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  Julian Padowicz was seven years old, Jewish, and living in Warsaw, Poland, when WWII began. After 6 months under Soviet occupation in southern Poland, he and his mother made a daring trek over the Carpathian Mountains into neutral Hungary. Arriving in America at the age of 9, Julian spent the next 13 years in boarding school and college, where his undiagnosed ADD and Dyslexia caused him considerable grief.


  Graduating from Colgate University in 1954 with a BA in English, he was hired by Twentieth-Century Fox studios as editor of their company magazine, “Action.”


  From 1955 to 1959 he served in the Air Force as a navigator and intercept instructor.


  Following military service, he entered the documentary film profession, first as a writer and eventually as director, cameraman, editor, and producer, garnering numerous awards.


  Upon retirement in 2000, Padowicz began writing a 4-part memoir of his WWII experiences. The first book, Mother and Me: Escape from Warsaw 1939, was published in 2006 by Academy Chicago and named “Book of the Year” by ForeWord Magazine. It was followed by A Ship in the Harbor, Loves of Yulian, and When the Diamonds Were Gone. A “young readers’” version of Mother and Me, published by Scholastic, Inc. was a best seller in the school field.


  Feeling that much of what was interesting in his life was not publishable as memoir, for fear of hurting people still living, Padowicz created the fictional village of Venice on the Massachusetts coast and peopled it with characters based on people he had known, including himself.


  Applying humor, which he calls his ‘weapon of choice’, Padowicz has written several novels in which these fictional characters go through many of the experiences he, himself, has gone through. His hero, Kip, is a retired college professor, married to his creative, but accident-prone wife, the lovely Amanda, and trying to lead a ‘normal’ life in a new community, among wacky neighbors and wackier friends from his past.


  Padowicz and his real-life wife, Donna, live in Hampton, VA. Their blended family includes 5 children, 9 grandchildren, and 3 great-grands.
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  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at crossroad@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  To our new friends and neighbors in and around Hampton, Virginia, among whom my wife Donna and I hope to spend the rest of our lives.
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  CHAPTER ONE


  “I’m so proud of you, dear,” Amanda said, patting down what was left of his hair with her hand.


  Kip took off his black gown and began to fold it. It was only his standard Hawthorne lecture, given many times during his professorial years at Lane University and nothing to make a fuss over, but he appreciated her praise.


  “You looked so distinguished, sitting up there in your gown, in that big chair next to Lorna, in front of the whole congregation, with your notebook in your lap and your goatee. And you spoke so….”


  “It’s not a goatee,” he corrected. “A goatee has…” and then he realized she was teasing him.


  “Yes, yes, I’m sorry,” she said. “I always make that mistake. It’s not a goatee, but a Vandyke. A goatee has a mustache.”


  It was a game they played, and he loved it.


  “I do like showing off my husband the author,” she continued, “and they certainly liked you.”


  This part of the game he always found uncomfortable. Much as he enjoyed approval and praise, he always felt embarrassed in its presence. He finished folding the gown and stepped through the archway into the Social Room to lay it on a chair. Then he stepped back into the foyer with Amanda. “Would you like me to bring you a chair so you can sit down while I get you coffee, bunny?” he asked.


  “No thank you, dear. In a minute, I’m going to try going in there and getting my own coffee.”


  “Are you sure you want to risk it? I mean, I can bring you…” and then he realized what she was about. Why she was willing to risk another agoraphobic incident here. In these five years, he had gotten to know Amanda.


  Amanda was an embracer. He remembered last year, when he had taken her to Lexington to meet Vera, the woman he had almost lived with for thirty years, while teaching at Lane, and how totally Amanda had embraced her. And then how she had embraced Vera’s stepson, Erik, when he was here for the summer. And of course, he remembered the way she had reached out to him when he had first shown up at her post office to pick up the keys to his new house. And so now that they had experienced a worship service in this church, with its highly liberal approach and minimalist ritual, Amanda was ready to declare herself a Unitarian Universalist. In a minute or when they got home or at supper or in bed tonight, Amanda would be talking about the idea of becoming members here.


  “I know a lot of these people,” she said, by way of explaining why she was so willing to plunge into the crowd to get her own coffee. Of course, having served as postmistress of Venice, Massachusetts, she probably knew everyone who had a Venice zip code. Still, Kip would have much preferred to have her sit calmly out here in the foyer, where her friends would certainly come and talk with her.


  Venice was a village within the town of Connors Cove, along the coast, north of Boston. And the willowy, fiftyish postmistress, with one brown eye and one green one, accented by similarly-colored ribbons tying off her braids, had been the first-person Kip had met in Venice and the reason he had decided to stay. When she smiled at him, Kip liked to say, Amanda could have been a teenager.


  Now they were standing alone in the little vestibule between the church’s sanctuary, where the Sunday service had just ended, and the Social Room, to which the congregation had immediately migrated for coffee and socializing. During the service, with everyone sitting in the stackable armchairs, Amanda had had no problem. And even after the last hymn and the blessing, once the flow towards the aroma of fresh coffee in the Social Room had begun, the stream had all been in one direction, which was manageable for her as well. But the Social Room, itself, with people milling between coffee at one end, juice for the kids at the other, and snacks in the middle, presented the kind of chaos that Amanda found difficult, at times impossible, to handle. He recalled vividly running around the Athens train station, looking for a paper bag for her to blow into…in Greek…because Amanda was hyperventilating. Now she adjusted his tie. “You’re such a distinguished author with your Vandyke and your white hair, my darling,” she said.


  Of course, she was mocking him again, and that was fine—there had been no room for banter in his life before Amanda. It was true that, since marrying Amanda four years ago, he had had two novels published to complimentary reviews and brisk sales. And he particularly enjoyed fending off embarrassment by admitting that it was Amanda’s presence in his life that had given him the confidence to sit down and write them. “Well, I…” he began but was interrupted by Lorna.


  “Thank you so much, Kip,” Lorna said, a little out of breath. “It was even better than your Moby Dick talk, last year. And thank you for wearing your gown. A lot of our visiting speakers won’t do that, you know, but I think it lends dignity to a church service. Even though…” She stopped to look around quickly and dropped her voice to where Kip could barely hear her above the hum of conversation. “Even though some of our members object to our even calling this a church and to what they call churchiness. I, for one, like a little decorum in our service, but we UU’s are so liberal that we worry that people from a Jewish background or Muslims—as though we had any Muslims—will be turned off. Now Amanda, are you sure you’re all right here? I’ll have someone bring you some coffee.”


  “Yes, Lorna, I’m fine. Actually, in a minute I’m going to try walking in there and getting my own coffee.”


  “Are you sure? I can easily ask someone…”


  “No, no. But architecturally this is a church.”


  Kip could see from Lorna’s expression that Amanda’s sudden switch back to a previous topic had left her a little behind, and he had a difficult time suppressing a smile.


  “What? Oh yes, that’s exactly what I always say,” Lorna said. “When we refer to the building, we do call it a church, but technically we, here in Connors Cove, are not even a congregation, but a society. When we talk church or congregation, some of our hard-ass members…” here she dropped her voice still further, “…including Ralph—that’s my husband—get bent out of shape.”


  Lorna Bliss had been president of the Connors Cove Unitarian Universalist Society for the five years that Kip lived in Venice. She had what in the sixties would have been called an afro, liberally speckled with gray, though she wasn’t African. She had an angular face, large dark eyes, a slim figure, and, as she removed her gown, the green silk blouse underneath showed itself to be well-filled in the chest area. Long silver earrings hung from her ears. The name Lorna ran in her family, she said. Richard Doddridge Blackmore, author of the romance, Lorna Doone, had been an ancestor, and each subsequent generation, she said, had had a Lorna.


  She had been in pursuit of her presidential duties when he first met her at the Randalls’ boat launching party, his first summer in Venice, and the delectable Amanda, was just the object of his daydreams. Amanda, running into whom at the party he had considered one of the few twists of fate that had actually twisted his way, had explained to him that Lorna had fired the then minister of the Society and now had to scour the area for speakers for their Sunday services. The sixtyish Professor A. Jeremy (Kip) Kippur, new in the community, complete with Vandyke, just retired from Lane University in the Midwest and said to be engaged in the writing of an important book, was a sitting duck for her hunt. This had resulted in the aforementioned talk on Melville’s Moby Dick as a retelling of the Jonah story. Now, the Rev. Elizabeth Abramowitz was installed as minister, but, since by U.U. tradition, the minister had every fourth Sunday off, filling that empty pulpit every four weeks was still a concern.


  “My husband, Ralph, wanted so much to hear you today,” Lorna now said, “but an emergency selectmen’s meeting came up. Something about our water lines. But you’ve never heard Liz speak, have you. She’ll be back in the pulpit next week, and she’ll be speaking on ‘Finding the Divine in your Attic.’ It sounds exciting. Why don’t you two come and hear her. Her husband, Boris, you know, is cantor at the temple, but he’s usually here on Sundays when she’s speaking. This past winter, at our Christmas service, he sang a beautiful Ave Maria.”


  This last, Kip suspected, was for his benefit, his Jewish background being common knowledge in Venice since the publication of his first book.


  “Now Amanda, if you sit in the back of the sanctuary,” Lorna continued, “it’ll be less stressful for you. Actually, with our P.A. system, the back of the sanctuary is, sometimes, the only place you can hear the sermon properly.”


  You’re pursuing a fool’s errand, lady, Kip reflected, as the woman went on. Leave her alone and she’ll be applying for membership tomorrow.


  Then mugs of coffee were being pressed on them by smiling Society members and Lorna, spying a new face at the other end of the Social Room, slipped away.


  Kip would have liked to be able to slip away as well. It was just two weeks ago that he had inaugurated his new study. It was a tower room sticking out above the attic of the house he and Amanda had bought the year before, with its own circular staircase from the second floor. For the original owners, in the mid eighteen hundreds, the tower room had provided a lookout from which the wife could watch for her sea captain husband to return from the Bahamas. The elderly couple from whom Kip and Amanda had bought the house the previous winter, had closed the room off and let the bats and the pigeons take over. It was just a few weeks ago that the bats and the pigeons had been expelled, the damage repaired, and his study furniture struggled up the circular stairway by younger men. From his maroon writing chair Kip could look out onto Connors Cove, the body of water after which the town was named, the little river that flowed into it, and the dock, where his sailboat, the Manda, would be tied up this summer. He could also see the roof of the attached garage that the same construction crew had insulated and fixed up as a clay sculpting studio for Amanda. Now his study was calling to him, not because of the view, but because of the troubling difficulties he was encountering with his new book.


  “I loved your talk, Kip,” a woman who looked familiar, but whom he could not identify, said, stepping into the alcove from the Social Room. She was older than he, bird-like, with the flavor of a Germanic accent as well as, perhaps, a touch of osteoporosis giving her that stooped look. She spoke slowly and deliberately as though still not totally comfortable with the English language.


  “Thank you.” He recognized the woman as a fellow resident of Venice, and had seen her going in and out of the General Store or, perhaps, the library. And he may even have signed a copy of one of his books for her. But her name was a blank in his mind.


  “And it’s so good to see you back, Amanda,” the woman continued. She and Kip’s wife exchanged little shoulder hugs. “We missed you when you were in Europe,” the woman said.


  “Well, you know, Ingrid, Kip was recuperating from his heart attack, and then writing his first book,” Amanda said. The name, Ingrid, Kip knew, had been dropped in for his benefit, according to well-established practice. His memory for names, never good, was giving way under the weight of years. “We were married in Venice, Italy, and honeymooned pretty much all over Europe. But we’ve been back for two years now.”


  “Yes, I know. And you’ve bought the old Jennings house.”


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  “But I’m used to seeing your every day at the post office, dear, so this way it’s like you never really came back.”


  “I’m sorry, Ingrid. We’ll have to get together and catch up.”


  Standing in the doorway to the Social Room, clearly waiting for a turn to enter Amanda’s comfort zone, was another woman whom Kip had seen around the village, but could not identify. For all he knew, they could well have been introduced and spoken numerous times.


  “Why don’t you two come to services more often?” the birdlike Ingrid was saying to Amanda, while the other woman waited. “Reverend Abramson gives such interesting sermons. Next week…” Then she noticed the woman who was waiting. “Oh, I’m sorry, Gwen, I didn’t realize…” she said and hurried back into the Social Room.


  The woman named Gwen stepped into the passageway. “I enjoyed your talk immensely, Kip,” she said to him on her way to hug Amanda.


  Of course, she was Gwen Riley, wife of the owner of the General Store and mother of Don, who now managed it. Amanda’s old post office was in the same building as the store, and she and the woman would have had plenty of occasions to visit. Kip had noticed Gwen’s tall son, Don, in his audience earlier.


  “I’m so sorry that Lou couldn’t come and hear Kip,” she said. “He’s not well, you know.”


  He saw Amanda knit her brows and incline her head to the side in sympathy. On someone else, he might have questioned the sincerity. With Amanda, he knew it to be unquestionable. “I’m so sorry,” she said. Lou Riley had already had two heart attacks.


  “Well, as long as he keeps his hands off that accursed banjo, he’s all right. I want to throw the thing out, but then he’ll really have a fit.”


  Then Gwen’s tall, balding son joined his mother. “Your second book’s been doing even better at the store than the first one,” he reported, and Kip thanked him for the information.


  “I’m so sorry to hear about your father, Don,” Amanda said. She reached up, on her tiptoes, to kiss the man’s cheek.


  “Thank you, Manda. Dad’s holding his own. But why don’t you two become members here,” Don said. Of course. What Lorna had only hinted at, the storekeeper would attack frontally. Kip braced himself for a listing of the advantages of Society membership, but it didn’t come.


  “We’ll give it some thought, Don,” Kip said, surprising himself by not deferring to Amanda. But resisting Don’s and his father’s salesmanship had become a reflex.


  “Would you like me to get you something to eat, bunny?” he asked, when Gwen and Don had moved on.


  “I think they have doughnuts, dear. Gwen had some powdered sugar on her ear. But let me come with you.”


  “Are you sure, bunny?”


  “I’m sure, dear.”


  “I mean…” he began, but Amanda had already taken his hand and was heading into the milling Social Room.


  “Did you know, Professor, that Edgar Allan Poe didn’t think much of Hawthorne?” a voice at his right said, as they approached the food table. Looking over his shoulder, Kip saw a man with a thick brown mustache in jeans and a tweed jacket. “My name is Gramble, Fred Gramble,” he said, patting Kip’s arm and almost spilling the coffee.


  “Well, I do know that he was highly critical of Twice Told Tales,” Kip said. “But I think that was because Poe couldn’t stand allegory or moralizing. On the other hand, he did write some very positive things about Hawthorne, as well. If you read…” But the man had melted back into the crowd.


  Kip looked anxiously at Amanda. Her eyebrows were beginning to knit together. “Oh, I think maybe we’d better go back,” she said.


  “Sure, pumpkin.” Turning Amanda around, he threaded their way back towards the little hallway.


  Then, before reaching the vestibule, he felt Amanda stop. Looking back, he saw that she had turned to talk to a man and a boy standing together. The man was tall and thin, with close cropped blond hair and a mustache. He was dressed in gray slacks and a brass-buttoned blue blazer. The boy had on a maroon jacket, twill, though Kip did not recognize it as such, with a pointed hood lying flat, down the back. His jeans seemed unusually snug.


  Except that he wasn’t a boy—he was a grown man with the shadow of a beard, but the size and shape of a skinny fourteen-year-old.


  “Oh, Kip,” Amanda said, “do you know Steve and Lionel?” From her tone, it was clear that meeting these two was her happiest encounter of the day. “They own that haberdashery in town.” By in town she meant Connors Cove, the incorporated entity of which Venice was a village. “And Li designs and makes these lovely tops.”


  To assume that it was the smaller of the two, in the hooded maroon jacket and the dyed blond hair, whose name was Lionel and who “designs and makes these lovely tops,” was tempting, but Kip knew it to be a dangerous presumption. He extended his hand to him. “Kip,” he said.


  The other took his hand in his small one. His grip was surprisingly firm and his tone equally resolute. “Lionel.”


  Kip wondered if the little man was mocking him. Gay people, especially the openly gay ones, had a tendency to do that. Perhaps his own terse self-introduction had been a little “macho.” He hadn’t meant it to be.


  “I’m Steven,” the taller man said. He, too, Kip suspected, had heard the mockery and may have been trying to dispel it. “I remember fitting you with a blazer like this one, some years ago,” he said. “You were going to a boat christening, you said.”


  “That was me, alright.”


  “Oh mercy, Amanda,” Lionel said. “Here comes Mussolini in drag.”


  Amanda laughed. “That’s what Kip calls her, too.”


  “She has hemorrhoids, I can tell,” Lionel said.


  “You’re awful,” Amanda said, still laughing. “She’ll hear you.”


  “Cut it, Mary,” Steven hissed at his small friend.


  Then, a rotund, short-necked woman in a tightly fitting brown suit had pushed her way past the taller man to confront Kip. She was barely taller than Lionel, and she had a habit of standing closer than Kip found comfortable. Her name was Doris Cobb, and she was the Venice librarian.


  “Kip, I want you to give this same Hawthorne talk at the library, next summer. Not this summer, the next summer. But I want you to make it less academic and work some humor and sex into it. I can help you. And, Amanda…” Now she turned to look Amanda in the chin, “Amanda, can you make a bust of Hawthorne? I have photographs. We’ll do a Hawthorne Festival in Venice. I know just where I can get the money for it. Give it some thought, both of you. It’ll put us on the map.”


  Then thrusting her jaw forward in what Kip referred to as her Mussolini strut, she was gone.


  “Oh goodness,” Lionel said. “If she comes to any more services, we’ll all have hemorrhoids.”


  “You really are awful, you know,” Amanda said, but she was smiling.


  “Li isn’t like that all the time,” Amanda explained on the drive home. “Steve says he gets that way around new people or people he doesn’t like. I think it’s his way of telling them who he is and daring them to take offense. Of course, he’s not like that in the store. In the store, he wears a suit, and he’s very businesslike. I guess at the church he feels safe to be himself. But he’s very creative. He designed and made that jacket, himself, and they sell it in various colors. They don’t display them in the store, of course, but they have a Web site. And Steve’s an absolute doll, isn’t he?”


  Kip’s thoughts were preceding him to his study. Amanda would spend the afternoon in her studio, and he would deal with the problems besetting his current novel. It was to be a sequel to his original book, Benedict Arnold Conquers Naples and the one Don had referred to as doing well in his store, the recently released, Benedict Arnold Retakes Saratoga. The lead character of this projected trilogy was not the traitorous Revolutionary War general, but a totally fictitious, contemporary, Polish refugee from Communism in thick glasses, who, like Kip, had arrived in this country at the age of seven, but burdened by an unpronounceable Slavic name following his first name of Benedict. This obstacle his parents had tried to assuage by legally changing it to what they considered a solidly American one.


  In Kip’s first book, a whimsical adventure story, the nearsighted, unfortunately-named Ben had grown up to become a private detective of questionable ability, but gone on to solve a murder in the fictional village of Naples, Massachusetts. Along the way he had tangled with Johanna, the statuesque assistant D.A. In book two, he and Johanna were again thrown together by a murder that seemed to be outside of Johanna’s jurisdiction, in historic Saratoga, New York. And in book three, now taking shape in Kip’s laptop, Ben and Johanna were, each, to be considering the possibilities of a romance. Except that book three was not moving along as smoothly as book two had.


  None of these three books was the “serious” book that Kip had been reputed to be writing, and indeed had been writing, on his arrival in Venice. That aborted effort had been a disaster that had convinced him to give up his writing ambitions…until Amanda had persuaded him to scale down his earnestness, turn his hero from a fictionalized version of himself into the nearsighted private detective, and redirect his tragedy into romance/adventure. The success of the resulting book had been a total surprise and the source of occasional discomfort to Kip. Success had not been a frequent visitor in Kip’s previous life. That his efforts with this current book should, now, be meeting obstacles reminiscent of that first, moribund undertaking, was troubling to him.


  “He seems very nice,” Kip now said in response to Amanda’s question regarding Steven. “Is he…?”


  “Of course. They’ve been together for eighteen years in a perfectly stable relationship, which isn’t all that common among gay men, you know.”


  “I didn’t know you were friendly with them.”


  “When I’m in Connors, I stop in and say hello. That’s where I got you your yachting cap. I usually bring them coffee and stuff from Dunkin Donuts and Li often has some new design he’s working on to show me. They bought one of my kitchen witches after Doris’s exhibit last summer. They live above the store. I didn’t know they were members here.”


  The church stood on a rise overlooking Connors Cove, and the road down was slippery from a new rain. Kip rode the brake gently, with light pumps on the pedal.


  “Did you like the people you met, dear?” Amanda asked. “They certainly liked your talk.”


  “It’s just one of my old lectures, recycled.”


  “Yes, I know. That’s why Doris said to put some humor and some sex into it.”


  “I’m really not interested in her festival, you know.”


  “I know, but I’d like to do that bust of Hawthorne.”


  “Doris will probably have a mold made and sell reproductions.”


  “That’s all right. I’d enjoy the public exposure. You don’t need it, but it could help my sales.”


  Kip understood her concern. The money was not an issue for them. The success of his two novels, on top of his college retirement package, plus his modest inheritance made them quite comfortable. But Amanda, who had only recently begun selling her clay figures and planters on the Internet, did have a legitimate need for “public exposure,” as she called it.


  “I’d like to go back next Sunday and hear Reverend Abramowitz speak,” she said.


  He had been expecting something like this. “You’d like to join, wouldn’t you?”


  “Well, yes, I would, dear. The people are all so nice. Would you mind?”


  “I’m not a joiner, you know.”


  “I know, dear. But I feel the need for some spiritual…well, grounding. I hope you understand.”


  “You miss Erik, don’t you, bunny.”


  “I do. I’m sorry the sailing…I mean the two of you sailing together didn’t work out. It was you he was supposed to bond with.”


  The summer before, fourteen-year-old Erik, the new stepson of his old friend, Vera, had spent some time with them. It had been intended that he would find a stabilizing father figure in Kip through a summer of sailing. But the boy had proven terrified of sailing and bonded, instead, with Amanda. And the childless Amanda had, in her turn, found fulfillment in the relationship. Kip was well aware of the hollow in her life that the boy’s departure, at the end of the summer, had produced.


  “I don’t have to join, do I?” Kip said, returning to the previous subject. “I’ll come with you and see how it works out, but I don’t have to commit myself right now, do I?” Were she to say that his commitment was necessary to her enrollment, he would probably do as she wished.


  “No, dear. I want to volunteer for some of the committees and involve myself in what they do, but, if you just come and sit beside me on Sundays, that will be lovely.”


  Amanda did not wait till the following Sunday to make her commitment. By Tuesday evening she was attending a meeting of the Religious Services Committee to which Lorna had assigned her the evening before, and on Sunday
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