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THaAT SILVER MEDAL

After his davghter Jenny marched iny the soreen
dacr slapped behind her like the crack of a rifle
shoty, startling the retired Army colonel. Noah
Clagbourne watched his daughter stride past the table
where he was sitting and continue across the kitchen
to the sink counter where she stabbed out her
hal f-emoked cigarette, then she faced him.

"Dad, I thought wou promised me vyou’d give up
long-distance running, " she said.

"1 odid noty® he said. "I okold wouw I'd reconsider
it."  Me threw down the pencil he had been using to
weite entries in his training log.  "Well, I didy"
Moah continued., "But I can®t find any good reason
whu 1T should change my plan.”

"len’t the fact that you’re 7i-yesars-old reason
enough?®

"Men clder than me run in 2&6-mile marathons all
the time. There was this 10&6-year-old waiter - -"

She folded her arms and shoobk her head. "1 don*t



Page =
care about other old men. I only care about my old
man. "

Noah didn’t reply and there was silence in the
kitchen of the house he shared with Jennw and her
hushand 41 and their dauvahter Dodie. The only sound
was the faint ticking of Neoah’s old windup wrist
watech., All the other mechanisms in the stainless
steel and Formica-surfaced room were digital,
computerized, soundless.

"You're the only Clawbourns I have left," Jenny
saicd.  "I'm worried about gour safeby."

Noah sat quietly. When she got fired up like
this, he was reminded of how much she favored Sarah.
Jenny had her mother’s upturned nose, sunny blonde
hair, chestnut eyes and little spitfire build., Just
like Sarahy he thought, who’s been gone nearly five
WERNE O,

Finally he saidy "I've been medically cleared for
P.T. Fact is, Ben Woodly ordered me to bse more
active."

"Did Doctor Woodly order you to take up foot
vacing?  In Julw?  On the sneak?!

Moah shoved baclk his chair and stood up. He was
tally, thin and, standing, as straight as a church
steeple. His pale gray eyes were glaring. "What do

Yo mean Caneak® 7"
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"Doing your running across town at Fort Monroey "
she said. "Where none of us can keep an eye on Jou, "

"No ong has to supervise me. I'm not senile
wet, " Me pushed hise chair into the table. "Reai des,
T usually take Dodie with me."

Jenny walked to him.  "Why are wyou so0 bulle
headed?"  She smoothed down one of the points of his
shirt collar which had gotten folded up.,  "Why can®t
you get your edxercise on & golf course or in oa
bowling allew? Like other men your age?"

"TPve told you T don’t like those damn time-
wasters., My sport is running.

She frowned, "Eecause you ware once a runner in
high school?"

Her dicn’t answery but stormed awawy from her to
the sink. He scowled out the window at the overcast
Bh .

She continued speaking. "Rumming out there at
the old fort with only Dodie for help, vow could have
heat stroke or even a heart attack. Remembsrs Mom
was only scouring a pot when — —"

Noah turned to hers his face flushed., "Why can’t
you understand?  This has to do with your mother. "
He paused. then spoke slowly. "I was a runner when I
was going with her. Running now is a way of

recalling that time."
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"Dad, that’s crazsy. Please, stop."
He started to speak agains but huffed out his
breath instead. He avoided looking at her as he
grabbed his training log and pencil off the table,

thern slammed out the soresn doore.

The next morning Noah was again running alona the
Wall. The Wall was the sea wall along the Virginia
shore of Chesapeake Pay which was topped by a
two—-lane track of black hardstand., This particular
stretch started at Fort Monroe’s N.C.0O. Club and ran
exactly one mile along the bau to the Officers’ Club.
Noah had been keeping pace behind a youneg bearded
runner in gold shorts, They were headed htoward the
Mo Cue Club when Noah began experiencing the agonu of
a side stitch., The painful muscle oramp was in the
area around his abdomen and right side. He stopped,
bent forward, thrust his fingers into his soft side
muscles and gently massaged the ache.

His granddaughter Dodie coasted up on her bike
and skidded to a stop.,  She was short, squat and
nine. "You okay, Grandpa?"

"Just a side stitch. It711 pass."

Dodie held out the cantesn that had been slung
around her neck. "You better drink some water,"

"Not yet." Noah straiaghtened ups, but continued
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to massage the muscles.  "Don’t be such a sourpuss.
I'm not about to die."

Noah started walking toward the N.C.0O. Club,
still kneading his side and breathing hard. Dodie
walked her bike along beside himy eating potato chips
from a one-pound bag sitting in the bicycle’s bashet.

The asphalt surface was flat and open. On their
left beyond a sturdy aluminum safety railing, the
Wall plunged ten feet to a narrow strip of beach that
appeared and disappeared as a result of the tides of
Hampton Roads.  On their right the Wall sloped down
two or three fest to long rows of old brick two-
stories which housed some of the military families.
The only sound was the dull roar of the breakeras.
Above themy, a half-dozen sea gulls wove languid
patterns in the hoty humid air. A flamingo-colored
sun floated above the horizon,

A thewy walkedy Dodie kept watching her grand-
father. "You're alwads getting side aches or
blisters," she said. "How come you keep running?”

"There's this goal I have to accomplish." He
seowled at her.  "You wouldn’t understand,

"Would so, " she said frowning at him.  "Girls
have goalsy toos, you kEnow. "

"1 keep forgetting that you’re a liberated modern

woman. " He stoppecd. "I1711 have that water now."
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Dodie handed him the canteen. Noah ftook a
mouthful of water and swished it around in his mouth
before swallowing it.

"You were sailing along pretty good when dou
started, " Dodie said., She pointed at a sea gull
floating Just beyond the safety rail. "Smooth as a
sea gull." Just then the gull sauawked and began
flapping its wings, wising higher and higher into the
clear blue shky,

"He heard gou, " Noah said handing her the
canteen. "He probably doesn't like being compared to
an old war~horse. "

"Maybe she’s showing you how to do better on your
goal, " Dodie said and speared a potato chip with her
tongue—~tip from her opened palm.

"and Just how do I do that, f@: Smarty Pants?"

"Just keep flapping vour wings."

Noah rumpled his granddavghter’s short-cropped
hair. "Wells I'm not doing that badly on my goal.
Fact is, I think my luck’s about to change. I came
across a good omen this morning in an old footlocker.
Want to see??

"Sure.,"

Moah reached into his faded blue singlet and
pulled out a dog tag necklace. On the =silver beaded

chains, as he had often shown to Dodies were the two
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tarnished 1.D. tags he'd worn through three wars and
the plain gold wedding band that Sarab had worn for
forty-eight years. But the final item was new! a
silver track medal.
| "Is that the medal?" Dodie asked.

" Yee.. "

lookes awfully old. "

"Welly I won ity let’s ses, fiftu-thres wusars
ago. At Redburn High School.  The day that the
Flagh, Mickey Farrell, beat me in the mile race. He
wen the gold medal and 1 oagot the silver, Tt was on oz
red satin ridbbon. It felt cold on my chest when Mr.
Moriarty hung it arvound my neck. He shook my hand
real hard and gave out the thirvd place medal. Then
the band pladed 1 Want To Be Happy, '’ real peppy.
ALl of & sudden I smelled lily of the vallew and I
knew who it was., I turned around and there was ygour
grandmother, crying. She said it was because she was
s proud of me. "

"Was Grandma pretty when she was woung?"

Moah chuckled. "She was govaesous. Her halr was
like gold silk and her skin glowed and her big
chestnut-~colored eyes sparkled like polished brass.
When she hugged me that days, she fellt so soft and
warm. And that perfume of hersy lily of the valley,

was overpowsring.,” Noak put his arm around Dodie’s
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shoul ders. "She was the most beautiful sisteen—-ysar-

ald girl in the world."

Dodie smiled and looked closer at the medal. The
god Mercury was on the face. On the back was
engraving that read "NMoah Clagbourne — 5547."

"Five minvtes and 47 seconds?" she asked. Noah
nodded. "Doesn’t sound very fast, !

"Welly no one took track seriously in those daus.
Most of us on the track team were recycled football
playears, "

PRut now gou want to orun as fast oas you did
then?"

"Wes, "

Dodie frowned and asked why.

Noah scratched his chin and was auiet for a few
seconds.  Finally he saidy "Maybe I just need to
relive that particular moment. That feel of wvictory.
And that emell of lily of the vallew." Noah
tightened his arm around his granddaughter®s
shoulders. "Mawhbe Jjust to have that magic moment one
more time."

Then the young bearded runner in gold shorts shot
past on a return lap and flashed them a smiling

Thumbs up.

That afternoon the whole family visited the
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Mariners® Museum. Neoah’s son-in-law Al didn’t have
any sales calls scheduled for the afternoon so Jenny
decided that thew could combine a visit to the museum
with & picnic along the James River. The four of
them had spent over an hour wandering around the many
mpavtical relics and now they were outside. Jennw and
Dodie were prowling among the huge anchors and other
oversized ship accessories on displaw ontside the
museum.  Moal and Al were across bthe shtreet in the
shade of tall pines sithing on the tailgate of Al's
new station wagon enjoying a can of beer from a
Styrofoam cooler.

eoaky it's probably none of my business,” Al
Sohumacher said, "but Jennuy’s beside herself about
Ehis runnming husiness.  Why don’ b wou knock it off,

for her sake, huh?"

"ITE?e not as simple as that, " Noah saidid. LI -
weall, Jjust something I have to do." Noah sipped his
e,

Al 1it one of the last clgarebtes from a crushed
pack. He was built like an elderly beagle with a
face to match and now that face was full of wrinkles.
"Jesus, Jennw's trging to get me to go see a lawyer
with her."

"y would she want to see a lawysr?"

"She doesn’™t think it’s safe for you to be
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PUnT AT . She wants o make wou stop.”

TPy sesing a lawyer?"

Al looked down at the +top of the beer can he was
rotating in his stubby fingers. "ok, this is her
idea, okaw. I don't understand how this’1ll work.

She saws 1f she can become your legal guardian she
can order you to stop and you have to do it."

NMoah studied Al’s face. "How doess she think
she’ll get a court to make her my guardian?  What
grounds could she have?"

"Hell, Neoahy, you’re an old man and you been
acting funny lately., this running business and such. "
He looked away and had another drag on his cigarette.
"She's going to have you declared mentally incompe-
tent, "

"Mental ly incompetent?"

"Now, you gotta admit you been acting corasg. 1
mean doing those weird exercises and talking about
your wife like she was still alive and wearing gour
high school track shirt. Anuway, we don’t think it’s
right for Dodie to be along with wou when wou’re
running. I haven®t laid the law down to her yet - "

"Woulre putting my granddaughter off limits to
me?"  Noah blinked. "LLike I'm some scandal she
shouldn?t know about?"

"Loolky Neahy when a guy’s wife — ¥
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"Dic Jenny ask you to throw a scare into me?"

Al kept his eyes on the top of his beer can.
"Look, Noahy, all you gotta do is promise to stop."

Noah launched himself off the tail gates then
banged the besr can down where he’'d been sitting.
"Tell me the truth., Is she serious about this
guardianship idea?"

"If you don’t o act vou age - "

Moahk shouted his son—in-law’s name, waited while
the younager man looked up at himy, then repeated his
questian.

"I’m afraid so, Noah."

Noah turned his back on &1 and stormed up the
road toward the entrance to the museum grounds. He
cdidn’t look back when he said loudly, "I'11 find my

own way homes somehow.”

After thaty, Noakh avoided his familuys stauing away
fram the house for longer and longer periods.  He
haunted the shopping mallsy, the libraries, the
museums.  He began running during the afternoon in
addition to the morninag. pushing himself to gain
ground on his obliective.

Five days after the museum incident, Noah was
pounding throuah the movning heat on the Wall and was

fesling the stress from training twice a dau. It
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seemed to him that there was more strain as each foot

thudded on the hard surface, sach ankle seemed to be
grinding as it went through its range of mobtion. He
had little fesling in his knees as thew levered back
and forth., His shoulder mauscles felt clenched and
seemed o squeese tighter with esach punishing step.
He became aware of lightheadedness.

Suddenly his chest was screaming for ailri he was
suffocating., His lungs couldn®t pump oxugen fast
eroungh. His vision got purple and fuzzy and the
faces of a dozen glowering Jennws swarmed before him
and through them he could just make cut Mickey
Farraell running toward him in shorts the color of the
gold medal the Flash had won a thousand times in
Moah's memory. Then the Wall spun and hundreds of
sea gulls shrieked and Moah was shivering and
stumbling and the sun exploded and then all was

black.

It had been the doung bearded runner who saw Noah
ao down and had called for an ambulance. Noah was
taken to the Veteran’s MHospital., His usual physician
Dr. Pen Woodly was on duty.

"You were lucky it was only heat exhaustion,™ Dr.
Woodly said as he completed listening to Noah’s chest

with a stethoscope. "The next time it could be heat
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stroke, You’ll be a dead duck.”

Moah was sitting up on a tresatment table in a
amall room that smelled of pine cleaner.

Dr. Woodly handed Noah a covered Styrofoam cup, a
bendable straw probtroding. "Here, Jesse Owens, deink
another one of these, slowly." The doctor began
packing tabacco into a pipe with a well-chewed stem.

Moah did as he was told.

"Water with salt and potassiamy " Dr. Woodly said,
"to replace all the sweat gou’ve lost. nhlu a real
cdumbo sweats and doesn’t replace it."  Dr. Woodly was
a pot-bellied little man with & ragoed frinae of gray
beard, a broad well-weathered face and a full head of
steel wool hair. "Old malte like you and me have to
take special precautions about exercisings" the
physician saidy, pointing the pipe stem at Noah. "Who
the hell cleared wou for running anvwaw? It wasn®t
Mrs. Woodly’s son, now was 1it2"

Moab stopped dreinking., "You chewsd my butt about
not gaetting encough exercisse.  PBe more achtive, you
smald. "

"SQimple exercise, you old fool., Walkinag,
horseshoesy golfi not the damn Olumpics.”

"One race, " Neoab saiddy "Just oa mile run, Ta that
too much of a goal for a man?"

"For a man your age it is. Stuff like that is
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for the voung hands.

"You®re wrong, Ben. You and I, we still need
somaething to shoot fory, too.  One goal to shtretch
for, one thing to keep life worth living."

"What you're doing is going to end that life."
Dr. Woodly put a firm hand on his friend’s shoulder.
"Your big shot ooal., is it really worth a heart
attack?"

Noah looked at kim for a moment., hard, then

droppecd his gaze. He could not answer the auestion.

It was murky next morning on the Wall, the air
sodden with chilly mist. Noah was still thinking
about what the doctor had said. He did his warm-up
atretches and walked to the white starting line
painted on the tarmac near the wall of the NM.C.0.
Club. He thought about what Jenny had said and what
ahe was threatening to do.  OFff to his left, in the
dim dawn, the waves were loudly slapping and slashing
at the beach.

He reached into his singlet and fingered the
souvenirs on the dog tag necklace. He thought about
Sarah. Then he withdrew his hand, adijusted bhis sweat
bhand and made sure his wabtch was zeroed in the
atopuatch mode. There was a distant grumble of

thunder.
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He cleasred his mind and thought only about
runmning.  He pressed the start button on his watch
ard ran off down the sea wall at a fasht pace.

His ankles rotated shtifflyy his thighs and calves
tight. His body tremoved with the impact of everw
footfall., His shoulders were rigidy his forearms
slack., His breathing was labored.

Suddenly a shoelace came loose and caught under
the opposite fool, tripping him and pitching him
heac-first onto his hands and knees on the wet,
gravel ly pavemsnt. His right knee was blescdingy the
heels of both hands were scratched and scored. He
reached aquickly to rub a stab of pain in his left
ankle.

He swore loudly above the sound of pounding surf,
then dragged himself to his feet and stumbled to the
safety rail and hunkered over the cold bar. He
stared down at the damp sand and the churning sea.

A gull swooped into his view, snagoed a small
fishy then flapped its wings and separed into the shy.
The gull flew higher and higher, becoming a speck in
the distance.

Minutes passed as Moah hung onto the rail and
stared after the gull.

Finally Noah squatted and tied his shoelaces then

walked to the starting line. He pulled his necklace
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up and over his head and from arvound his neck. He

clutched Sarah’s ring and the dog tags and the silver
medaly tightly., He reset his watch and pressed the
start button. He sprang forward and ran off down the
track again.

His head was held higher and his edes looked
straight ahead. His stride was stronger, steadier,
sure. The memory of 1ily of the vallew was becoming

more vivid.
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THE ART OF MASQUERADE

after they entered his apartmenty he took her
into his arms and gave her a long, dvet tender hkiss.
When he drew back, she asked him not to rush things.

"I mean [ enjoved being kissed," she saidy her
face seriousy "but I really do want to look around
your place.

He dropped his avms and smiled. "y 7

"Curiosity. You can learn a lot about someone
from the space he lives in." She smiled. "I learned
that in this interior decorabing class I'm taking.®

"Okay. Put let’s take off our coats and have
another after-dinner drink while you look."”

"Oh sure. Mind if I freshen up first?"

"Noy the bathroom’s down the hally first door on
the right."

"Thanks. "  She headed down the halls pulling off
her mittens as she went.

Vic Prophet stared after hery pleased with her

ohvious responsiveness to the kiss, He unwound the
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waalen scarf from hisg neck and stuffed it into the
arm of his topcoalt before he draped the coat over a
dinette chair. He was wearing black slacks and a
bulky turtleneck sweater, almost the same color green
as his eyes. "Soul ful emerald eyes" People magazine
had called them., Looking in the mirror next to the
front doory he removed heavy-framed sueglasses ang
untied the black ribbon holding his longy copper-
colored hair. He shook his heady, fluffing his hair,
then ruffled the short nap of his beard. Except for
the waitrass who had asked him to autograph the back
of a mETIU the simple alteration of his appearance
with the glasses and the hair ribbon had succeeded.

Sue Griffin returned from the bathroom carruing
her leather trench coat and smelling of fresh
perfume., "You can pult your things on one of the
chairs in herey" Vic said as he crossed to the wel
bar in the dining area. "What would you like?
Another rum and cola?"

"Sure." Sue put down her coat and purse, walked
to the center of the living room., folded her arms ancd
looked about the room, an intent look on her face.

Vie fixed the drinks, glancing up at her
occasionally. He Jjudged her to be 2&y maube 27. She
was talli he guessed he only had about six inches on

hery, making her five-nine or ten. She was big-boned
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but salidy, and her figure was well revealed by her
gold knit oukbfit. He decided that without make-up
she was probably rather homelyy but she looked fine
nows brown eyes asparkle, long brown hair waved and
bouncyy mouth lipsticked a vivid, wet red.

"I love youwr taste in colognes," she said still
studying the Lliving room. "Mostly from Blooming-
dale’s, right?"

"Checked out my medicine chesty huh?"  He said it
with & smile, impressedy carvying the drink to her.
He had a Cutty Sark on idce in his other hand.

"I told you I learn a lot by looking around, " she
saicd sampling the drink. "That™ s very good.”

"Expensive rum makes the difference. Really warm
you up on a cold New York night like this." He
crossed o the stereo as she cirvcled the living room
logking at the pictures on the walls. He glanced
through his cassethes, saging, "You're sure you can
get me in to see Lucas Waterhouse? This week or even
next would be okay." He pulled a cassette from the
rack. "Chicago streset blues okawy?"

"Sure to both questions," she said stopping at
the mirror. Vic put the tape in the machine and set
the volume low. 8She checked her make-up in the
mirvor, sading, "I bet M. Waterhouse has seen your

= how . He likes American TV, especially the =zoaps.
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He doesn®t come to the theater for his make-up until
five or five-thirtyg." She tuened from the mirror and
amiled at him. "So, how long you lived here?"

"A& yeary, maybe a little more.”

"You’ve bought most of gour furniture in that
timey haven®t you?"

"You must be psgchic. I got it all about six
monthes ago, after my first album came out."

"The one that went platinum?®

"Yeakia "

"1 heard it was real goody with all those sad old
love songs. [ meany | didn’t buy one myself ’"cause [
buy classical or show tracks." She sipped her drink
and looked closely at the books and articles in a
tall bookcase. "You did a second albumy, didn’t you?

Stuff you've done this season on General Hospital?"

"Yeahs" he saildy coming over to her.
"Tan’t the title something with vyour character’s
mame in 1t?Y

"The Soul of Osborn.” MHe sipped his drink. "When

do you think gou can set me up with Waterhouse?"

"Inn the morning I711 be with his secoretary at our
weakly business review." She stopped inspecting the
shelves and looked at Vic. "You’ve bought all this
stuff recently too, haven™t you?’

"Wou are psuchic. They weren’t cheap elither.
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"So how come there’s nothing old here?® She

returned to the center of the room, making a big

sweeping gesture with her glass. "I meany, everuthing
Meve is newi; nothing’s used, "

"T don’t follow you.®

"Everybody has souvenirs sitting around. Cornu,
sentimental keepsakes. Fepple don’t even realize
they've put them out. Put gou haven’t, How come?"

He carried his drink to the sofa and sat at one
end. "I don®t have things like that."

"You’re putting me on."

"There’s a couple of cartons of my old stuff in
the storage room douwunstairs, but it’s mostly clothes
and sheet music."

"RPut everuybody has souvenirs,"

"Not me. There's nothing 1 want to remember, "

She sat beside him on the sofa. "Seriousiy?"

"What’s the big deal?"

"Aren’t there things from your past that mean a
lot to wou? You knows like when you were a kid.
Things from your Mom and Dady, stuff you won,
gomething wou made., "

"Laaky my parents were Czech immigrants.  OQur
name was Prokoveky and we lived in Chicago’s Puck-
towny divt poor. When I was teny, mu mother died in

childbirth. Nobody cared much about me after that.
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My old man’d get a snoot full and kick my butt all
over our basement flat., I was big for my age and the
kids on my block either feared ma or made fun of me.
See what I'm saying? My life was garbage. Why would
I want souvenirs of that? Looky I paid my dues theni
now I'm  successful. I don’t want to look back at
those canceled chechks, "

"Hewys my life hasn®t been a bed of roses éithsw.
Look at my size; I had the same problems vou did as a
kide MNow?" she shruggedy, "I’m a divorced, single
parent back living under my parents’ roof in Queens."
Vie reached out his hand to put it on top of hers,
but she took it and clutched it in hers. "Put there
have been so many good times worth rememberingi they
blot out the lousy ones. My souvenirs are those good
times for ome., "

"For me bthe good times are now.  Look, Osborn has

been a big hit with General Hospital’s audience.

They love this pitiful,y, disfigured hermit who brings
tears to their eyes with his bluesy songs. Women are
craxy about him. You should read the sacks of mail I
get: praijises proposals, propositions. Can you
believe it? With this red hair and beard, that
make-up has me looking like driftwood covered with
red seaweed.”

She patted his hand. "The fans see what’s under
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that beat-up surface. They see the tenderness,
"What 1 see are the doors that Oshorn has finally

opened for me. Helly, I'm already thirty-two; I have
to grab all I can as quick as I can." He scooted
closer to her. "That’s why meeting Lucas Waterhouse
is s0 important. He’s the key to more success."
"You started to explain that at dinnery, but then
the food came. How is Mr. Waterhouse the key?"
"They re going to cast the Chicago production of

The Phantom Of The Opera next month. My agent has

got me a shot at the lead.®

"Heyy, you’d be great in that part, I mean
because of the kind of character Osborn is and uour
popularity. And there’d be the hom2town—boy-returns
thing. PBut Mr. Waterhouse woulidn’t have any say in
who plays his role in Chicago."

"Put he knows the secret of playing that role.
If I could find out that secret, I could get the
part. Look, I'd crawl through ground glass for that
opportunity. It'd prove to the public that I'm a
serious actor. Who knows what that could lead to
next?" Vic brought his face close to hers. "Now this
is important, Sue. I have to see him privately,
understand? And I need enough time -- fifteen,
twenty minutes —- to convince him to trust me with

his secret,. Without privacy and enough time, seeing
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frim would be useless. Do you understand?"
THure, " Her voloe was sofh.
Do wou veally understand how very important this
1w?7" He searched her sues. "Realluy?"
"VYeom, Vicy I really do.®
He looked deeply into her eyes a moment more,

then saicd, "Gody wou’re wonderful.” He kissed her

gently. She slid hewy arms around his neck.

Bue selt up Vic's meeting with Lucas Waterhouse
two nights later at the Majestic Theater afbter the
evening performance. She was also able Lo arrange a
complimentary Lticket because Vic had not yet seen the
show. As he waited in the auickly filling theater
for the curtain to rise. Vic could feel the
electricity of anticipation surging within the crowd.
The Tony—winning musical was the most sought-after
ticket on Broadway, with performances sold out for a
year in advance., Much of it was dues to Lucas
Waterhouse whom many critics saild was even more
poignant and more powerful as the Phantom than
Michael Crawford who had originated the role and had
won a Tony himself.

From the moment of Waterhouse’ s entrance as the
facially disfigured and masked Erik, Vic was awed by

the actor’s skilly particularly during the "The Music
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of the Might" number. Waterhouse captured the misery
of Erik’s desire for the beautiful chorine Christine

during a scens set in Eric’s subterranean lair,
supposaedly five-stories beneath the stage of the
Paris Opera House. Surrvounded by swirling mist and
hundreds of flickering candles, Waterhouse displayed
his mastery over his art as he exploited a host of
technical devices! corisp dictions volumes shifte,
pitoh changes, breath control. whispers, rasps,
chokes. With passion shading every sullable of the
lyrics and the lights slowly fadingy, the perfectly
controlled tenor volce sangs

You alone

can make my song take flight -

help me make

the music of the night . . .
and then the lights were gone.

Tears were streaming from Vic’'s eyes and he was
astonished to discover that he was part of the
deafeningy prolonged applauvse praising Waterhouse’s
artistry.

Throuvwghout the show, Vic was similarly moved and
enthralled by Waterhouse’s forceful performance.
During the curtain call when Waterhouse finally came
outy Vic was one of the Ffiret on his feest, clapping

uncontrollably and shouting "Bravo. " When the house
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lights came up, Vic was emotionally drained. He
could not remember ever exdperiencing angything so
overpowering. He was certain now that he wanted this
raley this opportunity to utterly devastate an
audience. And Waterhouse had the key.

After the theater had cleared out, Sue came for
Vie and escorted him backstage. At the doorway to
Waterhouse’s dressing roomy she saids "1711 mest you
by the stage doorman’s office." She exchanged a kiss
with him. "BPreak a leg.”

The private dressing room of Lucas Waterhouse was
only ten—feet sguarey, its air heavy with the smells
of citrus and alcohol. The right—-hand wall contained
closete, the doorway to a bathroom and many framed
photos and shadow boxes. Along the left-hand wall
was a long mirvrvored make-—-up table, itz top filled
with rows of Jjars, tubes and other cosmetic supplies.
A& sauat red candle burned in a far corner. Centeread
in front of the well-lit table was a huge, leather-
padded barber’s chair. In it sat Lucas Waterhouse,
removing make—-up.

He rose to shake Vic’s hand, a latex cheek piece
flapping about. "I've enjodyed your Osborn on the
telly very much, " Waterhouse said. "Striking
characterizations very Christ—-like. Of course, the

reddish beard and long hair help. But I think it’s
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what wuou do with your syes that makes it work

visually., That pitiful haunted look you achieve.

Fine work, really."

"Thank you," Vic said feeling humbled.

"Pig hit with the women, eh?" Waterhouse
laughed., "You must tell me what that’s like."

"at times it's a pain in the butt.®

Waterhouse laughed again. "Listeny I enjow ygour
singing., too. Have you studied?"

"Nay I picked up most of it on the street corner.
Lots of blues and gospel where I grew up."

"You do it s0 well. NMice knocked—about quality
to your voice.”

This was not the same brash, tortured figure Vig
had watched strut around the stage for the past three
hours.

Waterhouse askeds, "Do you mind if I take off my
face while we talk? Pull over Make-up’s stool," he
said indicating a padded bar stool in a corner. As
Viec sat beside him, Waterhousze picked up a long thin
brush and dabbed an oily liguid on the adhesive
holding the rubber piece to his face. "One must be
very careful not to injure the shkin. Mo time to heal
before tomorrow’s performance.”

Vic was surprised at the slight build of the

older man. When he’d stoods Waterhouse was at least
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a head shorter than Vic and was thin and wiry., His
Sl-year—~old face was lined with many wrinkles and his
complexion was shinys possibly a result of wearing
the make-—up everudaw. VYic sensed vitality in the
many prompted by a dense thatch of curly brown hair,
a disarmingly broad smile and bowish good looks.

"I enjoyed your performance, Mr. Waterhouse," Vic
said. "You were magnificent.”

"Call me Lucas, eh? First names between
colleaguss, right?”

"Right. I was also very moved by your singing.
It bheen a long time since I7ve heard a voice
charged with so much emotion."

"Thanks. A little shaky tonight during the
le@ad-in to "Music of the Night.® Reversed the lurics
in several spots.,”

"What do a couple of unnoticed slips matter?!

"4 great dealsy old chap. Getting it exactly
right is what it’s all abouty isn’t it7?"

Vie studied the other actor in the mirror before
agreeing with him. Waterhouse was leaning close lo
the mirror. dabbing at a small piece attached to an
eyelid. Vic looked at the items decorating the walls
and make—up table. He was struck more by what was
not there than what was. Mo telegrams nor flowers

from well-wishersy no autographed photos from other
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celebrities, no indications of Waterhouse's status as
a reilgning Broadway sthar. Insteady, what was there
resembled a museum displayd vyellowing snapshots,
architectural diagrams., nautical sketches, a pair of
rusted manacles, religious plagues, animal figurines,
& pistol in a case lined with black velvet. An odd
assortment Vic thought., He decided the situation was
right to get into the purpose of his visit.

"Just between colleagues," Vie said, "how do you
go about plaving a character like the Phantom? 1
know what I do for a short TV scene. Pult what do you
do for an evening-long show?"

"Bame as wou. Once you get the character cook-
ingy it's simply a matter of sustaining the heat."

"You're being modest," Vic said forcing a broad
smile. "Or are you hiding some muystical secret?" He
held the smile.

"Nothing mystical about a lot of hard work. Give
it your bhest shot] maintain concentration. That sort
of thingy, really.”

"You couldn’t accomplish what wou do just by
working hard. There must be some special process."

Waterhouse stopped undoing his make-up and made
eye contact with Vic in the mirvor. "1 simply do
everything I can to never give an audience a poor

performance., " He smiled tightly. "That*s all."
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"Mooy I othink you've discovered something wou
ought to share.” Vic held Waterhouse’s reflected
gazre with his own. "Didn®t some old actor ever share
his secrets with gou when you were on the way up?"

The smile vanished from Waterhouse's face as the
two men continued eye-wrestling., After a few seconds
the older man saidy, "UObligations of success, eh?"

"I promise your secret will be safe with me."

"Wary welly then." Waterhouse broke eue contact
and returned to removing the latex pieces. "lt's
vaery much like what a prizefighter does before he
goes into the ring. You have to do preparatory
thingsy phuysically and mental ly. Warm up wour body
and get your spirit up for every matoch, "

"What kind of preparationg?"

"Surely wou do some sort of drills before taping
a scene. PBody stretches, articulation exercises,
vocalization things?" Waterhouse had taken off all
of the latex appliances) he began smeEaring a
cleansing lotion onto his face.

"Yaahy I do those things. Depends on what kind
of scene it is. Put there must be something else wou
do. Maybe something in the mind." The older actor
was wiping off the lotion, using tissues in each
hand. "That’s the secret, idsn’t 11?" Vic said.

"Mental preparation.”
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"IF you say so."

"Stop being cute. You agresd to share dour
process.  You're the one who said that getting it
gxactly right was what it's &ll about.”

Waterhouse dumped the soiled tissues into a waste
basket beside the big barber chair and saids "Oh,y
I711 honor my bavgain.  And I wasn’t being cute. Yo
simply lack patience." He rotated the chair to face
Vie. "It%'s like this. You must bring your mind to
believe three things?! that you are Eriky that wou are
in loves and that gyou are isolated from the world."
He leaned forward. "Nows, you stop being cute, eh.
Don®t you use the same spiritual devices for Osbhborn??

"May " Vie said. "I don*tat

Haterhouse sat back and folded his arms. "Yeou e
lying, old boy. It's you who’re being evasive."

Vig lowered his feet from the stool rungs to the
floory, straightening his body. "Honest, I don’t do
angthing unusual.”

"You dontt live the character?"

T, "

"I simply don’t believe yous old chap.®

"1 do my scenes in bits and pisces, sort of
emotional chunks. In each chunk, I concentrate on the
meaning of the lines and the proper feeling. I make

an effort to communicate each of those chunks to the
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others in the scene. The flow of those emotional

chunks adds up to Osborn.” Vie clapped a hand to his
chest. "May, I never lose track of being Vic Prophet
who's acting ocut a scens. " He pointed at Waterhouse.

"Maybe, basically, wou do that same thing! nothing
but age-old acting tricks. I've noticed you do that
in your movies,"

"For those movies, yes, you mad be right. PBut
not forr this role.t

"Come ony Lucas." Vic folded his arms. "When
you®re doing that pardt, you don’t believe gou’re
really the Phantom anugmovre than I believe I'm the

Queen of England."

Waterhouse rose out of the chair. "Wou're dead
Wy orng. " He stormed past the chair and faced the far
wall. Vic could hear him taking deep breaths. Sftar

a few seconds, Waterhboose turned around, but his suyess
looked begond Vic. "1 got by with dabs of technique
in films, even in comic stage roles, but not in this
plaw, not with this role. This complex, melo—
dramaticy tragic characters he's nothing like 17ve
ever atbtempted before.” His eyes Ffoocused on Vic.
"Probably not like you have ever attemphted, either.
This is more than Just professional curiosity, isn’+
it?  You have some ulterior motive, don’t you?"

Vie held out his arms. ooky I'm not truing



Page 33
angthing unethical here. Honest." He dropped his

arms and shrugged. "I've got a good shot at the

Phantom in the Chicago produchtion. I'f I get it, I

want to do it right." He cocked his head to one
51 de. "Ewactly right. "
"I osee. " Waterhouse massaged the back of his

neck before saying, "Well, I intend to live up to my
stewardship." He folded his arms. "You’re correct
in thinking that Evik requires special care. Each
parformance reguires me to mentally merge my past
with Erik’s. In my mind’s eye there must be a single
entity.”

"This sounds like some of that artsy hocus-pocus
they teach in college achting courses."

"This is the God's truth about how I bring Erik
to life. As far as ['m concerned, it’'s the only
wad. " Waterhouse stood behind the barber chaiv, his
hands gripping its back. "My first reauirement is to
convince muself that I am Erik. For that reason I
avoid looking at myself in the mivvor until the
make-up is completed and I am in costume. Then I
study the reflection. I tell muself over and over,
*That is my face and my clothinag. PBecause they are
Erik’sy I must be Erik.""

"Deon*t those things glued to vour face remind you

that you’re only an actor playing a part?"
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"Not at all. That mask confirms the transforma-
tion. FPecause my face feels different, my intellect
is convinced that I 2m someone other than Lucas
Waterhouse. I must be Evik, ths man whom I look
like." Waterhouse waved a hand at the wall hangings.
1 also study these architectural drawings of the
Paris Opesra Hause,_§§ opera house. I"ve actually
gone therey, crawled the rafterss spent a niaht beside
the underaground lake. For my entrance in the show
theny, I mentallw travel every corridor, my corridors.
When I actually arrive on stage, I am convinced that
I am Erik." Haterhouse was silent for a moment
before quietly adding, "One must simply believe that
whatever one sees in his mirror is life’s realitu.”

Vic emiled. "Okay, 1’11 accept that process.
Maybe without really being aware of it, I may be
doing the same kind of thing with Osborn. Is that
all there ig to it7"

"Mooy, I maid there were three beliefs."

"Those other two should be sasy after you fool
yourself into believing that you’re the Phantom.®

"GQuite the contraruy, being in love and being
alone are far more difficult.”

"I'wve been in love and I’ve been lonely. Sa?"

"It7s not simply kEnowing what the feeling is.

What’s important is evoking the actual emotion.”
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"Move hocus—-pocus?!

Hardly. I't requires using phusical objects to
trigger the emotion. That 1lit candle there on the
table suggests the many nuances of love. During the
performance when the lighted candles rise out of the
mist on the stages they instantluy evoke the pangs of
love." He gestured at the wall on his left. "That's
a photo of my wife and son. I also spend time
maditating on ity remembering their love."

"1 thought you were single."”

“Widower. My wife and son perished in a house
fire five years ago."

"And wou want to remember a thing like that?"

"Itts exactly like the love that has been denied
Erik. And that pistol in the case there was my
father’s. He used it on my mother when he discovered
she was unfaithful. PRBefore he turned it on himself.”

Vie was stunned momentarily, then said, "It7s not
natural to recall such things."

"Noy but useful. I purchased those memories with
great pain. Now I simply exploit their value." He
smiled and addedy, "You will have to exploit similar
memories. "

"NMot necessarily. I’ve convinced myself of being
in love many times. Doing it to play Erik shouldn®t

be hard. Or as painful as your method." Vic smiled
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back at Waterhouse. "What about ygour third trick?"

"Alienation is no easier to conjure up than love.

Being an outcast is perhaps the very essence of that
Floathsoms gargoulse’” named Evik."

"That should be easy. I've been an outcast all
my  1ife."

"You're fortunate then to have a head start on
most actors.  But you will have Lo recall those times
when you felt the most rejected." Waterhouse
indicated the burning candle again. "That black
abhject holding the candle is made from a lump of coal
from my hometown in south Wales., As a child there,
poverty was & member of our family. Few wanted us.
When my parents were goney no one but the orphanage
would take me in. I use that rejection to fuel the
lifeblood of my Erik." Waterhouse turned to the
objects hanging on the wall and spread out his arms,
his voice growing stronger. "Here's more fuel for
loneliness. & sketch of the shir that brought me to
America to be a friendlese immigrant. Newspaper
reviews sading I couldn’™t act. The cigar box I
bhegged with as a sidewallk Jjuggler after my acting
troupe failed." He lowered his armsy paused briefly,
then said in a voice just barely audible, "So many
sumbols for banishment, h?" He faced Vic. "Thus is

the Waterhouse museum of misery."
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"Put to open all those old wounds —-"

"Each night my mind must rekindle that painful
past, It's the only way I can resurrect Erik, his
inflamed heart, his seared soul." He walked to Vic
and put his hands on the younger actor’s shoulders.
"There, that’s what’s hidden behind my mask, old
chap. The tortuous secrets bto oreating BEeibk, The
painful labor makes the perice of art high, eh?"

Vie stood and lifted Waterhouse®s hands off his

shoulders. "Mauhe too high?"
"By but with enormous rewards. " Waterhouse
beame . "Simply enormous,

afterwardsy, Vic met Sue at the stage door and
neither said anything until they were outside in the
alley walking toward 45th Street. Then Sue asked,
"So, did he tell you his secret?"

"Yeu, "

"Well?"

Viec staopped, faced her and shook his head. g 5
turned out to be nothing but a bunch of hocus-pocus.
NMothing I could use." HMHe shook his head again. " Nene
would want fo."

"o how about your chances of getting that part?®

"I'm no worse off than I was. At least I know

there isn’t some magical key to the role." He shoolk
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his head once more, shrugging off introspection.
"Olkag, where to?"

She took his arm and started him out of the alley
again. "Sardi‘sy I want to show you off to some
friends." 8he chuckled. "And a petite bitch or
two."”

He stopped. "I'm not in much of a mood for
meeting people.”

"One of them is on the staff of the Man of La
Mancha revival. I'm sure you’ve heavd that Ragmond
Donnelly in the lead is blowing awaw the critics.”

& broad smile broke across Vic's face. "1 oswear
ynuve got psychic powers.”

"1 Just know whalt’s really behind your mask."

He patted her hands that were around his arm,
sading., "Gods youre wonderful." Then they strode

into the oncoming orowd.



Page 39

THE MacCLINTOCK LEGACY

The latest prospechtive buwer for Annie’s tavern
had presented herself uneupectedly at the business
during the afternoon lull. She was the twenty-sixth
inquirer since Ammie’s ad starbted running in the

Chicago Tribune eight weeks ago.

"Run downy " the prospect announced after a quick
tour of the facilities behind the bar.

"Wouldn®t you say more of a "lived-in’ quality?"
Annie saidy forcing a smile.

"Run downy” the prospech repeatecd.

"With all these anticques — "

"Junk . "

"But you won’t find bar mirrors as good - -

The prospect thrust ap an index finger and cocked
an ear toward the floor. Py rocking back and forth,
the woman was producing a medley of high-pitched
soueals.

"The hardwood floor under this tile" Annie began
but was cut off by an arched eyebrow and a moist

clucking sound. The prospect was a stout matron who
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reabkad of lavender coloogne and reminded dnnie of a
mun who had made sixbh grade an agonw. By contrast,
annie MacClintock was slenders had honey-brown haie
pulled back into a pong tails and was the picture of
kid-sister sarneshnsss,

The prospect motioned toward two small groups of
customers. "Pusiness always this dead?" she asked.

"The lunch crowd just left, " Annie said. The
remnants included two elderly women seated at a table
near tThe TV, but payging lithtle attention to ite soap
opsra.  One of the women was Mrs. Zimmermans who was
crocheting an antimacassar, and the other one was
Matalua Shapiro, who was leafing through

Cosmopalitan. Across the room three old men —— D

Ohalenskyy Chalky Quinn and Liam Daugherty - were

plaving darts. "After work is outy " Annie continued,

"ihe place fills right up. What my momma ~— God rest
her — wonld call nice pgace-—-lovings church-going
folbks, "

Annie thoughkt that Momma would probably fesel they
were a bhetter bunch than & MacClintock deserved.
Momma firmly believed that there was a curse attached

to the family bloodline. You're a MacClintoock, she

would say to Annieg., meaning you was conceilved under

an evil star and delivered on a8 woebegone dau.

annie’s recollections were interrupted by a
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sudden burst of excitement among the dart Lthrowers.

"Dammit!" Liam Daugherty snapped. This was
followed by laughter and applause from his opponents.
"You fat devils vou hit me arm:" Daugherty shouted at
Chalky Quinn and waved toward a dart lodged in the
pak paneling three feet to the riaght of the dart
board.

Annie suspected that the men were staging another
of their "fakeries" hut she felt powerless to stop
them.

Delivered on a woebegone daw, Momma’s voice

repeatad in Annie’s memoey.,

"Woutre the guy who bumped into me. old winos"
Chalky said huffing up his portly chest.

Daughertyy a wiry, little, red-faced man, chugged
over nose-to-nose with Chalky’s moonface. "You
bumped me on purpose, fatso." Daugherty said.

"lLet’s not have another altercation." Dr,
Obholensky said loudly and distinctly. Dr. Obolensky,
a retired college professor, was a stately old
gentleman with the demeanor of a medieval abbot.

" Hust tabke your turn over, '

Davaherty shambled over to the errant dart. " et
me agoat and devil me concentrations that’s what he’s
wp told" he saidy, then vanked the dart from the wall

causing some splintering. He spat on his right indey
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fingsr and dabbed at the woodwork’s latest gouge.

Annie turned to explain the incident to the
prospecty but was stopped by the arvival of Scoratcoh
Evansy the bartenders who lumbered out of the
by o by e . HMe was a large black man with nappy gvay
hair and & left eye that was clouded with pale foo.
He was wiping his massive hands on a soiled white
towel . "HAdr conditioner’s busted again.,

"Phone that service outfit." In the back of her
mindy Annie recognized the improbable timeliness of
this minor catastrophs.

"Slready did. Said they wouldn’™t send nobodu
til we saquared the bill."

Born emphtu-—-handeds: be emptu-pocketed was another

of what Momma called "her preachments,
"Want me to prop open the doors and deag out bthe
fans?" Soratch said.
"NMos I711 get at it in a couple of minutes.”
Seratech shrugged and saids "You the bosse " then
clompeecd to the backside of the har,
"Numerous overdus bills?" the prospect asked.
"Each week I put a little aside - -7
"Debt-ridden, " the prospect said with a nod.
Annie took a deep breath and tried to press on.
"TF youre done looking down here, upstairs there’s a

real nice apartment. The stairway’s — —
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"Hewy, wou ladies hear thers was another rape?!
It was RHosie Vasouer who had burst through the front
door and was threading her way throuah the tables
toward the two older women. Unlike most of the
daytime regulars, Fosie was only in her twenties and
possessecd the intensity and carriage of a Flamenoo
dlancer.

"You mean the little Yarev givl?" Mrs. Zimmarman
said staring up at Hosie throuaok thick-lensed
o lasses,

"NMaw, this one happened last night.,” Rosie said.

Pad news has an ill-timed tongue. Momma®s

preachments cams to mind Like blood from a fresh cut.

"anuway,y, the Yazev girl wasn't raped,” Natalua
Shapiro said raising her voice to her ting., bird-like
Companion. "Tust molested, There’'s a difference."
Like Mes, Zimmermans Matalua Shapdieo was in her
sixties, but was tanned, toned and tucked to the
gxtent that she looked twenty years ygounger.

"I oknow Ffrom rapedd; T owasn’t born yesterday, "
Mra. Zimmerman said. "B who was it got molested
last night?”

"Raped, " Natalua said.

"Whatever, " Mrs., Zimmarman saicd.

)

"Maria Inocentes." Rosie said. "She's plenty

toughy but there was three of them."
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"7

"Eugene Field Parbk. Same place Odie Novdoauist

got knifed last month., "

Annie turned to say something about the recent
increase in police patrols in the neighborhoods but
all that was left of the prospect was the smell of
lavender.

« » » The MacClintock curse . . . whole family’s

surely snake-bit . . .

Annie faced the regulars. "You gremlins!" she
said. The Mole Hole regulars stared back blankly at
ATINLE. SGoratoch wandered out from behind the bare.,
"You've done it againy" Annie continued. "Chased off
that one same as the others before her."

Dr. Obolensky cleared his throat and said, "é&re
you accusing us ofy well, sabotage?!

"Wou bets" Annie said glaring at them. "You
folke will do anything to keep me from selling off
this hangout of yours., You know that a new owner
won®t keep this place as homew as Granddaddy
MacClintock did."

"Mac - may he rest in peace -- understood the
value of friendships" Dr. Obolensky said.

"Unfortunately, Granddaddy was cursed like all us
MacClintocks, " Annie continued. "He left me with a

lewad of debt on this place.” .+ . « snake-bit




Fags 45
"amd the bills Jjust keep coming.”

"We could pass the hat," Daugherty said,

"From you cheapskates she wouldn®t get bus fare,"
Chalky said.,

"Then a fundraiser is in orders” Dr. Obolenshy
ma il "That's what our temple doss when we need a
auick infusion of cash."

"Okay!" Rosie shouted. "4 big Fiesta with lots
of drinks and food.”

"Local merchants would be glad to donate prizes,”
Natalua said. 8She kknocked on the wooden table top
for aood messuee,

"Youtre gonna put on something like that in
Bere?" Chalky said.

"Gompers FPark by the river would be nice for it,"
s, Jimmerman sadd. "You know my youngesst has a
rock-and-rol ] band??

"Heeld on heres" Annie said loudly. "T don®t want
anyg charity.,"

"This is nobt charitys" Dr. Obolensky said. "l
are speaking about paving our dues. To retain what
is ours.”

"Yours?" Ammie said. 1%m othe owner, "

"You Jjust oun brick and mortars” Dr. Obolenshy
saiol, "We customers own The Mole Holes its heart,

it gpirit. It your building, bhut it’s our home."
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"Welly wou’re right about one thing," Annie said.
"This place is more than Just a building. It like
a millstone Granddaddy hung on me. and it’s dragging
me down into an ocean of red ink."

"That’s why this fundraiser is a fine idea.

It*1ll settle the back indebtedness and afford you an
opportunity to start fresh."

Annie folded her arms and looked at the regulars
starnly. "Can you folks raise enough money fast
enough to keep the bill collectors from taking the
place awad From me?"

Theve was silence as the regulars exchanged grave
looks.

"That’s why I'm unleoading this place while I can
still get something out of it."

"It’s s heartless to just take the hest offer,”
Matalua said.

"Thanks to all vour shenanigansy it?'s no longer &
matter of the best offer", Annie zaid. "I have to
take anw offer that’s sensible.”

"What if it’s from some guy who looks like
trouble?" Chalky said.

"Whoever®s got the cash will be okay with me, "
Annie saicd.

*And what do vyou think money will get you?" Dr.

Oholensky said.
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She stuffed her fingertips into the back pockets
of her faded jeans and thought about having some
money for the first time in her twenty-nine yesars.
After all those years of wandering and wanting with

Mommea . w a w» Just you and mes baby . . . twin

sisters of grief . . o Then there were the squandered

wages and dishonored checks that tormented her short-
lived marriage ta Phil Parker. Recently, there was
the disappointment that came with inheriting The Mole
Moley, the windfall that proved to be just another

gust of an i1l wind., . . . snake-hit

"Mawhe, " she saidy, "that money’ll help me break
free of the MacClintock curse."

"There you go again with that folderol about bad
lucky" Dr. Oholensky said. "You can’t buw good luck,
Pesidesy, there’s already good luck right here. The
camaraderie of these people here at The Mole Hole,
their friendshipy that s all the good fortune anwone
really needs. "

"Hasn®t been very lucky in the four months 17ve
been here in Chicago."

"Pahaw, vou can’'t see ygour flowers for the
weeds, " De. Obolenshky said. TWelly we’ll help uou
clear your weeds." MHe shook a finger at Annie.
"We'll press on with the fundraiser. We?ll not be

evicted without a battle."
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"Wiva, PFrofessor!" Rosie shouted and the others
murmured bhelr ageesment.

"That's fine." Annie said. "But I can be just as
shubborn aboult selling this place as Granddaddy was
about hanging on to it. PBut no more newspaper ads
for me. I guess HMyve waited long enough for buyers
to show up., So I'm going out looking for them. 1711
start with folks in land development.®

"Fivat thing those guys do is knock down the
building: ! Chalky said.

"Mawhe, " Annie said. "1TF they buy the property,
they can do with it as they like."

The regulars gaped alt one another. MNatalya made

the sian of the oross.

Dealing with land developers turned out to bhe hhe
most demandings most humiliatings most frustrating
work that Annie had ever done. SBhe started at the
beginning of the listing in the Yellow Pages and,
during the nexlt two weeks, worked her way throuah to
the last entry. She learned that there were all
Einds and sizes and personalities of developers, and
that there were dozens of reasons for not being
interested in her property. And throughout these
effortss she felt truly snake—bit,

Her regular customers continued o be a problem.
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In addition to thwarting potential buyers, the
regulars seemed determined to fan their fundraiser
into an event to rival the Chicago Fire. To Annie,
the park festival and the raffles were nothing less
than begagings and would only bring in a poor—box
pittance. But she was unable to snuff out their
Fearvor.

Regardless of the obstaclesy she labored on and
slowly cultivated a small crop of potential buyers.
One of the most promising was Price Macketh, He headd
built four different ethnic restauwrant chains into
commercial successes in the Chicagoland area. Af e
much struggles Annie finally stirvred up snough
interest among his staff to get an appointment with
the man himself.

"So what gives you the idea you can bargain with
this tycoon person?" Mes. Zimmerman asked dnnie on
the morning of the appointment. "Forgive me, but
you're only a little country givl."

o o« meed from seed) weed begets weedy, Momma had

said on her death bed. You and mes babyy are nothing

but twin sisters of arief . . .

Matalua Shapireo glanced up from a Mary Kay catalog
and saidy "She's got moxied she®ll do fine,"
"Rumoy has its" Mre., Zimmerman went on, "this Me,

MHackett is connected with" - she paused and
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whisperad - "the mob."

Matalua nodded. *There was an article about him
in last Bunday’s Trib. He's loaded, but he's a
Scorpio and’s gone through two wives alveadw,

wow ow PRIl didn®t mearn wou no harm divectly with

that woman. He: couldn®t help doing the things that

meEn 0. That’s why you can only hang onto men Jjust

s long. Then it’s over and they got to chase off.

Just be glad he stood still for an annulment . . .

Matalua Flipped a catalog page and said, "OfF
courss when one of those rich marviages breabks up,
you never hear who's at fault. " She smiled.
"Prababhly both of them."

dnnie had dismissed her customers® concerns about
her ability to handle Brice HMackett as being part of
their self-protection campaign. Still, during her
bus ride to Brice Mackett’s ultra-modern offices. she
said & full rosary.

Hackeatt turned out to be a handsome. middle-aged
giant of a man. As soon as bthey were seated in
armchairs facing one another, annie charged into her
proposal. A1l the while, she felt like she was
confronting her ex-husband. There was somebthing
about Brice Hackett that brouaht Phil Parker to mind.
Wag it the perpetual grin etched onto his well-tanned

face, the confident boom of his voicey the animal
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gneragy bthat flashed in his brown eyes?7 There was
certainly something.

« » oW WOur poppa had that same magic. Even after

he run off on usy I still ached bad for kim . . .

After aénnie had said her whole piece, Hackett
studied her for a few moments before responding,

"Let me gelt this straight. You’'re offering me all
the land at the site of your building? From the main
street to the allew and from the side street to the
BSuwedish gift shopy right?"

"Yas, " Annie said.

"Including that vacant piece wibth the billboard
that your building encloses?"

"Yeog., "

"That makes a big difference. 17d need the whale
gsite to put up a Braze "N? Prew. Should do well with
the two colleges nearcrby.  But any less land and no
deal, understand?"

"1 guess I could double-check."

"Do that. Get me a certified title check and a
lot survew.” Annie suddenly realized that a
long—absent tingle was flashing through her system.
"If o woutve got clear title," Hackett said, "you’ve
got yourself a sale,"

"Yesys sure, 711 do that right awaw." Annie felt

exhilaratedy, as much by the man as hy his deal.
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"Mow, what aboult your personal plans?" Hackett
continued., "Hfter you sell the bary what’1ll you do
for a job?"

"1 hadn’t thought that far yet.,"

"Then come to work for me. I like your spunk.
You're attractive and bou’ve knocked arvound encuah to
have more maturity than most givles wvour age. A gooc
combination. "

Annie felt lightheaded., There was a sense of
unreality to all that was happening. It made her
think of the kiss that Sleeping Beautw aot from the
Bandsoms prince.

"Are you serious?" she asked. "You want me?"

"I don®t jjoke about business. If you can pull
off this deal of yoursy that’ 11l prove you’re more
than just a pretty face. 1711 pay you a goood salary.
Start you as an assistant manager at one of my
places, Use your experience from working all those
short-ordey grills.”

"How’d you know about - -"

"Checked wou out., Don’t deal with people I don’t
Ernow about. Your background’s good. Humble perhaps,
but honest, "

Annie was sure she was blushing. She felt
inspechted and exposed, like this man had been pobking

through her underwear drawer.
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Hackett did not seem to notice her discomfort.
"You’ll need somewhere hto live, too. Your place over
the bar will be gone as soon as we can set a demoli-
tion date."
"I don’t have anw place that 1 really call home."

» oo« gupsies and MacClintocks can’t stay unpacked

1THE: & » =

"Ho stay here in Chicago. My most critical need
ie for managers at my inner-city stores. Get your-—
self a condo in one of the refurbished neighborhoods.
Live like the other junior executives.'

"I'11 have to think about it." she replied, to
say something, to snatch a moment to catch her
breath. The man had overwhelmed her with his magic.
Her mind was resling. Management, salary. condo.
Surely nice clothes. The tavern sold. A future with
this man. It was difficult to helieve all this was
suddenly possible for her.

"You do thati think about it. Think about what
your goals in life are." Hackett nodded his heads, a
broad smile on his face. "This whole thing could work
out fortunately for both of us. A real win-—win
transaction.”

Annie’s mind stopped whirling and she felt a
pleasant warmth spreading within her body. Maybe

Momma had been wrong.



Page 54
Hackett stood up and stuck out his hand. "Get

back to me with the title paperwork as soon as you

can, huh? annie took kBis hand. She noticed how
warm and comfortable it felt, "After that we’ll talk
same more about our foture."  When they shook hands,

Annie teied to make her grip as confident as that of

Price Hackett.

AfFter a verwy long weelk, the crucial phone call
concerning the property survey came at mid-morning
Just after Annie had opened for business. The real
estate agent gobt right to the point: Annie did notb
own the whole piece of land. The disembodied voice
on the other end of the line quickly explained the
detailsy then clicked off. a&annie woodenly hung up
the phone receiver.

s s ow 1P MacOlintocks didn®t have bad luck, they

wouldn™t have no luck at all o . .

Most of the older regulars were present.  Nataluya
Shapiro seemsd to sense that Annie had received
terrible news. She made Annie sit down and had
Scratch Evans bring a glass of water. The others
gathered arcound as Annie drank most of the water,
then recounted the phone call in a lifeless voice.

The real estate agent had said that aAnnie did

indesd own the building and the land it sat ons but
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not the little vacant lot adjoining it. The HMole
Hole was a U-shaped structure as & result of several
additions to the original building. Like a horse-
shoe, 1t wrapped around a small piece of land no
bigasr than & grave. It was vacant except for a
large bhillboard which faced the main strest. This
little lot was owned by a T.J. Farmelse.

"I oguess I owould have found that out right off if
I"d have gotten a real estate oubfit to sell the
place. Put I didn’t want to pay a commission.”

"Shouldve asked us.," Chalky GOuinn said. "l T
have told gou about Parmeles’s Plob.

"¥You knew about thalt piece of land?" Annie said.

"Sure, it’s common kEnowledae, ' Liam Daugherty
wmad .

"Tuck Parmeles and your grandfather were paritners
until Tuck found a hetter invesitment.," Dr. Oholensky
saicd. "Tuck sold Mac his whole shave with the
exvception of the small parcel of land. At the time
thers was a shed on it in which Tuck kept his car.
Eventually Mac evpanded and acauired adioining
buildings. PBut not Parmeles’s Plot. Yoy SR,
shortly after they broke up the parinershipy, they got
into a fFistfiaght over a woman. Tuck carmried a grucdge
and obstinately refused to sell his plot.  So Mao,

Just as obstinately, built around it."
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"Do you think Mr. Parmeles’d sell his lot to me?®
Annie said.
Dr. Obolensky shook his head. I elgabr 4t
Youre Mac®s aranddavabter ands by default, heir fo
the arudge."

. n o« wesd begets weed . . .

"I can’t close my deal with Brice Hackett without

that lot." Annie siaghed resigonedlu. "Looks like you
folks get fto keesp your hangout. She looked at the
pleased expressions on their faces. "Puty its just

borrowsad time. It won’t be long *til the bill
collectors close us down.”

There was grim silence, then Natalya Shapiro
gsaidy "Tuck would sell his plot if 1 asked him to."
Natalya kept her eyes lowesrved. Annie thought she
detected a blush. "1 was the woman that Mac and Tuck
fought over."

Like the others present, Annie was deeply moved
by the woman’s selfless admission, but Ammie remained
alum. "That’d be awful nice of wyou to do thaty, but I
don’t know how I'd pay Mr. Parmelee for his lot.”

There was another grim silences then Dr.
Obolensky saidy, "There’s the proceeds from the
fundraiser." He looked from eus to esue. "Tantt it
our intention to give that monewy o Annie?" A few

heads nodded. "Do we have the right to dictate how
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she uses it7°

"No. " Natalua said. "We give it to her out of
friendship. Friendship comes without strings."

"Nows hold ony” Chalky said.

"You hold ong " Daugherty said shabing a reddened

fist at Chalky. "Doc and Nattie’s got the right
spirit.” Several others voiced theilr concurrence.
"Why would you do this for me?" aAnnie said. e

aure haven’t acted very friendly to any of wou.”

"Yourre Mac’s granddaughter,s " Dr. Obolensky said.
"Mac would expect us to watch over wou on his
behalf."

"You'd do this knowing it means the end of The
Mole Hole?" Annie saic.

"Friends sacrifice," Dr. Obolensky said. " e
told you before The Mole HMole is more than brick and
mortar. !

"Say close your deal with Hackett," Chalky said.
The others stared at him. He continued, "We can hang
out in Hackett’s new restaurant, can’t we? I+711
probably be a nicer place anyway. "

Dr. Obolensky took a notebook and some scraps of
paper from his coat pocketb. "T"11 ecalculate how much
has been pledgeds" he said.

Natalya saidy "I7d better go over and see Tuck."

She opened a compacht and began checking her make—up.
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The next morning Annie waited in PBrice Hackett’s
reception room until she could see him betwsen his
scheduled appointments. Her eues were bloodshot and
her complexion was muddyl she hadn’t slept much the
previous night.

Brice Hackett looked the opposite. Hig big hand
wrappaed around Annie’s and his handshake convewsd
vitality and powere. "Understand the suevey wasn’t
what we’d hoped fory, " he said.

"Tt'e taken care of. The man who owns the lithtle
plot that Juts into mine is willing to sell. He's
asking for half of Fort Knoxe but he’ll do business., "

"Where are you going to get half of Fort Knox?"

"My customers just aboult gobt it radsed. If their
doings are half what they expect, we'll have enouah
o buy Parmalee’s Plot,"

"Good.,  We can do both property closings at the
aame time." Hackett crossed behind his desk to a
phone consoale, "I711 get my people working on o dib
immediately, "

"Hold ony " Annie said. "I7m not sure I want to
go through with this."

"I made you a very handsome offer, young lady, "
He leaned toward her, his fists resting on the des}:.

L ? - - .
You’re not going to manipulate me into raising that

amount., "
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"This disn’t aboult more money. In fact, I*ve

decided the money isn’t really all that important

after all. Putting douwun vroots is.

Hackett straightensed upy a puzzled look on his
face. He studied her a moment. "What about putting
down roots in omy organization?"

"That’as not rootsd that’s just passing my reins.,
You'd be in charge same as my momma or my ex-hushand
had been." She smiled. "Maybe my real curse all
along has been not being in charge of myself.'

During the next tTen minutesy, Heckett uppsed his
of fer, then reviewed the benefits of working for him,
and ended by getting her Lo agree to call him in two
weelks o "confiem her decision.®

As she waited on the corner for the bus to take
her back to The Mole Holes she thought about how
strange it was to not be riding away from a place.
She thought about the longs up—~hill battle that would
be reagquired to save The Mole Mole.,  And she thought
about the legacy -— the real legacy -- that Grand-
daddy had passed down to her.

e o« seed from seed . . .

The memory of Momma’s voice was becoming barely

auwdible.
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& PATR OF LEATHER GLOVES

Jaeff Rafferty had been pondering the significance
af the stranges items visitors left strewn along the
base of the Vietnam Vebterans Memorial. A capy of Iﬁg
Hobbity, & little statue of St. Jude, a dented Zippo
Lighter and a tiny teddy bear law alonaside flowers,
lettersy, medals and flavs., Deeply personal bributes,
e thought, to men and women lost in America’s most
hated war.

Then suddenly, when he looked away from the Wall
and ite black slabs of Vermont granite, he saw the
ghost againy to his left just beyond the midpepoint of
the S@@-foot long wall. Yesterdaw, when he first
caught a brief glimpse of the ghosts, Rafferty had
decided his smoby blue ewes must be playing tricks on
Rimy bult not today. The figure looked exactly like
the great Eddie Pattagliay, hise best Ffriend.

Rafferty started through the noontime sightseers
toward the figure. Noy, Rafferty thought, there was
no mistaking that potato-shaped nose, that black

bristly crewcut, that way Eddie planted himself, kind
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of orouched, a study in pent-up energy. BPut the
figure up ahead had to be an illusion. Eelelie
Pattaaglia had died sighteen years ago in VYietnam.
Yeat this figure looked ewactly like that Z20-vesr-old
yowhh that Rafferty had last seen gel on a plane in
Chicago bound for southeast Asia.

The ghost started walking in the dirvection of the
end of the Wall that angled toward the Lincoln
Memorial. Hafferty asuickensd his pace. BEven though
he was sixdx-thres and taller than most of the

tourists, Rafferty had trouble keeping the figure in

it

siaht over the clusters of heads. There were dozens
of small groups bundlesd up against the chillu fall
wingd and scattered along the shrine. Some people
weare reading the enaraved names, soms photogeaphing &
particular panal. soms just sbtanding.

A he zigragged through thems Bafferty fslt
tensey, his breathing labored.  The skin on his lean
face seaemsd as Tight as the kidabkin aloves on his
handces. He brushed back a strau lock of damp brown
e iy . There was a steely taste in his mouth.

Rafferty elbowed throuah a bunch of uslpeping
srhool children being herded along by two nuns.  He
was almost at the west end of the Wall. He stopped
and gulped in air that smelled of ashes and sxhaust

fumess. Ahead the ghost stood motionless near the
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bronze statues of the three Vietnam fighting men who
seemed to be scanning for their own names on the
Wall, Frdie also scanned the Wall. Hafferty was
atruck by the contrast betwsen the cold combat garb
af the lifeless shtatues and the sodden gray sweatsuit
and gum shoes of the resurrected athlete, 't was the
way Eddie dressed when they playsd touch footbhall
together. Whyy Rafferty wondeeed, why was he seeing
Eddie’s ghost here?

The ahost besgan jogging along the sidewalk, west
toward bthe Fotomao River. Rafferty lurched after
hrimy nearly tripping over a man in a camouflage-
printed baseball cap seated in & wheelchair. The man
shouted somethingy but all of Raffertu’s senses were
focused on the fleeing figure fifty feet ahead.

When Rafferty came out of the park at Henrw Bacon
Drivey, he was almost run down by ftwo helmeted young
woman on ten-speed bicycles. He paused to catch his
bireath. He could not see BEddie and Rafferty recalled
that Eddie had excelled at most sports, especially
FUTITTING . The rumbling streest traffic was thick and
buswd Rafferty did not think Eddie had crossed the
street. He looked at the sprinkling of tourists on
the sidewallk to his left. He could see all the way
to the white steps and columns of the Lincoln

Memorial. A& honmbing Tourmobile loaded with
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gightsesrs was trying to pull awaw from the curb into
The flow of traffic, but no one was running.,

He could not see as much to his vight, so he
concluded the ghost must have gone that wawy toward
Constitution Avenue. He jostled through a group of
slow-moving oriental tourists who were listening
attentively to an animated guide Jjabbering in some
Asian language. At Constitution Avenues, he looked
both ways and as far as he could see on the okther
side of the street. Eddie was not in siaght,

Rafferty s spirits sagged. He kept looking
about, breathing heavily, fidogeting, adjusting the
wrap of his trench coat about his lean boduy,
recinching the belt. There was a lull in trafficsi he
heard dry leaves crackle as they blew along the
sidewalk. Putr Eddie had disappeared .

When Rafferty walked back to the Wally Trina
Spurling was waiting for him. She was huddled into a
bulky ankle-length coat and had an arm around two

| delicatessen sacks. The muskiness of her perfume
drifted to him through the chilly fall air.

"You're late," she said smiling,

"Sorryy " he said. He gave her a brief bkiss with
a one-armed hug.

"Tough morning?"

"1+ was okay."
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"You look pale. Bweaty forehead, too." She
Frounecd. "You coming down with somebhing?®

"Noy dt's Justy well, [ was trying to catch up
with someone I used to know. " His glance darted from
face Lo face among the sightseers.

Triina stared at him. He was a head taller and
she had to crane her head back. Curly auburn hair
fell ta hev shoulders, tousled in the winds framing a
pretty oval face with intelligent crustal gray evyes
and a broad Grecian nose. She was ten years younger
than Rafferty, but something in the set of her mouth
arnd the way she held her slim body suggested a
maturity that bridged their age gap.

"Old girl friend?" she asked.

"Guy I grew up with in Chicago."

Bhe shifted the sacks from one arm to the obher.
"Hos guess what happened to me this morning.

His attention staued on those moving about the
menument .,

She went ony "The hotel manager called me into
his office at about ten. He told me corporate
headauar-ters has approved my promotion to Catering
Manager . Tean’t that great?"

"Congratulations. "

"I*11 be the wvoungest female manager at a major

praperty. "
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"Good., "
"Thanks for being so excited,”
T overw happy For ogoud the promotion s supse
news, " MHe kissed hey on the forehead. "Seeing Eddie
Pattaglia again and not catching up to him. it Jjust
got to me. Especially after so long. "

YHow long has it been?"

"Eightesn Jyesars.®

"And woulre this shook up?"  He shrugged.
"Therea something else, ian’t bthere? You've been
acting strangely ever since gou came o town Mondag. ®

"It*s nothing.®

"ITt's usy you and mey isn’t 1LY

ThRig ¥

T thought what we’d found with each other was
worbking. "

T g,

"Things have been rushed, haven’t theu? This is
only youy third trip to D.C. iny, what, two months.
Eighty nine daus is all we’ve had together -~ -

"It’s not us!" He hadn’t meant to bark at her.
"Helly, mauvbe it is. After two failed marriagess 1'm
gun-shuy about an involvement.,"

Tle that what wou call this? 1 thowvaht we had

something special."

"We do. " He put an arm around her shoulders.
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"Looky I'm not thinking straiaht. Seeing this guy
frags thrown me into a spin.”

"Why? What’s so astonishing about him?"

"Nothings he’s jusht a guy.”

She pulled away from him. "lWhy are gyou being so
@vasive?"

"Perause the guy 1 saw has been dead for eighteesn
years!" He combed his fingers through his damp hair.
"He was killed in Viebtnam. I Just saw his ghost,"
Trina’s face was impassived her gare meeting his
gauarely. Rafferty continued, "His name's Eddie
Battaglia. I saw him here yesterdags boo. We grew
up together in Chicago. We were best friends, "

"Why would vou suddenly start seeing him after
all these years? And in Washington?"

"T don’t know. That’s why I chased after him. "
Rafferty looked beyond her, along the Wall.

She regarded him momentarily., then hefted the two
gsacks she was holding and said, "Let’s eat this
stuffy huh?"

"You think I'm onuts, don’t ogou?

"Noy I think gou saw something strange. But
there’s a logical explanation. BSomeone who looks
like — ="

"We were best friends.®

"Olayy a relative of his mauybe. "
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"It was him."

"Anuwayy he's gone now and I'm hungry. et s
have these pastrami sandwiches while they re still
ety huh?  Then we can figure out how to catch your
ghost,"

"Don’t play mother with me."

"I want to help. Your problem is messing up our
relationship. So, solving it ie important to me
too." She smiled. "A11 raight?®

Hie face remained selt in an anxious supression,

but he shruoged and saids "Bure,

That evening, they dined at one of the better
restaurants in The Pavilions the shopping mall that
had been created in the hollowed-out and refurbished
Old Post Office Building. After ordering cocktails,
Rafferty handed her a small package wrapped in gold
foil that sparkled in the candlelight. "To recognize
your promotions " he said. His smile was broad,
relaxed.

She tore open the package. Inside was a pair of
designer—label gloves. "Theu're beautiful. Kidskin
Just like yours.,”

"Other guys give flowers for big eventsi I give
leather."

She leaned across the table and kissed him.
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"They’ re an elegant pairs like uou and me."
He laughed and saidy "Smell them. "
Thibat P
"Emeall the leather."
She didy, then arched an euebrow at him.
"There s something honest about the smell of

leathear, e maicd. "To some it's the smell of death,
skin from dead animals. Put for me it's strengthy
endurance, the asmell of sucoess, "

The wailter browabt their drinks.  Thew toasted
5L T R ., Rafferty sipped his drink and continued.
"1'we always tried to own good leather things.  When
I was a kidy I saved a long time so I could have the
best baseball glove in the store. When I found out
about my colleage scholarshipy, T blew a paycheck on a
fine leather attachd case,"

His smile vanished. "That same night, Eddie and

mes we got drunk together celebrating. He left for

the army soon after that.," Rafferty dug out a pack
of cigarettes and undid the red cellophane band. i
was the last time we got drunk together, ever." He
laooked Trina in the eyes. "Tt was him today."

She reached across the table, puthing both her
hands on hig. "It’s all right. We?’ll find out about
it." She saueesred his hands. "H11 right?®

"Sure. "
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"Soy do us both a favor and put away those coffin
nailss huh? I'm proud of how well you’ve been doing
with your program. Just put off having a smoke for
anather five minutes."”

He was quiet for a moment, then saidy, "Sure.”

The waiter returned and they ordeced, While they
finished their cocktails, she talked about her hectic
afternoon at the hotel. It was in the hotel’s health
club that he bhad first met her. He was the vice
president of marketing for a major midwuestern
housewares manufacturer and freaquentluy stayed at her
hotel when he visited the Washington office. AF e
the first encounter, theilr romance developed aquickly.

When he finished telling about his afternoon
making calls with onge of the local salesmen, there
was an awkward pause. Finally she saidy "1 couldn®t
locate your friend. I phoned all the Battaglias in
the area. I checked registrations at other hotels.

I even tried variations of the spelling. Nothing. "

"Thalt proves he's a ohost.," She scowled at him.
"Okay theny I'm hallucinating."

"Come on. Jeff. He’s no ghost and you’vre too
level-headed to be seeing things. He exishs, "

"You'll blow your new promotion wasting company
time on this.,"

"1 promised vyou I7d find him and I don’t auit on
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a commitment. He’'s here somewhere around D.C.  Maybe
not using the name Battaglial® Their salads cams.
"Do you remember any other surnames of his
relatives?"

Rafferty chewsd some salad before answering.
"WVincenrzion. That was his mother’s maiden name." He
straightened up in his chair. "1 remember meeting
all kinds of aunts and uncles with that name." He
spelled it for her.

After writing it down in a pocket secreltary, she
saidy "Any others?"

"I don*t think so. Everuons was either a
Battaglia or a Vincenzio."

"You said Eddie never married?"

"Hez omly had one real girl friend I can ever
reamember. Gloria something. Madigans that was it,
Gloria Madigan. They started going steady during our
senior year. She was only a sophomore. A& baton
twirler with the school band, Guiet kid, but she 1it
up when she got with Eddie. He used to write poems
for her. I snuck a peek at some of them. It was
something else he was good at." Rafferty shook his
head. "Gody he was crazy about her.”

"He was going with her when he went into the
service?”

"Yeah . She really went to pieces when he got
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notified of his induction. See, neither Eddie nor I
couwld afford to go to college and we wers bobth rips
Foe the ceaft, So scholarships were important,
Athletic grants were oul because oury school teams
weren 't omuoh, oo owe took lots of competitive exams.
Finally I got a scholarship and an exemption; Eddie
wasn't so lucky. " HEafferty ate a forkfull of salad.
"Wonder what ever happened to Gloria.  Her family
mervered away a couple of months after Eddie lefh."

The wailter brovabt freshly babked biscoits.  Trina
buttered one. fhlae it definite that Eddie oot killed
over bthere? T mean, sometimes dicdn®t thew Jjust have
to make a guesas?"

"Moot in his case. Almost everyone in his platoon
was killed in an ambush, near JQuan Loi. They were in
armored personnel carviers and tanksy, but thew were
badly outnumbered. Eddie was one of the last killed,
passing oult ammunition with his platoon leader.”

"o, why would the ghost of your bhest friend come
back from his grave to haunt gou??

"T*m alives he’s dead. Isn’t that reason enough?

The pair of us got separated. His name gobt engraved
on the Walli mine dicgnt." He brought out the

cigarette pack. "Five minutes are up.”

It was one o'clock the nest afternoon when
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Rafferty phoned Trina. The salesman he was riding
wilth had stopped for gasoline. Rafferty was shut
into a public phone booth acrosse from Arlington
National Cemetery. Quitside, under a pewbter-colored
asky, a frigid wind slashed at the booth, rattling
loogse glass panes.

T ogot wour messacge, " Rafferty said into the
phaone. "Whats up?"

"I Ffound wour ahost," her voice saild. "1 spoke
with him over the phoney less than two hours ago.”

*ITes hey I means who does he - -

"He's Battaglia’s son. "

A burst of wind howled throuah coracks in the
booth’s folding door.

"His son? How the hell --"

"Gloria Madigan was pregnant when Battaglia left
for Vietnam. He probably didn’t even know about it,
Anguwayy your buddy was killed before the child was
borrn. "

Rafferty said nothing, staring across the road at
the fields of endless grave markers., Even best
friends, he thought, don’t share all their secrets.

"I told you I honor my commitments, "

"Yeah." Rafferty wondered what other information
Eddie hadn®™t shared with him.

"Todaw I searched under the name of Madigan.
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Andd T trided the local colleges. It dawned on me that
those were possible residences for kids of that age.
That’s how I found him. Through the registrar at
Georgetown University. The son’s a new student
there., His name is Ed Madigan.®

"God, Eddie’s son."

"1 invited him for dinner tonight at myu place.”
Ghe paused on the other end of the line before
sawing, "1 promised you’d tell him about his father, "

Rafferty was silent. He didn’t know if he was
prepared to confront this ghost, recall past events,
revisit Eddie Battaglia. Rafferty's tongue Felt dry.

"Jef 7" she said after awhile. "1 wish you’d
make me feel better about inviting this kid over.
Did I do something wrong?!

The wind surged againy shaking the phone booith.
Rafferty took a deep breath and saidy "You did okaw.”

He was outside the booth before he remembered

that he had not thanked har.

Rafferty arrived at Trina’s Georgetown condo-
minium half-an—hour ahead of Battaglia’s son. Trina
tried to make conversation while she fussed in the
Litcheny but Rafferty said little. He paced about
the living room. sipping at a Scotch and., contrary to

Trina's efforts, smoking one cigarette after another.
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When the doorbell finally sounded, Rafferty
opened the door and found a slight-built young man
with a black crewcuty & prominent Roman nose and
melancholy hazel syes. The newcomer said, "Mis I'm
Ed Madigan."

"Gody youire the spitting image of your father.®

Madigan @rinned. "Mom says I have some of his
bhad habits., too.”

Trina came out of the kitchen with a snack tray
to get dinner under way. After some fruit punchy
they moved to the table. Trina asked Madigan to saw
grace, than they ate. Hafferty said litble. Trina
got Madigan to talk about college courvsess then his
impressions of Washington and how it compared with
life in Milwaukee where he grew up. I't turned out
that his mother did not marry, but two older uncles
took a fatherly interest in him.

"You were luckuy." Trina said. "T never got much
attention from my oun father. I sort of blamed
myself for his lack of dinterest." She ate silently
for a moment. "Maybe that s why I'm such an
overachisver., Tryuing to earn approval from male
hosses. "

"Guess I've done the same thing," Madigan said.
"I omean bust my butt for "attabowus’® from teachers and

coaches. I s+ill send cards to my high school track
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coach and he sends them to me. Frobably why I still
run aeveruday.”

"Do wouw always run near the Mall?" Trina said.

"Whern I can bum a ride over at lunchtime from my
Paych teacher. Then I run back. It’s neat over there
bhecause of the Vietnam Wall. Dad’s name is carved on
ity wou know."

"Too damn many names on that wall,” Rafferty
zaid. His sudden enitrance into the conversation
caused Trina and Madigan to stop eating and look at
Frim. "Those vets who tried to keep the monument from
being built, they were right., They called it "the
black gash of shame.®"

"I think you’re wrong," the younger man said.
Rafferty glared at him. "The Wall makes you feel
good., I meany knowing that people remembered those
who oied, "

"Hell of a remembrance," Rafferty said shakinag
his head. "Having your name on a roll call of
failure." He turned his attention to cutting his
porlk chop.

"Well, it makes me feel closer to Dad. When I
look at those three statues there, I can see how he
must have looked. Tired., dazed maybe, but still kind
af proud."  Madigan munched a forkful of baked

potatoy a wistful look on his face. "Eometimes 1
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take along this diary Dad kept in Vietnam. Mom gave
it to me for my confirmation. Just kick back by the
statues and read the words he wrote. Makes me feel
really at peace.” He swallowed the food and said to
Rafferty, "Maybe you’d like to read the diarg.,”

"Maube. Someday.”

"Mom®e told me a lobt, but you knew him his whole
life. What was he really like?"

"Probably the greatest guy I ever knew. He was
smarty toughy, brave; the best athlete in the neigh-
borhoods; a natural leader) alwaws captain of the team
o president of the club. And I was his besht friend,
his faithful sidekick. That made me special in the
eyes of the other guus. FEddie and mes we were a
team. MHe was Wyatt Earp and I was his Doc Hollidaw,
on the way to the O0.K. Corral. Together the pair of
us were unbeatable.”

Rafferty helped himself to some red winey took a
sipy then continued speaking, swirling the wine
slowly in his glass.

"Eddie knew he had a lot going for him. He
believed he’d besn given those talents because he was
destined for some kind of extraordinary greatness.
Maybe even, welly, who knows. His belief was
unshakable. And he exupected me to go with him. The

sidekick. With me backing himy he was going to



Page 77
achieve his ultimate dream. & ‘agrand and golden

glory® he called it."

Rafferty stopped swirling his wine, his face
tightening into shadows.

"But then the damn wary came into our lives.
Eddie was drafted.” Rafferty drained his glass
hbefore sayingy "The lLand of the Free decided that
Eddie Pattaglia was expendable.”

Macigan rested his chin on his folded hands.
"Put you got a deferment, didn’t you? PBecause you
won a college scholarship?”

Rafferty paused in the act of pouring more wine.
"It owas Eddie’s idea to take those scholarship testa,
not mine., Eddie’s plans understand?"  Rafferty
filled his glass and set the bottle aside. He 1ifted
his glass, stared at its contents and resumed slowly
swirling the red ligquid. "Poth of us were prime
prospects for the draft. The army would’ve been okay
with me, But Eddie said that’d waste precious years,
Eodie figured we'd get scholarships, get deferred,
get that valuable sheepskin, keep moving toward the
dream. S0 what happens? The plan falls apart.
Suddenly I'm the one following the golden path. The
heros, he gets exiled to the rice paddies."

"It wasn't all that dark and tragic,” Madigan

smald. "In his diarysy Dad felt he'd gone on to
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something bigger.”
"Sure. " Rafferty saidy, "Jjust like Eddie to he

noable about a lousy situation.”
"Noy it seemed to be more than Jjust agoing along.®

"Spemed to be?  That’s only vour romanticized

interpretation of what he wobte.”

"But I don®t think he felt abandoned."

"How the hell eslse could he fesl? His country
dumped him."

There was tension in Madigan®s voice. "He felt
he gained something as a person.

Rafferty thumped down his alass. "He died,
dammit! He gained nothing!®

"He felt fulfilled.?

"That’a absuerd!"”

"Not according to his diary.”

ook, kid, this ilen’t some damn college research
paper. Don’t misguote reference books at me. "
Raffertuy leaned forward. "EFrddie PBattaglia died alone
and a failure."®

Madigan stood, tossing his napkin on the hable.
"Heyy, I don’t know what uour problem is. But I'm not
going to hang around and argue the beliefs of my dead
father." He turned toward Trina and lowered his
volume. "Thanks for the meal." He headed toward the

front door.
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"I'11 get your coaty," she said.

Refore Madigan was out of the dining vrooms he
gpointed at Rafferty and said to Trina, "He really
needs to read the diary. He*ll see I'm right."”

When she returned after seeing Madigan to the
doory, Rafferty had carrvied his wine to the glass
patio door. He was garing out at the moonlight on
the flagstones. Folding her arms, she saidy, "What
the hell was that all about?”

"Nothing."

"I think I'm entitled to an euxplanation.”

He didn’t face her. "1 should’ve turned down
that scholarship. I should’ve gone to Viebtnam with
Eddie." He sipped his wine, then shook his head.
"Mey, Doc Holliday. I let Wyatt Earp go off to the
gunfight alone."

"So what does all that macho nonsense mean?"

"1 deserted himy, Trinay, for the safety of
college.

"You're blaming yourself for his death?"

"I betraved my best friend.®

"That’s ridiculous.”

"Look, it's my problem. Let me deal with it."

"It's mines too. It’s screwing up our
relationship. Maube it’s what scorewed up your

marriages. " She refolded her arms. "I you can’t
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love yourselfs vou certainly can’t love andoneg else."

"That’s not it."

*Yem, it is. You wear this guilt like a second
shkin. You've convinced vourself that you’re unworthy
of lowve.s even uour own. So. wou®ve gobt to decide to
shed that dead skin."

Me looked saquarely into her eyes. "You dontt

understand, "

Ulike hell! Do yow think you®rve the only one who
evaer made hard choices?" She paused, took a brealth,
then continued in a shaky voice, "This its something
I’ve been holding for the vight time." She took his
hands in hers., "Just after high school 1T got
pregnant. " Rafferty continued to stare into her
ELEE . "1 thought the aguy —— his name was Rick -

lmvedlme. When he learned about the baby, he bowed
out." A& grim smile passed across her face., "Anuway.
Like Gloria Madigan, [ had to make a decision. Raise
an illegitimate child or have an abortion., Afler a
weelk of anguish, | decided to have the babw." She
dropped her heady, held his hands bightly and was
silent.

"What happened?"

"I miscarried. Isn?t that irvonic? A&fter living
with my decision almost a monthy then to lose the

babu, " She looked ups, her syes alassy. "At firet I
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was devastated. Why bad God done this terrible thing
to o me? Put then I realized that the control of my
life had been given back to me."

She lifted her chin. "Gay I oput myself throuagh
college waiting tables at night. With the degree, I
got hived by the hotel, worked hard and here I am."

She saueezed Rafferty’s hands, "Our relationship
isn’t easy for me either. You’'re the first man to
matter since Rick. I think magbe I'm ready to make
another hard choice in my 1ife. Put first you’ve to
make your choice. To choose whebther or not to face
your ghost, To put Eddie Pattaglia’s death behind
yoau .

Hie was aquiet a few moments, then saidy "How do I
do that?"  He shook his head. "Hew? "

"You accept the random irony of life. Accept the
fact that you can’t control all events, Like me and
my Preganancud. Recognize the random irong of gour
acholarahipy, of Eddie being drafted, of Fddie being
killed." 8he searched his sues,. "Understand that
those events were truly beyond your control.”

"How do I do that?®

"Examine what happened. Look at Eddie’s death
ohjectively. Maube Eddie’s diary is the key to
that." She paused a moment before asking, "Will uou

try
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His mind tried to sort oult tangled thoughts but
failed, He looked away and said nothing.
"Then I don’t want the pain of being with you.”
She releassed his hands. "Unkil vou can love

youraslf, you can’t possibly love me.”

Rafferty went to the Vietnam Wall at noontime
everdday following that last evending with Trina. The
firat day he merely wanted to be some place guiet to
think. The second day he thought he might come
across Madigan and Just chalt.,  On both occasions, he
was therse nearly two bhours but didn®t see Eddie
Battaalia's son. On the third day he felt it
imperative to talk with Madigan.

Rafferty got there at ten. Tt was anothsr orisp,
ovarcast day withoot a whisper of a breezes. fm had
becoms his habity he smoked and prowled the length of
the gigantic black tombstone. Starting at the esast
gnd that pointed toward the Washington Monumsnt, he
trudged west toward the other end that pointed toward
the Lincoln Memorial. He spent time looking among
the pesople near the three statuss, then he went out
anto the Mall and orunched up the wide gravel path
that van along the Reflecting Pool. before cirvcling
baclk to the Washineton Monument end of the shrines.

The place gave him an overpowering sense of the



Page 83
past, especially the Wall. Tt wmeemed to him that
time spent there was not ordinarwy time. People spoke
only in whispers) pilgrims came and went continu-
cusly. Most of the mourners spent their time
touching the cold stoney their fingertips tracing the
half-inch high letters spelling out the names -
Spanishs, Polish, German, Africans Anglo-Saxon.

Mearly sixty thousand names echoing taps for a war
that few understood.

For a time, Rafferty watched a bearded man in a
tattered field jacket and a floppy-brim hat who was
working rosary beads, tears sliding down his cheeks.
Rafferty thought about Eddie Battaglia, and Trina
Spurling, two special people who never knew each
other, now locked together in Raffertu’s mind.

At noon Ed Madigan appeared. When Rafferty
approached himy the younger man started to walk away
but staved when Raffertuy apologired. Rafferty asked
for Eddie’s diary. "I want to know how the gunfight
at the 0O.K. Corral turned ocut." He said it with a
asmile.

Madigan cocked his head to the side and stared at
Rafferty. I+t was the wauy that Eddie Pattaaglia looked
at his sidekick whenever he was waiting for a
straight answer.

"Olays, I want to read BEddie’s words for muself.
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Draw my own conclusions."

Pllbyg 7"

"Flaube what’s there affects what happens next in
my life. Maube Trina’s too."

His head still cocked, Madigan continued to eye
Raffertuy. "That night at Trina’s [ figured the diary
scared wou."

Rafferty shrugged. "Maybe it still does.”

"This book we’re studying saus the truth can set
oy Fres, "

Rafferty smiled tightly. "Or destroy you.”

Even though Rafferty received the diary from Ed
Madigan at one o’clock and went directly to his
hotels the book was still unread at nine that night.
Lunchy business reporits, a showsy, cigarettes from
the corner convenience stove — &ll had become more
NECessSary.

It was painful encough, he thought, to suspect
vourssel f of having failed a friendy it might be
unendurable to learn that you really had. Suspicion,
perhapsy, was more tolerable than certainty. But what
if certitude could prove suspicion false? Did that
happy possibility make risk worthwhile?

For a long time he stood at the window in his

roomy the curtains drawn back, smolking Ltasteless
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cigarettes, staring out at the bleached marble
monuments of Washington.

Finally he walked to the table and picked up the
diary. The book was about the size of a hardback
novel and was bound in leathery scarrved and stained.
HMe fingered the rouagh nap of the coverings then
stubbed out his cigarette and carried the book to a
stuffed chair by the window. He began o read.

The words were small and tight, printed in a
familiar hand. The first entry said the book had been
made in Saigon on Le-Thanh-Ton Street, which was
Erown as "shoe strest" because of all the leather
craftesmen there. A rearing horse carved into the
cover was from the patch of the 11th Avrmored Cavalry
Regimenty Eddie’s outfit. The sarly passages were in
the words of an American fighting mansi

. o« o« evidence of Charlie everywhere, ALl
along the trail were fresh propaganda
leaflets, recently dug spider holessy and lots
of new punji pits. Sarge says those dinks
wanted uouw to Enow that you couledn’t get rid
of them for long. The only land you own here
is what wvour M4BATZ tank is sitting on.
Everyday the old +in can feels more comfort--
able. ITt’s like having a diesel-powered
mobile home with a 28 mm gun on the roof.
Put it dossn’t deive awaw this helpless feesl-
ing that another GI is about to die . « .
Eddie said he missed Chicagoy, pepperoni pizzas

Glorias the Cubs., dago red and Doc Holliday. He

wrote about sights and soundss but mostly feelings.
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Often the words were in a bteammate’s vocabulasrewy s

e w o« 1 have been scaved and still am. Seames
of it ds fear that I will fail my uniks
Finally fall short of what®s ssvpected. Then
11 have to live with that, forever. The
srnipeyr in the bush disn't as fearsoms as the
seorekesoesr dn omy heart

k] # (]

Around midnight the warvior®™s voice changed to
that of a traveler who told about a countrys its
penple and friendship in a distant lands

e e oW Bvening ie chilly but beauntiful, lots
of w=oft moonliaht, T ocan hear waves breaking
on the beach and I can smell orchids, I'm
sitting under an apricobt tree while weiting
this. The people believe that powerful
genies live in these trees and will protect
them from demons. Denan by the beachs I can
ear the guus sofhtly singing "Amazing Grace.’
TH7s hecone S0P that we sing "Amazing Grace’
bhefore breaking out the hoobtoch. Somehow
drinking warm beer with your unit, swapping
liesy and sharing C—-ration butits just feels
right o & &

Spon the traveler’s voice became that of an

immiagrants

woowow o @t omy second Porple Heart today. It
was only some frag in the thigh. The lL.ady
was still with me. S 1 won't have to go

haclk to the world. I can stay where 1
belong . « .

Then in the early hours of the next morning,
Rafferty read passages bthat were written by a poest
Just days before his fatal moment:

e o« o« I’ve spent the coin of uvouth to buy the
wisdom of manhood. I"ve learned that service
fills life with purposes, order and satisfac—
tiom. That Friendship is devobtions not
praximity nor entanglement. That glory is
knowing well your Jobs not being well-known.
Such knowledge is more than I7ve ever owned.
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Maube this is why I was sent here . . .

Rafferty read four more pages of the diary and
then was done. Dawn was breaking. He laid the diary
downy put on his coat and gloves and left. The
atrests were empty, a stiff breere swirling about
Bhim. He marched along mechanically and didn’t break
stride until he arrived at the Vietnam Memorial.

He went directly to the black granite panel with
Pattaglia’s name engraved on it. He: pesled off a
kidskin glove. He reached up and ran his bare
fingers back and forth over the inscribed letters,
several times, slowly, finally pausing in the middle
orf the rame. He staued that way for several minuotes,

Finally he peeled off the other skin-tight glove,
put it next to its mate and placed the pair at the
hase of the panel. He thrust his hands into his
pockets and turned and walked awaw, He was going Lo
Trina. The wind whipped his hair. Tears formed in

his eyes. He began to softly sing "Amazing Grace.”
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