To celebrate the meking of Bel Ami Saul Weinand threw a party
on voard the Qusen Mary, lying in permanent dock in Long Beach Harbor.
No one could tell why he chose a ship, and a British one at that, to

announca the maliing of a film to teke place on terra firma and in
Paris. Some sﬁid it was becauss one of the stars waa,Britiah.

The real fact was that he'd got a beneficial deal from the Queen's
propristors for the evening hire, though he.still spent the bast part
of a quartar of a ﬁillion dollars. To some extent this was justified
by the advance publicity, though no one could dare to predict anything
like a Jaws succesa. But there ware TV camaras averywhéra, the trade
magazines ran excsellent columns on 1t, and it gave the press a chance
to meet the new international star Jamie Somerson. ‘

Saul walked round looking like David 0. Selznick half a century
before, kissing the ladies on both cheeks, grabbing male hands, being
photographed with Jemie, and only when he ceught Dominic's eye did he
fesl what he was, & man in a helluve big debt. For if this ans went
down he'd never make another picturs while his name was Weinand, and
they both knew it. :

Pauline drove Angela and Dominic down in the Buick. They were in
a light mood, like a family on the spree. Angela chattered about her
white-tie-and~tails idel of the Thirties, Jack Buchanan, whose ashas
had been scattered from the Queen Mary and who'd made over fifty
transatlantic orossings to appear in Broadway shows or' films.

&he sang them his hit, 'And her mother came to tea' 1in a surprisingly
sweet well-trainaed voice.

“All Jack's leading ladies fell in love with him.”

"Looks like you got there too late," Dominic said.



"He probably wasn't my type," she replied with a mischievous
glahce. “Ha wasn't a hustler or killer."

“Come, come Angela," he said with a laugh, “"you would always
have turnad'him into onel”

' Pauline drove them towards Pier J. on the harbour and they saw
the huge ship before them, brilliant with lights in the dusk as if
about to slip anchor for another voyage to Southampton.

The party started off with caviar and champagne in the Qdeen
Mary Playhouse watching a revue imported from the Mayfair Music Hall
in Banta Monica. The men were in tuxedos, the women in every stage
of undress.

Angela wore the aquamarine gown from her commercial, with some
pearls Daminic slippsd round her neck Jjust bafore leaving the apar&-
ment. 6he locked a dream. Pauline had an of f—the-shoulders dress
out very low in front and transparent, revealing a raemarkable body
Nno one expacteil.

The title of the film had been changed to Ambition and the ward
was evarywhara, on hats that wefo haﬁded out (straw boaters for the
men and clocha hats for the women), on vast tricolour ribbons slung
acrgss the ceiling, and all round the proscenium arch in the theatre.

One ribbon, broader than the others, featured the names of the
starg—--Jamis Somerson and Angela Bourns.

“You can't blame me for that," Dominic said, looking up. "You
did it yourself.” -

TV cameras and hand-held lights followed her here and there, she
was asked far commants on the coming film and made a few trite remarks
which Saul's publicity dapartment had advised her on baeforshand. It
was all a bit sickeninge.

The other producers, Greg Merrytown and Barry Kurtz, were there,
kaapiﬁg as close to Dominic as they could so as not to be seen to be
part of the renegads Ambition production. For that matter, Saul kept
close to him toe.

Bhe was astonished at Dominic's degree of magnetism for these men,
the shaesr composurse that drew them to him. Yet he was perhaps the
ynungaat'of them, and not the wealthiest. Kurt was said to be at
least twice as rich, Saul had an equal pull with the banks. But
their eyes ware full of questions. What did he really think of Saul's
going it alone? Would Ambition make it at the box uffics? Above all
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what did he think of Saul's whisking his own girlfriend into the
Ampition production from under his nose?

And the 'killer' played on their anxiety with a little glitter
of amusement in his eyes, or so it seemed to Angela. Sometimes she
felt he must at the least have committed murder to have such a hold
on b%gple. He reduced these men to children before her eyes.

When Dominic had heard about her signing up with Saul he‘d
shrugged it of f with, “She's learning fast huh?"

6he hadn't dared to tell him herself., She'd got Everard to
do it.

All Dominic sald to her on the aubjeof was, "Let's have a look
at the contract.” Then he'd 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.

Mostly he seemed to feel pride that she'd handled the matter
without help. He was especially impressed by her having nsgotiated
the veto-clause on the director. He got Everard to go over the
scene at Saul Weinargi's house again and again, and had a little laugh
at Saul's expense. '

But what was happening to the Ballet Russe series? Why was he
80 silent about 1t?7 . He announced his intention of approaching Jamie
for the male lead but didn't actually do it. ; ;

Every time she tried to bring the subject up something happensed
to distract hims It was very worrying} Pauline was no help. When
Angela asked her why he was so reticent about his projects ail she said
was, "Well, that makes two of you dossn't 1t?"

But the Ballet Russe series waen't the real worry. It was the
fact that she was scared of her man. That implacable look in his
eye just took her speech away. Even 'Caterina' failed to help her
herea.

The astonishing thing was that he did his best to dispel her
fears. b

"] want you to lose the idea that you can ever work against me,"
he told her on the morning of the GQueen Mary party. "Any good you
do for yourself is for my good tool"

Ghe felt a tremor of apprehension just the same, even while he
said these words. What lay behind his still meanner? It was so
difficult to see into his heartl!

And the fear in her provoked a determination to fight it and be
independent. Here Caterina did help. _She‘egged her one. She
mades her feel at the Queen Mary party, for instance, that she deserved
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all the attention that was being lavished on her. Dominic took
her round among the guests. 6he met gtars old and new, stars at the
top' of the market and stars at the bottom.

After the rewvue Jamie told her that the Bel Ami script had been
revamped to turn her role, Clotilde, into the female lead, with
Madeleine now playing second fiddle.

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

"Oh I think she kn ows Dominic pretty well,"

"Dominic? What's Eg got to do with it?"

"Obvious," Jamie aéid. "She'd be playing Madelsine in the series
if he hadn't pulled it all down."”

"Also," he sald roughly, being a little drunk, "he and Sonya had -
it off once, so I guess she knows that side of him too."

To her surprise she felt no jealousy at the thought of Dominic
and Sonya having been lovers. In fact she watched Sonya at the other
end of the bar talking to Barry Kurtz and thought what good taste
Oominic had.

The one parson she didn't speak to all evening was Max Pennance.
He was keeping well away from the Dominic faction, which meant keeping
away from his own producear, Saul Weinand, too. Sonya could have
kicked him.

Angela saw Dominic in a huddle with Saul and on ‘the excuse of
picking up a drink walksd over to their table. To her bewilderment
they were renegotiating her contract.

Dominic insisted on having her participation percentags raised,
and on insarting a new clause giving her 2 handscme lot-cut fee in
the cess of the film not being made or, having'baan made, not balng
diatributed. A sale to telavision could not be considered ‘'dis-
tribution®.

“That's a must," he told Saul gravely, fixing him with a gaze
~that proﬁhted Saul to look round for help from Kurtz and Merrytown
who were at the other and of the hall.

The new clausss ware typed out that evening on the GQueen Mary,
and signad odﬂer champagne in the ceptain's quarters. Jamie and
Jill Rapinsky, who wers at the bar togethar, wondered what was going
on, but were never told. Everard Hope, usually the informent on
these things, didn't know either. |

The party also served the function of getting the shooting off
to a vigorous and optimistic start two days 1atqf at the Burbank

studios.
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6he really clicked with Jamie at rehearsals. They really
‘gave’ to each other. Max seemed pleased.

Shooting also coincided with some of the finest weather of ths
year-—a high blue sky and cool breezss. The evenings were heavenly.
Everybody felt it was an OK sign from providence. ! ;

It was sad, said Nick, Madeleine's bearded huabaﬁd in the film,
that the Guy de Maupassant book had been mangled and Sonya Steele
sarewed, but at least everyons was in work...

A slight shadow was cast on the first day's .shooting when Gaul
was held for observation at the Hollywood Hills clinic. He'd gone
there for his bi-monthly check-up. ‘Hecently he'd been complaining
of an extre-systolic heart flutter. 4 .

He felt giddy and depressed but a few days on a ganglion-~block
drug set the blood pressure to rights. He was told to take it sasy.

He asorely wanted to visit the studios—but Pennance was happy
he didn't. . '

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

Things were going well. The first rushes had created more
.confidence among the distributors (who had a large stake in the film)
than anything that had heppened for, say, six months. People who'd
sald that 'another costume film' couldn't do much business were
beginning to wonder if this wasn't another Gone with the Wind, with
a prestige perfaormance from Angela that would pull them in for

generations. Jamie of course was the commercial pull. It was what
they'd said about Vivien Leigh and Clark Gable. There was the
right hum of excitement raund the set.

As Jamie's last film continued to draw capacity audiences the
world over evaryone on the set, especially Pennance, began to realise
he was worth his weight in gold, with this in mind two doctors
instead of the one required by insurance policies were brought in
to watch him,.

| A hand-held light, living up to its nickname of handbasher,
fell within inches of Jamie's hand one afterncon when he was sitting
~ by a table on the set being lit. Nobody knew what it was dolng
there——gr why the sparks responsible had bsen carrying the thing
around on a live lead. Anyway, Jamle was told to stay in his
dresing room in future while the set was being lit. This meant
getéing him a stand-in just like in Hollywood in the old days.
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" All the fuss made about this suited Angela down to the

€£$und. She kept a delibarately low profile, learning her lines
qiuletly and keeping in touch with OUominic from her dressing-room
phone. 6She seemed to have become the least of Psennance's problems.

She got to know Sonya Steels quite well, though it was uphill
work in the first days. She urged Jamie to help her haers. Partly
she felt responsible for Sonya's having lost the lead but mostly
she was disguatad by the way Pennance was treating her on the sat.
- He did his best to make an embarrassing situation worse. He
wouldn't let her interpret Madeleins in a new way consonant with
the mangled script, whiqh sha wanted to. Her idea was to play down
Madelsina's dominance ovsr har dying husband, over ministers, over
the young and pannilaea Qeorgea du Roy, and substitute a fascinating
'kind of meaknaea which cot its way by the sheer use of intelligence.
Sonyp was una of those urdemuustrative actrasses who as they work on
thaf" parts get bigger and bigger without anyone noticing it until
the film 18 finished. tut it seemed that Pennance wasn't having that.

Also aﬁe wesn't the type to burst into tears when a scene went
wrong from her point of view, Angela wished she would.

“For God's uake,“ sl'@ said to her one day, "why don't you blow
your \op? Boarp the shit out of himd®

This made ¢ dﬁnyu her friend. Sometimas in breaks thaey worked
together on Madnleina‘a tcenes, finding paints where she could insert
an ipterpretatiun{Q:IGSEJG be too busy to notice. The fact was that
he was frightenud that i1 Madeleins shone he could be accused of
dafyjng Gaul'e puling thut Clotilde was the star. At;home with
Sonyﬁ he naevar uven talkod about the film. r

:"Do yau gtill love him?" Angela ventured to .ask her.

“Love himl" Sonya saiid. "I haven't loved a man since Dominic
Latcuchel® ‘

Angela was stunned and Sonya, no doubt expecting the reaction,
ever: 1f she didn't calculate it, amiléd. “Oh, I'm not in love with
Dominice I think he's a son of a bitch. I just mean what I say,
I hiven't loved a man since I loved him. And boy I certainly did
love himl"

| Angela took her to the Au Petit Café on Vine Strapt yhen they

finished work, to get her to talk mora. |

"Is Dominic going to ruin my life?" she asked her as a lead-ln,
trying to maske it sound like a Jjoke.
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"1 think you wight ruin him," Sonya said, "You're doing OK
so far."

 "How?"

"Well you're getting your own way. I mever got my way with
Dominic even on the sau de cologne 1 sprayed my own body with)
Jewellery, wlothes, the books I read, the quality of the coffee 1
drank, the guastion of the pill, the coil or the diaphragm-——he
decided the whule damn lot! And it was great for a time. Then
I realigéd he was choosing everything for éomebodz alsel Parﬁaps
it was ybul Anyway whoever it was hadn't happaned to him yet and
cartainlg wasin 't wea. For instance," she said before Angela could
say, anyiining, “the pearls you were wearing on the Queen Mary went on
wg firstt"

Ang%la couldn't stop herself going pale. |

"Thal looked terrible on me,” Sonya went on. "In fact 1 4
thought hé justididn't have the right touch with a woman. But I
suppose 1 has wrong. 1 mean, take that dress you wers wearing
on tha Quéé% Mary-—that was real nice!" .

“But hé «idn't give me that! It was from the commercial I did
with Jamief%

o | kn&é," o0nya said. Then she laughed; "1'm sorry kid!

You rnallQ’&idn't know he had  that dress spacially designed for "
you?  The producers of thal commercial are like his twin brothers!
In faot i knew two duys tefure aves Jill Aapinsky that you were
going to gbt the jobl"

"Ha pot we tne job as wgll?”

"No dut he got you the dressi Thy, wade him pay for it of
course. And not oy donatte, oeang «<new, 8o don't blame anybody
on the séti for notv tailirg VQQ, 1l wrly heard through a guy called
Hal Barners, who's » Sen Disgoe banking war, one of Saul's investors
on Ambition.” |

‘hwall," Nigels baild ir a dezs, "ul least he didn't try the

¢

dress on you firstl”

"Oh for Uominic ens/tiaay he aoes 1s self-justifying, he's always
been that way!l" ‘

“I heard he useu to gu to a lot of shrinks at one time—is that
trua?”

"Gure it‘s trusl Hui partly it was a kind of hobby. He
wanted to find out about himself, he knew he was going some place
but he didn't know exactly where yet. And he was making a heap of

gold as some kind of intreprensur, you never knew quite what he was
¥

-

g
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up to. That was before he moved inta films. He used to come
on the set with me and that was how he learned about films and met
evarybody . Of coursse the more gold he made the more the boys tried
to pull him into production. He got the usual cranks and phonies
and he fell fFor sowe surrealist crap and lost fifty thousand bucks
on a film nobody ever troubled to distribute. That taught him a
lot and he staried treating films as a business. That way he was
sincere at least. I mean he just looked ridiculous with all those
art peoplsl it was difficult for a human dagger to luok dreamy !
Anyway the investwents paid off, once he'd learned who ‘and what to
be ruthless with.” .

Angela Fqught the indignation rising in her-——to spsak out
for Duuunic, cefend him;g "And did he stop going to the shrinks?"
she maus herself say, .

“Un what only happoned wher he met Pauline. Ghe was Jjust
about the biggest thiayg that sver happsned to him—-—"

"U1d they have an affair?"

"Are you kadding? Paulina gosu ir for gawky studsnt types of
forty ur rifiy, You'd be amazﬂﬂ it you saw them, which ia why you
naver dgl She keeps thew under lock and key in lanaly downtown

pads and uoasn't eve: give tnem her phone number,”

TAnyway, Why was she the biggest thing that happened in his
life?" '

“Well ofter she saeme siong everything changeds The girls
stoppead. He uBed tu have st many girls calling him up you weren't
even jealouus, they sort of annuiled esach other. ~ And he developaed
this fantusvic wili, iz close friends like me just couldn't
believe it. He'u ciways wude & lot of money but now he started
making millions. And that was all Pauline's work, She got him
into this reincarnational thing. Hey, that sounds quite interest-
ing, donit you think so? Have you got yourself into it too?"

"In @ saall way." She wanted to press on with the investigation:

“Uid he always scare psople?”
“Uh that's his eyes mostly."
“But did he always have that way of looking at people?”
"You mean like hia's seeing right through you?"
"Yesl" '
"That's a load of crap. His reactions are slow, that's all.

I know a lot of guys who have that immutable stare, you get it smoking
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dope, that is if you smoke hard enocugh and shoot up a little horse
as well and sniff a pinch of coke from time to timsl And our
Dominic certainly did all of those things!®

Back at the apartment that évening Angela was tender and
affoctionatakith him, as if to soothe the invisible wounds inflicted.
He looked tired and this added to her sense of compassion, and a touch
of guilt too, that by asking leading guestions she'd got Sonya to
8pill mors than was good for her to know,.

Had Gonya been haelped by Jamie in thig—were they Jjointly
trying to open her eyes abaout Dominic? . .

She told Dominic all the other news of the day, how Pennance
was treating Gonya.

“You cen never tell when directors are being tough far a purposs,"”
he saids "Sonya's always given him a lot of trouble, it's her way
of warking. 6he nevers throws hysterics, she Jjust grinds away at
the part until you want to throw a pail of pig-ewill over her and say
oh for Christ's sake get out of here and have a good timel! Did you
know I had a scene golng with Sonya once?"

She nearly jumped out of her chair. "Yos I heard something like
that at the studio.”

"That's what I like about your profession, you're all such
sticklers for the truthl" He drew her into his arms and whispered,
"what else did you hear about me?"

"That you had my dress designed for me on the commercial, that
you tried those psarls on Gaonya first, that you took a lot of dope
at onae time and had shrinks all over the west coast, and Pauline was
the best thing that ever happahsd to you." '

"It's truel Its all truel® he said. "Except for the pearls.

I took them back when 1 saw they didn't suit her. They're still in
a drawer scmewhere. And the ones 1 gave you 1 bought on the dgy
of the Queen Mary party. Wanna sse the receipt?" '

"Oh Dom, Dom!" She hugged and kissed him.

Later he wandered into the kitchen and said, “Now how the hell
did they find out about that drees? There must be some waak security
somewherael"

"Sonya said a San Diego bank told her.”

“Hal Berners, the son of a bitchl He owerheard my phone calll
Can you beat that? 1'd call him up right now and tsar a strip off
him 1f he ha/r]g't put his bank at my disposal for the Ballet Russe

seriesl”
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Then he said, "Look after Bonya. she's a great kid even if
she can't tell the difference betwsen one string of pearls and
another." rn.

Was this his way of saying he didn EAbonya far gossiping about
hime—or Angela for having listened?

Bhooting on Ambition was guiiig so well that her London agent
Barbara Gleeson called to congratuiate ner.

"I'm hearing great things from £verard all the time," she said.
"By the way, Angela, do you intend to vsturn to London ever?"

The question took her by surpciss. It wasn't one she wanted
to hear at the mument; answering would cast a time-limit on her
present happiness.

But aomething mads ner give Barbora o non-commital reply.

“Well," she saiu, "this ¥ilm’s jut to be Finished first, and
then there's the Sallet Husse series, though 1 haven't signed a
cantract yet."

“The reason I ask is that tnere's yoing tu be a Shaw revival
and they'“;e kaar on having you for the remale lead."

"What's the play?®"

And befors the word was out of Barvars®s mouth she knew what
it was going to be— «xamallurl And 1t was the part she'd always
dreamed aboui———Elizal 2

”Hevivingrngmaliun Bounds‘uruzy to we," Barbara said, "but
everybody 's keen aid they'rs starting in Brighton and coming into
town at the Apollo or Piccadilly. It's going to be a star cast.
Ashearsals start in about two months."

It was the biggeét theatre offer she'd ever had. She went
to the lounge and poured herself a thoughtfulrdrink.

Uominic was going through his business mail, “Anf; traubleg?”

"Just my agent celling from Landon.,"

“Evarything OK?*

"Yes, She heard how well ths Fili was yoing. ™

It was one more thing she 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 Elize were all the greater becauss,
ingide her, Caterina sesmed to be saylng yes to it—she ;dentified
with the brash yet wulnerable flower girl who learned to be a lady.
And Angela knew she was born to play it.

She had a hard time suppressing her exclitement.
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Saul came down to the studios looking purply in the face and
considerably thinner. He walked with a stick, which he saild was
for safety more than need.

*I'm glad you'ra?with us Angsla,” he said cosily. "Max tells
me your scenes ara great. You and Jamie make a fine team!"

She'd seen the rushes of their scenas and couldn't deny they
wers good. )

But the nerve—wracking work was yet to come. She knew that °
everyons, aspecially Pennance, was atfraeid of her lcve-scenes with
Jamie because of what had happened ori the commercial, and that far
this reasen they'd been put at ths bottom of fhe shooting list, to
be dona in the last aays.

Every now and then, during & quite furmal scene, it might be
with Madsleine and har lwsband in thie same room, Max would agy to
Jamie "Could you just take Angela's hana there, very quickly?" or
"Suppose you steal a kiss just as you're passing through the door—
after all you're thathaort of guy aven’t you?"

She knew this was to gec%her used tu Jamie's touch in case the
'allergy' rscurred. sShe couldn't say she minded the hand-squaezing
or the odd kiss but still sné'had to stesl herself for them, being
as much atraid of A recurrsnce as everyond 6lse wase

Max observed the siight recoil in her but told himself that it
was fear of a relapse more than the ‘allergy' itself, and he seamed
to be rignht. .

The designers of the film had waae every effurt to create a
convinocing vel Bpugue packyrounu. A “rench adviser hung about the
set at all times chewrlay gesturses and siani et sma-—how to pour
wine, drink ii, rias hénds, bow, Gail & walter, hail a cab, sit on
a chaise linjiza

Jamie wus a native ot New Jeraey ana had been to Europe once
as a student, wmissing out Faris becauss his girlfriend was in
Frankfurt. He wasn't, as Sonya seid, the ficrst actor that sprang
to your mind when you feaird the nama Guy de Maupassant. But he
had an instinctive approach to parts whicn compensated for the
callowness, at isast by the time it came to cut and edit. Angela
enjoyed watching him develop his part as they exchaﬁgad 1lines in
her dressing roo. He had hardly any brain on his shoulders but
this helped him. He quickly saw that Georges Duroy had combined

two qualities in nearly all his thoughts and deeda-—fruthlaasnesd

and elegance. One had never gone without the other.

-



He looked up from his script .one day when Sonya was sitting
with them and said, "You know who I'm basing my interpretation on
don't you?"

"No," Angela said.

"Your boyfriuwnd,”

Ghe was furicusg. “Listen I'm in love with that man!  Ouroy

was a bastard, he'd heve done anything to advance himself, how can you

talk about Uoiirvic ir the same way?" .

"Oh I'm not trylng to nit Dominic. I'm just saying what
evarybody °d 3§Y" Only T say 1t to your face."

"I think. xow*va Just Jaala&a.y-ﬁonya sald,

He laugheil voyisiiiye Yo can aa} that againl"

Thie wzs a converaly, on ahe’ didn't report to Dominic. Also, she

falt she -uuldnft dounter what Jamie had said. Oominic's will was
implscable. R 3

One day ﬁhﬁw she was waltirg to be called on the set there was a

knock on her dréssingeroon aook.  8he turned and there to her astonish—

ment was Lominic. e Junt ;Q£ nig hesd round the door and said,
"Hullo®, theﬁ-wag Yodse el . :

"Dominicl” ° She rushed to the door and opened it. She went
outsiide and looked av&rywhexﬂgx

"Have you seen Dominic?” shi asked the assistant director.

"Dominic?" he said, bliaking.
“Don't you know him?" She ~ushaed away, Jjumping over cables
and knocking intc lighi stends. ]
ghe found Max Pennance in confersnce with the cameraman.
"Dominic knocked on my door, then completely disappsared!®

"Who? Oominic latouche?”

“Yesl" .

“Did you see Dominic?" he asked the cameraan.

"Not me." '

"Listen," Max said, "thera's & grips looks very much like him.
Guy with dark features, same sort of nose. Are you sure it was
Dominic?" |

"wegll of course 1'u surelf

the rang the apartment. No one was at home. 50 she rany
Pauline,

“Do you know where Dominic is?"



YHe's right hers.”

"8ut he was here at the studio not five minutes agol"

 "You must be seein; things. 1'll pass you over."
Angela told him whe!. had happened and he said, "Maybe it was
somebody impersonating me., They do that kind of thing down thers!®
She let it pase off as a joke——with Max Pennance too, but it
scared har. Lsoscinlly when the grips said to be like Dominic turned

out to look rothdnyg tike him at ell—and in any case he hadn't knocked

on her door.

Butwaen takeag all that day, she wandered round the stage looking
for anot i ;umquj: Jike dindividual but saw no one.

from e wmcment Lmat man knocked wn her door she felt slightly
Faint; 1t'%a€7a Lighy sense of fever comparable to a pre-flu
feali e ' _ ‘

' Mt tihe day%a shocting went OK. Jamie, noticing the- difference
in hear, perauadhd ner toc tuke a finger of whispky after the last scense
of thf'day. bha found herself, thinking how unknown forces were
perha;u hag¢nn1nm to act o har, Was 1t all this FM activity?

It NEIN ner shivar, reach “or the shawl she took to all dressing
rooma. f “f,‘

'ha slept uifh Domindd tha' night, aot in her room, so as to
be QLPB that no 'fhost’® of him would appear.

‘She deligh:ed td touca him. Thay wera aweke hglf the night,
talk: ng and maklng love. She fslt ¢rat by staying close to him
thosi unkown forces would >e sxorclsed. )

“Gomething's not quits right with the old lady, huh?" he
‘whigpered Juétfbafure thigy went tu sleep.

"Uh it's probably the love suenes worrying me.“

"Thay'll be OK. Tryst daddy.

' The next worning wner: she walked ints the studio at around eight
o'click averybody was standing abouf as if work had been suspended.
Tne lighics on the swst had bean #jllau. The oameraa wera stacked
dumbly by the wall. Her heart sank, it looked like a strike, a
financial collepse, something ewful.

JI1l HRapinsky was there adq came up to her quistly—-="Saul
Weinand's dead,” she whispered. "Heart attack in the night."

They were all to attena the funerul the following Thursday.
Max called a meeting and said he didn't know what the future held
for the film. "Saul may have appointed an axecutor, I just don't
know yet."

There were some suggestions that she shou}? 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
crew. She toouk no notice.

The following day. was the sams, with everyone standing about.
Then at ten o'clock Hal Berners arrived and talked to Pennance. He
said the film was now in the hands of a small committes of men Saul
would have approved ot and work was to go on as if he was still alive.

In fact the distributors were pressing for worky not only to be
resumed but intensified. Two daya of expensive studio time had
already been lost.

They wers aiso regretting the money lavished on the Gueen Mary
party. fhia was the reason for their hard line on the shooting
schedule und tie eiaborate sets. iThey wanted to save. Max looked
Jorriad and sald the sons of bitches would ruin the film just to get
{t on the market quxok, since at this moment they would probably
hmaak even with anything that nad Jeamie Somersaon®s name an it.

. Dominic haa spent the previous evening at Saul's housa with
b"ag Merrytosn and terners. 1t had been dirficult:to find a next
! kin but in the end a brother in Pittsburg had been contacted and
wns now on hﬂs way to LA, Witn hls permission Dominic embarked on

the tuneral urrangements. ?

The nnxt day at the studio waﬁbnu of rush and panic. Everyone

'was in everyone else's way. The steady concentration of the early

uork had bean replacen with irritation and touchiness.

In a paculiar atumpede which nobody could explain properly
a lighting tower on the se; sharted shaking and the *brute' mounted
at its head crashed tp the ground anu rarcowly missed killing the
chief photographers.

Angela heard the axplualon in her dressing room and dared not
go out, It was oonya who caia to tell her the news. The set
had. caught fire and was six fool daep 1n extinguisher foam. *

vall thie is great fob the nerves," Sonya sald, collapsing
into a chailr. "Are you sure you don't have whisky hidden somewhers?"

"Yeé, surs.”

v wished I swokad or something. Max 18 getting impossible at
home, Our phone's going all nignt. They ‘re changing plans every
five minutes. They started interfering with the title last night.
And they wanted to know who the hell you were——Max told them to
get in touch witnh vominic about that, which seemed to settle their

minds."”



- 99 -

Jamie started putting his foot down. He refused .to let idiot-
boards be erected all over the sat with his or Angela's lines on
them just because the new schedule didn't allow them time to learn
their parts. Word got to thes money-men that he was getting bolshie,
and they decided to cool the thing off: Pennance could return to
the ariginal shootlng scheduls. And the threatened cut-backs in
the costumes budgset wouldn't take place (especially as nearly all
the costumes had bsen made). '

But fresh trouble started when the entire production team
slected to attend Seul's funeral and thus throw away another day of
studio time.l And once again the monsy-men withdrew.

1 The Queén Mary fling was the real source of their irritation.
It was seen as a total financial calamity which originally they had
trhought Saul's private donation, and which wasn't worth a quarter of
its weight in advance publicity. It was now blamed on Hal Berners,
whﬁ'd been 'gulled by Saul's David 0. Selznick manner into believing
that the film was going to be a blockbuster whersas, said the distrib-—
utors, it was juat another damn costume picture, and French at thatl

Everybady was sore, the original enthusiasm was waning, '
aven Max Pénnanqe wanted to get the film done and out of the way.

He was once mors faeeling wulnerable-~his chief patron had aftar all
died and it looked as 1TAwas’aguin at Dominic Latouche's mercies.

Altogether, in ‘s matter of two or thres days, a great enterprise
everyone had been telking aboul becams a subject to avoid.

Jill Hapinsky was alrsady salling Angela to get Dominic moving
on the Ballet Russe serieas. But he was still very quiet about

thats He was no longer waeving a contract under Angéla's nose.

He hadn't called tvararde Aivi gsomething in his eyes told her not -
to raise the subject. :

'He worked sc hard at; the funerul arrangements, and at trying
to find out if Saul had left a will that wher the day of the funeral
came he looked ten years uld%wx HSezgia rushed home from the studio
to be with him. In the deys that followeo she fussed round him
whenever she was free, Oneymnrning whdn Pauline had a heavy FM
class she got time off from the studiu ehd drove him round LA ,
chasing up attorneys about the Saul Weinand astate.

Gaul had indeed lett a wiil, He died quite & rich“man, Dominic

sald. Angela asked hin who the benefidiaries of the will were and
he smiled.'’

"Mg," he said.  "I'm the sole beneficiary. I can't believe it."

She stared at himg "You?"

Tr
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He and Saul had never been close. True, he'd introduced
Saul to film investment but Saul had had many other strings to his
bow——a big'ataks in Chicago real estate, for one thing. And he
never seewed reail, interested in films especially when his wife-to-be
walked out oin ni. B b

"Sne left nim fiat in the middle of the night. No warning.
Nothing wrong batwesn them, He just woke up and found she wasn't
thers. Nobouy knew where she disappeared to. He put it around
that she'’d ween kidnapped ar‘aome crazy thing but sverybody knew the
kind of girl she was when he wasn't looking. 1 felt sorry for Saul,
I wus resl fund of him and maybe he could feel that."

The broiner Frum Pittsburg was néturally sore abaut the will,
though Ouwwindic pouirited eut, "You haven't seen your brother for close
on thirty yaarcs so it's swall wonder he didn't remember you." .

Whan news of the will got about there was laughter, shock and
quite a bit of ‘cynical talk about Latouchs having ‘worked' it again.
And now of course he was virtually the producer of Ambition without
wanting tu be. t

But ‘he declineo to step tforwdrd and stop the distributors, in
helpless collusion'with Hal Berners, from meking a mess of the
production. He daidn't visit the set. He didn't call Pennance.

And ne flung a dangerous glance at enyone wha tried to bring the
subject up in his presence. ' mﬁe“

Peuple had crowded round nim at the funeral. But it hadn'?[great
intelligences to see that he was there to mourn & friend and nothing elss.

The day before tne funeral Angela bought herself a black outfit,
6ha looked mournful about it. He kept glancing at her and saying
gquietly, “Why are you worried aboub deatn? Why should it make you
gad?"  And, “Saul was ready Lo go into another identity that's all.
The Gdéan Mary party was his farewsll fling. He didn't give a damn
about filws but he still wanted to be the uld-style Hollywood producer,
he evein startad'éuining sOLS ﬁf Golawyn's rfamous jokes. He knew
the money ne gpant on that pa}ty would rever coms back, it was a
kind of joke, the only daring thang he did in his life.”

Wword got arcund that Oominic was insisting on the banks fulfilling
their\ubligﬁtiuna to the saul #einand estate by going through with
Ambition.- That was the story. Go his stock suddenly went up.

People's Nerves were frayed. Angela looked as tired as Dominic.
She felt that death had stalked into their epartment, that Saul had
virtually taken over their lives. Oominic always seemed to be in

attorneys' offices, taking calls from varioua_parts of the States
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from Saul's former business assocliates, oversearing the estate's
investment programmes, calling money in here and buying stock there.
"By the end of the day," he told her, "1 might break even on all
this but I'11 have to be in luck. The two~timer!" He laughsd.
"Fancy swinging that one an mal" ..
In fact he was half & millicr richer for the Weinand Estats.
He put the money into a naw compeﬂy called Weinand Productions which,
slnce Angela's heart was in tha theatre, would finance theatre.
The question about -tha*t, Soiiye said; was had he ever seen a play?
Nobody believed the campary was mors than a tax—loss outfit.
The rasult of all this wes. that Angela bescame the centre of
almost religious attention «% the studio. Max treated her like a
queen and a stand-i sz Lwoked for ha} too. After all, her man
had saved the film or if this was too optimistic he was in a position
to do so. Also dmii) Welnand had shown, by leaving his estate to
Dominic, that ‘going it ajone® on Ambition had made no difference to
his belie! in Dominie’s »ightness about everything.
Which helped tha Latouche Legand without helping the film, since
people now startsed saying that Oomlnic would never have abandoned
Bel Ami if ne hadn't ssen Fadlu}e written all over it.
Evan Pennance started feeling that Dominic's nose might be the
most sensitive arganiin LA, He hovered round Angela's dressing
room, wanting to ask her lots of questions but not daring to, or
|
|
|
|

being too proud ti,

* ' * *

The time came for the shooting ot the first love scens.
In the book Clotilde ie virtually undressed by Georges Duroy and
Pennance wented to keep it that way. For a moment Angela's breasts
would be bare. 6he wasn't particularly squeamish about this, for
herself, but she fearad Duminic}s reaction at sharing a view of her
intimate regions with wmillions of others the world over. It dign't
seom right wﬁén shqAbalonged to. one man so deeplys. At least he
should have a say in it and she hadn't evesn consulted him.

Sometimes when he touched her breasts she felt they were
Caterina‘'s and had remainsd unchanged in form through many lives,
and, strangest thought of all, they had always been caressed by

the ‘'same' man.




Bhe sat and bit her 1lip for an hour while the set was being
1it, sweating despite the eir conditioning inside the bodics,
carsats, strings and layers of silk which were later to be dismantled
by -Jamie's ardent tingers. She walked out there trembling like a
leaf as if i1 was a first night in‘the theatrs.

Max seemed to know her problem and epproached the scene casually,
as if it was something to be thrown away. For the umpteenth time
Jamie rehsarsed his way through the strings and hooks with hands
trembling with dessire. Max téld him, once~ha had revealed her .
breasts, te ‘'spring back' and admire her from a yard or so's distance.
This was going atrictly by the book but it also avoided the chance of
another allergic fit by Angela. '

She saw that Janie's hands actually were trembling and wondered
if i¢ was nervousness, love for har or bad acting. The cemeras
startsy rolling, Pemmance's voice called "Action!" with deliberate
conposure and she and Jamie began their embrace. He went through
the drill pef?ecfly. Her Byes were :losed and she could feel his
fingers working on her clothes, peeling them off, while she showvered
kisses over his face. :

Ghe felt no bad reactiun.} The strings began to loosen,
the bodice was sudderly free and all at once the upper part of her
dress fell and revéaled her naked sbove the waist. Trumphantly
Pennance shouted "Cut!” end st onca, with one of the nicest smiles
he had ever giveén her,Jasie pulled the dress up again and closed her
breasts from wviaew.

They waited for Pennace's verdici., He was gazing at her
thoughtfully from his ~hair, considering ancther teke, but instead
said, "OK, put thei in the uan, we can always come back to it if
the rushes aren't right,“

Jamie fpllowed her ‘o her dressing room and the costume came
off while he ‘sat theére chattering. She found she wasn't in the
least anbaxjx"iuéhadg to ba down {io her bra and panties in front of
him—a sign that the awful alleryy really had passed. Dominicee—~
'daddy'-——had been right. : ‘

"I ' not committing 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 putiing on
her dressing gown preparatory to taEi%ng her make-up off.

r
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"What Venetian series?” she asked him.

"The ons you wouldn't eign up forl" \

“That's the Ballet Russéaseries. What's it got to do with
Venice?"

“Hg wa:ls to shoot.it in Venlce. Hewe""

wHe7 W . he? she asked impatiently.

“Dominic! Whu else? He doesn't tell you a damn thing does
he? FEvarybody on this set knows he's got a team of writers preparing
a Venice script!i" '

"But why Yenice?"

"That's whare Diaghilev used to teke his best dancers——Karsavine,
Ni jinsky, Pavlova. And he dised there. And lots of things happened
‘there .by way of new ideus for the next seasons-—for instance Nijinsky
mappa& out the {ient steps of L'Aprés Midi d'un Feune in the Pliazza,
did you knew tnat?”

Ghe 1:-uaheads, “Uid you read the script?"

YT restt a brosikdownd"

Jreamin; her face she let this information slip into her mind
non=commitally . e attached ne great significance to it at the
time.

Wihan she aot hmme—-shé was to wmwet Dominic at the Century
Plaze otal-——she locked at herself in the mirror and saw that a
rash Lad app:” ved nn her neck in the same place as before, on the
day ot the émmearuhal.

5he tried to powder }ﬁ’nut put this only seemed to inflame it.
Thare sesmed nothing to db axcept wear & high collar or scarf.

When Dominic s her she mentioned it and he said, "I'll kiss
it better."” As he isaned towards her and kissed the placa-it'felt
a@$i¥ a rag-ho: flame had gone througs her nucks She jumped.

s“"What e hell's the matter?” '

"It heshe Lke mad!"

A%:gr a ogink they callsd on Pauline who according to Dominic
was vary sansibis in madical mottersu. e looked at the rash and
said, "I dun‘i think it's plivsical.  What scenss did you do today?"

Angela tald nay and she went on, "It's the old allergy. lsn't
that obvious?" ﬂ

"Yes but whet o L oc weuat 1e?”

"Well 1 couls eugpest o whole 1pi; of things but I doubt 1f

you'd listen to me, " Pauline sald.



"Couldn’t you explain that a bit better?" Dominic asked her,

\

softening the irritation.

"If you won't yo deep in the FM regressions, if you insist on
hovering about at the edge and holding everything in of course
you'll get. urgent uistress:signals every time another man touches
yaul" ' '

“Just Lel: @se what to do thenl"

"I really an sick and tired of you-——both of youl" Pauline
suddenly said with tears in har eyss.

*0h come on kid," Dominic said, putting his arm round her,

"has your Ph.L with the eczemu and halitosis left you?"

She laughed despite her tears~—"You're dead right!"

"Well Jusﬁ you come along with us. We'll grab soms chili
dog:s at Pink's; then Fincfa disco. How about that?"

They had cne of thebjﬁ??tevenings gver, After a few drinks
Pauline kept lo?king at Anéela’s rash., ©She put on blj dark glasses
like Jill ﬁapinﬁky‘s and!made a burlesque doctor's act out of it.
Thev ended up af the Palr@lno listening to country music and got
bac: much too 1éte fram./ﬁgala's point of view———she had a very early
call, for sven dore intinaﬁe SCENEs.

When she awoke next morriag the first thing she did was look in
the mirror. The rash wes still there and eppeared to have turned
darker. Oeeing it, she made a sudder rather malicious decision
not to do any mors ik if shs could nelp 1t, as she was now convinced
thqt it was the cause of ha@'fedant HBrvous upsets.

The make~up girl maie & fgcu when she saw the rash but was
conJidant that it could te painted oul. The doctor louoked at it
and salt it was boususe of sunethilng she'd eaten, perhaps the chili
dogs. He got on e nel'ves Su. Mt sné_nearly threw him out of the
dressiﬁg room,. When ha suggyested a Few sinpls aliergy tests she
said smartly, "I've hud uvery liergy test there is ana this rash
always cumas Jjust befors I emﬁ; Cflaatize"

"Well I wisii you'd sald tﬁat before,” ne sald in a kindly way.
"Ars you expecting lhenstruation how?"

"Yes 1 am,” s sala rlafly, baing in the middie of ths month.

The lia got rid uf hime

Today Pennaince wanted only one camera and the miniaum of crew,

a sure sign of something raaliy heavy ' Jamie and Angela were to

be naked, whispering intimate little nothings Lo each other,

chuckling and giggling. The idea was to show Georges sexually
happieriwith Clotilde than wipﬁ any other woman of his life, including



the two wone i married.

Pennancs iwad Lold Jamie he didn't want any 'boob-biting® but
on the'uther el ﬁa did want -to print whatever cames out, meaning
they shoult shave like two lovers in bed.

She feir L.igoy Lut not scared. She'd proved the previous da§
that she couia € & love-scene and that was what countad.‘ ,

But when re: Sudy was being made up it was found that the rash
had spieas wusr Lo har chest, narrowly avoldlng her breasts, mostly
aliang, one aide, almot to thehthlghs._ She couldn't belisve what she
saw. Ji wean’t a¢ nark as the rash on her neck.

i vub@»@n “danprtment assembled round her. "What the hell

e 32
. ,,'

can we' o w*;'é_:

"Wihnatavar yoo e ho&'t call that bloody doctor," she said
between hwteeth, "He‘ll hold us up for a month."

BRuy VEe ' rd siok and this might be contagious!™

"Ther cell the director!”

Pennanéé*s face was a picture of helpless panic when he saw
“hat hau hﬁﬁﬁaﬁrd¢ Thare were miniscule swesllngs under the skin,
hundreds © »huw i1ikl' Liny incipient sub—cebaceous cists. It was
going tu be extrumal} difficult to hide it from the cameras though
not ispossible.. The real question was whether the crew would wear
working witt arif actress who ought clearly to be in hospital care and
might, as the make-up people said, be contagious. :

The day was saved by one of the dressers telling Pennance that
the rash ﬁdﬁﬁéﬁsd whanever Angela was about to menstruate. A great
sigh of relief went up end Angela congratulated herself on her invent-
iveneas. " i

The riésh hurt svery time anyone so much as put a hand near her.
Tha Blightast heat producad an intolerable raw ache.

“DK,“ Pernance said, "1 think the best thing to do is occupy
the doctor's ‘attention elsewhere while we try and camouflage this."

Sincé-aya%ybady on the set was talking about the rash this was
difficult. “'But the doctor seemed to get the message anyway and
slipped off-to check?that Jamie's hand was OK after the handbasher
accident quite three waeks before. '

Wheanénndncﬂ spoke to him later he seid, "1'm prekty sure it's
nerves. She sonnacte it with menstruation but in Fact it's the

tension caused by ths menstruation. 1 think a shrink could handla

t
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most of the alswases in this profesasion, doﬁ‘t you?"

“Why don't yu. %¢&ll her that?" Pennance said.

"Better tell her tuyfriend, he Qnows every shrink in town and
he could fool the i..i." |

The meke-up uepartmwent had a more difficult time than it had
anticipated. When the lightast foam—cream touchedAsBe started with
pain. How way she going to bear lying in bed naked with the heat
of Jamie's budy our nersi  Finally they brought in an;ele;ﬂsic fan
and this served to isep her skin cool while the cream went on.
Somgbody pointed el that ths;araum was hardly medicinal and would
if anything i{wﬁtuam “heg sk;n_further,‘but he was hushed.

. The creaj’ was e baces for a skin-coloured powder whiche——
agqin'hupsfulﬁyﬂuwwmuldn't roa 0V wn Jandie and stripe him like a
aléan | '

While the iirle worced 2 fatt ahe did varlous concentration
exe1clses. ' ohe sald plices of the text over to herself, aloud.

Bhe exercised her'throat. AL Goe polnt ane said, "Do you mind 1if
I tcream’’ It reaily would do i - il of goode You'd better warn
everybodys" B

The girdls thaugint this aégreat Joba but not surprising coming
ffnm an actress The asaislant direclor was told to warn everyons
the't ir they heard & ghastliy ‘scress ii was only Angela exercising
het throat.- ! l
: Sne did screan---arg ii was ghasiiy. Lnvoluntarily one of the
girls app%oaéhed her and, ben&ing to ilook in her eyes, said in a scared
voice, "Are yéu Ok norey 7"

"0F course L’a UK!" Bui she wasn't. The scream had been real
to a point she haot't been aula bto foresco. It had smerged from her
throat as:i?'from ancthar place——another time. It was her own .
scream, yét another woman's. It wasn't a scream of paiﬁ but one of
griaf-—-ﬁﬁ unguenchablia, tireiesa grief, vhe witnessed it with as
much surpiieé ts the girls did, though she sald nothing.

Pennance dashed in with & look of alarm.

"Jesus Christ,"” he seid, “1 tnought it was for reall®

Jamie was thare too. He wasn't convinced by her light reply
and gave her '& quick concerned look.

Lo ,
There was the guestion of how, once the make-up was on, she

“y
i
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would waik tn the set. She couldn't bear a dressing gown on her,
and she éou;d hardly leave the dressing room in & pair of panties.
They devised a sort of screen of bath towels round her, held in place
by the girle. Together they all walked out, an oddly Manchurian-
looking group, taking short stefpis. 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 skin as the big problem was how she could
bear the touch of the bedclofhes. The miniscule.swejlings had become
bigger, and this was giving anxiety because besides increasing the
sensitivity it spoiled the make—up.

When Pennarnce saw her lower herself on.to the bed with her face
screwed up ‘with pkin he sald, “Listen baby are you sure we shouldn't
shoot this tomorrow?f .

“Oh I couldn’t go through all that again," she said. "Let's
get it over with."

Reluctantly he sent for Jamie.

"You just have to be vefy careful kid," he told pim. "It
looks real bed. "

Jamie handed over his dresaing gown and stepped into the bed
gingerly. Inch by inch, very slowly, ha took up the sheet and
edged himself under it while she weited rather tensed. It was
proving hot undew tha lights and apart from the fact that this was
making the powder form sweaty blotches it irrituted the rasih further,

"Listen I'm going to cell action and then we want to get the
damn thing owver with quick OK?” Pennance said,

Jamie leaned up on his elbow, weiting to embrace her as the
cameras started rolling.

Pennance's’ voice came again, "Action.” f ,

Jamie seemed to have worked out ling befure what he yuuid do
in order to save her'distresa; He beyer kissing har on, the face as
he lowered himself towards her, She almost criad out at the first
contact. She writhed under fim #& the Flaming sensation increased,
her eyes tight craosed. And. quite suddanly, when they buoth thought
there was a lot more to do, Pennance ‘sald "Gut".

Jamlie was off her and in hig dressing gown in a moment.

"That was great Jamie," Pennance said.

The make-up girls crowdec round again with the towslling.

Everyone was expecting the actors to be callad a second and maybe a
a third time for wmore takes th Peannance seemed to feel hé could riék

¥ '
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printing this as he'd successfully dons the previous day on a one—

take, the rushes of which had proved OK.

"As a matter of fact,” hé sald to his cameraman when Angela and-
Jamie were out of curghiot, "my nerves couldn't teke any more." |

The rushes of thiz sne turned out badly, a mess of uncoordinated
movemente with the swest visibly pouring out of them both.

Pennance called & rahearsal for the two of them that nightlin
his apartmant, decidiay that improvisation for this scene was out
of the guestiorn and zvary wove had to be planned and rehaarsed.

They finished at pust thres in the morning. -

She was happy JLhLndc was already éﬂfeep when she got back.

But what she saw in the bathroom mirror almost made her call out to
him in terror. Thes rash had turned a deep purple, the tiny bumps

had increaseé to the size of nickél pleces and it now seemed impossible
that the cleveiwst asare-up could hide what looked like boiling skin.

It had even begur: tu invade her breasts. She saw the horror in her
own eyeg——and this doubled the horror of the thing itself because -
the eyes told her there was né hopé. She stood there ‘trembling.
Sleep was out of the uuastioné Shs sat down on a bath stool and was
too stunned sven to ury.

6he'd become an unattraafﬁuﬂ WOM&EnN . The possibility of this
evaer happening haud éinply navéﬁ ocgurrad to her in her life. So
all she falt wes shock, dusb ana biwiidersd shock., And with it
came an acute sense of salfudiéguﬁt. the seemed to axudes this
boiling thing like & vapour.

8he couldn't poussibly face Duminic. With luck he'd still be
asleep when she left in the morning.

Bhe stured at herself aguin. The rash now seemed to have a '
1life all its awn. It held her prisonar. She felt it couldn't
be diaﬁersed any miore---by refusing to do love scenes, by never
touching Jenis agedin. Thers wes something irrevocable ebout it,

a verdict thut once passed couldn't be retracted.

Paasing Dbminic%xwu:n on éhe way to bed she stopped, in a sudden
wistfully sad mood, and listened for his breathing—as if this was
all she would ever have of him again. And the closer she stood to
the door the more agonising tﬁa rash became. It flared into seething
action and became so intense that she had to step away.

She weht to her bedroom and locked the door. She iay in
darkness wide—awake until the alarm went at half-past six.
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Ehe was sc -erhausted by this useless vigil that she had
no .energy left te feel apprehension at yha studio. She dozed
while the girls made 'her up again. And her skin had bescome a mite
used to the affliction. { ’

This time ,'amie came and watﬁhad her being preparsd.

The skip wse considerably darkér than before, the sub~-cebaceous
awaliings nignar’ and broader. '

Though thy vwke-up was this time less painful it was also less
effectiva, The uniulations of the gkin showed through and nothing,
it seemed, could =itar the angry discolouration.

Whenr thﬁigirlﬂ nad gone Jamie said quietly, "Do you mind if I
try somathing?y

! He leaned Forward and simply laid his hand on one of her knees
anil left it thare far e few seconds. She began to féal’hnusual
heut thers,” than iiritation. She wanted to recoll.

“You see?” he said, “"It's the sams as before—allergy to
mal'

{ Anc! alﬁéddy, pals as ymt; there were the first traces of a rash
whers his hand had been, and ﬁiny pustular extrusions.

"It tsn'tAyou personally!" she said.

"Oh I realise that,"

. "Anyway kaeep gquiet about it, if they think the thing's permanent
I'm finished in films!"

~ As s matter of fact, far from Jamie being the only man to cause

the rash, she had leerned 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, somuthing he was causing, from a distance, more ar
less at will? She was horrified lass by the idea than the fagt
that she had thought it.

When th;y were on the set the cameraman told Pennance, "Thers's
going to be a differsnce in her face."

"What o you mean?"

tgrell the features have éhanged, dammit! Wanna look?" _
““kannance lifted himself into the camera-seat and looked at the
frame. !

As he came down he askad, "What's happened Angela?" Then
without waiting for a reply he muttered to his assistant, "See what
make~up can do."

"And wa'll have to kill some of the top lighting," he added.
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When her fuce had been done she was recalled to the sst for
it to be relii. There was no possibility of her stand—-in doing
this since he& tacs alone was tha'probiam. Because of. the heat’
from the lighis hes budy~paint began to run. By .the time they

ware ready tu shoo. iie sheets of the bed were covered with paint

and had to be 1w, Angela'’s trembling had become most noticeable.

Her eyes were hugu i isluodshot, her cheeks swollen.
She askec For 2 slyviwr but Pennance was against this. "Let's
get the thing doras,” uJ'%QiJ.}, He didn't want her to sees just how
. bad it was. A o uaping that the odd, twisted mask which had
assumeu uanvro* AT Ty xyuta‘qa w&S only temporary, perhaps ths
reswlt o a hé: © ity N o .
; When Lhe ruuxak REAE aeér that night they wers fine, Her face

was %argul) s h dﬂuﬁ b uanxu. T§nuu-uers. and har breasts, as yet

uninuad&d, whuod deily For thgi;egt of her. Obviously Pennance was
going o get dore Jhuhmrit’ug ni e galled it than he'd bargained
for. Mg Aﬁgmla was ol toc ngpp, that the acens was 1in the can,
without gi»i.g wy uhuuuhé to’ tna widdty, he felt detinitely plaased.
His cautidn i the matter was duu to fear of Dominic, who haQAmade
it scarii Ly wiser to thuse he wur@ed with that he wasn't in the porn-
game, hurd gt sof'ts - g

“Whets. “or "Bt seke " a wvény wiriltt you?" Dominic shouted the
momant ahe gbt*fn thu duoy~ﬁ&a$ aéﬁniug;

She riGehed te him, nyyiﬁgi

"What have yol cdie to y@ﬁr‘?ac@?"

"It Aoiribles-l® :

"You're gulng to bedl ngw el

He all but dragged hdr to, the bedroos., He wanted to look
at the rash, having ssan e gii%pse ot it on ner shoulder, but she
resiatea him.' He let go of h;r L4utbed and sald quietly, "I'll
Just wait for' ‘you te undress than, e

She obeyad hin ailaﬂtly, ,JoL ner clothes off in front of him
until she was naked. ‘His muuth Falljopan.

"You've fot & filut~cluag burr there for Christ sakel  You
should be in hospitall®’

He dashed tc:the phone by her bed and she heard him calling
somebody callad Pacikard.

“] don't give damn whers he is, I don't care if ha 8 oparating,
you get him over here in two minutes' flat or 1'll come and tbrow

you out of the fuckin® windowl" He slammed the phone back.




6he had har head buried in the pillows.
"What ir the name of hell is it7?" he went on asking, pacing

up and down the room. "It's like soime kind of troplcal disease
for Christ seke! And why didn't the studio call me? What about
that ass-hnle Pennence? GCouldn't he have given me a call? Or
Jamie Somerson, the guy who's supposed to be in love with you? I
mean, what the hell!l You could die in this conditionl”

"I am dead, I feel dead," she moaned.

"Well,® he said, pulling‘har on to her back again, "I've got
news for you—-you're staying alivel"

A call came argd he grabbed the phone.

"Hi Heg, get your aas over here ﬁuick, it looks like something
contagioua!® A

' He slammecd the phone back before thers was a chance for the

other man to reply. .

Instead of a doctor arriving five minutes later there were two
male nurses. ‘An ambulance was weiting downstairs.

“Or Packard's et the olinic*waiting to admit her."

oK

They dot her downstairs on s stretcher and in iess-than ten
minutes sha’ﬁa& being wheeled, still crying, to the isolation wing
of the Hollywood Hills clinic.

Dominié met Packard after his first repid examination.

"It“loocks to me like a”étr@;ght sioin infection," the doctor
said. "She tells me they‘dévbsen shooting some semi-nude scenes
and you'd be surprised what éhese powerful lamps can cause dermatol-—
ogically."

"You'iie contradisted youiself already Reg,” Dominic said.
"Either it's a skin infacti&n or it was caused by the lights, .
which is it?" ’ I

" igten keep out of my hair will you? This lady's full of
toxing Dom—— sc it could be‘the lights stirring up the toxins, it
could be a whole tunch of things. I'') need her here at least three
days. I'll give her a rest{bl night.and we'll guisten the skin
down, I'l} let you know su@ething more definite tomorrow night
0K?" @Befare he turned to gé he added, "Oh I talked to thﬁétudio
doctor and she told bim it a%ways happened when she gets the curse."

"Whet?"

"That's what 1 seid. Needless to say, she hasn't got the curse.

But I expect you know all about that,” and he was away before Dominic

-



could say 'anyti'xirigc

In any case Dominic was too angry to talk, He drove straight

to Century Boulavard where Pennance had his apartment. - Sonya
- opened the doot s

"Hullo honey,”lhewaaid, passing straight in, "I've coms to kill
your man. 8 he around?"

"He's looking at rushes. What about a drink?"

They sat in the?luunga togsthar and Dominic told her the story.
Ghe gazed at Him levally the whole time.

The tips G¥ his fingers twitched ever so slightly, and his
blinkxqg.came\unusualiy fast. Y ;

6he seid whan he'd finished, PYuQ're really angry.huh? Now I
don't want you pLiling any heavy vibes on Max, OK? He probably
did just what Angela asked him to do--——and what I'd have asked him to
do in the.aamanciruumsténces-—-get on with the workl"

"With a ‘resh that looks like a major burn—ere you serious?®

“Listsn, Angela'’s 1n a nervous s%ate, I've been working with the
kid so X kﬁaw.'x mean she had hysterica on that commercial didn‘t shae?
So this could bé hystaridr; too."

“Sorya, ifithat's hyataribs 80 is every damn disease under the
sun including’choleral Anyway," he added on his way tp the door,
“tell Max hé'll be ‘lucky to have her back on the set in & week.,"

"Jih boy that'll give Hal Berners a good night's rest!®

"Hal should 'worry! I'm edministering the Weinand estate!"

"Great," Sonya saide "Then you can make me & promise—sgee that
Ambition gets shot and shown."

"Ambition isn't one of my productions," Oominic growled without
even looking at her, and a moment later he was in the 1ift.

+

M

* * *

A long sleep revived Angela and she woke to the gentle sound
of the matron drawing the curtains and saying, “Good morning Miss
Bourne."” A

It was a white, high-ceilinged roait she'd hardly noticed the
evening before in her state of fright. The windows géva on to a
small park full of trees. She noticea that thé natron wore a small
gyaze mask round her . .mouth.

"You're in isolation for a couple of days, Miss Bourne, so we'd

like you to keep as quiet as possible."
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"Does the studia kiow?"

"You don't have v worry about a thing., Mr Latouche is in
touch with your aguni. il the time. He asked me to tell you that."

The rash had vee: painted the previous evening and the bumps had
gone down. It no iiﬂ;&&*irritated. Since the antiseptic paint was
brown she coularni % see Lf Ghé colour had diminished too.

They ‘ame A s @kw orams of blood from her arme  Har
blood preasur& WS w%e;az da_ huu temperature, heart-beat. Then
the pillown'wama g fgp@ddm, lppwuer and coffes with delicious frashly

bakea brxur“eu ap)uw'ui% Tie  ixse told her that Miss Pauline
«\ . “ : . .
btrumnaim dxjppa‘fwwmm we % Ma% mlnutes pefore.

n;luf;, i 453 . rgfugr?ﬁaﬁvout‘ Reg Packard visited her in the
dftjPﬂGUi ﬁ@ wag aleand e d, very dark and full of good

i
uhmax mﬂf SRS, WL nanas one of which met Angela's in a
Fesreome goip. % |
K "Weil yuu-ﬁg@m EWL;WNV¢:F}aw the plegue. Now Jjust how did you
ME I Qe tﬁ‘-piék AR ?*l iy hare L LAY
He th iy ST st-upﬁ {", f;rame.‘ |
g . b gulng fo leive
"Ng -ray. ‘ |
Bufore ne’welt he el L w HiFFarant tone, “"Known Dominic long?" ;
"Noy riot varys  Wop?? '
" % thought a :
And he Bl xafa 4% B Wi voom,; lhaving her to wonder if it was

Ve i

ant ag arJq&b AL ] O

B b waniivie whe gave ver ths plaguel®

-

¥ BHe 'lay “thera Porozsiorel winutes enjoying the silence end

fabeeﬂ;o of painLr aha was, grateful too for the solitude but a worry

ahn couldn't iuﬁ?t];, Eggg?l'ah Fer. Tt took her an hour or more

to remenber that’her acu.haé chenged. 5he became desperately anxious
to se; if Lt had* retuyned toincrmal. Ramembering the enlarged syes
and bulginy sheeks she got up quickly and dizzily, herdly able to

keep her balance, ant! want ?; the Loc. ' ‘

Tha face &Hhe saw wae hufd‘y recngnisabls 2 her own. The
mouth was drawn-dow:, 30 3wprubbiqn quite unrhuracteristic of her.
She stood L‘?l.@F lea11nn ne: hope that this 5uw‘mask, shorn of’
charm and attraction, would gvsx leave her.

Every Fuaturé nou was 1ikr ¢ ram-fister imitation of her earlier
face-—-ths Gyas ndw =o iarge as to ba offensive, their sparkls a
glaring undympatheti. “ight; the lips that. had bhesr: so subtle and
expressive before now‘gasaivgly thin with & trace of calculation

foreign to her natur'a, Theflong neck had a_pathatically irrelevant

' *
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look now as 1if confused to be supporting such a discordant
assembly.

What had she dorne to chase Caterina away? She couldn't feel
her inaide any wore. Was it because she'd acted in those love
scenes? Surely it couldn't be that! 6he 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 scenss
shot for the film, which sveryone said were brilliant.

It was almost as if both Caterina and Dominic (the previous-—
life Dominic!) were sngry with her. Was that why Pauline wanted
her to do more FM sessionge——to unravel the fearful knat tied so
lo?g aga?

Or waaz Domiris Himgélf causing it all, even without knowing
it?  Bhe remembarer oW, Stereiing outside his room in the dead of
tbn night, her sash had audd?nly become worse. Did he in his heart
hatp har for heving struck Q¢ﬁ imdepandantly? Or was it the

previoue-1ifé Cominis warking dnside him to haunt and distress her,

beceuse of some unfortdven thing when Caterina was alive?

ghe slumped baclt inte %aegr}v vnable to think it out, and slept
the morning away/. .

The allsrgy teste provusd ,us*riua, there was no apparent
physiological explansiion Fro the epidermic aeruption or the pain.

By agreement’ with “ﬁmiﬂ»r -sanit without consulting Angela—
tha doctor kept her under n*'g qudatxan for several days more, to
reht the nervous fyetam, wh@ag was clearly the cause of the trouble.

Max. Pennance was phmninq?ﬂnminic every day for an idea as to
when she'd be bank, and he ﬂjdr'ﬁ always get a pulite reply. Evan
when polite Dominic amitted fm asddress him by name or say good bye
when he hung up. ;

There was e langmdiatﬂnca call from Angela's mother to Dominic.
Everard had asked Barbara Bleeaon to kee%Ziﬁformad about the invalid.
This was Dominic's idaa. whan they spoke together he was much
intrigued by her voics. Peu%ine was watching him when he took the
call. He wasn't expaﬁiancing pleasure, Jjust curiosity, and perhaps
a touch of suspicion. %

He told Angela's mother quietly and courteously that she was
fine, still 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 ex—boyfriend
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Louis, which produced another long-distance call. Dominic's
reaction hers was quite different. He seemad daelighted by the
ardent, boyish voice at the other end and said, "Angela's been
telling me lots about you Louis, I'm glad you called. She's fine,
" she just has to rest.”® Now tell me what you're working on."

Which Louis did—e8 if he'd known Dominic a lifetime.

Luckily for Louls, who was getting an Equity minimum salary,
nobody knew he was phoning from the stage manager's qFFice, othepwiae
it would have cost him a largse pqrt of the weak's~mo£ay. ‘

Angela heard about all this when she was allowed to take calls
(é?m "naxt of kin® only, in this cuge.Domiqic and Pauline). She
wguld so have sppreciated his thoughtful care in ordinary circumstances
but all she could think of was that having lost her awn features, her
attraction and inner graca,sha'd*loét him as well.

Far haw could a man's love survive thae shock of not recognising
his woman in almost any physical particular? The body wasn't
evarything of course but it was the outer sign and symbol of what
you weare insidﬁi And she must have changed inside!  And therefore
his love was going to change toc. :

Also & certain nauseous horror of her own body had invaded her.
It was a sort of biological disbellief that anyone could wish to touch
her or be close to her. I was like the faint self-abhorrence .
somatimes felt in wenstruation iegrified e thousand times to a fever
of physical selfrrejocticn. >

Dominic told hexr: ori ﬁhagpmche thaf her mother's voice had
sounded faiiilier, as if theygé wee connected in a past 1life.

But FN wat « doumed &hd;ﬁ&d sue ject for her now, After all,
its ficrst-fiuit Saterioe haﬁfdisapﬁaared. And she told herself

Moo

|
|
|
that if her relution with Dowirdr Had been an ‘ordinary' one she
would.hava'finishad L {kl@ﬁby row and bean enjoying a healthy
affedr with bis o0 dhe daland. ’
Paulineg hao warned hle Qmuut triis soms days before. "She can
blame M for Just abuut sverytiilng. And a reaction's quite usual.,"
Sha guzed at his For so@e time, rather thoughtful; "How do
you like the idea of Angela Saing neked on screen?"

"L don®t."

¥ thought you didn't. It could explain an awful lot
couldn 't LETH

M



"Just what I was thinking."

His fixed geze showed her that whatever he was thinking he
intended to keep tu himself. ' |

Work on Antitionrhad continued. ' Scenes which didn't involve
Angela were shet., And Pennance thought it would be safe, now that
Saul was daac and Domindic apparently indifferent ot even hostile to
the film,to go hsck & iittle on the idea of building Clotilde up into
tha star.,

He took hda sodnes enay :um Angela and replaced them with new
ones for oon)au le ulsc aﬁiﬁed a lot of Angela's brilliant moments
out of the ik, ﬁxplaining to the prbxy—producers that it would save
tine ana nonuy anti maybo save the ilm if Angela proved unfit to work
again‘

But time was lost Juat the sane because one night, after working
1atevon the stript, Pernance lefi rde apartment for a stroll and was
sl on Ly three houciums, They robbad him of the fifty bucks in
hi: pockst and bes® “im up.

He was left motnin:: buﬁﬁpungcious on the sidewalk. A police
patrol car happengd to pase and sdcourted him tu hospital where they
did an X-réy. Thare vas ncl@oncusaion but he was advised to take it
easy for at least thraﬁ.day&;

As if to defiate what uli enthusiasm the film still inspired
Jamie called the day afier tégaay te Dobldn't agres on the alterations
: de 1™ without
Angela's krnowluedye or approvai, and uritil those scenes were rainstatad
he wouldn't be caming %o the studic.

‘Megx was making on thE'acript,?asPeciélly as thess had been

The producers decided to gt their faot down and ‘told Max to go
ahead with the revised auript; They dlso issued Jamie s agent with
a suaﬁﬁnsion»WurningJ damie:stayuq at home just the same. That
way another three diy: were lost. Then the producers climbed down——
aftar Pennace had pointed out’ that he could edit Clotilds out of the

film anyway, while still shooting her scenes.

Angela wanted her wide-brimmed summer hat. When she was out
of isolation and <in another room shes called Pauline a?d asked har
to look for it in her’ wardrobe.

Dominic was amused., "Are they giving a garden party down

-




there?" he aekéd. -

"Listen,” Fauliiie said, "would you let we handle’ her discharge
from that clivdoy”

“Why surel”

T dontL warth you n&ar the‘piéce when she comes out OK?"

Everard wae akiowsd (by Dominic) to call Angela once. He
told her shooiiing woula start on her last scenes Just as soon as
she came out, they'd be fifteen or more days behind sg22Qule but
" that was as much due to ‘other delays' (he didn't tell about Jamie's,
three~day strike or ihe reasons for it) as to her indisposal. _

Also {16°d 0156450880 the Ballet Russe contract with Dominic and
sha'd have it we:iing {er ner when she got home.

"ty a plun,t e ﬁaid‘(gvarard trying to sound like a hospltal
 matran was & rees pain, 8he thought).

“OK, " siierepiiea, "we'll have a talk about what's really going
on wnen i'm oui."”

"Jamié ant the resl of tha company are just dying to sse you
Angela——diax hab buwen tearing his hailr out at lusing the most
beautiful woman®since Cleopatra.”

#ileoputra-wasn't beautiful Everard."

Actually Mex was sick of‘the film, sick of Sonya's nightly
complaints about how her part.had ves: *lynched', and above all he
wae sick of hysterlcel british actiesses. Nor could he enjoy Sonya's
gratitude at Madelarns beiué reinstated aus the film's star because
he was scured she wuuld blabber about iﬁ)so he shot the new scenes’
under cover of 'in case Angsla can't work with us any more.' Even
Jamie swallowed this one.

Pauline knew perfectly Wil wiiy Angela neaded the wide-brimmed
nat when she saw hei" Face onfthe morviing she picked her up. .

Angeia was aianiiiy :aad} by har bed, her overnight bag already
packeo. Her heuq;aa roweres: oifitdeitly. Pauline didn't let
herseir louk aafo;15ned. io <ell the truth she had recognised
her only wiiin eflorts.  diidy s wody stiil loocked like Angela.

upguling L want %o go siralgnt Lo Wy rouoi when 1 get back,
1 don‘t want to ses ‘aﬁybudy,?evan Dominicl"

‘ "uK, UK, just texke it susy."”

Pauline had hireu a driQar 50 that she could sit ip the back
with Angeia, wnu loukéd wut of the "window without pleasure,,
her face hidden iv the shaduw From the hat. She gripped Pauline's
hand. That was a great cumﬁort. She remembered Heg Packard's

voice assuring her she was cursd—his inept_assumption that she was

“



an admiring audience. What & phonay scenario that was. She'd

bescome biting, intolesrant in her sttitudes.
A shiver went through her}a? the thought that Dominic might
be at the door. She didn‘*t want tou see the love disappear from
his eyes the momént he daw her Féor. No, she couldn't bear thatl
But also sha felt & -ew twrror towards him, The -second night

- at the clinic she'd ‘seun' niw mgain. He had appeared briefly at

\
|
l
her door, gazing at her for womant and then leaving again without -
a word, just as he'd donag thal morning at the studic. She'd lain
awake with her heart nssting fast. Only when dewn ecame through did
she bagin sleewingF_dmsn&tarthé ssdation. '
She made absurd enaulride among tﬁe nurses——had Mr Latouche
visited the =linic ir the niuhﬁ? was there a way of gstting tb her
room without gasseing the nightfﬁurae or reception downstairs?
Matron was called and said ao?tly, "I think you're under strain, we'll
incréase the dosage."
And then shs reallsed, with distressing clarity, thatﬁaha hadn't
had the light on when she'c ‘seen' him. So ‘h&® was unreal.
Then the natura nf‘hiﬁ‘viéits shanged. He would appear at the
window or astand close to the bed, without warning. And he would
anunclate things with hig lip; which were the opposite of what
actually emerged From his mouth. He would appear to be saying swest
things while horrible insults could be heard, in his voice, so loud
that she was efreir! 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 tu be unrsal these otheernes were also. She knew
it was him at her side, she could hear the swish of his trousers
as he passed. And on sach visit he did characteristic little
. things-;—lika sﬁiling suddenly and ceasing to smila as suddenlye——
and these waren't at all dreamlike, in fact they reassured her,
aach time, that this was an actdal physical presence.
Ghe would turn to speak to him, open her mouth to do so—
but then the mouth would begin uttering harsh words which it wasn't
enungiating and ghe would recoil in horror, and only then would she
realise that this was another ghostly visit. ’
Even so, while belatedly eware that it must be an illusion, she
was 8till afraid of his voice reaching the nurses' ears, though the

words themselves were incomprehensible to her.



Sometinmes '@ would stop her on the way to the bathroom and

she would scream. Luckily the nurses never heard her, otherwise
they might have recommendad her for psychiatric attention. But

then it occurrad to her that perhaps she didn't actually utter those

screams and thal they weré of the same ghostly but convincing quality

as Dominic's lnzuits,.

Or ha would be leaning against the wall of the corridor as she

passed; gazing ab her with lowered eyes. Or she could see him behind

a nurge who appaardd unaware of his presence. Her first thought,
even in the dedt of the night, even in the darkness, was always that
he mugtn't sse $&r facse in its nresscnt condition, so she felt a
momaptary penitee--sfie aust hide, at all.costs hide! She was sure
the nursea saw har'auddan'recoil in bed-—her panic-stricken rush
back to the bafuwos when, leaving it, she saw him a few feet away.

But pérﬁaﬁs’ﬁhuau actions too were unsubstantial—as invisible
as har sorsand were &hﬂudiblel_

When tiisy reached the apartweni Pauiine told her to stay in the
car while she slippec iito the éntrunaa hail for a moment,

Bhe cailed Oomirdc From tha desk; "You'd better not see her
right away,” shé teld him, "Lat mé take her to her room and try
and gat her suried oLt a bit Tirst,” |

.. Bhe ssbudived wgeid Frum the car, neldidg her firmly because
bhﬁ:bés trambling with buch vioiancs. Angala’s maln concern seemed

to be. to Ruep her boad dows sc thet o ung would see her, AL First

“ghe refused to gét intu the iift,

"Why can'i Testay at yuuh‘plécu Fauline?"

"CaMa-on,‘ﬁe‘iaﬁ't thara!?5

A% *the spértwent door Pauling all oul pushed her inside.
Dominic had aithey’ siiupad mut‘éf was hiokng in the lounge.

Bu£ befur: Angeis svan haqfiimg Lo take har hat off he was
there in the doorway, drasased iﬁfan'v-nackad swaeater and jeans.

She gazad at ‘hiii-in astonishment. Huw had she managed to believe

for a woment that the othsr Oomini. was ssai.

He was smiling, and the love iidn't desart his eyes.

Taking ner shoulders he whiéperau. “wlad a tough time huh?"

- She noddad; har head forward. The hat was half off her head

and he threw it on to = zhair with a curious Final yesture.

He kissed her on ths neck, the cheeks, finally the lips. With

sach kies she biﬁndﬁad sideways ‘at him in disbelief. She was almost

inclined to push him away in case he should taint himself. But

-
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she couldn't 3Jat him go, partly out of fear that the other one
would eppsar., ; '
She clung %o hin, her face loweread.
He was gazirmy at her breasts and hips. *Your body hasn't |
suffered any.” . P bt |
Pauline unoked a light meal and they ate together in the kitchen. |
He brought aut s bhottle of champagé but she hardly touched her glass.
She was moastly eilsnt., 5ha kept her chair close to his and took
his hand frecuantiv,. '
She wes due to start work again early the following morning, ‘
at least th&t!was Pannance’s wiszju‘aut Dominic didn't like the idea. 1
”Ar& you' sure you shoeldn't a week on the island first?" ha
aghed her, ) !
"No I want to-get it dono and finished."
"Up to youl® :
He more or 'lase pét hagy Eo,bad, she was so tirad. She clung

to him aver es-she fel) aaleuﬁ»

"I 'd batkar not leave haﬁ tonight," he told Paulina. "Want
to sleep here in case of compliuatlons?“
"OKp (1] "

"You' teke iny room.” _

Ir fact Angels Widn't waka all night. At seven he nudged her
awake gently. He'd furgotteé:tb draw the curtains and there was
a Jplqutd3y~gnldan autumnal. sun outside.

"Time for work," he sqidéln ner ear. "Greb a shower and I'11
gel your coffee raecy,™ : .

Her pallor made her eyss étand out even morae strangely.
She stood in front of the hathrood mirror and called him,

"How can I go to wurk 11@@ thia?"

"You better wad Juat theié&me, I called Pennance a minute
ago. Anyway I think you're éﬁght, we want that film cut and out
of the way." '™ - ;

He sat by har at the dragﬁiﬁg table advising her on make~up.
He chose & dress for her, the skin-tight black one.

He tried to weke har look as familiarly herself as possible,
8o as to relax pecple's attention when they saw her, keep them off
the face. ‘ | ,

"And talk e lot, keep your face moving. Pennance 1s so stupid
he wouldn?’t notice & thing anyway.”

"What's happened to me Dominic?"
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"You've bee: sick OK?7*

He drove har tn the studio.

"Call me ;i€ you "eed me. - I'll be at Pauline's."

Far from ot ﬂmticing that she'd changed Pennance saw it at
once and sald aloud. "Ohk my Godl" .

They workerd &nr t@rea hours on the make-up and lighting to get
her looking swie’iving like the Clotilde already shot. r She sat thers
impassively., Jarie uveme to see her and hid his astoniéhment badly.
She felt he weg ask'ay himself. how on earth he'd ever managed to fall
in love witr hém; Tils wasn't quite correct.- He was simply looking
for the persdoh: Hm*ﬁ;$allan in love with but couldn't find her. Not
only was har s mhungaﬁ to a_quite sﬁhpifying extent, she seemed
to him daatithgqu+ aarsonality and magnetism.

That wornitg sha thought she caught a glimpse of Dbminic‘
hurrying alond™3i the far end of the stage, where only dim working
lights were hanging. .

Not that she nould say if it was an actual physical pressnce
or not—-—th&t'fé; whethér she'd mistaken a real person for Dominic
or simply ‘'sean” ﬁﬂmuthing)liké in the dark.

&he hurriad back 1.6 her dressing room and asked Sonya to stay
with her,

"We nhearc it was some kind of skinm allergy," Sonya said.

“"From the 1fbhts‘mé&be."

"That's Fight,"

"Well:can you beat that?" Sonya said cynically.

There was”a second bed-scene to be shot. &he was again naked
above the waist, and ohce more the crew was confined to a cameraman
and a grips.

This time she and Jamie were to talk lying in each other's arms.
\

Thare wes thus'much more occasion than before to see her face in
close~up. }
"She's just a different woman!" the cameraman hissed to Pennance.
"Lat's shoot the thing and 1'11l do somsthing in the cutting
room, "
"What? With her in full camera, and the back of his shoulders?
HQQ do you edit that?"
| “I'm only trying to look on the bright sidae," Pennanqe sald.

“You sure arel"
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The scene was shot more for Angsle’s uwiental well-being than
anything, There were eleven takes and each time their positions
were changed, to their mutual irviialion. Two of the last takes
had Jamie's face in close-up anc Angwia in profile slightly out of
frame, When Pennance saw the fushiss iater he chose one of these
and Angela's scens becane virtuall, Jamie's.

But the following day she was tu be in a state of undress on
a chaise longue, with Janie la&aing sveir her. And this time she
had all the dialogue. Jurdc was tio 06 1ittle more than a listening
head. ‘ ;-

Hare Pennancs tTirackad thé samesa ound the chaise longue so that
a 6qsta1n&d Slosu~dp oF ‘e #da_avoiaad, and whenever she came in
frame he concentruisd o huq,shguldera and half-nude breasts. He
intended to cut sven uils 3u'tﬁgc iittle of her was seen, while
post-syinching hey voice Hvei..

On the other hand it ruidgd what ‘Angela had to say, by divert-
ing attention Lu hur (lash, &élagéin she was the sufferer profession-
ally.

But like Jamie she was uﬁ%wara of all this. She simply felt
relief that the allecyy hadn'f‘m&de a reappearance. Har skin was
clear, with a lively bloom frow her days on the island, and evary
time the camera zdowes in to ﬁhotograph her neck or bosom she
felt gratifiod. ' . f

Bhe noticed that' Jaelé dlin't touch her with pleasure any more.
This added tu her Bénse of uvefsiun towaﬁds her own body.

Just as they finished the}bha;se longue scene, on the fifth
and last take, she nad s ylddy impression that it wasn't Jamie
moving away frum her,®rsaching fur‘a drsssing gown, bu% Dominic. t
the was certain for an-inatan% that ahe saw Dominic's gold wrist-—
band on Jamie!s arm. )

She ﬁanhged by closing ﬁaf eyas to force away the ghostly
imaga—-—ao‘cioée aria real tuﬁﬁﬁr. Whan she opened them again
and looksd at Jewis's wrist slis saw that he hed neither gold band
nor wrist watche—naturally, ag it was a costume Film.

There was an ailmusphers of gloom in the studio. The lasat
acaries were shot without the usual raillery and fun and Angela
didn't get any of those trifling but important compliments that

come to an actress when the work is rolling,




Not a murmur had been haeard “wui Lhe new producers. Thay
wera, apparently, just waiting ‘uy the result, hoping to salvage
a film they could maybe sall hhA*alwn .aion,

This news cams to Angelmitnruugn Sunyae

“Jamie's about the “anly ne who doesn't know that Ambition
isn'f being schedulad fu:r %aaturemfilm release any longer," Sonya
told her. :

It was the deciuslon of Sho distributors, who naturally had
the whiphand in the matter of how the film was going to be marketed.
All Hal Berners and ine bgnkg;gbulg do was sit back and watch.

Dominic waa bk ;ansu;tgd’éil the time, Sonya went on.
Didn't she know tnat: St Q;i he did was agree with whatever they
sald, sven when thay contradiﬁfad themselves inside the same phonecall.
Hal Berners had beer her inFormaiit,

"In othes worde,” she sald, “your man doesn't give a fuck about
the film, It's been & waste of time.”

"Oh,* Angele aswuid, "we gol' paid.” ‘

Sonya was staggaf@u‘at hérwindifferénce but put it down to sick-
ness. ’ '

In fact Angela-hardly listened. She had worries far graver
than the fate of Awbitidn. She glanced repeatedly at her dressing
room door to see ir *he' would knock. Only when she was with the

i
|
i
real Dominiéu—&phygically slose to him, touching him——did the
anguish leave her. “And aven than she felt é growing fear that the
‘other one' would find some way of invading the real Dominic, takind
him over, removing her ' Last source of sanity,

8he refused to dirie out in the evenings. An Al Bowly evening i
at F. Scott's Ffhiled td drawhar. Her only concern in public was
to hide her Pace. She hardly spoke at meals. At the studia she
Ordered*coffaa anit' sandwiches i her dressing room, never went to
the cantasie. Har snouiders weré,getting the rounded look of some-
one bitterly discouraged. She didn't prank with Dominic any mors.

She hated to hear the apartﬁant—doar bell in case it was
someond who might set eyes on her. Even Pauline s daily visits
were a trial for her because her eyes sometimes delled on her thought—
fully.

She didn't mind Dominic gazing at her, since he was her last
sacurity and hope.

He told her, "I didn®t fail in love with what you looked like,

1 fell in love with you."
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But it didn't console her. Nothing from outside did. It
seamad only the innsr nightmare counted for her now. The food she
ate had no taste. It was the same to her whether she was drinking
water or champagne. '

The question of her 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, hopafully for the first rsehearsals on the
Ballet Russe saries,

One day, 5ittinu with her after dinner, he said, "Is it OK about
taking you to San Diego for your birthday?"

*Oh Dominic I couldn't Soasibly move from here—-let me get over
thi@ crisis firstl“ |

! "What about a little celebration here then?"

I don't want anything. Just youl  I'm not budging from my
rao =l don't want presents——I don't want to know about myself)]"

He went on arranging a little party in the apartment just the
sami., He even called Sonya and asked her to organise a few guests
fron Ambition. .

'Btoriés were flying round the studio about her mental state.

Of ourse the crew had noticedvher trembling, the involuntary glances
of Vear. And you Jjust didn't get the old response from her. They
cou'dn't believe their eyes. Jokes went round too-——about Dominic
and 'his deadly touche® etc.

' “Ambition's another name for bad news," said the head of photo-
' granhy. '

Dominic wasn't the killer for nothing, they said. He'd killed
Gaul, the film and now it was her turn. Didn't she look as if she'd
been gaetting the kiss of death? But they didn't feel much sympathy
for her. ‘ '

As Sonya. put it, "She was fooleds 5o was I but,{dasus, not fo
the paint of getting myself destroyed!" '

The most terrible thing happening to Angela was the fact that
the ‘other one' had imperceptibly and subtly become mora importent

than the real one, stronger, and impervious to resistance.

The film was edited and ready for the previews. There was to

\F—"— —_—
be a party to celebrate—but Hal Berners visited LA and suddenl&?)



- 125 - ‘

Max\Pennance waz Cut busy on other projects to make a party possible
any more. vwiith Jemaxe too away in New York, also on a new project,
there didn't sees: xuch sense in it. )

There were alauvd sielays in showlng the produﬁ91on team the
finished pruduci: ‘:i was put around that the laboratory had
further work :o 4« oo ity which no one believed.

fhen thee "L’ aéma out. The scenes involving Angela,
shot after she™! ey’ Yw ¢linic, were,daspite Pennance's sincere
efforta,a (TR Teginy  just whg}dn't Jell with the rest of the film.
It didn't swen L A “ﬁﬂ~¥iid¥-Was & write-off. It did mean it
wouldn "t mars thw o i ra~Flim circuits, On television you didn't
=T} !&Dmh,m %agfﬁl‘ DEFEAL IS4 Lh& ;uestion of jelling wasn't so import—
anta . ' }

Dumxaﬂé xaﬁuw et ke ndwa without apparent feeling. The Saul
Wuxnunu wibals weuid bava to Fnat & large bill. Everyone, especially

Grog Manwviown, Wi saying ﬁh&tfiﬁ 11lms you should follow Latouche's

nose, not your- Owi, and bl {’5hou1d nevar have been made.

Bacauze oV hu»inp nad to cut rﬂuna Angalu post—clinic scenas .
her pari was Sadw 1A anyohdnn ama@&er *bwn Sonya's, Lharcfore it was
impossiicle to couplas ~ar name’ wx th Juria's as the co-star. The
probiem was soivad, u“wmmmtgally by mak ing it a ‘Jamie Somerson
Film" in which B on’ be aiong shcne, In other words Pennance
had agrew:’ witi.~ihe w*&tl Dafurv rhafdeen Angela'’s earlier brilliant
scenes sho fhd e oovial led. XL ¢ .on footage problem but this was

solvaed by ind urp r»uiﬂg more g”"ha Numhbv;Twc crew's location shots

v

in Parxa Ll hmﬁ ur14~ hA»y uaen int@nuéd.'; '
Ali this nmwa, Fraeohing her ovar LAY % bush telagraph, waes only
a Furthur.éeﬁddnihg niow for %15&1@, amond manv.,  8ut she expected
it and sven inra way sondonad 3%. whtle the 'other’ ODominic hovered,
while hamv.aum,balﬁnaaa virtual} %y mnethar and lesaer creature,

nothing in;ﬁi&ﬂlffu sk ﬂ! ﬂnsu‘ﬁ'gw wel L.
. '1‘ : -

Ales Bhe e Cb bk uoo on tHei the Yother® Oominic had
L . e N

cauaedAtSeﬁ#hanéuﬁ‘&n hert Yacs ! He terrible rash in order to

o

blot her dut- a%:W. bstrens, ':*:::fﬁu}sa 'he' wes unforgivingly jealous
of har pwufu&&iohaw aotiviiL gy,

October: dth cane =nd she was horrified to see the lounge set
out for a party. Most cf the Amhition company came——out of deference
to Dominic,' partly auil’ ¥ pity for her. She was brought into the
room in & ned’ lbose-fi ' ing ik dress which didn't really suit her,
shape~- or coloUur-wise. Ghe angered rather like an invalid and

v 2
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could hardly manage & smile for anyone. Jamie was still in New ,
York, Everard and Jill Rapinsky sent presents round, with polite
‘out of town tonight' notes. : This they'd previously arranged with
Dominic, wha wasn't aﬁxioua that they should see Angela in her
present uncastable state. '

Pauline had arranged a magnificent buffet—cut meats, jellies,

-all kinds of bread, with massive bowls of salad. In the corner by
the French bucks thare was a épeciél table for the ceaka. ‘Happy
Birthdﬁy Angala was written across it in the same pink as Angela's
dress. Lhapagne was popped and there wers polite remarks.

Umuiniu bouk up a glass of champage and raising it started
the birthuuy £3Ng. Gradually everyona joinad in, holing their
gla?aea up while Angela atood atill in the centre of the room.

He ras looking at her, aniling, not three faeet from her, and she
was'?uxxiriad to hear emirging from his mouth, contradicting the

movinents of Fin lifigee——

Happy deathday to you,
\ : Happy deathday io yuou,
' "Happy deathday dear Angela,
Happy deathday to youl

Nobody lcoked uneasy, they all had smiles on their faces,
though most of them were a bit frigid. They didn't seem to
undarstand the horror of what they wars saylng yet this terrible
word ‘deathuay ' was comirg out all the time as if they thought it
wai the swewtust kind of annivarsary Joke. How hateful they all
wars, turning auainst‘iiba thlb, with him leading the songl
Howsver could they hava tevised such e fulng, planned it and
mutually approved of it?  Surely thare was a limit to the horror
huran beiggs could impus:: on sumeons utterly defencelassl

The absurd thought occurreb to hier, in her panic, that even
if this wasn't truse, even if that word were hef own awful error,
they should atill bl aware of the horror she felt-—she should still
not tulerate itl

She screamed at them, "No! Nol I don't want that songl"

Thers was such an instantaneous, shattered silence that the
sung seemed never to tave happsned. She ran out of the room.

In her bedroom she begen crying but in a dry coughing way
without tears, like somesone after gross shock. As Domiﬁic took
hold of her she sort of collapsed on to him,.

"What was that song?" she asked him.
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"The song?" He didn't understand.
"What were you ainging?"
"Why, Happy Birthday to Youl"
“Happy birthday..." 6he clung to him, forcing the ‘other'
out of her wind, knowing she'd been deceived again. She was quiver—
ing all over. Someone enterprising in the lounge turned the canned
music on. -
Pauline helpaed her Galﬁ down. She made her take a brandy.
“I'11 go look atter the quzsts,” Suwinic said. *I mean get
rid of ‘em.* ;
Back in the )nunge he sat saylng nothing, fixing the floor with
h}l stare. fAnQ attempt to enquire about Angela was rebutted with
afquick glance. !
He onlylapoko once , to Sonya.
*I know what vou're thinking,” he said.
Hal Bernar§ and a San Efancisco bank were sitting close to her,
*] sald that xid was @ star,” he went on, "and I said I was
going to show it to the world. 1 didn't say Saul Weinand or that
asghole Mex Pennance was going to show it to the world."
Max Pennance was hardly. two yards behind him.

i The statement seemed to.put the final kiss of death on Ambition.
Pt least that was how Greg Merrytown took it—eand how it turned out.
Bame said that Dominic peid a large sum of money (from the Saul
Weinand sstate or bt it wesn't known) to see that the film was
never distributed.

The Ambitior team, minus the two stars, did see a final cut

but that was the only time ghzggg saw it, and Max Pennance bellieved
that the cans had been destroyed. { '

The birthday party disperaed quickly, with the champagne and -
duck ‘paté and ealmor untouched. .
! Sitting with ber in herﬁroom Pauline persuaded Angela at last

to go on with-the FM seasioné. Angela had told her about the ‘other’
Dominic, hardly daring to speak, and this had provided Pauline with
her chance. |

"Oon't you see," she sald, "you can never get rid of these
forces from the past until you find out who they arel Dominic

tried hard enough so why don't you?"

"But is it from the past?" Angeba asked wide-eyed.
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“From your previous life—I'm certain of it!*

"Could it be Lominic, as he was before?"

"It could be. Why don't you find out?"

. Pauline smid b Dominic afterwards, "It was the softest FM sell
of my life.” Sul she kept quiet about what Angela had told her.

In Fact she'n nesded all her self-control not to show Angsla
the anxisty she felt about them both. Even she now believed that
FM had uncartned focces parhaps too powerful for human beings to
handle. Bhe olawmed Donminic for this—-going too fast, too soon.

Pauling suddenly put her hand on Angela's brow, still sweating
slightly from.the earilier ordeal, and said, "Gee 1 feel aorry for
yoye  You Know émnetimaa I'm very thankful I haven't met my affinity."

: The FM sessions were to take place avery day, Dominic's in the
moining, Angelsa’s in the afternoon, in a joint effort to solve the
mystery. They were to be 'meke or bresk sassions', Pauline decidegd.

But they they failed to produce reults. Angela wondersd
aecretly if this whs becauss she was still determined not to reveal
Caterina. ~Even though Caterina had deserted her, she hoped for her
returr une day.  And when Caterina aid return she wanted no one in
the world to Know abuut her. * She reasoned that Dominic had his
strength, Paullihe hers, 8o ah% touc wmust be allowed her secrst fount
of powsi'. . .

Agtdr dﬁd‘agaiﬁ, during the segslons, Pauline asked her who the
‘other’ Bﬁminig:wwm alb Aigela couldn't tell her, even in the deepest
hypnotic state. ‘ALl she kﬁeQ\was that he sometimes 'got inside'
Dominic and 5ém$t1me$.“gat ouiside‘. It was very confusing.
Sometimes, still under hypnosis, she gave way to anxiety that the
‘other® would:dne Jay assume total control of the real Dominic.

Pauuling-ugsed this anxiatj to probe deeper. .

How car we prevent thétf%appening?“ she asked. "Is there
something you did in the previous life, perhaps agalnst the past-—
life Dominic, Uhat we should know about?"

But i this concerned Caterina there was no response;
Angela’s mouth wae ‘tight shut. '

One afturnoon Arigela almost shouted into the bady-mike, “Why
dous he want ‘to kiil me?”

"Who?" -

“ODomindcl ™"

But again Pauline's efforts to follow it through failed. She

agge
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couldn't deterwine whether Angela was refafring to Dominic in his
prasent life mértha former one.
His FM sesaivns, on the other hand, were fruitful. He
'remembered’ her, Caterina, with increasing vividnesa. Angela
liotened with supi astonishment to the tape afterwards as he described
the Venetien gisi, Tt was axactly her! It was her own Caterina——
to the 1ifel |
"Is thiz like the person you remember being?" Pauline asked her.
The slungated syes, the fine hands, the gypsy look, the girlish
love of fur, fhs T — was all therel
But witt « micersole senée of betrayal she told Pauline, "I
don't know.* .
Pauline wuz psrfectly aware that she wasn't cooperating,
and conatantly comucleined to Dominic about it,
"Ghe mus: awve w reason," he sald. ’
Meanwhila 37 usdsions went deeper and deeper. Hs kept seeing
the Figureaﬂ??@ﬁ%;ﬁﬁ, us partaining to his previous life.
"I don't ¥How Af hese are three men, three years, three units
of a measduressnt, - They keeping flashing in front of me. The
same with 10." ‘ ‘
Algc thia Boles of [is feet began to feel raw, tender, painful, .
“I'mqﬁ‘%‘wagké thiwy ‘re so sore. Maybe I've been walking long
distancaa,;m%ﬁm?mucntainsn Maybe I escgped from some place. But
all the tiﬁé'ﬁ55631 Caterina’s punishing me, 1t comes from her and
yet it dossn's; 1 just can't get it streight.”
Another ime thire were 'three dark men'.
"I'm not sayilng they're ph}sically dark. They're dark forces.
Hey it was them who really screwed me, they killed me, yesl
1 think Catering tried to save me but also she was behind them, .
it's horrible, © And they're still connected with herl®
"Do you mean they've reincarnated here?"
"Here ‘oi sdMewhare. They're not dark forces any more.
They’re sort of mild and protective, for Angsla. But they'll become
active again, and even dark, in order to separate meé from Caterina——
as they did before.”

"You mean-from Angela?”

"Yes." '

In the next few days Angela became so frightened she couldn't

sleep any more—even in his arms. She 'saw' him in the darkness




though he was lying next to her, hol, breathing. 'He' would stand

by the latticed wardrobe doors wetsiing them both.  Sometimes ‘he’
would whisper insults—soft Bnough “13i to wake the rsal Dominic.

Only if she woke him would "he® disappsar. But during the
day this was ineffective. ‘He would appear behind Dominic, wearing

the very same clothes.

She decided not tou talk about these new appearances. Pauline
and Dominic were already corvinced that the FM sessions were doing
good, whereas she knew they h%d,increased the maomentum of °‘his’
vieits (and accordingly she Felt a sort of gleeful triumph over FM).

Sedation was once sore advised (by the miracle healer Reg Packard)
and she accepted it readily. . GShe now began to see the 'other' through
& nightmarish haze, at one rgﬁove from herself, which was better than
at first remove. -

Hut sedatlon didn't protect her against what was to come. Her
worst Fear was now realised.  As Dominic lay sleeping in the middle
of fha night, breathing deeply; 30 close to her that she could fesl
his breath on her cheek, she gbened her eyes and to her horror his
syes opened as well but undar&aath his eyelids, and they were the
vyaes of the ‘other’ cne. And|then in the mast gruesome way lips
bahind’ug perfeaps inq;daloominic's own lips began to smile at her
and utter insults very softly that were, as always before, incom-
prhensible while bsing strangely familiar.

the clossd her eyss tignt‘but this made no difference,/ )4er
own eyes, with which she saw 'him', were still open—behind harcmm
eyalidal*~/ﬂhat as 'his® were behind those of the real Dominic!

Thus she would never bLe frse of him, never be able to hide from
him again! f

She made a helpless cry that hardly had strength to emergg
from her trhraat ‘but Uominic heard it,; or rather sensed it, and woke.
She saw him stirx but ths eyes behind‘his eyes remained thers gazing
at her as he blinked awake, tﬁe ‘other' lips continued talkihg
softly, vilely behind Dominic'’s!  And nothing changed when the
real Dominic said, "Anything wrong honey?", when the real Dominic
raised himself on his elbow td look at her more clossely, when he
kissed her on the shouldsr, when he kissed her on the mouth, whsen
he began hugging har—-—tha‘othar!one came closer and closer, ‘he’
kissed her shoulder and her lips,'he' hugged her,‘he’ was rubbing his
nose consolingly on her face, oh ‘he’ was so much, 8o horribly thera

and so unknawn to the real Dominic that she knaw she could never
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get away, nevar aﬁcape‘him‘even by escaping from this place, for
the two Dominics thaut horribly imitated each other,so close to
her, so cruel tie oo and 8o consoling the other, so venomously
unforgiving the trey G tender the other, suffocated her, stopped
her breathing, heid v down, pushed her further and further into
the bad!

She screamst syain and again. He jumped up and put the lights
on, shouting "Angals!  What's wrong for Christ sake? Tell me
what's wrong!® 4 w

aut evary *imé ahs looked at him the ‘other' returned. She
hid her eyes %:lf v wes still there)

“Teke thie, tohe this for Christ sakel"” he shouted, holding
tablets anit @ "glase towar'de hef.

ﬁftur.th&é.ahe skapt,. almost at once. She lay stricken,
splayed out Iiké sonwone who'd been beaten unconscious.

Durdng orie” Hey there were moments of respite. The real
Dominic weé‘#é‘aanalyg healthily there, sitting by the bed, and

But tkie ﬁigﬁtg brought back the same horror,tb:fgféss shocking

because Dominic meds sure to beﬁawake most of the time. The

she would- gaze’ st him tenderly.t

sedation was increased, but this time a nurse came to inject her
did she slumpiad asleep ‘at onue. She lay in a state of semi-coma
for several days. : )
Har thoughts remeined uncenrdily clear, however, in the rare
wpkeful momenti. Sleeping or ﬁalfualeaping she devised a plan
that matured in wakefulnass. 1t was a plan that could only be
realised at e opportuns time, and meanwhile must't be talked about.
T¢ was as i¥ shwe knew tnat the dpportunity wou ld present itself
very seon. Lt dide ' : .
One mornifig——Domiric fed &lipped dawn to the garage for something—
it was perheps the first Liwe héay'd been physlically separate for
ten days-—=—Oonyes phanasd. A
"Are you OK?" Sonya agked.
Angela‘’s volce trembled in reply and she couldn't hold back

e

A

har tears.
"You've got to get vutl”™ Sonya told her. “That man's notorious!"”
Why this chanca phonecall should have beesn her opportunity
Angela didn't know, but it was. The remark came to her again and
again in the dead of the night when she would wake, or half waks,
befare being tugged intoc sleep again by the evening injection.

5‘" \ y
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Dominic had cut down his business activities to a minimum and
aparEth?m emgylf-hour chat each morning with Greg Merrytown, now
his voica in 5an Oiego and San Francisco, he applied himself wholly
to Angela‘'s racovery, !

Graduuaily the s?dation was reduced, and it seemed that the
nightmaree had abated; In fact, something else was happening.

It wasn't that Angela cared about Dominic's being ‘notorious’,
even if it was true. But she did now believe that the only way to
rid herself oi’ the ‘other' one was to! get back her health and sanity
in her own familiar surroundings, The conclusion was, clear and
unalterable, that she must leave g;g:”;nd as qulickly as possible.

It was tFis dacigion that made the nightmare abate, and 'his®
viglte beconie less frecuent. The more she brooded on her plan to
les/8 the more shé sew the real Dominic, the less the'éothérs

And ‘the mure she.regretted her decision and decided to stay
with Dominic because he was her man and the only man she aever wanted
the 'other’s " visits returned to their former frequency and intensity.

" She witnessaed this gquite coolly under the decreasing sedation.
And she régled between the two:stetes of mind——wanting to stay and
wanting to leave, ard uuicklyfyaserting the one state for ths other
out of tarror in one ssse and Jesparete love for Dominic in the other.

At two o'tleck one morning the chone rang. Dominic was sleep—
ihg soundly, utterly axhausted.

f Tt was Sarbars BSleescn, in London.  What had Angela decided
about ths Pygmaling: produm&ioﬁé The oroducers gquite definitely
wanted her, Cssting had startsd and . ehearsals would begin in about
ten dsys. ;

"TI1) let you know in e ¥ew hours,” Angale told her and put the
phone down quickly in sase Ne sheuld woka, )

In the morning ghe told him she Felt she was getting better.

In fact, she sald, she wes strony anmugin to hear a whole day alone
without him, so if ha hed buaiﬁasﬁ in S EagCe e But in any case
-she'd appreciate & duy alone, st o test her strength. Even
Pauline mustn't nell.  What aﬁauﬁ 2 day naxt week?

He agreard, sfter glving her & strange look.

The day"wes srrangsd for the following Tuesday. He would leave
early ¥or San'DiagG%&nH be back in time for dinner. '

"] fesl so much bettar," she told him on the Friday, "I think

y M st
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I'1] take the sar out, just drive round."

"OK. "

She dirove to the airporé and got herself a ticket to Londdn.
She didr't want to do it through an agency in town in case they knew
Oominde,  Hawr next call'was to-a ‘theatrical costumier's she'd been
takas: Lo on Lhe day or the comﬁercial, not far from Warner Brother's
Burbank studios. S5he tried several wigs, finally chose a long

blonde cne,

wWith the wide-brimmed hat crammed over her wig, and largs
darv. glasscs on, she packed gquickly. The plane was due to leave
just beforé aocn but she'd started getting ready as soon as Dominic
had left-the apartment. The 'other one' made no appearance. She
felt almost Yreel

She took only a faw thidgs-——an autumn coat, a few dresses it
was oasy 50 packs Every few moments she wanted to cry at the
thoupht a¥ cunning away but it wasn't the real Dominic she was
leaving, she-knew thatl 1

Ghea "trembled as:sha ran into the underground garage to get the
Hentley, i» zsse he or Pauline suddenly appeared. 6he knew she
wouldn't heve the strength to resist either of them if they insisted
on her stevirigs 8he would hava stayed happ1lyu——mlserably-wshe
didn't know-any morel But no ong stopped her. /

As she drove the sweat prickled through her crude make-up-« “;'L““”V’
She didn't séré how grotasgue shs looked. There were traffic jamsﬁ
If she lost the plane and had to wait for another Dominic wou'ld
surely sense something and come chasing after herl i

Por the twentieth time, - waiting in the traffic. she put. har
hand out and shecked that she had her air ticket, passport and wallset.

She lockéd round at the other cars, suspicious that he was
followling her. Surely he haﬁ sensad something? He always did!

How she' yearned tu see hll?‘againl She co.uldn't., believe what
she was doing. ' |

She got to the alrport when they wers boarding. She felt a
tap on her armtand jumped with alarm 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. She rushed along. \




- 135 -~

Thankfully she only had a light suiicase and two small bags.

The airport was atrociously hot. She saw her fellow—passengers
turn down a corridor towards the amvaccdtion polnt, ahead of her.
But she was convinced she’u inlisssd e plane or had got the flight-—
time wrong or had misconstruecd tihve umber of the alrcraft. Or
that Oominic and Pauiine woulia be ihere at the embarkation point
waiting for her.

But it was right plane. Wher- abw reached the barrier the
small crowd of passengsrs bound for :ondon was pressing forward
. in a leisurely way.

OUnce through the barrier,.having checked her luggage in, she
began running quite unriscessarily.

Even on board she didn't feel sele. She took a seat by the
window 80 that she could see the elirpusri builuings. She acanned'
the other passengers as they walked oscrois the tartace.

Har hanide weare guivering. bhe kept her wide~brimmed hat on,
hex head lowarada

A hostess'a voice cane over tre antercom welcouming passengers
#board. grauaually the uncoming pasnenyers ceased, There was the
click of safaty welis being attachea. The hostesses came round,
ledsurely, amiling. ‘

Bhe nasrd the doors belng s.id hwse. The enginea started their
thunderous suiredu s ghe wanted tu wu.~ round the LaEft to see if he
oc Paullne ware o board but the ‘witach sarety velts' sign was an.

The plans drew Forward smoothly. ln a Few momen%? it was in
the air,



Barbara Gleeson had a iambling office with loud wooden floors
in Covent Garden. Three secrstaries were always slipping in and out
with invoices, contracts, manuscripts or messages that had come through
on the wrong phones. She herself :was plump, spectaéled, with an eas};
relaxed nature which mgde it sasy for her clients to believe that she
was going to keep them in work for the rest of their lives.

Har list of actors and actresses, and a few directors, was small
and sslect. Her throaty laugh was known to most of the managers, an
encouraging sound. Her appearance at provincial theatres was a
reasunably 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 positive she el er brought with her or symbol issd in
s0Me 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, siﬁce agents shared available talent fairly .
equally—;-but the important thing was that it was\said. ,
‘ She took AngeleVBourne on because there was a lucky star hovering

over har head. Perhaps it was just the way she held herself, her
-lrathar challenging glance—or was it the fact that she fell sti?ght
into work after leaving drama school and was never out of it for more
than a few days? '

Angela had 'actress due to go places' written all over her even as
a.girl. Almost you didn't have to see her perform. In fact this
was how it happened with Barbara. She met Angela in the bar of the
Yvonne Arnaud theatre and took her on on the spot, something she'd never
done in her lifes. | t .

E ;



Above all there was no one quite like 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 left a

- distinct impression behind her, even if she didn't get the part.

For three years Barbara nursed,her name with care, the Angela Bourne
file very much up front among the ‘'sgpecials’. But not pven she, with
twenty years of experience in the business, could have predicted the
kind of breask Angela got when she was offered the Bel Ani series, with
a first—claaa ticket to the Gtates and suite full of roses waiting for
her at the Beverley Hills hotel.

It was the sort of thing thaf happened in dreams and actors' autobio-
graphies but not in real life. It hapbenad rarely enough to her 'éﬁecials‘
who had major film—credits bshind them. But 1t was somehow typical of
Angela that it should happen to Her.

Even after the first-class ticket had arrived Everard Hope, with
whom Barbara had collaborated for eight years or more, had remained
cynical about the outcome.

"It's OK looking at clips but then when you've got ‘em in froéhi 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 coffes
over her director and how, whichaver way ybu liked to look at it, she'd
bought the Bel Ami series to a s?andstill because the producers didn't
like the director any more.

"Even Jill Repinsky's starting to treat her like a person," Everard
said. ‘

Anéela was 80 clearly meant for the top that she made it in one
Jump . But there was a worrying Feéture here——the fact that she was
havingvan affair with a producer wha 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 hersslf badly maulad in the process.

S5till, with a girl like Angela you never knew. Apparently thls
mini-mogul Latouche was having her for every meal and yel;ing for more

(Everard again). She might do a sort of Callas thing and mix tragedy



with tycoons but it was a tightrope-act and nothing to save you if you

slipped.:

When Everard celled one day to say Angelé had ‘'done & bunk'
Barbaera's first thought had been that the 'big fall had come already.
And unlike Garbo Angela would never get bdack on that rope because she
. .'hadn't mede her name yet. Like a lot oqLids she'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 Barbara thought
'it wise not to talk about Pygmalion just yet in case he should think she'd
inveiéﬂlad the girl away. She also hoped that Angela had been given leave
fb play Pygmalion by her mogul-lover, seéretly, without even Everard know-
ing. ! .
The hope vanished when sha saw Angela walk through the door in a
wide—-brimmed summer hat, almost falling over the secretary who'd announced

her. She was hardly recognisable. It was the face you ‘get when an

affair has collapaed, taking the furniture with it.

l. J

Barbara never lost time in coming to the noint. They kissed andi
she held'Angela affectionately by the shoulders for a moment, gazing at
her. | B .

"You've been quite 111, haven't you?" she said.

Angela nodded, her lips puckering ub, anc Barbara turned abruptly
away, lowering her hands, in case the 'actrassiﬂhaterworks‘ as she called
.them were turned on. Bhe'd forgotten that Argela was quite a toughis.

"And what about the film you made?" she asked as they sat down.

"Was that OK?" | | .

As Everard himself didn't know fhe final news about kmbition 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 golng to become of that film, I mean I looked comptietely different
for all my really important scenes." i

"Is Jill Rapinsky lining up anything new for you?"

"Not 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 recail-
ing the work they'd once done together on another Shaw play, Heartbreak
Housse, up at York.
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In'castingAfar Eliza Langford had of course teken into account her

recent breek in films. There had been picture-stories about Ambition

in The Stage and the evening papers——those first telltale snlffings of

the Fleet Street hounds which denoted future celebrity. )
| Angela had played Ellie Dunne in Heartbreek House and had 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 ons
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 & little different too.
He had privately registered Angela in his wind as an. 'un~put-downable'.
But when he'd approached Barbara about her playing in Pzgmalion q
he hadn't thought for a moment that Angela actually would leave Hollywood
to act in an over-performed Shaw classic for a fraction of what she was
earning there. He did it as a sort of 'you never know your luck® géme.
And simultanequsly he contacted several other actresses. '
Ta his astoé~ishment Barbare rang him ten days later to say that '
Ahgala was already in England and what about a contract?a
Her acceptance unnerved him. If he was to produc?ZPzgmalion that
fitted the commercial West End——that is, not too forthright, not too
dynamic, and with plenty of stage business to distract the audience from
the long speesches——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 wgsn'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 néwspaper publicity——-she was the mistress of a
‘ Hollywood tycoon, she'd become impossible to work with, she let out horrif-
,fihg scredms on the set, Hollywood directors were already terrified of
her, she alwas wore black and had danced on night-club tables stc,
., The Pygmalion cast were as nervous as Langford. Iap Berresfield
who was playing Prdfasso; Higgins said that in fifteen years of theatre
he'd learnad 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 tb create fear.
Coffee came and Angela felt more relaxed. She gazqu at the familiar
framed“theatfa notices on Barbara's walls, and the daguerfotype photos. of
Beerbohm Tree and Gefald du Maurier. 6he enjoyed hearing the bustle
of the street outside. It was dusk, though?%tlll afternoon, and 1ights ' i;“
ware going up in the shops and offices. She hoped by concentrating an -
v | these things to bring her mind back to wpat it hed been before she wentl
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‘to LA——hopefully, to retrieve her sparkle and good looks.

Bﬁt it wasn't outward sparklé she needed only. There was something
missing inside. Ever since she'd arrived at London éirgort@she'd listened
for the stirrings of new life in her but heard nothing. | She'd talked to
her mother and Louis from her hotel, expecting to feel the old thrilling

attachment, but it didn't heppen. Perhaps it would when they saw sach 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 Pygmelion but it hadn't seemed to convfﬂce
her as the reason for such a precipitate flight from Hollywood.

During her absence Louis had spent quite a ‘few weekends with her
mother and they'd become good friends. -So a lot of theatre g;ssip about
her had reached home.

She'd booked herself into a Kensighyon hotel instead of the suite at
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 unknown to her. She hardly'
ate——she was rarsly hungry. It was the same with life generally-—~the
appetite had gone.

Not even Pygmalion interested her, though she wouldn't have confessed
that under torture. She needed to sleep, sleepl! She felt heavy, slow,
older far than her mother, who had answered hér phonecall like an excited
schoolgirl.

Barbara pulled open a drawer and lald a contract on the desk. )
Angela thought without interest that it was the Pzgmalion-contract~——'
the usual Witney clauses that she knew by heart.

"This came over by the Universal Studios bag," Barbara said.

It was the contract for the Ballet Russs, series.

Angele stared at it, touched it: "Was there a note with it?!

"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 ngmalion?“’

"A lot can happen between now and the first night——-you can't éféord
to risk losing a seriesl Better lose the play!"

“Have you read the contract?”

"Yag and so has Everard, obviously, and we both advise you to sigﬁ
aor elssl”

"I']1l take it away and look at it."

"Angela," Barbara said, leaning forwad in the heavy noiselesss way

she had when an actor had to be brought abruptly to heel, "you must Pave




seen that contract & hundred times, you've been refusing to sign it for

a month or more, now teke this pen and sign the damned thing or you and 1
are going to part company, do you hsar me?"
HUK o 1]

She signed without giving the thing another glance. It was nice

" to._be forced. It gave her——almost-———a twinge of pleasure she hadn't felt

for an age. And thls was because she knew it was Dominic forcing her,
not Barbara. &he could fea% him behind her. The air stood still for a
mbment. A wave of reassurance ceme from him-—-he was suddenly close to
harl 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

S .

customary coolness.
~ And she felt him now without the dreaded ‘other' oneﬁ So far,i

here in London, she hadn't woken terrified in th4ﬁiddlevof the night.
No ghoat;Q Dominics had passed her in ths street, It was surely worth
the jourhay and the separation to be free of that!

What Barbara didn't tell her was that Everard had asked her to keep
him informed about everything that happe%ea to the girl—where she lived,
her apparenf state of mind, her friends.

"What's it all in aid of ?" Barbara had asked.

"I think the mini-mogul still wants her for breekfast," Everard said.

Barbara had gathered a few impressions about Latouche over- the previous
weeks~——that he was jealous, that he watched Angela like g héwk, aven that
he'd put a spell on her. ' i '
°  bhe had wanted to ask Angele a few motherly questions about the affair.
You were sometimes as an agent sexpectsd to. But this one was difficult.
And she decided, as she usually did in difficult situations, to leave well
alone. Her approach in work was much the same. She spent a lot_ofviime
spaculatiﬁg on action that might usaFully bitaksn, projects thatvcoul& be
developed in conversation with managers, casting agents, directors. But at
the end of the day she opted for prime miniéter Walpole's axqzm two centuries
back—'lat sleeping dogs lie'. {

It was Barbara's American CUnASCtiOD that saved her. She had as close
a contact on Broadwagp shgx;# Everarc Hope, and with thase two links much
business could bs done which invoived little initiative on her part and no
risks.

Her attitude to her ‘clients was that she was there to swell a tide

1

already going in their favour. That waskhy she'd taken Angela on—a

heavy tide was already flowing.
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.l But when Angela had léft a phone-message for her two days ago seyiny
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 takén Eliza in
ngmalion———a‘real musty 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 and might easily come over to her, she
wouldn't have told this to a soul.

There was good money behind Pygmalion—a group of investors who
obviously wanted to lose it-——sa there was no sense in Barbara pointing
out that you Jjust couldn't revive a play out of which two films and & '
stupendously successful musical had been squeezed! She had passed on
Peter Langford; offer to Angela 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 smellec disaster in Ambition and seen that Angela would
bs the one they'd blame tor it.

She was ready to put Angela‘'s file among about fifty others which might
be described as the sleeping dogs {and bitches) of the agency list. But
Everard had started phoning. The RBallet (lusse contract with its coimmit-—
ment to a top star salary had arrived inAthe overnight bag from Universal
Studios, and ‘it was clear that Angela was the type who could burn her
bridges and have them rebuilt for her in a matter of hours. The girl
was & living marvell

That was why Barbara ins 15+eu on her signing the Ballet Husse contract

then and thers. Without it Angele would have been no mare a marvel than

- any other unknown actress in a dbomed West End production. .

. She walked away row Qarbare's office with the contract in hér
bag, the copy of Pzgmalion and the letter frowm Peter Langford, but they
had no meaning foar her. She wandered round foriornly, took a coffee
in Monmouth Street at s plece with tall wooden partitions where she'd
always gone before but it brought back no warmth by associatlon, and
the coffee was drunk before she' d really tasted it.

Back at the hotel sne lay ir: the darkness staring at the celllng,
on which the lights from nearby Cromwell Hoad shed a blueish, sterile

CRN

reflection. ’ -
That day, walking ahout, she'd somatlmes felt like mocklng the

pecple round her. They were all so v1ta1 S0 %parkling compared w1th

her——hurrying hither and thither! What was all the eneryy for, the

fuss? What directives were they all anxiously “following? What was
{
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urging ﬁham forward? S0 much seriousness—-—getting on to buses,
rushing down into the Tubse, calling taxis, kissing, saying hullo,
eating, drinking—an endless wild eletric phantasmegora of motions
which she watched dully from her heavy, motionless corner of the world,

Her mother came to see her in the hotel. She prepared a nice tea
for her, not the hotel'é tea bags but & Chinese blend she knew Yvonnef
liked., Ghe bought cekes at Bonne Bouche. She expected to be excited
by the visit—she would tell her mother everything, as she'd always
dons, it would cowe bubbling out, nothing could stop it. But she must
have changed drastically. She said hardly anything.

She could read her mother's thoughts. She saw money floating about
all round Yvonne's head—and she knew tﬁat the dear darling creaturs,
looking hardly ten years older than herself, exguisitely slim in that
French way, was thinking that she'd got herself mixed up with rich and
powerful peopla and had become hard.

She wanted to explain about Dominic. She saw him for a moment—
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 trom Louis' accounts. ,

‘'Yvonne left almost without her noticing it. The thought came to
her afterwards, 'What was that stranger doing here?' Only hours later
did it occur to her that she hadn't so much as risen when. her mother
left the room, much less accompanied her down to the entrance lobby.

Her mother had said a little sadly, "Oh well, I'J better be off.
Don't get up.” , .

And she hadn't. bhe 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 almost laughed
with the pleasure of having been released from his terrlfying clutches.
She had lost her looks perhaps, her inner sparkle, but at least she '
didn't have to suffer thatl

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 an
- actress who was going to the Behamas for three months.

She accepted at once. She had the money from the commercial she'd
déna with Jamie Somerson, plus the cancellation fee from the Bel Ami
series. And sha'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."

She called at the Eaton Square address the following morning and

¥ -
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found a spacious flat with parquet floordand Fr%gcﬁ windows looking

out on to treag’and potted plants all over the plaée. It was the
..opposite of how she liked to furnish a flat——which was why she took it
| afvonce, herdly listening to the price of the rent. V

She sat chatting with the owner, a guite well-known comedy actress
‘who'd obviously found her sugar-daddy. They talked shop, exchanging
names, and Angele experienced a sensation of lightness, as if wtchlng
everything from & grest distance. : |

She noticed that people in her company behavsd with much less vivacity
than they'd dore in the'old days. Had she had suc h an: electrifying effect
on them? At all aevents, the slectricity was dead now. \ ‘

Very little charw came over from the other actress, though clearly
.she had big reserves of it. She was fhinking all the time of how she
could cut ihe interview short.. Angele got the'impression that she
thought of her as an ocut-of-work actress with money. This produced no
resentment in her, no rebsllious determination to assert herself profess-
ionally. Vihe cered? : Hon fock

Her nights were terrible, daspj*e/that the 'other' Dominic no longer
visited her. She yearned, now,- for the real Dominic. She was sleepless.
And this further affecteéd the ravages of her face. Her bQQy was strangely
unaffected. Its curves were as perfect as'before, perhéps}because of the
desire that permeated her wakef&i nights, almost as if he were invisibly
caressing her from thousands of .miles away.

She lay remembering their hours together, every movement and kiss.
She'd become so used to him, hi% light handa that had sent unbearable
messages deep into all her cells, hot and yet subtle in their touch.’ -

And his skin, his lips and tongue that seemed to touch her from the hést,
and put on her a kind of scstati§ dew. There was no relief from this
yearning until dewn came end suddenly threw a black hood over her. for
nine, ten hours——she slept ravenously, obliviously.

She movee into the flat Froﬂ the'hotel almost without knowing it.

All she had was a-suitcase and a‘couple of baygs. She wore ane dress
indoors and one outgxida, and the autumn coat kept the chill out for the
moment.

Ehe walked round the apartment for hours, gazed out of the windows,
sat in the various chairs. She ramembered the busy details of her
previous life in London-—-coffee Qith this person or that, endlesé
phonecalls about jobs finished or Jjobs about to begin, an Hour at the
Dance Centrs, é singing lasson, a visit to SamuelFrench's to buy a play-
text, and if she wasn't working at the tine, or was in rehearsal, someone

might have got her a coump for an evening show, with supper afterwards at

Joe Alleﬁ's.
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The text of Pygmalion lay whefe she'd put it after unpacking. she
didn't care if rehearsals were,aalayéd a month———ten years———ealways.

In fact they began sooner than she expected. bvery day she had to
travel to a Methodist hall in'Maida-Vale. There was good news——the loyal
at Brighton would be darkifor Ltwo weeks before their opening, which weant
that they could move therse Forzrehearsals much sooner than usual, and thus
get the feel of the stags. Nth thay moved into Town, Langford seid, he
hoped to have 'a very tight how 1ndced'

A malicious thought occurred to her that a show could hardly be 'tight’
with the key-role missing. ' She'doubted sven hedbapacity to learn the
- lines. But no panic acconnanled this doubt and she thought her indlfferen ce
might be a passing mood and once they were beyon#the readthrough stags,
moving abuui, she woulc snap back into her old professional vigour.

There was only one actress her age in the cast, the girl playing
Clara Eynsford-Hill. She was one of those people who are always flying
off.  After rehearsal she flew off to dinner. In breaks she flew off
to meks a phonecall. Angela began watching her like a curiosity. 'Clara’
was never still for s minute.

Angela was very behind the others with her lines and couldn't do
without the book for & single second.

In the thlrd week the director gave her a worried look and

|

sald, "I hope you'll be able to put the bhook cown soon Angle.”

"Oh sure!" she said, with the §1ightest trace of a Californian acﬂéent
 that made the rest of the.cast lbok-up.

More and more as they workea on the text it seemed to her & superb
idea to revive Pyymalion. The scenes were so gloriously, defiantly
theatricel. It was impossible to squeeze Shaw's. lovely text dry-——a hundred
hundred films and musicéls couldn't do itl

She herself, as tliza, had éome superb little scenes of her own which
most stage performances, on Shaw's advice, omitted. There was one where
she was talking tn a saucy taxi-driver, another where sh¢ was hav1ng the
‘first bath of her life. Thankfully. Laanord wanted them in.

The sets were going to be ingenious and expensive, and somehow théy
would create a taxi and e real buth, eve:n if it had to be done, Lang#orn
said, with lights and special sound etfects.

Also her hovel scense, where Elize says nothing but simply takes off
her skirt and slips into bed, was to begincluded. Pegple wera ‘goiny to
see a brilliant play—a romance, &s.Shaw had called it, which "two films
and a musical had made them forget.

But she saw all this mantaliy. Not & tremovbf excitement did she

4
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feel—-—not a gasp of apprehensive hope that this part might land her
at the top of her profession in & siqgle.night. Not a thought that‘
at this moment she had her professional future in her hands. uf

In the fourth week she was still clinging Lo the book—while everyonc
else was line-parfect. Pgter Langtord locked distinctly worried.

At homs she couldn't concentrate. $he could have asked any of a
dozen actor friends to come along and take her through the lines. It .-
was an expected service in the profession. But she didn't contact a
soul.

She kept putting of ¥ & meeting with Louis, who was now in Glasgow.

He told her he was geatting a week off——she let the week pass before
phoning him again. ‘

Ian Berresfield was failing to tep the Shavian nagic as he'd always
done before (in two previcus Pmealian,proaucLions). He was su preoccupied
with his own part that the fact of his leadinyg lady not learning her lines
worried him less than it might: otharwise.

"Also he was the kind of actér who dwelis on his own def'ects rather
than other people's. On the f%?e of i#ﬂngela was doing all the right
things. She revely daropped a cue, alwafs.knew hier moves—-a iittle
mechanically perhaps——also she wasv 't getting tihe comedy yet——but then
lots of actresses only get there ét the lest minute. ’

In his hearit of hearus Berreéfield thought she wasn't getting the comedy
becauss he wasn't pDroviding ths.éﬁgic. “He lookad grim and lonely, a
man of remarkabls good laok2mu—e%§§ant but robust-——guick and clever in
style~—ideal for Profassar Higgihs in every way.

He foungd  Angela sss5y to work with-——plt really .quite extraordinarily
dull after all the stories he'd ﬂéard about her. And he found her
decidedly plain, though sne hed .quite s stunning body. He concluded——
like everyone slse in the cast-——that her body wes what had got her
forward p;ofeésionaliy"

Somatimes he wished'she would fultil some of those grim auguries
that had gone the rounds before fahearsals started. At least it would
hové provided a bit of axcitemsent. As it was the rehearsals were the
most boring he'c ever expzrienced.

They moved-down to Brighton.and she shared a flat quite near the
Front with *Clara‘’, who did her glying—off bit here too. Angela sat for
seemingly hours alone in the poorly lit sitting room with its musty
fu;f;itura, staring in front of her.

Barbara caelled her from time to time——she wondered why.

Angela thought the brisk. see-air would do her good and bring some

4 -

<



- 147 =

1ife back into her face but it did nothing of the sort.

She had a mnmant of anxiety when she reckoned up what she was
paying for the Belgrav1a flat against what she had in the bank. If
the play didn't do well it wouldn't be many weeks before she hit trouble.
The Ballet Husse contract made no.provision for an advance fee, since it
was part of the 'French' parcelédeal made by Evérard months before.

The morning after she'd made thess caibulations, before she went
“to rehearsal, Barbara caelled her to say, "There are a lﬁt of dollars
waitiﬁg for you here." '

"Dollars?"

"They're the cancallation fee on Ambition. You seem to be living :
on cancellation fees! I've bad news there—the film won't be distrlbuted."
She now had the full story from Everard but wasn't going to pass it on.
"And this cheque is because of a very unusual clause negotiated I believe
on the Queen Maryl"

She mads it all sound v’bry high~up and important, even the Queen
Mary, and Angela could hardly believe she'd QGBn there herself.

She knew it was Daminic who'd cabled thé money——-wHo'd;answered her
enxé;ies of the day bsfore. No message‘camé 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 of times, though each occasion
did throw the rest of the cast dreadfully. She was getting unpopular.
She stopped the action every few minutes &nd her entrances were dreaded.
The three older women in the cast were thinking of giving her a Stralght
talking-to, as Langford didn't seem to have the balls to do it.

He was one of those directors who, to put it at its most compliment=
ary, direct with a loose hand. After blocking the moves early in the
rehearsals 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 devsloped out of chaos if only because, after
lacking to him for guidance and failing to gat it, an actor had to solve
his problems for himself.

Usually a Langford show pulled together in the last few days of
rehearsal or even during the previews. Dnce’the tachnicél rehearsal
on one of his shows had taken place on the morning of opening night,
and the dress rehearsal three hours before curtain-rise. The show had
run for threes years.

Managers trustad him, the bex office supported their trust and since
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Pygmalion rehearsals were without excitement-——né@ears, 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
"Sorryl Awfully sorry!" while everyone groaned. The pace of the perform-
ance was suffering dreadfully—-in fact it couldn't achieve one. Ian
Berresfield was desperate but still saw her distress as the result of his.
failurs. Langford could do little 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 SHB waéranted for a press interview
during lunch or morning break. There continued to be picture-stories

about her in the big—circulation nationals. Advance booking in Brighton

* was encouraging.

The problem faor 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 mainteined her as the play's centre

without leaning too Heavily on her acting abilities. One evening in

London, taking a break from rehsarsals and at dinner with one of the

. producers, he had a brainwavas. Her bath-scene would save the show.

When he got back the following day he took her aside and asked her,
"Would you be prapared to play your bath scene precisely as Shaw wrote
it, that is completely nakad for a few moments after Mrs Pearce tears
the dressing gown off you?"

He expected her at least to look surprised but she didn't.

“Naked?" sh4askad, as if fogged about the meaning of the word.

"That's what I would like," he said. "T think it might be qu1te
a knock-out."

Sha:thought for a moment and than:said, "OK".

"It's without a B—string\gind," he said.

"What about staga radulat ons—do they permit that?"

"Wa'll have to forget about stage regulations, it's anly for a few
seconds." :
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 Ambitiqn film she'd stepped out of her clothes

at the drop of a hat. , ,

For a momant ths 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 public{yy. One national printed

a half—=column picture of Angela in the nude with the headline A BATH? NOT
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BLOGDY LIKELY!

It was all developing nicely towards a popular production. which
the conoscenti would come to as wsll. Advance booking started at tﬁé
Piccadilly in Londor, and this too looked healthy.

Two days before opening she was still not line-perfect, and rehearsals
were still being held up by her lapses. The woman playing Nrs Pearce asked
her if she'd like her to gofthrough her lines with her after rehearsals,
and Angela said, guite as if the idea had never occurred to her, "Oh that
would be great!” 4

They sat up together until after two in the morning going through her
scenes agaln and again. The basic trouble was that Angela felt no anxiety
or panic. This would have provided the neceésary 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 funﬁy only by dint of Shaw's writing,
not by anything provided by Angsla. At the same time Langford saw with
relief that she wag settling inte the part the more as she became line-
confident., She gave Eliza a certain oafish quality which horrified him,
but with luck the quality of the acting all round her would soften that,
aspecially after Brighton was done. He'd 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 as never before in his carser. The producérs 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 much the papers talked about her. \

To his vast relief two runthroughs of the play went without Angela
dropping a single line or calling for prompt.

Quite unexpectedly; on tha;Sunday before the opening, a national,
one of the hsavies, came out with an important-sounding article on Shaw,
the phonetic alphabet and ¥ maiion, and featured rehearsal photos from
the future Langford orocuction. T+ was one of thoco intangible signs
by which a major success is signalled. The cast began to perk up, though
ithe pace in the runthroughs was getting sldwer and slower, and running.
times somatimes showed & twenty-ninute difference, a bad sign. But this
Jﬂga 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 ssen to be
believed. There was herdly a moment in the play unpunctuated by & sound
effect, music or voices over.

A full technical rehearsal didn't teke place until two days before

opening and resulted in a quarter of the sound-taspe being removed. This
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involved new cues and rushed léte—night rehearsals of certain scenes.
It all added to Langferd's nervous burden.

On the day of the dress rehearsal (the first one) everybody seemed
to be falling over everygne else—stagshands, lighting staff, actors.

The technical side had been up’all night. The highly elaborate stage
machinary (there were complicated sliding sets thetfitted into each

. othar) had stuck. What with simulated bathrooms, Rolls Royces and
o taxis on stage it was a wonder the actors had time or 51lence enough’to
speak their lines. B

But eomehow the rghearsal happened. The intricate scene changes ;
went without a hitch. And Angela became one part of a whole. - Her
failure to learn her lines quickly enough became historical; almost
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
portica came down in Mrs Higgins' drawing room, almost taeking the flats
-with it.

In her few spars hoﬁrs~——mostly in the middle of the night—-Angela
sat by one of the windows in her flat staring at the narrgw éea—resort
street below. Sha could hear the waves in the distancs. '‘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 exacerbate. N

Ian Berresfield chummed up with her in the }§t days of fhe rehea%%als.
As nelther of them liked pubs or heavy drinking they went to a local coffee
house together or sat in the lounge of the SGE—Front-hotel where he was
staying. He found her dullt and she was well aware of this. In the
long silences 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 Merrytown. She wanted to talk-——ﬁﬂut only on
one themel

There was a tiny pub in the street‘below,‘pnder a lamplight, and
she would watch its doors opening and claosing éurreptitiously long
after closing time, as people continued to drink and sing and play
snooker inside, under lowered lights. These illegal festlvities looked
and sounded strangely muffled and mimed. = They interested her far more
than Pygmalion. She would stare down at that pub for hours.

. ‘Bhe hadn't even decided on her make-up. For the first dress
rehearsal she slapped samething OA, hoping for the best. And such was
the looseness of the director's hand, and the enormity of his other worrles,
-that he didn't notices.

In fact luck hovered here as over many other aspects of the show—
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her c&reless 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 dressing-room mirror.
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 come
| in the wrong ones), yet dazzled and encouraged by-all the advance publicity
the show was getting. Thelir two weekes =t Brightcon were clroody booked out.,
Experiencad pros living in the area said it looked like 'the typical Langford
mess' that preceded a hit. |

Barresfield developed a temperaturs and started going hoarse but said
this always happened if he saw 'the sword of Damocles hanging in the flies'.
‘ AReally, all in all, the cast began to feel that the bad nerves were
the best augury so far. Yet nothing seemed to happen on stage. The play
went through without a hitch but it never took off. On the other hand an
audisnce full oféublicity-stimulatad expectations might supply the missing
magic. Perhaps this was one of those shows S0 impétient to reach a live
audience that it refused to reveal itself in rehearsal.
_ And of course thére was the popular notion that a bad‘dress rehearsal
‘augured a good performanée. In this case there were no fewer than three
bad dress rehearsals.

The final one, on the afternoon of the show itself,-went OK. That
was all you could say apout it. Thers was no technical trouble, excépt
that the dimmer switches went wrong and a new lighting console had to be
rushed down from Londdn. .

Thay finished an hour before the show Qas due to go up.
. Angela thought she ought to lie down in her dressinlj room, not because
she felt tired or nervous but because she'd always done that. She went
through: 'throat exercises, a few muscle-looseningroutines. - L

Laﬁgford cams round wishing everytody 1uck'énd smiling. ©She félt wévegf‘;
of bad nerves from the other dressing rooms, and wondered that people cohld
take it all so :.seriously. Langford wés impressed by her calm, though he
agreed with Berresfield that she was a bit dumb. .

There were telegrams from her mother, LOUlS and Barbara Gleason who
couldn't make it because of the apening of a 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 corkidér and Fred,

one of the, stagedoor staff, came inw4ith a huge bunch of roses. He
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put them down on a coftee table and she picked out the card, which said
‘Catarina, always', nothing more.

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 the
rivulets. There was another knock on her door-—for the guarter. 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't. ,

Fred made a second appearance——gingerly this time as it was too close
to‘curtain~up to disturb anm actor. But a phonecall had come from Ameraia
virtually giving him orders teo deliver a cable that had arrived late. He'd
meant to slip it into her mirror while éhe was on stage. ‘
, The cable said simply TONS AND TONS OF MERDE LET IT FALL FROM HEAVEN
YOUR OWN DOMINIC.

At the end of the show champagne was popped but most ofthe company
dashed: home after a faew sips. There was a ten o'clock call the next
morning for director's notes and everyone wanted to sleep. Angela was
among the first to leavs. Ian‘Berresfield kissed her on both cheeks and
said "Thank you darling”. She didn't know if it had gone well or badly. '
They'd taken a lot of curtain calls but then it was first night.

It had been one of those remarkable evenings when the audience, the
moment it sat down, seemed determined to witness a success irrespective of
what heppensed on the stage. The very first words——Clara's "I'm getting
chilled to the bone"-—-brought a laugh as if a collective decision had
been taken to stamp every line of the play as potential farce. For the
director it was worrying laughter because sn lnnse-footed, taking little
account of the text. The danger was, on thsese occasions, that the cast
‘would baginltaking little account of the text to?%nd start acting 'all
over the shop', so thqt finélly the onstage confusion reached the audience
where in fact it had originated.

But tonignht it didn't happen liks that. Laughter continued to cone
in regular wavaes throughout the evening. The cast had the feeling that
it had been swept up like a nervous child in strong adult arws.

It was the sort of avening that heppens a handful of times, if
that, in an &actor's lifs. Ian Berresfield didn't know wﬁat had hit him—
suddenly his movements, projqction, 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 dt was a second or so toé?ate. Even Angela's

"Not bloody likelyl" failed to get its rightful gushing assent. Langford
put it down to first-night stiffness. ’
Angela's bath scene -was enjoyed but no more. ‘Her sudden nakedness
évokedma surprised hush, followed at once by conscious self-readjustment
in the form of laughter. There wasn't thé?elight Langford had hoped :
for. ' '

But' all these things could bs handled before they moved into Town.
He made more notes in his‘aisle—seat than on any other first night 6f
\;.H his life. There was something about thﬁs production that defisa
’ analysis or prediction and he coﬁldn't put his finger on it. ,: -

At one time he'd thought it was Angeia. Her failure to learn her
‘1ines had sariously hindered the rehsarsals. Aé&imas he'd felt like
going to the producers and having her substituted but the lavish publicity
she was getting made that impossible. b

Now she fitted in well enough. In fact, line-wise, she was doing'
rather better than the others. '‘Mrs Psarce’ ghosted no fewer than four
times and even Berresfield had tc be prompted in a scene that had always
gone with a swing at rehearsals. ‘

Audience reception at the end was agdenigmatic. There were generous
curtein calls, the clapping was solid-——but there was a vague sense off
nothing very memorable having happened. The shell was there but not the
nut. Mixing with the audiancé 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 he'd got a flop, a hit or a mild three-month
run on his hands.

Angela walked home alone, Dominic's cable i%her bag, ons of his roses
in her coat. She hated herself for those moments she'd stood on the
stage naked, jumping up and down so that her breasts quiversd, under
about thifty 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 didn't get better during its Brighton season it didn't
get worse either, and nothing happened to stem the tide of publicity in
her favour, or the advance bookings in London. S

It soon became clear that her nude scens was pulling tHem in rather
than any brilliance in the acting. TIan Berresfield had a definite follow-
ing in the theatre but the Brighton reaction to his performance wasn't
ancouraging.

-

They all moved back to London on the Sunday morning after their last
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two Saturday performances. The first preview in London was to teke

place the following esvening, Monday, which everyone said was madness.

First night would be on the following Thursday. A dress rehearsal

took place at the Piccauilly 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 another rehesrsal the fellowing
éfternoonl and the first preview took place at seven—-thirty in the

evening. |

Ehe was happy to be aloné again in her flat. Once more she moved
about from chair to cheir aimlessly, yet with a curious sense of satisfact-
ion which shs couldn't account for. Her nights were more restful too,

"less tormented with desire for Uominic. It was as if she'd learned

at last that,because their relation was no ordinary love,circumstances
couldn't change it and they could never be separated. She felt him with

hqr all the timse, encouraging her. But he was unable {or perheps unwilliﬁg?)
to bring back her inner spaﬁkle.

) The weather ‘beceme so mlld and beautiful, with a clear autumn sun

- that made averything glitter.and flash, that she took to walking for hours

in Knightsbridge and Hyde Park.

. She continued to sleep a lot, especially now that there were no

morning rehearsals. She walked round the streets, her hands deep in‘her
pockets, and only the déy before first night did p@ remember that she

hadn't got her mother a seat for it. .She raced round to the box office

to aee_if there was anything going but the ybment she entered the foyer

she decided to leave it. If her mother rang she would ﬁell her she’
wasn‘t'proud of her per?ormance. But Yvonne didn't ring. She seemed

to know. . : " s

When she got back frum tha theatre that night there was a note on the matgAf
She bent qulckly to snatch it up, fesling that it conteained 1mportant
naws. ’ I

It said, 'I'm at the Connaught. Let's mee%tomorrow. By.fhe time
you get this I shall have seen the show. Love, Pauline.'

She stared at the note, reread it‘again and again. Pauline was
‘here! Paulinel She danced round the room. She kissed the note.

She called the Connaught 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 alone in the meantime, thinking out why
Pauline had come, daydreaming aboutAthe possibilities, wondering what the
new plan was: Bhe laughed to herself, cried, couldn't keep still.

Anyone in the Pygmalion cast, sesing her then, might have thoughﬁ:
she was excited at the way the first night had gqne. For her it had -
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Butz
pasaed'like any other night. /gIhe reception had been if anything better
than at Brighton, the laughter less foot-free. Tension had built up round
her nude scene and when the dressing gown wa%whipped of f her shoulders by
Mrs Pearce there was that sudden electric rustle in the auditorium that
denotes maximum excitement. :'Nobody in the cagt could understand it.
Nor could Langford. 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 publicity could do to
the reception of one of the cleverest plays ever written.

The silliest people had come to her dressing room afterwards to
cdngratulate her. She didn't know any of them. Even Langford came
round looking bemused, as if dupea by hié own deception. .

Ian Berresfield almost cut her. But h%&aid to his wife afterwards,
"It isn't really her fault, poor 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. Then she slept until
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 I wasn't in itl".
Angela told her, ,

"That's just what I was going to say!" ,

She deliberately didn't enquite after Dominic in case something was
wrong. If Pauline kept quiet about him too it would be a sign that nothing
had changed. She was excit%d like a youﬁg girl. ‘

They were to meet for lunch and she chose bright colours to wear.

It was still sunny and quite’ warm. As she left the flat to find a taxi
she felt she nadnt peen alive 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 and ate at one of the delis, under the glass
roof . Aﬁgela kept gazing a; Pauline and c¢lutching her hand.

"I can't believe you're herel Won't you come and stay with me
for a few days? 1I've got a spars bedroom!"

"Are you crazy?" Pauline said. "He's expecting me back tonight!

I mean, remember the man we're. dealing with!" '
"So ha‘sant you?"

"As a matter of fact I suggested it and he jumped at the idea, so
- quick that I was on a plane inside two hourspffthe suggestiopl"

- Pauline was dressed nicely in a short-sleeved wool‘dress, thickly
striped in primary colours. Her hair fell about her face in a way
that inexplicably suggested happiness to Angela. ‘ \

"And how about you?" Angela asked her. "Have you found anather -
boyfriend?" ?



"Oh yesl" Pauling looked away shyly,-half laughing. "I'm never
/yithout ohe for long. .I get passed from one to the othﬁr-—-l mean |
they all know each other!"

. They had pastrami rolls and coffee. At one end of the Market
a man was clowning with birds and a'dﬁg, and tap-dancing. The souﬁﬁ
of his old record and tapping feet echoed under the roofs.

"I thought Dom was going to die thn you left," Pauline said.

"Die?" ' '

"Oid you think he'd be happy?"

It was the first time Angela had really thought about that side
of it, so deeply was she convincéd that Oominic had the strength to
bear anything. ' | PG

"But Pauline I couldn't bear seseing tha#hther Dominic all the
timgm—-|" ,

"Oh we both realised that. And he agreed that you had to go.

In fact one day when I started criticising your behaviour he cut me
of f with 'It's the only way she could have done it'." She patted )
Angela‘'s hand. "I'm not over here on & moral mission honey so don't.
get scared!" GShe broke off for a moment and sat up very straight,
scrutinising Angela with slightly narrowed eyes. "Do you know I found
out who the other Dominic is or rather was? HeWas somebody Dominic's
been hiding from me— just as you've been hiding Caterinal":

Something cautioned Angela-———she thought perhaps it might be
Caterina herself—rnot to say anything.

“Can you tell me what this other Dominic looked like?" Pauline went
on. "0id he look the same as Dominic?é

"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
utterly reall It wasn't even ghostly. I could have sworn I saw an
actual persoﬁ standing there and only afterwards did I realise there

couldn't have been."

1

“But he was standing there. He was real. Only he wasn't in the
flash., Dominic went . through hell in about three FM sessions while I
squeszed the truth out of him."

“What truth? That he wanted to harm me?"

“"Listen Angela why don't you two stop maeking 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 away!"

"But I couldn't stand it any more—1 was séck{ You saw it

yourself "

i
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"Because you were making war on him}"
"met"
"First you made z ssparate deal with one of his own producers,
then you madae a film he <ldn't have a Finger in although he was the
man who got you over tihcre, then you did those nude scenes—-you did
all these things without a thought, because you were an actress and
thought you were the sems person as you'd been the year before. And
you weren't! Everytnhing had altered and all you could talk about was
. your career! You'd found your affinity,'which is something that happens
in a hundred years! NMost people don't even know it's paossible. And
you treat it liks another love affair. Now either you're with your
affinity or you die! There are no two ways. Are you two going to
kill each other—--because that's what you're going to do if you don't
" get together and agree on prioritiesl” . .
“But we are together. We've never had a quarrel. He didn't mind
| me doing the Ambition film, in fact he was proud of me."
"Of course he was! But don't you see you have other lives to cope
;ith which may rot see sye to eye with that? So Ambition fell to ‘pieces!
Nothing happened as either you or he wanted it to happen. You pulled it
down by having that allsrgy every time Jamie Somerson touched you, and
Oominic pulled it dowr by setting, his demon}freel"
"Waes that the truth you squeezad out of him, about the demon?"
"It was he who pulled the film down, with your uncohscious halﬁ,
it was he who killed Saul Weinand aﬁd took away your good looks so -
you couldn‘t be an actress any more!" | .
"Hé killed Saul? What do you mean?" ‘ . . fi'f
"I'm talking about your other lives! GSaul died, didn't he?
The film collapsed soon afterwards. A&l kinds of unfortunate things
happened——lights crashed to the ground, ﬁgtpennance was beaten up.
Let's admit that unfortunate things happen anyway but surely it's
strange that as soon as Saul died the demon actually began appearing
to you, which it had never done before!™"
"But my allergy happénsd hefore!"
"That was the war you.were making on yourself, on your own body!
It was your own past calling out to you not to be a fool. You spend
hundreds of lifetimes trying to get together with your affinity and you fritter
it away--l Tphgse formar lives are active forces naw Angela, and if we
don't come te terms with them they get-on top of us and make us repea;

the old miserias, and I Jdon't want that to heppen!”
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Pauline gazed around the Market for a few moments. Then she
sald quietly, "Angela, you behave like a child closing its eyes to
the world outside. But don't you see the demon won't let you be
anything under these circumstances, won'tllet you enjoy éﬂnything,
he won't even lst you have your own facel"

Angela nodded. | _

"A bomb falls in your life," Pauline went on, "and you treat it like
a home-made fire—cracker."

“So Dom 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 oQaf aother pgople
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 powarful and feared man that he dominated most of Dominic's
subsequent lives. But the thing is Dominic doesn't seem to know he's
thaere. He can wbrk 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 with Ogminic." : ‘ . "

“Then he's still inside Dominic?”

"Oh surel It accounts for bominic's frequent ruthlessness.

It explains the power he has over other people-—over me! The demon
taught him this many lives ago. Dominic can radiate fantastic psychic
powar when he wants to. But it isn't always good power. And so it hits
back at him. Things start going wrong-—is 1im projects rall through,
you run away. Then he needs the demon as a protection. It's a kind of
vicious circle. Now Dominic didn't like 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 fhis was what triggered

the demon off."

"Well then," Angela said, "it's the same as what we were talking
about on Catalina Island. It meéns I either have to give up Dominic
or give up acting."

"But you can't give up Dominic."

"Oh I can tryl"“ }

"You can kill yourself! Isn't tha%what you're doing now, bit by
Bif every day?" '

"I suppose so," Angela said defiantly. "But I might prafer that
to giving up my art.”

 "The art has given you up, it's heppened already,"” Pauline said.
"You saw that in my performance last night?" Angela asked alhoét in

a whisper.

-
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“Yes."

"Ang7what am I to do?" .

"Either you stay with'your affinity in perfect aécord or you die."

""And how do I live while being in perfect accord with him———what
‘do I do with my mind and training and afl the interests I've had since
I was a little girl? The stabe means life for me, so living with my
.affinity means death for me tool"

“That was why Dominic became a producer, he saw it was the only way
" to hook you. Put in another way, he knew long before hq met you who you
were, and he was guided into the profession that would help you most.
But you have to do the acting}ha wants you to do, in his way."

"Ohl" ‘

"I thought that'd arouse a scream! 1 made it sound real bad,

I know. But just think about it. What you won't understand is that
your affinbity Jflahes for you whatever you wish for yourselfl Whatfg
he wants is what you want, there can't be any other way between two
affinities, because they're aspects of the same essence! It's because
neither of y&u could really believe this that you started going separate
ways. He should have given way over Max Pennance, not made war on him,
evarything bad started from there. That was because power-hunger took
over, the demon was tapping him on the shoulder again."

"o you want me to return to LA?"

"Place has nothing to do with it. Nor has the question of whsther
you and Dominic are together. You can be sixqthousand miles away from
each other but still make war on each other! 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 that," Angela said reflectively. “We've never
had @ real talk, not like lovers—about silly things or practical things.
No arguments. They haven't bsen necessary. We could be together for
haours aﬁd hours without saying a word—and then at the end it would

feel as if we'd sald whole books to sach otherl"

Pygmalion at the Piccadilly defied the popular notion that a second
night is always a let-down. Angela‘'dbath scene got such a spontansous
roar of epproval that it had obviously been stampdd in the public mind

as the show's imprint or signaturs.
But the reviews hardly mentioned her. Some of them talked mildly

-



“about Ian Berresfield or about former orcducticns of Fyginaliun wisn

this or that actor had done memorably . But her name was attached firmly
fo the nude scense. There might have been a collective decision among
the critics not to acknowledge her actiné abilities in any degree.

Reading the Financial Times review she found herself hating Dominic
for the first time. Ghe let the paper fall to the floor and stared
' across at the french windows. It looked as if the demon had done his
work wall.

+ Congratulations poured in. Friends playing in rep out of Town
called her up and said, "We must try and get .Qp to.see you Angiel"
They had all heard it was awful. But publicity exercised its own spell,
" .turned the most forthright of them into hypocrits.
o Barbara Gleeson called to discuss the television offers that were
coming in. Angele wae invited to appear on the chat-show——rating,
ten ﬁﬂillion. Ehae Qaa the 'not-bloody-likely girlf! She refused.

"But Angela, why?'

“Becauss I'm not interested."

Barbara didn't press her. After all hers Qas 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 bax office was hot with activit4from ten each morning. People
could have walked a few yards. down the street to the Windmill Theatre
and seen a two-hour nude show: for perheos less money but the insertioq
of a five-second nude scene into a play by Bernard Shaw seeémed to have
captured a hidden markat. | P |

Angela persuaded Pauline td stay a few more days. and got tﬁe spare

bedroom ready for her. ' They sat up talking every night after the show.
: Dominic had to be given an account of thesé conversations the day after
by phone—-while Angela was at the theatre. She always knew whether he'd
called, the moment she stepped in the door. Something iurked in the
air, a subtle happiness.

But she never spoke to him herself. It would have been too much
for them. They both knew this.

"He wants me to bury myself in Venetian history," Pauline told her
one evening. "That's why he's letting ﬁe stay." She added, "Did 99u
ever hear of a guy called Wooten or Wottin in British history?" -

"No."

, ~ .

"He came up in one of my FM sessions with Oanic. He's connected
with your Venetiaq background. Only we can't tell when, or in what
capacity. I'm going an the assumptién that an Englishman resident in
Venice must have been something important, pussi?ly in the consular

service."
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Pauline got a tamporary reader's ticket to the British Library
and spent several mornings there reading up Venetian history. Angela
realised she didn't want ner to succeed. There was something about
that ‘Venetian background® that frightened her. She wanted to tell
Dominic for God's sake to stop trying tdﬁig up horrors from the past!
But she'd said it often enough to him 14Fhe LA days. Then her concern
died and a certain dumb, submerged curiosity took its place. "

Pauline asked her one evening, "Do you want to see Dominic again?"

"Well of course 1 uoli I'm not alive without him——didn't you éay
80 yourself?" l

Pauline gazed at her, smiling. "Do you realise he doesn't know
that? 1'l1 tell him tonight. Maybe hé}Iligo out and eat ‘something."”

“Ha isn't eaiing?"

Pauline laugned. “Are you?"

“Not muchl!® ' | .

The following day she came back with news about the Englishman
resident in Venice. A Sir Henry Wotton had been English ambassador

in that city in the first years of the seventeenth century.

Pauline had come acruss his name in connection with something called
'the Spanish Plot' which took piace in Venice in the year 1618. No one
was certain that it had in fact beer = Spznish plot, or wihat tie plot
was. At that time Spaniah embeassies were regarded as hotbeds of secret
intrigue and were blamed for almost anything suspicious that happened.

Whatever the nature of the plét iys axposure caused sudden horror
and confusion in venice. In the couﬁ? of two onthree nights between
three and five hundred men—mostly Dutchmeri, it was said-—-were strangled,
drowned in the canals or hung in pubiic view.

The Venetians themseives were dumbtounded. No one knew what it was
all about, except that there had been a plot to overthrow the Venetian
- republic. " The matter wasn’t sven discussed in the senate. There were
no official statements. Unly forsigners iike Sir Henry Wotton ‘made
reports about it and despatched them homa}ﬁotherwise we wouidn't know
about the plot to this day. .

A French secret agent valled Jacques Pierre revealed the plot. He
had once been in the hirse of the Duke of Usuna, at that time Viceroy
of the Bpanish state of Naples. Buygven Pierre didn't know exactly what
plot he was revealing. . .

Only the ‘Inquisitors® of venice, three men appointed secretly as
a psrmanent government agency to run the spiés of the city and, it was

sald, to organise secret or political murders and then suﬁpress inforhation

-
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‘ aboﬁt them, knew what:pldtlor hlota thay were dealing with. Possibly
the 'Ten' as they were called, another gévernment agency of ten men
with much the same function as tﬁg 'three'but fewer powers, were also
tin the knaw. 1

"Do you remember," Paulire asked her, "thoss numbers 3 and 10 coming
up in Dominic's FM sessions? Well there they are as plain as your
fingerl” ' e

Angela felt momentary horror-——but not at the strangsness of that
numerical connection as at the woe all this might unfold for herself and
Dominic now, hundreds of years after the event. Something whispsred to
her that it was better if none of this was mentioned, thought about.

But she found herself powerless either tﬂ‘speak or close her ears to .
what Pauline was saying.

The story went on. The thres Inquisitors didn't have the conspirators
arrested. They watched them guisetly for ten months instead.

On the face of it tha Duke of Osuna was plotting to overthrow the
Venetian republic by mustering a amall‘foreign army inside its territory.
But the truth was that the Venetian government had made a secret deal
with the Duke to ov erthrow Spanish power in Naples. The army was
mustered inside Venice with ths full awarensss 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 Ouke of Usuné
raevealed by the French agent Jacques Pierre? It provided a cover story
under which Venice could move three to five hundred French and Dutch '
soldiers into the city. Officially, if an official explanation was
ever required (that is, if the Spanish Foungéut), those troops were
to protect the city against the Duke of Osuna. ,

Samething did go wrong. No one gutside the Thres of the Ten-cquld
say what but it suddenly became necessary to get rid of every single
foreigner who had aentered the city in the Duks of Osuna's service—and
quickly too.

Parhaps the Spanish embassy'had got‘wind of it. Apart from being
a great imperial power at that time Spain maintained a most elaborate
international spy system which pensetrated nearly all foreign govefnments.
Open defiance of &Spain was something no étate, laasf:of all .the tiny -
Venetian republic, could afford. Between three and five hundred murders
therefore had to be organised—and the incident had then to be so hushed
up that not even later historians could do more than guess at the real

) atory.
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"Now do you remember Daminic complaining that the soles of his

feet hurt in one of the FM sessions? He said he felt he'd besdn trekking
miles, couldn't bear his feaet to touch the groun9ény more. I think he
_was bastinadoed, in his Venetian life. The bastinado was the caning of
the soles of the feet, a torture. And I also think that Dominic was
one of the conspiratars—~—one of the men, French or Dutch—who were
'~ moved into. Venice and later removadi"

. "He was French," Angsla 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
of her stomach that in some way she and Dominic wouldn't survive this
latqat knowledge. .

"I hate all this," she said very quietly. "You don't know what
things you might be raisingl You talk about me taking it all lightly
but terrible memories should be laid aslespl"™

_. "Even when they make your present life impossible?" p' :
“But why can't we just live now?" | .
"Because you caﬁ't Angela," Pauline said. "You self-gvidently and
demonstratively can't! You're both in misery at this moment, you're -
separated and lonely and. you can't get on with your work, you've lost’
your looke and virtually your profession jand you ask me why you can't
live now! Honestlyl" ' | '

Angela nodded. "You may be right."

Bhe could hardly get through the performance that evening. Running
time was twelve minutes longer than usual and she was sura she was the
reason. o ‘ |

When she got back to the flat she suddenly said to Pauline, "If
you find out in yeur researches that I did something bad to Dominig in
the previous 1ife his demon's going to getjto work again~—you'll seel"

"It's just what we're trying to prevent."

Angela was restless, worried. "Why ‘can't we live togsther like: .
other people?” she repeated. “And forget what we did centuries ago?" -

Pauline made a big sigh of impatience. "Because yoJre affinitias!"

For a time Angsla thought she should phone Dominic and beg him to
give all this up. But she knew it was uselass. She remembered the
obsessive look in his 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 her.
The next day Pauline told her that Dominic wanted her back at once.

\
¥
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Sha'd collected enough data.

* * *

\

About twenty days aftarjPauline had left Barbara Gleeson called .
her and said, "I think we'd better meet. It's quite imphrfant." .

She wouldn't say over the phone what it was. They arranged to
have lunch togethar;at Rule's that same day.

They met at the entrance, arriving almost simultansously, and sat
downstairs over a drink waiting for;a table.

“Well hera's the news,"{Barbara said. "And don't ask mes to help
you make a decision because 1 refusa»theAresponsibility. Your producers
in Los Angeles have bean in contact with me througthverard. Thay{ve‘
also been in touch with the ngmalion management. They want to buy you
out of the Pygmalion contract.”

*They could sue me out of it if they wanted to."

“I know."
"And why is this?" Angela asked.
"To start the Ballet Ruess saiies. ihey want you in Venice as soon

as possible.”

"And you've no profassiénal advice to give me?"

"Well," Barbara said, "ths play's doing awfully well and TV offers
are ohming in thick and fast. It all depends odwhere you want to go,

I mean carser—wise——to the top hers or the top in Hollywood. The
possibilities in both cases are great!"™

whioh was tantamount to saying precisely nothing, the way Barbarh
intendad it.’

"I'11 think it over," Angela said. .

“No. They won't accept that. Either you make your decisign today
or they're going to crack down on you legally."

‘ Angela took a sip of her drink and at that moment saw the waiter
beckoning them upstairs to their tabls.

\ "I1'11 think it over," she said, getting up. And she wouldn't say
another word about it throughout lunch,

6he knew that the legal threat was ons of Dominic's little JDkBS,
she Jjust knew it. ,

And of course next day Barbara called her, evan more in awe of her
than before, and said, "It's OK, you can think itover as’ ldng as you 11ke
as long as you'rs in Venice by the endhof the month."

Thqyilaughad together. |



- 165 =

N i
i
|

The Pygmalion management had apparentiy asked a big sum for her

' release, confident that it would never be met. When they got an affirm-

"ative answer less than twelve hours later they thought it was a hoax.

Her mother suddenly turned up at&he flat. It was in the middle
of the afterncon and Angela was asleep. In a flurry, apologising for
not having invite;iZQ the first night, she threw on a dress and then got
her tea.

When they were sitting down together Yvonne told her, "I've been 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. It had always been some-
thing of a joke for Angsla.

Unknown to anyone else Yvonne had been to him once before with
questions about Angela. It had bean several months before the Bsl Ami
offer. His picture of Angela'é future had seemsd so wild and improbable
that she hadn't said a thing about it. He'd predicted stardom, a trip
to Hollywood, one or perheps two 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 addsed cryptically, "1'm not saying she's going to be
fortunate or happy."”

Paul's method was to examine the chart in detail but then to discard
it and start talking. Some second force then seemsd to teke over, and
it felt as if hé was more or less rspeating words that fell into his
head. Indeed he often sald that the charts were ‘only something to .
look at, to start me off, like a crystal Sallz ‘

On this latest visit Yvonne wanted to know about Angela‘s relationship
with the producer Latouche, whom she'd heard about from Louis and spoken
to on thg phone in a state of inexplicable fear.

His reply was quick and simple; "The man i%evil."

She asked him to say more but he refused. Sha went from him to the
friend who'd first put her in touch with him and asked her, "What does it
mean when Paul refuses to talk?" _ C,

"Well, he never says anything if nhe 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,

and Pygmalion."




"Did hae?"
“I didn't believe a word of it so I didn't tell you. When I went

to him last week 1 asked about your producer friend."

“Oh do stop hedging mummy! What did he say?"

"He sald he was evil and wouldn't say any more "

Angela leaned back with a laugh which shocke d Yvonne._ "Everybady
says that! In fact he's known as the killer!" o

"What are you doing with a killer then? ' DoAt you see what harm
it's done you? What's the good of heving success if you aren't happy?"

v "I didn't ask fof successl It just happened! And I'm unhappy

because I'm not with hims that's all.”

"And why aren't you with him?" Yvonne asked her, slim and‘compdsed
as she always was.

"Oh I can't Qb through all that!" Angelé replied angrily. "I 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]"” )

"Of course they do. But that's wh. I'm talking to you., 1 think ,
that while you might be unhappy now you'll be fai@nhappier in the end if
you see him again."

"But I'm not looking for heppiness ény more than I am success! I
Just want to be with the person I.belong to, that's alll It's very simplel
And if you or Paul like to call that person avil then I suppose I must be
too. but there®s nothing I can do about it."

"Are you gure you're not looking for happinaess?" A

“Oh of course I am, but it can't happen without le." iwaidn't Kknow
what being alive was betore 1 knew him, and when I'm aot with him I°'m dead,
you can see it yourself."”

"So what went wrong to make you run away?"

"How do you know I ran away? 0id Paul tell you that too?"

"No. * I just know. You couldn't sfand it any more——perhaps you;
couldn't stand being so happy!l Or perhaps you couldn't stand the evil."”

Yvonne got no reply to that. They talked about the show, which
she'd sesn with & friend the previous week. Yvonne was always blunt in
her criticisms. It was one of the reasons why Angela did so well at
drama school. ! ’

"You acted as if you were understudying ycurself just for the one
evening,”" she said.

At home that evening Yvonne called touis and urged him fo coms 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 himseif the following Sunday merning, having taken
a night-train from Glasgow. Angela had just got up and seemed no mors
interested in him than she woula 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 lafge breskfast he enjoyed, with massss of black
coffes.

"I haven't seen Pygmalion yet," he said. "I heard you wers great."

"Whoever said that's an idiot. Who was it?"

“Well perhaps it's just the.impression I picked up from the papers."

"Thay hardly talked about mel!" She laughed. ."You actors are all
the samsel! You lose your heaus whenever you see somebody hit the Jack~
pot——instead of finding out who you are and why you'rs doing the work
you're doing, and what kind of jackpot you're after!"

"All I want fo do is survive,” iouis said quietly.

"You survive with what you ere inside, not with bit-parts in bad
rep productiors,” she sald harshlv. '

She saws Trom the sire aof his stomach that he was drinking too much
beer. |
He found her stinging, unsympathatic, and he was glad to leave.
6he didn't ever kiss him. And he wasn't able to say a word to her about
Latouchs or any other aspect cf hér private life. She had changed just
as you would expect someone who't. hit success to change. But there was

a deeper change as well, 'the oppos}te to what success usually produced.
It was this that put hir in awe c%'har. He became aware of his own
weaknesses while with.ner, not hers. He felt a peculiar flutter of
apprehension at the thought aof making any enquiry into her privats lifa.
One lookAffgr her would have settléd the issue. |

He ret urned to Glasgow the same day. She cried after he'd left.
She didn't like the way she'c trqéted him. He'd looked so fresh, so
delightfully inexpariénced. That was what they'd shared in the old days,
the.lack of experience. -

And in less than five months she'd not onlyérown up but—rto judge
from his epprehensive glances at her———bacome a forbidding individual.
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" the taxi was waiting.

' tike many psopls thrcugh the ages Angela had:fcund Venice a damp,
smelly; slippery prison-on her first visit; At low tide the canals
became filthy ditches, at h1gh they were lugubricusly oily and daﬁk . .
Fog descended on the rcofs early in the svening, stinking of the chemical

plants at Marghsra. . Tha pala221 looked derelict and abandcned, green

with decay. . The continuous pa551ng of steps on. theﬁarrcw calle outside

her hotel=-window depressed her. Voices bccmed between the walls all

.~ night. 1In comparlson she'd found Florence lively and full of colour

and fun, w1th the best shops’ in the "world.

This time, when she” arrived at the . Marcc Polo airpcrt, a tax1-launch
was waiting for her a few steps from the customs shed, and her su1tcases
wers whisked qu1ckly ‘away ‘without 1nspecticn. She expected a productlon

assistant or at least a member cf the crew to meet her but instead a tall =

" man in a yachting sweater stepped forward as she walked into the recepticn

hall and Sald, "Signcrina Angela Borna?" and pcinted tc the quai where

It was a clear evening, chilly. She sat in- the dimly 1it cabin allt
alone, feeling a- vague’ axcitement, like the firs gtirring of- the blood

during ccnvalescence. ‘ The boat Kept a lcw knottage,-steering between

. the wooden piles. that marked: the entrance lane into the city.; She lookedf

A "'at these stcut, sea—rotten staves, tied fast together in threes, and felt

a strange Familiarity with them. . The lagccn lay soft- and flat all round,
and gradually the lights cf Venice became clea‘ among the shadcws of
towers and domes, as they drew near  San Michele. ] A
The man, out51de at- the wheel, ‘didn't say a wcrd all way. She—knew
she was going to a hctel but had forgotten-the name.'r” ‘ -
She expected work : to. begin the following day, the boring readuthrcughs,

the rehearsals, all that nonsense againl She only hoped that Pennance
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wasn't the director on this one because it would only be the repetition

- of a terrible nightmare in new surroundings. But of course Dominic would

naver permit such a thing.
It had all gone so smoothly. -She'dipﬁoned Barbara Gleeson one
- afternoon—quite without knowing even a minute before that she was going
to do so——and told her she would readily leave the Pygmalion productioo.-_

It had then bsen arranged that she should continue in her part for

R R AR T LA T A TR

a further twenty-one days to allow time for another actress to take over

-
;

her part. -

The air ticket, together with the reservatlon—sllp for her hotel,’
‘had arrived from Los Angeles v1e 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 Berresfield. eipped champenge perplexedly together at the end of
the last show, ‘and that had been that: She left the theatrs on foot-

- and walked all the way home. : -

‘The taxi gathered speed efter San MlChBlB 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 Hlva degli Shlavoni, then came the lights from St Mark s Square and -

~ X the Plazetta, Flashing on the water among files of black empty gondolas
o " rising up and down on the slight wash. - -

She dldn't know what emotions were going through her, only that it.

was almost too much. f She knew naw that she'd seen it all before—-—but
not on a former visit: in this present lifel- All the-other memories cama
welling back. She was so hopelessly confused when the taxi—man pulled
the cabin-doors cpen to. help har: up the slippery steps to the Gritti“

) ‘Pelece entrance that he almost had to carry her up..; She left her bag.~

.. . in the cabin—hs was.suddenly behind her with it in his hand, smiling
: ’ peternally:_ She kept dabbinéltoe teare awé} with her ?fngerS'like~aAf

- child.. - Her cases wers already in the epertmeot before she arrived. :; -

: - There were two bedrooms, a sitting room on the Grand Canel énd-even- ‘a_

C " kitchen. .l vse

- ) S . She etood at her window g521ng down at the oanal as: the veporetti
- - pessed with their bubbly-sounding engines. There was no- note From“

Dominic. She was surprised that even no% none of the crew hed contected

her——na prduction assistant, no’ director.-l Not & word et,toe deek downe :

L : . stairs as to when she would be needed next day or whers. No flowers of

waelcome.
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- quite awaka- yet. C -

S o« ] watch the boats underneath. * Then she walked to the Zattere wherae she
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She remembered a restaurant nearby where she'd eaten "with Louls-—-

1t was like a baronial hall, with a massive fireplace. She hurried there

f

.after she'd changed, as it was late. I?Mas crowded but they found her

a table in the corner close ‘to the Fireplace, wherse logs blazed. It was

much too Hot but she was content.
Afterwards she strolled through the calli in the dead of night,

- listening to the scho of her steps and the howling of cats-—-through the.
Campo San Maurizio, along the Calle Larga‘fxl1 Marzo to San Moisgé, in the-. -
i surprisinglyidry cold air,"-There wers groups of people here and there,

their voices:Booming between‘the walls. She remembered from her v151t
with Louls,that Venice never really went to sleep.\ Even.in the hour
before dawn you could see people talklng together, or sprawled out ‘on
the café chairs: - She heard laughter. Thers-was the distant cough ot

a vaporetto, perhaos the last.of the.night, as it pulled in at the -

Giardinetti close to Harry's Bar,‘wherehsne'd-sat‘vith Louis and an Italian

actor who'd looked, she now'reoalled, a shade like Dominio.. She went
through all the scenes of her last visit-in her mind,: retouching them with;

her present feelings of familiarity, so-that they-became_complete experiences

" for the flrst time. j : W e T

G B . .
She woke early next morning to warm clear day. Light burst.in from

- the Grand Canal and the:- flrst passenger. boats of the day-began passing

each other and crossing from one bank to the other, and queuing to moor

at the Eontlll- Venlce s rush hour was Just beglnning and. she oouldn't

-+

walt to get- outside. . T ; i . -

She dressed qulckly and went to a oafe she remembered on the spacious

' Campo Santo Stefano. ' She took a capucolno and a brioche standing ‘at the -

bar like everyone else, sipplng sleepily and gratefully,rexoited by the
dense bltter-sweet tasta of. the coffee and the clean blindlng sunlight -

outside and the subdued early-mornlng way everybody stood around, not-, . -

- a P Rz
‘ - ]

-

She crossed .the wooden Accademia brldge, staylng an 1t for a while

took a second ooffee, sitting down this time, closs to a veporetto ' station.

=T} that the exhaust drifted aoross the cafe tables. in blue clouds every time

one came in. She felt the sun on her face and was at orice reminded of LA.

and’ Catalina Island. She drank the sunllght in after not Feellng 1t for

: so-long, and gazed ‘across the water at’ the close—packed houses and humoed

up with a sharp clattering noise. -

|

1

J

c i ;

bridges of the Giudecca.- _ The shops were openlng, their shutters sliding - j
- :

|

She returned to the other side of the Canal slowly, looking at

everything round her. She walked to the Square,- which was still largely
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laugh.:
i She would gladly let winter pass into. spring and spring into summer,- f'-:i-

iheadquarters. " Close to the theatre it stank under the arches ‘of urine,

!Vthe canals were full of plastic refuse and dead shell—fish encrusted

. fragmenting in. the. oheﬁical smog. - e S - -
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deserted, then along the Aiva degli Schiavoni to the Giardini. - Thers.

_sheltook & boat to the Lido. It was crowded with workers and she stood

outside in the-open air, swaying with the boat, feeling that soft musingk (

detachment that travel inside Venice seems to induc#even in its inhabitants.
The quai at the Lido was'orowded and people werse rUnning for the‘buses.

She walked dawn the main thoroughfare to the sea=front and stood looking. -

at the Hotel des Bains where Thomas Mann had cited his Death in Venioe -

and where Visconti had made his film. Louis had brought her here.

The sea was sluggish, and there were few people about._: The hotel was

o closed. * She looked up-at the balcony from which Aschenbach had watohed

the gypsies perform, when the plague was making its first ambiguous appear-

. ance, and remembered the mocking laughter of the harlequin in the film,

the way he put out his tongue at the guests just before disappearing.~

- It was funny——she dldn't feel Vanlce was a different place from the
one she'd hated on her first visit. Perhaps disliking it was part of
the experienoe of knowing>it; perhaps too there was something:remorseleSS“fu.

in the city which one sensed the first time but quickly forgot when the

&

|

|

beguilement began... . ' |
) It was still a prison despite the gilding ofthe sun. - How was it-

she could knaow that? But she felt she didn't mind being caught in this _' L

|

|

i

\

|

prison, didn't even mind: 901ng down into the sea w1th 1t it was such a- -

lovely gllded cage, on: certain days, and even the rain and the mist

whispered things to you. These thoughts surprised her, almost made her
There'd been no note at the hotel desk that morning, no sign of the
existence of a Ballet Husse oompany, not a word from Dominic. "~ She didn't- Tl

cars. She was in no hurry at all..- She could wait, oh;, days. weeksl

waiting and wanderlng and gazing, still trevelling from San Zacoharia -
to the leD every day and back again, still strolling through the calli -

behind the: Fenice Theatrse, where Louis had made a sort of operational S

with black oil, olinging to the canal walls. . But she knew what. the ] _
city was’ saying to her how. It was that the world didn't deserve Venice ﬁ.:;’“
so Venice was .like the harlequin putting its tongue out and slipping ]
further and further- down and-its mosaics. and domes were corroding and £
Sometimes when she stood on . a bridge gazing down 1nto the water

she felt she was there in the water gazing up at herself and the mellow.
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stonework. It was a disturbing sensation..

The walking and the air gave her a great appetite and she returned

:

‘to the Accademia to eat at Montin's, where she'd been with Louis and a . -

group of.fenice technicians. She sat in the courtyard behind with its
gravel paths and remembered being told that Eleanora Duse and d'Annunzio -

had sat here talking for hours. She ordered her --food without fuss,

" pointing to what she wanted. She seemed to know that San Pistro alla

l
ggglla was a fish filet and it was. She drank white wine mixed with™~
mineral water so as not to get tipsy. Bits of Pygmalion kept floating

~into her mindf-perhaps Dusa’s ghost.was‘hovering over the place; with ‘5

thoughts of theatre: ? She was amuged by Eliza Doolittle and realised
only now how she should have playec% what a triumph it would have been
had she not been under a spell, had the demon’ not_stolen her acting -

abilities! She felt that Dusa’ didn't blame her for abandoning her art

for love. ) a
The Eliza lines made- her laugh 'She was a little tipsy after all.
How odd that the lines hadn't seemed Funny at. the time! It felt as if

only her.body had been 1n the play. .She 'looked. round the crowded court-.

“yard. - Other people were smtting at her table, equally absorbed in-their . -

own thoughts, obv1ously people who worked nearby and wanted to get away:

- quickly. Was she comlng to life again? -

Close to her hotel. in. a corner’ of the Camp%Santa Maria del Giglio,
a woman was selling roses cheaply. She bought three or four dozen and
expected them to fall to’ pieces in her’ arms, at that- price. But- they
didn't. She asked for vases at. the hotel desk and some were- went up. i
She had an. enJoyable time cutting and separating them and’ deciding where .
they should go. There. were burgundy reds, Sonyas, tea—yellows. It~
felt as if Dom inic had got them for her, or rather that he'd planted
the woman down. there at the corner. - i é o o T Z' o
She sleDt for two hours in the afternoon, realising how exhausted

she was.- She took ancther coffee in the Campo Santo Stefano. So life

‘went'on.  She bought herself. underwear along the Mercerie, and "perfume.

in the Calle Larga XX11 Marzo. * _She wandered about, ate two hearty mea15»_
a day, lay on her bed for hours watching the subdued liqu1d flashes of : ‘
light from the Grand Canal on the ceiling. ) It continued fine for days-— i

i
~Chlll and clear at night, then the radiant mornings.

She knew what had happened. . She was Caterina again. . Sha realised
it suddenly walking past the cake-shop in the narrow calle leading from.. ~

~
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Campo San Maurizio. - Her walk became di ffarent, her eyes seemed to

_open further. And people actually began to look at her again.

Recently she'd got into the.habit-oflnever locking at herself in
the mirror, sxcept in her dressing room at the thsatre. She never made
up in the morning. At thse halrdresser s she would keep her eyes. lowered.

She did all manner of things to prevent seeing her reflectlon in shop

- windows and polished surfaces. . . .

%

" and’ knew- every stone. - But the" 1mpr9551on always Faded quickly, it was -

Only when in 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

: mirrer_in~ﬁhe;lounge. She saw befcre‘her a girl much yoenger'thah she -’

felt.insiQe. And-———while her face seemed not- to have greatly changed

since London—and of course it could be her imagination——her new steteu'

of mind—yet perhaps thére wes something of Caterina's sparkls in her . -’

eyes. She left the lounges vowing not to look in a mirror that day or the
day after but to let Caterina grow back into har body at her own pace.

- That evening she_walked in the calli between San Zaccharia and the.

VSquére, gazing at the shops, ahd passing through the Campao Santa Maria ~

; 1n Formosa she turned and recognised the palace bshind her with two

brldges leadlng to its doors,From long, long ago.— Then the 1mpre5510n
faded. ‘But 1t was a definite: memory, like all- those early ones she'd”
had ln LA. . o ) - '

Nor was the 1mpre5510n an.isolated one. _ All that evenihgwshe.

continued to feel about the buildlngs round her, éhe _tiny- bridgee, theﬁ»*:»

gﬂg with thelr fountains or statues, that she! %érown up among them

nothing you. could put your finger on. Almost-—-almost-—-she would

remember playlng ball at this or that corner. She could remember the -

difFerent q“alltles of the 1lght that fell on Venice, changlng every “;_ﬁ -

moment,»and the.smells, the pigeons, .the gulls. ~ She could hear tha’
deep flap;of wind-shaken seils in the}lagoen; She could’ hear horses'
hoof's oﬁ'ﬁhevcobbles-——but didn't know if there had ever been horses

in the city. ~ She heard her mother 's’ volce--rather_rich and. v1brato-;—~

'Cater—i-na!','w1th a long, singing emphasis on the-third syllable. .

-It stirred confueed feelings in her. That voice had come from w1ndows,f

‘had echoed across courtyards, so safe, so certain—'Cater—-i-nal' Oh

there'd been such love between people in thoss times!l

Shevrehembered the torches that used to be carried in front of
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oeople at night to light their way, naked flames that licked up into
the darkness. Sometimes- they were stuck in iron holders on the walls
of the palaces to light a prooession. Otherwise, when one looked aut
of thes window at night[ it was into a dark, dark pool of shadows with
the lagoon and the sea even darker heyond.' And such a 51lenoe that you
felt you could float into it and be lost for ever. . ‘
The possibility that Dominic might not come; that there might be no -
Film, hardly occurred to her exd~ept to make her smile at the thought.

She almost Felt she could conjure Dominic up ‘at will, just an urgent

message through the darkness would do it. But she was in_no hurry to ses -

him—in even less of a hurry to start work.’

Just to check that she hadn't dreamed her commital tovbe in Venice’
within a day of her release from Pygmalion she‘went.to the bank on the
Calle Larga XX11 Marzo where Barbara Gleeson .had told her’; . to go andi'

enquired if an account had.been opened For her. It had.. And money had

. been dep051ted, much more than the stipulated advance on earnings. ,

She drew out enough to buy herself a dress, having seen something

. nice on the Salizzada San M01se. It was a simple knitted blouse and.

skirt, qu1te ordinary to look at except for the exqu1site cut, Its -

sim plicity was a thorough success. . She tried it on and bought it without -

hesitation.

LS

She wore it next. morning when she took a boaqto Torcello and lunched

at‘Cipriani Se There was exhilarating light all round from the lagoon,

* boring into -every corner of the tiny 1sland while it slept in- the water.

There were only a few people in the restaurant, tourists like herselF.
She. had the distinct impression, from the way the waiters hovered solicit- -
ously round her, that she realljwas shedding the dreadful mesk she'd been-.

wearlng all these months. - - -

N -

It was a thrilling sensation-—-to evoke._ pOSltiVB Feelings in other
people again!. ~What suFFering it had ell been—-she only realised it
now——being locked in a body that wasn 't truly her. owns

In the peaceful restaurent listening to children playing"outside,_j

she allowed her mind to dwell on’ the 'other' Dominic that had’ brought

her so much harm. Let him dare to touch her here-—-in her home, her

It was so pleasant sitting in her corner sipping w1ne end cracking

crostini while the omelette she'd ordered was being cooked." The waiters

treated her with a.scothing mixture ofvfamiliarity.and‘respect.r They .




dgidn't moutm their words carefully as if she were a foreigner but
' .sppke casually, rapidly, and it seemed tp her for a few giddy seconds
that ‘'she could understand what thay -said while being'quite unable to
put it into words. . o . T -
The vague warmth From tHe wintry sun, the silent legpon outside,
the murmur of voices frpm the kitchen, this was her wprld, much more SO
than it 2?22the waiters, the copk in the kitchen. because she'd been ons_~
of the people who! d - buile 1t all, generatlons, centuries ago! lee
; - . all her family, like all Venetians rich and poor she'd love#Venlce with%
? - N' desperate, rapturous fanaticism. Her brothers——-and she herself if o
- -i . . necessary-—-would have died at a moment's notice for the Seren1531ma§ : . . )
— ' That waslVenetlans had built up an empire of over two million people L
down the Adriatic as far as Cyprus and Crete, while they themselves hardly. -
numbeiimpre than a hundred and fifty thousand. This mad abandoned love-
gave them each the courage of a hundred men! Betraying Venice was. so- .
A.unthimkable_tp herself  and her brothers thet the thought even of its )

possibility never occurred to them.>j That was why there was hardly an;

-instance of a Venetiah betrayimp the. Gueen of the Adriatic in all the
thousand and odd years of its history.” And‘thaqlove‘was in her mpthér;s'
voice, the way she called her name, and in the silence of the lagoon,
in the changlng llght and the bells in the evening as: the sun Went dowu,a
~in the way the minarets shone in the Flrst ,sun of the- day and the gulls ':
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wheeled and the sky: spread out above the city like & huge bllnding dome!
T When ypu returned to your blrthplace after so many centuries away
.there were many, many. things tp examine closely and remember, so many

asspcietlons and 51ghts and sounds you'd quite forgotten and whlch now -

-~

. ‘i. cams back-with a gasping tug at the heart.3 L ‘;_ - o 1_,Lp‘

i

No one had sent her a‘script. Berbara Gleeson hadn't even mentloned
one. She remembered Jamle Somerson telling her that Domxnic was.. employing-
a team of writers tp prepare a 'Venetlan' script. what had’ happened to 'f .
it? = She laughed-——lt was a ghost film——-no crew, no-dialogue, nomectorsgg k

-~ . . - _—-

"~ = . That fitted Venice ideallyl ’ T T T T

She worked out that her sevings, and what was coming in from the:}‘ -

- ghpst film, would keep’ her im style for et_least a year, if not two..

¥

L - Every day she looked in a glass now. - The sparkle was growingi Every _
2 - ) day tou little attentions were pald to her, in the. hotel, in the etreet,n” e - =

which hinted ‘to her’ that she might. once more be an attractive woman. {~h S

r - . ,'_—..‘._.- '*) - — -

* * »
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" one of the greatest dancers oflall'time;“ She could easily_join'one of

The sun disappeared and it oegan raining—a slanting rain that

bit into thse skin, while the paving stones underfoot became 1ce—co1d.

'She had to buy fur-lined boots. The clouds hung low ov er the roofs,

envelooing them sometimes. ~The w1ndows of her apartment rattled and

-Athefshutters swung., The Grand Canal showed ‘tiny dirty waves as the

boats heaved from one oank to the other. She stayed lying on her bed
for hours. Not a phonecall. Eyery day she asked at the desk but there
were No messages. - .

- Bhe'd left London without seyinqL word to her mother or Loois.i
Now she wrote_her mother allittle‘card saying she'd been bought out of
the Pygmalion production because the Ballet Russe film was about to be

‘shot. . . E - - -

Her mother would know it had something to do ith Dominic, just the

~ same——"'the evil man', . She laughed. How little people knew about evile——-

that it was "a mask and you could get behind the mask if _you tried as she'd
done w1th Domlnlc. And,. as a matter of Fact he'd behaved towards her

like a redeeming angsl. So where was.the gvil?

Thinking of the ghost film again she. realised that no one had. instructed

-. her to take intensive dancing lessons. After ell she‘was going to~p1ey‘.,

)

the deil& classes et'the Fenice. But she didn't. She piferred to stroll,
through the narrow calli behlnd the theatre and catch echoes of soprano )

or tenor voices echoing over the roofs. She strolled to and fro along. °

‘ the Riva degii Schiavoni, watching the car-ferry entering the Giudecca’

Canal from the Lido. S o ' ,‘, : T
The painters of Venetlan ‘scenes along the Riva had packed up shop,
thelr easles were gone. - There were no photographers, no pigeon—food
vendors any more. She walked b teen the tall columns on the Molo, i
gazing at the numberless gondolas bobbing up and down among their moorlng

poles.” Something made her lock up at the columns. On one there was .
a halafd figure with a lance in one hand and a shleld in the other. -
The coumn opp051te had the lion of St Mark.. She didn't’ like tha feellng e
between these columns—-—e shudder sent her away, no doubt a memory- from '

- * N

long ago. - ) : - .- o
She walked in the deserted Glardinettl for a llttle whlle with its _
neat gravel peths whlch in summer were full of prams and playing children.
She often had lunch at Harry' s Bar, upstalrs. Her ‘face became quite
known there end the waiters referred toc her as ‘l'americana’.:- She
often had an aperitif there in the evening. choosing the same corner,
but downstairs this time. One of ths waiters tried to strike up a

conversation with her one evening, no doubt intrigued by her always being
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. by them agalnst the Adriatic tides.
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alone, but she rebuffed him with a look that was neither offensive nor
flattered but what he night have expeoted>From any Venetian woman, which
he accepted totally. e
She felt lighter every day. She had the impression that her face
was-already more delicate, thinner. Like most women she knew that the
best mirror is the world outside, the way it looks at you and responds to
yau, and she read her growing resemblance to Caterina in this>mirror every
day, more and more. ) o o )
Two weeks had passed: She began fo think it was absurd to pay-
for.a large hotel apartment when she could easily rent a room somewhere.
She tal ked to the hall porter. . . T
"Jhat about the bill?" she asked him. o M

"The bill?" He put his glasses on and drew a ledger out from behlnd

 the desk. He spent so me time examining 1t coolly turnlng the pages,

then he nodded as if to confirm an earlier guess.
* "It was booked for two months and paid for," he. sald. _
"Who by?" s , .’ C
“Saul Weinand Productions, Los Angeles.” . | -
The prevalence of water——sea---canals began to. oppress her and she
declded to hire a car at the Piazzale’ Roma and drlve round the countrysxde

every day. .- She went to Iesolo and wandered along thevdeserted beach.

She gazed across the Porto.difﬂido?at the 1ong_pier; from ﬁorto Sabbioni;}w

remembering——quite as if she'd been told in this life—how the water of
the lagoon could flow out.of these narrow channels while being protected.
She drove to Udlne and spent the whole day engoylng the crowded -

streets, the arch-protected«pavements, the sound of - the trefflc:‘ She

~picked a clamorous, crowded restaurant to eat in and sat at a tiny tablef'

by a pottediplant on her own. ' Therse were Venetlan chandellers and a. _
merble bar running theé length, of one wall. The waters dashed across the

room shoutlng their orders. Bottles were uncorked, rolls thrown into

_baskets and whisked on to-tables, dessert trollles wheeled frenzedly

+ w7

through the narrow free spacss between the tables. . . ¢

-

The day was dark and still outside. She thought she'd felt a- touoh )

of spring that day, the lightest hlnt. It was already March. 'Ther.

o

,sky would be changing soon. The Lido would come alive, the shops and

cafés in Iesolo would open their shutters, she would buy herself summer
outfits and new bikinis. L T - N - ,
A waiter dashed to her table and asked in a busy voice, "Have you

finished with the 0il?", whisking it off the table almost before she'd '




nodded.

comer.
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‘It was done with so much Familiarity,-a%if she were a regular

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
‘agaln, strolling about the galli as before, freguenting her Favourite
restaurants, especially one called da Gina, behlnd San Zaccharia, quite
:hidden away in the corner oF‘a>camEiello, where they did & delicious
zuppa di_pesce. o ' ‘ ;-

. She saw La Traviata at La Fenice, and some ballet. The ballet
Nor did the gilt-and-

plush'theatretitself stir the least prdfessional excitement.

. stirred no interest in her for her future work.
The sound
of the audienced—-its'rustiing‘motion when something was particularly
appreciated=——meant nothlng to her. She*preferred'in fact the. night‘air
outside, damp and‘mlsty. The paving stones were wet too, even if it~
hadn't rained, for deep'underneath of course was'the silt and freshwater
She walked miles in the dead of

She:

streams on which the-city was built.
3 ) the night, oblivious to any dangers there might be to her-person.
strolled and strolled, sometimes stopping at a late-night bar for a.
quick amarg or a- sandwich. - She adored- the Venetian sandwiches,. bulglng
with Husslan salad or tunna flsh or chopped eggs and ham. Since she
- liked Dnly a-dash of m11k in her coffes, she had learned to ask for a
caffé

acchiato. Or she drank an ombra, a shadow, meaning a glass of -

white wine.

pleasantly.

People wers getting to know her face. and nod to her -
She felt no need of friendss

One evenlng, feellng tlred, she returned to the Gritti Palace earlyr
meaning to miss supper and go stralght to bed after a shower. The phone-
. rang. It was the first time it had done so. 7 . B - .
" The hotel operator sald,’"One moment please", and there was a pause..

Then she heard Dominic._ ; . - o .- .
Her heart didn't beat fast.s. It was 11ke speaking to h1m after only’

an-hour away,; she had the feeling she d only left the LA apartment a

moment. before, under the blonde wig and the wlde-brlmmed hat.

to feel the samg.
““I'm in Aome," he said. <
"Yes . tl

-

3 -

"You OK?7*

He seemead

’ 1;"Rested?"‘i‘: . A oo - hl} -

R, I "ves." T . - o : -

’ ""You like Venice?" - - o
“Oh I love it Dom!* "
He laughed, delighted at her tons.
"Hotel OK?" he asked.

“"Nothing wrong?" .

[PUESRI




‘just a hint of it. IR . -
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They laughed tonether, shy suddenly. .

"I'11 be coming up to Venice tomorrow," he said. "Is there room

in that apartment?"

"Lots!"

"OK. Listen," he eaid.in a different tone,"that information Pauline ,e"

brought back. from London—did she tell you?—-—about Sir Henry Wotton?
Well, everything started working after thatl! I mean, it fixed the epoch-

‘when we lived in Venice and do you know what?——1in one of my FM classes -

way back on Catalina Island I told Pauline,when I was very deep under,that

I thought your name was Caterina Poss,'somethlng like that. Do you know .

what your name really was?" . - ~; .
"No?" (Now her heart did begln to beat a little faster). : '
"IYwas Caterina Foscarlnll And I know who your father wasl! One

of these writers I1've been employlng on the Ballet Russe series put me in

; touch with a guy in Roms who knows more about Venetian history than all

the professors rolled together. That s why I'm in Aome. It's amazing
what-he's finding out! - He's got archives and old documents, he's Venice

craiy; there's nothing he doesn't.know even to the height of the-clogs

the women used to wear! He works in some ministry." . : - -

She d never heard Domlnio talk like this, so bubblingly. In a way .
it disturbed her. There/was a loosenese she'd never known in him before,. ~
"Anyway I'11 see you tomorrow," he said. "Expect me in. the evening."
The next day was very still, dark, though dry. Most of the shops’

" had their lights on. She wae_exoited to know more about her identity. -

Foscarini! She—almost—-remémbered it but then it was gone!in‘a"

flash-as elwa}e} She bought ‘a guide to Venice and ‘a map, meaning to .

find out. whers Palazzo Foscarini was, busbhe Forgot to do so in her passion
for walking the calli. She strolled through the. narrow Mercerie and -

bustled. along on either side of her, thelr voices raised.. " There were

groups of people standlng in the coFFee bars.. Now'and then -a-handcart —. ¢

was pushed past her, the boy making a whistle or callzng out "Atten21onel"'
She'd woken at six and. taken a’ quick shower. ~She didn't want to

miss a moment of her city before he came. Sha' een waking earlisr and -

earlier 'these days.'

She felt she knew the- rather si eong Venetian dlalect-—-it had been

.more, open in her day because: there'd been more. love between people. . She

'remembered her mother calling her agein, it had given her as a child a

sense of security 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 this life, not the Qnawing worry-worm! Sp when

she heard that 'Cater-i-na!' again a sort of plac1d dellght flooded through

" her cells, a sense of blessing. ) i
She took lunch qu1et1y in the hotel. There wasn't a breath pF air.

outside. The sky hung dark ‘and immobile close to the roofs. She felt .

that every change of the light taught heromethlng new about Caterlna,'

evoked an experience that defied words or images but took place inside

 hers

She wondefed -as she sat in the restaurant gazing- across the Grand

. Canal at the croocked Palazzo Dario w1th its strange coloured dlaCS in the
facade, if Oominic had been Venetlan too. Caterina seemed. to be telling
her no, he was a’ stranger, come from very far awey, or at_least far away
for those days. -’ o -

s

She smiled to herself,.lingeripg‘pyer her. lunch.’ 7In LA he'd been

on home ground. Now she was on hersl T - -

 He dldn't come that nlght. -Nor did-he phone. She ofdered'dinner
in her room and left somethlng for him ln case he should arrive very late. .
By one in the morning she was tired. .- The sky was exceptlonally clear ‘
and ‘she could see the stars despite tha glow’ frpm the city. She- switched~{
of f the llghts and sat g21ng acrass the canal. ~ The passenger boats
, ceased- ' She’ dozed. She expected him at any moment.. . It was his way=——
" to be mysterious. She‘woke”up with a stErt in the'silence. It was -
past three and she went to bed, where she slept soundly untll past eight
in the mornlng. ) Lo S g : i -

There were no messages at the desk. : No Signqrthtouche had called

from Rome. -~ .. 4 o ' _
| When she'}eterned froﬁia long walk there was a noteufpr her. -It was
from ﬁpminic,,ﬁastilxwwritten'epd slipped ipto.an envelope. It said, -
'I know who you are. I'm in thexBib}iotece;duerihfiStampeglia. D.'
Just that. & | o -
She asked the porter if- there was a place called Querlnl-Stampaglia
in Venlce and he told her it was a library. - -
She wanted to laugh—he was- so llke a child with his dlscpverlesl
" She waited for him to come at lunchtlme but there was no sign. She

went to da Gino and ate lightly, returned,to the hatel. Still no one.
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In the arternoon she slept. No phonecall.

She ordered an 'Awerlcan coffee in the apartment and sipped it
lying in bed. - She was restless for the Flrsqtlme since her arrlval.
What had happened?

She still felt Laterlna was trylng to tell her somethlng. But she
couldn't decipher the words._ The messages came in waves of feeling but
all she got was a sense of urgency, nothing cdgent, '

She took to walking the calli again, gazing at the ehope, but it

was different now, she felt a certain ptessure on her. Too much coffee

n.was golng to her head, the tips of her fingers trembled sllghtly, she

felt nervous. If only he'd comel - . - -
When she got back to the apartment the phone rang.-' She rushed. to
it. A woman spoke. ~ It was her mother, calling from London. . She'd.

just got her card. - ' o = -

"You must be mad, going wifhout telling mel" she said. "Didn'% _‘

you apsofb what I toldvyou.about Paul?"” ST .- -

Angela didn't understand. She was listening to her.mothef but
thinking all the time, 'This isn't my real mother'. ' o .
- "Mummy, stop worrying;" she’ said mechanically.- "I gas contracted:'
to come to Venice ages ago and I would have had to leave the ngmalien -
show anyway . " » ; e o
"But Paul mentioned dangers-—-"
' "Dangers for whom?" ~ ..
"For ‘youl" L : o : -
“Oh' there are always dangersl"- i ) .
B Yvonne persisted; "Couldn't I come to Venice Angela? Ifcould get
a week off. You need looklng after, you know you do, you dan't look Fitl“

"I do now." .

"And what. about the film, have you started work on it?"
"Not yet." . - i : . . ~ .
"Are yau rehearsing?“ ) 1_ A o - ’ )
T -"No .o T e - L.
"So what' s happening?" C o o . ~:l"; =
 "I'm walting for: the crew to arrive.“ ‘ : L
i "All alone?" i: V ‘
"Yes " Angela sald,."all alone and lov1ng it ; R
- "But what did-they want you in. ‘Venice'so soon for? I can't
understandl . Isn't the dirsctor therse?"
"No," .
"Who is then?"
"Nobody! Just me." -
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~ "And what about Mr Latouche?"’
%, B : "He's here but I haven't seen him yet. He came yesterday."
-"Angela'this isn't right! I'm ooming to Venice whether you 1like.
it or not. I'll be there in the morning!" o .
~And Yvonne put the receiver down without’ another word. -
; : Well, Angela thought, she'll meet Dominic and see for herself. She'll

probably fall in love With him too.

-The stillness of the prev1ous day continued. . It was dark, not a

B R ML o S

breath of air. People were listless, iy&as unseasonably close—-—afoso,

the hall p orter had sald saveral times, waving his hand in front of his

mouth=—'breathlass’. . -
In the afternqon there was another note waiting-for'heri—-A'Meet me

in the Campo Santa Margherita tomorrow morning, ten o'clock—-Oom. '

i"Where'srthe-Campo Santa Mergherita?"fshe asked the porter, though -

- she had a map in her room. - L
= ’ : "Ch that's easy." o ’ - L . -

% L. - He showed her on the desk~map——it was quite near: the Accacemia
where she always walked. - - - - _

“Go from the Accademia to the Campo San Barnabd,".he told‘her.q

"Turn left along the canal and cross the bridge by a barge" Full of- Fruit

-and vegstablss, 1t's always- there, you'll see it, and then walk straight

R S LA T

:~: . - " on and-you'll see Campo’ Santa Margherita at the end of that calle, on <
4 - the left." . : - <L 5

?“ L He was pointing the route out on the map as he spoke so that his

i& - h_ S words were a translation she could follow with ease: In those Few L
moments, as he spoke ‘to her in a rather clipped Venetian accent, she

had more a sense of actually being Caterlna than ever before. “SheA

- thought that this was why- she hadn't gone upstairs- to look at her map

F

- but asked the porter-—just to hear h1m speak, anc#isten as Caterina Coo
would have. . o N

}z - ) - bhe also began -to be aware -of Dominic.in the cityy qulte close by.

: E - Where-was" he- stayimg? - Why didn't he come to her at once?w ™ j

;-She had her first‘restless night in Venice.- It was full moon,f

! 'with a vast haze round‘it.- The- clouds had’ suddenly lifted at. sunset. T
E} - ' Hopefully. it would be a warm, bright day for their app01ntment. ’

e e B But in the night the clouds drifted back again, the ‘wind.'dropped,

. and once more it was dark, still, breathless,'when dawn broke, with. the

sky ieaden and immobilel,hanging heavily over the roofs.

She woke Very early and chose the woollen dress she'd bought on the
Salizzada. She wore a scarf with it &s she had a slight sore throat.
L o She Felt quite nervous, troubled. ﬁas this the old apprehension stirring
agaln? . ‘.l'..',“., . - o : T
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Once more she was aware of Caterina trying to talk to her‘buf
_somehow not getting through. She walked to her café& on the Campo Santo

Stefano and took her usual caff2 macchiato with a brioche. She strolled

round the square afterwards and went inside the church;‘Santo Stefana,
six times reconsecrated because of bloodshed within its walls.

At a guarter to ten she walked over the Accademia bridge towards .

«

Santa Margherita.

She saw him in a small coffee bar by the door. ~ He was eafing a
sandwich, seated, his legs crossed, gazing at thefloor. He was dressed
D 2 in jeans and a blue sweater with a.silk scarf, no shirt. - <
A She expected him to look a foreigner here but nothing of the sort.. .
He might have been one of those good=looking young men who hang'about
the Venetian squares, taklng tlme off from work, waiting t 301 on an
afternoon shift.

The square,oF.Santa Margherita has squat arch-windowed paleces
and, during the day, vegetable stalls in the middle." - Today the stalls
wefe under ‘canopies and because it was soFark some of them had their gas-
torches alight. AThe.wa this light fell sn the paving stones, despite’ -

f;" {, it being day, Fa501nated and she wanted to linger outside in the squere.ﬂ

She wondered that she dldn't want to run to him. She felt she knew thls'

_ llght from an svent that. happened ages ago-—-something 1mpcrtant, )
- - thrilling,” dangerous but she couldn' 't really tell if it had been in this -

-

llfe or a previous one. } o - -

. She stood gazing at him from outside. There was no great elation.

Ain her from seeing him agaln, nothlng she would have expected after-
- such a long and painful separation. And he too seemed in an. indszerent -
mood=——no anxious glancing up- to see if she d come, no: fldgettlng. -
The imaga of the coffes. bar with its strlp llghting and him sitting ’
there dark, compact, composed, was much 11ke something glimpsed vividly,v i;f'f
in a dream-——with vagueness and sleep ‘all round it, and not leadlng any= . )

where. °~ . - - . - ce e -
: . . -

Suddenly he looked up. He'd seen her. Shehwatcﬁed'him‘govtO”

1

tﬁe bar in a leisurely way and gey; ) Then he came out and.they walked ;f

towards each other coolly. =~ .- — - S _— e

T T R

.- - When his eyes were close, two or three 'yards away, and she could see LT
into thoss pupils with their fixed, darkly indomitable gaze, a shudder
went through her which she couldn't recognise as one of unbelievable

delight or terror. It mads her put out: her arms%eakly and_totter—-—

he ran the last few steps and with a sudden cry lifted her clean eff“#he‘
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gfound and started Whirling.her in a circle. Then for a moment he

let ge of her sc that,fell, slippirng through his fingers, but he Caugh%

“her again before she touched the grchnd 'making her catch her breath.

They were both laughing and.crying in one, quite 51lent1y.

"Oh Dom, Dom!" she kept saying, halfhxdlng her face.

They stood still for a time, Jjust leSan and hugging..

"Come on," he said, "I wanna show you somethlng'"

He drew her towards a carner DF the square, his arm round her walst
and she determined in that mumant neve to‘leave h1m again, not for a -
51ngle second if she could help it.- Her%ody, her sk;nt her sense’ pf
fouch, her v01ce, her_51ght wers all working againl_ : : -

"I've never liked St Mark's Square,"” he said. "That's why I
wanted to meet you here——it's the biggest square in Venlce after St
Mark's——and it's always beenﬂa people's square. And maybe yaou were )
born herel  You've no idea what I've been fihdihg out!® -,

He gazed at her. sxdeways as 1f really seeing her for the Flrst time -
and said, "Youl've got your. Face backl“ “

"Have 17" - o —_—

"That's why I left yoe along," hs said  In your own city, you -
had to get back to your old life in your own way.'" .

”Yes!" L - -

i They were in a tiny square, hardly more than a corner of the blg oL
one, and he pointed to the palace faciné?hem.' /@at s where Marco T
Foscarini. lived. He was doge of Venlce. But Ican't tell‘you yet
if. your father lived there."” g : |

 "iho was my father?" o ’ D L -

"He was Antonio Foscerini..” He was strangled in the ducal prison .

&

?or knowing an Englishwohan.ﬁe

”\nhat?" . o "a . o T ) v s -

"Fiqu of all do you remember this house? Leek ag‘if_carefuily;l

She gazed at the dark. walls,‘ rather:sombre, ahd noticed. as..shae'd-

notlced many times befors in Venice a wooden structure at roof level

~ which she always assumed was for hag}ng the washlng out..

"Nhat s that wooden platform?" she asked him.~ - - =

“They call it an altana and the women used to sit up. there For ‘
hours sunning their hair until it was blonds. = They used to put straw:
hats on with tHe crowns cut out——=they put their hair.through the top
so that it draeed all ever-the brim, which also protecﬁed thein faces
against the sun." , _ ) l .

Of coursel That was why she remembered being blonde. though

O : - i : —
! 3 - .
a Y
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darkl That was why she d heariugfr‘gfothers ancieisters clatfering'

up wooden stairs behind her, andlfelo(hlgh up! She'd spent hours up

there among the roof-tops-——combing and recombing hér long hair until

it was a bright briny gold! That was why shs remembered voices booming
far below her, and handoarts clatterlng 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 éhqf |
stench of the canals at low tide. S . ‘ -

"No," she said. "I don't remembem this house, I remember those
wooden platformge——|* o . _ ' _

"That figures because this house wasn't built until the seventeenth
century, in your lifetime, so maybe thergwas another family house and
this one was built just for the doge Marco."

‘As they walked away he told her, "Your father Antonio died ourinov'
fhe night. of April 20 1622. He had an affair with this Englishwoman
Lady Arundel¥wholwas,fhe 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 duoal prlson, yes. It was absolutely forbidden in Venice @ _
to know a Forelgner. You couldn t entertain them in your home. Now- e

and then, at a stretch, you oould visit a foreign embassy in an offlclal

' capa01ty. © Otherwise the political security was so hot you ‘hardly’ dared

look at a foreigner.” The government had spies everywhere. You never

knew who was a spy. Well, a spy saw‘your“father paying visits toNLady;

" Arundel's-house in Dolo and he did a frame-up.. He dencunced him to the

Ten for plotting-fo overthrow the Venetian repub}ig together with ‘ths f:
Earl Marshal of England.. Venice was very touchy at the_time, thege.nae
a very tense and suspioious atmospnere beoause only four yeafs before -
the Spanish Plot had happened. So your father was arrested and thrown ?4‘;.
into gaol and ‘as usual\with a nobleman who'd betrayed the- republlc he.
was strangled 1n the mlddle of the night with catgut, in the darkAParrotted.
Do you remember me talllng Paullne that the Figure%three and ten kept - _ -
coming into my regre551one?“ .

"YeS, stie told me!" ' o - - - S, ; Tt

"It was the three Inqu1sitors, they controlled all the »spies onhtl;

used to administer and finance the spying——they were the two government
agencies, tougher than anything the CIA or. FBI ever dreamed up, you can
|

take it from me. Now do you remember me asking Pauline to find out

about an English guy who lived in Venice,some name like Wotten, and'_‘
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‘Campo Santo Stefano he suddenly sald\(And they hung your father .an the

" felt when looking up at St Theodore with his 1ance and shield. 7 . : _
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she found out it was.Sir Henry Wotfen?"
"Yes. He was English ambassador
"Hight!. well when Lady Arundel heard that her lover had been
executed she went to Henry ¥otten and told him she was going to see the
doge’ himself and complaln. - He tried to persdadevﬁer 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 completely innocent, and she told him they'd had
an affalr. And she demanded that ‘the senate officially proclam her
innocent of any political motlvas in seeing Foscarin i.~‘>Well.€he doge -
agreed, The senate did: make an- 0ff1cial proclamation. And one year
later the spy who'd denounced your father confessed that his ev1dence
had been false, and he too was arrested and executed. Your father s .
name was posthumously cleared and he was re—burled with full honours in
the Frari, which is just over there, shall’ ws go and look at his tomb?"
"Nol "I'm tired and I want to go back to the hotel and enJoy looking
at you-—— » T ;,- -
"Is that all?" ’ " . | ,
“Bqt'he was still excitediwith his-discoverie?gs they‘strolled back.

over the bridge. "When this Roman guy started talklng about Foscarini
And I know a.lot more. . Ch a whole lot morel" ‘ S e

|
I nearly went.wildl It was obvious, you were Caterina Foscarlni. - '

* They walked through._the tlny square of San Barnaba and along the.
winding calle that crossed the Rio Malpaga. ) )
"Did you miss me all that time?" she.asked him playfully.,
"I was Jjust 51ck, sickl!" S ' ' ’
“You tool" . S
"Everything fell toLpieces," He said.- A -
. "What do you mean." "’ o . ;'j_‘i T 7 }- B |
"Oh I'11 tell you later.". o ) .

As they walked down. the other side of the Accademla brldge towards
\
|
\
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

Molo after he'd been strangled—-have you seen those tall columns?"

"Yes!" She.didn't tell him what a strangs canstriction she'd B

"I found out I had the soles of my feet caned!" he went on. . 7 .
"Venice was very cruel in those days.’ - That was a torture they call.
the bastlnado." A ’ .
' "Yes,. Pauline told me."

"And I too was hung between those columns on the Molo after I d

been strangled!"
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““hat?"

"Now you know why I didn't want to meet you in 5t Mark's Square!"®

"0h Dominic please let's talk about something else——let's just be
tagetherl" '

"We are together and we;re going to stay together and we're never .

.Qoing to have that misery we've been through again."

"NO ! ”
Later, before they reached the hotel, sheésked him, "What about the
/ '
film?*
"That's one of the.things that fell to pieces. Jamie Somerson

did a goad Jjob there, he worked so damned hard to break me and he got

_ there becausea I was concentrated on this FM stuff and dldn't cars about

anythlng else. " ‘
"But whatever happened?" ' -
"I had him almost signed up for this Ballet Ausse series, he'd

agreed on the terms, we'd shaken hands on it, then he went to Marrytown e

. and Barry Kurtz and sald he'd only go through w1th?t if I .dropped out

of the production. Now I don't know if you realise this but Jamie S .
rlght at the top now, he' s got the golden touch and svery producer knows
1t. Sa the banks heard about it and started pulling out on me, even

my man in San Francisco went cold, so Merrytcwn and Kurtz said OK to
Jamie, and made a secret deal with me for a third of the takings just'

the same, in exchanée‘For the old knowhew and advice. But I was out’

'. of the film industry. Max Pennance joined in tha kill as—you might

expect, and 1 belleve he s directing the series. Anyway, inside twenty-

Four hours I had no more to do with ‘the Fllm industry than Paullne or

your mether. "He turned to her. Do you remember me saying 1n‘enel .

of the FM regressions that the three inquisitors were.aliveAtoday'in*‘
another incarnation?”. ) . - o

"Yes."

"And I sald they're sort of protectlng you but they were still -
dark - forces;- remember that? Hel know now who they -ars. -And-they're
out to k111 the relationship between you and me snne dead " ) '

"Wiha are they?" f '

i "Nell one's Sonya Steele. That 's dbvieus huh? She called you

up a short tlme before you left LA and boasted afterwards all over town
dou)‘ ad
that it was she” who'd brought you tdAsenses and made you qu1t. The 'A“

. second's your mother. She's doing all she can to stop us seeing each

other, that right?"

"Yes. She says she'll be here tomorrow morning.”
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_ brought in.- It was like spots of sunshine everywhere 1n the dimness.
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"She will? Just let her try and find us, that's all. And
listen,. the third ingusitor's the biggest surprise of all. It's

‘Paulinet"

"Pauline? = But she loves us both, she's done more for us to oe
togethér than anyone on the earth!" *

<"Well, I said they were all protectore in a sense. And so they¥
are. After all I had a scene going once.with Sonya-—and Pauiine got -
me_into Fml But now's reckoning time and they're all showing their hands
for reall” ) -

~ "But what s Pauline done?" o I -

"She didn't want me to come here, that's all. She even tried }o

block me. psychﬁoally-——and she's certainly very potent that way!"

‘She hugged‘as they walked the last steps, trylng to get hls mind on

_other things.

"This is'where,I‘walked every'mornind,"qshe told:him_mas thex passed
the cakeshop in‘Calle del Spezier.’ "I didn't'bu; a single cake, I wanted -
notel right away, when you got to.Venice?" ’

"I had a lot of organising to dao, I'll tell you about. it tonlght,
it's a big surprlsel" )

"Ghi" : I . . L )

Vihen- they walked into the-apartment’if wes ablaze with yellow TOS8S—

seemingly hundreds of them. They were everywhere.. New vases had been

He watched her astonished reaetlon, smlllng.

She clapped her hands,’"Dh Domlnlc how do you do 1t?" ‘ .

She put her arms round his shoulders and her llps on his and
without moving from h1m sald, "I don't care if you re in the film business
or out of it _or whether you re rich or 1poor, I belong to you and you
belong to me and nobody s going to tear us apartl"'

The darkness made everything outside, even the listless Canal,

look indoors. The warmth produoed an uncanny sense of. exhilaration

‘mixed with lethargy. ) e . <L -

¥When they. sank on to the bed and began mking love they had the _
sensatlon of disappearlng into ‘a different lifetime,_ not quite a human
one but an’ exlstence that dldn't depend even on consoiousness. Hisw
body had none of the taut muscular vigour of the LA days. It felt sof't, N
even frail, as iF terrlb}e deprivations had been suffered. Heally‘ )

they weren't two people any more. They hardly moved. It was-like

_being under some celicious hypnosis that lasted for hours, bathed in

a splendid light. . They continually opened their mouths in astonishment

~ - .- - -
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but could make no cry. ' And when the climax came, after sevefalAhours,
it Was painful because it wrenched them oet of that newly discovered
existence which was beyond anything they'd guessed at.before.‘ Thay lay
;"~ ' there wondering what was going to happen to them=—because love like that
| couldn't be made more than qﬁce. 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-——tge sound of the Qaporetti, a ship's horn from the GiUdecca#banal;
the hotel 1lift, the clatter of pans Froﬁ the kitchen below.

- , It was mid-afternoon and they took a quick lunch EQWnstairs;.Eardly.
| speaking. Then they went back to the apartment and ordered coffee.

‘"You see it was no good in LA," he said. "Things fell to pieces-'
instead of buiiding up. . You did all those nude scenes, you signed a
contract with Saul Weinand for the whole of Hollywood to see——just about
everything you did was against being together with me." . -

He said it very quietly; |

"Do you blame me for that?"

"Which am I suﬁbosed‘to blame—-—Angela or Catrina?"

"Oh we're the same person naw!" she said with a laugh. )

"But you dldn't know her in LA 11k39ou know her nowl And I didn't
know myself like I know myself nowl- All that film, stuff and the, French
seriss and seeing your'cllps and you coming over to LA,. that was just a u
preparation andAI'took it for the real thing, so when I'heard‘you were
doing -the nude scenes I felt bad, I thought how could you betray me llke

_ that?h -
"But I was an'actrese.Doeinic!" B - R L

' "Ypu.cbuld‘have refused certain things, you were in a strand enough

: . : position.™ He emiled'at her. ~ "Do you notice how you don't talk about . .

your career any mors? The Béllet Russe series has-fallen tﬁrough as Feri

as you're concerned———oh I Forgot to tell you that ‘Jamia Somerson asked

for you to be replaced tog—-anad your contract's dead) you left the London -

play for~ nothlng but you're not complainingl" ST Fe “'”f -
"I'm at home now!l I don't need anything else!” '
JAre you sure?"- he as&eq her:
X o . ° " "Of course I'm surel" - ) .. i i LT i
A ' "That you'll never 'need anything else?" : o . .
"hy do_you ask?" . 7 - —~ e~ ) .
- “"Because in thls life  wa always feed things," he said. - ,”~T’
The vaporetti had their lights on now and these were reflected on‘.

the ceiling aS'they passed, moving in ripples.
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"Who were you then, in the other life?" she asked him.

She hadn t really wanted to ask the question. It felt as if he'd
planted it in her braln, so slight was the boundary bstween them now.

"I was Alphonse de Ligeaux," he said. "How do you like that?
Comte Alphonse .de Ligeaux! " You remember it now don't you?"

. She said nothing so he looked at her.piercinglx in the semi-darkness _ .

) and repeated, "You do don't you?"

She nodded but didn't know if it was the truth. It was like hearing
a forgotten cousin's name, and with it ceme a vague stirring of pleasure -
mixed with fear. ' ‘

"You remember you suddenly started enjoying chocolate on Catallna
Island?" he said. i

"Yes." - -t

‘"yell the Comte de Ligeaux first saw you in your convent, in. the
parlour where it was allowed to mix with visitors under the sye of the
abbottess, who was. usually an aristocratic woman who'd never fished a
husband. The convent parlour was an accepted ma;ket for future brides.
You were seventeen at the tlme. ‘As I told you before, 1t was Forbldden
for Venetlans to mix with foreigners but I came to your convent under
your father's wing, and 1 was_very close to 'some of the great families.
of the so~called Golden Book,,inoluding the doge's. And also I was one
of the leaders of a very important conspiracy, a:top secret Venetian plot:
Now I think one drank chocolate in those convent parlours. Does\thgt
ring a bell too?" . - : ’ B _

"It seems to."

“If: your Father had known I was after. _you’ heruld have had me

strangled at once, or thrown into a canal. Venlce was very: strlct at-

that time. As it was, both he and I were stranglad and p0551b1y in_

the. same prlson cell... . i ézﬁ't' .
- &
They went on sitting in-the darkness. . She(want to listen any mors.

" but felt powerless to stop,him, or curb her own curiosity.

"ThiS'gu} in Rome, the ministry official, he's amééihg——-all I gave

im were the names Caterina Foss and Sir Henry Wotten and he pleoed the

. whole damn thlng together! 'He reckoned that *Faoss' had got- to mean

either Foscari, another top family of the time, or Foscarini. - On the -

Foscari‘famiiy he drew. a blank—~——there wes;nOACaterina; But in the-

. Foscarini family hs Foonoﬁyou, he said, 'She was the same age as the

century——she was seventeen 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'suoh thing! - In Paris, where I came from, I had a lot

- S fam e s —
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of Venetian contacts 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 of unofficial diplomacy, being related to the great de Guise Famlly.
One of these contacts came to me in Paris w1th a prpos1t10n. I was to
live in Venice for a tlme, be received as if Venetlan-——a terrific
privilege at that tlme. And I was to build up a small army of mostly

Dutch soldiers with the objectivé qf removing Spanish rule from Naples.

" Being a de Guise I had no love of the Spanish. My grandparents toldTJ

Freneds . - :
me of thg/feud with Philip the Second.. And now that Philip was dead

. and the Spanish empire ailing I thought it would be good policy. to help - -

the decline in one of the empire's most important principalities. Now

the Duke of QOsuna, at that time viceroy of Naples, was a friend of mine
and as anxious to get rid of his masters as the d%Gu1se$‘era. ’ Ha was

our circus leader. 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.™ A )

There was somethlng in his manner. she couldn't understand.‘ It
sounded as if he was arguing a case, trying to JUSlfy some actlon.

"I was here over a year," he said. "Then the Spanish got wind of
thé piot and'the Venetian government got scared. It was politically
obllged to remove all evidence of what had besn golng on: ’ No feﬁer
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 recaf&eq:iﬁto the ’

houses of the'Goldenﬁ{obilit% against all;h;stoficél‘precedent}were
. . 7 st

:strangled.;n prison after being tortured,and phaney confessions wrung

from us. And’afterwards we were displayed hanging between the columAs’

of the Molo as your father was four years later.“:

"And what about Caterina?" shé asked him, "You haven't said.
anything about her!" '

"ﬁe were going to run away togethevéfter my mission in Naples was

over,xyou and I. We made love several times, God knows how because

there was a spy every fi?ty yards in that cityl- We were in a state of

“ terror most of the tiﬁe butiit was worthwhile. You became pregnant..

At first I didn't.tell you about the plot, I couldn't."”
"Did- you eventually?" — . ;
"Yes. Ch I was so much in love I couldn't keep anything from

youl"



1

: “And what happened to Caterina after you died?"

"She didn't live to have the child. She went to the tducal prison
~after she'd seen my body hanging on the Molo and bribed one of the guards
to let her have the body. An hour before midnight she rowed a small boat

down the canal running under the Bridge 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 Oominicl™ . ' : . -

They sat there thinking about it in the darkness.

,v'ww”wﬂg’mwﬂ,c;wmmp?miﬂm I e el LT
v * o .

She was suddenly restless. "Oominic, put the light_on} Let's go
out for a walk!"
"OK l 11

- ‘The air was still’ oppressive.‘ Outaide she was happy to be close to
other people again, in the 1ights from the shops, with the echo of voices
and.foatsteps all round. .They strolled along halding each other by the.

hand. At the cakeshop they ate several oF thase: tiny custard pies the
Venetians tall budlni.

iR 16 B L B AR T A RO

He was 'still absorbed in his theme. "Do you know;" he said, "that

Roman guy everi found the name of your convent?  Your Familyvchose 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."

On the way back she said to -him, "And what's your surprise for
‘tonight?" ‘

t

“That was in my mind too. Listen, you go back to the hotel, I've
. got ‘a few things to do, OK?" '

She looked at him quickly. She didn't want “him to leave——not for.
‘aqsingle moment. But she said, "All right", rather sadly. -~ -
He chuckled and kissed her on the cheek.; “Eithen you want a surprise -

.- - or you don'ti". ; o ‘ ' o= T
i V ' "Yes 1 dol" ' n : e

It was quite dark now, though still not evening.. She went"paok 0
elone. For a time she stood and watched the pigeons settling down
for the night in the niches of the San Moisé facade._ Then she looked
at the shops along the Salizzada. : . - ' -

e e g e e

ot The apartment was ‘heavy with the scent of roses. . As she welked in
the phone rang, but since it couldn't be Dominic she did't hurry.
It was Pauline, from LA, '

"I've been wanting to phone you all day but I only got the all—clear

© Jjust now,” Pauline said.

.
]
3

"What do you mean, all clear?" got=

. S - "Well Dominic was around before, is that right? And I onlyxthe

.- o 51gna1 just this minute that you were alone.™ -~ « = -~ -= o e

AT A e
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"Whaﬁ do you mean, all clear?” ,
"%ell Dominic was around before, is that right? And I only got
the signal just this minute that you were alone."
"Oon't you want to talk to him then?"”
"It's you I want to talk to! Angela, you've got to leave Venice."
"Leave?"
4' "Itis 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 can't do that! He's only just arrived!". .
' ."But Angela he's not fit to be wandering around like this. He
- got real sick when you ran away and he hasn't recovered yet, you can take

%d.)’
my word for it!  He should be back here- .- hospital care but you try and

tell him that! It's written everywhere—f:in the Tarot cards, your horoscope,
it came out in his FM clasees! Angela I'&.having dreams about this——
_you two shouldn't be together at this moment and I've never been proved
wrong yet, even!Dominic'would agree there!" |
f ’ "Have you two had a quarrel?" . )
' p "Dh come on Angela, we're ‘always quarrelllng, what the hell's that
5 o gof to.do with it? Maybe I should just have stepped on a plane and come
- ’ " on over. But I didn't wan ‘t to lose time! - This is urgent—1isten,.
couldn't you tr@st me- just this once, little actress, and picklup your
B | coat and an ove;night bag and take a. taxi to Rome airpoft—-—don't go
M near Venice airport because he'll follow you thers! And then come to LA
%~ . © and I'n eXpleid all about it. Now don't worry about if you can see him
agaln, you'll be back w1th each other in a few days, so what do you lose?"
"But we' ve had such a lovely time together!- He looks marvellous! )
If he was sick I'd know Pauline.- He's been going on'a lot about his. ‘
discoveries in Rome but he was always obsessed that wayl" - o
"Listen you re both hung 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 mew lives, not hanging back in the pastl"*f : .

"It's Domlnlc who keepS'dolng that, not mel™
"Isn't that JUSt what I'm trying to tell you? He's got his head .
? o : full of how bad they treated him and how he was murdered in his cell- and .
‘ how he can.'still feel the bow—string tlghten round his neck- and the: '-i,_ N
5 . : gloved hand‘clamplng itself round his mouth in the middle of the night
: : _' ‘and how he fought for breath- and everythlng went bla ck! Ch God I've
listened to it a hundred times! .But it's not what FM's about Angela,
he's missed the whole point—I1" )

.""He hasn't told me any of that!"

"Ch there s probably a whole lot he hasn't told you. yet. I wieh tao

I R R
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Lod he'd never heard about this Homan guy—=>b ut I'm the fool for doing

that research on Henry Wotten!"

- "Pauline," 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 <¢ity where we belong. 1've never felt
at home as I do hers. I hardly Know ~my mother any more, honestly, she' s-_

like a stranger to me—I1 feel.l belong more heré?han anywhere slse I've
ever been in any incarnation!" )
"OK " Pauline said patlently, "T'm not trylng to bar you. From Venlce.'
But you could make an’ effort-—-gust for me——come here and talk a bit, then
you'll be ready to have a marvellous time with him! At the moment thers's
dangéf-——for you bothl! Ch God what an effort iyélways éékes to save -
somebody from himself!”. R -
"Pauline I do trust you and I will tryee—I"
"To leave?? ' S
" "Yesl" :
"Right now?"
“I'm going to try my hardest!" ‘ .
"That's great' 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 harqénythlng between me and Dom?"

. "It's the only way Angela. ' You've got to get out of the danger, —
then you can be together later. ":_ " ; )
"But if he was so sick when I left before-——he mlght commltt su1clde
thls time!" v . L - o .
"Leave him a note, DK? Teli.him I' called and you'llibefwith ma. in o

LA for a few days and you're comiﬁg back, - you don't understand what I

~ want stc. He'll chase you to the airport so that's why you' ve ‘gat to ¢

take a boat to the Plazzale Roma and persuade a taxi driver: to-take you
to Rome. Have you got enough'money?"

- ,,yqs " ’ . -

. She sat * thinking about it afterwards. ~ Not: for a moment did she
considéf leaving. There. wers: things she couldn't tell Pauline.
For instance that the sex they'd had~that‘day had ta&en them out of the

préseqt world——it was therefore useless to talk about danger in the

. present world bgbauSe the presen% world didn't count any mora;.

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'nevar'expefienced this thing that he and shs had——

- _— — e —_—— =
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- human beings. So they read danger in it. Uf course. It was.

" the Giardini. Oo you see it there?" - -

most never even dreamed that such a thing was possible between two

dangérous. Hadn't Pauline herself described this thlng as a bomb, which
she, Angela, was treating like a home-~made firework?

- This was what she .told herself. She did try to consider leaving,
as she'd proﬁ«ised. But the thought was gone no sooner than thé effort
was made. _ ' ‘

-50 Dominic was right——Pauline was one of the 'inguisitors' who wanted-
to tear -tham apart!

She walked about the apartment settlin g the roses in their véses,k : -

faking'away a few leaves to make them moré comfortable, changing. the

water though it was fresh enough. Their scent reminded her of her suite
at the Beverley Hills hotal—-—whaé”a callow, ambitious youngster she'd
been then-——and how different from this éomposed Venetian woman looking
after her rosesl ‘

The phone rang again and she was su;eﬂit was Pauline to ask her
what she'd decided. But it was Dominic. ‘ " ,
| "This is going to take more time than I thought," he told her.
"I shan't be through till around ten tonight. Listen, would you meet "
on- the other s;ge of Venice arcund half-past ten if Iitold you exactly -
where to come?. Have you got a map there?a’
' nhe went and got the map she'd bought,

"Is all this in aid of the great surprlse?" she asked him.,.

- you're Feellng lazy but if you want to walk go to ‘St Mark's Square, then

|

: 1

"Yeah!" He laughed.- "Are yau ready? You can take a taxi if 7 o |
- i

. along the Riva degli Schiavoni until you comse. to a sort of park, that' s

"Yes." |

"Now you walk right along by the Giardinifwith the lagbon‘on your_;

right, OK7" : - B

oK . -

-~

"Looklng more or less straight ahead, sllghtly to the right, you~ I

see the Lido on- the other side of the water. Now at the end of the
Glardinl the path curls left for a few yards. Just keep going and-

you'll flnd a bridge that crosses over on to the island of Sant* Elena.uf,

Are you with me?" . . - I o o .

1

"That's about‘haiF an hour's walk;manbe three-quarters with High- - -
heels." '
.."And what happens at the bridge?"

"You'll see me—=1'1ll call out to youl"
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| ”8ut'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 1've

‘got the language barrierl!"”

"I'11 see.you at half—past ten then."

"Cover yourself up, it gets misty'at‘niéht.”

"OK. "

Busy” evening sounds rose>to the windows——people hurrying by in the'
square below, shop shutters lumbering down. She lay on the bed with the
lights out until about half—past nine. She didn't feel like eatlng.

She shpped a coat on and went downstairs. o ) '

It was as warm as May but with a heaviness, a stillness that marked
it as unhealthy. Yet she enjoyed the ailing weatker. It made her feel
pleasantly sleepy, it parched her already sore throat, which also had some-
thing uncannily pleasant about it. _

She walked slowly. Most people were at dinner by this hour.

She took the Eélli behind St Mark's and eoerged on to the Riva degli .
Schiavoni at San Zaccharia. From many w1nd0ws came_ the. sound of dlshes
clattering together. A few people passed. Gtherw1se Venlce had’ a

deserted look. :

She walked past a huge Amerlcan cruiser anchored at the Arsenale.
From the via Garlbaldl came the sound of laughter and raised voices—- -
she saw lights in the trattorle»and bars., A Few Aperlcan sailors were
leaning over the rails of the upper deck gazing down in silence, smoking.

Then came the gardens. Everything grewvdarker'here. Across‘the

. water were the distant lights of the Lido and the casind? The path

narrowed, at the edge of the lagoon, and hers she was quite alone. The
gulls soared and dipped silently in’theé air, maklng their cries. _ -
She knew that when Dominic promised her a surprlse it 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’ plne trees, lay the residential island of Sant' Elena.:

She saw him Just beyond the llttle bridge, ‘on the other side of the
canal that divided Venice from the island.. He'd just stepped out of a

rowing boat. It looked remarkably new. There were coats, blankets. .

. inside. They were going for a row in the lagoonl She was so excited

she let out a cry before ha'd seen her—and he turned round startled..
She ran over the bridge to the fondamenta where he was mooring the

boat.: ) A I
"Isn't it a beauty?" he said.
"It's lovely, Dom, lovely!"

—— A



. They kissed each‘other.

"Oo you know," he said, "I read somewhere that the best way to see
the Lido was to take a gondola and cross theflegoon'td it at night but I
don't want a gondola—-—%l'want to do my own steering and it took about
three days of mouth and money to convince this Bucintorc Club to let me
have a licence for this thing so that ene of their vaporetti can run us
downl" . N . -

He took her arm and led her away from the boat. "I can't take her- -
out till eleven, so let s take a stroll. You feel OK?  Warm enough?"’A

"Uh yesl" "

They walked back over the bridge to the gardens and leaned against
the wall overlooking the lagoon.

"It's so guiet," she said.

"You see, nobody could tear us away from each other after all, could
they?"

"No!b ' She looked at him, wondering if he knew about Pauline's call ~
in some way. ‘But she said nothing about it because it seemed so unimport-—
ant to both of them, . , ‘ . ;

"And now we're alone," he said, "I can tell you what really heppened‘
to me-;—how I was betrayed. I would hate been strangled anyway-—-" _

"Oh Dominic let's think about something else! ' It's such a lovely
night!” . . - L . -
o "You've“got to listen to this. I've been waltlng to tell you all

. this time and now you must listen because you can't go on in- 1gnorance
"~ any morel™ '
"All right." : : N
"It was you who betrayed me! It wasrCateriha, long before the
Spanish got wind of any'plotg" v I

She drew away from him. But with the unusual strength he could at -
times muster he held her close to. him. .
i "You see, I had to tell Caterina about the plot I couldn't ‘hold 1t
back any 1onger. That was my mlstake. I had to explain why I'd be awayf.
for some time, perhaps months, and why I couldn't teke you with ms.
I told you that something very secret was going on. I didn't mention-
Naples. I told you I was one of the leaders. 1 said that- one day-if

you were very patient you'd receive a note at the-convent telling you

”posseselons, everythlng so”that we could flee to France. ‘ There was nog
chance, you see, of your family or the Venetian government agree;ng 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, "Listenl .You went back home——you couldn't get it out of

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
: \
where- to meet me and that then you must give up everythlng-—-famlly, -
|
y
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yoﬁr head that I was never coming back and that I was platting against m'
éhe republic. You were a kid aftérlall!  But anybody else might have
thoughtvthe same. \Venice was full of rumours. People couldn't under-
stand why there were so many:Foreigners in thé city. They thought:
theyfwere there.to protect the city againstéaépanish plot. Your brothers
toldlyou.this in whispers. - You knew I was a close friend of your
father;s, and received by some’ of the greatest families. You were sure
that these peopls knew nﬁthiﬁg about my.plotting activities. Every dayi
theré were fresh rumoqrs'thatithe Spaniards were preparing to bloW'hp the

ducal palace and seize. the doge. Well, we—1 mean the Three and §he Ten

and leaders liks myself—were spreading the rumours! So naturally you
thought I must be connected with the. Spanish Embaséy in some way. Now
Venice 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

S TR

- lifg=——your chila's! - All Venet}ans were?ike that! 'Venice was beyond all

ey

private interest for them and. betraying the state was the crime you paid
for.with the worst tortures ever devisedl! So you went and told yaur:.
brother; whose name was Paclo.  You called him Paoclino.  You- told ﬁim:
Ayou'd heard something sfkangé about his father's Friend—-;ybu-hia the real
Fa&ts, abdut'me being your future husband, about the child——Fand that was
gasy because for the moment all they wanted was tu:get ﬁgt/ Well, your .
brother went to- your féther, anc you)father‘Went to someone-hé'knew to

be in contact with the Three. They didn't arrest me. They told‘himlto
go on entertaining me——-outside his home of course——and meanwhlle they
watched me. That was their excuss. They 1nteé§d to do nothing, certaln
that I would be in-Naples'within'a few weeks. As it happened the Spanish
got wind of the plot about ten days later. Dovyou realise they might ’

have heard about it because of you? Do you see what reckless things: you'

. .- do someti mes, _running away from ‘'your afflnlty, refus1ng the love it took
whole lifetimes to achievse!" . . Lo -
| "Dominici" - : . - B o
“One_ of your brothers may have blabbered—-—the Spanish embassy had
spies all over the c1ty! So we were all arrested, murdered, thrown 1ntq
the canals, the soles of'ouf>feet‘were caned until théy burned away, we
. were stranéled'ih our cells, slowl}, the blood bursting in our héads,:
the breathing slowly stopped, struggling against the gloved hand in
front and the tightening of the bow-string from behind——-look-—-look!
I've got it herel I've got the thing herel”
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He pulled a long stout piece of cat—gdt from his pocket.

"Do.you see this? The Roman guy gave it to me—one of his most
precicus felics; It could be the string I was stradg;ed with, do you
realise that? Look at it Caterlna, ook at it

It was-'trembling in his fingers, hanging.

She began crying, struggling. _

But .then she remembered how she had rowed him far, far outAonvthe
lagoon and that she still knew the way, along the lanes marked out with -
piles on either side, past Porto Sabbionito the open sea.

He put hls arms round her and she knew almost thankfully that 1t
had been for the last time, that afternoon.

i




