S

® Vewdotin’




VENDETTA
by
MAURICE ROWDON




When her plane touched down at Los Angeles airport and she

was walking across the tarmac in the sudden sweltering air she

noticed how pale some of the other London passengers were and
felt thankful for her tan. Her five-day holiday on Crete had
paid off. It helped the Cleopatra look.

She looked round for her agent and saw no one. Then when

she was through the passport wicket wheeling a trolley full of
suitcases a pale, bald-headed man in a blue seersucker suit hurried

up behind her and said, "Hi Angela, nice trip? You are Angela

Bourne?"

"Yes ."

He took the trolley over and began steering her through the

car park. The stationary cars sent out a massive afternoon heat

that took the breath away. He looked rushed off his feet and his

quick grey eyes always seemed to be searching the distance for some

job that had to be done. She saw with disappointment that he was

approaching a Volkswagen and not even a vintage one. She'd been
dreaming of a black chauffeur-driven Buick at the least---and an
agent at least six foot tall who looked, apart from actually being,

the boss. Not some harrassed assistant from the TV department as

this creature clearly was.
But as they drove away she told herself not to be childish.

After all she wasn't being asked to play the lead. In fact she
wasn't being asked to play anything yet. Just to interview for
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a part. In the old days it—was—glamorous and you went+te Hollywood

L o >
g = R (PPN < L DN—" s, v
3

“Tr?@;_ﬁf " -:\}w?;(;

o Vieleo

> C‘-“r""{ \‘7w RS o PL-L_J\;UJ PPN Gen il all et

/.L'-“’M < ‘-‘Q\DLO /.(’ /C,,‘.—, %/{CLU.-.DM\._. :J \’1i~( f C( (}9

~



0—0( « 3))@/% el 7Cl:..../-n-r(..(- \)c-—r

-3 - “(Aﬂ‘ka—"(oL._, el Ao | _b(;;(/&«:(t
== . N sk vee Mon 7t .Z&?j/ﬂ‘)

belocey o= S i S AT » fc‘f Newo

them, & od (o ~]~. Ao W“*/(j Lol @ o . St/( She w fu«‘*? /9

In the back seat there were piles of ragged manuscrlpts and

the ash tray was so full of butts, most of them coated with lipstick,
She could see it all---=the

they'd spilled all over the gearshift.

quick lays among the scripts.
She felt unaccountably nervous. Not because of the interview.

She didn't really care if she got the part or not. 'I'm a stage )

actress', she a.lwa.ys said. /‘il\L.uo:nk_JJas_a_S}de%ﬁe—bu:t—a—-&eeessa;y_mak
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Her agent kept glancing at her m H.% black one-piece &=
with a low neck, cut close to the body,(set off her deep tan and helped [«

the- large spaxrkiing eyes, /»armeu%—h—'bha-b—wa:rfu%}—amd—red—and—ﬁ;rm.,_theﬁ \
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CJ_e.o?a-tfa—-s hair was short bu'b-thlck
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£ blackness fha-tv—em tk?e-' whites of(‘{her eyes. A—lﬁw—sh-e—w?s
Co / A z% 7 u\,‘{_[

T o~ S rt; T\ eelh Uyl —
Pz LRl 2o 1(~ 2/—8 3 ( 4~ &,g
t‘.-%en":,y £ive q]sjp h:ﬁ;’ a em v%cﬂ \d-pv-;?r-nﬂ nnv-r: onalitys 75'[.13 or‘t‘:cé—’d b}u; a /(/

trong voice and unhesitating delivery, 2
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L was telling her his name---'Everard Hope'.

"You can take it easy till tomorrow Angela, so listen why don't
pick you up around eight?" *

Ol N &Jil;J(

we have dinner together tonight, I'

NSE
Sﬁdd.mly_sb.e_ua.sn_t_lﬁ@ Her fingers were trembling

violently and she couldn't take her eyes off a man not three feet from
her in an open Bentley. They were waiting for the lights to change
She stared into his dark eyes and it seemed he
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at Slausen Avenue.
found it as difficult to shift his gaze as she did.
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B oTeot e soed (s o Wohkal ekl T
fixed—bhat—they seemed to penetratefdees Imtp her body, thetr
’ Ne o } ben o Cal o —
Jepe compulsion S‘U'—S'ETOﬁg-lhﬂiAfT Thﬁwﬁvmtm she %ﬁfﬁ in those

= bosne el Wb

T WM e s o I L pefiorn heH:Tﬁe i even a—right—
te—itv - : i sha
ea&-her_shn—aaé—hm—and;he sat rigid, her mouth sllghtly open, Z~‘=/ 7 -
Hn.sia.ce__ua.s-smee%h ard sli he cheel
the "hose (long s 1m aad sensi’cf_\f_,)t e cﬁee <s
so soft and yet firm in line that she felt she wanted to touch them —
Yighrtly-at—onee---no, more than that, she felt she had touched them AL
ok’ &
—already, shelknew how that smooth \&braﬁt skin felt, and thees
sensationg Lreglstered deep 1ther m&&d—]:e—— the very place where she'd

been feeling feathers of vague unease for the past two hours.
g time the a,gcut—ﬂﬁlis;—/
minutes seemed to pass and @m

Somne _time - -the

Yl gazed at each other. His black hair was slightly ruffled in the
&—"/”ﬁlnd thick round his ears. He wore a white suit with casual
elegance, its sleeves turned up to reveal an expens:Lve blue shirt

mmderpeath, and a goldéchaln. T-h-eseseyesL too keen and—steady—to— [~

be weally bearable, ought—to—have—made her hlink with embarrassmert qfni’ Jts
r&ﬁd—-eﬁrﬂ-&way—bu-t—fh:yg caused her no distres at all and during those

eternal seconds she realised why---they were in some disturbing way

her own eyes, 1 f belongfn:; to her, they'd figured in
her life before, she distinctly remembered them though she knew well-

a_ é
ereugir she'd never seen such%& man before![yet—*bh-ose—eyes—- )
igure i : : 345

Hw—a:srr“t——b&:eﬁd—er—%alﬂﬂ-_ﬁui_he_was.ihe only—man—whoad ever

abl
Jntess—hre—was—this—man. Ee was in such a whirl of feelings <thet—

she couldn't grasp fer—a—moment where she was, in what city, on what
~Continent, or why she 'Wﬂerwmmrm—mmnm
“sent—tearing offom = tangent. 1t was sometning she could never
have—guessed===ttmtsuch = face couldt exist, or ttet—there was one
face1In the world that was hers alone To own. She judged him to

be about thirty-five. ¥Yet—ina—siddily—unreal way-he didnlt—seemto
be a_year older than she She'd seen dark and beautifui—men—before
but—thadmtIrterestedther——Smoothness of line hadn't interestedt——
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~hex. She preferred ke unkempt, imtriswine-lock~-—set this dark&;
smooth ftx:ty But—untess—shecould have this man and this—men—eatone

she didn't want—+te—touch=ancthier man ag rtongas—she—tived—And—she

(&2 _4)‘,
would be looking for this face—for-the rest of her days.. It waélﬁhe
most absurd/ exretesque feeling she'd ever had. But it wouldn't
g0 away.

The lights %&é changed. There was a loud blast of reminding
(J- %
horns behind them as her agert sped forward and the cream Bentley
ﬂaamaaﬁe&—behlnd. He was seew lost from sight. She turned round

S

but behlnﬁithere was a massive Chevrolet and no coup3(;;~gzéﬁf_—‘(f§ij;;/

SheTlutehed-her bag-so-franticalliy-her knuckles went white.

S M P S3m A33 s acada. X 4
he—tho ht—to—ask-him—to—-sto but—the—emotion—was—too—strong.
Y

“—She—thought—shemight—faint—Ft—ves—a—dizzy-mixture of TAAIC
thai—she—weuié—nevervsee—h:m—aga1nfand—an—exc:%meﬁ%—eerees%atrc’fﬁif~
4t was almost beyond bearing. There was a sense of voluptuous ease
all through-her—body, as if she was already with him===yet-she-was—

trembIImg too. K- P K

 Hee-£i hought as they drew up ontside the hotel wa ha
‘she'd né;éf*gg\iﬁ‘a~*.ﬁ e to prepare herself for dinnex;—I6T alone
face an interview the day afte But—the next thought was a calm
one. It toldhe¥ that she was going to see the Tase a-_ln. A1l

«f a sudden-she knew it,
lA porter lifted her bags out of the front boot, and Everard Hope
was offering her his hand without getting out. -

"He'1l show you to your room," he said, "I'll have to rush, see <
w

you at ej% xTocn b U A Jot bl s Aol

that they'd been driving up Sunset

Al sty

Bou&syiff
ACG~eA S 9‘#‘*
lhe U red carpet i t% front of the plnk“§399§9qg_entrance of the Beverle

Hills hotel! Ll e ol O

It was top star treatment-ié;r would they give her an attic room

three feet wide? She saw her bags disappearing beyond the glass

and7§aW“it—was a two-room suite, and Jhere were roses everywhere. /(h_—_—_—;f>
T W-W.E 2 Lt .
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It tka—her—%eﬁ—m:nvtes—ééat over dlnnegito realise that producers
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re to work. As
, she knew now that

foresaw a good return on their money. She was
for Everard Hipe's side-glances at her in the c
he'd been appraiéing her professionally. / Do
Also, far from being an assistant from the TV department, Evezaxd
was boss of the whole agency, one of the mosy important in Hollywood.

sof~his name
’

Its title, the Vera Hopp Syndicate,
and people called it VHS for short,hf~V'l;hz ke video ecveltz,
The series she'd been invited to interview for was a new bumper

production of Guy de Maupassant's‘Bel Ami in six episodes. As the
series was being shot e in California, with a few location
shots in Paris done by a number two crew and without actors, the
producers wanted as many people on the set as possible who 'felt'
French without actually being so. This fltgga-Angela’

Her Spotllght photo said 'Fluent French' underneath and it was even

true. Her mother was French-born and had proudly kept her within
earshot of good French throughout childhood.
"I'm not clear who they want you to play but it certainly isn't

Madeleine, " Everard told hery( "I'm hoping for Clotilde, it's not
the star role but it takes up a lot of footage.

He buried himself in the script.

"They want you to look at that speech wh you start screaming
at Georges Duroy that he's a shit for havimg divorced Madeleine in
order to marry his millionaire boss' ughter, se—as—to—come Imto @
ffortune~ By the way, " ed, "have you read the book?"

"Yes," An said.

"T read it in the original French."
- Givimg her a flat glance that accused her of pretensions he
went , "Listen I hope it's Clotilde, I'm not saying it will be.

Lrren
You're not perfect casting)for that role. I see her as plump and

even a little bit dumpy, and you're certainly not that.” A{\““‘“““—-f;D

"This film is one small part of a big package," ke said, Lwo—{ -,
“ﬁowhzhe producers are going to spend millions on recreating ¥y Paris
;? the I880s .im-an-authentic way and to justify that they want to make
a whole load of films that take place around that period. Apart from
Bel Ami they want two bel ébogue pictures, a series on Diaghilev and
the Russian Ballet's first appearance in Paris, and I think a series

on Dreyfuss. Now you can land principal roles in all of these

because that's going to be their policy-~-to keep the same names and
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tiis—Same faces beferethe—public—seye as a kind of trademark for
b) rele oLy r [ A

the whole package. Newbﬁ{lat do you think of that?“” Yeuluwe_got A

two years' guaranteed work ahead—ef—rou with rising fees and steady ’
inversmtionzl publicity." )
Angela leaned forward h

wide, fascinated eyes===and she-didn't feel a thing., And words just_
wouldn't come. She knew that the Clotilde speech she'
i that shouting, and back
gged her agent until it was changed. But

for tomorrow was going to be tough
in London she would
all she

do was sit there trying to look like an actress about

= - 13
K OI—T1mrel—xITt~

Thre—fact—was—that—since—the a.f'th.J.J.UUIl that—face tEdmt—Tefther.
Aer‘netha,ng_else—;m%e—red———‘bmen —stie thought o him she caught—her
E 11 the excitement of
finding herself in the Beverley Hills Hotelli/ Wit antte and—rt w'H: ar
L./U reYm /ﬁ
n lost, (ﬁhe axgnty Kl 'v

least a hundred roses

-y
even enquireffabout the roses, let alone than verard Whio Mee ’;Mmt«-u\ frd
A1l through dinner she kept glancing round to see if by some HMS(

might be gazing at kexr—Ffxrem another table,
unbeara.ble fixity of é’; eyes,léjo dark anda%sﬁr’aed as—if he—didntds Ml 1k

y ot (aJa- 5 P IbH
W y-,-c-fﬁnew—wha%—a_-ﬁ—;ég-o—be flusterea But—eof—course—+- 2

~
ceuld-n—:b—hagpen L As Everard talked on a certain melancholy -<aeifted F

; vinee ot—dhe would never see bthat Al ‘
Magaln, ()L)JW (,\,lo(,.b (#le "f(/x(v L-[ V\-«(‘( é"‘? NS \_5

They'd—t=ker dimer—Inmter—trotet—se—that—she could conveniently

After coffee they walked through the Polo Lounge towssda the

terrace for a last drink_
ho @ er

e .

In a corner, deep in armchairs, four men sat together over drinks. AL
"You OK?" Everard asked hery o Sl M ang R

not look closer. Her mouth was dry’a'mi her heart seemed to leap into

her throat. j
@V«D— ( /‘LS /)cvr; <
She was aware of Mer—sgert calling out a.-s—-'b-bey—pa,ssed the men/(

"See you later."

4
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The next day was busy. She met-her-agent again fer—eceoffer
and he introduced h’e’f/\to the casting director, a woman of about forty
called Jill Rapinsky who had enormous dark glasses and a pp&}/r#&itil.

J
She was a bit frigid in manner but Angela fed+t—she—liked her% Jrit

T T i ODUt—he—avattabie—that—afternoon as he

Fiil-Lkept—looking ai her acress—the—tablre—as—if—F£idtting her into
fature—roless . r
: e W)
"Do you know Paris well?" she asked. S

o /m+ in my blood. My mother's French."
W* "Oh that's great‘." Jill paused—then—saidy leanfé(g- forward &~

.bl—*b- as if embarrassed, "This is going to sound screwy but you've read
the book haven't you?"
"Yes|n
"And do you think you really fit Clohtilde? OK," she said with
a sudden laugh’whé:eh—&%—once—imﬁshed—bhe-&mpressfmr-oﬁfrfgi&ﬂy,

>

fl

b

i

I

d

i

I

I "you don't ha}rﬁa_t‘o answer, especially with your agent here! But I'd ':IU

wanrt to tzg-yeu—seme-‘bhiﬁg— I saw your TV clips ef—ceurses : ¥ now

l I've seei} You,y and I don't know.why the—kexl I thought of you for

Clotilde. -But—Tlmmew—yrou‘re—the—right—eirl] I've always seen

I Clotilde as-==0K,. fantastically pretty and sexy but not the dazzling

Arabian nights type like you."

' Everard Hese mlookﬂ— bored---he was there to clinch deals ané
coutd—do-—withewb—+the—analysis, dD i 2 Hee KL a/& e )’

Angela pressed her: "Do you mean you cast—me—against the part?"

l 't doing that either. I mean I didn't think a tall

i

i

i

i

1

i

5

"No_‘}ﬁ

d ,
(T skinny blonde could

handled Clotilde. I wanted you. And I don't
wl’ . know why. I always know Yhy usually."  She laid her hand on Everard's
arm: "She'll get the part

turned to Angela again: ™I know it sounds crazy but the minute I saw

oney, you don't have to worry." And she

your clips I put your name down and told my secretary to contact your
agent. I didn't even think about it. In fact I hardly looked at
the clips. You didn't feel 1like Clotilde, you didn't behave like her
or look like her---so I must have been under a spell."

"Yeah," Everard said, rising, "I do that to all the casting
directors, how else would I stay in business?"

Jill picked her up from the hotel later in the afternoon and
drove her to the studios in ¥ Hollywood hills. Jami7ﬁ the lead,




— § —

was tall and blond with a thick moustache alreadytrimmed for the

ZAS Mo d leatn v e £ c—/}xa LiAC1_ ~ Mr Tee E::~:§f*ti; e

aid "I hear you're interviewing for Cletilde—that's

, .U “n Al o ¢ S
M“-&J’( U‘Q/‘.(L-‘Vl—-’)u( 6‘4(-—(,- (‘-( @—‘— rL_,‘ r/\"(\ h"“"/l \?

part. D

é, Tt c—canteen—together and di6¥ﬁ¥7sav much. Normally
Angela wphuld have sassed the whole scene out in a few minutes=--what

the diai-tor was 1like, who was playing Madeleine and wds she any good,
were they allowing plenty of rehearsal time, wa€ it being shot in
video -4- in sequence. But she didn't<~ Again she couldn't muster
the int:’est. She sat thinking~about what Jill Rapinsky had told her.
It seemgd that the momemt her plane had touched down a peculiar
atmos;ku;e had_stdrted and she hardly knew who she was. She'd
: forgott@mrto phone her mother and Louis her boyfriend (he was playing
B inb gh-—Festival).
f';} ,,,,, —;Be Eft.Ji%l E}lot her around, meeting the rest of the cast.
8Lr” / There'd been aLFea%?hrough the day before, with another girl substituting
for Clotildere~ '
. &
"Who really looked the part," Jill whispered to her with a conspir-

atorial smile.

This smile made Angela feel =

. She couldn't fathom it out. He
The director of the series, Af%ﬁ%g'Pennance, returned to IA just

before dinggajz‘érove her up to an ugly house on Ig Mirada where &n—Her‘J “r oty
~ early evening party was_going on. / She sat with hig:iﬁ‘?ne of the /::>

upstairs rooms and between phonecalls and people tapping on the door (iEE;;::>
. X
with messages she got through her part without a hitch.

%Ab#lsat there rubbing his eyes and making thedPloodshot. He had
a smooth bronzed face, and nice lips, but harrassment seemed—teo—have— had cacoy
tZKenm Tts—toidy—and-there were premature lines everywhere.

When she'd finished he looked at her with surprise: "Did you

learn the lines already?"

Mo erow doa M )"-—n’ 6"/\#1 ,/"
"No, I enly-had time to

. e ’
re&é—ii—éhaeugh—eaeeTlaat=nigﬁ%:!?‘ﬁ==ﬂ===ﬁﬁ=-a:-'

"Wow!" he said. "I think we're in business. Have you met

Jamie?"
"Yes."
"I think you two ought to discuss your scenes together---I encourage

that kind of thing between actors. What say he takes you to dinner
tomorrow evemning?"
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"OK." R 3},_ . \/9\/)(5((’
"I'11l tie his hands behind his tack, so tge::e won't be any—
~menkey—busimess, "
He dialled Jamie Somerson's agent and it was fixed for the
following evening at Chasen's.
"What say we go downstairs and pick at the buffet?”
There was no music, Jjust murmured talk. Some guests were drinking
coffee.

Angela, @ssmg the kltchen,,ﬂhmhgdaﬁa_‘as-t low -ceilinged—room &
witi=e- long refectory table 1&-%h&-m§ddj\,\thought she saw tEe- three ) /b
men who'd been sitting in twe—cexrex—ef the Polo Lounge withrigm the
evenlng before. LShe ca#‘ght her breath, almost stumbled, then hurried
on, keeping close to Awbhur—Penmemees He piled a plate high with
ham and salad for her, then }% wandered off.‘ @e sat at—bthe—windou
gazing out at the gravel driveway and suddenly she noticed that the

cream Bentley was there. -And——wara—it—her—imasination——ethose eyes—

.
1 <
there—was—noone- €}¢¢C}¢<’\gQ/<I)gJ4$u?

s
—-aé\l—-ﬁe-w--m1 nutes—ater— meuc girT Il yellow trOUSErsS amt = tight

sieevtessjﬁmper—gvt—nrthe—Ben%}ey—and—é;e%—auay ‘
Tﬁ Tact that there might e more ti=Em onecream——Benttoy—in—LA

“

o -~
ben—round—but

didn' She knew i ! - e felt she'd
—recognise anytming of st —
Max
She left the food untouched. Then Pennance” came downstairs and
said, "Sorry about that ! tetrs—get you back to your hoteds"

NS VY
She exeused—herseif—to—go-1to the loo and looked all over the

house but he was nowhere, The three men were still sitting in the

kitchen, one of them hugging a briefcase like a taby, swaying to

and fro. They took no notice of other guests, lost in a: thick

atmosphere of smoke and worry. C)Z““"’ Mar dowe b el Tt /o 6, ke e
That evening she had a meal brought up to—her on a tray and sat among

Y ag,v’?l;l’;e &Q_p_m«r trees—as—adusk—came down. Before

it was quite dark she weat downstairs to—the—Potro—Founge and walked bp/t_ [t

t%mough-iifto»—‘bhe_im as—she ¢ uonc thre—evening before with Everard

Lo or—t— (e Tle

‘owgk butl\no one wars_sg:ba.-ng—l-n—-bhﬁeom;s-.y\ Thére was a thick heat mist over

her roses gazing ou

the city and the swimming pool was empty./ Only-at-the bar were there

a—few—peoples— A strange air of desertign lay over everything.
Just as she got back to her room th¢ phone rang and she€ rushed

hd . ,\l<f%;{/2¥;::\\5
e _‘-..____._—-—”‘"//)






across to it. It was Everard.

v . /d

"You got the part," he said.n ~tAs— 5

Nothing happened at the othe&r end for some time, then he asked,
almost appealing in a tifed, flat voice, "Arew oy le bit
happyPH ol

"Oh yes, yeg tired that's all---

ove e L0 . I OU O G P Y—1o e AT .
uek, zehearsals start next Monday but you'll have read‘bhroughs

before tmrbﬂ”"’ You're ha,ﬂ.-ng—dnm with Jamie Somerson tomorrow'?"
"That's rlght " @ ‘““:S {J} + e cavnl "ol 07/(,(,

Bafo RO S W t s—thedfrector s name?
Nobody told mes-

"T told you sixte& imes."

He rang off with a carelsss geed=-night.

"Oh God," she said to herself out loud, "I hope—%e ist you
dont—Dblow this one Angela." o

She lay on the bed, her face in the plllows,ﬂ mn&':@_in_cm,but
uﬁa.-le;r.-e?.____~ . e fk ol O,

#Ehe must have fallen asleep ; /The /phone=bleep/sounded deafening,
ci:ase—-b-e—heaﬁheaﬁ_c-,—andAt first she thought it was her Rumge psychodelic

alarm clock in London.

It stopped ringing Jjust as her hand ot to the receiver, She

slumped back and let herself sleep Iu ter—ciotires—untid—shefollowing
Z.{,){,\,L,_owft,cdwﬁ/% B A Hnarr
Mmerning. A Zhe ceRo-EEE

she had a long breakfast in bed fingering through the Bel Ami script
and framing all her speeches in red pencil as—she—aiways—did. At

i3
’30,

SF o aac D e oTes s S e ol =W N ek b Ve KTl a7~ - SEaVest. ;‘-
like—bs 00 O einas—the ing cading into thetext She-—kep
3 hres D after=a—predustion,—ragged 2 ney—miesht—be .
e5tifted—bo—the—caref in.

T ul work she put in o 2z

At about ten one of the hall-boys came up with a letde=, It
* had—beemrdetivered—by—handsné was addressed simply to Ms Angela

Bourne. It said, 'I phoned you last night but yeu weren't in. I*11

call again just before lunch and we might have a drink. Dominic
Latouche.' ;
- She dressed carefully, choosing another skin-tight dress but this
e Wiy

+3me in dashing primary colours that echoed her turquoise ear-rings.

She had a special feeling for turquoise, perhaps because they reminded
Q /

her of the Nile and Cleop=ztra stepping from her barge im—the—bmiiiient—

Srpian-ttghts
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She put hardly any makeup on, Just a dab of red on her cheeks,

rubbed in to give t—he tan a healthy swb-eebaceous glow, 'A'n&ﬁ/
perfume. uShe ran her fingers through her hair after brushing it,
to give ¥&=A careless effect. Like Cleopetza's it was 'black as a
night without stars.' She was excited, kept knocking things over on
the dressing table. S :
thought came to her: suppoée iz was Asome actor Jill Rapinsky wanted her
to meet? Shelmewsheld—burst—inteo-tears—and—ruraway if—It—wast

e ’WTJ}:.ErUas an odd coo}:‘ess about her too. She noticed #heretd—been—

s .n.one/\of—th'e usual feverish last-minute search for the right outfit---

o
no piles of dresses on the bed} or—-odd—skirts—or shoes all over the floor.
to=teip—mp—on. :
(P
At half-past twelve she sat down by the window and waited, slaneins

i A N o
ﬁ%mwwd
dressed—heraccording—to—their—tastes—rather—thanhers.

ihjn-ﬁt twenty minutes past one she was_begixmrto conclude that ft_.

,a;,t was some crummy actor after—eii—the—phone—xang.
N
FIt was the hall porter. "Mr Iatouche is down here for you."

Tt Was itrom hDil=—==Dit ,Q nervous

"I'm coming.'

He wasn't in the entrance lobby. SJI?E walked through to the bar
o {
but he wasn't there either. the Polo Lounge. He

was sitting in the same corner as before, wi:thp@ young couple ang < PN

Everard Hope. Zm&mmwm—m ............... ‘é
L
o corizpse wer—ter.
Everard ha:ct—se'%d Jumped up, to—escort—her—the—Izst—Tfew yards,
; -
e
"You made a hit with Azbhur—Permr=rmce,"” he whispered. "He's thinking

of you as the young Karsavina, can you do classical ballet?"

By_ihan—th.e.yud_:ceachpﬂ the—ethers—amit—she coutdmr ' t——repiy.

@ (He got Upe . ;

; ; i - A .
daxk fixityystaring—deep—intoter so thEtQLittle avalanches of desire

gushed through her and she felt too weak to stand. His hand was cool,
even cold at the f ingertips. He held heré for a few moments without .z
t smllev( on&y—gzﬂrg—ar't—heﬁ—m.s_e%tes—e;ese——t-o—hers—&s—he—
bowed slightly.
Everard was about to introduce then.
"That's OK," Iatouche said as they all sat down again, "we've met.
We've known each other a long time."

Everard laughed a little breathlessly, then turned to Angela with a
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disbelieving look. She was just about to laugh too and deny any

connection when Latouche added with cold finality, "We've known each

other many years."

The couple were in publishing and in-ﬁast—ae%—tugéfﬁgr7~j/1he ;:D
talk was @d*about paperb%ifﬂﬁeals %rising from the Diaghilev and
Dreyfuss serlesZ:)HIstUry~%mmﬂ314inessed—up-as short and nasy-to-read.-&,ﬂ;k\,p
novels geared to the TV—fubl;c;iy Apparently the whole—Paris=package
idea—hadStarted—imrea—pubtisker's—effice—anyways

ta
She—wondered—trow—txtouche %hdLyaneouvred himself into a business
2. .

conference Just to meet he Bui_su99ese—he—re&&&y—was—m&*e&::n—her————'
WSLJWLJAVM(MM W)hw{b'ﬂw—a

While listening to the others he continued to gaze across at her.
Net—for-a second did -his eyes wavers She thougﬁ%ﬁﬁi% hands were
trembling. It happened when he raised a cigarette to his mouth.
shewas amazet—she—didntt—£linch from his gaze, It was relentlessy
prercing to the poinmt of Impaiinmg—trer——Tet ghe ﬁglﬁjélegant, relaxed,
protected. . JL¢ML;2

1£Ehey_bad_mar+iniq all round. Zﬁ;;n the party oqt %0 break up
Lateweke—leaned towards her and said, "Can you make dinner tonight?
I'd 1like to take you to Ma Maison."
She nodded and didn't see the queer look hef agent gave her.
"I'11l be here around nine-thirty, I'm afraid it'll have to be that

late as I shall be down in San Diego this afternoon."
Everard took her to the terrace for another drink when the others

had gone. /&“* >
"What the hell was he on about? Do you two really know each other?"
"Of course we don't!" she said with an attempt to laugh. Frnstamtiy

. . oo L i st
. 2 I~ Ol IEear, CIatTIITr—Some way SfIE o]

disobeyed—=—strict—commend, though not exactly lLatouche 's.

It gave her a chance to ask some questions.

"Is Mr Iatouche an actor?"

"Well," Everard said with his pale, sparing smile, -"not all the
time, but quite a bit of the time."

She looked puzzled and he went on, "As a matter of fact Dominic's
a money man. He made so much money he retired at the age of thirty-
six-=--last year."

"You don't like him?"

"Oh I like him. And you'd better 1like him too because he's half
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the shoulder power behind the film you're in.,"

"He's in the film business?"

"Not exactly but he's moving in fast, it gives him something to

do."
And that was that.
Back in her room, gazing at the ceiling, she realised she didn't
care how Qkudseen by others or evig how he was in himself. "“”‘*‘%9

Laes
All she WaSQﬁﬁﬁﬁkféiwas that steady gaze‘ngulflng'every cell in her

body, and that nose she wanted

to touch and caress, and the cheeks

that formed such a sensitive line, and the hands that sent out a

terrible electricity. She thought she was in love.

—
i

- (u&cﬂ Hw co- v .,Cuu\,\'{,v;

-

eloe edf

. —

A Shke ate sausages and sauerkraut squeezed up at a marble bar

in a dewatews deli with people
Ce

yelling orders beh;nd her.

When she got tag%?there was a second note. It said, 'Pennance

tells me you're dining with Jamie Somerson tonight, you'd better cancel

that. - Dominic." "

/

The—imperiousness didn't offend her a bit. She smiled. And -——————{39

she Eouni-hesmali-pratbias the

wasn't in but a secretary gave

phone and calling herageneys Everard . /e
Meax
heﬁAPennace's number, or rather six

possibilities where he might be. She had no luck. So she called

the agencl agaln and asked for

Jill Rapinsky's number. Finally she

got through and said breathlessly, "I'm supposed to have dinner with

Jamie Somerson tonight but I can't make it and I don't know his number."
"I'11l talk to him," Jill said simply.
"You mean you'll be seeing him anyway?"
"I said I'11 talk to.him," Jill said and put the phone down' without

another word. ]

In the late afternoon s

took a hot and cold shower and lay G

in her dressing gown thinking out what to wear. She chose black,

this time a divine two-piece, +4

Wag
hip-clinging jacket;cut very low,

almost to the navel7 It—w=s quite a shocker. She wore nothing

N~
round her neckUKg; bra. She rejected earrings tms. éi,She put a little

lipstick on.

MITTOrSiE fer b queet—traiumnph,

It was just after eight.

A few minutes later there

She had ewe= an hour to kill.

was a knock on the door. Expecting
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e /@ N
igenceamteuriostty Bekind. It couldn't have been better for the
part of Madeleine.

Angeta—kept—Fiddling with the hem of her skirt and tappi Ot

If~5yo ; 1 the director-axrenlt—right—tiebottom s faiten—1
2 inking.

The other actor present was a pale bearded man who fitted the

part of Madeleine's consumptive husband so well that you knew who he
was without asking. He was a bit offhand with her, concentrating on
the work.

The others started acting a bit, i§§tead of just mumbling through
the text in the tradition of 'first rea%}hroughs, so she followed suit.

dlafif) &

his

She played one of her scenes coquettishly and X Pennace

script down on his knees with—e—sdapr—

"We'd better establish right away that Clotilde isn't a slut]
fnat—

he said. "She's a member of the Parisian upper middle class no less

than Madeleine, and perhaps more so."
e,
He didn't look at Angeta while speaking ands—simce Ier brood was —

—rising;—she—didn't—Fook—=t T =ither. Instead she slapped her script

dowri on her knees precisely as he had done, ami—she—went—on—doing it~
The—otheraetors—froze a Dit.
) At one o'clock Pemnanee looked dt his watch and said, "OK, that's
GEEE%L Let's meet tomorrow at the same time."

Then he was gone.

She went straight up to Jamie.

"Listen I'm really sorry about last night," she said. "It was
Just that---"

"Oh come on, kid, you don't have to apologise,”" he szid with a
laugh. :Ehgn{pe put his arm round her shoulders and walked her towaxds-

the canteen.

Shd Iwe missed a free meal at Chasen's., The
e
company wer€ going to pay." /(\\

The bear&ga\ﬁan joined them for coffee and proved to be really
nice. He talked quietly, biting the hairs on his lower 1lip or sucking
his pipe. In—&—§ew—meﬂeﬁ%e—h?1é-sassedﬂmTUTEz"WhUie-%&ekgreund._
He told her, "You don't have to worry about Patterson. On one film
he told me to fuck off the sef and twenty minutes later he was saying
where the hell's Nick, why ign't he here?"

She hurried back to the|lhotel after getting the exact time of

(. 7 VN
A\

H(\}LL o Max s P
e \ ey el - “)Jb ethe e
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a hall-boy with a message from Everard or perhaps Jamie Somerson she

called out casually, "Who is it?"
The door opened and he was there. Taller than she'd thought, & €orel

W) vt .
slimlp it .
"I didn't go to San Diego." He looked round without closing the
door., "Nice room you have hewe. Plenty of roses."

"Please come in., I'm ready."

put—her—her-at—her—ease—no-xape scenes to be expecteds

He was wearing a smart narrow-sleeved dark blue sult with a white
h7To voladhrelehest,
shirt open/to y like an echo of her deep-cut Jacket.
He gazed at her jaeket with a smile.
"That's pretty cool," he said} bty Hkn&}hc&~°\
His shirt collar was high and broad-winged, folded outside his
jacket and making the darkness of his neck almost black in the shadows .

of=the—roon.
"Funny how we met," he went on.

IIYeS " i
Still his gaze dwelled on her. /:Hts—s&tght—sm:&e—&ié—neéh;ng—%o ::>
nEke tIiessTixed=—=unbezrably Sure—of—ttseti+

"I guessed you were an actress because you were with Everard,
4LJ/ fL{ P2 =

I called his office and asked one of the girls who the

new arrival was. They're giving you Clotilde?"
"Yes."
"Oh you can do better than that. Much better."” uﬁ//‘¢3é="
/Mg he Sid To-Mre. N ¥ A e
It was her first visit to Ma Maisonj —iEent ;:>

to—see—what—world=famous—stars had come—3n. At—thestightest—sound

of—his—voice, husky but clear, she was all attention, 7

t@g/mgyemenis_o£—h;s_lips_and_hands+_his_nare—su%é;;;:;;izz;:ii:;;;>
Cpulted—ter Blindly and dumbly into a warm Iuscious vortex of utte

satisfaction which excluded everYihing—e&se?"'—"——_—~_——————ﬂ’};/}

! t(((/"
They in the patio?d/ﬂhampagne was already on ice by—the
table-when they arrived. You could tell the waiters knew h1m by the «°

a_plmd /?L{
«&—kIngfof—tntrmaqy~w1%h—wh&eh they serve@, ﬁei_looking;za;luunAéisestlaL

EQ—Q§I;_>,JhrF4m:re—tUU’hIS—EYES_WBre—iﬁ—eemm&ﬁ&——gIVIHg”SIiEH“ﬁfé6£§:=;
He waiched—whateverwas put in iront of her, the glzss—she—drank—from:

Mtk « "
He noticed the napkin thet—hed ﬁplleﬁ-to the floor and‘Wt%hr&—ﬁad had
W

a fresh ongl}ald in her lap.
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Talig do
It was everythlng she disliked when &imimg out, toe—fussyond—
formal J,a].-;st‘l: burlesque, and it certainly didn't go with the raucous

/]
el b v

noise coming from the other tables and the laughter
the bottles begem—to—pop. Also she didn't like a man to be too well

dressed. was so carefessly elegant he stood out a mile. .‘3)

wepet=teo—irimt ke S TOWETS to_tie—sums——They—coutdnit

The gold wristtand was Jjust visible below his gleaming shirt-=cuffs. ~
There was the glitter of his wristwatch. His Jjacket-cuffs were turned
back one button, his hair was thick, carefully ruffled, his tan so
natural and unforced &=t you couldn't believe he wasn't born that way .

It was all too mucly,iee—meneyeds But stidd approval gushed out
of her widemtty. ‘She glted to Tamgh—<ry, hug hlml.)p bg&e* [t Lo
—bo—dislike—the vulgar wristband. F—wes—him,nol an over—chunky-gold

And_soit—was—with—everything e wore=--or said or dig——*t

g sd g atmost Lngh-'bena:ng—a-wbhorrby’.
' e 'ﬁley touched glasses several times.

N :
told Everard we'd never met," he said. "Just after I'd told him

MZAA /
N&a@ tellvEeople tj{t we 've never met befer® because 1/'%/ :
M T true N He Deusdds Do you know what I mean®® ~s ke €.

She shook her heau:'t‘g:ﬂmr\c*lL cxying becanse she-—was—suddenty—so
roppy— ol le fave hr @ wleafad) Pt N e
, After dinner they went to his apartment two blocks down from ﬂém ﬁf‘/tﬂj
otel. Music was -zimeedy coming from the hi-fi, lights were adweads
“set low in every room. The sef music followed them everywhere.
At a guess, Haydn. The floor was expensively marbled ‘thrc'ugbeu:h_‘

ad rugs and carpets had been flung /% to prevent a chill
effect. 114 7 T g She—c&s&:ked_it Eadoas Godf
woshdf

A iede
"""L"" e put it gas.ne-her a—feelxﬁg—of—e-)ebra-er&ﬂaﬂ—safew and well-being, e ,

4
gave out on Ao other apartmeht
/
e everythifig/outside seem remote.,” In fact thatwesthe

place.




-~ 7- “ 62~¢;W-d:

The canned-elassical music, the absurdlyexixavagant portdguese
marble fleex with 12505ubt1e veins of red, the sunken batly, -Tt—m=ds &l e

%1 oW
ker wan éﬁo laugh but

in her life. W o Lleshoee K = faley AL
: ~phey drank .z brandy!: Half lylng

\—""1In armchairs they got on to

why she preferred the stage.
He cut her short. "You needn't explain anything about yourself.
I know it already. That preference for the stage was ;EEEEEy clear
in childhood---the way you used to dress up, remember?"
She stared at him,

"Have you seen my French books?" he asked her, jumping up, as—if

The bookshelves were close to the window, taking up one wall.

Th ng\geveral hundred papérbound French editions, including the
‘\?<::f//’/’;;ii:~jifde Mauﬁassa‘ff;7 She could feel him close to her, their sleeves

R

Lo i 9 touching.
” ~ i?" :
. Do you read a lot of French?" she asked him.
L3 "I don't read any French," he said.
e £ "Then what Qu _earth are you doing with all these books?"
Ce L ~eed—

He shrugged. "Nostalgia. Well, my - spoke

French so I rejected it, you know how kids are."

"Were they French?"

"Yes.,"
He turned and looked at her fully. "Then you know they're both
dead?"
"No, I didn't know."
“Yes, you did," he insisted. "You did know." /45“* 4;;

e-f e
"Yowgapn play the heroine, Jeanne," he said. "Yeu!d P& in every
fremer"—
"
She Izughed: B do WZnt to be ln~every Trames—That .

LoF eStof—a—geed—pattie . Why---2r6 they doing A Woman's Life asun(l!

"T+'s not a bad idea ig A" el 1T »
A a2 = . J/ ‘ Sl \/7/“*-4 .
"You mean you“re—pre—of—the—producerss e

"Why—do you me that?" he said softly.- "Yomalready know who
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smiled at he epenly for the first time, so thatHrfS eyes became
warm and yielding. In Thesmioment she trusted him more than she'd
ever_trustea—a—hunan-—being. Sy = . o w\ﬂ(‘
Only back at the—hoiel did she realise sheb—ureamny—coincidence

Had—begun—to—porvade-hexr life, Her Mother was French, both his

parents had been French., —The series she was—%o -layxhas French,

the—paekace-proiject—of which her film was a small part was ench

I%—tig;}éke a—piot, 2 plan, an ampush.

saw—her—te—the—door—of trer—roomamd kissead er ot on her
"

hand. Thii/;pe/ﬁég/peculiarly French in its

charm, without him perhaps knoWI
He said nothlgg/ahout their next meeting. watched him
walking doqn/tﬁé corrldor to the 1ift and suddenly wondered T

,"ﬁﬁﬁfﬁgzi—mgnkﬂﬂﬂ———_-ﬁﬁ
(P woem e

. She was woken early by a call from Everard. It was hardly

lips or cheek

wWa.s

eight o'clock. —
"Get your arse over to CBS Television City by ten for a readthrough
Angela." b
The schedule had been speeded up. He spoke roughly.
"You'll have ﬁo find youself a taxi."  Then he rang off =bruptiy.
Humbled by the call she drank her coffee on the terrace and again
fingered through her part, saying the words over to herself, Ttwas

ise~——She just couldn't get meaning out of the text

. It was a superb day. The trees were

swollen with warm yellow light like floating things and blinding rays
darted up from the swimming pool. The—swetbering air of the previous

n-Way to0 2 gnn+19 breeze from the

seaboard. | She walked down Sunset Boulevard and then down Fairfax.

She was ten minutes late because she couldn't find the right
studio but luckily everybody was still standing round. Finally they
all went to a small sound studio and sat round a table with a microphone
in the middle. ¥¥¢Eﬁ$1Pennace didn't even say hullo,be-her.
Jamie Somerson said his usual "Hi."
Sonya Steele whe-uas_playang—Maée%e&ae couldn't - have been nicer.
She'd once)played 1th RSC {in Londoﬁ and kept askﬂng.ggégia questions.
She had a rather flatly pretty face, smooth and non-?ﬁu?ltal but the

Y‘““e
moment she smlled ‘her eyes flashed 1nt@ play and—yFeon—eould_see intel] -

|L.oc9(7z/y§ 'u-\)mb\? 7/\,(/&/ ’C“j Jiﬁ




LLW}'ﬂ
et "M \3 L =

UL.

-—-lo - Tw ))(d

tomorrow's call but no note was waiting for her.ZTHat—evemg,—a-H—

o la 14 = 5 I 3 S it - '
aTone, Sne—courdreaIly [[&VE Uonre—wWItn—&- mea+—a-t—Chasen's, Instead

she had a tray in her room.
Stre—Pecame—TresStless %e,—see—aa,m —HermimtfIiTetwrtirett—sexrtsof

A wvew e )N,
deuwtts. | She trled/ﬁo wor%n the script but%&%%.

Wsually she-baxeiecaded—trerseif—Imer roomand—teek—the—phone—aff the

e

hook until—shetd—brokenm the tack of @ part.—But—rmew—she Jjust sat

qud : , Her agent hadn't called
a1l day. /‘J»«VV-:A-—{ l\-'.

A vke—up—bo—the fact that no contract had so

Yet she'd been given th n unsigned

It

far been

shown her in London, conditional on
about this.

contract did exist. ,
a successf erview, But Everard hadn't =z

‘or the

(et
Jhole day. (Eg;é decided—to—zo to bed early but couldn't sleep.

she ordered a cup~——7>t—made ter mMore tense.. She tossed and turned,

then at two o'clock she fell into a light troubled doze.
) >—At three or S0 there was a MOCK OM—the—deerr— She uoke at—ence,

l Qﬁ/ : itingT  Thois—iper  fLe- &w\ffo«?.ﬂ

Al e
e tiptoed through the;eagé?-room and into her bedroom. She
could see him dimly, in—the—seme—suit—as—the—ovening before, Ste-
Wae—dumb—with—estontshments There wasn't a sound from the rest of

the hotel. It was hot. The sea breeze had dropped.
He sat on the edge of the bed. ) st

"You OK?" he whispered. %ﬂ:;i:::22@3t22f*P.ﬁJL;t; ST - T)éibsé'-—fEB
""""" Eﬁ&r1mmr%e&—a%r4ﬁgm_xn_ih£L£E£EE:Z\ He i;mﬂ:ip;g:sh:nfuhgzszazxt:thgﬁ

‘\’(7\-2_( Zz {
leaned down tszls§/her1L 3 face
c[u.vof( LICY. WY} N Ll e d 1 ‘-&u}r..;_l/,.'f_e e
drew close to hers an ths% dark gaze, bordere%égy the darkness of ( fi~ &1,)

the nlght begen penetrat;gg her agaln sU‘thaf-she_became_lﬁia:mﬁment

e ot Ne AL )y ae L .
vi = ; ?ﬁeyzg}ésed urgently, Zimost

cTying, unapiz to 1et go of each other---indeed ClingiNg to each—ether—

For dear Tife.od %L«-_)_DUJ('-—-’ Mugcuf ol B el L e T
He,put xlqsedYg;erywhere on her face her neck and shoulders amdt ﬁE:5LﬂTﬂi
L
’ﬂEE:£E§IZ§g,nas—se—famtitar andnatured that it—seemed—impossibie—tirrt &L= :
. +  Hi ;
ge u»A)a : o is touch and smeii—the
Very texture=—sf his lips were ﬁiéﬁg to her. When he gently pulled the

e door I THE Oouter room opene heard fatoneche say, "It's
i
me." [, H
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-l,_
b e
bedclothes aside and she—feit his whede bodylpressyﬁ against %iﬁj L»JQ}‘C- _37
for—the—first—time it was like a repetition of an earlier experlenc%é\

v S 3 < {4 c4 merdlese >{1E A48 HLE N als . KO

DEE v veQ e ea O a E . yea a v v Y », IIEW a.

deprivatie 72 rough. They cried, whispered things“that
weren't words, made ddlighted crooning noises, became los}~in each other's
touch and kisses. She was _open to him as she'd never”“been for any man,
and as she'd never hitherto cox ei ved it possible”to be. There were
sensations between them which theDx bodies had never guessed at. She

was different, she had another body. fe 'd never made love before.

She'd never really and truly yielded, her bedy was now an animal apart
from her, it abandoned itself i such a way tha\she was like a2 spectator
of it, she was dragged dupbly along, her eyes closedyalmost crying for

it to stop, her smile reaning both ecstasy and pain. Amd whatever part
of her he touched o6r kissed she felt his eyes like a dark eleltrifying
beam burning d€ep into her, awakening her nerves, her bowels. Athe
end, in th€ climax, they made shocked, awful cries---a sound that neith

Q rpt—had—made before OF ever heard. They 12y stiti;—exhsusted,— —

e ok AT : \
2 kissingéguiet?¥¥~;:_—p”;?
e, i

He was whispering somethi to her. She—didn'd—understand—ait
1Y g ng RSy

—

at each other in the

§ 7 ~w—

) ; "I'11 set your alarm for eight;' la
Jl’PVJ)‘ You've got three hoursé%lzap.“
€n ne was dressed she i s
gotto-be—up-at-eight?"

" ' [
R L NI1NeS
./’—’ | L3
— 4?hed##e-was—gone.21

love—-had made,as-the light gradually ffigégé the room, smncuncing-
(e Lnt Lo e fla Ao o Ll
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- 5
aacther:fzfshv—brilliant_day. In her half sleep she fedt the sea ™ (L(
breeze te—be his work, he was blowing it gently towards her. Qﬂii5;>v
When the alarm went she felt alert, dazed with happiness,/a smile
on her lips from three hours before. ' ~
She left for the studios in good time. She almost danced down
the fkmlevard. Then she remembered that the call was for Universal
studios, not the CBS, and this meant getting to the other side of
the Hollywood Freeway. She found a taxi just in time and rushed
into the entrance lobby at a minute to nine. Bntj;he still had to
find the stage they were to meet on. .I%%sé'Pennance was already

““tapping his foot;‘ Once again he didn't greet her.
She murmured "Sorry I'm late" and lowered her head to her script.

"Actually there's no great hurry," Pennace said to no one in
particular. "Shooting might be postponed. Yesterday the schedule

was being hurried up, agd-today there's talk of postponement.”
5en#a_lookéd—&eress—e%—her7——J?here—was—a—pecuitar’atmuspnéfg‘fﬁig
N S .E i !! N i ;; ” . ]J
The read?hrcugh went OK until they got to the scene where Clotilde
urgee{Georgég Duroy to take her to "low’ spots in Montmartre where the

whores gatheraJ _§hg_i;stes_ln_uhat—shs_ihlnk54are_s1mpl§_ﬂgrkxmg

— outli i : « Really

{kt’ & / the/scene was her shopwindow.
M

- Z- >\)( Arl/b-—‘( /t-—-~
uf When they were half way through it Pennance i i

"Listen, I think I'm going to cut that scene, it doesn't add anything
to the story."

She looked up.

"So let's get on to where Georges snubs the whore at the Folies
Bergeres," he added. s L

"You're going to cut the whole scene?" she added gui

"Well didn't you hear?"

"What, just like that? TIt's my most 1mportant scene!"

"But it's not the most important for tﬁggi&}m—aad—we*re—not—aii—
-sittinghere—just—foryoui" '

"Is this because I was late?"

"It's becruse I'm cutting 2 scene Angela, now do you mind if we

push on?"



)Rl g
~23- /
)U W’ o RjL/t;/ i~ A\ 7 /W. oo /I/‘ \/‘_'.,( LA J.q.:/x?

(4]

"You can push on without me!

sériptdt
Suddenly she was on her feet, the—oid—Fighitimg—Angedn, her cheeks .

/4
A\

flushed,gnn a fierce glitter in her eyeSQWShe flung her script at him!

It caught his cup of coffee and sent it splashing over his shirt and e
trousers.

Then—she—shouted, "I haven't even got a contract yet!" amg tlwe /lo G4 —
£lounced—omt 7o T (L »\/]L_;,_J I i K S AL o) Tle. AL ~

Freodr€. bg & bensine, St frs
She found herself in another studi3lfhieH:§§&§i%-seem:£31haua:an {

exit. She—hit—her leg-on-a—chair and then collapsed cxrying—into—it,
Blouing-he;—nese;;he heard their voices next door. Pennance was
saying with an uneasy laugh, "She dines with Mr Hustler and doesn't
have a contract?” (:;:;~4

She left the building thinking about tﬁggl:Mr Hustler'.

She walked to Fairfax Boulevard, meaning to return to the hotel,
but suddenly she felt in a holiday mood and strolled down to Little ~
Tokyo. A_On First Street she took an early lunch of fish tempura and e

three cups of hot saki, realising how ravenous she was. The heat was
gathering and she enjoyed weaving her way through the crowds on Olvera
Street among the Mexican candles and handicraft.

im in the

/W el @ od
The meal made her feel drowsy and she decided toﬁsleep the afternoon

ay. ( When she got back $e—the-hotel he was waiting at the

Loggia for heryZ?;nssed_in_a_nasual_beach—shirt—aad—sipping;a.i&nxg ::>
Pt Plgm,

N ,ijed out," she said. "He cut a whole scene of mine so I
threw my~script at him{"

. 3 j P
"You having one of these?" he asked her, pulling at his straw.
. Mo x
"Who's Mr Hustler?" she asked him. N Pennance said I'd

been dining with Mr Hustler."

She nodded and he waved to the waiter.

He—made & €3Sy, toyish—lsugh. “Helmeans me. He—shinksI'ma |
hustler—and ﬂe's damn right."‘, a. o e vH ! g;,h o e ,\ - ww/ 7\/

i U

black coffee instead?"
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Later that evenifig, after a snack at Schwabs on
Sunset Strip, he tgbk her to some night spots. First
they tried the Rg&y Theater but she wanted nostalgia

music so they wgnt on to F. Scott's where Roy Fox

favourites weye on the bill. They say at a corner

table witp candle between them. He was dressed 1in

white %EZI — Dttohkos T lad | en e 7€
P

K uc\lad&_ Q CQ’\O
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74
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They—aughed. He pulled her fizz towards him and drank from
both straws. They laughed again and he pulled her on to his knee.

They couldn't stop laughing.

They went up to her room and forgot about Mer—=gem- bv4uvu74 fﬁfsc.

2 éﬁ 7

[zz;{;;at evening, affer a snack at Schwabs on Sunset Strip, he took
her to some night spots. First they tried the Roxy Theater but she
wanted nostalgia mu§ti,igifhey went on to F. Scott's where Roy Fox
favourites were.beaae—féayeéw They sat at a corner table with a
candle between them. He was dressed in whit Mgnd looked less neat
than before, his jacket collar turned up carelessly, his hair still
tussled from their Howps\é¥{lovemaking. He'd insisted on her wearing

the low=cut jacket again.

,,,,, +1-m & ot R a—the—eandk s =

breath.
"No : "

el

thA I was imto every deal
going.
mo ency
speculation, at the
top when she comeg.

I thought it
might be Anne. g ame started with B, Yes,

ou liked And
type atrall. When I durned

your body felt, what clothe
you didn't fit

and saw you in Everard

round that da ar I realised, she's here,

she's come’, I followed him to yo hotel, then, just as I told you,

mﬂg )
her questionz



worry if you don't
and explain.”

he said, "I'm going to give you a set of k%z§_to my
apartment s_eo\i xou can come when you like." C/'é\il::’jﬁ\)f oo 4
She dugAplayfully in the arm, "Suppos?Z§cu' a-girl. witir

youz>

"I'1l never sleep with anybody else as long as I live," he

said simg ockingstraight ahead atthe road+t
—"The thing is," he weant—on—when—they Wwereé in his lounge si g
side by side, "I don't know who you were. I know who you are byl not
who you were!" He put his arm round her and she laughed, begjifhning
to thinkhat he had a zany, half-mystical way of talking whjch meant
little on the surface.

"You see Wngela,” he sald, "you and I were together/n

previous lives, \ We met many, many times. We were ajays affinities.
Only .in our last 1Xfe together did,wetrealise;it. Thefi something went
wrong, I don't know what.'

She noticed that he'd become nervous though this was difficult to
see under the firm lines\of his face and the po¥erful gaze that never
flickered.

"You know what I mean by affinities?" He asked.

"We were close together?'

"We were souls that belonged to eagh other and we spent all our
lifetimes looking for each other.\ Apd in the last life we recognised
each other for the first time." H& added in a troubled voice, "It
worries me that you haven't been Yooking for me., I looke?kor you but
not you for me. And there musy be somd explanation."

"But Dominic," she said ?oftly, "how\do you know all this?"

He got up and wandered About the room,\looked out of the window.
Then he returned to her. “The fact that youlask that shows how
unaware of me you've beed this lifetime. You'%e never thought about
me, yearned to be with/me---1!"

"But you didn't AStart thinking about me until dyo years ago,"
she said. "When ypgu were my age now you didn't have\pe in your
thoughts at a11fn

"That's tryé. But it isn't quite what I'm saying. \Try and
understand me darling. I started looking for you because oyr meeting
had already bBeen arranged. You see, I needed to become aware\of you and

keep my eyes open for you---otherwise I wouldn't have recognised you!
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Later that evening, after a snack at Schwabs on
Sunset Strip, he took her to some night spots. First
they tried the Roxy Theater but she wanted nostalgia

music so they went on to F. Scott's where Roy Fox

JJJ&”’ favourites were on the bill. They sat at a corner

ble w1th a 025253 between them. She was in a daze.
Lﬂe} llke a dress rehearsal---excitement, expect-
ation, nerves, alarm, not knowing what was going to happen —=
to her, gf to her career. Sometimes when she looked
into his eyes she went giddy. It wasn't really one face

she saw but endless faces each one of which had a
different exciting mystery, captivating but so impossible
to capture that she gasped and whispered a gquestion to
herself, 'Who is he? where did he come from?' It was
as if Eﬂ&y_ﬁenq seeing is—egCIT other all the people
Mknown and loved and somehow forgotten.

He told her, "I'm going to give you a set of keys to

37 apartment so you can come when you like."
She dug 'him playfully in the arm: ‘"SuppOSe I find
you with another girl?" ‘ .
"I'm never going to sleep with another¢§£g;n as long
as I live," he said,, et Hzdrece 7"\ M@
She—losked—ot—irtmto——sTCo 1t he

gazing straight—eaheatd—

He drove her back to the hotel at_a&out three in the

morning. She lay in bed thinking about Zerr
ourrdet—se—£inal,—so sur?f He—was “u(yv Jolng cn%(
—

iy bo o Lo hn Adoe e jjc
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Some‘ggy pulled me into a Far Memory class., You know these classes

where\you try and remember your previous lives under hypnosis? W@lﬁ,

I bumped into a girl at a party and she pulled me into one of theﬁ.
T didn't go for the kicks. I knew I had to go. I knew it was

something I whs waiting for but I didn't know if it was afgirl or a
new life-style oxr what. And after about six session§/i6u started
appearing. In fact you featured in just about eygr?llife I could
remember. Not always as a woman. Sometimes/a”%rother or a father.
But you were always there. And then the la8£'time round, I think it
was some centuries ago, when you were a woman and I was a man, we fell
in love and realised for the\flrst tlme that we were affinities. Now
that last life has never been clear’ to me. It was always blocked.

And there must be a reason for that.,”" He kissed her and gave her

one of his rare little smil de his eyes warm. "Honey, I

don't want to get you worried. I mean‘ye're together and that's all

that counts. But for” things to be perfect you should have started

looking for me abodt two years ago as well.,"
"But I dig“recognise you---in the car I kne¥ you were closer to

me than any dy ever had been--~I knew we'd meet ag ing

I 3 : i Fﬁe drove her mck

to her hotel. She lay th1nk1ngL?veihﬂ%a%-he—é—eeié-/{ '

'recognised' him that first day, why her body seemed to know his,

\/
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with this thought she/ fell asleep.

At two o'clockfher phone rang. It was her London agent,
Barbara Gleeson.

"What's going on Angela?" she asked. "You walked out of a

g

rehearsal?"
(A1}

"I did, yes. He cut my best scene. It was pure spite!

"Everard's been phoning you all day, he thought you'd flown back
to England. -ﬁgﬁlﬁe says you reuyp half the nlght " e T
f//f”'(Jf,: O —"That %«paiié : - : o—RET : g
“&;;.U’ S/ "Well I hope you can ride this ogi{Angela, you'll never get
) another chance like it. I mean thera&g two Years work here, and

~

the publicity==="
"I know but I can't work with a director who hates my guts."
They left it at that.
Barbara Gleeson at once called Everard Hope despite the hour.

Tan

He was watching a William Powell-Myrnma Loy movie on an all-night channel.

Barbara urged him to heal the rift. He didazt explain that the rift
Max
was out of his hands---and not entirely of Arthmr Pennance's making.

Then he came out with it: "Listen Barbara she's having it off with

one of the producers."”

"Oh Jesus Christ!"

"The bastard can lay his hands on more money than two o0il tycoons
so we're all shit scared to get rough with her.”

"Then why did Pennace cut the scene?”

"Beczuse he's a dumb son of a bitch. He'll be out of work for

the next millenium.”

She was up early because she sensed it was going to be a heavy
day. Also she =% bursting with energy.

There was a i&*—of-a-fog between the treeﬁ&,while the sun was
gathering strength. jkmmeUne—w&s—d&v&ag—:ntu-the—pee}—~' She—found—
~§he was ravenously hungry agzin and after a cold shower ordered
ham and eggs in her room.

At eight there was a-call from the desk saying Everard Hope was
downstairs. She told him to come up.

She let a second or two go by after his gentle tap on the door.
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She was sitting in her dressing gown by the window, her breakfast on
a low table a2t her side.

Thea—sht—Saidy—come—i""

_ =

He had iife contract in his hand.

She jumped up: "How are you Everard? Take a seat!y -She=was

ould you like some coffee?"
"Coffee'd be great," he said, sliding into one of the armchairs
with an exhausted sigh. "I heard from your agent in the middle of

the night."

"Me too."

While she was ordering another breakfast he put the contract on
her tray.

"I didn't think you'd do this to me Angela, I had Pennance
screaming down the line at me yesterday that you hadn't been signed
up yet. It's been sitting on my desk for two whole days, signed and
witnessed. You don't think I'd let an hour go by without clinching
a contract once it's been approved do you?" He craned round in his
chair to look at her. "I mean, OK you can walk out of a rehearsal

and—throw—a—eup—of—eoffee over—your—director but don't for Christ sake

make your mfp agent out ts be a fraud.” et (Yoo enf s Fole
She laughed and full-—ef-confidenee kissed his balding head,/ . ==&+
"Oh I was just blinding off!" Ly wafrree )

"The schedule's been changed again on Bel Ami," he told her.
"We might not start shooting for a couple of months."

"A couple of months?"

"Oh they'll have you on a retainer, it's in the contract.”

"I wasn't thinking of that.”

"It 's the producers' decision,"” he said in his flat way.
"There are four producers and they come to four different decisions
every day."

"And what's the real reason?" she asked him, watching him steadily.

"Listen, I've fixed up for you and»A=¢hé;§Pennance to meet,, alino
He'll be at Chasen's at one today. Can you make it? He can mayhe
explain things better than I can.”

"OK."

"Maybe all this is my fault Angela. I should have told you when
I picked you up at the airport that the producers wanted to givgiihe

star treatment and this aroused a lot of resentment on the set. I

mean this is a television series, you're great but nobody knows your
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name »nd here you are with a suite at the Beverley Hills and more

roses than Callas ever got."
Silence soaked into the room. The fog was mﬁling everything, "
thick and low because the sun was drying it up. L[S_he/oou’ld-n"t/speak.- ”
‘:S';e felt so cold her teeth almost chattered.

.
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"But he didn't know me!" she:

"He didn't even know my

name before I arrived!" : ot tho 2oue [ L WNFENS (= Screws
"Angela, I hate to tell you this but . :
% a great career., Latouche saw the TV clips your agent sent over
months ago. He wanted you over here at any price.”
"He saw the clips..." ©She was so dazed she forgot he was in the

l row | =
)"Was that why I was offered the interview, in=the=first—plaze?"
sh;f;_eehﬂ:-«g I vee, c ocel agack  oof
l “That's pight—— So—everybody—~-the directorL the casting =gy,
the actorsgér-feel you've been imposed on them. And it just happens

you're really good. It's a crazy situation.”

She jumped up to hide her tears

ana :,.‘i.- SNe - -wWa

On her way to Chasen's she stopped to phone Dominic but he wasn't

at home. It wasn't anger she felt, just—mortai—professional—dissppoint=_

betterand—th 2eEmceac2R )&ee exr down
ayk4u§1 U= =_ P
(v—

v ‘ I ‘ : . "
w=2s a sense of horror =%~ ; - mocked AL « U too e
R S S a Sy d e ]
Axthur Pennance was already at the table and ke jumped -up to

give her 2 hug »ad—a—kise- (’)}:70 d\(’ /u-‘etu -,
"I still haven't got those coffee stains out," he said, .
> W . -, 47‘
—9 5 o KV‘L

gan to realise what a nice man A

b T S

ey . 'f oo Hot ol
) e ek apes dlee Ao ue («]
Heon won She goip Klemone J"r"* £

hen ~ 5 < e Tien od Mope sl Moo Ho Jel -cdoin.
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A 1ot sl D

he was. /. Hetd—beerf farried twice. Hehad fwo children by his first

wife, who—had died suddenly in her twenties. He'd made two feature

films so far, both moderate box office successes. A television series

called The New Yorkers, about an Italian immigrant family, had established
M_a_ J-—D—:-J

him, Bﬁi{ie was aching to get tack in the theatre. The—=mememt he

~smid—that—they—were friends+l_L N delt o e lioCilla ol )Lidsuf —_
"You know," he told her, "Bel Ami is the first bit of real bad

e
luck I've ever struck. I-guess it—must—be—some—tedkarmz cztching up

with-me~—"
/¢
"Am I the bad luck’Arthux?"

ST Y = ORR asited—quietly"You see,

. s
Ebih“( “T—gueas we're all a i:t§§e bit scared o .f:;;;éﬁé:bhot Just the
J i A

money he canJE a1l up but the 1nfluence he haslgn people. ‘ It seems

all he has to do w1th the other producers is look at them/” Y s e

L O T ~ ~
.

v "D Vo o—° ENNe a8 a oxr eVeNng or 1m7"
"Yes and-ne — S i WS 3 'c' O f alsn rebe /: Bat
also I'm harg/up for timeand Teally you know Clotilde doésn't/add

,
é& at her with a sddden charming candour.

much to thé action." He

bad news the minpfé your /plane tpuched
/

v

"The tpath is I saw you
dowp/’" //

"But you liked’my interview so//néh. Dox't tell me/ that
‘wasn't sincere!

"No. I /could see you were brilliang. You know,/ Bsfbara Gleegon
has one of/ﬁhe best stables in England-<-we all know that."

"S v _'. 2 20 ;;. e ;" GO e 10 fv;ﬂ". I t?"
® >
That-ts—whs '3 like " he-told her “Bot there's talk of
she}viag—selqkmiga

L O S G S

"Shelv1n§ iton

"Well, they can't unwind it all that faste-~there are God knows
how many contracts to pay off, and the studio space hired, the ~
advance publicity, all that.” /(f o

, -

ate to uii“h

;£;5¢<=ri;::4;~aiésf9,4;{m'{}m

it
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"Angela, can I ask you something? You don't have to
answer but how deep are you with Latouche?"
She looked at him without—spezking for a moment, her eyes L45ﬁ7
still. "Deeper than with anybody ever."
"Is that so?" he asked her gently. "Is that really so?"

She thought she heard concern in his voice.

Then—the—thought-
W M
was—gene<— ke /Zw)u( /ke)' o l\/?l\ o&.a..ué«. )b[:/u_._?a

e LA é? é; Z? :7
S o use the keys D : -
ran to his—apartmenmt,— He—waen4t:fg3ﬁg;:1—¥he—eanned_music_xas_on,ZE:JJ Catetaned
¢ & m{u
’”V’Epd,two people had taken a quick breakfast in the lounge. The curtsins

in his bedroom hadn't been drawn;:’}S%e stood there absorbing his

atmosphere. There was a rather crude tapestry on the wall, and in

the cgEEer a nice low antique chest. She pulled the curtains and
made th€ bed. She took the breakfast tray to the kitchen and

>
. cleaned up. /Aknr1fﬁﬁ3f§EfTbn—wtth—?Ennznce*seeme&—ages—ago-—-but7—- Pl

// - way.
\MQT She heard the 1ift hum outside and there wege hurrying footsteps
’/,,/<§§ong the corridor. She knew it was hl@y ﬁrgm,a growing excitement
Wee o=t e B0
inside her. He came_in_hrzaihlessf dressed in a loose Qgi?h shirt

el Evomr
and jeans, /\He—claspg}-her round the waist from behind ard-kissing
the—baek—ofherneck said at once, "What's the matter? You're

blaming me for something!"

7 UM‘UM‘,L
She felt she'd cry if she sai ] o she just shook her

head dumbly.

, (g
(f%EiT “>/ "I was down at Long Beach w1th Paullne,“ he said, "%%ﬁ yéu were
2

flashlngL}hlsLblame/oa=meEso I d;gye'back---what the hell's wrong?x
Pres 3 I

bhe _sulte at the—Béveriey Hills and FooTTE Widh =11 ¥t Star
trestment R G <l ‘
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(/YLA-‘M-V(’
are a star.J I couldn't haue_glvefx you less than thatl I'd
hawe hatec“zdesplseﬁ myself:"
Ha ! — . {4 b of ] .
"But POMAM I'm not a star! Professier@ily TWwhotl Don't

you see that treating me like one creates a lot of resentment and

this makes it impossible for me to work.

»-wa.y_so_l_ue.ni._to_l..ang_Beaehi ‘M Resentment's natural Angela, ‘s
Part—of—sueeess, it happens when you start making a dynamic impression

on people!"

"But that's just what I'm not doing," she said. *“Fm=mot—
WoTKIng—THE—fiimis—net—beingshot! —So I'm not making any -
impression at all except as the producer's mistress! [ﬁ&:mu a

—understant that "

"Yeou—eant—umderstand;* he said quietly. "But you will soon
The fact is that Everard Hope and Arthur Pemnance and everybody else

producer in the world. tar not just because you're

an actress but you g

In a pause between the calls BomZ’n’-'ic put his arm round her and
/ij:zx [l el “7/ T o L e e, ST
[ e donr. Sle Ltc (Ao H decrrey [+ 11o sl ‘wv 74‘-/4—9
. e R o e (
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a,h,um

od(\ﬂ\ab« vl‘ "‘}—

h %< gﬂ_(.v((rf ./L»m./(

said seftly, "Be patient honey. I know you wa.nt everythmg th

old 'way, climbing from a good pa.rt to a better one, up the rungs

of the ladder, with guys like Axthnr Pennance offering you their \
arses to klssi but we're not having that any more. "{ou re at tlge \

top now Angela! And you may as well get used to it
& B
(‘L,._ The calls started cemingsih again. H*e—-beﬁua—to_show—;n%%e

1ips ; ! ! im, It soundedw

as if dozens of propositions were being offered to him but he didn't

budge.
al
4hmrmﬂﬁmmﬁrﬁﬁmr—warﬁﬁmtmrdmay.&Jua-uﬁ*yu(vtkﬁﬁ%aﬁfz
Then ti'_rg_r_e‘ms_someonetat the %c/mr. It was i
the glrl He'd been § the beach w1tlz / Phe—minute she saw Angela e

v (] S o

theBeTTtTey WAy —fTONthe [Tty o7 A Mirads. (Pauline was—tall A
and—striking;—with-a high forehead and wide-set, rather Eastern L?*M
A

eyes. When she smiled, frowned or showed strong emotion her face
broke into many lines that put twenty years on her{age, theough-she

e ; t athletic way of é"*k.w
moving about, as if not to waste a second. ‘ e went straight to the ’017/{‘
kitchen and fixed herself a milk shake. The apartment was clearly %f

a second home for her.

"I help Dominic with his past,"” she told Angela while he was 2"”
still at the phone. ————
L

"His past?® C&; " p
/ [ o
"His past lives." [Li by Bkl e
"Oh ,n J?W\\.—.AJ :_‘ D,\__(:,\,»( /:"L./“
L c ) /
St Lo o Uty
"Therefore I know you," Pauline added. "He's -seen you in lots

oftrlps!";'tfl)[v: &QLFMVL(AAK‘?,LM\/(/ﬁ >

;‘IW T
gere 1 recognised

We were going to Wmeet in a traffic Nam!

er first.

But you see I didn't thin
I thought I'd-show myse oNher-stowly.  Afterall why is it so
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wryng for a producer to provide an actress with a two-room suite

ower her with roses?"
1 I know is the film's being cancelled because of some silly

row between you and Arthur Pennance,” Angela said in a small vojce.

"And for a e

and

I know he's great director.
"Listen, honey, he cut your best scene so that makes hinp not
for Miss Angela Bourne, and she's all I'm goncerned

about:"
"He cut the stene because I'm getting star treatment and I

shouldn't bel"

"That's right. e wanted to screw you so he scgfrewed the
whole film! He took oht a scene Bel Ami can't do yithout!
So what kind of great director is that?"

"OK hang on you two,"\Pauline said quietly "l saw your clips
too; And believe me we both recognised you! / That evening I put
him through a Far Memory regression and therg you were as plain as
you are now---you were clearly the girl in/the clips. You were
telling him all about your Frenckh mother and your boyfriend who's
in some cold area now, he's an actor, and how you once had an affair
with a man much older than you who 0¥t of straightened out your
personality for you."

"That's right," Angela said with awe.

"All that came through. Apnd we checked the French ackground
on your CV. So it's no good Yooking at \it like all these other ,
people are looking at it. you've got to admit something weird's
going on, on a different lefel from theirs.\ Pauline laughed
and at once he: face troké into a thousand wninkles. "I mean,
Everard Hope and that apti-Christ Jill Rapinsky think that
randypants Dominic just took a shine to you wheR he saw those
clips: And they're/all being very ironical and \wise an%éesentful
about it and they know shit-all: Listen Angela, Yyour karmic level
is so high---doydu want to spend this life going down to their
level?"

"But I'y scared Pauline," Angela said. "I've liwed all my
life as an/actress, I've never thought of myself as anytRing else,
it's the Air I breathe and I can't suddenly switch off 1liRe this!

I came fto LA to work and suddenly there isn't a film and my \agent's

ringihg me from London as if it's all my faulte--I"
"OK," Pauline said, seeing that she was close to tears, "wel're
N\

\
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going to solve this one. We just need time."

HAQgela said to Dominic, "I know you've done everything for
me---wﬁé; you thought best for me---but you've cut off my light/and
air! Ac%ing means sunlight for me---I can't just stop from 4ne
day to the next and start living a jet-set life I hate anywdy:"

"It's onlx%the beginning that's hard," Pauline told Her.
"Dominic found it hard too when he realised he had to cHange his
whole life." ‘\\

"Yes, I know, \know " Angela sald her eyes syddenly filling with
tears. "He changed e%erythlng fog@ I know that
I never want to be away\xifm him but it's like

"Yes, it's like dying

walking away, I wondered what ‘had hit me. /I guess I just had to

clear the scene for you."

/
"Would you like to escape frém this affinity?"
"You mean from Dominic?" /
"Not exactly. I mean g om the whole goddam responsibility.
. 1o A '
Like you say, your career s/in a mess, I bgt you can't even concentrate
when you do try to work--
"No I can't."
"And that's a helY of a responsibility, t

ing that maybe's been goi

ing your life
upside down for some on for millenia,."
"Of course I want to stay with him--="

"But if you know we're affinities,”" Dominic said, "why is it
necessary to talk to people like Everard Hope and Pennance about
me? WhB go Yo them for the truth---the roses and the two-room

suite? And why is it you can't understand these things without
asking anybody, even me?"
"OK,/OK," Pauline cried, "don't go so fast! You see, Angela,
he's alWays getting blocked when he remembers your last life

togetHer, and he wonders what went wrong, whether there was \some
weakness in your attitude which had been carried over into this

lifetime, in other words old karma we should be getting rid of ."
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"But I don't know what you mean," Angela said, the tears ill

in hereyes. "I just want to live, stay with Dominic=--="
"Can ou just try to remember something of your pgét?"
Pauline asked her.

"But my past Is\what happened this lifetime. AHow can I talk
about all these things Nf I don't know them?"

"It's because you twowould never have mét otherwise,"
Pauline went on. "It isn't Jjust another dove affair, you know that.
So if anything's wrong it's got %o be gleared up."

"But nothing is wrong," Angelax§aid, exhausted.

"It's wrong if you don't se¢”what\lI'm trying to do," Dominic
said. "You seem to prefer going on with\the old life, not pick up
with the new, I'm offering gou the new kay apd it worries me you
don't seem to recognise At, you==-!"

"Leave me alone,” Angela said with a dangerows control.
He came across the room and touched her---"AngeNa!"

"Leave me Zlone!"™ She was on her feet, screaming "Let me
go! I'm going away!"

She dashed out of the room and down the corridor, with Dominic
after/her. She began screaming "Don't touch me! Don't come

near me.

Angela rushed into the tathroom and tried to ldgck herself in.

He got there \in time, pleading with her. Then
lavatory seat and began vomiting violently, crying at the same
time, half chokiné:aqd trying to form the words, "Let me alone,

pPlease let me alone!kﬁk
Dominic shouted atxPQpline urgent;y{/ZGet the big car---we're
going to Santa Catalina!l" \x\ ‘//
Pauline rushed out of the" ment while he held Angela's
head. She continued to retch i the lavatory. She was trying
ually he drew her up, drying her

to say something to him. G

he 1laid her down on tHe bed and covered her with‘EEplanket. He
got some ice and put it inside a face cloth, and put it on her

brow. He whispefed to her and gradually she began looking at
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He put a finger over her eyes to again,
and she seemed to doze in his arms. e sound of the

Y
i

"OK the car's downstairs \‘

We'lxget you right out of this scene for a couple of
oo
Pauline-¥3 e )
) .'«—v‘!’/ o
along-a sort o rst—aid—packs—Sh opghi—ei—everything. ETE
=4
as a brown Buick waiting 3 he .entrance and thay made for the-eceast;
) < p.A '/()A-(J:-Q s
with-Pauline at-the—wheel, | It was a moonlit nlghtA As they came i
down to San Pedro hay they saw the sea sparkling|a deep iron blue (/V("v
uSé:LT E 2 . . -
S =4 4 - v e rRe—ea—1rhREge 14 -8 [T—10 a »
503 az O p o m3 'i of ,and

(
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o
a Weoe  KC T -~
bl ~
n

slﬁpped the waw;,e’/s g

a
/
7
/s

Lok

io with ountain

and a. black iron gate, ddst 0adWa ¥4 took
her upstairs to a bedroom that”tegked dewn—onthe sea.

i. She undressed and got into bed by the

house with™a—pi roof, o si ply delightf

v By that time the moon was down and the first faint

) A
gle \ WP was visible instead.
B

1
.
N .

IS N
o

v . |
roicess At first she had the sleepy impression that

"‘%_they were coming from the dea and in some way connected with the

/growing light,\ (ﬁle gazed at the ceiling where the metallic light
— o;as y the moon had been replaced by the dim yellowish grey of

wn.Jé‘h‘e’ ‘thought she heard his voice but it wasn't the same as
5 T A T~ :’~ ‘W‘-—‘Q‘_rn.:( :(
swal, he Mdcame coucernedywondered—if he was in pain---or & &

A
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» S’uﬂ;‘mgj Ik l‘i/_—‘l./ ’ ,/zltu,tu-r“l"/?’ﬁ“"' od endo-
crying’ . fnd She heard voice, 3 3

awake , thougirsofé— Ehe got up sitemtdy and tiptoed to the door
which had been left ajar. She walked down the narrow whitewashed

corridor to the next room and looked in. No one was there. It
was a simple room with a few wickerwork chairs and a low drinks
cabinet. Beyond there was a balcony overlooking the sea. Dimly
she saw Pauline's silhouette against the grey of the dawn. She
was sitting on a swing-seat under a canopy. And then she saw that
Dominic was lying on the ground with a h:’in ’tmft;c(x;ﬂe'ss under him.
He was MSobbingﬁrhii'e trying to ta.lk/\ His voice was higher
and softer than usual, amd a little singsong, aswifE—hé=kepe=in—a—
trames., FEAdFeSwes—TtrERrE=toTNeRT evely wWord.

He was saying, "Yes we're in love. Quite madly, unreasonably.
But we aren't married. We want to get married but it won't happen.”
____And there he stopped, his head turning from side to side as if
avoiding scmegklng pa;;;;i]\ He—was=tryimg—eadentsy» oShe couldn't

actually see his face. -

co - is tears a

WLs-So-mpe-danlan Loach Paclie wxh .
"What nationality are you?" she wae—askingr—
"I think I'm French, Yes I'm sure. I think I have a large

estate near Rouen. She's looking at me now but her eyes aren't
happy. She's done something terrible, I'm sure of it. Oh!"
He caught his breath, almost hissed.

"Can you tell me what it is she's done?"

He paused for a long time. The light grew so that Pauline's
face became clear under the canopy. 'She—eeemd..lmcanna-ly—paic,__
aImost-=steeps

Then Dominic answered her question: "No, Itts—some—betrayal.

FIdom't—iknew—who—she's—betrayed+——It-might be—mes, It just blocks -

out every time."

"Can you say what her name is?"

"Yes. It's Caterina. Caterima Foss---. No I can't get the
surname. Something like Foss,"

"Then she isn't French?"
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"No, Italian." And he went on, "I keep hearing violins.
The sound of violins. A whining and screaming---not the beautiful
sound you expect from violins."

"Where are you?"

"In Venice. Yes, it's Venice!"

| W




Bel Ami is gradually wound down, costing many thousands of dollars.
Ddhiqic could only achieve its destruction by secretly finanging another
produbtéyn of the same novel and claiming to his money peopXe that there
¢ouldn't two on the market. Angela only finds this oyt later. She
'escapes’ London. She is told by Everard Hope and Sofiya Steele (once
Dominic's girlfriend) that he has been under many shrinks and was twice
in psychotherapeutic care in clinics.

But nothing\in London works for Angela---the thegatre, her boyfriend,
even her feeling fer her mother. She only sees Dofiinic's face, his
deep-set eyes. She\ yearns for him, she has no eyes for other men.

Meanwhile Dominie is. researching with P,uline's help for the
Diaghilev series, and wishes to concentrate on’ the dancer Karsavina,
who is going to be played by Angela. He is’especially interested in
Karsavina's ‘artistic initiation' by Diaghilev in Venice., It requires
a visit to Venice. He wri@es to Angela Ao meet him at the Gritti
Palace Residence where he has booked a guite for them, and he encloses
an air ticket. A\

Angela discovers in hers$l< an gxtraordinary attachment to Venice,
almost a pre-knowledge. '

'Caterina Foss' turns out to/be, on further regression trips,
Caterina Foscari, daughter of ope‘of the most prominent Venetian families
under the Republic. It was always the firm tradition during the
Republic that no Venetian shofild under any circumstances entertain a -
foreigner in his own home. / The only\ chance he or she had of being at
close quarters with a foreigner was at\the foreigner's embassy, at
one of the ridotti or capd-playing houses during carnival, or over
chocolate in the front farlour of one of \the convents, where noblemen
flirted with the fashjonable inmates. It\was at her convent that
Caterina first met thHe Comte de Ligeaux. \

Ligeaux became/ one of the three hundred‘\Frenchmen in the famous
conspiracy to overturn the Republic (we are speaking of the turn of
the seventeeth céntury). Caterina learns of the conspiracy and the
Venetian's inbprn patriotism makes it impossible\for her to sit back
and witness the destruction of the beloved Serenissima. She betrays
the secret./ That night three hundred Frenchmen are murdered or
drowned in/the canals without trace. The Comte de Ligeaux as one of
was taken to the Ducal Palace and strangled with a bowstring
from behind. Caterina bribed one of the gaolers to smuyggle his body

he gpne night meets Angela at a bridge near the deserted Gardens with
a fewly-bought rowing boat he has just rowed from the Giudecca, and
a/bowstring in his pocket.



