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Bobby B. Bobb, recovering cynic, was on time for his appointment with Rachel Farr at the offices of Bev-Link Press, publisher of "The Artist," a small periodical claiming to be devoted to "Right Coast" artists, that is, those working on the east coast.

Bev-Link was located on the second floor of a not too well built brick building in Stillwater, New York. The scenery was picturesque, however, which no doubt attracted Rachel to the site, as she readily informed Bobby.

"I don't know where I was going," she said. "Heading for Saratoga, I think, from Stockbridge, and I just thought, this is it. Sure enough, the price was right. Anyway, Bobby, thanks for coming."

She tugged at the shoulder of her dress. She appeared a bit self-conscious of the way the neckline plunged. She thought it was inappropriate. 

In fact, she had said to herself, when she looked in the mirror as she arrived at the office that morning, "What was I thinking?"

Bobby couldn't help but get a good view. Rachel was impeccably thin, a winning attribute of her physical resume. Clothes fell off her, so to speak, and not only that, she hated to wear them. She was happiest in underwear and painting apron. But in order to make a living, pay her bills, she had to work at "The Artist." It was a good thing her stepfather had so generously made the arrangements.

It occurred to Bobby that he wouldn't mind painting her. If he knew how she painted, he would have been even more entranced by the prospect. He was already daydreaming of painting her in her cheap summer dress. It was January! 

Yes, Rachel knew the dress was out of style, but the v-neck t-shirt went so well, she couldn't resist.

She felt like asking Bobby how he liked the outfit, but she knew he did already. She liked that.

"So, Bobby, can I call you that?"

"By all means," he said.

"What we're planning-I've received instructions-is a literary expansion of our magazine to give it a broader readership. What we intend to run is a series of articles on what 'says it all' for our readers, about themselves, as artists. You're one of the first to respond. Shall we begin?"

Rachel placed a small tape recorder on the desk.

"Yes, sure," Bobby said, gamely.

He looked around her cluttered, huge office. Two windows looked out on the Hudson River. It was a nice setting.

Rachel pushed the button on the tape recorder.

"Mr. Bobb, is it Bobby Bobb?"

"Bobby B. Bobb," he said.

"Great. So, what says it all for you?"

"For me, Rachel, it's all about the becoming."

"The becoming?"

"The attempt at becoming, to be more accurate." 

Bobby paused briefly, as he knew he was already losing her, getting too philosophical. "What I mean is-well-let me tell you about the Sixth hole at Frear. This is a golf course near where I live. The city started a program—an 'Adopt a Hole' program—intended to attract groups interested in adopting a hole, with the intention of sprucing it up. So, I adopted the Sixth hole, or tried to."

"What do you mean, tried to?"

"They sent back my check. It was only $100 to adopt a hole—pretty reasonable. I figured I could set some yardage markers out, plant a few trees. I thought it would be fun."

"But they sent you your money back." 

"Right."

"How come?"

"I guess they thought it would be better to get groups, not an individual. More work would get done."

"So?"

"They rejected me. I tried to get the Rensselaer County Bar Association to rent the hole, but they refused."

"Why the Rensselaer County Bar Association?"

"Well, I'm a member of that bar association-or, at least, I was. I knew the president. I went to Law School with him."

"You're a lawyer?"

"Yes, sorry."

"No. No problem. Why do you say that?"

"Most people hate lawyers. But anyway, back to what 'says it all.'"

"Yes, go ahead."

"I was amazed that he categorically opposed it. He seemed adamantly opposed to sports. I'd spoken to him about Williams College-my son was going there at the time-"

"Really. I used to work there."

"No kidding? Where?"

"In the bursar's office."

"Nice."

"Well, go ahead, Bobby."

"No doubt this will need to be edited."

"I doubt it."

"Really?" Bobby smiled. "I'll have to be more careful what I say."

"Please don't."

"Okay. Thank you. Anyhow, I remember saying that I thought Williams should go division one. In sports, you know. That's one of my pet peeves-schools that can, but won't go division one-the top level in sports. I think they're hurting their students. But back to what 'says it all.'"

"Yes, by all means."

"So, he refused, the bar association president, and I was pretty much dead in the water. I think this was about ten years ago. The Sixth hole still isn't adopted. They only got about half of the holes adopted. Once they rejected me, it seemed like they kind of forgot about the whole project. So, anyway, last year I went up to the Sixth tee and planted an apple tree-kind of a civil disobedience apple tree. Totally unauthorized. I figured if I asked permission, they would have refused. That was last November, so I'm hoping to go back next spring to see if it's still there, or whether they ripped it out of the ground. That says it all for me."

"That says it all for you?"

"Right. That 'says it all' for me."

"How so?"

"I like the action-the attempts to see if things take root-like the tree I planted in November. It's the waiting-the participation-trying to be a player. I keep trying to plant apple trees. Not literally, you know-that's my only tree escapade-but figuratively, I keep trying to plant apple trees, and the world just keeps ripping them out of the ground."

"As a writer?"

"As an artist-as a writer-and well they should, in many instances."

"So, its been justified."

"There's ample justification."
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There was a pause. Finally, Rachel remembered to hit the tape recorder off button.

"I'd like to see how justified. There is a pre-publication party for each issue. Come to that, and bring a few slides, or some photos."
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There Bobby was again, in Rachel's upstairs office. He wasn't on time, though. It was a quarter to 8. People were leaving when he arrived. He saw Rachel talking to two men, a tall, gray haired man and a younger, stout man. Nobody else was there.

"Okay, Dad, bye," he heard her say. She kissed 

the older man's cheek. The two men then turned to leave. Rachel saw Bobby in the doorway.

"Dad, Roger, wait," she said, and the two men turned. "I'd like you to meet Bobby Bobb. He's in the new issue."

Bobby shook their hands dutifully.

"This is my stepfather, Charles Rodin, and my husband, Roger Daltry," she said.

They exchanged the usual friendly greetings.

"Have to get up early. See you," Roger said. He then turned to Rachel, waved to her in a casual way and said, "take care."

With that, the two men left.

It seemed to Bobby that Roger and Rachel must have separated.

"I suppose there could be a few more guests coming," Rachel said to Bobby. "Some wine?" 

For a few minutes they sipped wine, and ate grapes and little squares of cheese.

"I brought a few slides," Bobby said. He took an envelope out of his jacket pocket. He now handed Rachel a handful of the tiny square prints. She held them up to the light, one after the other.

"Outrageous," she said.

"Thank you."

"Completely out there."

"True."

"My paintings are over here."

She led him to a not too well lit part of the large room. There were brick walls, and from them hung shaky, gray and white winter landscapes.

"I love them," he found himself saying. He said this with complete sincerity. It was a rare experience for him.

"Then, let us begin," she said, quickly taking a smock from a hook on an old coat tree.

Within moments she had set out a jar of mineral oil, a stretched canvas, brushes, and a large plate of cheese and grapes.

She handed him a brush.

"I dare you," she said.

Part II

Roman a clef

A "roman a clef" is a novel with a key. The key is ordinarily the revelation as to what person the book is about. Such novels are real life often just lightly glossed over as fiction. A recent example was "The Devil Wears Prada," by former Vogue assistant Lauren Weisberger, who gave a more or less accurate account of action at Vogue.

"Humboldt's Gift," many later learned was not so entirely fiction, but rather Saul Bellow's account of his friendship with famous poet Delmore Schwartz. 

"The Carpetbaggers," was quickly revealed to be a thinly disguised account of Howard Hughes and his relationship
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