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INTRODUCTION

All the world's a stage,

And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many patrts,
His acts being seven ages.

Send Me M Liliesis completed, and the whole party is flying in

style to Hollywood! They plan to create a huge musical
extravaganza based (very sketchil
and witty comedyDance We ShallThe play is entirely unfit for

such a productionbut who cares? Such is the power of
Hollywood, as long as the censors do not object. A new and
exciting star is rising on the horizon, Glamora Tudor is ditching

the glamorous life as well as her high heels, and is headed in a
completely new and admirabt#rection. Mr. Alcott is being put

under the guidance of the most aiwspiring (and strangely

familiar) English butler of immense wisdom, but that does not
prevent him from making a fool
surprising, Mrs. Rivers is swept off her resiael feet by the love

of a younger man, so much like one of her own novels that she

feels that at last, at last, life is imitating art. Will she stay with

him in glittering Hollywood, or will she do as all her heroines

always did, and go back, so pure afthste, to her dull and

friendly husband?

But when all these adventures take place in Hollywood,
Barchester is still very much with us. Something even more
exciting is happening there as Lady Norton and her new friend, a
famous professor of botany, areiny to create a horticultural
miracle. Will the two plant fanatics be able to raise, under the
rainy skies of England, the rare cactugchinocactus
horizonthalonius var. nicholii,a monstrosity that can only grow
on alluvial fans composed of limestedelived soils in the
Waterman and Vekol Mountains, and can split rock with its bare
roots? And will the villainess who is trying to steal their secrets
succeed in her heinous plans, and grasp the horticultural glory?



Have no fear. We keep to our traditionsdaas always,
nothing really unpleasant ever takes place in the County.
Somehow or other, everyone ends up feeling happy with what
fate hands them on a silver platter, next to a nice cup of tea and a
perfect cucumber sandwich.



Chapter One

4 ady Norton | am devastated, 0 said
n dondét know what to say, how to
ABut why, Mr . Gol dwasser?0 sai
wagging her tall hairdo gracious|l
AiNo consequence? My dear Lady
wor d, I dondét take it back. Now |
AiBut you are not taking it bac
only postponing the filming by a few months, and | hope you
will return soon enough. 0o
inof cour s e, but you wil |l have
and then rearrange it again for t
il wi || touch nothing, Mr . Gol «

not entertain on a lavish scale. | will be perfectly comfortable
leaving everything as you have arranged it, and waiting for your
retr n. 0

iYou are so gracious, Lady Nor
f eel better, o said Mr . Gol dwas s e
difficult lady was acting very kindly.

ifnAnd dono6t forget, Mr . Gol dwa s s
paying me half my fee in advance allowne to construct the
cactii and succulents hothouse |

Lady Norton enthusiastically.
AWi th your extensive conservatc
build a new construction?0 asked
ioh, vyes. efhirewny specifiacondisonsy and
the hothouse | plan will be highly specialized. | will have to
order much of the equipment in the United States. It will cost a
great deal of money, but it wild/l
AWi Il you write a n?0w absokoekd aMro.
Goldwasser. He had no interest whatsoever in horticulture, and
this was probably a sycophantic behaviour, but he felt he owed
something to Lady Norton, be it such a small thing as showing
an interest in her avocation.



AOoOnly if | ecomamor twd ofechinacactsig
horizonthalonius var. nicholid, said Lady Norton
sudden wild, fanatic look of the plant enthusiast.

AA what 20 sai d Mr. Gol dwasser ,

AiAll ow me to show you, o0 said La
monarch who ws about to bestow a rare treat on a favourite
subject. She took a folder from her desk, brought it Mr.
Goldwasser, and opened it. Inside were pictures of something
that Mr. Goldwasser could only describe as a nightmare. He
knew it had to be some kind ofcactus, having seen so many in
California, but other than that he could not tell what the ghastly
thing was. In one of the pictures, the plant was growing out of a
rock, which it had obviously split, and an elongated dikék
protuberance was squeezedwsen the two halves of the rock,
on which sat a gregreen globe, covered with a filthy yellowish
wool-like substance and ferocious spines. As he stared at the
picture, Mr. Goldwasser felt it was unthinkable that even Lady
Norton would willingly submit heself to looking at the revolting
object, let alone write a book about it.

AEh, how interesting, what is i
it is a rare variety of Echi
Ari zona, 0 sai dd Lady Norton, gazi

many pi¢c ur es of the monster t hat S
common relatives grow abundantly in Texas and Mexico, but not
this treasure. It thrives only on alluvial fans composed of
limestoneder i ved soils in the Water mar
AWould it ggmrod?0nag&€ked Mr. Gol
whom t he unrecogni zabl e words f
dinosaurs and primordial landscapes oozing with slime. He soon
recollected that the oozing slime would not be suitable for the
deserilike environments where the addrebject was probably
most happy to grow, slime being more in accordance with a
primeval forest where large lizards lurked, so the whole thing
was a mystery. However, he was determined not to ask for a
detailed explanation.
iYes, I b el i eparethespmper hothouske forc an p
it. | plan to reproduce the exact conditions the plants enjoy in



their natural environment; | will even attempt to import the
|l i mestone soil . 0
nwel | | i f I can be of hel p, ]
Goldwasser feebly, and peybs rather rashly, considering Lady
Nortonébés straightforward approach
AThank you, Mr . Gol dwasser. How
il shoul d go and t el l t he cr
everything, Lady Norton; they will be pleased. Ever since | got

the telegram from one of my partners, Joe Mammoth, | was

really angry, and the whole crew
believe he rearranged the filming schedule without consulting
me first. Well, he wild.l hear fron

Lady Nortan, who was secretly a little afraid of Mr.
Goldwasser, felt that she would not want to be in Mr.
Mammot hés place and bear Mr. Gol d

AnAnd you would think Harry Gut 1
at GMG, woul d have stopped hi m,

understand it, o Mr. Gol dwasser <co
AiBut what exactly did he do, w
Norton.
iAs you know, we wer eSegddMeng t o

No Liies t hen go back to Holl ywood a

play, Dance We Shallconvering it to a largescale musical.

Since Glam is starring in both f

simultaneously. Joe knew all about it, and yet he made all the

arrangements, the fool, setting up studio space, hiring people,

contacting the script writers, et@rdering everyone to be ready

to start almost immediately. The musical is so big and expensive,

that we simply candét reverse his
AScript writers? So MiDamke RoDbi n s

We Shalt 0

iNo, Mai si e Robinson ,inst stric
musicalsé But | am thinking of |e
a name afte6end Me No Liliess released. | think the boy has
serious star quality. We 6 | | see.

do the sequel first, it would have been so much befibis



change is so unexpected and stupid; what a mess. Ah, well, one

must resign oneself to higher p
AiMontana? | s Montana near Ari
fiNo, 0 sai d Mr . Gol dwasser . i

distancee Wh o you ask?0o0

Al thought perhaps, since you &

some people in Arizona, where | am trying to obtain my cactus

speci mens. O
AnActual l vy, I was only joking,

Brooklyn. Montana is just a catch word with me, andnthe

generally do an imitation of John Wayne... it works well in

meetings with some of my associates, but | will spare you that.

However, | do know people in Arizona; it borders California.

When | get back to Hollywood | will ask Miss Brinton to get in

touch with them and make sure to find a contact in a botanical

garden. This should do the trick and get you seeds, at least.

These, ah, things, have seeds, ri
i Oh, yes, seeds would be just &

perhaps, because the journey to leand might damage such

delicate plants. | am sure | could sprout them, and such a

scientific experiment will add a significant scholarly touch to the

book. Thank you so much for your
And as Mr. Goldwasser was returning to hisvey musing

about the long, sharp thorns of thecstled fragile little cactus

and its horrifying and brutal ability to split stone without any

tools, Lady Norton left the house, and sailed majestically into the

grounds, to search for an ideal situation flle new hothouse

that would soon protect and cherish the ugliest collection of

plants in England.

oW
zo
Th

i Gl am, have you ever heard t h
menti oned i n polite conversati ol
pensively.

i No, it soundsmohmoari BLeké s amd
out of the science fiction flms we used to make, with giant
' izards and things. What is it?0

il have no idea. Lady Norton wa



AWhy?0 asked Gl amor a.
RnShe needs the stuff to raise :
with it, sincel am supposed to get in touch with a botanical

expert in Arizona for her. o
fiJake, you did not have to pron

yourself into these situations, a
il guess | felt guilty because

her with the change of plans, and after all, | do know Professor
Erasmus van der Vere Hamilton from the botanical gardens in
Arizona, where this monstrous cactus she is infatuated with
lives. She looked at its pictures with love light in her eyes. Glam,
thet hi ng broke a rock out of which

AnWell, | suppose getting the twv
do no har m. But how did she take

Avery wel |, I must say. Il 6m beg
hor se, 0 s a isat withlcomple®dackdfrchialry.

AiThat is one obstacle removed,
speak to Mr. Clover and Mrs. Ri ve

il am not worried about Clover

out; he is the most reasonable man | could ever hope to work
with, and heaunderstands my business as well as | do. Sometimes
| have a strange feeling that he almost turns into a film producer

when we talk. But Mr s. Riversé |
her would be to invite her to come with us. She has this great
desiretosudy Hol |l ywood from close up.
AfHeaven help us, Jake; she wil!/l
Gl amora resignedly. fAWell, when w
il simply canodot go, Mr . Gol dwa

committed to the current play. o
i Of c¢ our s e are bfthat.rhwould ot eypecayou

to throw your play away and rush to Hollywood. | am not sure

how to proceed, but we will work something out. | thought you

mi ght have an idea, you wuswually d
iAS a matter of fact , | do i
Goldwaser , 0 sai d Aubrey, turning in

behind the throne who, at a whim, could create and ruin empires.



il would |ike to send Edmond as n
ready. In addition, he studied all my plays and he knows them by
heart. Rater f |l attering. o
i Now ig anhhailtiant idea. And when needed, we will
send long telegrams, and place trunk calls, as you call long

di stance conversations here. We
AEdmond wi |l | do very well, | ar

can turn a phrase agll as | do, as long as it is funny. The boy

is a complete flop with drama, bu
AWould you allow me to invite

us? Could she take a break from h
inYes, she coul d. Shegclassesappr ent

so everything can be easily rearranged. How very generous and

kind of you to invite her, Mr . G

she may be a nuisance, when all of you are working and she has
nothing to do? Whawils he do with hersel f?0

i Ru n cawithoGlam to all the couture houses and all the
design departments, o0 said Mr. Gol
have a grand time. Glam will introduce her to very influential
designers. Besides, Keith will be happier with his fiancée
coming alongforthe i de. O

Aubrey tried not to flinch fron
and decided not to hold it against Mr. Goldwasser, who was,
after all, an American, and therefore, at least to some extent,
spoke a foreign language.

i Mr . Gol dwasser ! How delightful

i you dondt mi nd the postpone
Rivers?o

nOf course not!! Not when you i
Hol |l ywood! I have been |l onging fo

fiAs a backup for the bagemk abou
actress, who isescretl vy married, I supp
Gol dwasser with a smile. AThere i

to the book. Just between you and me, Mrs. Rivers, | have
already leaked a few rumours about Glam and me being married,

1C



to one of the worst gossips in Halood. Now we just wait for
the series of explosions. o

And indeed a few hours later, as the Company was
dismantling equipment, packing costumes, and generally getting
ready, the first explosion came in the form of a very long
tel egram. fi D asrshockedyto Hear khew, youl andw
sweet Glamora have been deceiving us all these years! | have
always suspected that you were living in sin, but had not a single
proof. This is so much better, such a thrill for everyone, a secret
marriage! Could anyone thindf anything more romantic, even

for people your age? Al the pap
etc. o

Glamora laughed when Mr. Goldwasser showed her the
tel egram. AEven for people your a

an opportunity to insult me, bless hécious little heart... Well, |
am not insulted at all. | can now move officially to your house,

Jake. Wh at a relief this wild. beé
a nice old married couple, living
il ndeed, | ove. So muckhndéasi er ,

have some good news for you. Clover is sending Keith to
substitute for him, and | invited Emma to come along for the
ride. o

AiHow delightful! We 6| | have Ha
such fun! o saidd Gl amor a, t he | al
anticipation of a much better time than she had originally
expected. it reconciles me to e

al most éo

Emma, who was in a perpetual state of speechlessness and
awe due to the excitement of the
and watched &mer, who was engaged in setting up tea. The
next day everyone was to meet in London, to board the aeroplane
that would take them to America, and Emma could not believe
that this was really happening. No one else came in for tea yet,
and Emma began to no¢, despite her own giddy mood, that
Pal merés silence had become extre

11



ils something wrong, Pal mer ?20 s

iWwel | | Mi s s Emma, i tods not for
pl ace. 0

fiBut [ am the only one Here, P
me ? 0 saidd Emma, who clearly saw
bursting with a burning desire to air her views.

il donét l'i ke all this galliva
me something dreadful , Mi ss Emma.

nGallivanting? What do you mean

Al readregolprl Bkl &€ said Pal mer . 0

who he was that was always going to and fro in the earth, as he
told the Good Lord. o

i No, I am sorry, I do not kr
uncomfortably.

nlt was Ol d Nick, 0 said Pal mer
mentim Satands name and preferred t

nDid he really?0 asked Emma,
proceed on these philosophical and religious lines.
ifiYes indeed, Mi ss Emma, al so wq

as is written in the Book of Job. No@bcan come from all this
gadding about, and wandering the earth, and particularly flying

in an aeroplane, which is an abon
ABut so many people fly in aer
How el se should we go there and b
i Fmilng! 6 sai d Pal mer , who was (

fact that she had never set foot in the Barchester Odeon, which

was not entirely true, since she did attend one of Glamora
Tudor 6s fil ms. But as she wunders
was so outraged by &imor ads daring costumes
theatre in the middle of the film, she felt it did not count and her
purity was unsullied. iAn-dn from w
i n Hol | ywood, i tos no better t ha
girls in the kitchen sbwed me one of them Hollywood
magazines once. | told them they ought to be ashamed of
themselves, and did no one bring them up properly, to read such
shameful things, and | wanted to throw it into the fire, but Cook

12



tooked it. She said there was no harmitinNo harm, | ask
youeo

AWhen | was visiting the Tower ¢
read my tea leaves, and they saw an ocean voyage for me. But |
suppose it had to be changed since everyone is in such a great
hurry to get to Holl ywood. 0o

i An 0 c e an better, iMjss Emma. We was never
meant to fly in the air or to swim in the water, and we was never
intended to go so far. It i's def
said Pal mer. AAnd all this hurry
There is Time for Everythig Under t he Sunéd anda
the room with the air of a Cassandra who did her painful duty by
delivering a message from the gods, or better yet, a Biblical
Prophetess, and had done so much against her will. Emma
looked after her, amazed at the suddgodly airs Palmer
adopted, and Noel came into the room.

ALydia and Edmond are on their
presently, o0 he said.

iGood, I woul d appreciate SOor
Pal mer6s | ecture about the sinful
said BEnma, and repeated the conversation, which made Noel
laugh. He felt that Emma had much improved since her
engagement, was less childish, perhaps, and as for Emma, she
had by now forgotten her infatuation with Noel to such an extent
that she looked upon hias a benevolent older uncle. Noel, who
knew nothing of her previous state of mind or her present one,
and probably would not have cared one bit about either, sat by
Emma and smiled at her.

AYou must be excited, dear . Li
adventures dr you ever since Jessica brought you to Pomfret
Towers. o

i Oh, Noel , you cannot begin t
ARnApprenticeshinp i n Pari s, meet i
Goldwasser, and of course, the very, very best, getting engaged
to Edmond! And now we are g to Hollywood! | cannot
express my feelings. o

13



AThis trip wildl be extremely i
Edmond, 06 Noel said seriously. A O
Mr . Gol dwassero6s films is going |
as for you, | think Miss Tudor igery fond of you, and her help
will be invaluable to your career. That is, if you decide to have
one. You might choose to devote all your time to your future
family. o
il would Ilike to try my hand &
t hought ful | y. possible, sifte Hdikond and lare | | b e
going to work together. Look at my cousins Aubrey and Jessica.

They manage very well, having marvellous joint careers and
taking excellent care of their children; Edmond and | should at
least try for that. Of course, iffind it impossible, my future

family wild./ al ways come first.
be very important, and | am so proud of the fact that she likes
me . She is an extraordinary per s(

tone, since she hemorshippedGlamora ever since she saw the
album with the magnificent costumes.

Alndeed, 06 said Noel politely.
Tudor, but of course he was not going to be so rude as to say it to
Emma . iBut Emma, whi |l e | am very

Edmond hez , why didndét you stay in L
and go to the airport on your own
i Oh, di dnot you know? Sarah Si ¢
sent little Harry to his grandmother, with Nurse, and Miss M. is
taking care of Sarah Siddons. And what with gt moment
rehearsals, and preparations for the new play, we thought Cousin
Jessica was just too busy to put up with us. Besides, Mr.
Goldwasser said that we cannot be in a house where anyone was
sick, even i f we both had had the
Noel s mnd while Mr.fiGoldwasser is always
extremely pleasant and polite, when he lays down the law, one
obeys his commands, | believe. He has a very forceful
personality. o
iWell é0 sai d Emma, l oyalty to M
her from admitting that Noel was hg but as she could not

14



really deny the accusation, which was entirely true, it amused
Noel a great deal.

Lydia came in, followed by Edmond, and started to pour
out the tea when Palmer suddenly opened the door, announced,
i Mr . Al cot t ! O itthe rsuprisede asrskeadidendt. A |
expect him, Lydia of course invited him to join them and have
some tea. Mr. Alcott sat down, and started toying with the cake
and toast in a distracted way. He was quiet and subdued, and
despite his lamjacquired tan, lookedather haggard. Edmond
immediately realized that something was bothering Mr. Alcott a
great deal. He hoped it was not his dalfe of Glamora, but
then it might be worse; he might be losing his nerve with all the

excitement. Edmond had always suspected tt Mr . Al cot
character was not very strong. A
Awhat is it?9

AAh, well , 0 said Mr. Alcott wea

be very rude of me to ask if you have a little orange juice? | need
some strengthening, | am aflai 0
fi wi || go and check, 06 said Emi
juice sounded serious. They all knew how important orange juice
was to Mr. Alcott, who needed it at difficult moments that would
drive other men to request a stronger drink. The other three sat
uncomfortably silent, looking at Mr. Alcott, untii Emma came
back with a pitcher, and gave Mr. Alcott a full glass.
AWell 20 said Noel after Mr. Al
huge gulp. He looked considerably better, the colour coming
back to his face, anBmma poured him a second glass, which he
started sipping with more restraint.

A Mr . Gol dwa s Dance WeaShdllo me aii v Mr .
Alcott flatly.

AMy goodness! 0 said Lydia. HAHow

iYou mean, how terrifying, Lad)y
miserably.

iAre you mad? That i s what you
film wild.l make you a huge star!c
films with Miss Tudor, including

15



inWwel | , yes, of cour s e, but [ a
Al cott . Al hodrnok api kédlocange |
how can | do i t?0

fiBut you are a terrific dancer,

probl em?20

AnSinging 1is part of the probl
singing lesson in my 1|ife. But it
Shedos n 6t |l i ke me the way she 1ike

awkward about it. That is why | came here. | needed to speak to
you and ask your advice. o
iSo you are stild]l mooning after
dondt wunderstand you. sthbougals t | vy,
attractive young friend, so charming, pretty, and intelligent, how
can you waste your life on a married, middlegg e d woman? 0
AAttractive young friend? Who?
Mai si e Robinson. But Maise and |
AOh, mnoowned said Lydia. Altodéds wup
if you feel like it. Soon you will be a big star, and everyone will
say how handsome you are. Even a kaesdded young woman
like Miss Robinson is bound to pay attention and start to think
about you in aifferent way, if you would just make the slightest

effort. But even |f you dondt [

right; you must stop this mad attraction to Glamora Tudor. It will

make your |ife into a misery, you
ALi stemyt dome,d said Noel . il k

Flirting with and enjoying the company of a charming lady is

one thing. Thinking about her da
good for you, andr careed és faoreahe good
singing, | trust Mr. Goldwaser to set you up with a teacher
straight away. 0

AHe did. I am supposed to meet
Hollywood. What if she is strict, like Miss Brinton? She will be
so intimidating. o

ALook, Al cot t | you have to stop
mu c hs,adi d Edmond sternly. AYou h a

teacher, and already you are afraid of her. Look at me. | am
going to do something rather daunting myself, standing in for
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Aubrey Clover. Can you imagine doitigat? Standing in for the
best playwright in Engnd? But | refuse to be intimidated by it.

One day at a time, | say. o

i Bu you are different, Keit h.

ﬁStoIid?c‘) asked Edmond, grinnin

i Oh, no, Keit h! I would never
You have always been such a pal.

fiBut I am stolid. Itdés the nat
upper | ip and all that.o

nBut I thought Ameri cans wer e
Lydia, smiling.

ANah, 0 said Mr. Alcott. Al tos &

do with John Waymeowsoy thinglamdsall t he

that. Truth is, we are rather nervous people. Think about how

quickly we shoot people in these same Westerns! But you are

right and | will do my best. Maisie said she will help me out. She

will be in Hollywood, as you know, workingith Mrs. Rivers on

the sequel. And you will help me too, right, Keith? Between the

t wo of you, I wi || survive this. o
ABut what about Miss Tudor? Are

l ove with her?0 asked Edmond.

il donot t hink s o, K eds tah . Her
difference. 1 still think she is a goddess, the most wonderful
WO man on eart h, of cour s e, but

admiration. Naturally | wish that she liked me better, that she felt
about me the way she feels about
nShe mi ghatt. Whatwhe did\ hot like was your
mooning after her, o said Edmond.
young mands insight. AJust so, 0O
feeling, Alcott, that once you stop persecuting poor Miss Tudor
with your unwelcome adoratioshe and you will become great
friends. 0

nReally, that is all I want , Si
does not resent me for not being Keith. The way she took to
Keith, it was truly amazingé Wel

Miss Lover and Keith get ready o r the trip.o For
suddenly realized that he was not necessarily the only person in
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t he wor |l d wi t h troubl es, pl ans,
awfully, everyone. My, but this orange juice bucked me up like
anything. Di d vy abisface beéame radtantly Ke i t h
handsome again as he smiled at the company and left.

AThis boy wild.l break many heart
AnOnly when he realizes how att
iHe has no clue to it yet . I do

characterwhen the ladies start to show their appreciation. Too

much adulation may do much damage to someone like Alcott,

who i s very nice but not very str
AfiHe is in |l ove with Maisie Rob

pretty sure of it. But he does not know it, sirfee imagined

hi mself in I ove with Miss Tudor f
AAnd if heaps of women throw |

Send Me Nd.ilies is released, not to mentiddance We Shall

he may never know that he cares f

she would be peett for him, with her strong character and

downto-eart h personality, that woul d
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Chapter Two

he huge white car rolled along merrily on its way to
Heathrow Airport. Mr. Goldwasser, Miss Tudor, who we are
still not quite used to cafig Mrs. Goldwasser but we promise to
try, Mrs. Rivers, Emma, Edmond, Maisie, and Mr. Alcott fitted
in quite nicely. The chauffeur would later take it back to Norton
Hall, and wait with it until the crew returned to film the sequel to

Send Me No Lilieswhich was stil | unnamed, t o
she simply could not think of a
cour se, Sir,o0o the chauffeur said
in the | east interested, fi wi ||

day, to keep hein good condition. It stands to reason she will

need some exercise, a sweet little car she is, and | will give her a

good polish with my special clorths and wash leather every time,

so she wondét be making us ashamed
Fortunately, Mr. Goldwasser waby then used to the fact

that the English lower classes often referred to their cars as if

they were females, and therefore did not think that his chauffer

had lost his mind. He was even able to encourage the man by

telling him to spare no effort to kedyer happy, and followed up

with some money that changed hands very comfortably. And so

they rode on, each with his or her own feelings about flying over

the vast ocean, while the rest of the crew, taking only some of

the equipment, were about to boardhgosn a week or so.
iWwel | | well , 0 said Mr. Gol dwass

iSo now | under st and wha't happ:

something that looked like a wire, but it was so long that most

people would not recognize it as such.

i Wha't i s lamora0 asked G

il got this wire just bef ore we
time to | ook at it unt il now, 0 s a
over his spectacles which as usual were riding half down his
nose. iltdéds from Joe Mammot h. He
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to change the dates for taide f i | mi
dance man. o0

AWho did you settle on?0 asked N
iwWe wanted Denni-scaleScharveographed Hi s |
pieces have no match, abdnce We Shallvould be just perfect

for him. He agreed to take it on, but only if we could fit his

schedule, since he is very much in demand and is always
extremely busy. This explains eve
worth it. Stonor is one of a kind
i Mr . Gol dwasser, d o | fyeodwof Myn ow he
cousin Aubrey?06 asked Emma.

AHow about that, o said Mr. Gol
world. | knew he was British, of course, even though he has been

working in America for decades. But | had no idea he was Mr.
Cloverds friend. o

AMore thawvaswalt friend, 0 said E
every line in every play that Aubrey Clover wrote, directed,

produced, or played in. AThey col
Dean was too far into her pregnan
AHe i s extremely t althesiadtic@lty, 0 sai
il never me t hi m, but | have healil
late Lord Bond. You might know, Mr. Keith, that Lord Bond

backed Mr. Stonorbés first ball et ,

from one success to another. o
iOne mor e Biectieneanhdsl will begn tabelieve

i n t he supernatural ,B o said Mr .
Edmond had a chance to answer.
nYes, it does seem al most i mp

pensively, looking at her fingernails; she was not sure she liked
the new colar Miss Dahlia had talked her into, a pale mauve
that had no personality at all.

ilt Measmtsd0O sai d Mai sie reverently,
find an answer to such a statement, the conversation lagged and
everyone settled in their seats and looked at #ssipg scenery,
which was really rather beautiful, with varying degrees of
boredom.
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And this is the right time for a slight divagation, regarding
travel. Indeed, as our loyal readers know, we always try to stay
close to our beloved Barsetshire. We detbatdether perhaps
we should let Mr. Goldwasser, Glamora, and Mr. Alcott go to
Hollywood for the film, and stay with the rest of our friends in
Barsetshire, waiting for their return. They could be assisting
Lady Norton in the design of her cactus house faidwing
Maisie and Mrs. Rivers in their attempts to create the sequel. But
after serious deliberation we decided that a short foray into the
magical land where so many dreams are created, not to mention
meeting Denis Stonor, whom we like, on his chosesuigds,
would be more interesting to our
horticultural obsessions. Besides, in Hollywood the sun is more
likely to shine, while in Barsetshire it would undoubtedly rain at
this time of year, and that decided the issue. We silychope
our readers will enjoy the trip.

AThi s i s a fairy tal e, O said
standing next to her, cool and ex
was looking at the aeroplanes, standing all in a row, shining and
gleaming and perfectly cdm; they were so bright she had to
shade her eyes with her hand. M
pl ane, 0 she said, pointing at a 1
whale. Pan American Clipper service gave only the best, of
course, and Emma stared at the @dfit little luggage carts that
moved quickly and most efficiently toward the plane with the
last bits of luggage. About seventy passengers assembled for
their walk to the plane just as the crew rolled the staircase into
place. Everyone was elegantly dreksEven two young girls,
aged around nine and six, who stood waiting patiently and
politely with their very beautiful mother, wore wellt little
coats, and sported ladike white gloves and patent leather Mary
Janes. Standing below the tall rolling staly, Emma looked at
Mi ss Tudordés high heel s, and wor |
such a climb, but she should not have been concerned. As usual,
Glamora ignored the peril and went up the stairs with complete
ease and comfort. A few beautiful stewasd=s wearing

21



perfectly lovely uniforms that emphasized their tiny waists and
petite figures, not to mention the jaunty hats that were tilted over
their eyes and made them sparkle, welcomed the passengers
aboard. They could have been sisters, they lookedusth alike,
thought Emma as she looked at them with frank admiration.
Noticing how impressed Emma was with the stewardesses,

Mai si e sai d, iWoul d you believe
registered nurses, and that they do the gourmet cooking on board
aswel’lThere is no end to these girl
al | marry rich passengers or thes
AAnd speaking of the pilots, I
Emma. AQui te good l ooki ng, i s h

standing next to cockpit, readydoeet his passengers.
i Why, Captain Jordan! o said GI
fly with you again. o
il am very happy to see you, \Y
captain. He maintained a completely serious poker face, but
could not hide the smile in his blue syé&lamora laughed, and
Mr . Gol dwasser asked, shaking har
known already by the general publ
The captain relaxed his attitude and broke into a charming
crooked smile, revealing the most beautiful, even, white teeth.

inAl Ir otvhee United States, sir., ma 6
Sout hern accent . AnThe headl i nes
newspaper. Things i ke, 6 Wh o [
Gol dwasser?6 6Our Glamora is a ma
60The Woman WheHaf€leoved Bar Overolwenty
Years. o6 I1tbés all quite amusingéo
nwel |, well , 0 said GIamor a. i A S
it.o0 They turned to go and the c:
good fun, Mi ss Tudor. o Gl amor a, ¢
andsaid A Mr s . Gol dwasser , darlingébo
special Glamora Tudor glance that involved a very complicated
operation. OQur intelligent reader
head had to be turned over the right shoulder, since it was the left
handh a t held on to Mr. Gol dwasser o

be slightly lowered, and the eyes looked sideways and up so she
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could gaze through her eyel ashes
just the right angle. It all took but a second, unlike our attempt to
describe it, since as we all know, Glamora was a master of the
trade.

ANow, no
l aughing.

behave yoursel f, 6o
ou must | earn to act
to the <cap in he said, fShe will
you know.Wha a woman, I al ways say. o

iWe wondét have her any other wa
inWe | ove our Miss Tudor. I am so
America. o

To an inexperienced traveller, the inside of the flying palace
was even more amazing than thesalg¢, and Emma stared at the
elegant compartments, each seating up to eight passengers. The
comfortable seats were placed next to picture windows through
which Emma hoped to observe every second of thedtikend
the travellers put their overnight bageder them in the ample
storage space, since these seats would convert, at night, to the
perfect Pullmarstyle berths, each wider than a twin bed, and
extremely comfortable. Each seat had its own window, a
ventilator, a reading light, and a small removatable. The
stewardesses hovered around them, ready to help; one pointed
out a substantial table whose purpose was playing cards or other
games, and told the passengers that should they require it, a
portable typewriter was always at their disposal. MRsers
brightened as she heard that, thinking that perhaps she could
catch up with her Work before retiring.

The travellers settled themselves in their seats and awaited
takeoff with various degrees of apprehension. The veterans, like
Mr. Goldwasser an&Glamora, and to some extent, Mrs. Rivers,
gave it no thought at all. On the other side of the spectrum, Mr.

Alcott seemed very uneasy. Emma was so excited that she forgot

to be afraid, and Edmond, who was rarely shaken by anything,

hoped privately that tlyewould soon be served something good

to eat or drink. Maisie, sitting next to Mr. Alcott, said quietly,
ADonodt fret, Nes. You have done
Engl and; you can do it again.o

w
A
t

Y
a
0
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il know, Mai se. Wh a t can | say,

sad Mr . Al cot t, who was extremely
thetakeof f. | am okay after that.o

i We ol | soonh get you some orange
said Maisie.

The aeroplane roared like a demented elephant, and started
its run. Mr. Alcott heldon to his seat with both hands, whose
knuckles were white with the pressure. Maisie put her hand on
his reassuringly, and he looked at her gratefully. No one else
noticed. Mrs. Rivers, whose love of travel included flying, was
chatting with Miss Tudor, ah Mr. Goldwasser, completely
oblivious to his surroundings, read an American newspaper.
Emma was almost glued to the windowpane, trying not to miss
anything. With a shrill scream the aeroplane went up on the
diagonal, and after a while straightened up aveht on its
journey to New York.
Alf Pal mer could see me now, 0 S
iPal mer? Do you mean Lydiads Pa
RnShe is expecting Old Nick is t
toward Sodom and Gomorrah, o said
him Pal mer 6s dire views of jour ne

| aughed. il am rather enjoying it
Mr . Al cott and Maisie were doing.
sai d. Al can wai't for my orange

Maisie pated his hand and stopped worrying about him,
allowing her mind to return to the annoying problem of naming
the sequel t&Gend Me No LiliesThe Dance of Hear&sNo, so
boring. Tango, My Love Too awf ul . [ canot u
thought irritably. | alwaydind these hames so easily, why am |
having so much trouble here? She closed her eyes and tried to
make a mental list of all the romantic titles she liked best, as an
inspiration.

A half-hour or so after takeff, Emma managed to unglue
herself from the wdow and concentrate on her favourite
pursuit, looking at clothes. There was much to look at, but
naturally she started with Glamora, who had taken off her light
coat and appeared in a magnificent dress of chequered black and
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white pattern with a cinchedaist encircled by a black patent
leather belt, thregquarter sleeves with turneg large cuffs, and
a bow at the neck. On her lapel she wore the latest style brooch
of bright red wooden cherries with dark green stems and leaves
made from a substance thdefied identification but looked
lovely. As she removed her straw hat which had a black, short
chiffon scarf tied around the brim, her hair glowed softly. It was
no longer the bright red she needed as Lady Aurora Fitz
Gardner, but her own natural dark autwhich made her white
skin and violet eyes simply gleam. After acknowledging and
appreciating such beauty, Emma turned to see the other
passengers. While no one could match Glamora, the other
passengers were nevertheless beautifully dressed. She suddenl
noticed the two little girls whom she had seen at the airport.
They were standing up, whispering to each other and giggling
very quietly. Their mother, looking extremely beautiful in a
well-fitting navy blue suit that showed her perfect figure to
advantge, got up and moved toward the group.
APl ease excuse me, 0 she said pt¢
My little girls are in awe of the fact that they are wearing the
same jewellery as the lovely lady, as they refer to you, Miss
Tudor. They want so much to meatu. They have not yet seen
your movies, of course, they are much too young, but they know
you from the magazines they somet
Mi ss Tudor | ooked up, smiling,
course! o She said. dLetiresheeelsee, |
could sign for themé Come over, |
her large black leather bag and fished out two pictures of herself
in Egyptian outfits, not necessarily historically correct, but very
suitable for theatbn.ttle girlsodo |I|i
The girls came over shyly, and indeed, each wore a bunch of
red cherries on the white collars of their pink dresses.
A Wh at pretty girls, 0 said Miss
wearing the same brooches! Are we not fashionable, all three of
us? And youdok as if you could be one of the stewardesses,
Mrs. Wayne, in this lovely navy blue suit which | must say |
admire. o
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AiThank you! What an honour to h
said the young mot her, smiling. |
was a stewardesyears ago, on American Airlines. And then |
went and married one of the pilot
and Mr s . Wayne | ooked at t hem, S

aeroplane, | told this young lady how many of you married
pil ots, 0 sai dexMdiasniag iboyn.waiyNodf t o

passengersé It is a glamorous pro
AQuite demandi ng, t hough, o s a
thoughtfully. i Wha't wi t h t he nu

school, and having to be the exact height and weight specified by
the aifines, and having our pictures taken endlessly for
promotions, and the elaborate make every day to hide my
freckles, done by Twentieth Centufpx, believe it or not.
Running our farm in Arkansas, which is what | do now, seems an

easy life by comparisén but al | t he same | el
wel | and you met such nice people
iAAre all pilots as handsome as
AYes indeed, 0 said Mrs. Wayne.
seeing a pilot who was not attra

pulled out the picture of her husband in full uniform, an

incredibly handsome man and very

Daddy! o6 said the two Iittle girls
i What a | ife,0 said Maisie and

profession. | should have triedt be a st ewardess. 0
Aln my time they would not have

being so attractive, 0 said Mrs.

believe you would have been considered too tall? You had to be

under five feet four inches, and never weigh overredhed and

five pounds; | believe you must be around fseven oreight. |

am not sure what the regul ati ons

laughed and admitted to her elegant height.

AnAnd what are your names, ittt
wanttowritett m on t he pictures. o

il am Patricyeargldd said the nine

AAnd | am Mideamldsai d the six
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il cdfi |l Pdateri ci a started to say ©
by her mother. ANo one needs to k
be, Patriciagro. smYau teree modath al |

names or to tease.o0o Little Mim sc¢
not appear to be too upset by the rebuke. She flashed a big smile
at Emma, whom she immediately recognized as thequitd-

grownup-yet and therefore afedo conspirator. Al o6
|l ater, 0 she whispered. Her mot her
subsided.

The travellers settled comfortably to their occupations,
looking for their books, or scripts, or needlework, as their tastes
commanded, none of themishing to play cards at the moment.
Gl amora produced a piece of knitt

Emma, o0 she said, |l eaning forward
young friend. fAMerry taught me ho
design some beautiful sweater t o get her é0

il adore knitting, o6 said Emma.
Miss Tudor, you are good! This stitch is spectacular. Are you

sure you are just a beginner?o
ioh, vyes, Merry taught me | ust

a scarf. Then, she bought this geous soft violet wool as my
going-away gift and said it would match my eyes. The knitting is
simple, though. | mastered the stitch, which is truly beautiful, |
t hought , but | havenot | earned hi
am making a straight shawl, toif you will show me how to
increase and decrease, the next piece will be a gorgeous
sweater. o
i Of cour se | will, o said Emma.
knitting with me, too. Such a goo
APl enty mor e, 0 saida sédorarbagr a, ar
with more soft wool, apple green this time, and the appropriate
knitting needl es. AAl'l your s, l ov
fiHow nicel!l 0o said Emma, del i ght ec
such a nice colour for it, and then we will move into the sweater
d e s i ghe started c8sting on with such speed and expertise
that Glamora smiled with appreciation.
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Lunch was served in style. The group stepped into a dining
room, worthy of the Orient Express with its beautifully laid
tables. The linen was thin and sparkling t&hiwith a delicate
coloured frame and the initials of Pan American printed on it.
The china was white, also edged in colour, and with the logo of
the airline on top of it. The cutlery was real silver, beautifully
polished. The light and elegant lunch vassgood as any meal
served by a Continental restaurant, cooked to perfection and
beautifully presented. Mr. Alcott, of course, had his orange juice,
but the selection of wines was quite varied. They had a very
pleasant meal, and then returned to a resfteknoon, for more
gazing out of the picture windows at the blue sky with fluffy
white clouds, reading, knitting, and relaxing, until it was time to
freshen up f or d-appomeed dressindireom|l adi e ¢
offered all the necessary amenities, amdrgone felt ready for
dinner even though they were not required to change into an
evening dress. The tables were even more elaborate than lunch,
and the food just as marvellous.

il simply cannot believe the |1
said Emma.

Al bnwt | ast, 0 said Mr. Gol dwas s ¢
iWhy?0o asked Mr s . River s. i Wh a
Goldwasser? Surely more and more people fly every day, and
this business will grow. o

AiThat 6s just it Mr s . Ri ver s, o ¢

more people are to be accommodated. | predict that in a few
years there will be a firatlass and a secowbss flying
arrangements, and slowly the service will erode. The demand
will grow nonetheless, so the airlines will stop being so
generous. And those waky seconetlass travellers will not
have silver and linen and crystal wine glasses... Nor will they
sleep in Pullman style, but sit on some narrow benches or seats
so more and more people could be fitted, something like a bus, |
imagine. Mark my word, Ms. Rivers. By the time the fifties
close and the sixties start, quite a lot of elegance is going to
disappear from this world, just as the changes took over after the
War . But |l etds not think about S
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moment, lifeis stilalo o f fun. o He refilled
around and smiled benevolently at the company, but his
intelligent eyes were troubl ed. 4
bit too much for his own good, 0
iBeing a genipuseaissannato &lveawyone
thought no more about the unpleasant future.

Since the flight from London to New York would take
twentyt hr ee hours, they expected to
The ladies arranged themselves in one compartment, the
gentlanen in another. Glamora and Mr. Goldwasser, who
originally planned to stay in the deluxe suite, graciously gave
way when they were told earlier that a honeymooning couple
related to the royal house of a small principality in Europe was
going to be on thelane, and so the group remained together.

One by one the little reading lights were turned off, and everyone
slept well, lulled by the movement and soft sounds produced by
the plane. The night passed peacefully.

They woke up to bright sunshine and coffeasviorought in
on silver trays by the cheerful stewardess. Vanity tables were
attached to each berth, to help as the ladies prepared for the day.
When dressed, ready, and having had their breakfast, the
passengers expected to reach New York in a couplewfsh
perfectly on time. The aeroplane was to land in the water of the
AiMarine Terminal , 0 and there the
Airlines that would take them to California. And since the flight
from New York to California was achieved in the same luwusgio
and pleasant style on American Airlines, which was just as
accommodating and helpful as Pan American, we will not weary
our readers with more descriptions, since this modest work does
not presume to be a learned treatise about aviation, a most
serious abject on which we know nothing at all.
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Chapter Three

'~ have invited a few people to |
n pouring drinks for Mrs. Rivers, Emma, and Edmond; the
three of them were staying in Mr

duration of their vigi They sat in the magnificent glassed winter
garden which could have been the pride of any European royal
castle, the afternoon had the glow of a Los Angeles fall, and

Emma could not shake the feeling
just love the clovee haped pool , 0 s he said
completely out of context.

Mr . Gol dwasser | aughed. i Woul d
second wugliest house in Hollywoc

winner in the ugliness contest belongs to a great lady; she won
because sheald the courage to paint it pink. She also created a
heartshaped pink swimming pool to go with it, and planted pink

roses all around it. Ghastly. o

ABut Jakebdbs house is so comfort
were debating which hmeuwehist o | i v
rather pretty and is much small er

as this one, so we are planning to sell my house at some point,

but we dondét have time for that
while, maybe get a tenant... | rather likeidiy in this monster.

But here are Maisie and Nes! 0o an
drink. Mr. Alcott seemed extremely gratified by the attention,

but it was clear that he was no longer in love, a fact that gave
Glamora great pleasure.

AAnd here eést . ,anhoshied NMu. Gol dwze
right i n, Rush. Everyone, i n ca
Adonislike face, please meet Mr. Rushmore Yukon, Rush to his
friends. o0 Emma stared at the nev
anyone as handsome as this tall, dark youoman with his
magnificent physique and classical features. His black hair was
flawless, his suit impeccable, his unbelievable face slightly
tanned. Not a Greek god, since she had always imagined they
were blond, but certainly something superhuman. Even BEdmo
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and Mr. Alcott, two very handsome men, paled in his presence.
But Mr. Yukon did not seem to be in the least-selfiscious and
carried his extreme beauty with ease. He shook hands all around,
accepted a tall drink, and sank gratefully into a comfortable
chair, stretching his long legs in front of himwhich took quite
a lot of space.
il have heard a | ot about you,
AAnd | saw your | at est movi e. Yo
tremendous success with Worldwide Studios, a moailedThe
Resplendent Fascinatiofft was wonderful, and you really gave
guite a performance. 0

Alndeed, 06 said Maisie. Al saw i
very well, but you looked like a dreamboat in this movie, Mr.
Yukon. Not that you ever look less th#hat, come to think of
it.o

it had a great script, a wond
l eading | ady, and a superb suppc
modest | vy. i What are | ooks? Big d

looking, it gets them their bread and butterdowhile, and then

the looks vanish. In a few short years | will look like my father

and he is no beauty; skinny, bal
these two here are at leastas gbodo ki ng as | wi ||
And he gave Edmond and Mr. Alcott an apprageglook which

surprised Emma but no one else, and for some reason she
remembered her dear friend Gaston from France, the one she ran
around the fashion houses with, and who did not look like Mr.

Yukon at all but something brought him to mind.

iYou d@avery interesting name, 0
woul d have dearly |l oved to give i
Anltds not my name, itdos a fabi
AiThey rarely allow us to keep ou
they left me alone. Rush Yukon, hatlg. Embarrassing.
Humi liating. Horribly affected. o

i Not hal f as bad as Hank Gr an
feeling, looking malevolently at his host who had given him the
name before casting him Fever in Peru
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AiThere Iis a strongwsimimeas, ad ysd
Mr . Yukon thoughtfully. AA strar
think?o

fiNo coincidence at all, o sai d M

masculinity and strength. Granite, a stone. Mount Rushmore, full
of boulders. Yukon, a powerful river. Hank, ogylable, brings

to mind the strong and sil-ent typ
out, creating an image in the fen
il t hink t he mal e mi nd as we
thoughtfully. ARThey can aspire t
fantasy.lgess itds the price we have t

Suddenly Miss Tudor said, i And
Emma jumped to her feet involuntarily. There was only one Miss
Skull in the world, as far as Emma was concerned. Miss Odette
Skull, the legendary designethe doyenne of clothes, the
creative genius behind so many costumes. Could that be her?
Yes, it could, and Emma, trembling all over, soon shook hands
with her idol, who was very kind to the asstruck girl and quite
happy to tell her the inside stories Bibllywood costumes.
Emma forgot everyone else, including her own beloved
affianced and the gorgeous Mr. Yukon, and listened with rapt
expression, every so often asking a most intelligent question,
which Miss Skull answered carefully and in detail.

When a short lull in the conversation between them

occurred, t hough, Rush Yukon turnr
|l i stening; you seem to know a gre
Al am studying fashion in Paris
il |l ove ¢l ot hes, 0 hited andtotadity . Y uKkc
uneducated, this is a subject | Kk
AYou are very wel!/l dressed, 0 s
faultless suit and perfect acces
thought you would be interested i
ABut | darmira sraiik on, smiling, i a

few interesting and owdf-theway places | could show you,
places that even our incomparable Miss Skull never heard about.
I must take you to these establis
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Emma was a bit taken aback, since slas wot sure if it was
appropriate for an engaged young lady to run around with a
magnificent creature like Mr. Yukon, but Edmond, noticing her
hesitati on, came to the rescue. f
AEmma can | earn a | ot from you, |
Mr. Yukon flashed a smile that would have dazzled Helen of
Troy and the lovely Iseult (whose name we refuse to spell
Isolde), notwithstanding Paris and Tristan, respectively, and said

ABut you must call me Rush. | kno

but here yoware in America and we are much quicker to assume

afir stname basi s. When i n Rome, you
AVery well, Rush, then, o0 said I

comfortable with this young man despite his fame and fortune.
AAnd thanks for t hng forward/to ot i o n .
excursion. o

At that moment, the housemaid, who had not bothered to
announce any of the previous guests, entered the winter garden
and said formally, AThe Gener al P2
Mrs. Lewis, the cdevant Miss Brinton, ented with a
gentleman who was so obviously military that his nice civilian
suit seemed entirely out of place.

iGener al Lewi s, how el egant y O |
remarked Glamora.
AiThank you, Mi ss Tudor . I feel

quite honet but what can | do? | must accept retirement in good
spirit. Besides, would Meg have married me if | were still in the
military and running all over the world, trying to save all these
fake new nations from themselves? | am not at all sure about it.

Sod!l is well.o And he smiled most
il have some good news for y ou
Mr s . Lewi s. AThe gentl eman from

Arizona has answered my letter. Not only does he have the seeds

of this disgustig cactus Lady Norton set her heart on, but he

will deliver them in person, since he is going for a full year to

England, to teach in Kensington R
AHow wonderful, o0 said Mr. Gol dw

happy to say you have not allowed matrige to cause a change
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in your style and your efficiency. Would you kindly write to

Lady Norton?o

il already have, Mr . Gol dwasser
since | knew it would make her very happy. But there was
something else | wanted to bring up. Micott must think of a

good place to live. Mr. Alcott, when the interviews and the rest

of t he publicity begi n, you ca
apartment. o
iYou me an [ need a real house
obviously panicking. filousds,,oo w no't
taking care of houses, for that 11
il wi || help you to |l ook for
bri skl y. AYou need a small, but

are a star, Mr. Alcott, and you might as well get used to it. And |
will also arrangdor staff, probably a housemaid, a cook, and a
val et . 0

iBut al | this would cost a gr
timidly, as usual l ooking at Ma i
mi serably and then be stuck with
group started laghing.

AiThe | ikelihood of failing is v
iOnce t he bal |l i s rolling. Jud
observation, you have at least ten years to be a successful heart
throb, and make a great deal of money. You must put some
money aile, and then, if and when you fade, you will have
enough to start a business. Many actors invest in restaurants,
things like that, so when the time comes, they are ready to
resume normal life, away from this madhouse. Believe me, there

is life after Hollywwood, and |, for one, wonbo

AWhy not stay in my house for t
Gl amor a. Ailt is the perfect size
well furnished, and it is free of charge. Just look after the house
until we deci@ what to do with it. o

i Mi ss Tudor , er , Mr s . Gol dwas s
stammer ed Mr . Al cott . il wi || co
pl easure andéo realizing that he
own speech, he added, fAThank you

34



AfExcel l,enGl am,edca sai d Mr . Gol dv
benevolently at his new star who seemed to be cowering under
the pressure. AAs soon as Alcott
long, we will arrange for a photo interview. And yes, Mrs.
Lewis, he will need staffrigid wa y . 0

il ndeed. I wi || take care of e
with her usual tone of authority that had to be obeyed.

A little later, a man appeared at the door of the winter garden.
He was extremely tall and quite thin, and his face had a strong
resemblance to a rather sad monkey.

AfDenis!o said Gl amor a. il am so
al most gave up on you. o

Al am sorry, I was held up at r
iThese dancers can be trying at t
fiNever mi nd, al | oMrs.iRwersttoisia ntr od
the one and only Denis Stonor. And these are Miss Robinson and

Mr . Alcott. Of course, you know e
il have heard so much about you
River s. Al am from Barsetshire, t
Mr. Stonor looked atheo d d | vy . AYou are from
and vyour name i s Mrs. Riverséo |
monkeyl i ke face very thoughtful and
find out that you are Mrs. Her mi o
Al ndeed | am, 0 s adi DkephbrherhearRi ver s,

despite all her delusions and pretensions, she knew perfectly well
that her readers were mostly women of the-quite-upper
classes, and she did not expect this famous composer,
cosmopolitan, educated, and wetkd, to even know hdrooks
existed.
fi | read every single book you h
Stonor. Mrs. Rivers was so shocked by this statement that for a
few seconds she was speechless, and then all she could say was,

AWhy?0
fiBecause they ar e psyanchol ogi c
fascinating, 0 said Mr. Stonor wi t

you will allow me, | will go further into it, and perhaps you will
do me the honour of explaining some points on which | require
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clarification. But for the moment, | must say that the waw
grasp and describe the tension between a mature, elegant woman
of the world, and a younger man who cannot help being attracted
to her, all the while knowing it is a hopeless quest, is masterful.
You know the human heart ,JowMr s. Ri
voice, almost a whisper, as if he wanted no one else to hear him.
Mrs. Rivers suspected that Mr. Stonor was talking about his own
experience, but good manners forbade her to ask any questions.
She was burning with curiosity, though, and knew she wiaiote
pursue this conversation very much.

inof cour s e, Mr . Stonor, 0 she sai
discuss my books with you, and do my best to clarify any
obscure point. o

AiwWhere are you staying, Mr s . Ri
week?0

il amgstiaghn here, with Mr. and
Mr s . Ri ver s. i am sure they wil!/
library one afternoon for our literary discussion, and then
undoubtedly invite you to tea. o S

consent, but Mis Tudor had not heard their conversation, nor
had anyone else. Perhaps it was for the best this way. We
certainly think so.

AThank you, Mrs. Rivers, o0 said
momentarily illuminated by one of his rare and beautiful smiles,
transbrming the monkeyike face and making it extremely
attractive. AnAnd i f I bring a f
autograph them for me?o0

il wi || be honoured, 0 sai d Mr s.
t hem?o

i Oh, yes, I have been bewegyi ng th
since | was in Barchester, staying with my relatives, Mr. and
Mr s . Mi ddl et on, 0 said Mr . Stonor
them, and | was entranced. To tell you the truth, Mrs. Rivers, the
reason | was so attracted to your books is because they @dscrib
my own state of mind. But we should not discuss it here. Some
day, if you like, | will tell you some more; | am sure | could trust
you with my story. o
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il wi || consider it a sacred
beginning to feel as if she was placedide one of her own
novels, a most pleasant sensation.

*k%k

Even though we are now spending some of our time away
from our natural milieu, namely Barsetshire, that does not mean
we have forgotten our friends there. We must leave the glittering
society @& our friends in Hollywood for a while, and go to
Norton Hall, which, | suspect, may be a great relief for some of
our readers. If we may be allowed to divagate for a minute, we
would like to thank our loyal readers for putting up with our
extravagant trip. We know, of course, that most thinking people
would much rather spend time in Barsetshire than in the artificial
splendour of Hollywood, or as Palmer would put it, Sodom and
Gomorrah, but since we are following the fortunes of such old
friends as Mr. @Gldwasser, Miss Tudor, Maisie, and Mr. Alcott,
we must. After all, that is their natural milieu, and we will never
know them very well unless we visit them there. And let us not
forget that Emma and Edmond also have great hopes hanging on
Hollywood, and wewould not like to disappoint them. But we
promise not to stay there for too long. So let us see what was
taking place in Norton Hall.

Lady Norton was at her private sitting room, but even though
she was surrounded by all the reassuring and restfubdimiac,
pillows, lace doilies, and everything else, and even though the
room was very comfortable and had a roaring fire built in the
fireplace, she was not relaxing. She sat at her elegant desk,
which was piled with blueprints depicting various elevatiohs o
the cactus house, which were sent to her by the noted architect,
Mr. Middleton, who was going to build it for her. Lady Norton
felt rather overwhelmed by these designs, but she knew that if
she asked Mr. Middleton to explain them, all she could hear
would be a barrage of verbiage that no one could check, let alone
understand. Perhaps, she thought, she could find his partner, Mr.
Alister Cameron, but even he, though certainly much easier to
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get along with, was not who she wanted at that moment. Her
thoughs wandered into the past.

Our readers may think that no one could possibly miss the
toady, the sycophant, the unbearable Mr. Holt, whom we had
met so many years ago when he visited Rushwater with such

unhappy resul ts during Merti nds

Possibly, no one even remembered him. But at that moment,
Lady Norton would have been very happy to see him. Yes, he
was an awful little man, but he shared her great love of
horticulture, and he would have been so helpful with the cactus
house, not tomention taking care of the cactus itself, the
wonderful Echinocactus horizonthalonius var. nicholithich
might turn out to be an extremely temperamental plant. Even his
worst enemies, and there were plenty of those, could not deny
Mr . Hol t 6 s d #erpoavd of ghrglaningaWell, thought
Lady Norton, you cannot bring back the past. How sad.

At this moment the housemaid walked in with a few letters
on a silver tray. AiThank you,
mindedly, and took the letters. Two okth were from America,
and as Lady Norton opened the first one, her troubled
countenance changed into a smile. It was from Mrs. Lewis, she
who was Miss Brinton and who had always met with Lady
Nortonos approval because of
manner as long as she did not use it against Lady Norton herself.
It contained the wonderful news, which we already told our
readers, about the availability of the seedsEghinocactus
horizonthalonius var. nicholiand the visit from the expert. This
news chered Lady Norton considerably, but the second letter
was even better. It was from the horticulture expert himself, and
it was everything Lady Norton could wish for, just the right
blend of deference to a titled English Lady, combined with the
evidence of dep knowledge of his subject. And not only was he
looking forward to meeting her, but even had read her books!
And he was at her disposal for starting the precious seeds! Lady
Norton, in the state of euphoria of one who was about to have a
wish magically ganted, namely the seeds of the grotesque cactus
with help on the way, immediately took out some writing paper
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and pen and invited Professor Erich Buckksthuller to stay
with her for as long as he wished.

After giving the letter to the butler to take the post office
as early in the morning as possible, she telephoned Mr. Cameron
at his home. His wife, the wonderful lady who we all know as
Lilian Stonor, née Middleton, answered the call.

iLady Norton, an unexpected ple
youare calling Alister about the g

AfYes, 0 admitted Lady Norton. Al
your brother, but you probably know that asking Mr. Middleton
for an explanation of the quep

Ailndeed | do, LadgCamer bpan, dEv e
never understand him. | do wonder what makes him talk so
muché but t hen again, it mi ght b
much myself, but | hope in a | ess

AiYou are never overbearing, 0 s
And she, as an expert on the subject of acting in the most
overbearing manner imaginable, probably knew what she was
talking about.

Al will call Alister, o0 said Mrs
both Mrs. Middleton and myself are dedicated gardeners. We
look forward to seeing the completed greenhouse. Alister tells
me it is going to be done on a grand scale, and much of the

equi pment is coming from Ameri ca.
iAs soon as it is up | wi || i no
Norton with sudde ent husi as m. alt  wildl n o

Mr. Goldwasser and his crew come back to film the sequel to the
film, but it should not signify. They are not going to be near it,
unless they particularly want to look at it, even though they
filmed quite a Kiin the greenhouses and plan to do some more.
You see, Mrs. Cameron, | am putting the new greenhouse further
away, in an area that would take as much advantage of the sun as
possible, if this can be said in England. Of course we shall have

plentyofartif ci al | i ght . 0

AThat wi | | be delightful,6 o sai |
Mrs. Middleton about your kind offer, she will be very pleased.
And now | will go and call Aliste
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ifiLady Norton, o0 said Mr. Camer or
do for youo

il wo umuth likeetos have the blueprints explained to
me , Mr . Cameron, 0 said Lady Nort
you than to your partner, if this
i Of cour se, I wi || be happy
convenience, 0 said Mr . Catmer on.

explain things very well, no matter how long he talks, so it will
be best. o

They settled the day of his visit, and Lady Norton, well
pl eased with her eveni nghbsesbdswor k,
Who in American Horticultureand looked up professor Erich
BuckholzSchuller. She gasped at his credentials. The position
he held in Austria until the war, when he was obliged to escape
to America, was only equalled by his current position, which was
extremely high. And he had published a dozen books and many
artid esé The gentl eman was a star i
What an opportunity, thought Lady Norton, and went downstairs
to see to the houseplants in the drawing room, her usual evening
chore which she would not yield to any servant. Her mind was
full of images of the cactus that soon was to grow into monstrous
proportions in the new cactus house. And Mr. Holt was sadly
forgotten one more timé& but he will be remembered again
some day.
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Chapter Four

M r. Alcott got out of his car and opened the gate. A
stunningly handsome young man, evidently an aspiring
actor l i ke most of Hol |l ywoodds d
did to earn a living, was engaged in trimming the hedges, and
another one who looked very much like him was mowing the

lawn. A truck that stod by made it clear that they were hired by

a professional gardening service that was kept after Glamora
moved i nto Mr. Gol dwasser6s hous
Alcott in the friendliest manner, and he waved back and entered

the house.

Mr. Alcott put hisbags down by the entrance, and walked
gingerly into Miss Tudorodés empty
no longer in love with Miss Tudor, but the feeling of awe
remained. To live in the house of one who once was his Goddess
was intimidating. He thought he shdubok around, see where
his bedroom was to be, where the kitchen was located, but his
nervousness kept him fidgeting in the drawing room. He longed
for fresh orange juice, and was annoyed at himself for not
stopping on his way to buy some, but it was lede. Obviously,
there would not be any fresh foods in a house that was
unoccupied, so there was no sense in searching for it in the
kitchen. He stood in the middle of the room, trying to muster the
courage to explore the house, when suddenly the dooe!
loudly, startling Mr. Alcott considerably. He went to answer the
door, wondering who could be visiting him so soon; Maisie, the
most likely visitor, was busy that evening with long meetings,
and not too many people knew about his move.

He opened theabr, and was surprised to see a total stranger,
holding a suitcase and a large grocery bag. Putting the grocery
bag down, the man took off his hat, exposing an-sfwped
head. His brown eyes, shining with intelligence, looked
respectful |l y Itawas aMlook brinmiog with 6 s .
candour and reliability, even though his face was completely
i mpassi ve. A Mr Al cott | sir? My
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Lewis advised the Agency to send
a perfect English accent; Mr. Alcott was wondegriif the
gentleman was an aspiring actor, too, with perhaps
Shakespearian experience, but it seemed a little farfetched.
i Oh, yes, 0 said Mr. Al cott. Yo
hiring the staff? | thought Mrs.
iShe di d, smber. of the stafinthat shentad
engaged, 06 said the man, wi th a mj
l ow intelligence and his own desi
am happy to announce that | am your new valet, or as we prefer
to call the position in Englah, I am your gent
gentl eman. 0
il see, 0 said Mr. Al cott, e
suspicion and a little fear. i
The man walked softly in and closed the door very quietly
behind himself. il f é | carmigly ment i
appreciate your good intention, the etiquette requires that you
cal l me simply Shymmering, withou
Al understand, 060 said Mr. Alcott
now on. l's it within etiquette to
i Not e, giruli shall remain standing at present, but you
should sit down by all means as we talk. We do not wish you to
be tired out, as we have very busy days ahead of us. And if | may
mention another small matter, the name is Shymmering, not
Shimmering. As amatter of fact, sir, | have left my previous
employment because the gentleman whom | had served insisted
on using the wrong spelling when he addressed me, despite my
expressed protestations, and even made crude jokes about it. It is
beyond belief, | knowput he also made it a point to mention,
again and again, that | moved so softly that | seemed to shimmer,
and therefore the name fitted me. Naturally | could not put up
with such behaviour. o

y e
Do

A of course not, o0 said Mr. Al co
differerce between Shimmering and Shymmering if his life
depended on it. AHow very vul gar

pronouncing your name properly. o
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AiThank you, sir,o0 said Shymmeri
| am to start my duties immediately, and the canl housemaid
will arrive tomorrow. Even though the Agency is extremely
careful, | personally inspected their references and they met with

my compl ete approval . o
AThat s great, o0 said Mr. Al cot t
have just arrived and | have noea where your room is,
Shymmering. We must |l ook for it.o
il have the plan of the house,
a piece of carefully folded papert

is most thorough when it gives instructions. Let me see, all the
s e r v @anis aré on the third floor. You should not be uneasy
about the arrangement, sir, as both the housemaid and Cook are
persons who have reached the age of discretion, and so am |, of
course, so there should be no gossip about our apartments being
onthesme fl ooré the butlerdés pantr
polishing the silver, pressing your clothes, etc., is by the kitchen,
and your bedroom, sir, is on the second floor, along three guest
bedrooms, and of course bathrooms, dressing rooms, etc.. By the
way, sir, | have brought some provisions for tonightcan do
excellent light cooking when Cook is away if | may say so
myselfi and Mrs. Lewis informed me that you should require
plenty of orange juice. o

iYou brought orange juice?o a

s
trembling with anticipation at th
May | have some right away?o

il shall serve it to you i mmedi e
of the glasses from the baré the
polished a large glass withnapkin, put it on a tray, and handed
it to his new employer.

Mr. Alcott gulped the orange juice and felt much better.
Shymmering looked at him benevolently, much like a cow
observing her welfed and contented calf, and poured another
glass in a most umdstanding manner which felt very soothing to
Mr. Al cottds nervous constitution

i Wh at a difference a good gl ass
Mr . Al cott remarked. nl feel mu ¢ h
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il ndeed, sir, I have wi tnessed
before, whilel was in service in England; a number of gentlemen
are highly invigorated by it. Some of the chemicals in the fruit of
the orange tree must correspond to certain areas in the brains of
susceptible individuals. However, | have noticed that this
happens onlywith gentlemen who are strict teetotallers; alcohol
undoubtedly inhibits the action o
il am a teetotall er, Shymmer i
Incidentally, what did you mean when you said we had busy
days ahead of us?o
i Mr s . L emed nse thiatnmiy first duty is to reorganize
your wardrobe, sir. She felt that the Studio did not do justice to
your looks and much more must be done. My natural instinct
would have been to dress you as a highly refined, soigné English
gentleman, as | hawdone for all my employers. | am sure you
know what | mean, sir. Quiet, elegant suits, not too obviously
new, elegant ties, never loud, impeccable evening wear suitable
for both white and black tie events, plenty of appropriate socks,
classic coats and pext leather shoes would always do. | do not
wish to boast, sir, but | have succeeded in improving a number of
gentlemen who, not to mince words, needed such assistance.
However, when | mentioned the plan to Mrs. Lewis, she warned
me that it would not do ithe circles in which you are to move.
She requested that | dress you like a Hollywood star, with special
attention to exciting accessories, particularly hats, neckties,
scarves, and ascots. | have, therefore, studied the subject
carefully at the best ediishments, and | believe | know exactly
what her wishes are. When Mrs. Lewis asked me if | were up to
such a challenge, | expressed an opinion that it will be a new and
interesting experience for me, an
Avery wel | , 0, whaféltdjuitdMaudaciodd after t t
drinking two big glasses of orange juice; under their bracing
influence he thought nothing of the trouble and expense of his

new adventur e. ALetds go tomorr oy
beginning to feel like a movie sta We |l | , maybe just
actually, Shymmering, | must confess to you that the whole thing

is making me quite jittery. I h a
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soon everything will disappear and | will be back in my mud
hovel. Though come to think of, ithe mud hovel was not too

bad, | was secretary to Mr. Gol dw
il am a student of the Psychol ¢
Shymmeri ng. AiSomet hing that al/l 0

aspire to. What you need, sir, is a strengthening of your ego; for
reasons that | cannot fathom, your ego is frail... It is strange,
since you have the support of the best studio behind you, and if |
may mention it, your looks are extremely impressive. | do not
know i f you have what they refer
circles, but it should not matter; most great stars cannot act. | feel
strongly that the audience will idolize you, particularly the
female population, and that both the studio and yourself will reap
the benefits. The new wardrobe would be the first sbeyard
strengthening the ego, since one feels well when one knows that
one looks his best, and then we should work on the society you
keep. It is essential to mingle with the correct and proper people.
We shall soon look into it, and you will be backedhyppeople

who will make you shine; | shall take care to make a list, first of
all, of all the appropriate young women who are part of your
studio and whose presence would benefit you in various events;
you must be seen with the most famous and most bedutif 6

AiWould Mr. Gol dwasser approve o0
Alcott nervously.
il wi || do nothing without hi s

him on everything. But | would venture to suggest that he has

already planned something on these lines; the studost

routinely, sir. You might have noticed the list of ladies that have

been associated with, for example, Mr. Rushmore Yukon. At

least twelve young ladies were employed in this capacity since

his |l atest film has been released
il have metr . hiAm,cootdgai diH¥ never

publicity techniques, but | am sure he has a knack for it; he was

rather helpful to me, and said pretty much the same things you

did, about the support of the stu
il ndeed, sir, [ am pleased t o

Incidentally, sir, your name brings to mind the great
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Transcendentalist, Mr. Bronson Alcott. Would you be connected

to this illustrious family?0o0
Ol d Bronson was one of my ance:c
AiThat is indeed grati fofthag, sir

writing of the Transcendentalists, and have studied them for

years. As a small child | was introduced to the works of Mr.
Bronsonobs daughter, Loui sa May
developed as | grew up and progressed to the works of her father

and hs group; it is remarkable that while many people admire

and love her books, they fail to see the strong influence of the
Transcendentali st mov e ment on Mi
congratulate you, sir, on such an eminent family connection. |
findservinggt he sci on of such a family a

iSo you think | should read hi :
timidly.
Al ndeed you shoul d, sir. I am s

more importantly, you must mention his name often when
meeting certain people. He idighly esteemed by the
Intelligentsia in this country. | must procure a handsome copy of
some of his works for you, with tooled leather and gold edges to
the pagesé but of cour s e, not ne
bookstore that has many excellent edisipand | will look there.
The book must have the look of an object which is much used.
You wi |l carry it with you to cer
il ndeed, t hat is a good idea, 0
understand the writingébo
AThi s event ualnt & yrobm,Isir. | wilb t pr e
explain everything as you go along. | have another idea. We will
create a small library, including the works of other
Transcendent aWaldeh s ;of T hcooruerasued,s E me
essays, etc. It will look very good if you sit in fitoof the shelf

during interviews. The intellectu
fiBut | donot need to read all 0
anxiously.

i No, j ust Mr . Bronson Al cottods \

guotations for you from the rest tfe Transcendentalists group,
sir. That will suffice, | believe, considering the level of
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intelligence of the reporters who are going to interview you. And
now, with your permission, sir, | should prepare a light supper
for you. Would a herb omelette appda you? With some
consomm® to start the meal ?0

il mmensely, 0 said Mr. Al cott . H €
on one of Miss Tudordés pristine
on a convenient crimson ottoman.
Life seemed a lot easigvith Shymmering hanging around one
and doing oneds thinking for one.
was so comfortable that he did not even feel the usual need to
call Maisie for moral support.

An hour or so later, almost finished with his excellent supper
Mr. Alcott heard the doorbell ring. He automatically got up to
answer it, but caught himself just in time. That would not be
etiquette, he knew, and Shymmering would prefer to open it
himself. So he sat down again, obeying higher laws. In a minute,

Shymner i ng announced, nMiss Robi n:
walked in, looking extremely tired and sans lipstick, but quite
cheerful . AiHel | o, Nes! The meetir

would drop in and bring some orange juice. But | see you are
well looked after 0

AfiHow kind of you, Mai se, O sai (
Ailndeed, while | am al ways happy
not tire yourself doing this after your long day at work. Please sit
down. Incidentally, that was Shymmering, my new valet. Or as
hecak hi msel f, my gentl emanbés gent
me differently and ma k e me read
books. o

iltdés about time you read somet
said Maisie, laughing. Shymmering walked in with coffee and

expensivdooking afterd i nner mi nt s. A Wil | y O
cof f ee, mi ss?0 he asked respectfu
fYes i ndeed, O sai d Mai si e. AN
candiesé Thank you, Shymmeri ng. |
about to improve him, dress him up, and make him remdks

Your ideas seem highly appropri at
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il am foll owing Mrs. Lewisbs 1in

ability, miss. o0

AfnSomet hing tell s me y ou have
Shymmering, O saidd Mai si e, who i
value of this new enipyee.

AThank you, mi s s . l ndeed, I have
I mu st strengthen Mr. Al cott 6s ¢
meets with everyoneods approval
should help during interviews and
AA strongeft pegogweht Heal, 0 sai

as he does not become insufferable and too full of- self
satisfaction. Incidentally, Shymmering, have we ever met? You

|l ook extremely familiar to me. 0
iNo, mi s s, not to my knowl edge.

only three months, with my previous employer whom | have just

l eft . As for Mr. Al cottds behavi ¢

the perfect balance between sadSurance and impeccable

manners, miss. | am thinking of modelling his behaviour after
Mr. Clark Gabeg; in films, of course. | hear he is quite different

in private. o

nwel | , [ have compl et e conf i de
met hods, Shymmering, 0 said Maisie
fi | endeavour to give satisfacti

and flickered out of the room, proving thdts hi mmer i ngo w
indeed quite wrong and the mot juste would be

Afdematerializing. O

AiNow where have | seen this man
by the zephwike disappearance of the rather substantial valet,
and furling her Dbr owutitinhkeso@an s we :
sense, | would have remembered his intelligent eyes and his egg
shaped head if I had met him an

noticed, Nes, how his head bulges in the back? | am told this is

the sign of a huge brain; if | were you, | would follovs dvice

to the letter. It will keep me awake, trying to figure out where |

have met hi mé Ah wel | | one of | i f
Nes! 0 and she sipped her coffee.
care, or even notice, that his friend and his ergdogpoke
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about him as if he were not present in the room, or were a tiny
child, ate one of the superb mints and smiled happily.

*k%k

And as is our habit, now we must leave Mr. Alcott and
Maisie in the capable hands of Shymmering, who for some
reason semws rather familiar to us too, though we cannot quite
place him, and move back to Norton Hall. Lady Norton was
entertaining Mr. Alister Cameron, and felt that finally she
understood t he pl ans for t he gr
beauti ful dasdewpssippingsishtea. s a i

i Mr . Mi ddl eton is an extremely
Camer on. i donot know where he
creating greenhouses, but there you are. He just soaks up
information. | must tell you what happened some years Mr.
Middleton wanted to meet an expert on Balkan architecture.
Naturally, he dragged Mrs. Middleton and myself with him on

the Orient Express, God only know
iBut the Orient Express i s won
surprised.

nlt was meo And Mis.aMiddldton became so
exhausted it nearly killed heré
Prasvoda, where the expert was aw
iSo did Mr. Mi ddl et on get the ir
iHe di d, in his own way. The ma
English , and just a few words of Fr
French is not good. Since it was summer, Prasvoda was
practically empty, and we could n
AiSo how did Mr. Mi ddl et on acqui

Lady Norton. fAhhve equestdisirewriting and u | d

then had it transl ated. Did he do
i No, t hat woul d have been t oo

Middleton talked to the man, in English, for three days without

stopping to breathe, about the influence of GraRoman

civilization in Prasvoda, with asides about the Greek elements in
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three or four great poets; | think they were Goethe, Shelley, and

Keats, but | may miss someone. 0
AAnd what happened then?0 asked
iWe went back home, and Nr . Mi d

office and wrote an extremely erudite article about the
architecture of the Orthodox Entente, Prasvoda, and other little
stat es, bet ween 1900 and 1936. 0
iThen he already knew all that?
nBut you see, he dhedripjn@atn know
absolutely certain of that. This kind of situation has happened
before. No one can understand how Mr. Middleton acquires
information. He never lets people get a word edgewise, even if

they do know Englishé as ioh said,
magically. In many ways he is a genius. If only he did not talk so

much, people would realize it muc
Al ndeed, 0 said Lady Norton. i A

explained everything, let us start with the building. Incidentally,
| am delighted that on 6t have to ship every:
T the fact that Mr. Middleton knows where to acquire the
materials in England represents great savings in time and money.
The professor will be here in two weeks, and even though the
cactus seeds take six weeksgerminate, the sooner | have the
greenhouse ready the better. o
iThe t hing takes Si X weeks t o
Cameron in disbelief and complete lack of respect for the
revered object. AWhy, marigol ds ¢
AOh yes, 1tfisulQuiutedardaking, o
iMari gol ds are annual s, Mr . Camer
and so each has a different schedule. But | am sure the professor
will be a great help. o
A Mr . Mi ddl eton asked me to tell
visit you this week and decide on the exact date you wish to start
buil ding. o
Al wi || be I ooking forward to h
she was now mistress of the plans and no more intimidated by
the blueprints, she felt she could face Mr. Middleton with
complete confidence.
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AiLady Norton, what a pleasur e,
said with a thick Austrian accent as Professor BuckBalzuller
was advancing briskly toward Lady Norton.

Lady Norton offered her hand, a gesture practiced for so
many yearstihad become automatic, but at the same time she
stared at the newcomer with shock and disbelief. The professor
was the image of her old friend, Mr. Holt. They could have been
identical twins. Doing her best to recover from the surprise, and
determining tomake discreet investigations as to a possible
family relationship between the two, Lady Norton invited her
guest to sit down and offered him an excellent tea. They were
sitting in her drawing room, and Lady Norton noticed with
satisfaction that the prolesor 6 s eyes were const e
her magnificent ferns, some of which were extremely rare.

il have the seeds right here, o
small packet out of his pocket. Both looked at it reverently.

il have no wor dis Ltad yt NNaomrk oya u ,Ad
cannot wait to start the experi me

il canot open the package here

seeds are so small, they are like powder. We will have to open it
right over the pots in which we will germinate them. We will use
half of the seeds, and keep the rest, just in case. | brought the
clean sand the plant needs, t oo,
my suitcase. We will just need a few small clean pots, some
shards for the bottom, a layer of clean gravel for drainage, and
glass tops so light reaches the seeds at all time. Yes, and a couple
of small stones we could put on the rim of each pot while lifting
the glass two or three times a day for ventilation; of course,
everything must be sterilized with boiling water. Then, wé wi

put the pots under lamps and time the lamps to shine for sixteen
hours a day. The rest of the time we must give the seeds
complete darkness, much like the Arizona night. Any light
during these hours may interfere with the germination, so the
pots will have to be in their own room, | suppose, or perhaps we
can cover them with large boxes for the duration of each night, if
a whole room is inconvenient. If we do these simple little things,
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| am sure we can germinate some of the seeds, and the first step

will be accomplished. 0

nOf course, these requirements
infatuated Lady Norton. APer haps
had a restful ni ght, we can start
i No, no! o exclaimed the scandal
il n t he emwildestiontige experiment. The seeds must

be planted at night, when the air

Lady Norton could have told him that the air in England was
always moist, probably too moist for this desert denizen, but she
was not at all averse to launching theeriment that same night,
if that was what the professor meant to do. We are certain that if
the professor had said that the seeds must be planted under the
full moon, with some musicians playing the harp, tambourine,
and cymbals behind a black curtaamd the two of them dancing
around the pots, wearing beaded leather gowns and chanting
sacred songs composed in the darkest recesses of Arizona by
mysterious tribes, she would not only have consented, but would
have procured the items as soon as possiimeearned how to
chant. Nothing would deter the true horticulturists from their
plans. Most people think that bird enthusiasts are fanatical
enough, but they are mere children next to plant enthusiasts.
Perhaps only philatelists come close in their irtganibut not
quite. It is told that, for example, a certain plant hunter had to
climb a huge mountain which was possibly an active volcano, all
the while travelling among settlements of cannibals and head
hunters, to discover a new species of banana arawdy island.

No one other than a welained botanist who specialized in
tropical fruit could tell the difference between that banana and
the many other species of banana that existed in the books (and
in the gardens of the world) already, but riskiifg bnd limb,

after being separated from his family for years, seemed the right
thing to do at the time. For his efforts, the plant hunter gained a
small footnote in an obscure tome, and he was very happy about
it for the rest of his life. Such is the powa botany.
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Chapter Five

rs. Rivers stood before her mirror, putting final touches on

her appearance. She was about to receive Mr. Stonor and
discuss her books, and the prospect was rather exciting. She still
could not believe that such a sophistchtwelleducated man
would be interested in her books, which were clearly written for
women, and not the most educated women at that. What would
he say? She had never discussed her books with someone of his
calibre. He would ask deep, penetrating questién | uc ki | vy,
Mrs. Rivers was blessed with an unusual ability to remember her
own books. As those of us who write books would agree, an
author usually forgets the plot and characters she had so
diligently developed, after a relatively short time. Most awghor
can recall embarrassing situations, when meeting a lady one has
never seen before, and she starts gushing over a scene in a book

written a few years before. il
Hazel 6s purity and i nnocence,
Ethelbertfor the first time as he emerges from the ocean, and she

thi nks how mu c h he | ooks Il i ke

intelligently, or smile wanly, depending on your mood, all the
while wondering if Hazel and Ethelbert are really your own
creations, or have youwr the lady you are speaking to, suddenly
gone mad? Could you have possibly created such a boring
scene? Would you conceivably call the hé&thelber? Why
would you sink to such depths, when the telephone book is full
of good names you could have put &2 But not so with Mrs.
Rivers. She would remember not only Ethelbert, but also Lady
Elmira, who was his affectionate mother, his delightful, comical,
cousin Madeline, and his pure love for beautiful, sad, remote
Hazel. As she was combing her beautifulpved black hair,
which required very little help from art to remain the glossy,
ravenlike crowing glory, she ran all her books quickly in her
mind, wondering which one Mr. Stonor would declare as his
favourite, and bring over to be autographed. It hablet@ book
that dealt with music, of course. He would identify with a hero
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who was musically inclined, or a heroine who was an
accomplished musician. Would it Bdoorish Serenadeabout
the young diplomatic attaché who meets the mature, exciting
Spanish cotessa when he is transferred to Madrid, and who
would risk his life in the bull ring to win her freedom from her
controlling family? Or would it be&Czardas!,the one about the
English Marchioness whose husband is sent on a secret mission
to Budapest, andhe must accompany him for the sake of
secrecy even though it is so dangerous there, and who meets the
young Gypsy who plays the violin so divinely at a tiny, smoke
filled café, but is really a Hungarian nobleman in disguise, and
must hide his parentageofn the Soviet authorities and who had
learned his music when he was a young child, roaming the
grounds of his parentsd castl e wi
was not a very good book since Mrs. Rivers could not go to
Budapest because of the political ation, and she had to work
from the encyclopaedia and from old Baedekers, she mused. Not
that it interfered with salesé BL
that Denis played the piano very well, and used it for his
composition process.new wihtlenoé s u.
kind of certainty that feels almost supernatural. It Ma®nlight
over Angkor Wat The story of Lady Travers and the titled
Corsican savant who never travelled without his piano.

Mr s . Riversd hand froze in midsea
the book suddenly flooded her mind. She wrote most of it in
Pomfret Towers, so long ago. The year when Gillie became the
heir to Pomfret Tower s, me t Sal l
sister, and was forever | ost to
Phoebe, Wwo luckily was not interested in him in the least and
never aspired to the title of La
efforts to unite them. She remembered that weekend so
di stinctly, Gilliedbs fathero6s dee
Mr. Johns, comingo persuade old Lord Pomfret to allow him to
publish his memoirs, whi ch tur nec
many years since old Lord Pomfret passed away, but Mrs.
Riversé son, Jul i an, still hel d
because of his treatment thene that fateful weekend, which he
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considered harsh and everyone el
Mrs. Rivers looked in the mirror, trying to shake the depression
caused by thinking about the passing years and the treachery of
Time. However, we must admit thdime treated her rather
kindly. When she wroteMoonlight over Angkor Watshe
modelled Lady Travers after herself at the tiindorty-eight
years old, tall, dark, with an upright figure, shining black eyes,
and ivory skin. Of course, she made it cleat tha one would
take Lady Travers for fortgight. Sixteen years later, no one
would take Mrs. Rivers for a woman of si¥tyur. She looked at
least ten years younger, having maintained not only the
aforementioned black hair, but her elegant posture, stich a
athletic figure, and a skin that was almost free of wrinkles. True,
her expression was still discontented and overly eager, but this
was balanced by her poise, and in her new dusty rose suit she
looked very well. Sceptically, she looked at a new lifxstic her
dressing table. It was the latest creation by the gigantic cosmetic
firm that used Miss Tudor as their model; its embarrassing hame
was AThunder Orchide®. 0 Miss Tud
her the lipstick, that one member of the marketing depart
was going to name it ARespl ende
wanted AVolcano Bl ossomd but t he)
that these names were much too mild and unexciting, and the
director made them call it by its current name. Mrs. Rivers rarely
usedany cosmetics other than a touch of powder on her nose, but
this lipstick matched her suit perfectly, and after all, she thought
rebelliously, who would guess the ghastly name? She shrugged
her shoulders and put it on, and it had a very nice effect. ¥inall
she added one piece of jewellery, a string of blabured
pearls that was a gift from her losgffering husband George
and which fitted quite nicely in the open collar of the suit, and
the pinkishbeige suede shoes, with their sensible heels, fidishe
off the impeccable gtome look.

Mrs. Rivers was to meet Mr. Stonor at the library, a lovely
room she particularly liked. It was lined with books on all
subjects imaginabl e, reflecting |
diverse interests, and voraciowsading habits. In between the
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bookcases, the walls were panelled with dark wood, and the
furniture was mahogany, aged to a pleasant patina. Soft,
extremely comfortable armchairs were scattered around the
room, and next to each one stood a small end tahlgeed

with a reading lamp that shed bright light on the individual
space, but did not disturb the other occupants of the room.
Surprisingly, a piano stood at one of the corners. It was used
when Mr. Goldwasser chose to discuss musical aspects with
some @ his people at home rather than at the studio.

Entering the library, she was surprised to see that Mr.
Stonor was already there. He was sitting at the piano, playing an
intriguing piece of music, which Mrs. Rivers at once recognized
as a favouritei Erik Sat i e 6 s ne &ln dhe snyseemous,
almost mystical music seemed to be in tune with the soft light
that came through the partially drawn green velvet curtains. She
stood there, listening, not wishing to disturb him. However, after
a few minutes he nated her and smiled with pleasure as he got

up. i Do C 0ome i n, Mr s . Ri vers, o
surprised you. But here | am, and | brought my favourite with

me. 0 He pulled out of his pocket
knew he would bringMoonlight over Angkor WatShe took the

book and smil ed. AfBelieve it or |
this book would be your favourite. It was because the Corsican

nobl eman never travelled without

APartially, o sai drse,Mis .a pi@bonor .
enthusiast, | could relate to him. But it really was Lady
Traversé she was so much | ike sor
great deal, or at least that was how | saw her when | was reading
it. o

AnAnd the pl ot made sensme to y
rticul ar ?0
i Oh, yes. There was no other o]
never have broken her vows, throw away her principles and her
sense of duty, no matter how much she cared for the Corsican
savant. She followed her true path, and one respects heragven
oneds heart breaks over her sacr
the booki about her pale, moonlit face that would forever stand

P a
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between him and happineésand that sentence, Mrs. Rivers, is
why | admire your work so much. It is simply the emboditregn
truth. o
il want to tell you something
Rivers, shedding her pretensions and literary silliness under the
influence of his sincere regard f
Johns, and many of my critics, see me as entirely conimherc
They feel that | have found the audience, that | tapped into the
feelings of the library subscribers over forty years old, and that |
am exploiting this market. 0
AnBut this is not the whole tr
anything wrong in wishing toaen a decent living from your
chosen metier, but there is more to it in your work, Mrs. Rivers.
l snét this true?o0
inYes, you are right. |l ndeed,
but you see, | sincerely want to add some sparkle to the dull life
of the middleaged housewife. A little platonic love affair with
an exciting gentleman, a walk in an exotic location she may have
seeni travel is cheaper than it used to be, at least in Eurape
a place she wildl never see, such
these wome are happy when they read my books, they imagine
themselves in place of the heroine, and | know this is true
because they send me letters, all the time, thanking me. But | am
not really I|literary, you know. I
fiSo did Char lseasi dDiMrk e n&t,onor d e
did not detract from the quality of his work. For that matter,
come to think of it, so did Shakespeare. | read somewhere that he
said he hated to see his plays in print, anyway, since the audience
preferred them on stages éhey were not intelligent enough to
visualise the written word. Your work, Mrs. Rivers, goes beyond

the | ove affair and the trip. |t
the piano again and played a few bars in an absamted way,

thenturned and fullyfc e d Mr s . Ri ver s. Al wan
rel ate to al/l t hi s, Mr s . Ri ver s.

AOf course you may, 0 said Mrs.
with curiosity.
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iWhen | wigesyeatswl@d Mts.\Rivers, | was very
much in love witha great lady. Her name was Mrs. Middleton,
and she still resides at Skeynes. You may know her, | am not
sure. o

iSo what happened?060 asked Mr s.
taking over the welmannered lady who would not ask such a
guestion in a hundred years

AiNot hi ng, of cour se. She never
said Mr. Stonor, which was a gallant lie, as all our readers, who
are familiar with Mr. Stonor6s ea
Mr . Stonor was a perfect gentl ema
took me sever al years to get over

il do know her a little. Wasno:
you?0 asked Mrs. Ri ver s, enchant e
so much like her own novels.

ifiYes, about twenty yearMr. ol der
Stonor . ABut this is the way | a

never fallen in love with a woman my own age, always
preferring someone more mature than | am. Incidentally, | refuse
to use the word O6o0older, 6 since

conceptThe meeting of minds, of soul
AfiHow absolutely wonder ful of y
Stonor. 0 said Mrs. Rivers wistful

fiBut rat her sad for me, 0 said |
in a light arpeggio over the piano. It tkiad like fairy music in
the gathering dusk. AiYou see, M
permanent relationship. There were two other women during the
fifteen years that have passed since that time. Both older than
me. Both too wise, too mature, too stable thy svith someone
l'i ke me. 0

iSo you are forty now, 0 said Mr
time to try again, Mr. Stonor. Yo
She felt as if she had floated into one of her own novels, a
strange, unaccountable sensation, bogieasurable and
frightening.
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AiWould you do me a great ki ndn
Mr. Stonor, playing softly. Mrs. Rivers did not recognize the
tune; perhaps it was one of his ballets, she thought.
i Of cour s e, | wi | | try, 0 she sa
iWoul d vy oDenis€ Mi. $tonanes so formal; it no
| onger fits wus. o
Mrs. Rivers, slightly shocked, felt as if she was splitting
into two women. The higher self was the writer, the
businesswoman, the backbone of the County, practical, shrewd,
tough. The lower self wasaelegant, beautiful, ripe woman of
the world, listening languidly to the dangerous conversation of
an attractive gentleman. For a few seconds the two selves fought,
and we must admit that the lower self won. It looked at the

younger man from underitslgn | as hes, and said,
Deni sé and you must <call me Her mi
Al t  wildl be an honour, o0 said M

going to call Denis until further notice, and a radiant smile
transformed his rather monkdéilke face into something of rare
beaity.

To break the spell, Mr s . Ri ver
autograph the book, and then | must take you to tea. Miss Tudor
i s expecting you.o

AOf course, o0 said Denis. HABut vy
and talk again. So many other of your books | wishliszuss
with you, Her mi one. 0

Al't will be a pleasure, o said Mr

In the meantime, Mr. Goldwasser and Miss Tudor were
waiting for their guests to come for tea in the drawing room, and
using their rare leisure time and privacy to discuss certaispla

iThe question is, do we plunge
stage, or do a film first?0 asked
fi | donot think anyone would wan
sai d Gl amor a. -brégwPfibmr firsavposld ba bekti g h
Then wedl |l ssageabout the

AYes, I think you ar e right, o

progression. But for the film, we are going to get the kind of
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actor that has done stage, preferably in England. A big name,

well respected. No more handsome
il n e v eabout ¢cham, esl you know very well; they

annoyed me. Except Hank, who was
play do vyou have in mi nd?0 aske

Goldwasser pulled a thin book from his pocket and handed it to
her without words.
iMacbet h?0r ass,ailderGl| faanme whi te and
serious? Shakespeare? So soon? True, | read a few of the plays,
but not with the idea of acting i
AWhy not? Your English has al wa
whip Shakespeare. Start reading it tangelf, on a regular basis.
Familiarize yourself with it, all the while imagining you are
doing Lady Macbeth. Immerse yourself in it. Perhaps Mrs. Dale
can recommend the best book of commentary and analysis of

Macbeth. Then you will start reading it to med | | know whe
you are ready, trust me. 0

Glamora smiled at him affectionately. Of course he would
know, she thought. Wh a't doesnoét

work? She wanted to tell him how much she trusted him, with
her life if necessary, but even thougheshad developed her
language skills considerably with the reading course she was
working on with Mrs. Dale, she still could not express her own
emotions very clearly. So she just said, seemingly out of
cont ext, AYou know, J oréakly feeld hi s i ¢
l' i ke home. o0 Mr. Gol dwasser, wh o
many years, understood her train of thought perfectly and was
touched.

iWwel | | | ove, despite al | t he (
sacrifices, we still had a pretty good life togetltei, d n 6t we ? 0 |
said, responding to her unspoken, rather than the spoken words.

fiThe best, o said Glamora and st |
them on the coffee table in the most disreputable anrddyA
like way imaginable. But of course the feet were clad
extremely expensive, soft, pink, feathemmed slippers, with a
few rhinestones here and there, so it did not look too bad. And
the slippers were perfectly flat with no heels at falkince
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Glamora had decided, right or wrong, that luxury and glamour
do not always have to come on high heels. She held the little
book tightly in her hands and smiled to herself. Yes, she would
give it a try; she would do her best. She had always done so, and
why would she fail now? Had she ever failed? Lady Macbeth,
shethought. The dream part of every actress worth her salt. Yes,
it would happen. And she must write to Merry about it as well as
Mrs. Dalei Merry will be totally supportive and happy for her.
She hugged the book. Just then, Mrs. Rivers and Denis came into
the room and Miss Tudor removed her elegant feet from the
coffee table and rose to greet them and call for tea.

AMi ss Tudor, o said Denis, Al t i
tea in Hollywood. Only a few of our neighbours adhere to this
delightful habit. o

il never got over being a simpl
smiling as she poured the tea. i
delightful tradition just because
filndeed, 0 sai d Mr. Gol dwasser . i

it, too, owr the years. Incidentally, where are Emma and
Edmond?59o

AfEdmond i s at the studi o, conf e
some obscure point i n Mr. Clover
out mo s t of the night, o said GI
work, those night owlsEmma went out with Rush Yukon to see
a very unusual costume establishment. She should be home
soon. O

Just then Emma then ran into the room, breathless with
excitement. ARush took me to the
she said as s hel was alkstage rtlbtling,a ¢ 0 u
burlesque, feathers, sequins, maybe some circus, | am not sure. |

am dizzy with what | saw. I want e
AWhere is Rush? Could he not cor
i No, he had to meet a héwentend, h

home to change. I think he change

l aughing. AfHe adores cl ot hes. It

movie star, he should look into the garment and costume
industry, not the restaurant business, and he totally agreed. H
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would be so successful, modelling his own lines, too, with his
|l ooks. 0

AEmma, Jake want sMacheth 6 osaitdr Mi s ¢
Tudor . ifiHe plans to shoot a fil m,
some big name from England as Macbeth. Of course, Miss Skull
will be the chief designer, and | think you should do an
apprenticeship with her when it starts, work at the studio, learn
the ropes. It would be valuable for both film and stage, you

know, since it is Shakespeare. o
Emma stared at Miss Tudor and started to y . AMy dear
donot do that, o0 said Mr. Gol dwa s

this, as you recall .o

AThis is a fairy tale, o0 said EI
Mi ss Skull é would she agree?bo0

AiOof course she woul d. I have al
sd d Mr . Gol dwasser. ANot about M a

up this afternoon, but in general. She said you are a smart little
thing, and she would love you to apprentice with her. So all is
well . o

Emma started crying again, and Mr. Goldwasser had to give
up and let her finish her cry in her own good time, which she did
and then managed to eat plenty of cake.

After Denis left, not before fixing the day for his next visit,
Mrs. Rivers was suddenly a little tired, a sensation she was not
normally prone to, &ing a most energetic creature. It was an
enjoyable afternoon, if a little strange, and she wanted to think
about it. Fortunately, everyone had some business or other to
attend to, so Mrs. Rivers could go peacefully to her room
without even bothering to ptend that she was going to do Her
Work. She really intended to change her suit right aiwayery
woman knows that sitting down more than absolutely necessary
in a good suit is a crime, since it sadly stretches the falvia
her eyes were practicallyasing with fatigue, and she sank into
the comfortable arm chair that stood in front of the totally
unnecessary, but comforting fireplace. Poor Denis, she thought.
She knew Mrs. Middleton well enough, and did not think much
of her, a wishywashy kind of avoman, always looking as if she
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wandered in a sort of private fog. Her husband was even worse.
Never stopped talking, never let anyone else say a word and so
utterly boring. He probably bored his wife to death, why else
would she bother with a twenfive-yearold boy? Mrs. Rivers

did not believe in those MaSeptember romances she had
glorified in all her books. The books were good business, but life
was life and it had little magic in it, particularly when September
was represented by the woman. To tek truth, she did not
think middleaged women very attractive, with very few
exceptions, and those chosen few were more like Glamora
Tudor, not like the faded, uninspiring Mrs. Middleton. Agnes
Graham, yes, definitely. She would be alluring for as longhas
lived. Mrs. Brandon, yes, and perhaps even Mrs. Dean, but not
Mrs. Middleton. Why would Denis fall for her? That was a
mystery. He said he saw Mrs. Middleton as Lady Travers. That
was sheer nonsense, since they had nothing in common. Nor did
she beliee that Mrs. Middleton did not know about his
infatuation. Of course she knew, and being so bored at home,
encouraged his torment for her own amusement. How nasty,
thought Mrs. Rivers, and went to sleep quite comfortably.

Denis, on the other hand, did neef comfortable as he drove
home. He was thinking that perhaps it was foolish of him to dig
into the old wounds, to pry into feelings to which he was already
resigned. He knew he would never find a woman he could love
and settle with, and he accepted hasef but nevertheless he
could not resist talking about it to the one person he believed
really, truly understood. Also, he felt very unhappy about
comparing Mrs. Riversdéd books to ¢
was very fond of her books, and they sustaihéd through
much pain, but he knew full well that they were not great
literature, and saying what he said was hypocritigaluality he
abhorred even though it was not what he meant at the time. All
he meant was that writing for the masses was noetong to
be ashamed of, and he sincerely hoped Mrs. Rivers, whom he
greatly respected, would not think he was being a sycophant. Ah,
well. Should he mention it to her? No, he decided. It was said in
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the emotion of the moment, and the best thing was tef@uch
silliness.

*k%k

And now we must fly back to the County, since even
though the spark that might fly between author and artist is
fascinating, dangerous, and perhaps foreboding, it does not come
close to the excitement generated by planting tleElsef a
really rare plant. At least, that is what true horticulturists would
think; botany is stronger than love. And so, here we are in the
special room that was given to the cactus seeds. The professor
looked around him with approval. Everything wasréhi the
sterilized pots, the glass tops, the shards, the gravel, and even the
small stones that were to be used for ventilation. The room was
chosen carefully, mostly for its southern exposure, and the light
on the windowsill, supplemented by the lampattstood at on
each side of the window, would be quite sufficient, the professor
felt. fAExcellent,d he said. Al mu
on these meticulous preparations.
Lady Norton was highly gratified.

The proéssor opened a bag full of clean, white sand, the
essential Arizona sand that he brought with him, feeling that the

seeds <could not sprout in Englis
sand, j ust barely of cour se, t o
he saildd yioMouhave something | <cou

produced the appropriate bottle, which looked just like the ones
with the perforated tops every housewife uses for moistening
clothes before ironing them. However, this particular bottle,
though manufactureby the exact same machines, was produced
by a horticultural company. As a result of such distinction, it was
sold exclusively to gardeners, and was called Midtlower;
naturally it cost three times as much as the ironing bottle.

The professor put a shaoth the hole at the bottom of four
pots, placed a small metal ruler in each of them in turn, poured
the small gravel to precisely half the height of the pots, and filled
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the pots with the sand. He then took the ironing bottle and very
slightly moistened th sand.

Al't is as much moisture as the
on a spring night, o0 he said, and
packet. HANaturally, any more wate

Al brought a box for the seeds
Lady Norton, and produced a box made of silver, with a large
red stone decorating the top. il

seeds in my bedroom, on my dressing table, so they will be
perfectly safe. o

fGood idea,d said the professor
pouring what looked like brown powder, making sure only a
little bit went into each pot. He then spread the powder gently
over the sand, with his finger. Once this operation was
completed, he refolded the paper and put the seed packet into
Lady Nolver x then arsanged three little stones on the
edge of each pot, and tenderly covered them with their glass
tops. AAnd now, 06 said Lady Norto
keep the key. o0

ADear Lady Norton, 0 said the pi
Mr.Holtev er y mi nut e, il am convinced
understanding, you will be the first gardener in England to grow
Echinocactus horizonthalonius var. nicholid

Lady Norton, who was beginning to feel she was spending
time with someone made of ectoplasather than flesh and
blood, could no longer resist asking a probing question. The
professor, beaming at her, was truly the living image of Mr.
Holt. The same stout little person, the round red face with an
imperfect shave, the short grey hair, the plumamds, this was

uncanny. AProfessor, 0 she said, [
by the name of Mr. C. W. Holt? He was a great friend of mine;

we shared a |l ove of gardening. o
AnCarl William Holt? The gardenir
iYes, 0 said Lady MNaiike dim,.andii You |
he was so interested in plants an
to explain it, unless you are rel
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ifYes, of cour se. He was a dista
AfHad he been alive, I woul d havce
never had. ks branch of the family immigrated to England about
two hundred years ago, while our branch remained in Austria
until | had to leave because of the troubles. They were called
Holtzmann before they immigrated, and changed their name
when they arrived herét; was a more convenient name to go by
in England. 0o

AHow interesting, 0 said Lady No
should both end up with botanical
ilt was natur al , since this was
said the pr of e soé gears, thé family was u ndr e«
engaged in gardening, someti mes a
our bl ood. o

i What a delightful coincidence, (

that the expert from the United States would be related to my old
friendéd an drtoswassoewuch thedpyodubt of the
upper classes, she could not add what she really felt, which was
that it wasMeant

A week later, the professor went to London for his first cycle
of lectures, expecting to come back after a month or so. Lady
Norton, dter sending him off safely, went to her room, and as
was her habit, checked the silver box where she kept the half of
the seeds reserved by the professor. To her horror, the box was
empty. Immediately she rang the bell, and the butler appeared.
iKi ndddryd Carla to me right away
visibly disturbed. The butler did as he was told, and Carla came

very quickly, as Lady Nortonds s
trifled with.

AficCarla, o said Lady Norton, AThe
boxa e gone. Do you know where they
ASeeds?0 asked Carl a. AThere we
there, my lady. Only some dirty brown powder, like old tobacco

that is gone bad. o

AWhere is the powder, then?0 as

fear creeping over her
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iAWwel |, my | ady, it was my day f
Carl a, fand the box was not cl o!
thingy wasnodét | atched, so it oper
over the lace on the table which | just put there after the .wash

was afeared that the powder would stain the lace, which was
washed so nicely, so | tooked it quickly to the window and

shooked it out and there was no
Then | polished everything, and the box, with my silver clorth,
andput it back. o

iBut there was a paper that wa s
Lady Norton in despair. #AWhat did

il thrown it into the fireplace
filthy. Everything is very clean now, my lady, just the wayu
i ke it. Do you want me to wash t

Lady Norton looked at her in total frustration. The professor
was away, the seeds were gone, and there was nothing she could
do. It was her own fault that she did not lock the silver nathe
room with the cactus plants. Naturally, she would have loved to
murder, or at least whip Carla, but since killing or even
administering physical punishment to your own servants, once
permitted and even encouraged by enlightened authorities, was
out d the question in this degenerated age, she dismissed the
miscreant and went to the window. The begonias that were
planted under it glistened with the kind of rich wetness that
spelled death for her lovely cacti. By now, the seeds were rotted,
even if shecould find them, which would have been impossible
in the first place. No, she could only hope that the seeds in the
cherished pots, luckily placed in a locked room, would do as
well as possible.
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Chapter Six

ﬁ 'he leather has just the right patina, thedgletters are
slightly faded, and the pages
Shymmering, carefully inspecting the book that bore the
respected name of its author, Bronson Alcott, ancestor to Nestor
Alcott who was looking at it with a marked lack of interdstl
recommend this copy. o Mr. Alcott
and put it in his pocket. The bookstore was their last shopping
experience of the day, having spent all day at several tailoring
establishments, shoe stores, and shops that specializedantele
accessories. At first, Mr. Alcott took a lively interest in the
proceedings, but as the day dragged on he became increasingly
bewildered and tired, and so left the choices to Shymmering,
who seemed to know his business and even to enjoy himself.
Eventhing was to be delivered to the house, the accessories and
the shoes right away, and the suits, pants, and jackets over the
next couple of weeks, after subjecting Mr. Alcott to numerous
fittings.

A few days later, Maisie rang the bell. She was not & th
best of moods, but she expected Nes to cheer her up a bit, maybe
go out for a beer. She did not look her best either, after a long
day at work, but it did not matter since this was only Nes and he

wonodét really care.
iGood Evening, Mi $iP) @aseai ¢ ofley i
iGood evening, Shymmering, 0 she
you?o
AVvery wel | | Mi s s, t hank you. ¢

Shymmering for a long time, she would have noticed that one
side of his mouth twitched for a second, a sure sign of being
highly perturbed. This would have scared anyone in the know,
but Maisie stepped in blithely, suspecting nothing at all.
APl ease sit down, Miss, o0 said S
for a glass of sherry?o
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il would rather have a bfeler, i f
am terribly thirsty. Where is Nes
nMr . Al cott is dressing for dir
other side of his mouth twitched ominously, but still Maisie
noticed nothing at all. In a few minutes Shymmering returned
with a bottle of beer and a glass arsilver tray, and put it on a
small table next to Maisie.

iNes is surely taking his time
refreshing sip. AUsually he just
Awel |, er, yes, Mi ss, 0 said Shy
new wardrobe we havdiscussed previously. Some of it has
arrived, Miss. 0

At that moment a peculiar apparition entered the living
room. Maisie stared in disbelief. Simultaneously, she suddenly
noticed a small round table by the fireplace, set for two. Her eyes
darted between hi s tabl e and the strange

expecting company, Nes? | should
with an effort to sound casual.
nwell, yes, Il am, but you donot

in a strained voice. r.iGbldwasses onl vy
wants me to be seen with. Some photographers are going to
show up, too. 0

il see, 0 said Maisie, finishing
think it would be best if | leave, anyway, let you get on with
business. o

She started toward the door, acytebnscious of the silence
behind her. Nes did not attempt to make her stay, and somehow
it was clear to her that he wanted her to leave, and as quickly as
possible. Why that was, if the evening was just business, she
could not tell. She practically ranip@and as she opened the door
she bumped against the expected visitor.

i Oh, sorry, o0 said the blond you
Woul d you please tell Nes that Ol
Mai sie simply could not talk, S

me 0 and rramering was just Behiyd her and Maisie
heard Ol ga say, i Oh, the maid pr
right? So many of the help these
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Maisie jumped into her car and started driving around. She
was intensely upset, which was strangeabise nothing terrible
happened. Why was she crying? She could not understand her
own behaviour. And why was Nes dressed like that? She was
shaking and she knew it was not safe to drive in that state, so she
turned and drove the short distance to Mr. Goklsae r 6 s hous e
Miss Tudor would give her some clues.

Glamora opened the door herself, and was taken aback by
Mai si ebds stricken face. ACome ric
and tell me what happened. 0
il j ust had a beer, 0o said Mai si
AAnd now yeuawcbgndayvo sai d Gl
r

pouring a generous amount of the
medi ci nal What is wrong?bo

il j ust dropped i n on Nes, Mi
gratefully sipping the excellent
companyé awearhiengvaas most outl andi

AfOutl andi sh costume? Like what?

ifHe wore a red velvet smoking |
around his neck he wore a white silk ascot, or cravat, or
whatever they used to call that thing. His hair wéisked

backeée it was | i ke a bad imitatio
night mar e, a ghost é | cand6t wvouc
some makeup, too. His |ips were r
Glamora laughed aloud and Maisie looked at her with utter

amazement. RWhathei saskenny bewi |l der
AThi s must be Shymmeringébs i dea

expertly at her eyes to avoid mas
a whole wardrobe, as you know, all based on his studies of what
a movie star should look like. The jacketsits, etc. were fine, |
am sure, they were ordered at the best tailoring establishments,
but obviously Shymmering went a little overboard with his idea
of an 6éat homedé attire.o

AAnd then came this blond 1| itt!]l
she thought | was &éhmaid! The maid, can you imagine my
humiliation?o
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fiGood Heavens, t hat must have b
with feeling. AWas she beautifull
AnoOh, yes, perfectly, o0 said Mais
at the studio. Nessaidshe@mmon t he studi obs r1 ec
fiOne of those, 0 said Glamora to
Rush has dozens of them. o

fiBut itos different wi th Rush, 0
that é0

AnAnyway, why should you care so
this phase sooanough and go on dressing normally. And what

i f a girl is visiting, anyway?o

il donot know, 06 said Maisie. (Il
really wanted me to | eaveéo

il see, 0 said Gl amor a. il am be

about this girl. Nes needs sua@ndezvous for publicity, and the
photographers were probably scheduled, and if you were there,
the whole story about a new love affair with a new little actress

woul d not have worked. It 6s al l b
AYou really think so, Minks s Tudo
Ol ga is his girlfriend?o0
iol ga? No. [ donot know her, bu

and they would not want to get personally entangled because
they know the studios frown on such relationships and might
drop them from the list. The jobs areratheo mpet i t i ve. 0

nWwel | , i f you say s o, [ wi | | l
Mai si e. il candét i magine why it b
il think |1 can, 0 said Gl amor a,

to go into anything unpleasant right now. Jake will be éilom
soon, and you shall stay for dinner and we will have a pleasant
evening. o

AiThank you so much, Mi ss Tudor ,
il should wash my face and comb n
Gol dwasser . o0

Gl amora | aughed. fi Yteoslake abaut and
Nes6 ridiculous clothing. o

Mr. Goldwasser listened carefully to the description of Mr.
Al cottbds attire. AThis must be |
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want him to make a monkey of hi
sometimes such things actuallymw&c € | et 6s see what
during this session. A red velvet
shrewd eyes went to Maisiebs fac
have been, but on that subject he said nothing at all, drawing his

own conclusions but exercising his akdiscretion.

*k%k

nAh, Ol ga, 0 said Mr. Alcott un
door and thinking of Maisieds rea

Olga was staring at Mr. Alcott with disbelief.
AYou candét be serious, 0 she sai
tt

AfAbout what?0 asked Mr. Al co
fi Y o uppearance! You look like something from the
t wenties! Why did you dress 1|ike
AShymmering dresses me | ike a
Al cott . il donét know anything ¢
orchestrated my new wardrobe. 0
ABut this iarbiuculagreloywysdondtp un
you had to slick your hair 1like V
AiShould | go change?0 asked Mr.
AToo | ate for that,o said Ol ga

AiThey are here. Take your positi.
the clothe. Maybe they will think there is a secret reason for
that . o

The bell rang, and a crew of five came in, carrying
equipment, just as Mr. Alcott and Olga settled themselves at the
well-appointed table.

AWow! 6 said one of the photogr :
fils this the | atest fashion i n me

iYes, 0 said Ol ga. iltos a whol
| ook. 0

il am going to try the hair to

sir,o0 said another very young man
shewi | be amazed! o
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A more mature woman, who was obviously a reporter since
she already had her notebook in her hand and a pencil stuck
behind each ear, looked at Mr. Alcott critically. Suddenly she

| aughed. AYou know, this Jyust mi
like the idea even though many would think you look like a
trained monkey. Why not try to en

gawking and set up the equipment.
to busily arrange the equipment around the room.

il see yodiungarae bhodk, Mr . Al co
reporter. iMay | ask what you a
al ways interested in the starso6 t

il was just browsing a l|little

Alcott, recovering his wits since now he was omifar ground,
wellr ehearsed with Shymmering. Al
book by my ancestor, Bronson Al c
got up and stepped to the bookcase, which Shymmering had

filled with various works of the Transcendentalists.

The ®epoOrter smil ed and sai d,
Transcendentalistsé this wild.l i mp
few pictures of Mr. Alcott in front of the bookcase. Most
important, make sure the titles show clearly. You know, Mr.

Alcott, | majored in literature, yearago, and | do love the

Transcendentalists. o She | ooked ¢

was terribly afraid that she might ask some questions that would

be beyond him to answer, but s he

l'ives on my nightstand, Mr. Al cot
Mr. Alcott suddenly remembered his lines quite

intelligently. AThoreau, 0 he said

you want to change your life, go into nature, like Thoreau. The

natur al l'ife is what | would so n
il am sure of t rhlaokingdat tleeaedd t h e

velvet jacket, the expensive furniture, and the elegantly dressed

Ol ga. AYes, l &m quite sureéo she

Alcott, who congratulated himself that he pulled this off very
nicely, did not notice.

AAnd now, epswmiéedr theMr. Alcott,
at the table. Pick up a utensil, take a sip from a glass, look
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natural, as if you were interrupted during an intimate dinner at
home. 0

The session lasted for over two hours, making Mr. Alcott
feel more and more exhaad, while Olga seemed to not only
take it in stride, but actually enjoy it. She refreshed her lipstick
occasionally, fluffed her blond curls, and took directions from
the crew with professional ease. The reporter asked questions,
took notes, and treatediga like an equal, but Mr. Alcott as a
slightly backward chil d. Finally
finished. | am going to try to boost this new look, Mr. Alcott. If
it wor ks, you wil |l have to stick
how it g o e snemcoll@cteetheyr equipngnt, and the
group mercifully left.

AiWell é6 said Mr. Alcott. iltos
tired as | am, Ol ga. Let s eat s 0
ANot me, | ove, 0 said Ol ga brisk
il have anot haad| misodo totthe meordrassemw
and change my | ooks; it wondét do
She ran off, t o Mr. Al cottbds sec

quiet as Mr. Alcott ate the dinner, which luckily was meant to be
a cold one. Shymmering walién, carrying a cup of coffee on a
tray.

AShymmering, did you watch?0 as

nYes, sir., [ di d, o sai dd Shynm
i mpressive. 0

AnThe crew | i ked the | ook, but |
you think it was a mistake, perha

fi N o | miely make a mistake, sir, if | may say so myself.
This look is going to be admired, and even copied. The lady
reporter, who knows better than Miss Maisie and Miss Olga,
thinks so. Just as she left, she asked me how you came by it. |
told her thatyounade a serious study of g
through the ages, in preparation for an upcoming role, and came
to the conclusion that the look of the twenties should make a
comeback, since it was the most elegant decade of this century,
at least so far. Sooy had developed this look with the help of
various designers. | explained to her that someone with your
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sensitive nature has a great love for the elegance and beauty of
past days, as proven by the way you love the literature of the
nineteenth century,farnst ance. 0
ifiAnd what did she say?06 asked M
iShe said o6l ntriguing. This | o
wildfire6é and smiled at me in a
this term about a lady. She did not comment about the love of
l'iterature. o

i Wel |, in a couple of days we st
gl oomi | vy. il do wish things did
Mai si eéo

ADonodt worry about t hat , sir.
sure, 0 said Shymmering.

*k%k

The next morning, Edmond staggered into thengjmbom as
everyone was having breakfast, except for Mr. Goldwasser who
slept much later than his usual early rising, since he was up half
the night working. Edmond looked pale, dishevelled, and
altogether as if he had undergone some harrowing experience.

AfAngel ! d Emma cried. i Wh at have
studi o? Do you want coffee?0

il donot want to ever |l ook at
Edmond wearily and sank into a ¢
stuff the scriptwriters manage to get and swillalni ght . | d c

know how they do it. | have never met such a nasty group of
people. o

il thought they called you becal
a few points, o0 said Mrs. Ri ver s,
AiThe whole plot i s more | ike i

vaguely into a plate of scrambled eggs he would normally
devour instantly.
AWhatever do you mean?0 said GI e
fiDance We Shall s a sophisticated dr awi
said Edmond. AThi nk Noel Cowar d.
husband, rather meek and unimgm; his enchanting, vivacious
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wife; the handsome roué she is in love with; and a plain and
ordinary girl, with whom the husband, who is really unhappy

with his glamorous wife, is in love with. The play is very witty,

and in the end the couples reshutthemselves with a divorce

and a few confessions and everyon

AwWell 206 said Mrs. Rivers, refl ec
such a story could be turned into a large musical, | see no flaw in
the plot, as you describe it. o
AApparentl g, sawd Efdmwsed in cold

the final scene, the enchanting wife and the roué are walking
through a door that was always closed during the play and so
leave the stage together. The scriptwriters heard from the censors
that this was too suggestivehd door just may be, the censors
claimed, a bedroom, Heaven forbid. They are not too

sophisticated in this town, you Kk
AAnd what is the other flaw?0d0 as:c
ifiThe casting. The rou® is playe:q
who plays the husband.h@t means that the audience will be

more interested in the rou®, and
respect the institution of marriage, which is sacred to censors of

all ages, genders, and descriptio

ADid t hey have any sugghesti ons
apprehension. At this moment Mr. Goldwasser walked in, and in
his usual quick way grasped immediately that something was
very wrong. On asking, everything was explained, and to

everyoneodos surprise, Mr. Goldwass
AYou worry mpobomuyebh he said to
do you think Mr. Clover would hayv
Al have no idea, 0 said Edmond.
fi | venture to suggest t hat he
6Hol | ywood! 6 i n a mo st derogat o

compromise. A funny one, if possi e . 0

i But why are they wishing to
Edmond, confused.

fiBecause they must obey higher |
The censors are immensely powerful in Hollywood, Edmond.
You canot fight them and inghey ar e
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anyone they choose. We must play along with them, we have no
choice. So, think about a very funny scene that will show how
domestic the wife really is, for
inWell , o saidd Edmond, rising to
television a the moysewifeuwas geanindtiem g é
kitchen with a mop and bucket, wearing a very pretty dress, a

frilly apron, a string of pearl s,
il ndeed, O saidd Mr . Gol dwasser .
while she cleans?090

A Why, t hat 6 sl ewaasc ttllyi nikhiantg, 0 s a
visibly cheering up. iwWe coul d wo

The girlfriend could walk into the kitchen, and they could sing
together how unhappy they were to be doing something that may
seem a bit immoral, while really thewvere such chaste and
honourable ladies. The girlfriend could hold a cup of coffee, the

housewi fe a mop, and they could p
Gl amora | aughed. NnGreat i dea, 0
would | ove that. Why |l et televisi
AfiThen, O sai d Edmond, beginning
AHow about the rou® walking al or
scenes, wearing an evening attir e

his change of heart and how his love is making him into a better
person?o

il ndeed, 0 sai d Mr. Gol dwasser . [
scene in which the husband and his girlfriend sing a duet about
how they used to be high school sweethearts and were torn
asunder by cruel fate until they met again when it was too
| ateéo

AiSo yout hdamkotit wi || ruin the
Edmond.
iNot real |l y. By the mere fact t

musical, you have already changed it. A few more changes
would not greatly signify. Thi s
play, Edmond. It is auge production that is meant to please the
masses and make a | ot of money foc
and turned to his plate.
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Emma looked at Edmond and sighed with relief. He was
busily eating his breakfast, already adjusting his mind to the new
circumsances. He would do just fine, she thought. Clearly, one
must learn a lot in order to survive in Hollywood, but he could
do it, and be quite a success. Soon it would be her turn, too, to
learn and adjust, and she was ready for it.

At that moment, the doorbberang, and in came a young
woman; she was enormously tall, blond, brshduldered, and
quite beautiful if one liked her very athletic, outdetyge looks.

AHel | o, everyone, 0 she said ch
singing teacherfor Mr. Alcott | came.In six veeks, Helga vill

teach him to sing |like a bird, He
AOh, yes, 0 said Mr. Gol dwasser .
Al cott does not |live here. He has

Helga burst into a laugh that could easily have shattered
| ass. ediHelya vod loy rthen Agency. Proceed Helga
hall i mmedi ately to Mr . Al cott
nformed of his place of residenc
iYou had better come to the st
Gol dwasser . AMr. Alcott is very |
And Edmond, sleep for a few hours and then join us and we will
resolve the script issues. | have an idea, too, of what to do with
the offending bedroom door. 0
il can C 0ome right now, 0 said E
anymore, and | would like to settle tlésue. The bedroom door,
righteéo

Glamora, Edmond, Mr. Goldwasser, and Helga, who towered
over everyone, went out. Mrs. Rivers and Emma looked at each

g
S
[

ot her and said, APoor Mr . Al cott o
*k*%

Back i n Barsetshire, the Tower s

were having supper. Cookds niece,

AAunti e, here is an article abo

of breath.

AWho is them now?0 asked Cook pl
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iThe whole party, Mi ss Tudor , \Y,
said Rita, throwinghe magazine on the table.

ASinful, o6 said Cook, pl acing a
looking admiringly at a full page photo of Glamora Tudor
wearing a magnificent evening dr e
found outé them not t el bBriiedg abou

Il i ke it was something to be ashai
men, and the gossipébo

iYes, i magine never telling, 0 s
iLi ke a fil m, real ly, SO exciting
AiDond6t you say such i mproper th

suchlike things when | was young my father would have given
me a good thrashing, and rightly

AiBut when you was young, Aunti e
Mot her told me so. o0

AThat is as it may be, 0 said Co
the delightful allegatin s . nBut al | was prope

goings on, upon my word, enough to make one want to give
notice, if one was in service for them. | felt the shock all down
my back, you know how my back always opens and shuts when |
am upset. o
nYes, Auntibkut odtidduristegs r oman
secret marriage and she such a be
The housemaid, who until then was concentrating on her very
good supper, suddenly said, i Coc
babies now?o0
iMaybe they alreadidCdoladakly.t hem b

iMaybe they all/l are brought up i
Gl amora TWd Rroyxalf iMomh,hcer 6s Angui st
fi never saw that one, 0 said t he
iNo, you couldnét, it wa s many

was such a treat, though. $8i Tudor played a queen, her name
was Mary and she was queen of Scotland, | think. She is secretly

married to Oliver Cromwel | | who i
who is named Elizabeth...O0

ifwhat ?20 screamed Rit a, scandal
Elizabethwag vi | ?20
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ADonodt be so stupid, girl . Our

was a thousand year s ago, anot h
relaxed, and the housemaid said,
AiThe evi l gueen found out about

about the baby, whicMary put up in the country, with a nurse.
But no one would tell her where the baby lived, so Elizabeth was
angry, and kidnapped Mary and put her in prison, and then killed
Oliver Cromwell.. so the baby grew up and he was also called
Oliver Cromwell, like ls daddy. Then one day, just after
Elizabeth decided to kill Mary, them people who stayed loyal to
Mary and knew where the baby lived went to little Oliver who
was then ten years ol déo
nShe kept poor Mary in prison f
quite upset.
inYes, and she wore rags but was
long golden hair all down her back, but when they tooked her to
be burned at the stake they let her wear a marvellous silver
gown, such a waste of a good dr e:
speechvery <cl ever, but I forgot W h &
child hears the story from the people who are loyal and vows to
revenge his mother when he grows up. And then by the end of
the film, he is a grown man and you see him grabbing Elizabeth
by the hair andtabbing her, with lots of blood all over her dress,
and then you see him crowned Kking
i What a beauti ful film, o sighec
could see it. Cook, may | have seconds of the fried potatoes?
They are very good. 0
ANow donot berilgreedwy, d myoagh,
supplying the housemaid with a generous helping.

A Me, too, 0 said Rita, Afand may|
Auntie. Yes, | think Miss Tudor must have a few babies being
brought wup in the country; it sta
iMaybe tsharlkalhiee e in Barsetshir
intrigued with the idea. ifMaybe w
AYou must |l ook at the tea | eave:
AMaybe they will tell you.o
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fToo | at e for t hese cups, O
disturbed. | willlook tomorrow morning. Them tea leaves are
bound to tell me something. o
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Chapter Seven

ﬁ hat a pleasant surprise, 0 sa
idea you intended to visit to
il had no idea | was coming,
laughingina sl i ghtly shamefaced way. i
thought 16d just try and see if 'y
nOh, yes, I am al most al ways a
Mr s . Ri ver s. AMi ss Robinson and

still-nameless sequel every mominthen she goes to the studio
for her other projects, and | wor
ifA weallanced schedul e, 0 said Mr
ment al note of it for future visi
AWould you care for tea?0 aske
delighted ifyoustay t hey wi l |l serve it mome
Aonly if | am not i mposing, 0 sa
nOh, not at all, on the contra
will be happy for the company, 0 s
this cue the maid brought in the tea tray, draytsat down to it.
inANnd how have you been, Her mi c

obviously enjoying the use of first names that was established
between them on his previous visit.

il had some good news, 0 said Ml
give every indication, judgafrom the look on her face, that the
news was not at all that good.

fiYes? Do tell, o0 said Mr. Stonor

AMy son Julian is coming to Am
He, and of course his art group, the Set of Five, will be opening
in two weeks, righthereiHo | | ywood. o

il have heard of t hem. Wer e t
Society of Fifteen?o

iYes, and they are now a smal/l

highly successful and very, very avagarde. Not exactly my

style, but nevertheless, much appreciated in Enghawddabroad.

This is their first exhibition i
deeply.
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AfiHow nice! 0 said Mr. Stonor , S
ABut something is bothering you,
is it?o0

Mrs. Rivers looked at his kindly face, raausly attractive

and ugly at the same time, sighed, and decided to unburden
hersel f. AYou are very sensitive
true. [ | ove Jul i an dearl vy, but
di fficult.o

AWhere wil./ he stay?0 asked Den

fi He d mbti mention it. Not here, of course, he cannot
expect hospitality from total strangers, so probably at a hotel
with his friends. o
ANaturally, not here, 0 said D
Hermione, it will be all right. Between Jake, who can handle any
situdion, perhaps short of famine and pestilence, and Glamora,
who could charm a snake if she put her mind to it, Julian will
behave. And i f not, l o1 | personal
be the duti ful, pl easant son, or
i Why, t hank ya that heDsakad persoh.t 6 s
Not at all. He is intelligent, successful, a truly serious, good
artist, and loyal to his friends who all love him, but for some
reason, he and | clash. | am afraid he still thinks of me as an
interfering, overly maternal creau r e . 0

fiHeavens, not you, Her mi one! 0 s
i Oh, yes, meé and with some ju
be |l i ke that. [ di d interfere wi

happened many years ago, and | have learned my lesson. My
daughter Phdme and | get along very well these days, but

Juliané well, we shall hope for t
nMay | ask what it was that y
about?0 asked Denis with some cur
iSome years ago, [ did my best

Pomfret, at theime plain Mr. Giles Foster, or as everyone called
him, Gillie. He was a very nice young man, just as pleasant as he
is today, and he and Phoebe were great friends. At the time, |
thought that just a little push would send them in the right
direction. o
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filondbt see anything terrible ab

happy and successful marriage wit
reflecting. AMost mothers would. o
AfiPhoebe did not see it that way

very beautiful, and not quite as emotidpatable as she is now.
She really hated me for my efforts. The things she said about me
to other peoplé who always felt it was their duty to tell me

everything she saidwer e dr eadf ul . Rude, eve
wel | | i t6s wat eroursen lthe mo ideahaetheb r i d g ¢
ti me of Gilliebs sudden infatuat

when | noticed, | felt this was an unsuitable match for the man
who would one day inherit the title of Lord Pomfret. But | was
wrong, | fully admit that. They are veryappy together, and
Sally became the perfect countess, a wonderful help for Gillie,
whose health is rather delicate, and a pillar of the community.
She is much loved by the entire county and she certainly
deserves it. As for Phoebe, she is also happily iedrrso
everything turned out well. She married Lord Humbeiitorou

may have heard his narmend they live in Shropshire and have

such a wonderful family. But Jul:i
Aiwhat did Julian complain about
AEverything. I C @,sdy dne semtence and ¢

he would approve of, and he is very forthright in his objections. |
used to think that he resented being dependent on me and his
father for money, in an immature way, but now he is successful,
and earns plenty of money. | am very proeidhis success,
actually. In addition to his painting, in 1951 he was appointed by
Lazarus College to a Professorship of Culture at a very good
salary. So it is nothing to do with dependency, and must be
something else which | cannot fathom. | adore dulmat | dread
meeting him. o

Probably not a very complicated situation, simply a case of
a selfcentred and spoiled individual, thought Denis privately.
Loudl vy he sai d, AThi s ti me we wi
worrying, Hermione, and do tell me what thew book is all
about . o
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Mrs. Rivers poured out a second cup of tea for both of

t hem. il decided to drop the stol
is married to a London producer and is involved with a young
actor . l'tds just too.siGmi dwaster B

real life, and even though Miss Tudor vowed that she would not
mind, | feel it may not be quite in good taste. Some people may
suspect | took advantage of my friendship with them, and |
would not wish that to happen since | am sincerely foihdoth

of t hem. So | am trying to devel
nebul ous even in my head. 0
ABut you will tell me when you
Al ol l be happy to. For the mome

be about an Englishwoman visiting Hollywood, since ¢imias
well use all the wonderful information | was so lucky to gather

due to Miss Tudordés and Mr. Gol dw

AfHave you ever thought of castd.i

ACast mysel f?0 asked Mrs. Ri ve
you saw iltiédtle too |l ate for that~*

AToo | ate? I n what way?06 asked

Al think I am too old for a her
in a forthright way.

AiToo ol d? | would not say that
grow old. You should remember the line from Blms pear ed s
Antony and Cleopatrah Age cannot wither her,
her infinite variety,d and realiz

AHow gallant, 0 Mrs. Ri vers | auc
AHonest !l vy, Deni s, I have never tt
middle-aged, or perhaps even elderly English woman to
Cl eopatraé very charming. Now ha\
you?o Mrs. Rivers did not see the

if she saw it, paid no attention whatsoever, since this could only

be a silly jole, of course. And we must agree with her in these
assumptions. Denis ate his second piece of cake, and after

talking a little bit longer, they made an arrangement to meet
again and discuss more of Mr s . F
went home, leaving MrsRivers to fret about her upcoming

meeting with Julian, despite her atttempts to assure herself that
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as Denis suggested, it would be easier to meet him in America
than in England. After all, in Hollywood both of them would be
surrounded by people who weretnused to and would not
accept Julian churlish ways.

*k%k

A

Mai si e drove to Mr. Al cottds h
At a late hour of the previous night, Shymmering telephoned her
and said that Mr. Alcott, who was out at that moment, requested
that he wald invite Miss Robinson to dinner the next day, if she
was not too busy, to discuss a matter of importance. For a
moment, Maisie was about to decline since it was done on such
short notice, but her better self laughed at the idea of employing
such outdat® and silly notions with an old friend, and she
accepted.

But while driving to Mr. Alcott
if she had done the right thing. Nes, in his new and unsettling
image, was somewhat uncomfortable to be with. His Valentino
looks were makig huge waves in Hollywood already, and a few
magazines had him featured with his hair slicked back and the
hateful silk ascot around his neck. Maisie hoped he would be
dressed normally at least that night, because every time she
looked at him when dressexs Valentino, she almost had the
giggles and had to fight it so as not to offend Mr. Alcott, who
was, as we all know, quite the sensitive plant.

To her relief, he opened the door himself and was dressed
normally. His hair was clear of the oil and was slatked back
at all. Maisie sighed with relief, entered the house, and gasped in
disbelief.

The tasteful, elegant drawing room that Glamora had
designed herself was covered and filled with new decorations
and artifacts. Fur throws were draped on the shaind the
couches, and red and orange silk cloth that was probably the type
used for Indian saris was attached to the existing curtains and
also hanging from a hook in the ceiling, making the room look
like something out of an old film about Empire Builsler
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Scimitars hung on the walls, and carved walking sticks made of

dark wood and sporting silver animal heads as handles leaned

against the walls. A huge brass affair stood on a little table, but

Maisie could not tell if was a hookah or a samovar. It gleame

malevolently, as if trying to menace the beholder. She suspected

it was a modern imitation of something ancient, but what that

something was she could not guess. The worst objects stood near

the fireplace. On each side sat a huge porcelain creaturestalmo

as tall as Maisie. She stared at the creatures and decided they

must be some sort of felines, even though they were rather thin

and elongated. One was totally black, the other striped like a

Bengal Tiger. Mai si e burst out I

Khan and Bagheer a. Greetings to )

the couch and | aughed until tears

they come from? Did the ghost of
Mr.Al cott | ooked a Ilittle hurt.

an antique Isop. Why are you laughing? | thought they were

swell !0

iYou di d? Wel | |, maybe itods jo
unexpected. I had not realized t
Mai sie, trying to control her amt

t was. 0

The house was perfecttpgp d a s |
the advice of one

AThi s was on

sai d Mr. Al cott . AThey thought t
match my appearance. You know, Valentino, and Arab Sheiks,
and India, and all thateé Shymmer.
il t hiymkne Si ng i s | osing his E
Mai si e. iHe i s becoming t he em
marketing. He may turn out to be a fake valet and steal your
sockseée well, never mind alll t hat
about an important matter, Shymmerirgisd . 0
inYes, |l et 6s sit down and eat an
The el aborate dinner, prepared
served by the maid, was excellent in every way, but Maisie did
not enj oy it; Mr . Al cottods dil emn

he wanted to know was staggerifigdid she approve of the idea
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of having him get temporarily engaged to a starlet, a course of
action suggested by the marketing department?

AEngaged? But would it not I nt e
| adi esd® man? 0 e pusherekdife &hd fork dosvn, S h
since she noticed, to her annoyance, that her hands were shaking
a little with the tension she felt.

AiThey say it is quite the oppo:c
adores engagements, and then the same people love to see the
egagement s br oken over somet hin
explained Mr. Alcott, helping himself to more salmon.

il know nothing about mar ket i ng
nbut no, I donot l'i ke the idea.
public. Unless, of course, ydall in love with your fake fiancée
and then it becomes the truth, bu

AiThey say | must take the chanc

AAnd what does Mr. Gol dwasser s

ifiHe approves. So does Miss Tudc
hesaysveryone does it. But | wanted

AMy opinion does not <count, Ne
studio tells you, and that is ho\
had no power left at all and giving in to fate.

ifnSo | wi || lMawle .t Aldcotitt ,gd o anii

know yet who they picked for me.
since she is so annoying. Remember her, Maise? The one who

took the photographs with me? She constantly fiddled with her

hair and jewelry... Life is hell, Maise . 0

ABut you | ove acting, right?0o

iNo, | donot care about acting,
a star. | thought it would be gre

AAnd now you are a star.o

il know, but | am not sure |f i

iwhat would VyVé6buybavevedeneot 6d
by Miss Tudor ?0

il would stay in the business
work tremendously when | worked with Mr. Goldwasser. But |
still want to be a star. l'tos al

kind heart relented a lig toward her old friend. She decided she
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would wait and see how the engagement went on before she
condemned him as a fake and a charlatan. At that moment, the
doorbell rang.

ioh my God, o0 said Mr. Al cott.
t he si ngi n gsaid seeawouidedrogin te tlelbver some
sheet musi c we must start worKkin

Mai si e heard Helgabs robust | augh
door burst open and Helga strode in.

iGood evening, Mi s s Robinson.
Alcott, 0 roar ed Hel ga <cheerfully. f

brought the sheet music she did, Mr. Alcott. You will sing them
l' i ke a bird. o
RnSo how are the | essons advanc.i
She would have preferred to call Helga Miss something or other,
but Hdga never divulged her surname, and everyone called her
by her Christian name.

ASuperb! o said Helga. #AMr. Al co
bird, what 6s her name, Hel ga forg
ANi ghtingal e?0 suggested Maisie
Al thank you, y e sga and pated Mi. ngal e
Al cott és shoulder with a |l oving t
pai n. iOne day, a great singer he

she sat down heavily on one of the chairs, smiling at them like a
doting mother.

A Wil | you have cakne, clhdlfga&?d@na
Alcott, resigning himself to the inevitable.

nOh yes, they wil/ be delightf
|l i kes, 0 said the Amazon. Mai si e

cups, and sighed. Poor Nes, he must feel like his own worst
enemy, Be thought. Had he not been so infatuated with Glamora
in the past, he would not have attempted stardom, but would
have remained where he was, doing the work he loved. And
now, when he no longer cared for Glamora, other than as a good
friend, what a pricéne had to pay for his folly. Would there be a
way out for him? Maisie doubted it.

*kk
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Back in Barsetshire, Lady Norton glided majestically
through her conservatories, snipping a leaf here, tying a branch
there. Her gardener and his crew of helpers wecellent, but
Lady Norton felt that there was never a substitute for the
personal touch. The conservatories were a little oasis of summer
magic while the world outside was bleak and cold, and that was
the time Lady Norton loved them most. When the visthvhier
flowers was completed, she went to the special room where her
new and precious cactus pots were housed and pampered. Not a
single seed had sprouted yet, but she was not discouraged; the
professor said it should take at least six weeks before she cou
see any change. Lady Norton made sure that the humidity, light,
and temperature were perfectly in order, and then went back to
the house for tea. She was expecting Lady Pomfret and Miss
Merriman, a rare occasion since both ladies were so busy. She
was boking forward to it. Somehow, since the filming $&nd
Me No Lilies and the visits that this event prompted, the two
ladies developed a slightly warmer relationship, and as for Miss
Merriman, her company was always pleasant. Lady Norton
overcame herusrasonabl e resent ment over
refusal to work with Mr. Goldwasser, a feeling that Mr.
Goldwasser himself never shared, and was ready to accept Miss
Merri mands right to conduct her
decided to offer her guests, befahey left, some flowers from
the hothouses. She knew Lady Pomfret no longer kept
hothouses, and she was sure that such a present would give the
ladies much pleasure.

In the <car, Lady Pomfret said
know, Merry, for some reason | amdiening to enjoy the
company of the old horseclandt i magi ne why, but

il t hink | under stand, 0 saidd )
mi nutes of reflection. Al't i s not

the better, but this may be the clue. She has not edaagall.

She represents the old order, and as all of us miss it, there is
comfort in spending time with someone that has not bothered to
accommodate the new ways. o0
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ACoul d it be age, Merry? Am |
accept the new?o0
il don&to, t hiamy Pomfret, o said

AFirst., you are far from ol d. Se
fatigue. Constantly having to adapt to the changes around us, on

top of the hard work you do and some very natural worries,

would exhaust anyone, yogiror old. Lady Norton, who looks

and acts like a pillar of a nevehanging edifice, allows you a

mo me nt of respite. I feel it my s
the driveway, the butler ordered his underling to take the car to

the garage, and the two ladientered the hideous drawing room

with great pleasure.

Lady Pomfret was not one for introspection, but Miss
Merri mands explanation made sense
The fire burned brightly, reflecting itself in all the myriad brass
objects, litte mirrors sewn to Indian pillows, silver pots, and
anything else that could shine. These ornaments were always
there and were not about to be changed or removed, and the
room was safe and comfortable in its sheer ugliness and supreme
fussiness. Lady Pondt leaned back in her overstuffed chair,
leaned her head on the white crocheéetimacassar that was
draped on thwedhathast ésettath, Lady
description of some plants she planned to grow in the coming
spring. She did not need tatién attentively, she thought. Merry
would ask intelligent questions, somehow knowing everything
about the subject as she usually did. Lady Pomfret idly wondered
if Merry read about gardening before the visit. Probably so, she
often prepared herself foreov er sati onséBut t hen
changed and Lady Pomfret sat up.

nYes, I received a letter fro
Merriman, seemingly answering a question that Lady Pomfret
had not hear d. Matketh ¥hai ascouragebus ar s i n

leap she is maki g . Il truly admire her. o

AwWhy a | eap?0 asked Lady Norto
would think a part is a part. |t
another profession. o
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iShe is not used to the <cl assi
accustomed to greatly rely on heragnificent looks. Macbeth
requires very serious acting, more serious than anything she has
ever done before, whil e good | ook
Lady Norton, who had little use for actors, sniffed loudly,
but decided not say anything thaigint cause distress to her dear
friend, Mr. Goldwasser. So peace and quiet continued
undisturbed.
AAny news from Hermione?0 aske

you perhaps heard from her, Lady
iYes, i ndeed I have, 0 sai d L a
written.P o o r Her mi oneé her son, this

have an exhibition of what he calls paintings in Hollywood,
together with other disreputable fellow artists. They call

themsel ves the Set of Fi ve, or so
AJul i an seemsowincga pugpb, 10e socafi dg L a
il have | ost al | patience with

completely got over her whining ways and is quite happy and on
good terms with everyone, but Julian, wherever he goes, must
cause some mischief. o
AAnd yet hseccesshl inhhis gptofiesgion. Not
many painters are, o0 said Mi s s M
professorship at Lazarusé quite a
i Wh at would you expect?0 said
hand in glove with Them during the war, and They h&lpien
develop his reputation. Remember how They would not send
him to war, since They decided he was too important as an artist,
and the country should not lose him? His career really took off,
and he has a faithful following of people who buy everythiag h
produces. When I think of all the good men and women who did
serve, some losing their lives, while he was living a life of luxury
in London during the war éod
Al ndeed, 6 said Lady Norton wit
these nightmarish pictures that | simply cahabide. | love a
good painting, but | expect to kn
face or at a bunch of cows wunder
and squares and blotches, and nasty colours, too. At least | hope
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he will not make himself a nuisande Hermione while in

Hol |l ywood. 0
AiHe wil I have Mr. Gol dwasser t
not behave, 0 said Miss Merriman q
AThat is s0,0 said Lady Norton.

but both knew that the clash, while inevitable, will undoubtedly
end in a total triumph for one of the combatants. Julian Rivers
was no match for Mr. Goldwasser.
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Chapter Eight

~ ~

n ‘!am,c‘) sai d Mr . Gol dwasser . i
i mportant matter. 0

Glamora looked up from the notes she was making as she was
stwyingMacbeth fiYes? What is it, Jake?cC

inWwel | , Gl am, the fact i s, since
rol es, GMG needs a new Glamora Tu
il see, 0 said Glamor a. Her wvoic
She seemed to be waiting for him to continue, fiddlinthwaer

pencil.

iwWe need someone to step into vy
roles, my dear. This type of films is the chief momesgker for

GMG, as you wel/l know. 0O

il can see that, o6 said GIlamor a.
star. What do you wantto consulem about ? 0

il dondt want you to feel bad wi
Gl am. I am afraid you wil!/| regret
ABut Jake, I am not | eaving the

new direction, a direction | have been dreaming about for
awhil e. o

"8 you wonodot feel bad when | pr
not feel replaced, abandoned, or
i Not in the | east, Jake. This p
as soon as we finish the sequelStend Me No Liliesl will be

happy to see a newt ar . That i s, as | ong a
marry her the way you married me
Mr . Gol dwasser | aughed. AAfter
through over the years? No, | think | will stick with my current
marriageé but s enasises wifl btyrt, ado a m, t
her. They wil/ |l ose interest in vy
Gl amora sighed and put her book
she said gently, il ook at me. Loo

I am working on my future. The masses will move on, but if all
goeswell, | will create a new audience. In addition, | am not a
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dog in the manger, and | will not grudge stardom to a new

person. Bring on the girls, | say
Mr . Gol dwasser was Visibly mucht

you convinced me. | will stop worrying abotit As a matter of

fact | have one in mind already, though | have never met her.

Miss Brinton, | mean Mrs. Lewis, realized the need for a new

star before | even mentioned it to her, and she told me she had a

candidate with great potential, a girl from tlosvh of Peoria, in

'l inois. o

APeoria? Well é | hope she is no
type. That i mage would be hard t
iYou know t he T tgylpextdodr, athietig n

whol esomeé that type is tweuy nice
need. Still, Mrs. Lewis knows the business as well as we do,
Jake. I would trust her instincts
il agreed to meet her, of cour se

would like you to take a look at her, and that your advioeld
be invaluable. She said the perfect time for our meeting would be
the party we are giving this weekend. The girl can impress us, or
not impress us, as she makes an entrance into a society event.
What do you think?o0

il think itods aGewmendreddfesslandi d e a ,
I 611 send her a for mal i nvitati on
also coming to the party. He had arrived yesterday, and called
his mother. He could not come to her right away because his
artistsd group h ashtheyovill meetaythee n g age

party, Mr s . Ri vers said. She is s
i Mr . Julian Rivemakers, al bgat lodr |
Mr . Gol dwasser. nwel I, he canodt

surrounded by a large crowd. | will tell Mrs. Wwis to send
Madge along. Madg8orensenthat is the name of our potential
star. o
AfYou are going to give her a n

Gl amor a, shuddering at t he name.
Madge?o0

iof course, 0 said Mr. Godt d wa s s e
it Not hing I can do with her r
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modify, the way | did with your name. The only thing that came

to my mind was Magdalena, which is a pretty name, but it is too
religious, and therefore might offend the censors. | asked Mrs.
Lewis what Madge looked like, and she said the girl is an elegant
brunette type, and she plans to dress her in silver. Sort ef star

i ke, dondét you agree? | donot m
star, |l i ke a gal axyél t hink I w
Starlight, at least for the moment. No, that is too much

astronomyé Estella Moonshadow. Wh
ANi ce, a very pretty name, 0 sai

book. Lady Macbeth was much more interesting to her, at that
moment, than the young w@n who might one day take her
place in the galaxy of stars.

*k%k

Mr . Gol dwasser sipped his sherr:
son with idle curiosity. Julian was talking about himself,
something that our loyal readers would not be too surprised
about, sice they know that Julian always talked about himself,
wherever he went and whoever was his listener. While this was
the first time Mr. Goldwasser ever met the famous artist, he was
not entirely taken aback by his bad manners. A shrewd judge of
character, M Goldwasser immediately took the measure of
Julianbés personality and natur e,
crude behaviour.

Julian stood in the middle of the crowded room, waving his
glass of sherry with careless abandon that threatened the dress of
anyone standing near him. At that moment, his wehgdvictim
was Maisie. Generally extremely bored with anything relating to
modern art, she only remained in her place because, to tell the
truth, Julian at almost forty was as good looking as he had been
when we had first met him as a very young man, perhaps even
better looking. The deeget, dark blue eyes were as intense as
ever, and the black locks that were still flung recklessly above
the marble brow, which bore practically no wrinkles, were
slightly towched with silver. He could not be called elegant,
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exactly, since he still slouched and carried himself sloppily, but
he remained as slim as ever and his tall figure looked impressive
in his very expensive suit, since at least he had learned how to
dress w# over the years, with the help of very good London
tailors. After about ten minutes of listening to tiresome art jargon
and namalropping, Maisie decided that the good looks were not
worth the boredom of | istening toc
for the exhibition in Hollywood, and excused herself, saying she
had to talk to her employer. Julian, caring very little who his
listener was, turned around and noticed a goltEred starlet
who looked at him with adoring eyes. All was well, therefore, as
far as Julian was concerned, and he resumed his monologue
undisturbed. The starlet seemed to like it.

Maisie wandered off into another room, just as crowded and
extremely noisy, to make sure she would avoid Julian for the rest
of the evening. Suddenly she wed a hush, and many heads
turning in one direction. A newcomer walked slowly into the
crowd, and almost everyone was looking at her.

Even in Hollywood, where beauty was a regular commaodity,
the young woman stood out in the crowd. Tall and willowy, her
slim figure was emphasized by a dress made of delicate silver
cloth, cut on the bias and floating around her like a soft cloud.
Her very short, coablack hair was cut la garcon fitting
closely around her we#lhaped little head. Her eyes were also
coal Hack, slightly turned up at the corners, surrounded by the
longest, thickest lashes imaginable and set under perfectly
arched, thin brows. Her pale, luminescent skin was warmed by
the deep crimson lipstick she wore on her full lips. She wore no
jewellery ecept a pair of enormous Tahitian black pearls as
earrings. Mai sie | ooked at the g
patent leather shoes sported heels as high as any shoes worn by
Glamora Tudor. Maisie thought wistfully that the girl could play
Titania withait changing her wardrobe, trailing fairy dust and
Celtic glamour wherever she went. The gorgeous apparition
moved softly to Mr. Goldwasser, who was standing not too far
from Maisie, taking to a small group of people which included
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Mr. Alcott, who usually tied to stay close to Mr. Goldwasser,
possibly for the sense of security he apparently provided.

AMr . Gol dwasser, 0 she said i n
her smouldering eyes at her future employer and offering her
hand, il am Estella Moonshadow. 0O

ndw nice of you to come, Mi s s
Gol dwasser, shaking her hand warr

make it to our little gathering. Mrs. Lewis told me so much about
you. | would like you to meet a few very nice people. Mr. Jones,
Mr. Roberts, Mr . Stonor , Mr . Al cott. ..o
clearly knew who the fake fiancée was going to be. Or, judging
from the way Nes was looking at Miss Moonshadow, perhaps
not so fake after all. Maisie turned around and returned to the
first room; the threat afolliding with Julian Rivers again did not
matter much anymore.

At that moment, she noticed Mrs. Rivers, who had just come
down from her room. Maisie wanted to go to her, but was
prevented from it by seeing her approach Julian. She could not
hear what thewaid, but they seemed to meet amicably enough,
so Maisie decided that the only thing to do was to find someone
she knew and start talking to him or her so to not to be seen
standing by herself. With this excellent plan in mind, she walked
to the bar at th far end of the room, and was pleased to see
Glamora standing there, waiting for her drink to be mixed, and
as usual, surrounded by a group of admirers.

iMai si e! Come and have a drink
Maisie smiled and accepted a sherry from onehef waiters.
iSuch a nice party, o0 she said po

[

sincerity, as she was not enj oy
Gl amor a, ifit seems to be a succes
losing my taste for such huge gatherings, | am afrdithisie, |

need to talk to you. Letbs move

have some peace. 0 She waved at th

took Maisie to a window seat. fi
yet . Did you see her anywhere?0 s
ANegvi rl ?20 sai d Mai si e, wonderin

fake fiancée.
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inYes, did Jake tell you?do said
new star to replace me after the sequel is released and | move on
to different roles, and there is a girl, introduced by Mmswis,
who was supposed to codmesh ¢ofo t he
course, but she may become a great star soon, if Jake likes her. It
will take place only after | change my roles, of course, so sales
of the sequel and dance We Shailould not be huré

il think | did see her, 060 said p
Moonshadow??o0
Gl amor a | aughed.Soréndép 0 e s he ke aMd

i Mi s s Sdensgn8he is a good little girl from Peoria, but
according to Mrs. Lewis, very beautiful, and more important,

possesses great star potential .o
iShe is magnificent,d said Mai si
her talent of accepting reality.

Goldwasser. No one will ever be like you, not in a thousand

years, and that is the plain truthdanot a silly compliment. But

she is very beautiful, and Mrs. Lewis chose her wisely, because
since her type of beauty is so di
as if she is trying to imitate you, or that she was hainkied.

She is the willowy brunetteype, all silver and stardust and
exotic eyes turned up at the corn

A Good, that is perfect, o0 said G
her. Just remember to call her by her new name, forget she was
once Madge, t hat is very importa

could not refuse, and anyway, it had to be done some time, so the
sooner it was over the better. They went to the next room and
there stood Miss Moonshadow, surrounded by a group of men
who were so obviously entranced by her, it was a shame to
disturb them thought Maisie. But Glamora did not have such
scruples as she approached the new star.
ifGl am, 0 sai d Mr. Gol dwasser |, wh
not seem to be moonstruck by the
Allow me to introduce Miss Estella Moonshadow touyo O
Glamora held out her hand and Miss Moonshadow took it
reverently. Velvet violet eyes met black diamond ones, and the
two ladies smiled at each other. No, Madge will never be a
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Glamora, thought Maisie, gazing at them. But times change, the
world must go on, past must merge into future. Estella
Moonshadow would do for a star.

il have al ways admired you so
Moonshadow said simply. @Al am so
il am very pleased to meet you

would like you to met Miss Robinson, our best and most
admired script writer. o Miss Mo o
hands with Maisie. Her eyes were so black that you could hardly
see the transition between the iris and the pupil, and they had an
unpleasant, disturbing effect dviaisie, as if she was looking
into an abyss. But she behaved politely and expressed her
pleasure at meeting Miss Moonshadow. Mr. Alcott stood nearby.
He was very quiet and did not see
AfAnd what do you d o, isieMaskeds Mo o n
pl easantl y. AYou certainly | ook |
The girl smiled. AThank you, Mi ¢
No, | am not a movie star, far from it, since | am a mere
beginner, but | do want to act in films. That is why Mrs. Lewis,
who is so very encouraging, sent me here to meet Mr.
Goldwasser and Miss Tudor, and here | am, meeting so many
wonderful and interesting people. | do hope to become an
actress. o0
ifiHave you acted before?06 asked |
AOnly in amateur t heabrscal sai d
Moonshadow, fibut | do | ove acting
like to find a role in a film, to see if | am any good. My mother
al ways says, if you dondét try it
il am sure you wil/l find a rol
suddenly thought that he looked as sheepish as he did during the
days of his cafove for Glamora. But this time everything was
different. Mr. Alcott had become famous, extraordinarily
handsome, and had influential friends and excellent prospects for
a long, financially rewarding career. His attentions would be
very, very welcome by any unattached young woman,
particularly one who aspired to roles in films. Yes, this time he
would not feel rebuffed.
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This is it, Maisie said to herself. | have to stop wingy
about Nes, he is on his own, and he is doing very well. He no
| onger needs me, and frankly, | |
about itT surely | have no need to have Nes hang around me. We
can remain good friends, of course, but take separate roads. |
canot i magine why | would even mi
his real one, at that . | f this g
star, naturally it would be fitting to present her as the fiancée of
the rising male star, it would work well for the box offiand
Mr. Goldwasser would certainly encourage it. What do | care,
t hough? | have no reason toé for
will engage me to write scripts for them as a couple, for quite a
few romantic films. That will be a very good thing for my own
career , so itos al | for the best
what she was saying to herself. We hope so, because we
certainly do not believe it at all, not a word of it.

In the meantime, Denis Stonor, who was not terribly
interested in the newcomer, wdantsearch of Mrs. Rivers. He
wanted to make sure that her meeting with Julian was going
well, and perhaps, if needed, act as a buffer and diffuse any ill
feelings that might arise. He found them quickly enough,
standing in a corner, and approached theth wismile.

inAh, Denis, 0 said Mrs. Ri vers w
be some relief at having him nea
my son, Julian.o

Juli an shook Deni sé proffered
music, o0 he said grudgingly.

AAnd | havai seengyoarsai d Deni s

we are even. o

iStrange to meet you here, 0 saic
nwel | , mo st of my wor k i s done
since | was here from before the
Engl and, S 0 ranhgé.sl onltycome toeEmdlahdy st
occasional ly, these days. 0
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AThis is my first exhibition he
say. Can you imagine that | was never invited before? A slight, |
should say. o

i No, not at all , o sai d oMeni s.
Europe takes time in America. But | am sure the exhibition will
be a great success. o0

AfiThey donodt have too many great
Julian loudly, so loudly that a few heads turned in their direction.

il dondét see a s itmsgouse, hy theé way,i ng o f
or any of my group6s. Dondét these

AThi s mi ght change after t he
mai ntaining his composure for Mrs

AnThey would do well to buy from
you kmow how they care about money here. Americans adore
money, that is all they think abo

Denis did not look at Mrs. Rivers, but he could sense her
embarrassment even without seeing her face. Changing the
subject would be the onlvay, but how?

fi understand that all five of

said.

inYes, come to think of it | mu
anot her engagement . Goodbye, mot |

turned around and left abruptly, not botheringldok for Mr.
Goldwasser or Miss Tudor to thank them. Mrs. Rivers looked
after him with some despair.

ANot too bad, Her mi one, 06 said D
comfort her. ANothing terrible ha
Mr s . Rivers sighed. i Ynotwet.ar e r i

Not very nice, but it could be worse. If he stays for a long period,

it will be. o

iCome al ong, | et 6s have a dr i nk
than the comment about Americans, which only a few people
heard and they donodt ngeaval.iVak now w
he rude to you?o

iNo, no more than usual . But he
come, and at the worst time, as a

10z



*k%k

No one had ever seen Lady Norton exhibit such discomfiture
before. She was pacing the room, back and forth, nikeha
prisoner in his cell. Once in a while, she even wrung her hands
pathetically; Glamora would have appreciated the gesture,
perhaps consider adapting it to her interpretation of Lady
Macbeth. The professor had just returned from London, and at
that noment, was refreshing his appearance in preparation for
tea, unaware of the dreadful fate of the discarded seeds. Lady
Norton had not seen him yet. How was she going to tell him that
the precious seeds he so carefully obtained for her in the arid
wildernes of Arizona were gone forever? She imagined him,
wearing a pith hel met and a hunt
walking from cactus to thorny cactus under the scorching desert
sun, conquering the rough, stony terrain and braving the
dangerous coyotes, this, if coyotes existed in Arizona and if
they were dangerous, in his attempts to secure her, Lady Norton,
the rare and valuable seeds, which now lay rotting under the
dead begonias. She had forbidden the gardener to clear away the
flower bed. Anyone else auld naturally be afraid to order a
gardener to do anything, since gardeners, as we all know, are
most imperious and obey no one, but Lady Norton knew no fear.
Her gardener actually feared her, and stayed in her employment
only because he could boast abtwr abusive ways to his
friends, who relished the stories over their evening beer. Why
she had forbidden him to remove the dead begonias was not
entirely clear to Lady Norton, since the seeds were already
drowned in all the moisture, but she had a vagugehhat the
professor could do something, create some kind of miracle, pull
a rabbit out of a hat. She might have felt better if she had known
that he had obtained the seeds from the Seed Department, where
large quantities of useless but wethanized seds were kept for
no reason at all, and had never faced the dangers of the wild, but
they had never discussed his methods for obtaining plants and
seeds.
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After a quarter of an hour or thereabout, the professor came
in, cheerful and eager for his good t8aeing his desperate, pale
hostess, he immediately noticed that something was wrong.

i My dear Lady Norton, what i s
di sturbed, much disturbed! o

Lady Norton wished she were wandering the desert herself at
that moment, with or without aith helmet. She would have
much rather face a ferocious coyote, baring his teeth at her and
growling, then confess her crime of losing the seeds. But she was
a brave woman. The truth had to be told, and she pulled herself
together and told it.

The professolistened to the tale of horror without flinching.

To Lady Nortondés surprise, he ev
drank his tea as she was telling
Lady Norton, 0O he finall yave sai d.
encounteredotme enemhéeéséi s not the first
AEnemies? My maid Carla is youl
why?06 asked Lady Norton, bewilder

AYour maid did not act on her o
she was acting under the directions of my true Nemesis,
ProfessoiElspethHilliard-Sabre, from Kensington. | had noticed
a gleam of j oy i-BabPrreofsesepeds
surprised me, since my lectures were such a glorious success. |
expected her to be green with envy, but instead, she looked
triumphant. So | Heeve that while | was taking her audience
away from her, she knew your maid was doing the nefarious

deed, and it gave her great pl eas
fiBut how woul d-SRrbafee kanorw Hialr Il iadr
AThese international criminal s

find the person they need. She must have contacted Carla, and

bribed her with large sums of money. Would you object to my

interviewing your maid, Lady Norton? Perhaps | will have a

chance of learning something from her, unless she is very

cunning indeed. | aranxious to know if Professor Hilliar8abre

was the mastermind behind this sh
Lady Norton did not think of Carla as particularly cunning,

but the Professoro6s word was Law
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butler appeared, expecting to be asked t@ taway the tea

things, but instead was instructed to send Carla to Lady Norton
immediately. In a few minutes, Carla appeared and curtsied to

the professor. Lady Norton | ookec
and dull expression. Could she be such a consumatdtess as

to hide her criminal nature under such a stupid appearance?

AfiCarla, d said the professor, i |
seeds. 0

i Wo t seeds, sir?0 said Carl a, v
incident.

iThe seeds you t hr ewoucclednedof t he
your mistresso6 silver. o

i Oh, them seeds. | never SsSaw Se.
| told my lady it was brown powder and it spilled all over the
white | ace, somet hing dreadful , [

The professor rose from his seat. He was much shorter than

Carla, so he could not tower over her, but his angry expression

was enough to frighten anyone. i\
powder 20 he roared. AWhy didnoét vy
to do so0?0

Carla took a step backuelirgds. i B
me to clean, clean, clean, sir! If my lady ever saw filthy brown
powder on the white | aceéo

iYes, yes, but did someone pay

Carla? Did anyone speak to you about it? | am warning ytbe
truth must be told. Who paid you¢tol ean t he br own po\
inPay me to clean? Only the hous
Regular like, she does, sir, but not for cleaning any powder. No
one said anything about powder to
ADid you know theskl s2elar ev2d es
the professor in desperation.
iRare seeds? Whatever do you me
there are ever so many seeds in |
them with the nice pictures on them, and them from the garden
in brown paper, too. Seedsr, they come from plants, you see,
so they come up every year regdile, they are not rare, sir. |
never heard of such a thingébo
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The professor gave up. Hearing Carla teach him, the great
horticulturist, about the origin of seeds was too much for his
sensitive nature, and he felt somewhat offended. Waving his
hand, he dismissed the maid. She left the room, just as offended
as the professor, and shaking her head about the stupidity of the
upper classes. Rare seeds indeed! Next, they will be talking
abaut rare water and rare bread! Carla had a mind to give notice,
but after talking it over with Cook, who said that the gentry
would be a bit crazy wherever she went, she wisely decided to
stay; after all, the professor was not going to stay forever.

When©he was gone, the professor s.
anything from her, but it does not prove that Professor Hilliard
Sabre was not the mastermind. | am sure she is, somehow. May |
see the area where the seeds were

Lady Norton led him tohe window, and showed him the
watery grave of the precious seeds.

il did not I et my gardener cl ea
it Professor, o she said.

AHow | ong ago were the seeds t|
asked.

ifiAbout three weeks ago. 0

AAh, vwemay allow yhe gardener to clear the beds for

winter. We will find nothing there. But do not despair, dear Lady
Norton. Let us go and look at the pots where we have planted the
ot her half .o
AWhy is ProfSabser ydiulrl iemredny 20 a
Norton & they were walking to the cactus room.
i Qur feud started many years acf¢
began with her idea of producing small booklets, with colourful
botanical illustrations added to the text, and selling them to the
masses. | objected vehentlgrto such vulgar methods. She won
and the books were produced and sold in England, and then in

America as well . 0
AAnd what happened then?o0
iAs | continued to object, her a

made plenty of money for Kensington Gardens. Moneyilatv
about scholarship? Of course, Kensington agreed with her, while
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my department in Arizona agreed with me. It went on and on,

with other botanists and horticulturists joining the feud.

Botanists, as you know, can have strong views, and the

arguments hatleen raging for decades, even though the booklets

are now long out of print. She hates me, she truly hates me. You

should read the article she wrote, ten years ago, tNeheYork

Times denouncing me as an dfl@shioned creature who does not

understand wdern times, just because | objected to a new solar

panel in an historic greenhouse i
AObviously a very disagreeable

loyally, though deep in her heart she thought that illustrated

versions of her own books could lookrvg wel | . AiDi d
respond to the article?0
fi Of cour se. Honour demanded it.

approach to raising sweet peas out of season. One of my
comments, about how the Romans knew how to use thin mica
panels for raising roses out of seasom thhousand years before
the learned professor was born, made the whole horticultural
worl d | augh at her expense. 0 He s
the thought of Professor Hillas@abr eds t emporary
apparently pacified his wounded pride. At tthraoment they
reached the cactus room, and Lady Norton unlocked the door.

ADo you think the 1l ocks are se
anyone el se have a key?b90

AiNo, this is the only key to thi
time ago, when we had just startedouc or r espondence. 0

iSo it would not be possible f
room. That is good. You cannot be too careful with people like
Professor HillardSa br e . 0

The professor took out a magnifying glass and observed the
soil under the glass. Suddelye excl ai med wi t h |
a sprout!odo he said, handing the
green dot which would be barely visible to HAmoianizing
mortals, could be clearly seen by Lady Norton. Instantly, the
professor and Lady Norton forgot tharchenemy and
experienced the glow of success that only plant enthusiasts can
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feel when they see a green object, smaller than the head of the
pin, miraculously appear over what used to be barren soil.
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Chapter Nine

he next day, Mrs. Rivers and Maidiaished their morning
work on the script for the unnamed sequebend Me No
Lilies. Maisie busily tucked her papers into a dilapidated

briefcase, whil e Mrs. Rivers put
you in a great rush, Mné&ts Robi sta
for a while, have a cup of coffee and some cake? It is still early,
we did not work very |l ong. 0

fAs a matter of fact , | am not

AiMy afternoon session was postpor
the other writers tthto attend a conference. | would love a cup
of coffee. o

Al o6l | call for it t hen. Yes,
morningé itds my fault. Il am a bi
party, o0 said Mrs. Ri ver s, and r an

ASo am |, ol issatilde sMadiys.i eil f eel r
you meet Miss Moonshadow??o0

iNo, I di dnot even see her ver:

her at breakfast, and she is coming over this afternoon to talk
some things over. Mrs. Lewis is coming, too. It seems to me they
hawe some plans for her future. o

fiYes, O said Maisie. AThat i s th
ils she that beautiful? They sa
AiwWell, yes, she is very beautif

the star quality, | am not sure. She has a prgttaking voice,
low and romantic, but her conversation is that of a good, sturdy

smalt own girl . | couldndot tell .o
A Mr . Gol dwasser is a good judge
know if he gets a chance to spend

iYes, h e h a $thepbest &nd df cosirserhe willo
know how to improve her style. Everyone at the party was rather
enchanted with her. By the way, I
iDid he say anything terri bl ¢
anxiously, expecting the worst.



i No, nlolt, cats aa d Mai si e, a I it t

guestion. AfHe talked about moder
understand much of what he said, since | know nothing about the
subject, but he did not say anyth

il n England heaishh tamadughitd e@fd &s
Rivers.

fWe are |l ess sensitive to manne
i Not t hat we i ke bad manner s, f
straightforward behaviour more than you do in England. | think
it is because we are a much youngareot r y . 0

il do feel comfortabl e i n Ame
musi ng. iYou know, i n Engl and, I
tough, and someti mes extremely ha
real ly am, but that is the gener

even my own publisher, even though he made quite a bit of
money off my books. You would think he would like me, but he
does not. o
il canoét i magine why, o6 said Ma
want and you say it, but there is nothing wrong with that in my
book. 0o
fi khink that finally, after all these years, | can explain it.
Have you ever met Mrs. Morland, the famous author of the
delightful Madame Koska books?0
nYes, once, in Barchester, 0o sai
|l i ked her very much. Why?2o
iThat iti EBverypne,sand | really mean that literally,
everyone likes Mrs. Morland very much. No one dislikes her; |
should hate her, or at least be jealous at her for her general
popularity, but | like her nonetheless. In contrast to my situation,
her publisheradores her and has become a personal friend,
almost a member of the family, since he married her
goddaughter. As | said before, my own publisher cordially
dislikes me, and has a horrible nickname for me, always behind
my back of course, but people told rabout it often enough.
You see, Mrs. Morland does not take herself, or her work, very
seriously. She always says she writes strictly for badly needed
money, in the early years to educate her sons, then to give them
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gifts, or something along these linesdahe insists that she is
not a nreal author, 0 whatever t h;
her financial dealings with her publisher on faith, too, and does
not bother much about her sales, or about marketing; she does
not even read reviews of her books.c®nlong ago, | offered to
introduce her to the firm that does a cutting service for me, you
know, reviews and suchlike, where my work is mentioned. She
was not at all interested. Polite, of course, she always is, but
totally bored with the idea of the ppings. The English love
t hat kind of character in a womanrn
myself, who takes her work very, very seriously, and who is
concerned about the business side of it as well, such as advances
and royalties and advertisements. Théynk of me as too
pushy. o
Al n Ameri ca, Mr s . Ri ver s, you
perfectly normal author, and Mrs. Morland, nice as she is, would
be an anomaly, 0 said Maisie. A Wo !
take their business seriously. My work means a lot&. 0
AiThat is exactly what I was w
comfortable here. No one gives me a look of disdain when |
mention my work, or my fans, or if | talk about writing as a
business, which of course it is. | suspect | am happier here than |
amatl me . 0
At that moment, Denis Stonor was announced. Neither of
the ladies was surprised, since he came very often, and most of
the times unannounced, to visit Mrs. Rivers at that time of day
after she had told him about her morning and afternoon working
routines. They were pleased to see him, coffee was offered, and
Denis settled for a short but pleasant visit.

ADid | hear you say somet hing
Her mi one?0 he asked.
inYes, you di d, o sai dd Mr s . Ri

conversation with Maisi. Denis sat quietly, deep in thought.

ifiHave you ever considered the
Her mi one?0 he finally said. A Wit
connections, you could easily get excellent script work in
Hollywood. And of course, you shlalcontinue writing your
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wonderful books, and simply send them to your publisher in
Engl and. 0o

Mr s . Rivers stared at him in s
But | couldnodt éo

i Wh 'y coul dnodt you, Mr s . Ri v e
ent husiastically. finOdelightfud thats e y o u
woul d bel! o

AiButé buté my family, my wor kébo

Denis looked at her with a little smile lighting his face.
AYour wor k wi || continue, even

grown. As for your husband, | understand that you often spend
time in differentlocations because of your respective lines of

wor k. What would be the differenc
iBut in England we are |just i
di fferent continents!d said Mrs.
AWhat will people say?0 Denis | au
AHonekdrIpi,oneé What will peopl e

they object to your work in Hollywood? We live in fast times,

people work on both sides of the Atlantic, the steamships and

aeroplanes are busily taking everyone back and forth, and you

are a sophisticated travell who had been all over the world.

There is nothing unusual about my
ANone whatsoever, 0 said Maisie.

it, Mrs. Rivers. You could do magnificent scripts, with your

talent for romance, and you will be so highly appredidtere. |

can assure you, Mrs. Rivers, we will all love to have you. Why, |

can see every single one of your books turned into a splendid

film. Mr. Stonor knows that I, too, admire your work very

much. o

nvery well, I wi || think abou
suddenly becoming brave. AThi s ¢
lifetime. Thank you so much for your encouragement, Miss
Robinson. You are so kind. o

AThatdéds the spirit, Mr s . Ri ver :

her cup. AYou and | cathed Well i o a | o
mu st be off to my afternoon sess
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see you tomorrow morning, Mrs. Rivers. Thanks for the lovely
cof fee and cake! 0
Mrs. Rivers sat quietly, looking at her coffee cup. Denis
sipped his own, saying nothing, allowirger to digest the
revolutionary idea. After a few minutes, she raised her eyes and
said, ADo you really think | <coul
I donét see why you couldnoét,
an extraordinary idea, after all
Perhaps not é Sdc oMrl.d Go Incewa § soenr
Not qguite yet. Tal k about it
how she feels about it. There is a mix of shrewdness and
sympathy in her, and as a woman, she will be better able to put
herself in your place. Then, Mr. Goldwasser will see te th
practical side. Just take your ti
AiBoth Miss Robinson and you see
I am very grateful for it, and a little surprised. | am not used to

=1}

o } e 1]

that, to be quite honest. o
Denis said nothingshfteery,very f ew s
mu c h, Her mi one. I dondét think you
you when you go back to England. o
AYou wil!/l mi ss me? Reall y?bo
AiDond6t you know it? Really? Wel
know you want to go intcobookour af’

By the way, did you ever find a name for the sequ&dad Me
No Lilies®

ANo, not yet, o0 s-amidddédlilsy. RiNe@,r
canodot think of anything, somehow.
of the | overs after t htsholdldbe bandds
a simple thing to find a title, b

AHow daVybavd, Far Away 6 sai d Deni s, a

abruptly. Mrs. Rivers stood staring after him. Then she sighed
and went to her room to work on her Hollywood book. Stk di
not make much progress, though.

A few hours later, Mrs. Rivers went down to tea. She was

rather curious about meeting Miss Moonshadow, but her
t houghts were mai nly occupied by
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attempt to settle in Hollywood, at least for a whilé&/hy not?

Yes, it was an interesting and unusual career move. Anyone
would view it as a good business deal. So if it were strictly
business, why did it feel as if something else was at the bottom
of it, some mystery, some intrigue? Why would she be more
emotional about staying in Hollywood than spending time in
Paris or Rome, which she had done often? Mrs. Rivers shook her
head, decided to dismiss the thought for the moment, and entered
the living room. Only Glamora and Mr. Goldwasser were there,
but aftera short wait, Mrs. Lewis and Miss Moonshadow were
announced.

Even in the strong light of a California afternoon, Miss
Moonshadow looked like Titania. She was dressed in a white
suit, simple to a point of starkness, wore no jewellery, and again
her only makeup was her crimson lipstick. And yet her beauty
was so sophisticated, so dazzling
away. They were introduced, and everyone sat down to tea.

il 6ve neversttydde EBreaql i sdf ore, o
Moonshadow, eyeing thehih porcelain cups with some
discomfort.

iHave you ever been t o Europe
Asked Glamora.

i No, never . To tell the truth,
much even in the United States. | went to New York once, on a
school trip, when | was dixe e n . [ was SO scaredé

iScared? Of what?0 asked Mr. Go

ASo many peopleé We were taken
everyone pushed so hard and they
Peoria at all . o

AiwWell, and what do you think of

iScary, It ogooé ibhutt he car everywh
Mommy told me to be very careful

ifOf what 20 asked Mr s. Ri ver s.

i Oh, everything. Stranger s, b a
careful, Mommy said soéod
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fAnd what does your father do,
Mrs. Rivers, desperate for a subject Miss Moonshadow could
discuss.

AfiDaddy is a supervisaor in a ¢
tractors and cranes and things |
proudl vy. AThey have quite a few

works for the lest one. And all my little brothers and sisters go

to school. | am eighteen, you know, and | graduated high school

|l ast year, but they are stildl i n
masterpiece baked to perfection
which she had lmught over from England so many years ago.

Miss Moonshadow was obviously a bit confused as to how
to eat it, so Mrs. Rivers, taking pity on the girl, took one herself
and put clotted cream and strawberry jam on it, very slowly and
carefully. Miss Moonshaalv looked on very seriously, and
attempted to imitate her lead, not very successfully; some cream
dripped on the plate and the jam did not stick.

Mr. Goldwasser sighed inaudibly. This perfect beauty, so
exotic and sophisticated at first sight, neededtafgolish to
make her into a star. He looked at Mrs. Lewis in mock despair,
and she smiled reassuringly. She knew, apparently, what to do.
At least, Mr. Goldwasser hoped so. He remembered the first day
Glamora showed up at the auditions in London. A &mp
London girl, true, but the seeds of sophistication were there, the
great potential shone in the large violet eyes. He looked at his
wife affectionately, remembering the young Ma@ayle
Stewart, so scared, so brave, so splendid. Of course, no one
woulde v e r be | i ke her, it was not t
do their best with Miss Moonshadow.

At that moment, the maid appeared, and announced Mr.
Julian Rivers. He was not invited to tea, but of course no one
objected to his visiting his mother wheeevhe could find a
moment in his very busy schedule.

Julian slouched into the room. He seemed rather unkempt,
as if he spent his day doing unlikely physical work at the
exhibition in preparation for the opening, which was to occur in
two days. His hair wafalling over his brow, he was not cleanly
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shaven, and altogether seemed as if he did not expect to find

guests. Which was rather silly, because everyone knew that tea

ti me was usually wvery busy at Y
welcoming home, and guests akh@lways showed up, bidden

or unbidden.

i Oh, I had no idea you had gu
Glamora.

ADo si't down, Mr . Rivers, o GI a
ifHave a cup of tea. Mrs. Lewis, h

am sure Miss Moonshadow nevdid. Mr. Rivers is a well
known artist from England, and he has an exhibition which we

are all |l ooking forward to visiti
Al saw you at the party, o said

ignoring Mrs. Lewis, who seemed s

like to paint you. You will do nicely as a black and white study

with red spots. Come to my hote

group. 0 Miss Moonshadow seemed ve
said nothing. Instead, she stirred her tea.

il am afraid riadbowisnotcomingtto ss Mo ¢
anyoneds hotel, nor does she hav
Mr s . Lewis firmly. APer haps some

il dondt plan to be here some t

as he accepted a cup of tthea. O0f Ale,
put a large amount of cream and jam on the scone and tagk a

bite. Alf she does not come to t
next few days, she will lose the opportunity of a lifetime of being
painted by a genius. o0

il t hink weatwi ¢t hantceke® timteryv
Gol dwasser quietly. AMi ss Moonshs
in the next few months. o

Julian | ooked at the girl and

chance for immortality. Listen to me, my girl, you will come or
not come, but if you alays let other people tell you what to do,
youdll never get anywhere. o
Mrs. Rivers, who was too mortified to say anything,
ignored the exchange as if it did not happen. She noticed that
Miss Moonshadow glanced at Julian a few times, very furtively.
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This woud not do. Julian was tremendously good looking, and
some women found him attractive, particularly silly and innocent
women, but even an empheaded little actress like Miss
Moonshadow should know that if she was going to be groomed
by Mr. Goldwasser andrs. Lewis for stardom, scandalous
personal romance with an older man had no place in her current
activities. But did she know that? And would Julian ever stop
making mischief? Mrs. Rivers wished her beloved and difficult
son were safely back in England.

fiwell , 0 said Mr. Gol dwasser and
sure you and your son have plenty to talk about. We will leave
you to it, and the rest of us must go to the library and discuss
some plans. Very nice to see you again, Mr. Rivers. | look
forwardtot he opening of the exhibitioc
for the ladies, and they all were about to leave the room, when
voices were heard from the corri
she heard the voices of Emma and Edmond who came home
from their respective atupations at the same time, accompanied
by Rush Yukon, who apparently had met them at the entrance.
The meeting at the library was postponed for a few minutes until
introductions were made and a few words were exchanged.

Emma had met Miss Moonshadow &t fharty, but they had
not had a chance to talk at any length. She was struck by her
beauty. It was not easy for anyone to get used to the sheer
number of incredibly beautiful people in Hollywood. Emma used
to think about herself as an attractive girl, andeed she was,
but her delicate style could not compete with the flash and
glamour of the many starlets she met, and she began to feel
intimidated by them. However, her work with Miss Skull, which
she had recently started, improved her mood considendéty.
quickly she realized that Miss Skull, her true idol, viewed the
beautiful girls as fodder to her own talents, and nothing else.
They were to be dressed, to show off the creations she, Miss
Skull, had given to an admiring world; in themselves, they did
not matter at all. Emma, young as she was, tried to emulate the
attitude and it restored her confidence to an extent, at least at
work. But here she was at home, confronted with the-ever



present possibility, at least in her own mind, that Edmond would
be struck by the great attraction of a stranger, and she was not
comfortable with the feeling. To relieve it, she started talking to
Miss Moonshadow.

i What a lovely suit, Mi ss Moon
the studio?0

il donot know, 0O s ali b. Ldvhiss s Mo o
ught it to me and told me to wear it. She does not approve of
e

bro
t h clothes | brought from Peori a

AnOh, yes. 1t is extremely wel!/
it professionally.

il dondt know much abosai deBli g:
Moonshadow, Abut |l would never we
like a different kind of dress when | go out, you know, the big
skirts with the net petticoat s, e

is so boring. o
AThe white suitrsy yweallrl ,cool aiad i
considering her.

il dondt know. They dress me ac¢
and the haircuté oh, this haircu
long hair, with curls, and look at this, they cut it so short, like a
man. I hate it. o

AThike imodt fashionable hairdo
who thought the hairdo fitted Mi ¢
to perfection and emphasized her
seen Leslie Caron andizi Jeanmaire, you know, the great
ballerina® They wearheir hair ala-garcon, just like you, and
itéds smashing. o

fi | donot know any ballerinas.
would be furious. But of course he told me to do what the studios
say, Miss Lover, so | do. Ah, well, | see Miss Tudor is calling
me. They wanto talk to me about something, Mrs. Lewis said, |

dondt know what. | dondét quite un
the room.

Mrs. Rivers, who was left to preside over a second tea for
t he newcomer s, poured out for e

anothercup,Julan? 06 she asked.
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i No, but | wi | | have anot her
proceeded to cover one with <c¢crean

going. | am very busy. o0

AHI s exhibition is to be open
River.

nReal lvy, mot her, fow about teu r e tr
exhibition, 0 sai dd Jul i an wearily
exasperated expression. AEveryone
He stuffed the rest of the scone into his mouth.

A Wh a't exhibition?o0 asked Rus |

exhibiting? Are you andrts t ? 0
AHavenoOt you heard about me at

asked Julian. fiYou must know ver
not . o

il am not very well educat ed,
with utmost good natur e. iBut I
about artist . Perhaps | am more familial

ANo such thing as American art.
least, not good ones. Well, | must be off. Mother, tell this girl,

what s her name, I wi || still be
come tomy hotel .6 He turned and | ef
chewing on his scone. Mr s . Rivers
manners, | am afraid, o she said.

AiNo harm done, 06 said Rush pl ea:
make it clear to him #it he must leave Miss Moonshadow alone.

| donot t hink Mr s . Lewis would |
woul d Mr. Gol dwasser . 0
Al ol | speak to him,d6 said Mrs.
|

woul d never dare. nwil |l you forg
rest?l am suddenly very tired. Emma, would you pour if anyone
wants a second cup?o

iof cour s e, Mr s . Rivers, o said
Rivers and rather disliked Julian.

iSo what do you t hink about
Edmond?0 asked Rusftih when Mrs. Ri v



ifiShe is very beautiful, but s h
d

1

sai Edmond. Al understand they w
she |l earns how to talk, they wono
iMany starlets are dumb, 0 said
ABut not the gr eashrewditheylsave They

to understand the business, 0 saic
not much impressed with her. | spoke to her during the party, and

all she could discuss was her hig
i Mr . Al cott, o n trateer struck leyr hand
her, 0 said Rush.

AnThat would help, 06 said Edmond
already, and the association of the two-amgtlcoming stars
would be very good for both. o
Emma, who secretly believed that Maisie was the one for
Mr. Alcott, did notlike the idea, but she would not betray her
friend to the two men. She decided to change the subject, and
pulled a new cosmetic out of her purse.
fLook at this eye shadow, Rush.

me, 0 she said. Al tiOlander Reveriédh a pec
the names they pick here for thei

Rush burst out | aughing. Al f ot
do to you if put it on your ski
that name. 0O

iReal l y? | thoughtd ol e pd chenrt , Wwa
Emma, surprised.

nlt is a plant, and even thougt
terribly poisonous. Eating a sing

AiHow woul d you know such a t|
impressed.

iBecause | recelytAnya Satom,aadd a t h

someone there used an oleander leaf to murder his wife. It is
calledDragonwyck 0

AnAnya Seton? | |l ove her! I mu s
she writesi lgowrrdnydu stand thent? sEdmond
would not even think about reading ae.

Al | i ke girlsd novels, 0 said Ru
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il donot understand you, Rus h.
clothes, and you understand cosmetidsow come, when you
look like some romantic hero from one of these novels
yoursel f?0

Rush looked helplesslyt &dmond, who just sat there
throughout the short conversation, smiling quietly to himself.

AEdmond, would you please explain
| donot know howé but Emma, what
secret. o

ADo tell, o0 esdild. EMma wexditneve,:
word to anyone. 0

AVery well , 0 said Edmond. nl 61 |
you remember Miss Hampton? Or rather, have you ever read any
of her novel s?0

AOnly one, 0 s ai d Charnomaf Desitel t was
about the lovetie of truck dri veohsny | did
goodness, oh Rush, I under st and
been so stupi déo

ANot hing to be sorry about, | o
clear, since | am so well traine

lookthe part. o

il would say you donétée of C 0L
secret. Your audience would not |
fiDoes it bother you?0 Rush aske
fiNot in the |l east, 0 said Emma.

sorry | did not have the sensitivitytowd er st and you bett
ADi dndt you notice that the gir
up for the job by GMG? Every bl es

il never t hought about it Wh &
Rush?o

ABi g, big trouble. I would ver
part agai n, i f you <call what I C
married, you know. Mr. Gol dwasser

ABut é who will you marry?o

Ailtéds been arranged. I owi || ma I

Miss Rosemary Lancing. We will stay married for a cougdle o
years, then get an amicable divorce. It will be good for her, too,
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for the same reason. Rosemary and | are very good friends, so
sharing a house for a year or two will be rather pleasant. And of
course, | will provide for her friend that she lives withyery
nice young woman. Perhaps we can have her live with us as a
trusted companion, if she likes the idea. We will need a huge
house, but the fans will love all the gossip about h¢wsging
for the newlyweds. 0
AExcell ent pl an, o sai d E mma
sophistication that rather impressed Edmond, who thought his
naive fiancée would be shocked by these revelations. Which was
silly of him, but most of us never give enough credit to those we
love, no matter how much we adore thamgdEmma was a loyal
friend and a very practical young woman despite her youth.
iSo just remember to keep it a
glad you know, though. o
At this moment Mr. Goldwasser came into the room, alone.
ARush, o0 he said. AfWe haveorbeen d
Miss Moonshadow. The only question remains, should she be
going out with you, before we connect her with Alcott? Do you
have any objection to assisting w

fiNot at al |, Mr . Gol dwasser . |
marriage can be postponsday f or si x mont hs?290
iYes, t hat woul d be good tinm

Moonshadow can spend three or four months with you, then you
will both break it up and she will move on to Alcott, who would
be back from England after the filming of the sequel. And you,
of course, will discover that you have been in love with the
faithful and lovely Miss Lancing all along, and quickly marry

heré Yes, that would be fine. Ver
the ladies, and Mrs. Lewis will start working on the scheme right
away. 0
i Mr . Gol dwasser, did you noti ce
a bit of a country bumpkin?0d aske
inof cour se | noticed, O said M
iHow can you miss it? Do you kno
parade in Peoria, when sheasvthe homecoming queen? But
we ol | train her. They can train
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we can train our I|little Peoria gi
approach another starlet. We have plenty of time until Glam

really needs to be replaced. We arot even done witbance

We Shalllet alone the sequel 8end Me No Lilies 0

AYouodl | have to | eave Miss Moon
to England to film the sequel, 0
safe? She is |ikely to make a foo

iMrs. adredvi Rush wil |l wor k with
Gol dwasser casually. AShedl | be

Emma were not so sure, but they trusted Mr. Goldwasser and
said nothing.

*k%k

Two days later, Mrs. Rivers, Glamora, and Mr. Goldwasser
went t o  Jhitibni Bomeé ef thenx Wwas particularly
interested, least of all Mrs. Rivers who was clearly
uncomfortable with the whole thing, but one must be polite and
all three of them were very careful of social obligations.
Invitations were sent all around, so MRivers expected a large
crowd, the way it usually was in London when the Group of Five
opened an exhibition. To her surprise, the large gallery was
practically empty, and they were greeted by a very irate Julian.

AWoul d you bel i evfanhourafterthet her ,
ti me stat ed, and onl vy five or S
understand it. o

Mr. Goldwasser, who disliked abstract art, and Glamora,
who never pretended to understand it, could have told him that
the name of the Group of Five was not westablished in
America and that no one was particularly interested, but they
were too polite. fi | am sure peopl
Goldwasser, and wandered away to look at the paintings. As far
as he was concerned, all the paintings lookedtlgxatike, he
could not tell which artist painted what picture, and he found the
exhibition utterly boring. One of
large sale, followed Mr. Goldwasser and started explaining the
art to him. Mr. Goldwasser could not get awaithout being
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extraordinarily rude, so he accepted his fate and pretended to
l'isten to the artistos enthusi as
triangle should represent the art
Liberty, Coll apsing Wasdercoud t s Bu
not tell, anymore than why two big black spots on a purple
background woul d represent t he
Equality in Mortal Danger, 0 but h
wisely and thought about other matters.

Julian was getting visiglangrier and angrier. Mrs. Rivers
tried to keep away from him, and wandered around the gallery.
A few more people came in, most of them unknown to Mrs.
Rivers, but including Mrs. Lewis, who was accompanied by
Mi ss Moonshadow, and s $Stanor.Mhey . Ri v e
walked about the gallery, pretending to enjoy the art, and one of
the artists approached them with
dr i nk, | adi es and gentl emen, 0 h
accepting the empty gallery with more grace thalad. Mrs.
Rivers took a glass, and for a few minutes carried on a pleasant
conversation with Mrs. Lewis and Denis, when suddenly her
attention was arrested by some loud conversation behind her. It
was Julian, again trying to persuade Miss Moonshadowertec
to his hotel to be painted. Mrs. Lewis looked at Mrs. Rivers and
sai d, A Mr s . Ri ver s, your son mu
Moonshadow. Mr. Goldwasser will have a fit if she agrees to be
painted. She is not ready for any publicity, we are just starting to
show her, and any rumour will be disastrous. We plan to show
her developing a relationship with Mr. Yukon, you see, and then

with Mr. Al cott . o
AWhy in the world did you brir
Mr s . Ri ver s. fiYou saw t hfaotr eh.ed s ho
nlt never occurred to me that I
told to stop it,o0o said Mrs. Lewi s

really am, but it seemed a good thing to bring her to a cultural
event, where she knew people. You know, little steps, a a
ti me. 0O
Mr s . Rivers | ooked at her son a
she heard Julian say. AYou will ¢
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my room. 0 Miss Moonshadow smiled
Rivers looked around desperately, trying to attract Mr.

Goldwkasser 60s attention, but he was
with the artist and noticed nothing.

il donét t hink t hey wi || | et
Moonshadow, l ooking at Julian in
cC ome, real l yéo

iSure you can, onshed duéi ammt |
keepers. Let s go ri ght now. Th
anywher e, itdos a total failure, I

her by the arm and started dragging her to the door. Mrs. Rivers
knew she had to act.

AJul i an, sttogl yt,hd ss ainmdmeMri =. Ri
bl ocking his way. iMi ss Moonshad
nor can she be painted. She has other obligations, and her people
want you to keep away from her. o

c

inFor Heavenods sake, Mot her , a
busi nesam2d dJaul e an. il can tal k t
anything | want. Just get out of

took a step backward, and stumbled against Denis Stonor who
was standing right behind her. To her mortification, everyone,
other than Mr. Goldiasser and his host, was staring at the ugly
scene.

AfiHow dare you speak to your mC
Denis said in a | ow, menacing VvVoi
you are?0 He pushed Mrs. Ri vers
close to Julian, staring &im. Julian seemed taken aback and
looked at Denis, a bit surprised by his strong reaction.

AYou wil!/ i mmedi ately ask your
your boorishness, Rivers. And | medght now 0

il didnét do anything, 06 tmumbl e (
he was, scared when someone stood up to him.

iYou have done plenty. Besi de

keep away from Miss Moonshadow. You have nothing to say to
her, let alone paint her as a few triangles and a blotch of colour,
which is probably your @stic plan. You have been encouraged

by your government, Rivers, we all know that, and coddled by it,
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but a genius you are not, and the sooner you realize it the better.
Besides, you are too old to try to impress an eighyearold,
anyway. Nowapologg t o your mother for whe
il am sorry, Mot her, 6 grumbl ed
l eft the gallery. One of the oth
child sometimes, Mrs. Rivers. No offence, but we have to squash
him every so ofwaemémotMrisaudrhivreg.s
behaviour was worse than ever, worse than it was for years, and
she was deeply hurt.
iCome al ong, Her mi one, 06 said Dt
of here. Mrs. Lewis, would you kindly tell Mr. and Mrs.
Goldwasser that | am taking MrRi ver s for a dri ve
her arm, led her out of the hampty gallery, and proceeded to
his car.

Mr s . Rivers sank into her seat
a scene, 0 she said. fil am SO sorr
ANot hi ng taob obuet .grlaettedfsulj ust dr i
AYou see, Deni s, t o an extent

discipline him or guide him properly when he was young. He
was terriblyoveii ndul ged by me. 0
AfAnd wher e, may | ask, was hi s
iGeorge? Wel | éuchforthichddren.dde do m
loved them, of course, and was a kind father, but he was not

much involved with their upbringi
AiYou donét see much of each oth
AwWell & we are not separated, i f

our lives have little in comon. George is mostly interested in
the estate. | need to travel and | need some peace and quiet for
my writing, so | am mostly in London. As the years went by, we
drifted apart. o

Denis drove silently on. ADo vy
said.

AiThat d re what ryalismean by love. | am fond of
Geor ge; he is a nice, ki nd man. V
though. o

Al am very happy to hear that, 0o
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AHappy that my husband and |
Why?0 said Mrs. Rivers.

ANever mind erxipglhati nn oswo.mel Goltlh er
Deni s. Al have two tickets to é

performance of Mendel ssohnds Four
the second part of the program. | am not sure what is in the first,
but it will be a concerttorememberven i f we dondt |
the pieces. The New York Philharmonic, with a marvellous
conductoré who happens to be a g

starts in an hour. o

iBut you woul d have mi ssed it
exhibition, Denis. Why did you comé&u could have seen it on
a | ater day! o

iBecause | t hought you might n

very glad | came. Yes, | know Mr. Goldwasser would have
eventually taken care of the issues with Julian, but | thought he
might be engaged by the hordes of vistawhile | would be left

alone and available to take care
Mrs. Rivers sat quietly. She was still rather shaken by the
incident, and besides, hearing th
new and thrilling experience. She had not heard such words for
many year s. To avoid the emoti on
the conductor ?0
iHe i s a rel atively young ma n

Mitropoul os, you know, t he Phil he
Mitropoulos could not come on this tour, so he sent my friend
instead. His name is Leonard Bernstein. Only tksixyyears
old, and a genius. A real genius. Also a very nice person,
everyone | i kes him.o
Al would |l ove to hear it,o said
The concert was magnificent. Two pieces by Schubert, soft
and romant, followed by the majestic Italian, were played to
perfection by the New York Philharmonic, one of the best
symphony orchestras in the world
America, and the conductor was superb. His tall, slim figure,
moving energeticallywith the music, seemed to guide the
orchestra into unexpected heights of beauty. Mrs. Rivers, who



loved music very much, forgot herself in the delight of the
performance.

After a short visit with Mr. Bernstein, who greatly
impressed Mrs. Rivers by his atm and friendliness, they
decided to stop somewhere for a light dinner, since the hour was
awkward and they would have missed dinner at home. They
entered a small, hadmpty restaurant, and Mrs. Rivers, enjoying
the peace and quiet as well as the exotltmelette, almost
forgot the unpleasant interaction with Julian. But Denis, to her
surprise, brought the subject up.

AWhen is vyour son going back
sipping a cup of coffee.

Ailn a couple of weeks, I think
our time to go back, to film the sequel. By the way, | suggested
your name to Maisie. She seemed i

AAnd after the sequel ? What are

il donot know, the wusual, I su
mean?o

il me an, irea some thaught tag my idea of
remaining in America?o

AnWell €0 said Mrs. River s. il C
depends on so many things. Why would you even want me to do
so? It is such a complicated and

Denis put his dtisgimpeolwantywin d sai
to stay here because | love you, Hermione. | want you to leave

George Rivers, settle in America,
AfiLove me? Marry you? Deni s, a
Rivers, fully believing that she was shocked by his statement.
indtp pretending, Her mi one. You |

Yes, Mrs. Rivers knew. She had known all along. But she
had done her very best not to see it, and succeeded in deluding
herself that the feelings between them were just friendship.

i Wh at i s morcegulld tlheianrkn ytoou | OV ¢
said Denis. Yes, Mrs. Rivers knew that this, too, was true. Her
feelings toward him were so strange, so unexpected, so
inexplicable, and she put them at the back of her mind and
ignored them so as not to be made unhappy bypJerfolly.
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iDeni s, -lour gears adi Ixam wpld enough to be
your mother. o

nSo what? | have told you my
as | am concerned, the years between us represent an advantage,

not a detriment. You know | am incapable of lovingainger
woman, or even a woman of my own age. This is who | am. But
Hermione, | am no longer the shy child that was in love with
Mrs. Middleton and suffered so deeply. | am an adult, | know
what | want, and | intend to persuade you to marry me and stay
right here in America, where you belong. We both deserve some

S

happiness in our |ives, happiness
nBut still, why me? | am not

certainly not the mild mannered, sweet Mrs. Middleton you
lovedsolongago.May peopl e hate me. 0
They dondt understand you.
But é0

ARnThere are no buts or ifs o
are everything | had ever wanted? Your beauty, your intellect,
your strength of character, they are all ageless. So what if | am
forty? At heart, | am much older than you will ever be. | can be
sad, and tired, and resentful. You are always alive, sparkling,
new. And candét you see that I
Hermione? | loved you through your books. | felt you were the
only human being on the face of the earth who would understand
how | feel, who | really am. Surely you can see that, after all the
books you have written about

o} e 1}

d

r me

me n

iBut I have never me t anyone

way. Well, comeo think of it, this is not entirely true. | did see a
few young men in the County f

al |

and Mr s . Brandoné and t he beaut

mother, before she became so ill with this strange sleeping
di sor der é ygbtsl did knavusome peoplerwho felt
like you. But still, it is strange to be in this situation. | feel as if |
had stepped into one of my books, Denis. A migdjed woman

|l oved by an adventurous young

In this romance, there will be no renunciation scene and no

ma n
AfiThere is a differeandmallifet hough,



return to the middiaged husband who had been waiting in the
wings. No, in this romance, the heroine will do what no lady in
your books has ever done. She will remain with theeatlwous
young man, living happily ever after. And that, my dear
Her mi one, is a huge difference. 0

Mrs. Rivers could not answer. Strongly doubting her own
sanity, she suddenly felt very happy. The flash of happiness
lasted only a moment, and then her usoéld melancholy
returned, but it did happen, and she could not deny it or ignore it.
Yes, for the first time in decades, Mrs. Rivers was ecstatically
happy, if only for a moment, and we cannot attempt to explain it
since the human heart will always be asteyy us, as we are
always ready to admit.
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Chapter Ten

r. Alcott sat at the table with his head buried in his hands.

He wore one of his dtome, wellfitted velvet jackets, the
colour of eggplant, or, as Shymmering referred to it, aubergine,
and a wite silk scarf around his neck. His hair, though
somewhat ruffled by the way he stuck his fingers in it, was
carefully oiled and slicked back. Shymmering, who came in
carrying a tray with gl asses, di ¢
which did not show theelegance and pleasant superiority a
gentl emandés gentl eman expects fr
course no observer would have noticed his displeasure, which
was expressed by a lightly raised eyebrow.

ils there anything | <cabe do, si
di sturbed. 0
il canot t ake mu c h more of t hi

Alcott, raising a tormented face and looking sadly at his valet.
Shymmering looked around him at the exotically decorated

room, the two large porcelain felines by the fireplace, the

extensive sideboard he himself had prepared for the dinner

guests who were about to arrive any minute, the elegant attire

Mr . Al cott wor e, and sai d, ATake

illuminate me, and perhaps | will be able to resolve the problem.

It seems tame, at the moment, that all is well, but of course |

may be ignorant of some i mportant
nwel |, | am not sure how to ex

you know, Dance We Shalls completed, and this is why |

invited these people over, to celebrate. wd have to do now is

deal with the promotions, before going back to England to film

the sequel t&end Me No Lilies 0
il ndeed, sir, I am fully aware

packing your wardrobe. However, t
iBut ®ring, hwill be away, and you know what? Mr.

Goldwasser now wants Miss Moonshadow to be the fake fiancée

of Rush Yukon! o
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AA very good scheme, I believe
sir? May | ask why?o

ifiBecause | worship her. Estell e
She might fall in |l ove with Rush,

Shymmering cleared his throat. This, as was already well
known to Mr. Alcott, was a sign of discretion, of words that had
to be surmised but not said. But Mr. Alcott did not know what
his valetwanted to express, and he was too upset to think about

it with the required mental effor
said in desperation.
nwel | , sir, | woul d not conce.l

Yukon will not encourage Miss Moonshadow to fall in lovighw
him. He has his own plans. 0
Aiwhat plans?06 asked Mr. Alcott
iYou may have not heard about i
be marrying his confidential secretary, sir, a Miss Lancing, Miss
Rosemary Lancing. o

iSo he wi || be d e coashadaowf ¢ poo
Stringing her along, toying with her emotions, while all the while
he is about to be married? That

Alcott, scandalized with the villainy of men in general, and Rush
Yukon in particular.
AOh, no sirriongapidt Wihiygime. AThi
not an affair of the heart. Mr. Yukon is strongly advised by the
studios to marry, once his -salled romance with Miss

Moonshadow is over. 0
AWhy?06 asked Mr. Alcott.
il have not been inf or meed, sir.,

entirely expressionless.
Mr. Alcott looked at him with suspicion. Shymmering
always knew everything, so he had to be hiding something. But
Mr . Al cott could not i magi ne wha
understand why Miss Moonshadow cannot become my fake
fianc®e right away, 0 he said petu
iltds a ruse, sir. Since you ar
between you and Miss Moonshadow cannot blossom with the
necessary allure for the public. A ledgtance relationship and
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letters from England are not@ting to the average movie goer.
So for a short while, Miss Moonshadow will appear to be
dazzled by Mr. Yukon, but when you come back, she will realize

where her heart really belongs, a
AThis sounds | i kedNMr Akattwithpt by |
professional appreciation. ADi d s
i No, sir. | t was conceived by |
Mr . Gol dwasser . o
AAnd this is what the public wa
inYes, sir. The public wild!l ador

Miss Moonshadowwill be given enough exposure as to make
her worthy of your attention. If | understand correctly, she will
also embark on her first acting part in a film Mr. Yukon will be
starring in. She is to be the evil Oriental seductress who tries to
l ure Mr chYuhkhen&®s away from his tr
AiThat sounds really good. Wh a't
And who is Rush Yukonds characte
interest.
iThe name dsoldenSaiks of LaveMmn Yukaen
is a pirate, an outlaw, who has become&onverted character
through his love for a pure and beautiful young woman. He risks
his life for Queen Elizabeth as he sails the seven seas in search
of gold and spices for his queen
il had no idea Queen Hédinzabeth
spices. And gold? Is it legal for English royalty to collect gold in
foreign countries?o
AThis film is not about Her Ma
England. It all happens during the™Gentury, and Her Majesty
is the first Queen Elizabeth, the uggnter of King Henry the
Eighth, sir.o

il seeé this is a really good s
l ove?0

iShe has not been cast yet, sir
dukebs daughter, a | ady in waitd.@
vows to wait for Mr. Yulon as long as the stars shine in the sky,
as she puts it in one of the song

ASongs?o0
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ifYes, sir. | t i s to be a mus i
musicals these days, they seem to be quite financially rewarding.
For this song, the young lady will be in the pae6 s gar den,
singing it to a pet unicorn, and then Mr. Yukon appears and joins

her in a duet. o
Al did not know Rush could sing
i Mr . Yukonbdés talents are highl\
he can even work on the trapeze, and had performed on it
himsefn one of his films, instead o]
AMy goodness, he has some cour

girlfriend is singing the song to a unicorn? The creature with the
horn on his nose? | thought they were from fairy tales. | had no
ideatheylivediEng!l and at any ti me. Are t
AiThey had never exi sted, sir,
sightings, which always turned out to be fraudulent. However, in
the film, they have a herd of the mythical beasts in the garden.
There are also magical birds, llleee. GMG commissioned Mr.
Ray Harryhauseno create all the magical animals with his
special animation techniques. The unicorn will be performing a
dance with the couple. 0
il see. Ye s, it can wor k, Har ry
they tell Miss Moonshdow about her part as the evil
seductress?o0
iYes, sir. The young | ady is de
is particularly happy about the costuniethey are to be quite
opulent and colourful, you see, and she is sick of wearing black
and white. Her ent& wardrobe is black and white now, with a
few touches of silver, on Mr . G
upon myself to explain to her that she is moulded into a
particular image, very ladyke, hence the black and white, but
she is more comfortable withri@ntal splendour, | believe. |
have never been to Peoria, lllinois, sir, but it seems they love
colours there. During a parade, when Miss Moonshadow was the
homecoming queen, her float was covered with flowers of all
colours, as the young lady informed.me
iBut what i f she does fall i n
Alcott.
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Shymmering cleared his throat
sir. She will be too busy to fall in love with anyone. She will be
under the guidance of Mrs. Lewis, who will not go to England
during the filming of the sequel. In addition, she will only see

Mr . Yukon for planned occasions,
iSo | wi || still have a chance

| come back?0 asked Mr. Al cott .
ifYes, sir, i f you wil! still Wi
fiwish it? | want to marry her. Had you ever seen a more

beautiful girl in your | ife, Shymn
AWhy vyes, sir. Many. Her styl e

admire. If | may say so about a respectable young lady, her looks
remind me of something vaguely reptiliea lizard, perhaps, sir?

Itbés the eyes, sir, so dar k, al mo

AEveryone thought she was so |
feebly.

AiThere is no accounting for tas
iAANnd, i f [ may a d ligent younghladieseas me t m
well. Miss Moonshadow, sir, is not brilliant, and you require an
intelligent wife.Oo

iShe is just innocent, younhg, a

Mr. Alcott, who seemed to have forgotten that he had once
worshipped at another altakor a moment he wondered if
Shymmering thought he needed an intelligent wife because he
himself was rather stupid, but immediately decided that
Shymmering meant the exact opposite and simply felt that he
needed a companion as intelligent as himself.

i Shse viery wise in her own way, 0
it. o
iYes, sir, 0 said Shymmering. i
rang. |l believe your guests are b
And indeed, the first guests, Edmond and Emma, came in.
Drinks were handed round amdc c e pt e d . iSo | und
t wo are staying here for a whil e,
fiYes, o said Emma, gl owi ng with

offered me a formal apprenticeship for a year, with pay! What an
opportunity for me, Nes. Can you imagine? And whst i
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happening to Edmond is even bigger! Remember his fights with
the script writers regardindpance We Shalland how he
eventually fixed everything and saved them from any trouble
with the censors, particularly with the issue of the alleged
bedroom door? Wk he was offered a contract for two new
films! They adore him! So we are staying for a year or so, then
we wi || return to England and get
nAnd after that ?0 sai d t Mr . Al
AWhere do ydeeagihBng ntdd® ol i ve,
il think both, o said Edmond. f
divide our time between Hollywood and London. While | am
working here, | will still be able to complete a play that | had
started in England, and Mr. Clover approved of when he read the
first few scenes. He promised to help me put it on stage in
London shortly after | come back, and Emma will design the
costumes for it, of course. When we come back to Hollywood,
Miss Skull will very likely offer a regular job to Emma, and no

doubtlwillgetmor e contract s. ltds all to
iltoés heaven! o sai d Emma. i A
| aughed. AYou wil|l be | eading ve
and Miss Dean, 0 he added.
fYes, 0O said Edmond. At i s exac

At that roment, Mr. Goldwasser and Miss Tudor arrived. It
was a good thing that Mr. Alcott had forgotten his love for Miss
Tudor, because she looked even lovelier than her usual gorgeous
self. She wore a casual evening outfit that was so clearly the
latest creatiorfrom Paris, it could not be doubted by the least
understanding person, and Emma, the connoisseur, simply
gasped with admiration. The outfit consisted of a blouse made of
white lawn, slightly transparent so it required its own-séf. It
had big threajuarters sleeves and an elaborate, wide callisin,

a touch of white embroidery. Glamora paired the spectacular
blouse with a longprown velvetskirt, cut in an Aline, and
added soft brown leather shoes, a simple, lage gold
bracelet, and heavy goéhrrings.

AHow magnificent you | ook, Mi s
APure Pari séo
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inWwel | , for a short whil e | stil
l aughing. AiSoon, I wi || become a
wear shabby t weeds and soft cat
horrified face she smiled and told her she was just joking. Of
course, she added, just because she was moving into serious
acting did not mean she would lose her sense of style. Emma
sighed with relief.

Soon the rest of the guests arrived, consisting of iBlais
Denis Stonor, Mrs. Rivers, and Mrs. Lewis, and after a short
while everyone sat down to dinner. Maisie found herself sitting
next to Denis Stonor. ASo in a
gone, 0 said Deni s DancéelWe Shall any ed wor
abitsorry to see it end. o
I am rather happy to go to Eni
wi || be nice to feel the p
Yes, indeed, 0 said Denis. 0
You mean you wil/l mi ss som
St onor, 0 said Mai si e, bluntly b
So you realized iit,o said
ange?0
No, 0 said Maisi e. | think yol
see beyond convention, beyond the hackneyed views of
everyone, and follow your heart. o
It i s not easy, 0 said Deni s.
Wh e n i s it ever easy? Do y O
ticularly kind to me on these

il donot real ly know, 0O said L
attractive, charming, intelligent woman. | would imagine you
havemanad mi r er s. 0O

nNot real |y, Mr . Stonor . Per ha
pl aceé but in Holl ywood, men ar e
beauty, and a woman like myself, who is not a beauty nor has
anything flamboyant about her, is not likely to attract attention.
Girls like Miss Moonshadow attract men, but even for them,
marriages break and so do hearts. Hollywood is not conducive to
longevity in love, and Miss Moonshadow will have her own
troubl es, Il am afraid. o
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AiThat poor girl is an eaiot, o
chivalry.

AYes, she is,0 said Mai si e. A
impression she made? Almost every man who meets her falls at
her feet. d Her eyes wandered to
across them, and Mr. Stonor noticed.

il see, 0 he gaiid. sinta t dm.? 0Al cot
fiYes, 0O said Maisie. fiHe seems t
fiToo bad, 0 said Deni s, ibut |

soon and realize that she is not good enough for an intelligent
man | i ke him. o

il am beginning to wonder how
said Maise, and they both laughed.
il wi || make a prediction, Mi s s

the time you come back to America, after the filming of the
sequel, Mr. Alcott will be a changed man. He will know where
he belongs, and he will forget poor little Missolvhshadow.
After that, I donot know. 0O
Al hope you are right, o said M
may be silly and easily swayed, but he deserves better than a
silly homecoming queen from Peoria. And now | will also make
a prediction. Mrs. Rivers will decide come back to America, at

|l east for a whil e, perhaps for o
know. 0

Denis nodded thoughtfully. i We |
us was right, soon enough, 0 he sa

Mr. Goldwasser was pleased to find himself sitting near
Mrs. Lewis.
i Wel | 0 he said. il did not s e

Where is the General ?20

fiHad a reunion with some war f
fiHe wonot miss that for the worl d

fi Of course not, o0 said Mr. Gol d
Moonshadow doing o

AiThank goodness, at | east she i
il was afraid she would rebel ani

painted, but she is really afraid to take a step on her own, and of
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course, everyone had their orders not to take her thersh&o
did not go, though I think she really wanted to. She seems to like
Julian, for some reason. 0

fiJulian Rivers i s a nuisance, 0
what | hear, he has always been one, and unfortunately, he
managed to make the British governmenmkhie is a genius. It
woul dnot have wor ked her e, | s h
important issue here is clear. Does Miss Moonshadow
understand what she has to do during the next three months,
while | am in England?o
il think she does, 6veyhdpgy Mr s.
about the part of the seductress
couple of Oriental outfits on her, and she looked very well in
them, very appropriate for the part. And | introduced her to an
acting teacher, and also to Helga, who is suppastshth her to
sing. Helga did so well with Mr. Alcott, she has a genius for
teaching, and Mr. Alcott developed a rather good voice and style
with her. She promised me that Miss Moonshadow will sing like
a bird. o

RnShe said the same sheocame Al co
through perfectly. Look at how he danced and sariggince We

Shall not a fl aw, really. o
ifiHe is good, Mr. Goldwasser. Ve
he dances. He is a wonderful asset for GMG. But tell me, do you
think his heart is really in it?0o
fi canot be sure, o said Mr. Go
likes the fame and fortune aspect. He enjoys being admired. But
does he |l ove the work? [ donot

neither does Rush Yukon, who cordially despises everything

about Hollywood &cept the money he is making, and still, he is

as conscientious and hangbrking as can be. Hopefully, Mr.

Al cott will also be reliable. o

Al have no doubt of iit, o said W
for longevity. Mr. Yukon has no delusions about longevitg

knows he will last only as long as his good looks do, and he

works fast and furiously to make as much money as possible

during the years of success. He is even willing to go through



with this marriageeée. But I had

becomeapemanent feature in Holl ywood
AOnly time wil!/ tell, o said Mr.

Look how fast he learned how to sing. He put hours into

studying, practicing, reading sheet music, everything Helga told

him to do. | can only hope Miss Moonshadow We as reliable

as Alcott. At least, | noticed that she has a lovely speaking voice.

I have a feeling she can | earn to
AThat wil |l be an asset, o0 said I

into so many musicals, her singing will come in handy.réhe

something | wanted to discuss with you, though, Mr.

Goldwasser, regarding Mr. Alcott. | think he is falling for Miss

Moonshadow. | am afraid he has a strong habit of falling in love

with the wrong women. 0

fYou canot bl ame hiewithGam, havi nc¢
who was his original flame, 0 said
memory of the loves i ¢ k Mr . Al cot t . i Most
acted with her did. o

ANot the way he did. He made a
Mi ss Tudor And nowamrdiirsfavouMo 0 n s h ¢
of such relationships. They inter

AWwel |, he is going to be away |
for the best, o0 said Mr. Gol dwass

Mai sie. Why couldnét the boy see
him, something that everybody else saw so clearly, Mr.
Goldwasser could not understand. He had a feeling that
something drastic had to be done to bring Mr. Alcott to his
senses. Suddenly he smiled, remembering how Aubrey Clover
helped him make Mr. Alcott dae by spiking his orange juice

with alcohol. Perhaps Mr. Clover would have an idea of how to

make Mr. Alcott realize who was (or should be) his true love.

After returning homeMr. Goldwasser and Glamora sat in
their living room, relaxing in their own wa. Mr. Goldwasser
was reading a particularly silly script, shaking his head over the
idea of t u Metamorghosikirddf & mudisal. How
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could a large bug sing and dance? And would any glamorous
young heiress from Boston really kiss the giant bugh whom
she somehow fell in love, and turn him back into a human? No,
not even Glorious Technicolor cou
much | i ke Beauty and the Beast é

Gl amor a wa s writing somet hing
triumphantly, and slammed her pen ba table.

AnThere what?0 asked Mr. Gol dwa
his spectacles.
il finished my homewor k. I h a

Macbeth and tomorrow | will have it mailed to Mrs. Dale in
Barchester. She will then read it before | get back to Batehe

and once | am there, we can talk about it in person. She told me

that when | am done, she will start me on reading history books,

about the periods that are connected to the play. First, she wants

me to understand Shakessdarmg eds Er
his lifetime. Second, she wants me to understand the period

Macbethi s t aking place in, more or |
AThis would be your first hi st
point, your studies were strictly

iYes, t h augh i did try a hiseory bobkhoo my
own. | find it difficult, much more difficult than literature. But |
will go through with that, Jake.
AYou wil/l, Gl am. | know that.
you make up your mind. But may | make ggestion? Why not
start with something lighter, instead of the usual dry history
books?0

ALi ke historical novel s? | alr
them. They are very easy, but they are not what Mrs. Dale has in
mind. A lot of them are very inaccurath, 8 t el | s me. 0

iNo, not hi stor i c ael himmameeid s . Th

Hendrik Willem van Loon. He is Dutch, but he lives in America.
He writes pure history. However, he is a great innovator, and he
writes it journalistically, making it easy and fun. Whyt start
with him? | have a few in the library, and | suggest starting with
one of hisbesy an L lovexn 6 s
AWhat a great idea, Jake. Do yo
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il l ove it. [ even get ideas f
anyone can get you interestech hi st or vy, it is hin
AiThen | et me take a | ook. I s hc

Barchester. It will make good reading material for the
aeroplane. o

Mr. Goldwasser went to the library, and when he handed
the thick volume to Glamora she practically pouhos it, she
was so full of interest. He looked at her affectionately as she
immediately started reading, smiling over the clever
introduction, telling of Mr. Van Loon and a good friend
entertaining historical figures, long dead, for sumptuous dinners.
i Look , Jake, he mentions Shake
enthusiastically, as she browsed through the book. Mr.
Goldwasser smiled. Ever since the study plan was devised with
Miss Merriman, Glam was reading like a regular bookworm.
What a woman, he thought. Never aldabment with her, she
was forever changing, growing, evolving. She always says to
me , he went on musing, i What wo u
Jake?0 | wonder if she realizes |
my life be withoutyoyy, Gl a m? 0

*k%k

One day befar the journey home, Mrs. Rivers looked out
of the window; she disliked the heat, so late in the year, and the
sultry atmosphere that was surely going to end in a storm. She
decided to go and read peacefully in the library until dinner, but
to her annoyangeshe realized that she had left her spectacles in
the drawing room. Entering it, she saw, to her surprise, that
Denis was sitting in one of the chairs. He rose and came toward
her.

nwel |, Her mi one, you wi || be | e
AYes, 0 .saRiidveMrss, Al am all pack:
AfiHave you given some thought to
il have been thinking of Ilittle
AfiAnd to what conclusion did you
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