, 

in the way the' minarets· shone in the 'first sun of the day and the. gulls "" 
- 7 t - __ ~_ • ~ 

wheeled and, tt}e 'sky' sPread out above the city like a' huge', blinding dome! 

When you, returned ,to your birthplace after so ma,~y centuries away 

. there were many, many· t~ings to examine closely and remember; so' many 

associations and sights and sounds' you t d quite forgotten and which' .now 

came back~with a gasping tug at the heart. , 
, . _ :.' \ ' i 

No one had sent her, a~script. Barbaz;a Gleeson h.adn,~t "even m'entione~" 

one. She remembered Jamie Som9rson telling her that Dominic' was'BIT1lloying~ 
4 • ~ -;.:.. .. :. 

a·' team, of writers to pre~:)are a t Venetian t· ~cript.; What-had' h~p'8ned to o~ ':.' - .... 

it? She la.ughed-it was' a ghost fi~o crew, nO"dialogue, no., actors !:' , 
l ~ ~ . 'I;~. - ~ 

That: fitted Venice' ideally!" . . . "., - c.=- - ~ 

sti-e worked o'u~ ·that h,ar, savir:-gs, and what was coming in from the- _-~ 

gha"st- film, would keepY her ~.n sty~e fo~ at, ,ieast a year, if not two~,­

Every day ~he 'lo~ed in a glass now. . The 'sparkle- 'was 'gro.wing·~ Every 
- , 

-

day too little attentions were p¢.d" to. her,~ ih~ t.hs, hotel, 'in the stre~tt;::'- ~:.:..-
__ , ~. ,. _ -- r 

which hinted 'to- her'that-she might. once-more be an attractive wo~an. 
: ..... ;-. ..... 

* * * 

: 
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The sun disappeared and it began raining---a slanting rain that 

bi t into' the skin, while the paving stones underfoot became ice-cold •. : 
"-'She had to buy fur-li~ed boots. The clouds hung low over the roofs, 

envelopir.tg them, sometimes. . The windows of h,er apartment rattled and 

the ': shutters swung. The Grand Canal showed !tiny', dirt~, waves as the ' 

boats heaved from one bank to the other. She stayed lying on-her bed 

for hours. Not a phonecall. Every day she asked at the desk bu~ there 

were no massages. _ _ , ' 

She'd left London without sa~nqa word to h~ mother or Louis. 

Now she v~ote ryer mother a 'little ca:d saying she'd been, boug~t out of 

the Pygmalion producti~n because the Ballet Ausse film was about to be 

'shot. _ 

Her mother would know it had, something to ~o~th Dominic, ~ust the 

same-" the evil man'.' She laughed.. How, 11 ttle people knew about evil..;..· 

that it was,-a mask and you c~uld get behind the mask if you tried'- as she'd 

And" as a matter" of fact, he'd' behaved towards !:!.2!: 
like a redeeming angel. So where was the evil? 

Thinking of the ghost' film agedn' she", realised that no one had, instructed 

her to take intensive dancing lessons. After ali sh-~~ wa~-'going to"pl~Y. 

one of t~e' greatest ~ancers of all '~ime. She could eas11YejOin on,~ o~ 

the daily classes at the Fenice. ' But she didn't. She prferred.to stroll, , , t\' ' 
through the narrow calli behind the theat~e and catch' echoes of' s~pr~o ' " 

or tenor voices echoing over the roofs. She strolled to and fro along, 

~ ,the Riva degii Schiavoni i watching the ~ar-ferry entering the Giudecca'. 

Canal from the Lido'. 
~, -

!he paint~s of Venetian: sc~n~~ a16ng~ the RivJ haq packed up sh~, 
their. easles were, gone. -', There were no photographers, no pigeon-food,-, 

'e . , 
vendo~s any ':lore. ,She walked ~~een" the tall columns on "the Malo, -, 

gazing at 'the numberless, gondolas bobbing up and down among their mooring-
, - . ... - . - ~ 

poles*!-- Something, made her look up at the columns~.. On one there was 

a haloed 'figure With a lance in one hand and-a shield in the other. 
,i ~. '.,' , " " " _ .. 

The coumn opposite had the. 1i9n' of St Mark., She didn 't:'like'ths' feeling :-
.. " - ' , .. -

between, these columns---a shudder sent her away; no ~oUb~~ memor~'from 

10,n9 a.go~ 

She walked in the deserted Giardinetti. for a: -Ii ttle."while~' wi th its 

neat 9rav~i paths which in summer were full of prams and playing children. 
,. ".4 .. -''''; • _. _... ':- • 

She often had 'lunchrat' Harry's'Bar, upstairs. Her 'face became quite 

known there and the 'waiters referred to her as 'I 'americana'.~" She 

often had an aperitif there in the evening. choosing the same corner, 

but downstairs this time. One of'the waiters trieq'to st~ike up a. 

conversation with her one eveni~g, no doubt intrigued ~y her always being 
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alone, but she rebuffed 'him with a look that was neither offensive nor 

flattered but what he might have expected from any Venetian woman, which 

he accepted totally. 

She felt lighter every day. She had the impr~ssian that her face 

was-already more delica~e, thinner. Like most women she knew that the 

best mirror is the world outside, the way it looks at you and responds to 

you, and she read her growing resemblance to Caterina in this mirror every 

day, more and more. 
--

Two we~s had passed. She began to think it was absurd to pay· 

for··a large hotel apartment when she eQuId easily re'nt a room somewhere., 
"'. 

She tal:· ked to the hall porter ~ 
."-.r-

"What about the bill?" she asked him. 
- .-

"The bill?" He put his glasses on and drew' a ledger out from. behind. 

the desk .. 
. ,'"'\ 

He spent so me time examining it, coolly turning the pages, 

then he nodded as if to confirm an earlier guess • 

. "It' was~' booked for two months and paid for," he·, said. 

"Who by?" 

"Saul Weinand' Productions', Los Angeles. It 

The prevalence ·of water---sea---canals began to. oppress her and she 

decided to hire 'a car at· the Piazzale'A~ma and d~iv~ ro~nd th~ -countryside 
" ' , " -

every day. ,She went to 1eso10 and wandered along the'deserted beach. 

She gazed across the Prirto,di' Lido. at the long pier, from Por~o Sabbioni,. 

remembering~uite as if' ~e'd been to~d in this"life---how the water of 

the lagoo~ could flow out·of these narrow channels while being protected. 

'by them against the Adriatic tides. 

She drove .to Ud;i.ne and_spent the whole day' enjoY,ing the crowded--
.. "1 ~ ~~ 

streets, the arch:protected- pavements, the sound of' the traffic~ She' 
'.' 

, . 
picked a clamorous" crowded restaurant to eat in and sat a,t a tiny table -." " 

t?y ,a potted-,I?lant on her own'~ Thera were Venetia.n chandeliefs and. a - . 
, i -

m~ble bar running the length, of one wali. 1 The waters dashed across the " 
, .f'. .. 

room ~houting. ~hei~ orders. 80,ttles were", uncork~d, roll~ thrown into 
..:.... . ~ .;. 

, ' baskets. and whisked on to-,~ables, dessert -. trollies wh~eled. frenzedly 
..- --~ .,.,. , through the_narrow free spaces between the tables. 

The day was dark and still outsi'da. She thought she'd felt a·touch 

of 'sprin~ that-' day~: the . lightest, hint ~ It was already Marc'h'. 'The- . 
... . - . 

,. .&-

, sky would be changing soon. The 'Lido' would come alive,' the shops and'" 
... - ~ - -.. . 

cafes-in I8s010 would open their shutters" she would buy he~self summer· 

outfits and 'new bikinis.- .-.:... ... ' 

A waiter dashed to her table and asked in a busy voice, "Have you­

finished with the oil?", whisking it off the table almost before she'd 
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,nodded. It was done with' so much familiarity,a~f she were a regular 

comer. It was another little sign that her true nationality was recognised • 

. After five or six days she returned the car and settled down in Venice, 

again, strolli~g about the calli as ~e~ore. f,requenting her favou~ite 

restaurants, especially one called da Gin6, behin~ ~an ,Zaccharia, quite 

hidden away in the corner of-a campiello, where they did a delicious 

zuppa di pesce. 

She saw La Traviata at· La Fenice, and some ballet •. The ballet 

stirred no interest in her for her future work. Nor did the giit~nd-

plush, theat,re,. itself stir the ieast professional excitement. The sound 

of the audience~its ~ustling' mo~ion when something was particularly' 

appreciated---meant nothing to her. She'preferred iry ,fact the. night· air 

outside, damp and. misty.. The paving s~ones were ~et too, even if.it· 
- . 

hadn't rairi"ed, for deep underneath of coutse was' the silt and· freshwater 

'streams on 'which the' city was built_~, She walked miles if' the dead of 
. , 

~he ni'ght, oblivious to any dangers there .might be to her person., She' 

s,trolled and strolled, sometimes stopping at a late-night, bar for a ~ 

quick amaro or a .. sandwich;··, She' adored' the Venetian sandwiches" bulging 

wi th Russian' s~lad or tunna fish or chopped .. eggs and ham. .Since ,.she 
.- .. ~ ~ t' ~ ~ 

,liked,only a,dash of milk in her coffee, she had learned to. ask for a 

caffeftaCChiato' •. ' Or she', drank 'an 'ombra, ~ 'Shadow', meanin'g a glass.-of 

white ~ine. People' were getting to know her face and nod to her 

pieasantly. She felt no need of friends. 
'-

.One eve~ing, feeling tired, _~he retur~ed' to the Gri tti Palace early., 

meaning- to miss supper and go straight :to ,bed aft~: a shower ~ The phone' 

rang. It was the first time it had done so. 

The -hotel ope~ator 'sai'd/ "One moment, pleas.e,fI" and there was a pause., 

Then she he~d Oominic'~' j. 

t' --

Her hear:t, didn.'t .. beat fast •. "... It was like' speaking to him. after only' 

an' hour away,' she. had the feeling she' d only left the ,LA apartment a 

moment, before; under th~ blonde wig ~~d the' wide-brimme~'hat~ He seemed 

to feel the same •. ·..: 

~'~fJ: 'm in Rome," he said • .; "You OK?"­

"Yes. '.' 

"Rested?" 

"You like Venice?'" 

uOh I love it· Dom r" 
He laughed,· delighted at her tone. 

"Hotel OK? tt he asked. . "Nothing wrong? It 

L..;..... _ .. __ :...... -:;--_t.":'" 
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They laughed together, shy suddenly •. 

"I'll be coming up to Venice tomorrow," he said. Ills there room 

in that apartment?" 

"Lots!" 

tlOK. Listen, It he said in a different tone, "tha~ information Pauline ,.~'. 

brought back .. from Lon'don-did she tell you7-about Sir Henry ~"otton7 

WB~l, everything started working after that I I mean, it fixed the epoch'­

when we lived· in Venice and do you know what7---in one of my FM classes 

way'back on Catalina·lsland I told Pauline;when I was very deep under,that 

I thought yo~r name was 'Caterina Foss, something like that. Do you know,. 

wnat your name really w~s?" 

"No?" (Now her heart .E!!.9. begin to beat a little fa~ter )'. 

"Iiwas Caterina' Foscarini r And I know who your father wast One 

of these writers live been employing on the.Ballet Russe series put me in 

touch· with a guy in Rome who knows more about Venetian history thary: all·. -

the professors rolled together. '. That' s why I'm. in Rome. It.',s amazing '~ 

what· he's finding outl He's got archives and, old documents, he's Venice 

crazy, there's, nothing he doesn't .know even to the height of the clogs· 

the women used to' wear! He-works in some ministry~1t . 

She'd never heard Dominic talk like this; so bub61ingly. In a.~~~ 

it disturbed' her. There was a looseness she'd never' known in him before" ~ 
just a hint of it. 

"Anyway I '11 see you tomorrow, tt he said. "Expect me in. the e\(ening." 

The" next day was very still, dark, though dry. Most of the shops' 

their 1fghts on. 
i 

had She was excited to know more about her identity ... 

Foscarinil Sh~lmost~re'member'ed it bu~ then it was gone, in a .. 
- ~ ~ --- . 

flash as. elways.' She bought 'a guide to V~~ice and' a' map, .-meaning to . _ 

find out· where Palazzo Foscarini was, bu~e' forgot t~ do so in .he~ "pass~.on· 
for walking the callf. She strolled through the. narrow Mercerie and '-. 

, weaved ,her, way through to the C8mpO 'S~ Lu~a near}he '~ialto. people:" 0 

bustled. along on either side of her,. th~ir voices raised.. There were· 

groups: of people standing in the coffee bars; Now and then·c·a·handcart· 

was puShed past her, -"the, boy making a whi~tle or call~ng .out "Attenzio-nel tt
>. 

She..' d woken at_ six .and. taken a' qui~ shower. . She . didn't want -to . 

miss a moment of her' city before he cBlne. She'+~en waking earli~ ~nd: . 

earli'er 'these days._ . ~ . . 'c. 

. :She felt she knew the';'ather si~s~ng Venetian dialect-it had' been 

.more, open in her 'day beea.use there'd been more love' between people-.~ . ~he 

. remembered her mother calling her again, it had given her as a child a 
',-

tr 

sense of. securi"ty so deep that worry had been unknown to her. The previous 

,. 
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life'had better than this one, even the tragedies had been thrilling, 

they'd produced action, grief, revenge but not the kind of haunted 

.anxiety she'd known in ~ life, not· the gnawi~g worry-worml So when 
. . 

she hear~ that 'Cater-i-naf'- again a sort of placid delight flooded through 

her cells, a sense of blessing. 

She took lunch 'quietly in the hotel. There wasn't a breatJ:1 of air. 

outside. T,he sky hung dark 'and ir:nmobile close to the roofs. She felt. 

that every change 'Of th.e light ~.aught he4somet~ing_ new ab~ut ~aterina, -

evoked an exPerience that defied words or images but took place inside 

her. 

She wondered, as she sat in the restaurant gazing·. across the Grand 

Canal at'the'crooked Palazzo Oario with its strange coloured discs in the 

facad~, if Dominic had bean Venetian too. Gateri~a seemed· to be telling 

her no, he was a'stranger,_ com~ from very far away, or at_least far away 

for those days. 

She smiled'to herself" l~ngering over her. lunch.' In LA he'd been' 

on home ground. Now she was on hers Ie 

* * * 
-. 

He didn't' 'come that night. ~ Nor did -,he phone. She ordered dinner'. 

in her 'room and left something,for him· i~.case he should arrive ~ery late. 

By one in the m~rning ~e· was· tired." ... T~e' sky was excepti~nBilY clear. . ~ 
and"she could see ·the star~,d~spite the glbw'.from the ci~y~. She 'switched'- ! 

off the lights and sat ~ing across the canal. The passenger' boats 
... ' . -.' " -, ' 

ceased. She' dozed. She expected him at any moment.:, It was his way-. 

to b~'myster~o~s. She woke'up with a st'ar~ in.the'silence. It was·­

past th~ee and she' w~nt to bed, where she slept soundly until past eig~t 

in tile mo~ning"-

There were no messages at the desk. 

from Home. . l 

-No Signor 'Latouche had called 

When she 'returned from a rang walk there was a note -,for her. ." . It was 

from ,riominic,.hastil¥~ written'a!,Q slipped into an envelope.,- It said', 

'I know who you are. I'm in the Biblioteca.-,~ueriri±"~tampaglia. D.' 

Just that. 

She asked the porter ifcthere was a place called Querini-6tampaglia 

in V-enice and he' told· her it was a library. 

She wanted to laugh---he was· so like a child, with his discoveries I 
. I 

She waited for him to come at lunchtime but there was ,no, sign. She 

went to da Gina and ate,lightly, returned Ito the hotel • Still no one. 

. ....,.- i 
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In the afternoon she slept. No phonecall. 

She ordered an 'American' coffee in the apartment and sipped it 

lying in bed. . She was restless for the fir~~time since her arriv~l. 
What had happened? 

She'still felt Caterina· was trying to tell her something. But she 

couldn!t decipher'the words. The messages came in waves of feeling but 

all she got was a sense of urgency, nothirig cogent~ 

She took to walking the calli again, gazing a~ the ~hops,. but it 

was different now; she felt a certain pressure on her. Too much coffee 

was goin~ to her head,' the tips o~ her fingers trembled slightly, she 

felt nervous. If only he'd cornel 

When she got back to the apartment the phone rang. - She rushed,to 

it. A woman spoke. It was her mother, calling fiom London~ She'd. 

just got her card., -

·"You must be mad, g01ng without telling mel" 'she said. "Didn't 

you absorb what I told you.about Paul?~ 

Angela didn't understand. She was listening to her. mother but 

thinking all the time, 'This isn't my real mother'. 

"Mummy, stop worrying', tt she' said mechanically. - "I was contracted­

to come to Venice ages ago and I' would have had to leave the PYgmalion " 

show anyw~y." 

"But Paul mentioned 'da~gers-'" 

"Dangers for whom?" 

"For:~'you I It 

"Oh' there' are ~lways dangers 1"" . 

Yvonne persisted: "Couldn't I co~e to' Venice Angela? I' could get 

a week off. You need looking after ~ you ~nqw you. do, yo~ don't look fit I f~ __ 

"I .do' now." 
- .-

"And what-about the film, have you started work on it?"C 

ItNot yet. fI: .,'.. " 

tiAra you rehears~ng?U 

,"No. If, 

< •. 
"Se)'; what '.9- happeni~g?1t 

.J 

"I • . ti f th to' arrive •.•• ,m Wa]. ng o~: ,e crew -. 

"All"alona?" 

"Yes," Angela,. said, "all alone ahd loving it~ fl. 

~" "But· what did -they- want you- if). Venice' so soon for? I can't 

. understand I Isn't the dir:ector there?" 

"No. " 

"Who is then?" 

"Nobodyl Just me. n . 
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"And what about Nir Lato'uche?" , 

"He's here but I haven't seen him yet. He came yesterday. It, 

"Angela this isn't'rightl I'm coming to Venice whether you like 

it or no~., I'll be ~here in the morning I " 

And ,Yvonne put the receiv,er down' without! another word. 

Well, Angela thought, she'll meet Dominic and see for herself. 

probably fall in love with him too. 

She'll 

I 

,The stillness of th~ previous day continued. ,It was dark, not a 

breath of air. People were listless, iJ"as unseasonably clos~f~so, 
r'" ~w 

the hall porter had said several times, . waving his hand in front of his 

mouth---'breathlsss'. 

In the afternoon there was another note waiting, for 'her.' "- 'Meet me 

in the"Campo Santa Margherita .~omorrow mor:ning, ten o'clock:---D0m.' 

',IIWhere's~ the Campo Sa.nta Margherita?": she asked the porter, ttiough 

she had a m~ in her room. 

"Oh that' 5 easy.'" 

He showed her an the desk-map~it was quite near· the Accademia 

~h8~e she always walked. " 

"Go from the Accademia to the Campo San 8arnaba, " ,he told her. 

"Turn left along the canal and cross the bridge by a harge' full of-, ,frui t­

. and vegetables, it'~' always, there, .y~u '11 see it, ?nd: the~ walk .str'a1ght 

on and· you'll see Campo: ~anta Margherita at the en'd of that calle" on 

< the 'left." .. 

He' was ·pointing the route ,out on the map as he spoke' so that his· 

words were a translation she could follow with"ease, In those'few 
",:",- -, 

, " 

moments, as he spoke 'to her in a rather" clipped Venetia~ acc~nt; sh~ 

had mora a sense of actually 'being Caterinci~ t'har:' ever before." She. 

thou'ght that'~his wa~ why'she.hadn,f gone.upstairs.to iook at 'her-m~' 
but asked the porter~just to hear him speak, a~~fst~; asCat~i~a 
would have. 

" She also began ·to be aware, of Dominic.\in the city',' qu~te' close by. 
• + 

Where""was" he" stayimg7": . Why di:dn·'·t'· h'e~ come to' her at onca?:;'~ 

She had her first. re~tless nig,h~ in Venige." I t was' full moon., 

with a vast haze round- it •. - The· cloud~' had' suddenly lifted at sunset." 

. Hopefully, it~woyld be ~_~arm. bright daX, for their app~intme~t~ 

But in' the nig~.~ the clouds dri ft~d ,back aga~n, the wind: dropped, 

and once more it'was dark, still, breathless,' when-dawn bt:'oke, with. the· 

sky leaden and immObile", hanging heavily over t' the roofs~ 

She woke very early and chose ~he ~oollen dres~ she'd bought on'the 

Salizzada. She wore a scarf· with it as she had a ,slight sore thr~at. 

She felt quite nervous" troubled. Was this the old apprehension stirring 

again?' 

-. 
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Once more she Was aware of Caterina'~rying to talk to her but 

. somehow not getting through. She walked to her cafe on the Campo Santo 
... 

Stefano and took her usual caffe macchiato with a brioche. She strolled 

roun~ the square afterwards and went inside the church, Santo Stefano, 

six times reconsecrate~ because of bloodshed within its' walls. 

At a quarter to ten she walked over the Accademia bridge towards 

Santa Margherita. 

* * 

She saw him in a small coffee bar by' the door. ~ He was eating a 

sandwich, seated, his legs crossed, gaz~ng at thetloor. He was dressed 

in jeans and a blue sweater with a.silk scarf, no shirt. 

She expected him to look a foreigne~ here but nothing of the sort., 

He might have been one of those good-looking'young men who hang about· 

the Venetian squares, takin~ time, off from work, waiting tipr on an 

afternoon shift. 

The square. of Santa Margherita has squat arch-windowed palaces 

and~ during the ~a~" vegetable stalls in the middle.- - Today the s~alls 

were under'canopies and because it was s+ark some of thel1i had their gas:-

_ torches alight,'. The W&,thiS light fell on the paving stones" d~spite' ',r" 

it being day ~.' fascinated~ and 7he wanted to linger outside in ~he ·square. ", 

She wondered that she didn't want to run 'to him. She felt she knew' this 

light from' an event that· .happened ages ago-something" importan,t, 
, " 

. thrilling,'~'dangerous ,but she couldn't really tell if it had been fn this 

life or a previous one~ 

She stood gazing at, him from outside. There was, no-' 9reat elation ..... 
~ .... ..-

in her from~ seeing him again, nothing she would have expected after' 
• 1.. • 

. such a long and painful separation. And he too seemed in an, indifferent 

mood-no anxious glancing up,~o see if she'd come, no- fidgetting. 

The image of the coffee. bar with- its ~t~iP'lightiri9 and him sitting 

there darR, c'o~-pac~" composed, was much i~ke something gl~~sec:f'\l1.vid~y~',_ 
in a dream-:-wi th vagueness and sleep 'all round it, and not lead~ng" an~,:,", 

where. 
1 -

, Suddenly he looked up. He'd seen her. She watched' him" go to' 

the bar in a leisurely way and ~ay. 

towards each other coolly. 

Then he came out and, they walked, 

When his eyes were,close, two or three'yards away~ and-she couid see = 

into those pupils with their fixed. -darkly indomitable gaze, ~ shudder' 

went through her which she couldn't recognise OS one of unbelievable 

delight or terror. l.t made her put out ~e~ arm+eakly and totter-

he ran the'last few 'steps and with a sudden cry lifted her clean off theA 

•• ""! -, ,; ,'-~ .. 
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ground and started whirling" her in a circle. Then for a moment he 
~ 

let go at' her so that,\ fell, slippirtg through his fingers, but he caught 

her again before she touched the ground, ·making her catch her breath. 

They were both laughi~g and.crying-in one, q~ite silently. 

"Oh Dam, Daml" she kept saying, halfiding her face. 

They stood still for·a time, just kissing and hugging. 

"Come on," he said. "I wanna show you something!" 

He drew her towards a corner" of the square, his arm round her waist," 

and she determined in that moment neve~to: leave him agai"n, not for a ' 

single second" i { she could help it. - He+odY, her sk,~n '; her sense of 

touch, her voice. her .sight were all" working againl 
r 

"I've never liked" St Mark's Square. II he said.' "That's why I 

wanted to meet you here-it's the biggest square in Venice after' St ."" 

Mark's-and it's always been.a people's square. And maybe you were 

barn herel You've no idea what" I've been ffnding out!" 

He gazed at her"' sideway's . as if really seeing her for the- first time­

and said. "Xou,!ve got y~~~ face backl" 

"Have 17" 

"That's why I left you alone," he said. "In your own city, you 

had to get back to your old life in your own 'l!ay. II' 

"Yesl" 

They were in a tiny square, 

one. and he pointed to t~e' palace 

Fosqarini" lived. He was doge "of 

if· your,' father livs'd there.". . 

If Who was" my father?". 

hardly more tha~ a corn~r of~th~ big 

facih~he~.·· ~at's wh~e Ma~o 
Venic~." But I can' t tell. you yet 

"He was Antonio Foscarinl.~". - He was strangled in the ducal prison-

for knowing a~ Englishwoman.~~ 

"What?" 

i'Fir~ :~f· ail do you remember this house?: Look a~·· it carefully. 

Do you remember anyth~n~7." 

She gazed- at the' dark" walls,' rath~r :"so~bre~ _ and noticed.,,"as .. she_~d~ 

noticed many. times before in Venice a wooden structure at roof level. 
9 . . 

which she always assumed was for, ha~ing the washi~g ou:~"._ . 

"What's that wooden p~atform?it" she asked him. - -:" :: 

"They call it an altana- and the: wom"en, used to sit up~ there for 

hours sunning their hair until it ~as blonde. " They used to put strawL 

hats on with tHe qrowns cut out-" --they put. their hai~ through the top 

so that it draped allover the brim, which also protected thei~ faces 

against the"sun." 

Of coursel That was why she remembered being blonde. though 
/ " 

t 
-) 

I 
f 

-- f 



, . , 
,', 
" 

I~ 

:~ .1'.:' . 
" 

- 185 -

dark I That was why she'd hearC! h?r brothers ancL.:sters clattering 
~~ ..J~ ( 

up wooden stairs behind he~; andlfelt,(high up! She'd spent hours up 

there among the roof-tops-combing and recqmbing her long hair until 

'it was a bright briny gold I That was why she rememb~ed, voices booming 

far below her, and han~carts clattering on the cobbles---in those days 

you could smell the sea---you felt it all round you---you lived in its 

light---you sensed its storms---and at roof level you didn't get th~ 

stench of the canals at low tide. 

"No," ,she, said. "I don't remember this house, I remember those 

wooden platforms-L!' 

"That figures because this house wasn't built until the seventeenth 

century, in your lifetime, so maybe ther~a~ another family house and 

this one was built just for'the doge Ma~co." 

'As they walked away he told her, "Your father Antonio died during 

the night of April 20 1622. He had an ~ffair with ,this, Englishwoman 

Lady Arul}del:, who .wa's the wife" of the Earl Marshal of England.' .You see 

how,much I know?" He laughed. "They had summer houses quite near 

each other on the Brenta-that was Where, the whole' of aristocratic 

Venice moved in the really hot months~" 

"But you said he was strangled?" 

"In the' ducal prison,. yes. It was absolutely forbidden in Venice 

'to know a foreigner i You couldn't entertain them in you~ horrie. Now' . . 

and then, at a stretch, you could visit a foreign embassy in an official 

capacity.: Otherwise the political s.ecuri~y'was so hot you hardly'dared 

look at a fa'reigner." The governmen't had spies e.ver:ywhere. You never 

knew who was a spy. Well, a spy saw your" father paying visits to .Lady' 
I , .. ,-

Arundel' 5 -.house in Ooio a:nd- he did a framHp"~ He denounced' him to the 

Ten for pl~tting-to overthrow the Venetian repu~li9 ~ogether with 'the 

Earl Marshal of England.,.." Venice was very touchy at the ti-me, there w~s~ 

a very tense and suspicious atmosphere because only four years before 
~ ~ -. 

the Spanish, Plot ha~t happened. So your father was arrested _a'1d thrown": .-.. '" "._ 

i-nto ga~l' and 'as usual ... with a" nobleman who'd be-trayed the· repu"iJlic he,_ 

was stra.ngled in the middle, of the night wi til catgu-t,' in the dark ~~rott'~d: 
Do you remember me telling Pauiine that the figUre~thre~ and ten kept 

co~ing into my regressions?"-

"Yes,- sh~ told· ~~l"' ~ , 

"It was the thre~, :rnquisi tors,' they controlled all the - spies on ._ 
... '-

in the city and arranged privata murders when necessary, and the Ten 

used to administer and finance the spying-they were the two ~ov.ernment 

agenct~s, fougher than anything the CIA or, FBI ever dreamed up, you can 

take it from me! Now do yo~ remember me asking Pauline to find out 

about an English guy who Ii ved in Venice, some name like wot~en, and' 
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she found out it was Sir Henry Watten?" 

"Yes. He was English ambassado·r. If 

"Rightl Well when' Lady Arundel heard that her lover had .been 

executed ~h~ went to Henry Wotten and told,hi~ she was goihg to see· the 
i 

doge himself and complain. He tried to persuade her not to, since the 

charge against Foscarini had been high treason and the Venetians didn't 

mess around on that subject. But she went to the doge. She told him-

that Foscarini had been co~letely' innocent, and she told him they'd had 

an affair. And s~e demanded that the senate officially proclam her 

innocent of any political motives in 5e9i0g Foscarin~i.' .. Well. the doge 

agreed't The senate did~ make an" official proclamation. And one year 

later the' ~y who'd denounced your' fath~ confessed that his- evidence 

had been false, and he too was arrested and executed. Your father's 
-

name was posthumously cleared and he was re-buried with full honours in 

the Frari, which is just over there, shall-- we go and look at his tomb? It 

"Nol I'm tired and I' want to go back to the hotel and '-~nJoyC looking 

at you-" 

"Is that all?" 

-.- But' he was still excited with his· discoverie~s the~ 'strolle~ back. 

over the bridge. "When ~his R~man guy started talki.ng about Foscarini 

I ~early went wildl It was obvious, you were Caterina Foscarini. ~ 

And I know a,lot more.' Oh' a whole lot morel" 
-

. They walked through.the tiny.square of San 8arnaba and along the. 

winding calle that cross.:d the Ri,o Malpaga. 

"Did you mi'ss me all that time?" she,asked him p:fayful~y •. 

, "I was just sick, sick lit 

"You too I"'" 

"Everything fell to pieces, II he said.· 

"What do you mean. I~- _ . , 

uOh I'll tell you later. II . 
. . 

.-

. As they walked down,the other s~de of the Accademia. bridge towards 

Campa Santa Stef~ he suddenly se1d\'And they hU~9 your .fath~r .. Qn the 

Malo after~ he'd.been·strangted~av~ you seen ~hose tall colum.ns7u 

"Yes! tt . She'. didn't tell him what a strange c~nstriction s~e' d 
. .• 

felt when' looking up .at. St Theodore with his" lance and shield.-

"I found' out I had the soles of my feet caned i!t he went on. 

"Venice was very cruel in those days. -That was a torture they call_ 

the bastinado. u' 

"Yes" Pauline told me." 

"And I too was hung between those columns on the Molo after I'd 

been strangl~d!~ 

.. '- ~.. -- - -.:.. -' - . ----~ 
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"What?" 

"Now you know why I didn't want to meet you in St "'lark t s Square 1 n 

"Gh Oomi(1ic please let's talk about something else-let's just be 

together I " 

"We ~ together and we're going to stay tog~tt'1er and we're never. 

going to have that misery we've been through again." 

"Nol" 

Later, before they reached the hotel; shJ.sked hini, "What about the 

film?" I 

"Thatls one of the. things that fetl to pieces. Jamie Somerson 

did a good job there, he w~rked so damned hard to break me and he g~t 

there because I was concentrated on this FM stuff and didn't c~e about 

anything else." 

"But whatever happened?'~ 

"I had him almost signed up for this Ballet Russe series, he'd 

agreed on' the terms, w8~d shaken hands on it, then he went to Marry town·' .. '-. 

and" Barry Kurtz and said he'd only "go thr~ugh wit t\t t" if I" .dropped o~~' 
of the production. Now I don't know if you 'realise this but Jamie's. 

right at the. top now, hels got the .golden touch and ~very producer knows 
\ . 

it. So the' banks heard about it and started pulling out on me, even 

my man in San Francisco went cold, so Merry town and Kurtz said OK. to' 

Jamie, and made a secret. deal with-me for a third of the takings. just 
, ,. 

the same, in exchange' for the. old knowhow and advice. But I was out ' 

of the film industry. . Max Pennance joined -1n_ the k~11 as you m~ght ' 

expect, and I believe he's: dir~ting the series. Anyway, insiqe twenty-
-, 

four hours I had no. mor~ to. do with the film industry ·than Pauline or 

your mother. tt . 'He turned to her. flDo' you rern,ember me saying in_one ~~ 

of the 'FM regressions that the three inquiSitors were· alive,today in' 

another incarnation?". ' 

"Yes." 

"And I said they're sort of protecting you, but they were sti~l 
- ( , 

~·.Ai1d·,: they Ire dark· .. · f orces'-;' -'rememb,er" that?· ~Jelf know now who they-are. 
t-

out to kill the relationship between 'you and me sOne dead. If 
A 

"Who' are they'?" 

tI'vVell one's Sonya Steele. That's obvious huh? She called you 

up a short time before you left LA and boasted afterwards ~ll aver town 
-' ~" 

that it was- she- who "d brought you to ~ senses· and made{ you quit •. ' The 

second.' s your mother. She's doing all~ she can to stop us seeing each'_ 

bther, that right?" 

"Yes. She says she'll be here tomorrow morning." 
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"She will? Just let her try and find us, ,that's all. 

listen" the third inqusitor's the biggest surprise of all. 

'Paulinel" 

And 

It's 

"Pa~line? But she loves us both, she's done more for us to be 

together than anyone on the earth!" 

"Well, I said they were all protectors in a sense. 

are. After all I had a scene going once with Sony~nd Pauline got, 

mB.into FMr But now's. reckoning time and they're all showing their hands 

for real!" 

"But '!Yhat's Pauline ~?" 

"She didn't want-me to come here, that's all. She even tried to 

block m'e_ psychically-and she's certainly very potent that way! If 
~in, 

'She hugged,( as' they walked the last' steps, trying to' get his mind on 

,other things. 

"This is' where, I walked every morning,", she told him mas t,hey passed, 
. --

the ~akeshop in Calle del SpeZ:ier~" "! didn't' buy a singl'e- cal:<e, I -wanted' 

to' be nice and slim for you!". She asked him, "'Nhy didn't you com~ to the 

hotel right away, when you got to-Venice?" 

"I had a lot of orga_nising to do, 1'11 tell you about, it, tonight '''' 

it's a big surprise!" 

"Ot, J .. 

When-they walked ir;.to the'apartment'it was ablaze, with yellow -roses-

seemingly hundreds of them. They' were, everywt"lere._ New vases had been 

brought in. '. It was like spots of sunsh~ne everywhere in the dimness. 

He watch~d her ~stonishe,d re%tio~, smiling., 
.. ~ L • 

She clappest her hands, - "Oh Dominic how do you do i t?_tt 
~ , 

She put her arms roun'd his- shoulders and her lips on his and 

without- moving from him said, "I don't care if you,'re in the film business' 
1 - -

or out of iter whether you're rich or lpoor, ~ belong to.you ang you 

belong to me and nobody's going to tear us apartl l !,'-

The darkness-'made everything outsi~e" even ttle'listless Canal, 

look indoors-. The warmth produc~d an ~ncanny ~;i'ense of. exhilar'ation 

, ~ixed wi th lethargy. 
: 

When they, san~ on to the bed and began mking love they had the-

sens~tion of disappearing' into a different lifetime L not quite a human 

one bu~ an' -existence that didn It depend ev~n -on consciousness. His' 
. 

body- had none of the taut muscular vigour of the LA days. 

~ven' frail, as if' terrible deprivations had been suffered. 

It felt soft, 

Really 

they weren't two people any more. They hardly moved. It' was-like 

being under some delicious hypnosis that lasted for hours, bathed in 

a splendid light. ~hey continually opened their mouths in astonishment 
-­.. ---.-. 
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but'could make no cry. 'And when the climax came, after several hours, 

, it was painful because it wrenched them out of that newly discovered 

existence which' was beyond anything they' d g,u8ssed at before. They lay 

there ,wo~dering what was going to happen to them---because love like that 

couldn't b~ made more than once. It was beyond endurance. The whole 

apartment seemed to ring, with it, blaze still with light. 

Little by little as they lay there Venice returned to their conscious-' 

ness-the sound of the vaporetti, a ship t s horn from the Giudecca, Canal,', 

the hotel lift, the clatter of pans from the kitchen below. 

I twas mid-afternoon and they took a q~ick lun'ch "downstairs, _ hardly 

speaking. Then they went back td the apartment and ordered coffee.· 

"You see it was no good in LA," he said. "Things fell to pieces' 

instead of building up. ~ You did all those nude sC'enes, you signed-a 

'contract with Saul Weina.nd for the whole of Hollywood to see-just about 

everything you did was against being together with !!!!:!." 

He said it very quietly. 

"Do 'you blame me for that?U 

"Which am 1 supposed. to blame-Ange~a or eaerina? u· 

"Oh we're the same person'now!" she said-with a laugh. 

If~ut' you di~n't .know her in LA like/tou know har nowl And 1 didnlt 

know myself like L know myself nowl- All that film~stuff and the French 

series and seeing your clips and you coming over to LA,. that was just a 

preparation and I ·took it for the real thing, so when I-heard you were 

do'ing ·the· nude scenes -1 felt bad, 1 thought how could you betray me like 

that?" 

"But I was an actress,Dominicl" 

"Y9u. could' have refused certain things', you 'were' in a sfrong enough 

position. n' He smiled' at her. ~ "Do you notice how you do!'"" t talk about 

your career anx mo~e? The 8~11et Russe se~ies has fallen. t~rough as far : 
~.. . 

as you'r~ concerned---o~ I forgot to tel~ you, that Jamie Somerson asked 

for you to ge-replaced too---and your contract's dead) you left the London' 
I" -§., • 

play·,for .... nothing"butyou're· not complainingl" .. .. ". "-'" . " 

"I'm at home nowl I don't need anything elsel" 

II Al:'e you sure? ", he asked her. 

"Of' course I'm surel" 

"That y,?u III never ~n~ed anything else,?"". 

"Why: do. you ask? II _ '. :...- .' 

. "Because in ~- life~ we always need things," he said. 

The vapor~tt1 had their lights on now and these were reflec<ted' on' 

the ceiling as~ they passed, moving in ripples. 

.:. 
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"Who were you then. in the other life?" she asked him. 
I . 

She hadn't ~eally wanted to ask the question. It felt as if he'd 

planted it in her brain, so slight w~s the boundary between them·now. 

'. til was Alphonse de Ligeaux, II. he said., ."How dO you like that? 

Comte Alphonse .de Ligeauxl . You remember 'it ,~ow 'don't you?" 
I 

. She said nothing so he looked at her piercingly in the semi-darkness 

and repeated. "You do don't you?" 

She nodded but didn't know if it was the truth. I t was like hearing· 

a forgotten cousin's name, and with it ca~e a vague stirring of pleasure· 

mixed with fear • 

. ~'Ybu remember yo~ suddenly started enjoying chocolate on Catalina' 

Island?" he said. 

"Yes. II 

"Well the Comte de Ligeaux first saw you in your' convent, in. the 

parlour where it wa's allowed" to mix with visitors under the eye of the 

abbottess, who was. usually an aristocratic woman who'd never'fished a 

husband. The conve~·t parlou'r was an accepted market for future brides. 

You were seventeen at the time. As I told you before, it was forbidden-
~ 

for Venetians to mix with foreigners but ~ came to' your convent under 

your father' 5 wing, and I was, very close to 'some of' the great families .. 

of the so-calle'd Golden Book ,,, i~cluding th
1

e doge' s: And also I was one 

of the leaders of a ver.y important consPiracy, a top secret Venetian plot. 

Now I think one drank chocolate in those convent p'arlours~, Does ~ 

ring a bell too?" 

IfI:t: seems to." 

,,- "If, your father, had known .. I 'Nas after .. you" hJ.v~uld have had me , f 
strangled at once, or thrown into a canal. Venice was very", strict at· 

- - ., 
that time. As it was, both he and' I were strangl~d, and possibly in 

the,same pr~son cell ••• " 
~ '-{~~" 

They went on sitting 'in-the darkness. She~want to listen any more. 

but felt· powerless to stop him, or cu~b her own curiosity. 
-

"This' guy. in' Rome, the·.·.ministry .official J he o's amazihg-all· I gave . 

h~ were, the names Caterina Foss and Sir Henr.y Wottsn and he pieced- the 
.. 

. whole damn thing together" . He !eckoned that· _, Foss' . had got· to mean 
..... 

ai the!, Fos~ari, a~othe~ top family of the time, or Foscarini. -.: On the' 

Foscari, family ~e drew a blank-there W~5: no Caterina.- But in the'­

Foscarini family he foun~. y.ou, he said; 'She was the same age as the, 

century---she w~s seve~teen the year before the Spanish Plot'.: And in 

that year I met you." He stopped. "Pauline told, you about the Spanish 

Plot?" 

"Yes." 

"It was no such thingl In Paris, where I came'fr~m, l had a lot 
'. 

- .:."" -
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of Venetian con'tacts through the embassy, and also because I was in the 

habit of coming to Venice at least twice a year. I was involved in a 

lot ofu~official diplomacy, being related to the great de Guise family. 
£) 

One of these contacts came to me in ,Paris ,with a prposition. I was to-
A' 

li~e in Venice for a tim~, be received as if Venetian~ terrific 

privilege at that time. And I was to' b~ild up a small army of mostly 

Dutch soldiers with the objective of removing Spanish. rule from Naple~. 

8eing a de Guise I had no love of the Spanish. My grandparents told 
F.~~ 

me of the,( f,eud with Philip the Second., And now that Philip was dead' 

and the Spanish, empire' ailing I though~ i t ~ould be good policy, to help'­

the decline in one of the empire's most important principalities. Now 

the Duke of Osuna, at 

and as' anxious to 'get 

our circus leader. 

that time viceroy of Naples, was a friend of mine 

rid of his masters: as the d~GUise>fere •. He was'­

The plot was financed partly by him, partly by .. 

Venice. I came to this city and ,settled down. in a palazzo on the Grand 

Canal. u. 

There was something in his manne~ she couldn't understand. It 
, ~ 

sounded as if he was arguing a case, trying to jusify some action. 
.. " 

flI was here over a year," he said. "Then the Spanish Qat wind of, 

the p~ot and the Venetian government got scared. It was politically 

obliged to remove all evidence of what had been going on. No fewer 

than five hundred- men were murdered in, the course of two or three nights 

and, the lie was put about by that trinity of liars, the. Three, that 

, a plot to overthrow the Venetian republic had been uncovered.,' The 

leaders like myself who had only the day 'before' been recei\ied~ in'to the.' 

.houses of the' Golden N obil,i tY, against all ;h~storical I?recedent",were 
- .~ 

~strangl~d,~n prison after being tortured,and p~9ney confessions~~r~~g 

from 'us. An'd" afterwards we were displayed han¢ng between the columns' 

of the Malo as your father was four years later." 

'~And- what about Caterina?" she asked him. "You haven't said, 

anything about herl" 

".we were. going to' run away tOgetherf~~er -my mission in Naples was' 

over,~you 'and I~ We made love several times, God knows how because 

-there "was a ~py ever:y fi'fty yards in that cityt- We were in a' state of­

, terror most of the tiirie but" it was wo~thwhile. You became pregnant •. 

At,first I di~n't.tel~you about the plot, I couldn·t.~ 

nDid~ you eventUally?" -~ 

"Yes. Oh I was so much in love I couldn't keep, anything from 

youl" 

-. 
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"And what happened to Caterina, after you died?" 

"She didn't live to have the child. She went to the ducal prison 

, after she'd seen my body hanging on the Malo and bribed one of the guards 

to let her. have the body. An hour before midnight she rowed a small boat 

down the canai running under the 8ridg~ of Sighs, to a prison exit. My 

body was delivered to her .and she rowed it far out into the lagoon, and 

then to the sea beyond, and she was never heard of again." 

"Oh Dominici" 

They sat there thinking about it in the darkness. 

She was suddenly restless. "Dominic, put the light, on'~ Letis go 
out for a walkl" 

flOK I" 

The air was still oppressiye. Outside she was happy- to be close to 

other people again, in the lights from the ~hops, with the echo of voices 

and. footsteps all round'. -They strolled al"ong ho~dirig 'each other by the, 

hand: At the cakeshop they 'ate several of those tiny custard pies the 

Venetians call budini. 
~ 

He was '. still absorbed in his theme. "Do you k~oVl, II he said', "that 

Roman guy even found the name of your convent? Your family chose it for,' 

your name---it was the convent of Santa Caterina. I was there yesterday 

but there's nothing much to 'it now, they',ve turned it: into a.school. 

You can see San Michele across., the water~ the cemetery.1t 
... .. ~ , 

On the way back she said to-him, "And what's your surprise for 
'tonight? II 

"That was in my mind too., l~sten, you go back to the hotel, I,lve' 

got ""a few th.ings ,,~o do, OK~'! 

She looked at him quickly. - She didn I't want' .him to leav8-not for. 
'.? 

a-; single moment. But .she said, "All right", rather sadly.· ' 

He chuckled and kissed her on the cheek.. "Eithe~ you want a surprise 

or you don' t ~_" , 

"Yes I 00 I", 

.... :--

~' 

It was quite dark now, though. still not evening., She went back 

alone. For a time' she stood and watched the pigeons 

for the night in th~ niches of the San Moise facada~ 

at the shops along the, Salizzada., 

Th~ apartment was 'heavy with, the scent of roses. 
the phone rang,. but since it couldn't be Dominic she 

It was Pauline, from LA. 

settling down 

Then she looke9 

" As she walk~d 

did't hurry. 

in 

"I I ve been wanting to phone you all 9aY,but I only got the' all-clear 

just now," Pauline said. 

"What dO'you mean, all clear?" 

"Well Domi~ic was arou~d before, is that right? 

signal- just this minute- that' you were- alone' •• t. r 

.get 
And" I -only/the.- " 
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"What do you mean, all clear?" 

"Well Dominic was around before, is that right? 

the sig(1al just ~his minute that you were al.one. If 

".Don' t you want to talk to him ·then?" 

And I only got 

"It's you I want to talk tal 

"Leaver, " 

Angela, you've got to leave Venice." 

lilt's dangerous for you, you've got to believe me. Come to LA, go to 

London, do whatever you like but you must leave, and at once, before' he 

comes back I " 

hI can't do thatl He's only just arrivedl". 

·"But Angela he's riot' fit to be wandering around like this. He 

. got real sick when you ran away and. he hasQ't recovered yet, you' can take 
. ~~ 

my word for it!- He should be ba~ here-" hospital· care,but you try and 

tell hi~ that I It's written everywhere-in the Tar:ot cards, 'your horoscope, 

it came out in his FM clas~es! Angela I'~,having dreams about this---' 

you two shouldn't be together at· this moment and'I've never been. prov~d 

wrong yet', even Dominic 'would agree there!" 

"Have you two had a quarrel?" 

.nOh come on Angela, we're 'always' quarrelling, whet the heli's that 
. . 

got to, do with it? tv1aybe I should just have stepped on a plane and come 

on over. But I didn It wari't to lose timer· This is urgent~listen,,' 

couldn't you trust me-just this once, little actress, and pick up your 

coat and an overnight bag. aDd take a taxi. to Rome airport---dory't go 
. -

near Venice airport because he.' 11 follo~ you there I And then'. come to LA 

and I'll eXplain' all about it. Now don' t worry about it you Carl see him' 

again',) ~ou-'ll be ba~k with each othE}.3r in a 'few days, so what d~, y~~ los~?" 

"But we've had such a lovely time together I· He', looks marvellous t.> 

If he WaS sick I'd know Pauline.· He' s ~e~ going on 'a lot about his. 

discoveries in Rom'a but he w~s always obsessed that way r If . 

"Listen youlre both hu'ng up on your previous lives and it's bad' - . 

Angelal I know it"s easy for an outsider like me to talk but you_ should 
. ') . . . -

both .. be" moving on to new Ii ves, not hanging back ~n the past I ~t 
. . 

"It's Dominic who keeps' doing that, not mel" . 

fllsn't that j~st wha~ I.lm· trying t9 tell. 'you? He's' got his head . 

full of hciw bad they treated him and how he was murdered in' his cell, and 

how he' ·can.· still feel the how-str~ng tighten' round his neck· and the' 
- -

gloved hana clamping i tselfo'-rourid his 'mouth in the middle of the" night,.' . 
. - . ,-.. 

and how he fought for breath· and everything went'ble ckl Oh God I've 

listened to it a.hundred times! 

he's missed the whole point--f" 

·But it's not what FM's about Angela, 

,'''He hasn't ,told ~ any of thatl" 

"Oh there's probabl~ a whole lot he' hasn't tolq you yat~ I wish to· 

:. 
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., 
.God he'd never heard about this Homan guy---b ut I'm the fool for doing 

that research on Henry Wottenl" 

"Pauline I" Angela said quietly, "I can' t leave him. I can't bear 

to be away from him a single moment now. We've waited all this· time 

to be together, it's more than I could take 'physically. I think it's 

the same for him. We're in the cLty where we belong.' I've never felt 

at home as I do here. 1 hardly know my mother any more, honestly, she's 

like a stranger to m~I_feel_I belong,more her~hari anywhere else I've 

ever been in ~ny incarnation I " 

"OK," Pauline said patiently, ":;r'm not trying to bar you. from Venice. 

But you could make 'an' ~ffort---just for me---come here and talk a bit, then 

you'll be ready t9 have a marvellous time with himl ,At, the moment there's 

danger--for you both I Ch God what an effort i yalways takes to save ' 

somebody from himselfl~ . 
"Pauline,I do trust you and I will try-I" 

"To leave?" 

"Yesl" 

"Right now?" 

"1 'm goi~g to try my hardest I'" 

"That's greatt· YOU'll. never be sorry.Angela." ; 
. -

"If I' don't succeed that's too bad but I promise to ,try._ So. long as 

you can tell me it's not going to har+~ything between me and Dom?" ' 

"It's the only way Angela., . You've got to get out of the danger, 

then you ,can be togethe,r later .," _. 

"But if he was so sick when I left before-he might committ suicide' 

this timel" 
., 

"Leave him a note, OK? 

LA for a f~w' days and you' re coming back, " you don' t understand what I 

want e~c. He'll chase you to the airport so that's why you!ve'got to 

take a boat to the Piazzale Roma and persuade a taxi driver' to'take you 

to Rome. Have you got enough'money?" 

.. "Yes." 

,'Sha sat . thin~ing about it afterwards. Not: for a" moment' did she 

consider leaving. THera· wars' things 'she couldn't tell Pauline. 

For instance that the sex they'd had· that day had taken them out, of the 
. .. 

presBr:t 'Norld~it, was therefore useless to talk abou~' danger in the 

present world because the present world didn It count any more;_. 

How' to explain that? How' to explain that she and Dominic were one, 

person now--:-and that physical separation, even for a few days,' would 

'kill them? 

Most .people'never experienced this thing that he and she had---

,.. ~ 

"-. -WO-' ~ ._.~_----:... ~ 
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most never even drearn~d that such a thing'was possible between two 

,human beings. So they read danger in it. Of course. It ~, 

dangeroup'. Hadn't Pauline'herself described this thing as B bomb, which 

she, Angela, was treating'li~e a home-made firework? 

This was what she ,told herself. She did try to consider leaving, 
"". as she'd prom ~sed. But the thought was gone no sooner than the effort 

was made • 

. 50 Dominic was right---Pauline ~ one of the, 'inquisitors' who wanted· 

to tear ·them apart I 
, '. "'"' She walked about the apartment settlin g the roses in their vase~, 

taking' away a few' leaves to make them mars' comfortable, changing, the 

water though it was fresh enough. Their scent r~ninaed her of her suite' 
~ 

at the Beverley Hills hotel--what" a callow', ambi tioys youngster she' d 
-

bee~ then---and how different from this co~posed Venetian woman looking 

after her roses! 

The phone rang ag'ain and she was sure it was Pauline to ask her 

what sh~'d decided. But it was Domin~c. 

"This is going to take more time'than I thought,1f he told her. 

"I shan't be through till around ten tonight. Listen, would you ,meet 
I 

on the other side of Venice an?und half-past ten if I told you exactly 

where to come?," Have you got a map there? ft' 

8he went and got the map she'd bought.' 

"Is all this in aid of the great surprise?'~ she asked' him. 

"Yeah! If He laughed.', "Are you ready? You can take a taxi if 

you're feeling lazy but if you want to walk go to·'st Mark's Square, t'hen' 

along the Riva degli Schiavoni urytil you come to a sort of park, that's 

the Giardini. Do you see it there?·t 

"Yes." . 

"Now, you walk' right, along by the Giardini with the lagoon - on your -::', 

right, OK?", 

flOK.:" " 

"l:-0o~ing more or less straight ahead, slightly, to the right~.- youo- ,::::. 

see the Lido ~ on, the other side of the water'.' Now at the end, of the 

Gi~dini the path curls' le"ft for a few yards. Just keep going and," 

you'll fif'ld a bridge, that crosses over on to the island of Sant,t~. Elena • 
• -<-

Are you w~th me?" _ j' 

'!Yes ... 

"That' 5 about half an" hour.' s walk', maybe three-quartsrs with high' 

heels. II 

, ,"And what happens at the bridge?" 

"You'll see me-I'll callout to youl" 
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,"But why is this taking so long to prepare?" she asked him. 

"Well, if it was LA it'd take me all of fifteen minutes but· here I've 

· got the language barr.ier!" 

"I'll see.you at half-past ten then." 

"Cover yourself up, it gets misty' at night. ". 

"OK. " 

Busy-evening sounds rose to the windo'Ns~eople hurrying by in the 

square below, shop shutters lumbering down. She' lay on the bed with the 

lights-out until about half,:last nine. She didn't feel like eating. 

She slippe'd a coat~ on and wen~ !;lowristairs. 

It was as warm as.May but with a heaviness, a stiliness that marked 

it as unhealthy. Yet she enjoyed 'the ailing weatHer. It made her feel 

pleasantly sleepy, it parched her alrea~y sore throat, which also had some­

thing uncannily pleasant about it. 

. She walked slowly. Mast people were' . at dinner by 'this' hour. 

She'took the calli behind StMark's and emerged on to the Riva degli 

Schiavoni at San Zaccharia. From many 'windows came the.sound of dishes· 
" 

clattering together. A few people passe~. Otherwise Venice had a 

deserted look. 

She walked p~st· a huge American cruiser anchored at the Arsenale. 

From the via Garibaldi came the sound of iaughter and raised voices-­
It\. 

she saw lights in the trattorie· and bars e. I A few Ayrerica.n sailors we,re 

leaning ove~ the rails qf the uppe~ deck gazing down in' silence, smoking. 

Then came the gardens.. Everything ~eYi. darker' here,. Across the 

· water were~ the distant light's of the' Lido and the casind-~;;" The path 

narrowed, at the edge of the lagoon, and here she was quite alone e" The 

gulls soared and dipped. siler:tly in ~ the air, m~in.~ their. cries •.... 

She knew that when Dominic p~omised her a surprise ~t would be a 

real one, a beautiful one which she' couldn't have thought- 'up in- a 'thousand' 

·years. 

The path curled left at the end of the gardens -just as he'd said. 

· And ahead, among pine trees, lay the residential island of Sant' Elena.' 

She sa~ him- jus~ beyond the 'little br?-dge,. 'on the ~ther side' of the 

He'd just· stepped out of a 

There' were coats, blankets- . 

canal that div~ded Venice from the isran~.! 

rowing' bo.at'. ."~t lo~ked r~arkably new. 
I _ 

inside. They were going for a row in the' lagoonl._ She was so excited 

she let out a ~ry before he'd seen her-and he turned round startled._ 

She ran over the bridge to the fondamenta where he was mooring the 

boat.· 

"Isn't it a beauty?" he·said. 

flIt "s lovely', Dam, lovely." 
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They kissed each .other. 

"00 you know," he said, "I read somewhere that the best way to see 

the Lido was to take a gondola and cross the.'lagoon 'to it at night. but I 

don't 'want a gOndOla--f'want to do my own steering and it took about 

three-days of mouth and money to convince this 8ucintoro Club to let me 

have a' licence for this thing so that one of their vaporetti can run us 

down I " 

He took her arm and led her away from the boa~. ttl can't take her' -

out till eleven, so let's take a stroll. You feel OK? Warm enough?" 

"Gh yesl"-

They walked back over the bridge to the gardens and ~eaned against 

the wall overlooking the lagoon. 

"It's' so quiet," she said. 

"You' see, nobody could tear us away from each other after all, could 

they?" 

"Nol" She-looked at him, 'wondering if he knew.about PaUline's c~ll' 

in some way. 'But she saia nothing about it because it seemed so unimport­

ant to bath of them. 

~'And now we're 'alone," he said, "I can tell you what really happened 

to me---how I, was betrayed. I would have been strangled anyway-" 

"Oh Dominic let's think about something else! 'It's 'such a lovely. 

nightl" 

"You've got to listen to this. I've been waiting to tell you all 

. thi~ time and now you must listen because you can't go on in'ignor~nce, 

any morel n . 

flAIl right •• t. 

"I t \'/as you _ who betrayed- me! . .1 t was Caterina, long befor-e the 

Spanish got wind of anY'plot~" 
She drew- away from hime_ But with the unusual ~trengtti he could at 

times muster he held her close to· him •. 

"~ou see, .. I. had to tell Caterina about the plot, I couldn't hold it 

back any longer. 
, . 

That was my mistake. I had to explain why ted' b~away· 

for some time, pe~haps ~onths; an~ why I couldn't take 'you with mB. 

I told -you that something very secret. was .90in9 on. .. I didn't mention" 

Naples. :. I told you I ~vas one of the leaders. I said that' one day if 

yo~ were very patient' you'd' receive a note' at the--convent telling you 
- .......... . .... - - -

where· to meet me and that then you must· give up everything---family, 
. -' 

.. possessions, everything so'- that we could (lee to France. There was no-

chance, you see, of your family or the Venetian government agreeing to 

a patrician girl like Caterina marrying a foreigner.· .. 

She tried to pull him away from the wall, wanting to walk. But, . 

he went on, .iListen I ,You went back home-you c0l:lldn' t g~t it o'ut of 
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your head that I was never coming back and that I was platting against 

the republic. You were 'a kid after 'all! But anybody else might have 

thought the same. Venice was full of rumours. People couldn't under-
'. . 

stand Wh~ there were so many-foreigners in the ci~y. Th~y ·thought~ 

they were there to protect the city against a Spanish plot. Your brothers 

told you this in whispers. . You knew I was a close friend of your 

father's, and received b~ some'of the greatest families. Y~u were sure 

that these people knew nothing about my plotting activities. Every day 

there were fresh rumo~rs that the Spaniards were preparing to blow· up the 

ducal palace a'nd seize" the doge. Well, we--I mean the Three' 'and the Ten 

and leaders like myself-were spreading the rumours! So naturally you 

thought I.must be connected with the· Spanish Embassy in some way. Now 
, . 

Venige was everything to you, your life and blood and breath! It was, 

more important than a lover. How could you stifle the Venetian blood 

in your veins? It ran so thick you were, prepared to. sacrifice your own' 
\ . 

Ii fe-your child's! . All venet~ans were~ika that I 'Venice was beyond all 

private interest- for the~ and, betraying th~ state wa~ the_crime you paid 

for, with the w'Ol-st tortures ever devisedl So you went and told your, 

brother, whose name was Paolo. You called him Paolino. You-told him~ 

you'd heard sO,mething strang~ about his father's friend--you ,hid the real 

facts, about-me being your future husband, about the child---and that was 

easy because for the moment all they wanted was to' get ~lr Well, your 

brother went to, your father, and YOurfather' ~ent to someone- he knew to 

be in contact with the Three. They d~dn't arrest m~. They told' him to 

go on entertaining me---outside his home of course~nd meanwhile they, 
" . c\ 

watched me. That was their eXCUSB. They intened to do nothing, certain, 
1\ 

that I would be in Naples' within a few weeks. As it happened th~ Spanish 

got wind of ~he plot about ten days.later. 00 you realise they might 

have heard about it because of you? Do you see what, reckless things- you', 
'"""- - -

do samet!. mes, ,running away from 'your aff~nity, refusing. the love it took 

whole, li fet.imes to achieve I " 

"Oominicl" 

"One. of your brothers may'h~ve blabbefed~the.Spanish embassy had 

spies allover the city! So we were all arrested, murdered, thrown into 

the canals, the soles o.f -our _feet were caned until they burned 'away, we 

t, were strangled in ,?ur cells, slowly, the b"iood bursting in- our heads, '. 

the breathing slowly stopped, struggling agains~ the gioved hand in 

front and the tightening of the bow-string from behin~look---look! 

I've got it herel I've go~ the thing herel" 

.-
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He pulled a long stout piece of cat-gut from his pocket. 

"Oo,you see this? The Roman guy gave it to me-one of his'most 

precious relics. It could be the string I was strangled with, do you 

realise' that? Look at it Caterina, look at it fit 

It was""trembling in his fingers, hanging. 

She b~gan crying, struggling. 

But .then she remembered how she ha9 rowed him far, far out on, the -

lagoon arid that she still knew the way, along the lanes marked out with' .. · 

piles ~n ei the,~ side, past Porto Sabbioni, to the open sea. 

H~ put his arms round her and she knew almost thankfully that it' 

~ b,een for the last time, that afternoon. 
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