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  CHAPTER ONE


  “Is it beginning to get to you, dear?” Kip asked. Amanda wasn’t showing any visible signs, but he had learned to sense her anxiety, sometimes even before she was aware of it, and so stave off an attack. Just like one of those helper dogs with the little red vest, he thought. Unconsciously, he pressed the “control” and “S” keys to save his text, preparing to shut down the laptop…and was pleased with this newly acquired automatic skill.


  “Not at all,” she said. “I did have just the start of a problem on the bus yesterday, but I’m learning to handle them better, don’t you think?”


  “Well, yes, bunny, but are you sure nothing’s bothering you now?”


  “Yes, I’m sure. Look, it’s a bright, sunny day, there are blossoms on the trees, most of the tables around us are empty, there’s very little traffic in the street, and I’m enjoying my lody.”


  “Lody?”


  “Lody. It’s Polish for ice cream.”


  “But angel, I can sense a definite urgency to get away from here. You know how I’ve keyed in to your…your…”


  “My anxieties?” Amanda smiled her beautiful smile, the smile that had lured him, at age sixty-eight, out of his college teaching job and to the village of Venice on the coast of Massachusetts where she was postmistress, to write his book. And now Kip felt his heart do what it had done that first time and every other time that she had smiled that smile at him since then. Sometimes it was followed by her throaty laugh, which only intensified the emotion, as she was doing to him right now. No, she was right. She certainly didn’t seem to be feeling either depressed or threatened by any crowd at this moment.


  “Maybe, now, I’m developing agoraphobia,” he said.


  “I doubt that. You certainly enjoyed yourself at the reception last night.”


  “That was the vodka talking.”


  “It wouldn’t stop talking.”


  “I’m so sorry. I’m just not used to vodka straight up. I’ll stick to wine next time.”


  “Don’t be silly, you were perfectly charming. Certainly, that blonde reporter thought you were.”


  “Did I go over the line?”


  “Don’t you remember?”


  “Yes, I remember perfectly well. I just thought you might object…”


  “Oh, nonsense. I’m glad to see that a pretty figure still turns you on.”


  “Didn’t I prove that to you last night?” This time it was bravado talking. In the three years they had been together, Kip had not gotten over the fact that he could talk in these terms to his wife, and their nighttime activities could be the subject of morning-after banter. An opportunity to prove this to himself again, was not to be squandered.


  “Yes, you did, my Lothario,” she said, completing the experience for him.


  “Well, I definitely feel something now. Maybe we’re being watched.”


  About half the tables at the sidewalk café were occupied, mostly by women. Three particularly attractive women at the next table, in their thirties or forties, were having a lively discussion in Polish over their espresso. Beyond the little iron fence, what there was of pedestrian traffic, moved by at a bustling pace.


  “What you feel my love, is your own name on the cover of that woman’s book,” Amanda said, smiling.


  Kip looked in the direction that she had indicated with her eyes. Over the open laptop in front of him, two tables away, he could see a large woman, in a flowered dress and with glasses perched on the tip of her nose, reading a book. It had a Polish title he couldn’t make out, and the name A. Jeremy Kippur at the bottom of the cover. “Oh my god, they’ve translated Ben into Polish,” he said. “That is Polish, isn’t it?”


  “Didn’t you know they would, sooner or later?” she asked, “You do make a big issue of Ben being Polish-born.” Sucking on the long ice cream spoon with that satisfied look on her face, in her form-fitting jeans and with her brown hair in its customary two braids, to Kip’s prejudiced eyes Amanda could have passed for a teenager, instead of her fifty-five years. And, of course, she was right about the book.


  It was in the few days it took him to drive home from that initial visit to Massachusetts, three years earlier, that he had first conceived the idea of writing his book. Except, it hadn’t been this book. He had been told by the lawyers to collect the keys to the house bequeathed him by his recently departed academic colleague, the popular author Rufus Nichols, from a Ms. Lazaro at the village post office. While he well understood that the village postmistress was likely to serve numerous community functions, such as holding keys for someone to pick up, Kip’s romantic mind had fantasized the attractive Amanda Lazaro as possessing his late friend’s house keys for quite a different reason. And this fantasy, accompanied by Ms. Lazaro’s warm welcoming smile, had, in turn, created the further fantasy of himself retiring, moving to Venice, writing a book, and forming a liaison with an attractive woman like Ms. Lazaro, if not Ms. Lazaro herself. His mind dazed by the enchanting postmistress, Kip had further interpreted Rufus’ bequest as a subconscious challenge to him to sit down and write a book of his own.


  The fictitious Ben character had begun as a stand-in for Kip, himself, in the autobiographical novel that he had set out to write. Born Jewish in Munich, Germany in nineteen thirty-five, Kip had been named Adolf by a hero-worshiping father, and he carried the burden of that name, in addition to other burdens, as he made his painful way through a Connecticut boarding school starting in his eighth year. In his projected novel, Ben was to be a young Polish boy with a long name that provided his aggressive schoolmates with fodder for ridicule, and which his parents set out to correct by exchanging the cumbersome Slavic handle for the common American name of Arnold. The fact that this name change would now force their son, Benedict, to confront his schoolmates with the same name as America’s most illustrious traitor, was something that had escaped his immigrant parents and, to Kip’s mind, had presented an irony that paralleled some of his own childhood issues.


  But Kip’s personal experiences had been weighty, and, despite the encouragement that he drew from the postmistress’s smile each time he bicycled to the post office for his daily mail, the book had eventually collapsed of its own ponderous mass. The implosion had, in turn, led to events culminating in Kip’s heart attack, and Amanda’s realization that he needed her as much as she needed him. Together, they had left Venice, Massachusetts, for the other Venice, the one with the canals and the gondolieri, where Amanda had once spent two years studying art and drinking Proseco in the Piazza San Marco. It was while he convalesced in that city that Amanda had persuaded a depressed Kip to resurrect his Ben Arnold character in a far less ambitious effort, as a nearsighted, Polish-born detective with an embarrassing name.


  While the idea had been hers, the irony and whimsy that made Benedict Arnold Conquers Florence an instant success were definitely all Kip’s. Florence, Massachusetts, of course, being a thinly veiled version of the Venice where Amanda had presided over the post office.


  For no one was the sudden success of the book quite as surprising as it was for Kip. Well accustomed to seeing his plans crumble before his eyes, as had both his first marriage and his first attempted book, as well as his longtime relationship with Vera, the Lane University Librarian, Kip had become quite adept at enjoying the original dream, as long as it lasted, then rolling with the punch as he watched it unravel. His acceptance by the desirable Amanda, followed closely by the publishing success of his book, were phenomena that were never totally believable to him and, certainly, not to be tampered with.


  When an American journalist in Rome had recognized him from the book jacket photograph and tried to interview him, Kip had suffered an anxiety attack that they had feared might bring on a second coronary. To stave off any further such occurrences, and to the great displeasure of Kip’s publishers, an Italian doctor had advised that they maintain an ocean between themselves and America for a while. The combined proceeds from the book, Kip’s retirement package from Midwestern Lane University, and the inheritance of his late mother’s modest and questionably amassed estate, had placed Kip and Amanda in a position of financial liquidity that enabled them to become expatriate vagabonds. And, on a bench overlooking the Adriatic, Kip had set to writing a sequel, entitled Benedict Arnold Retakes Saratoga.


  “If they put my picture on the inside flap, like they did back home…” Kip began, but didn’t finish because he preferred not to contemplate the consequences.


  “If they put your picture on the inside flap,” Amanda said, “you will just have to learn to be gracious and sign autographs, though the odds of anyone recognizing you on the street, from that little picture, are not great. Would you recognize John Grisham if he sat at the next table?”


  Of course, she was right. And, strangely, there was something reassuring to have her correcting him in this way. It hadn’t been like that with his first wife. When Marsha corrected him, he had always chafed and always ascribed that to his own insecurity, causing himself further anguish. That Amanda’s cool logic in the midst of his turmoil did not have the same affect, spoke to both his maturity and Amanda’s compassionate nature.


  “What would you think,” he said, by way of signaling his total acceptance, “if Ben were to grow a beard?”


  Amanda wet her fingers to turn the page in her art magazine. Kip enjoyed watching this proclivity of hers, as he did her other endearing little habits and propensities. Now he heard her say, “Actually, I’ve always envisioned Ben with a goatee, like yours.”


  “It’s a Vandyke. A goatee has a mustache. But what I had in mind was something fuller than that. He’s a private eye, not a college professor.”


  “Go for it,” she said. Remembering the agonies he would suffer over each decision, every word of every sentence of that first book effort, Kip could not help but relish the luxury of making choices in this manner.


  “I want to rent some bicycles and tour Warsaw,” he now said. He liked the impulsivity of his suggestion. The old Kip would have put it in the form of a question, How would you feel about…?


  “Bicycles?”


  “Well, yes. The doctor said I could, if I didn’t overdo it, and Warsaw isn’t exactly San Francisco.”


  “I don’t know if I’m up to it. I don’t know how long it’s been since I’ve ridden one.”


  “You never forget,” he said. Besides, the exercise would do them both good.


  “It’s not really that,” she admitted. “It’s just that the last time I rode a bike was with Scott, back in Boston. I haven’t had the courage to do it since.”


  “I’m so sorry, Amanda. I wasn’t aware of that.” Until that moment he had not known that the bicycle, which held such loving memories for him, was a mantra of pain for his beloved.


  Scott Lazaro, an instructor at Boston University, and an abusive alcoholic, had been Amanda’s first husband. After repeated abuse—an abuse that she had not volunteered to explain further, and Kip had not presumed to pry into—she had managed to have the man committed to a mental institution, where he had later died. Mention of Amanda’s unspecified abuse at the man’s hands had always made Kip cringe. And now, the fact that his little whim should have brought painful memories back to Amanda, pained him as well, making his off-hand I want to, intended to sound spontaneous, now echo as crass in his mind. That had never been his way before, but perhaps, with the surprising success of his book, he was developing a certain self-confidence that he now feared put him in danger of becoming brash and unfeeling.


  “I’m really sorry, Amanda,” he said. Even now the word Amanda was confection on his tongue, producing a new sense of guilt vis-à-vis Amanda’s pain.


  “Oh Kip, it’s nothing,” she assured him. “You’re very sweet, but that was a lifetime ago.”


  She had used that lifetime phrase before, in reference to this particular subject, but there was always a look in her eyes that made him doubt her sincerity. It was there now. “About that house rental,” he said, changing the subject with the first thought that came to mind.


  Amanda straightened in her chair. “Yes,” she said, all attention now.


  “About that rental, what do you think?”


  “Well, it’s your house, Kip.”


  “No, it’s our house, pigeon.”


  “All right, it’s our house, but it’s full of your things.”


  “Actually, it’s full of Ruf’s things.” The furnishings in his late colleague’s Venice house, including butter-soft leather armchairs, computerized stove, and flat-screen television, had been far grander than his own, and Kip had saved himself the trouble and expense of moving his own stuff half-way across the country from Lexington.


  “Well, what the man is offering is an awful lot of money for a few months’ rental,” she pointed out.


  “He’s turning the boatshed into what, a restaurant?”


  “It’s going to be a restaurant and marina. He’s bought the entire boatyard from Frank and Angie, and he’s having an apartment built for himself over the restaurant, but while it’s under construction, your house…”


  “Our house.”


  “Our house is very convenient for him. He can walk to the boatyard. And she says he’s a fan of yours.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “She said that he says that he’s a lifelong wannabe writer, and was hoping that some of the Nichols/Kippur spirit would rub off on him in that house.”


  “I had nothing but writer’s block in that house. And all Ruf ever produced was bodice-ripper crap.”


  “But it was while living in that house that you grew into the man who would write Ben Arnold. And besides, maybe he wants to write bodice-ripper crap.”


  “It was going to Italy with you, and marrying you, that turned me into that man. And if he wants to write bodice-ripper crap, he doesn’t get my sympathy.”


  “And where were you living while you and I were getting our joint act together?”


  “So, you think we should rent it to him?”


  “I wouldn’t turn the money down, dear. I know that we’re living very comfortably right now, but if anything should happen to one of us and we needed long term care…”


  “Yes, yes, I get the picture. You’re absolutely right, as usual, Amanda,” He added her name onto the end of the sentence in a deliberate effort to get the lingering taste of her abuse at the hands of her late husband, out of his mind. It didn’t work. “I’m just a fuddy-duddy retired prof.”


  Actually, the idea of renting out the house gave him a sense of relief. It seemed to cut another tie with a place that had been so painful for him.


  “So, should I e-mail her and say to go ahead?” she asked, ignoring his last statement. “She said she would pack up your personal things and store them for us.”


  “Tell her to be sure to take Ruf’s gun out of the house.”


  “There’s a gun in the house?”


  “Ruf had a little revolver. I found it in one of the drawers. Don’t ask me what he needed it for. Maybe he just wanted to find out what it feels like to hold a pistol in your hand. You know, for one of his characters.”


  “You mean, like he did with Doris?”


  This was a private joke between them, and they both pressed their lips closed in an effort to suppress guilty laughter. The short, stubby, and sardonic Doris Cobb, the village librarian, and Rufus Nichols’ biggest booster in town, had once confided to Kip that she had co-authored some of the steamy sex scenes in Ruf’s bodice rippers. She was a friend and neighbor who had done some kind things for Kip, and mocking her idiosyncrasies was, admittedly, uncharitable. But, at some late hour of the very first night that the doctors had permitted him to have sex, following his heart attack, Kip had shared with Amanda, Doris’ claim of helping Ruf Nichols with those sex scenes because, as that man had, reportedly, told Doris, she had a “black belt in Kama Sutra.”


  “I don’t know what that means,” Amanda had said, sending Kip, who had drunk more wine than usual that evening, into giggles.


  “You know, it’s the classical Indian sex manual, and Doris claims to be a serious student of it,” he had explained, at which point Amanda, who had known Doris Cobb far longer than Kip had, though probably never drunk smoky, sixteen-year-old Scotch with her, had, herself, joined Kip in his mirth, a state in which they then both persisted for an unseemly length of time. Since then, the very mention of Ms. Cobb’s name would bring to mind the incongruent image of the rotund little woman and the rakish Rufus engaged in discussions and/or demonstrations of that Middle Eastern art.


  “You haven’t commented on my bows,” Amanda said after some time had elapsed.


  “Your bows? Oh yes, I see, you’ve gone native.”


  “Yes. Like it?”


  “In Ben’s honor?”


  “More just because I like Warsaw. It’s a lovely city. This is the third day, you know.”


  “It’s our fourth day here.”


  “It’s the third day I’ve worn them.”


  “And what you’re telling me is that I haven’t noticed.”


  “Exactly.”


  Again, she had corrected him, and, again, he had a good feeling. In place of the customary brown bow and the green one, that normally tied off her two braids, because they matched her one brown eye and one green one, there was a new, brilliantly white ribbon at the end of one braid and a bright red one on the other. They were the colors of the Polish flag. “We stay here much longer, and who knows what you’ll be into,” he said.


  “Varshava sie mnie podoba,” she said. “I like Warsaw. But I’m glad you brought up the subject.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Of staying much longer. I also got an email from Doris.”


  “Doris of the black belt?”


  “Be serious for a moment,” she admonished, though he could see her own lips working to suppress a laugh. “It seems they are going to name a room of the library after you.”


  “A room in the Rufus Nichols Memorial Branch?”


  “The very one.”


  “Now, if they were making it the Rufus Nichols Memorial Broom Closet in the A. Jeremy Kippur Memorial Branch…”


  “Be kind, Kip. Besides, you aren’t dead yet.”


  “So, they want a donation?”


  “No.”


  “No?”


  “No, they want more than that.”


  “More than that?”


  “They want you.”


  “Me? They want my portrait on the wall? In academic robes, like Ruf?”


  “Maybe that as well. Maybe they have one already. But what they want at the moment is for us to come back for the ceremony.”


  “When is it? We’re unavailable that week.”


  “There’s no date set. They’ll adjust to our schedule.”


  “No way.”


  “That’s what I told her you’d say.”


  “All right, so I said it.”


  He really should show more charity towards his friend Ruf. Not just because of the house—that bequest had been a fluke, a whimsical gesture that had gone awry. Were he alive to see it, Rufus Nichols might have been very surprised to see Kip occupying his black recliners and drinking his single malt Lagavulin Scotch. Or, maybe not.


  Recently added to the Lane University faculty to occupy the “writing” chair, the writer of popular Gothic novels had been both the envy and the scorn of fellow academicians at the little Midwestern school. Financially independent and a bachelor, he had led a life that attracted attention in Lexington.


  Kip, who had taught the college’s only writing course until then, tried hard to maintain a balanced perspective, accepting Nichols’ pragmatic approach to the subject as a legitimate one for some students in a world where proper grammar and precise word selection were no longer valued. Nor did Kip disparage his colleague’s life style, as Ruf was reputed to fly ladies for visits of a weekend or more to his Lexington house, in his Cessna airplane. It was the Gothic romances, the bodice-rippers, produced by formula like sausages each summer in Ruf’s Venice house, for which Kip had reserved his scorn.


  When news had come that their colleague had crashed his Cessna in Pennsylvania, members of the Lane English Department and other faculty had been genuinely saddened. But some weeks later, when Kip learned that Ruf’s Venice house had been bequeathed to him, he was positive that some mistake had been made. It was only after the circumstances of the will itself had been explained, that the bequest had taken on a modicum of reason. It appeared that in the signing of a movie contract, Rufus Nichols had been required to make out a will. A bachelor, in the prime of life, he let whimsy, rather than good sense, dictate, and willed the house, where he did his writing, to Kip. In the same spirit, he had bequeathed the Cessna, itself, to the University chaplain.


  On the same day that he had made the acquaintance of the Venice postmistress, Kip had also discovered, across the street from the post office, The Rufus Nichols Memorial Branch of the public library. Soon after he had settled into the community, its librarian, Miss Doris Cobb, had gone to considerable length to inform him of how proud Venice was of its late, literary resident. One of the many things that had endeared Amanda to Kip, was her confession that she was not one of Prof. Nichols’ fans. But now that he had achieved some measure of literary celebrity himself, Kip believed it uncharitable to continue his uncomplimentary remarks regarding his late colleague.


  “But listen, Kip,” Amanda was saying, “it’s only Venice. It’s not a television studio, it’s not the London Museum, it’s just Doris’ little branch and people you know, who love you.”


  “Love me, my eye.”


  “Kip, they know what you tried to do, and you’re a bit of a local hero now.”


  “How do you know all this?”


  “Doris keeps emailing me.”


  “Angel, I really don’t think this is a good time. I’m in the middle of another book and…”


  “You can write your book anywhere, Kip. You know that. You’ve written in the Piazza San Marco, on a deck overlooking the Mediterranean, and at a pension in Davos. You can do it back home, too. And I need to get back to my studio. I need to get my hands into clay again.”


  There, she had said it. He had known for a long time that she would. He was surprised it hadn’t come sooner. Back in Venice, Amanda had taught pottery and clay sculpting at the Community Center and filled her little converted barn of a home with edgy figurines of her own making, that she referred to as garden goddesses, wood nymphs, and fertility witches. She had been well settled in Venice with her post office job and her friends, and it had all been her refuge from the memories of the vicious Scott. Whether she had ever sold any of her sculptures or even wanted to, he didn’t know. But what he did know, was that she probably drew strength from the clay, and it had been three years now.


  “Of course, my pet,” he said. “You need your clay, and I have been selfish to keep you away from it for this long.”


  “Don’t be silly. I’ve been having an absolutely marvelous time traipsing around Europe with my celebrated husband. But now I do think it’s time to be heading home.”


  “You’re absolutely right. Tell Doris we’re coming. But I do want to see Krakow first.”


  “That’s fine. Doris is going to need some time to put the thing together.”


  “What month is this?”


  “It’s April.”


  “So, how about June?”


  “I’ll ask her.”


  “Or we can make it later, if that’s a problem”


  “I’ll ask.”


  Now, for the first time, he was aware of an actual dread—maybe dread was too strong a word, but certainly a reluctance—on his own part. So much had happened in those eight months he had spent in Venice. First the collapse of his book, a painful enough event, then Lill Randall’s sobering and tantalizing proposition, as they sat side by side, naked, in her hot tub, and finally his heart attack and the Erv and Tillman tragedy…which he had tried to prevent, but had, himself, been prevented from doing so by the heart attack. Word had gotten out, Doris had written to Amanda, regarding his involvement in the Erv and Tillman business, making him seen as the sole survivor of that tragedy and, to many eyes, apparently, a hero for his efforts to prevent it.


  He hadn’t asked Doris or anyone to see him as a hero, and he didn’t want to go back in that role. The reason that his first book had collapsed, that he hadn’t been able to make it work, was that he had tried to make his literary stand-in, Ben, into a tragic hero. That heroism wasn’t in him, any more than that which Doris was ascribing to him now.


  And he didn’t want to see Lill again. Lill, who had exposed everything to him, even her penury, and whose proposition he had actually accepted…before his heart attack and before the drownings. And it had been before Amanda had sat at his Cardiac Care bedside. Everything had changed for both him and Lill at that time, and they had gone their separate ways. No, he didn’t want to go back.


  “Oops, their P.A. system quit,” Kip said.


  “No, it didn’t,” Amanda said, brightly. They were sitting at another sidewalk café, this time in Poland’s medieval capital of Krakow. And this time it was Amanda who had the laptop in front of her because she had insisted that Kip get his head out of Saratoga, or wherever Ben was at right now, and enjoy the Krakow that he had said he wanted to see. They were only there for a couple of days before leaving for America.


  “It stopped right in the middle of that trumpet thing,” he said.


  “Yes, dear, it’s supposed to. That’s the Hejnal—I don’t know if I’m pronouncing it correctly.”


  “That’s something that’s supposed to stop in the middle?”


  “Yes, dear.”


  “And you’re going to tell me what the Hejnal is, aren’t you?” He was bantering now, and he hoped Amanda was going along.


  “You know the story of the Trumpeter of Krakow, don’t you?”


  “No. But you’re going to tell it to me, aren’t you?”


  “Yes dear. You see, in the year twelve forty-one, the Tartars attacked Krakow. There was a trumpeter, up in the church tower, to signal the hour, and he saw the Tartars coming. So he signaled a warning with his trumpet, and the people began to prepare to repel the enemy. But a Tartar archer silenced him by shooting an arrow through his throat. Only he was too late. The residents had been warned and they closed the gates and the city was saved. But, ever since then, a trumpeter plays the same tune, the Hejnal every hour and it stops on the same note that the other one stopped on.”


  “So, after fighting off the Tartars, they remembered what note the trumpeter had stopped on?”


  “So it seems.” There was a hint of annoyance in her voice now.


  “I’m messing with you, Amanda,” he said, surprising himself a little. He had never expected to use that expression before, but it was “hip.” He watched carefully for her response. There was none that he could discern, and he was relieved.


  “Oo, here’s a message for you,” she said it in a flat, businesslike tone, and he realized that, maybe he had overstepped something.


  “On the email, bunny?”


  “It’s somebody named Frank Stanley, and he says he went to school with you.”


  “Frank Stanley, Frank Stanley? Doesn’t ring a bell.”


  “Maybe it’s Stanley Frank.”


  “Stanley Frank? Frankenstein! That’s what we called him. That’s what passed for creativity at Sherman Hills. He was in my class.”


  “Your boarding school?”


  “Yes, may it rot in hell. Don’t tell me they want to name a library after me. Actually, don’t tell me anything. I’m not interested, whatever they’re selling.”


  “He says he wants to come see you when you’re back in Venice.”


  “They want money. Tell him to hold his breath. They see that I’m a successful author, and suddenly they remember me. Not on your life, Amanda.”


  “Well, don’t yell at me, I’m just the messenger.”


  “I’m sorry, bunny. I guess I need to yell at somebody, and you happen to be in the line of fire.”


  “I thought you got all of that out in Ben.”


  “Not by a long shot. When I started writing the first book…that was where I was hoping to get it all out. But when we turned it into humor, I had to soft-pedal the boarding school part.”


  “You mean that boy knocking little Joey down on the way back from the movies and nobody doing anything about it, as he lay there crying, was soft-pedaling?”


  “It wasn’t just knocking him down. Joey or Charlie, which was his real name, was six years old and he had even less business being in boarding school than I did. Charlie was constantly being reported for having his tie crooked or picking up his fork in his left hand or being five seconds late to something, and piling up marks against our team. So, everyone on the team hated him and took great delight in devising new punishments for him. This was all with the consent of the faculty—that was how our disciplinary system worked. You did something wrong, you got marks against the team, and it was the team that was supposed to discipline you. And with Charlie, they couldn’t wait to get their hands on him.”


  He could see a look of displeasure on Amanda’s face and realized that it wasn’t empathy. In Amanda’s world, you thought back about your school days with nostalgia. His talk was making her uneasy. He needed to cut it short. “In any event,” he said, “I’m not supporting Sherman Hills. They may tell me it’s a different place now. That old Jeff Tanner, who owned the place outright and tried to run it like an English public school, is gone and that they operate under a different philosophy, but if that’s the case, if it’s a different school now, then I certainly have no connection with it.” Then he stopped. He could see that Amanda wanted to say something and was waiting for him to finish.


  When he had made it clear that he had finished, Amanda began pulling a brochure from her shoulder bag. Good, she was changing the subject. “There is a chapel carved out of salt near Zakopane,” she said. “I’d like to see it. Would you?”


  “Yes, sweetheart, I’d love to.” He could feel his heartbeat to be up now. He had had so much to vent, regarding his old school, and he had just been getting started, but now he felt as though a cork had been forced into his main artery and his heart was pumping
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