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				For my pod, literal and metaphoric, from 2020, the Year That Satan Spawned, and the first half of 2021.

				When I was hanging on by my fingernails, you gave me your hand. You are my safari.

				Grace Experience Blewer

				Victoria Blewer

				Julia Cox

				Robert Cox

				Todd Doughty

				Andrew Furtsch

				Joan Heaton

				Jenny Jackson

				Stephen Kiernan

				Gerd Krahn

				Laura Krahn

				Brian Lipson

				Khatchig Mouradian

				Hawk Ostby

				Monica Ostby

				Lisa Goodyear-Prescott

				Reed Prescott

				Deborah Schneider

				John Searles

				Stephen Shore

				Adam Turteltaub

				and (yes)

				Horton and Jesse

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
					Everything I learned, I learned from the movies.

					—Audrey Hepburn

					If you want a happy ending, that depends, of course, on where you stop your story.

					—Orson Welles

				

			

		

	
		
		
			
				THE SAFARI

				Registered Guest List

				MARRIED COUPLES

			
			
				David Hill: gallerist

				Katie Barstow: actress

				Billy Stepanov: psychologist and Katie Barstow’s older brother

				Margie Stepanov: homemaker

			

			
				Felix Demeter: screenwriter

				
					Carmen Tedesco: actress

				

			

			SINGLE GUESTS

			
				Terrance Dutton: actor

				Reggie Stout: Katie Barstow’s publicist

				Peter Merrick: Katie Barstow’s agent

			

			Team Leaders

			
				Charlie Patton: owner of Charles Patton Safari Adventures

				Juma Sykes: head guide

				Muema Kambona: second guide

				Benjamin Kikwete: porter and guest liaison

			

		

	
		
			
			
				Prologue
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			Oh, I can’t speak for the dead. And I won’t speak for the missing. I can only tell you what I think happened. Others—the dead and the missing—would probably have their own versions. Blame, I can tell you firsthand, is every bit as subjective as truth.

			Of course, I am also confident that the missing will never be found: the Serengeti is vast and it’s been years. Years. But Africa is changing. One never knows. Someday it’s possible that some of their bones—a femur that is recognizably human or a skull that was clearly a woman’s or a man’s—will be spotted beside a dirt road where a jackal or hyena or magnificent lappet-faced vulture decades ago finished off what a leopard or lion didn’t. Just think for a moment of the age of the fossils and remnants of ancient man that have been found a little south of where we were in the Olduvai Gorge. Mary Leakey began piecing together the Nutcracker Man only five years before we were there when she saw what looked like two teeth in a jaw. Nutcracker Man lived two million years ago. We went there and (most of us, anyway) died there in 1964.

			So, perhaps a ranger will discover the bones while tracking a poacher. It could be just that ordinary.

			But let’s be clear. This story was never about Western, privileged tourists or local Maasai or Tanzanians. It was never about rich or poor, Americans or Africans. We were all just people, and most of us had no idea what was happening. We had no idea what to do. We made the best decisions we could, but think of who we were and where we were. The mantra for most of us? Just stay alive. See if, somehow, we might see the sun rise one more time.

		

	
		
		
			Safari
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				CHAPTER ONE

				Katie Barstow

			
			
				Hollywood royalty gathered Saturday night at the Beverly Wilshire Hotel, where Katie Barstow wed Rodeo Drive gallerist David Hill. The two of them left afterward for Paris and then the wilds of Africa on a “safari.” Rumor has it that the actress is bringing along an entourage into the jungle that will include her brother and sister-in-law, Billy and Margie Stepanov; her agent, Peter Merrick; her publicist, Reggie Stout; actress Carmen Tedesco and her husband, Felix Demeter; and Katie’s friend and co-star in the still controversial Tender Madness, Terrance Dutton. The little group has nicknamed themselves the Lions of Hollywood—though anyone who knows Katie Barstow or has seen her on the screen understands that she is the lioness in charge of this pride.

				—The Hollywood Reporter, November 9, 1964

			

			She was watching the giraffes at the watering hole after breakfast, no longer as awed by their presence as she’d been even four days ago, when she’d first seen a great herd of them eating leaves from a copse of tall umbrella acacia, their heads occasionally bobbing up to stare back, unfazed and not especially alarmed by the humans. Their eyes were sweet. Their horns were the antennae on a child’s extraterrestrial Halloween mask. The inscrutable creatures were wary of these humans, but they felt no need to flee.

			They’d just finished breakfast and were still at their camp. Her husband, David, was on her left, and her brother, Billy, was on her right. Both had their cameras out. Terrance was sitting nearby with his notebook on his knees, sketching the creatures. Katie had known that Terrance was as talented a visual artist as he was an actor—her husband loved his paintings—but she was still stunned by how quickly and how remarkably he was drawing the animals they saw. The eyes of his elephant had broken her heart. Earlier that autumn, when they were still in L.A., David had said it was only a matter of time before he could risk giving the man a show. (“He’s a movie star,” she told David when she heard the hesitation in his voice. “He’s a Black movie star,” David had reminded her, and while he was only acknowledging the backlash he might face from some quarters, she had still felt the need to remind him it was 1964, not 1864. His gallery’s fiscal foundation couldn’t possibly be so weak that it couldn’t withstand blowback from racist critics and so-called connoisseurs.)

			The group, all nine of them and their guides, were about to climb into the Land Rovers and start the drive to the next camp, a journey through the savanna that would take three hours if they didn’t stop, but would, in fact, take seven or eight because they expected to pause often for the Serengeti’s great menagerie of animals. You just never knew what you would see and where you might detour. Yesterday, they had been particularly lucky. They had witnessed the great wildebeest crossing at the Mara River: thousands of wildebeest and zebras storming down the sandy banks into the water and attempting to reach the grass on the other side.

			There were five giraffes this morning, three with their legs splayed awkwardly as they stretched their long necks down to the water to drink. She felt a small pang of guilt that she was taking for granted her witness to their presence, animals over fifteen feet tall—their legs alone were taller than she was—with their cream-colored coats and those iconic tawny spots. She wondered at the way her mind was wandering instead to the differences between coincidence and synchronicity. Her brother, a psychologist, had been expounding on the two words over breakfast in the meal tent.

			A coincidence, he had said, was the fact that there were nine Americans on this photo safari, and last month two had been caught in the same end-of-the-world traffic jam that brought freeway traffic to a standstill before the Beatles’ appearance at the Hollywood Bowl: Katie’s husband and Katie’s agent. Though David Hill was nearly thirty years younger than Peter Merrick, the idea that they had turned off their engines and stood smoking Lucky Strikes on the highway beside their cars at almost exactly the same moment near almost exactly the same exit had still been fascinating enough that it had broken the ice their first night in the Serengeti, and led David and Peter to bond in ways that transcended the generation and a half that separated them. (It also gave them something less awkward to discuss than the reality that Katie Barstow, their more obvious commonality, made dramatically more money than either of them, or that they were two big, strapping men who depended upon the earning power of a one-hundred-pound woman with a childhood more freakish than fairy tale who was barely five feet tall.)

			Synchronicity was something more profound, a connection that suggested a higher power was at work. In this case—on this safari—it was the idea that on their second afternoon in the savanna, one of their guides overheard two of the guests discussing Katie’s latest film and the MGM lion that was the first thing a person saw in the theater, and on a hunch drove the Land Rover to the far side of a tremendous outcropping of boulders, one of the kopjes not far from their camp, and there they were: a female lion and four of her cubs. Regal and proud, the cubs content, all of them lounging in the grass beneath the trees that grew beside the rocks. Even when the second vehicle had roared up behind the first so that everyone could see the animals and snap their photos, the mother lion had done little more than yawn. The cubs looked on a bit more intently, slightly more curious, but since their mother wasn’t alarmed, they merely rolled over, stretched their small legs with deceptively large paws, and found more comfortable positions in the grass. The two Land Rovers were barely a dozen yards from the lioness.

			“Katie?”

			She turned now toward David.

			“I think we need to bring a few home,” her husband said, motioning at the giraffes at the watering hole. “And a couple of zebras. We’d never need a lawn service.”

			“The zebras would certainly help. But giraffes don’t eat grass,” she reminded him. They’d just bought a ranch. Or, to be precise, she had just bought a ranch. Thirty acres. It was near Santa Clarita, north of the valley. She’d considered buying something in Malibu, but she’d grown up on Manhattan’s Upper West Side, a theater kid born to theater parents, and now that she was—and the words simultaneously made her bask and cringe—a movie star, she wanted to steer clear of the mod world that these days marked the sands: the beach houses with their massive windows, circular fireplaces, and Peter Max paintings against the crisp, white walls. She imagined someday she might have a horse. Or horses. One would be lonely. She’d ridden horses in two different movies and enjoyed the experience. She’d felt horrible when she’d watched her stunt double put the animal through some terrifying gallops and then send it to its knees after the creature was, supposedly, shot.

			“Point noted,” David agreed.

			Beside them, Billy was photographing the giraffes with a camera that had a lens so stout it looked to Katie like a club, and his wife, Margie, was staring at the giraffes through binoculars so delicate they reminded Katie of opera glasses. Billy was thirty-five, David’s age and five years her senior, and Margie was thirty-three. Margie had found out she was pregnant in August, and her doctor had thought morning sickness alone was a reason why she shouldn’t go on the safari, but she was game. Said she wouldn’t miss it. This was both her brother’s and Margie’s second marriage. Billy had a four-year-old son at home from his first, but Margie had left no children in her wake when her previous marriage had imploded. Katie knew that she was supposed to want children, and speculated sometimes what it meant that she didn’t. Perhaps she was too ambitious. Or immature. Or selfish. Perhaps it was her hatred of her own parents, who had made her career possible, and yet had also been mercenary and mean and fake. And, yes, cruel. They had not been cruel to each other, which in hindsight was rather surprising, but they had been cruel to Billy and her. (Billy, however, had borne the brunt of the abuse. Most of the real horrors had been inflicted upon him, and it was their mother who was behind the lion’s share of that carnage. How Billy had become who he was, rather than whoever was strangling all those women in Boston, was a mystery to her. But, thank God, he had grown into a pretty gentle therapist instead of a pretty violent monster.)

			Katie’s team at the studio, her publicist, and her agent all expected that someday soon she and David would have a baby. And most of them had mixed emotions about that. On the one hand, at thirty she was already outgrowing “starlet”: how many more times could she play the ingenue? Besides, now that she was married, it would be unnatural not to have a baby. What would her fans think? On the other hand, most of her entourage disliked the idea of her taking time off, given the box office bullion of everything she touched. Even Tender Madness, her movie with Terrance, had done well, despite the inference in one of the scenes at the mental hospital that the pair had kissed after the cut. (They had, though the moment had wound up on the cutting room floor.)

			Reggie Stout was the lone exception: he honestly seemed to want only what she wanted. He was far more to her than a publicist and she put considerably more stock in his counsel than she did in even her agent’s—and she trusted Peter Merrick a very great deal. Reggie seemed as invested in her future and her happiness as a real father might be, though this was supposition since some days she hoped desperately that Roman Stepanov was not her real father. Even now, she and Billy joked that both of them were babies who had been swapped out at birth, and they weren’t really related to the two grown-ups who had pretended to be their parents. She had chosen Billy to walk her down the aisle the week before last, since her own father had died last year within days of Jack Kennedy, though in far less dramatic circumstances. He’d had a heart attack in a cab on the way home from the theater. The cabbie, at her mother’s direction, had turned around and raced to St. Luke’s, but her father was dead by the time he was wheeled into the emergency room.

			The New York papers would have devoted more space than they did to the Broadway icon’s death, but the president took precedent. Katie was grateful, because the last thing she would have wanted that horrible week was to do press with her mother and have to feign grief. She was a good actress—but not that good. Billy was convinced she had chosen movies over the stage, which was the family business, because it meant that she was usually at least three time zones away from their mother, a woman he once called “a singular rarity: a cold-blooded mammal.” Both siblings detested her. They had disliked their father, with reason, but they had loathed their mother—though, arguably, Billy had greater cause than Katie.

			“This is when the giraffe is most vulnerable,” Juma, their African guide, was saying, his accent sounding both British and Maasai to Katie. “How much does a giraffe’s neck weigh?” he asked good-naturedly. He was easily seventy, and he was like a schoolteacher with these Americans. He didn’t merely want them to see the Serengeti: he wanted them to understand it. It was a world that he loved and a world he loved sharing.

			“Easily six hundred pounds,” Katie answered. She was the only one of the nine guests who’d never been to college, and she understood it was a little pathetic the way she always had to be first with the correct answer. But she did. She needed Juma’s approval.

			Carmen was like that, too, though she had been to college. In her case, Katie supposed, it was because Carmen always played supporting roles: she was usually the leading lady’s best friend or sister, the gal with a couple of memorable wisecracks but never the sort of scene that allowed her to show off real acting chops. Being the smartest woman in the room was her way of compensating.

			“Good, good,” Juma was reassuring her. “It takes time to look up and look around. That’s why they don’t all drink at once.”

			“And their legs,” Katie said. “They’re in no position to run.”

			“No,” Juma agreed. “Excellent.”

			David put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her into him. He whispered into her ear, “Thank you.”

			She turned from the giraffes to her husband. They’d now been married thirteen days. They’d honeymooned alone—in style and civilization—in Paris, before meeting the other seven guests she was bringing on safari at the airport outside Paris and flying to Nairobi. Now they were still traveling in style and in a most civilized fashion—the kerosene-powered ice maker the excursion company provided awed her, because, of course, you had to have a proper gin and tonic at the end of a long day on safari—though the civilization was provided by an entourage of seventeen Kenyans and Tanzanians (including two armed rangers), sixteen of whom were Black. The exception was Charlie Patton, no relation, he pointedly told everyone as soon as he was introduced, to the American general. Patton had once been one of the great white hunters, born to colonials at the very end of the nineteenth century—he still had the sort of handlebar moustache she associated with cavalry officers from another era—but he had figured out the real money now was with the likes of movie stars such as Katie Barstow. People who wanted to photograph elephants, not shoot them. People who might want a zebra rug or a zebra purse but didn’t want to see the damn thing actually killed.

			“Thank you for what?” she asked David, turning from the guide to her husband. She spoke softly in response to his whisper. The camera loved it when she spoke quietly, and directors had often told her that her voice, when she murmured, was gold.

			“For this,” he said. “For bringing me here. For bringing us here.”

			She took his fingers that were on her shoulder and brought them to her lips. She kissed them. Though David was her first husband, three years ago she had been briefly engaged. That fellow—that actor—had been threatened by her bank account. Not by her, but by her box office grosses. She had broken it off when he disappeared, drunk, the night of the Wild Girl premiere. He ended up going to Italy to lick his wounds and be the bad guy in bad films: Gunfight in Bloody Sands and The Smoking Winchester. Her brother the shrink had warned her that it would be difficult to find a man she might actually love who would ever be completely comfortable with her success, unless he were at least as successful. But men like that? They were rare. Grace Kelly had had to marry an honest-to-God prince. Elizabeth Taylor had just married her fifth husband, Richard Burton, an actor whose star was as bright as hers, even if the movies weren’t the blockbusters that Liz’s were.

			But David was different. He was a gallerist: he owned a gallery in Beverly Hills. He’d grown up in Manhattan, too, in the same building as her own family, and had always been in her world because of his friendship with Billy. In some ways, he’d been like an older brother to her, too—albeit one she lost touch with until he moved west and opened a gallery on the corner of Rodeo and Brighton. Her brother was the one who’d suggested they get together, and so they had: he’d brought David to her house that first time and then had the two of them to his place for lunch. Their first date had been dinner at Taylor’s Steakhouse.

			“It is amazing, isn’t it?” she said to him now. “More magic than I ever expected.”

			The giraffes that were drinking raised their gargantuan necks and joined the two others that were staring at the five humans. They grew more attentive. Alert. She tried to imagine what one of them had done to interest the giraffes, but suddenly they were retreating, retreating fast, racing in that distinctive giraffe gait: what Juma called “pacing,” the two right legs moving and then the two left. She smiled at their beauty, their grace, but then she heard the pops behind her, understood they were gunshots, and—more curious than alarmed—along with all of the people around her turned to look back at the camp.

		

	
		
		
			
				CHAPTER TWO

				David Hill

			
			
				Rodeo Drive gallerist David Hill was spotted having a very intimate dinner with Katie Barstow. Sources tell us the pair are childhood friends from New York City, but the two of them looked like much more than mere childhood “chums.”

				—The Hollywood Reporter, February 13, 1964

			

			He watched the white men appearing from nowhere with their guns. It wasn’t what he expected—not that he really had expectations—but he sure as hell didn’t anticipate that someone was going to die on this safari. He’d never before seen a human being shot. His camera slipped from his fingers, and he only understood that he was no longer holding it when he felt the sting of it hitting the bridge of his foot.

			

			…

			David had known Katie Barstow when she was a little girl named Katie Stepanov—since she was his pal Billy Stepanov’s kid sister. The Stepanovs lived two floors above his family in the monolith on Central Park West, in a dark, sprawling apartment with beautiful views to the east and waterfalls of light in the morning, and then shadows the rest of the day. The boys joked the whole building was haunted, and there likely were ghosts in the Stepanovs’ place. Sometimes the two of them went out of their way to frighten Katie by conjecturing what sorts of spirits lived there in the pall. In the maid’s room, where no maid actually slept because the “Irish girls” who cleaned the apartment and did much of the cooking arrived in the morning and left after dinner, and so it was where both Stepanov siblings hid those nights when their parents, usually (but not always) drunk, were bickering in the master bedroom. In the supernaturally vast walk-in coat closet opposite the front door, where David knew Glenda Stepanov would lock her son when she wanted to punish him. In the study, with the framed posters from Broadway dramas and musicals, many signed by the very same actors and actresses who appeared, on occasion, in the living room and sipped bourbon or rye from cocktail glasses with unicorns cut into the glass. Katie was always the kid who sang at her parents’ parties or recited poetry or simply smiled adorably and was, justifiably, adored. She drove her older brother crazy, in part because most younger sisters drive their older brothers crazy—the behavior was existent deep inside the genetic code in much the same way that birds knew to fly south and bears to hibernate—and in part because Katie was just so much more drawn to the family business. Or, to be precise, the family passion. Theater. Roman and Glenda Stepanov produced Broadway musicals, and it was only a matter of time before Katie would be in one. She was twelve when she was first cast. She was onstage for about three minutes in the first act and about six in the second, but that was enough for the critics, with cause, to fall in love with her.

			It was also enough for her mother, who was never going to win a Tony for Warmest Parent and sometimes made Gypsy’s mother, Mama Rose, look like an absolute slacker when it came to stage parenting, to stop allowing dessert or chocolate in the home. She began to obsess about her daughter’s complexion and weight, and to start choosing all of her daughter’s clothing. She hired a governess for the child, a statuesque thirty-something burlesque queen whom both Billy and David thought was beautiful and, yes, insane. She was ferocious, and the teenage boys felt bad when they watched the beauty and exercise regimes to which she subjected Katie, and the way food (often terrible food) became a reward. In theory, the woman had experience as both a stylist and nutritionist, but David and Billy were sure that her “training” had been at places like Minsky’s. Makeup sat like spackle in the deeper lines and crevices of her face.

			The two boys were seventeen when Katie’s first show opened in 1946. The war had ended before they were needed, and, in hindsight, the two of them had been more focused on the fact that soon they would go to college and not, thank God, to Iwo Jima. David’s father did something vague for the Office of Strategic Services and was constantly traveling to Washington, D.C., for meetings, but his precise responsibilities existed behind an opaque curtain of spy craft and bureaucracy, and that was as close as either David or Billy ever got to the war. But a kid like Katie? David had thought she was utterly oblivious to the veterans coming home without an arm or a leg, or the images that Eisenhower had filmed in color at Buchenwald. She was a sheltered child, and she had seemed too absorbed by what her mother referred to some mornings as her future and some afternoons as her career. It had seemed to him that, pure and simple, she was about as shallow and mercenary as Glenda Stepanov. Billy and he shared a lot, but Billy, back then, wasn’t capable of revealing how miserable his sister was; Billy likely feared that he had already told him too much about how secretly horrible both of his parents were.

			It was only when David met Katie again in California, years later, that he understood how mistaken he’d been and how profoundly he had underestimated her. She was a good actress at least in part because of the scars and wounds from her childhood, and because, yes, she had indeed seen those World War II veterans without arms and she had wept alone in her bedroom after she had watched the footage from the death camps in a newsreel at the cinema. She’d told him on their first date in Hollywood that her parents had distant cousins—third cousins, maybe even fourth, she really didn’t understand the genealogical terminology for relatives that many persons removed—who had been killed by the Nazis in Russia. They were dining in a dim, candlelit corner of the restaurant. They had been brought there through the back alley and then through the kitchen. It was the only way that Katie Barstow could have even a semblance of privacy. The head chef and a chief waiter had bowed deferentially, despite the chaos in the kitchen, as the maître d’ had escorted them through the madness. But still, Katie had warned him that their pictures would be snapped the moment they finished dinner and left the restaurant, returning to the alley, where David had surreptitiously been allowed to park. She prepared him to squint against what she called a galaxy of exploding suns: the flashbulbs.

			“Why Barstow?” he asked her, after the sommelier had uncorked the second Chianti. The fellow smiled without opening his mouth as he poured, the grin all lips and no teeth. “Your parents were never blacklisted during the McCarthy hearings, despite all that hearty Russian blood coursing inside them. Inside you.”

			“No,” she agreed. “They were lucky.”

			“My father thought it was madness, but he’s always been very clear: don’t underestimate the Russians. Not ever. The Soviets are much better at spying than we’ll ever be. He says they’re a far more insidious foe than the Nazis, who quite literally wore their horribleness on their sleeves.”

			“Really? They’re that good?”

			“According to my father,” he said. He knew not to tell her any more. At least not yet. He supposed that he’d take some suspicions to his grave. “So, tell me: why?”

			“Why did I change my name or why did I change it to Barstow?”

			He shrugged. “Both, I guess.”

			“It was the studio’s idea. When they signed me. They wanted a name that sounded more vanilla.”

			“More American.”

			“I suppose. And yes: less Russian. Not Russian.”

			“And they came up with Barstow?”

			She sipped her wine and her lips curled ever so slightly—and there it was, the enigmatic smile that launched a thousand magazine covers. “I did. It’s that little city on Route 66. We drove through it when we were coming to California. My mother and I.”

			“There are a lot of cities on Route 66.”

			“Ah, but only one with an ostrich farm.”

			“You went there?”

			“To the ostrich farm? Yes! Wouldn’t you?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“An ostrich has three stomachs and only two toes on each foot. They’re seven feet tall and can run forty miles an hour.”

			“Why not Katie Ostrich?” He had been kidding, but she seemed to think about it.

			“The phonetics are wrong. And it sounds fake.”

			But then she elaborated on how she loved movies in which there were exotic animals, and how even now she was a little jealous of Mia Farrow and Elsa Martinelli and Deborah Kerr because they had all filmed movies in Africa.

			“Hatari is a terrible movie,” he’d said, afraid the moment he had spoken that he had offended her because she might know someone in the cast or the crew. Hollywood was a surprisingly small community. God, for all he knew, her friend Terrance Dutton was in it.

			But she had agreed with him. “In all fairness, I’ve made some real stinkers, too. But think about it: Elsa was on the set with hippos and lions and—don’t laugh—ostriches. And the ostriches weren’t on a fenced-in farm in a part of the world where they don’t belong. They were in Africa, where they’re supposed to be.”

			“You’ve never been to Africa?”

			“No, have you?”

			He hadn’t. He wanted to suggest that it would be fun to take her there someday, but the gallery hadn’t gotten off to a great start. It was barely holding its own, and the bank wasn’t about to extend a penny more credit: not to the business and not to him. And his parents certainly weren’t going to lend him the money: whatever the hell his father had done with the OSS and did now with the CIA—personnel, really?—it wasn’t lucrative. Even if it was important, you didn’t get rich beating the Nazis or trying to outwit the communists unless you were a defense contractor. His parents simply didn’t have the kind of cash that he needed sitting around. The two of them had moved to Washington, D.C., in 1954 because his father’s responsibilities demanded that he be there full-time, but he hoped to retire in three or four years. He was now, at least ostensibly, in personnel and training. Nothing clandestine, he’d insist, a lot of paper pushing. But David suspected there was more to it than that. Mind control. Brainwashing. He’d overheard a little one time when he’d visited his parents in Washington, and he’d seen the manila folder his father had tried to hide in a newspaper after breakfast. Regardless, one moment his old man would be talking about East Berlin or Vietnam, and the next his vision of a little place on a golf course in Sarasota, Florida, where he and his wife could live out their days, always with a brooding aside about how little money he had been able to squirrel away. Apparently, it was going to be a photo finish to see what happened first, after he retired: he and his wife died or they went broke.

			“I haven’t,” David said finally. “Maybe someday. Africa. Imagine.”

			“I’ll get there. Either because I’m making a picture or on my own.”

			“Do you worry about all the revolutions? Central Africa, East Africa. I can’t keep the countries straight, but it all feels like insanity.”

			“No. I don’t worry.”

			He couldn’t decide whether she was brave or naive. The little he knew about Africa was what he’d read over the last few years in the newspapers, and he wasn’t sure he’d finished any one of the articles. “Congo. Kenya. Tanganyika,” he said. “They’re all a blur.”

			“The Serengeti doesn’t change. Wildebeest don’t respect national boundaries. They don’t care about borders.”

			“You’ve done your homework. I’m not sure I even know what a wildebeest looks like.”

			“Imagine a very wise, very slender American buffalo.”

			“Wise?”

			“They have little beards that make them look like professors.”

			“I never had a professor with a beard.”

			“Well, I wouldn’t know about that,” she said, and he realized that he had inadvertently pressed upon a bruise: the fact that she had not gone to college. Her mother felt she had wasted too much time on the stage and was already desperately far behind the Natalie Woods of the world. College was never an option.

			“I have a neighbor with children, so I expect they’ll have an encyclopedia. I’ll stop by and look up wildebeest,” he told her, hoping to convey both that he had clear gaps in his education, too, and he was interested in the things that interested her.

			“The wildebeest is less woolly and has much bigger horns than the buffalo.”

			“You do know your exotic animals.”

			“I do,” she agreed. Then: “If your neighbor doesn’t have an encyclopedia, I have the Pan Am guide to safaris, and it has some wonderful photographs.”

			“Thank you.”

			“I could bring it next time.”

			He nodded. He very much liked the idea that there would be a next time.

		

	
		
		
			
				CHAPTER THREE

				Billy Stepanov

			
			
				“Katie lights up every room she’s in—and always has,” says her brother, Billy. Billy, though five years her senior, followed her to California, where today he is a therapist.

				—The Hollywood Reporter, March 14, 1964

			

			Someone was shooting, and Billy’s first assumption was that one of the rangers had spotted a lion and was firing into the air to scare it away. Or it was Peter Merrick, Katie’s agent. The older guy had brought a gun to go hunting when the photo portion of this safari was behind them. Maybe he’d seen something. Billy already imagined the rangers berating the fellow for discharging his rifle here in the reserve.

			But when he turned, he understood. Or, at least, he understood something. This wasn’t harmless.

			It was happening fast, and his wife, Margie, was screaming. There were at least three men, all white, and before Billy’s eyes—before all of their eyes—one of them mowed down the Black ranger who tried to intervene. The porters were falling onto the dry grass, not dead, but terrified, obeying the men with the guns who wanted them on their bellies on the ground right now. Right. Now. One of the men was pointing a double-barreled rifle, the kind that Charlie Patton had said was used to drop elephants, at Muema, the second guide, and motioning for him to join the rest of the staff and lie down on his stomach. It was the last thing Billy’s mind registered before Juma was pushing Katie and Terrance toward the Land Rover and David was dropping his camera. Billy followed them, trying to shield Margie as he herded her inside the vehicle too, his own bulky camera lens bouncing against his chest like a cudgel.

			

			…

			Only days earlier, he’d been on an airplane. A big one.

			He was, in his mind, once more snuffing out his cigarette in the ashtray in the armrest of his seat, flipping down its metal lid, and gazing out the window at the moon. It was nearly full. Soon they would begin their descent into Nairobi. It was roughly three years ago that Dag Hammarskjöld had died in a plane crash not far from here: somewhere in the Congo.

			He glanced at Margie, and she was dozing in her seat, her sleep mask over her eyes. He adjusted her blanket, pulling it over her shoulders.

			He liked the 707, though this one was a little long in the tooth. There was a stain on the aisle carpet, and the tray table pitched at an angle that had forced him to watch his scotch (and then his coffee) with care. This was their fourth clipper and their fourth leg, and the first where he hadn’t bothered to eat. He looked at his watch, which was still set to California time. He was so tired that it took him a moment to calculate what time it was in Kenya and remember how long it had been since he and Margie had left L.A. Finally, he figured it out: twenty-seven hours. They had maybe one more hour to go. That was it. Not a minute more. Thank God.

			The trip had been a hell of a lot easier for his kid sister and David. They’d spent almost a week in France after the wedding and joined their guests at the gate at the airport in Paris, so this was only their second flight. They were also in first class. Katie was generously paying for everyone’s flights and everyone’s safari, but the first-class cabin on the two legs linking France and Kenya didn’t have enough seats for all of them, and so her other seven guests had only been in the front of the plane from Los Angeles to New York, and then New York to Paris.

			“Billy?”

			He looked over at Margie. She’d pulled her mask up to her forehead so she could look around the cabin.

			“Good morning, sweetie,” he said, and kissed her. There was still, even now, a trace of Arpège on her skin.

			“It’s not morning.”

			“No, it’s not.”

			“What time is it?”

			“In what country?”

			She smiled. “I’ll rephrase: how much longer ’til we land?”

			“Forty-five minutes. Worst case.”

			She nodded and pulled the blind back over her eyes, and instantly he regretted saying to her, worst case. That wasn’t the worst case. The worst case was that they crashed. Think Hammarskjöld. He hated flying, everything about it, though mostly he hated the fact he was five miles in the air. It was why he hadn’t slept; it was why he couldn’t sleep. He listened to every sound the engines made and felt every lurch when they plowed through a cloud. He had to. He knew it was irrational, the precise sort of craziness that he heard from his patients, but he honestly believed that the plane would only stay aloft if he remained awake. If he slept, he’d never wake up. Or he’d only wake up when he heard the this-plane-is-going-down cries or for the millisecond immediately after the front of the tube slammed into the top of a mountain. Kilimanjaro, maybe, if they were off course. Apparently, the new government in Tanganyika and Zanzibar had just opened an airport near Kilimanjaro, but Pan Am wouldn’t use it. Thank God. A new airport with new air traffic controllers? Nope.

			In all fairness, Tanganyika and Zanzibar seemed pretty damn stable. Or whatever the hell they had renamed the country last month. Tanzania. The Serengeti seemed perfectly safe—at least when it came to human predators. There must have been forty Americans and Europeans on this plane with Margie and him and the rest of Katie’s retinue who were going on photo or hunting safaris in or near there. The new nation had experienced nothing like the bloodshed and civil war that were occurring next door in the Congo. Of course, the most catastrophic of the violence this summer, that whole Simba rebellion, was in the eastern Congo, and that bordered Tanganyika and Zanzibar. That kidnapping? Those nuns? Jesus Christ. But the travel agents and the safari outfit were clear: they’d be nowhere near the border with Congo or the secessionist province. They’d fly into Kenya and head south into the Serengeti. It was done all the time: it took more than political unrest in the nation next door—okay, a shooting war between rival political factions—to slow the growth of Serengeti tourism.

			No one knew that Billy was afraid of flying, though he supposed that Margie suspected it. His first wife had. But he always insisted that he was awake through every minute of every flight because of his sinuses or his ears, or because he liked to get work done on the flights.

			“What sort of work?” Margie had asked the first time they were packing to fly cross-country from Los Angeles to New York to visit his parents. They were in the bedroom, their suitcases open on the bed.

			“Oh, you know. Read professional magazines. University studies. Look over patient notes.”

			He was pretty sure she hadn’t bought a word of it: it wasn’t like he read professional magazines or university studies all that often when they were on the ground.

			He thought of his little boy at home in California. Marcus—who had grown into Marc, unless he or his ex-wife really needed to get the boy’s attention or make a point, in which case that second syllable was everything—was four. He thought, too, of his ex-wife. On the other side of the world, right about now the two of them were probably walking home from the park with the swing sets and the massive slide a couple of blocks from their house. The house Billy himself had once lived in. The house with the little pool of its own. His new bungalow, the one he lived in with Margie, hadn’t a pool, but he was only about a ten-minute drive to his sister Katie’s, and she wouldn’t have cared if he bought a water chaise and a case of beer and lived in her pool. Hers was a Hollywood classic: shaped like a kidney with a diving board at one end, where the water was five meters deep. God, his kid sister had a pool that was almost as big as the first floor of the bungalow where he lived now. She had as many bedrooms in her place as he had rooms in his.

			He wondered if there was a word for sibling gigolo-hood. Sycophant? Minion? Hanger-on? Well, all eight of the guests on this safari, including Katie’s husband, were, in a way, the movie star’s hangers-on. None of them would be on this plane or this trip if it weren’t for Katie. What was it that their mother had said to him at Katie’s and David’s wedding? Glenda Stepanov was at that stage where people who knew her would know she was drunk, but everyone else would assume she was just being Katie Barstow’s eccentric, acerbic mom. You knocked up Margie pretty damn quick. Who’s going to pay for my new grandchild’s college someday? Me or your sister? It was not an unreasonable question, given his alimony and child support, and the fact that already he had availed upon his mother for a little help with the down payment on the bungalow. Already he was stretched thin, no doubt about it, and a new baby was certainly going to exacerbate that. It was his mother’s language and his mother’s tone that was so hurtful. So typically hurtful.

			Among the smaller disfigurements to his psyche, but one he contemplated often as a therapist himself, was that Halloween when he was eight and Katie was three. The Haunting of Emily Dickinson had just opened at the Beck, and there was a performance on the thirty-first: Halloween night. The show was an odd one for his father, Roman Stepanov, to produce: a ghost story that they all pretended had a literary pedigree. (It didn’t. No one really thought the poet was beleaguered by ghosts: not then, not now.) And the reviews had been, even when viewed charitably, mixed. Hence a redoubled effort with the social and gossip press. There was going to be a media reception before the performance and an appropriately themed cast party after the Halloween show, with yet more reporters and columnists invited. Their parents would be at the theater for both functions, and so the plan had been for the two children to go trick-or-treating throughout the apartment building with his friend David Hill and David’s mom. In theory, it shouldn’t have been a big deal. And yet it was. Or it became one. Glenda Stepanov decided on the thirtieth, the day before Halloween, that she herself should take Billy and Katie trick-or-treating that very moment. She made this decision after nine that night, when Roman was out and she was drunk. She had to wake Katie from a sound sleep. Billy recalled that he was in bed, too, though he hadn’t dozed off yet. Roman was having costumes made for the kids by one of his show’s costume designers: Katie was going to be a kitten and Billy was going to be a pirate. But the outfits weren’t quite finished and were still at the Beck. And so when his mother pulled him, a little dazed, from the bed, she dressed him in his costume from the year before: cowboy chaps that now were too short, a flannel shirt so tight he barely could button it, and a cowboy hat, all of which stunk of mothballs. She put Katie into the same cotton-and-wool-stuffed pumpkin she had worn when she was two, and it still reeked of the diaper she had worn underneath it the year before. Katie was howling because she had been dragged from a deep sleep, and he was crying because it was the wrong night and he wanted to trick-or-treat with David, but Glenda was brooking no dissent. They were going that moment, even though it was nine thirty at night and it was the day before Halloween.

			It was, predictably, a disaster. Half the apartments didn’t have candy yet or hadn’t baked treats. The half that did had to find them. And everyone could see that the two kids had been crying (or were crying). They could also see, despite Glenda’s charm as she explained to the neighbors as they opened their doors that the children would be busy tomorrow night at the theater (a lie), that she was a toxic mixture of mania and gin. She was a farce. The other adults were in their dressing gowns and bathrobes, but she was the mess. And when she brought the kids home around ten thirty, after knocking on perhaps fifteen doors, she was furious at what she viewed as their misbehavior and the way they had embarrassed her. She made Katie sleep that night back in her crib instead of her bed, and she placed the heavy wooden extender to the dining room table across the top so she couldn’t escape. She made Billy sleep on the floor of that terrifying coat closet. He was still awake when his father got home, but Roman knew not to rescue his children. Not when Glenda was in one of her moods.

			The stewardess passed by Billy as they neared Nairobi, saw his eyes were open, and asked him if he would like anything. There was a slight whisper of French in her accent.

			“All good,” he said, which meant, inevitably, that the plane chose that moment to pitch abruptly, and the drink on the passenger’s tray table across the aisle sloshed onto the white table linen. The other passengers who were awake craned their necks as one to stare out the windows. He was relieved that his glass was empty.

			“Just a little turbulence,” the stewardess said to him, and she smiled in a way that was knowing and kind. She was no more than twenty-five years old, but she saw through him like glass. An idea came to him: the kind of person who became a stewardess would make one hell of a good therapist.

			

			…

			Margie had stopped shrieking now that they were in the Land Rover and Katie hadn’t said a word, at least not one that Billy had heard. David had said something about surrendering so no one got hurt, but Juma ignored him, ordering him into the vehicle. Now the guide was fumbling to get the car key into the slot, an uncharacteristic lack of competence, but the moment was brief. Billy looked around, unsure how they had wound up in the seats they were in because it had all happened so fast. But Katie was in the front seat, sharing it with the cooler and the toilet paper and the bags of nuts that Juma always stored there, David and Terrance were in the second row, and Billy and Margie were together in the third, Margie pressed against the right window. The engine started and they were fleeing. They were leaving behind, it seemed, Katie’s agent and her publicist, and Carmen Tedesco—Katie’s best friend in the world, the maid of honor at her wedding—and Carmen’s husband, Felix. They were leaving behind that hunter, Charlie Patton, and his mammoth staff: all those porters who boiled them water for the baths they savored in those canvas tubs, and barbecued the guinea fowl and Thomson’s gazelle that had been shot in some edge of the Serengeti where it was still legal to hunt, and brought to their tents their coffee and hot water first thing in the morning. They were running away like terrified zebras, racing like impalas that had spotted a lion.

			And Billy didn’t care, because—whether it was pious or pathetic—all he cared about that moment was getting his wife and his unborn child out of there.

			“Poachers?” Terrance asked, but Juma ignored him.

			Their guide had just eased the clutch into gear and started to accelerate when the back window and one of the side windows of the Land Rover exploded and Billy felt the glass shards raining upon Margie and him, and something sharp slicing into the back of his neck, just above his shirt collar. Once more, his wife was screaming, and before the vehicle had gone very far—maybe twenty yards, maybe thirty—he felt the back of it wobble like a plane flying through a patch of (a synonym he noticed more and more pilots and stewardesses using these days) rough air. He told Margie to duck, and he may have shouted the word, wrapping himself over her crouching body as if he were a blanket. Juma tried to gun the Land Rover, but it was evident that one of the tires had been shot and he was riding on a rim. He stopped.

			“Do we get out and run?” Katie asked.

			“Can you outrun a bullet?” Juma asked in return.

			Billy held Margie as tight as he could, hoping to quiet her because she was sobbing. Over and over, she moaned, “I don’t want to die, I don’t want to die,” her body timorous and small.

			“They won’t kill you,” Juma reassured her. “Stay here.”

			Katie turned back to her guests in the second and third rows of seats, her eyes wide but unreadable: Billy couldn’t tell how deep was his sister’s terror, though on the surface she seemed a hell of a lot more stoic than Margie. The five of them watched as Juma climbed out the driver’s-side door of the Land Rover, his hands up as if he were acting—surrendering—in one of Katie’s movies. He was standing there, right beside the vehicle, when they all heard another shot and the glass window beside the door was awash in Juma’s brains and blood, a Rorschach of red, gray, and black, and the body dropped like a shot topi or eland or any of the other beautiful antelopes they’d seen here in the Serengeti. And somehow Billy knew—he just knew, even as his wife started once more to howl—that the poor son of a bitch had been killed by that double-barreled rifle that was meant to bring down game much bigger than a topi or eland. Juma Sykes had been all but decapitated by a goddamn elephant gun.

		

	OEBPS/9780385544832_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Also by Chris Bohjalian


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						Epigraph


						The Safari


						Prologue


						Safari
					
								Chapter One: Katie Barstow


								Chapter Two: David Hill


								Chapter Three: Billy Stepanov


								Chapter Four: Benjamin Kikwete


								Chapter Five: Reggie Stout


								Chapter Six: Carmen Tedesco


								Chapter Seven: Terrance Dutton


								Chapter Eight: Felix Demeter


								Chapter Nine: Margie Stepanov


								Chapter Ten: Peter Merrick


								Chapter Eleven: Katie Barstow


								Chapter Twelve: Billy Stepanov


								Chapter Thirteen: Benjamin Kikwete


								Chapter Fourteen: Felix Demeter


								Chapter Fifteen: Reggie Stout


								Chapter Sixteen: Margie Stepanov


								Chapter Seventeen: Terrance Dutton


								Chapter Eighteen: David Hill


								Chapter Nineteen: Carmen Tedesco


								Chapter Twenty: Terrance Dutton


								Chapter Twenty-one: Benjamin Kikwete


								Chapter Twenty-two: Katie Barstow


								Chapter Twenty-three: Reggie Stout


								Chapter Twenty-four: Billy Stepanov


								Chapter Twenty-five: Carmen Tedesco


								Chapter Twenty-six: Terrance Dutton


								Chapter Twenty-seven: Katie Barstow


								Chapter Twenty-eight: Carmen Tedesco


								Chapter Twenty-nine: Benjamin Kikwete


								Chapter Thirty: Billy Stepanov


								Chapter Thirty-one: Carmen Tedesco


					


			


						Epilogue


						Acknowledgments


						About the Author


						Excerpt from The Princess of Las Vegas


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						ix


						xi


						1


						3


						4


						5


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						307


						308


						309


						311


						312


						313


						315


			


		
	






OEBPS/images/9780385544832_title_page_2.jpg
I

N\

s

.@\ ,:“»%\\-%‘ 83 3 'c;@\wy 'y"“\ —,‘,"Z;
s 75 s o
N BN N N e BN N e N N N 2
' % VO O O 0 0 O 775 s s '
7 )\ DA 2 DA\ AP AN s

‘/I(\\“«N_IK\*?\}\V/_/‘\\ 3,\“\/7\\»‘\\‘\//\\"\“/
AN ‘%\\.:,N/‘/;;\\iv WK 5
AL\ P 9 IPANIPA %)
AR A
\\@\‘\If\\*/:.\“//\ SN WU NN N 2N
BN A AN AN Z AN Z AN EZNHZARVZ NG

«4‘

2%

P A\ Pt Z W\ (7

Chris
Bohjalian

DOUBLEDAY New York

YA A ASY A ASY A /A ASY /A A A
17\\«.\\\//\\4.\“\»)\\\a\‘VI\\«.\\\\XQ\«Q&/K\«a\:k\\{A\‘\\\S\K\\S% z
N

N NN N PN N N e N e N
ddiai il aiadiaiaiag
N NG NCH NG A NG NG HNT NG A NN NG N
VAR A AR R A

> .

WA
AP A\M 7N (2N (2N 2\ e
2y

\ s
A

'

A\ 2\ {7 23 (%

VU N AN N W NS NS W AN

‘If/\\/\‘ N/ QLN Iﬁ\waﬁ}/i:\vzﬂ\"ﬁ//\;\*e‘\‘}lﬁxm

BB
% %
2N (7NN (7N e o 52

s

{\‘
4 -."

3PN AN P NN 7N o N o4

2\





OEBPS/images/002_Bohj_9780385544825_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780385544832_cover.jpg
ellbinding magic:s
, The Boston Globe

“Bohjalian, one of our finest storytellers, weaves
ﬁxtrcordinorily engaging.” — Danett Steffe

Bestselling author of THE FLIGHT ATTENDANT






OEBPS/images/001_Bohj_9780385544825_all_lgo_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780385544832_title_page.jpg
THE
LIONESS





