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Excerpt from “Blues” from Collected Poems
1948-1984 by Derek Walcott. Copyright 1986 by Derek Walcott.
Reprinted by permission of Farrar, Straus & Giroux, Inc. “Stop
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PART ONE

Still, it taught me something
about love. If it’s so tough, forget it.

—Derek Walcott, Blues

 



Chapter
One

By seven-thirty on
that Saturday evening in June, it was obvious that the wedding of
Clare Sumrall Malcolm and Joseph McLaren Tucker, scheduled to begin
on the spacious south lawn of the Malcolm estate at five o’clock,
wasn’t going to happen. Joe was missing.

He had left Omaha forty-eight hours ago,
shortly after the wedding rehearsal, on a quick business trip to
his home state of Texas. Then he planned to stop by Fort Worth on
his way back to Nebraska. His mother, a reclusive sort who also was
a determined nonflyer, had weighed her neurotic fears against the
prospect of missing her only son’s wedding, and had opted to make
an appearance rather than watch the nuptials on a cassette. Darly
Rae Tucker had always been real sweet to Clare on the phone, and
Clare was looking forward to meeting her.

They were due on Friday night at ten o’clock,
but Joe called at the last minute, leaving a message on Clare’s
answering machine. He explained that his mother was suffering an
attack of sciatica, but that they could be counted on to arrive by
noon the next day. Cutting it a little close, but Clare wasn’t
worried. In the time she’d known Joe—it was to be exactly five
months and four days from “Nice to meet you” to “I do”—he had been
the soul of reliability and thoughtfulness. Also she was too caught
up in the last-minute fuss of preparations for the small (strictly
limited to seventy-five guests) but elegant wedding. And around her
head, as everyone could see, there were shimmering clouds of bliss.
Clare had been married before, at nineteen, an event she seldom
thought about and never associated with this one, her real
marriage, the only one that would ever matter.

As a courtesy to his sister, Donald Malcolm
went to the airport to personally pick up Joe and his mother when
they got off the direct flight from Dallas-Fort Worth
International. The plane happened to be delayed, so it was
one-fifteen when “Brud” found out that Joe and Darly Rae were not
on it.

All of Brud’s doubts about the legitimacy of
Joe Tucker returned in a steaming flood that soon had him red-faced
and in danger of losing his infamous temper. He was a stocky,
balding pit-bull type who bit savagely when aroused.

An airline supervisor was reluctant to say if
Joe and Darly Rae had been booked on a subsequent flight, not due
until four-thirty. Brud was not family, therefore not privileged to
have that information. Brud got the airport manager on the phone
and chewed on him for thirty seconds. The information was given out
promptly. None of the airlines servicing Omaha had either of the
Tuckers on their manifests for Saturday arrival.

Meanwhile Clare and Brud’s cousin Philippa,
who Brud knew could be counted on to keep her wits about her and
her mouth closed in this emergency, was trying to locate Joe Tucker
in Texas.

The number they had for Darly Rae Tucker
turned out to be a pay phone at a Christian Science reading room in
downtown Fort Worth.

An airport cop reported that the black
Maserati which was Clare’s wedding present to Joe Tucker was not in
either of Brud’s VIP parking slots at the airport. It soon was
apparent that Joe had not flown out of Omaha following the
rehearsal dinner.

By then Brud realized it was going to be bad
news all the way. Not that he could blame himself; he’d been very
thorough looking into Joe Tucker’s background, once he observed
that certain light in Clare’s eyes whenever Joe was around. Damn
it, you couldn’t be more thorough, and Tucker had checked out all
the way: certified birth certificate, TRW, high-school and college
records, IRS returns obtained from agency files—good God, it was
virtually impossible to fake some of that stuff! Yet Brud was
readily convinced “Joe Tucker” was not the name of the man Clare
thought she was going to marry. And all Brud knew about him was
contained in an obviously fraudulent financial and business
profile. Joe had somehow managed to sucker punch them. But
how?

Brud was getting sicker by the minute. The
fact that his little sister was about to be jilted didn’t bother
him so much. She’d had a disastrous history with men almost since
adolescence; it was her lot in life, apparently. What he cared
about was that he and Clare were about to look like fools to their
friends (and Brud’s enemies), and obviously Clare was out a lot of
money, from some scheme or other she’d been careful not to consult
him about.

Familiar with Brud and his reputation, the
resident manager of the Horizon Towers condominium had no qualms
about opening the two-bedroom furnished penthouse that Joe had
leased for the past six months. Joe had cleared out very neatly,
leaving nothing behind except possibly his fingerprints; but Brud
already had a set of Joe’s fingerprints, and he was not on file
with the FBI.

There was plenty that
belonged to Clare in the penthouse suite, mostly in the bathroom
and in a bedroom armoire. Some frilly, baby-doll lingerie, not
typical of Clare’s taste: Brud had never seen her at breakfast in
anything but a sensible plaid bathrobe. Bikini underpants he found
in a drawer had the crotch cut out. He saw a book of erotic art on
a bedside table, opened to some eighteenth-century Japanese
drawings of women astride men with everything showing. Picturing
the two of them dallying in the broad bed with the plum-colored
silk coverlet, Clare assuming similar lewd postures for Joe—Brud
was enraged.

It was a few minutes
before sunset when Brud drove through the gates of the country
estate where he and Clare had continued to live after the death of
their father five years ago. Most of the family fortune, which Brud
managed astutely, was from ranch land in the Sand Hills country,
and considerable property on either side of Dodge Street, from
Westroads Mall to Boys’ and Girls’ Town. There were twenty acres of
windbreak woodlots, a nine-hole private golf course,
air-conditioned horse barns, paddocks and show rings. Brud’s
passion, other than golf, was Arabians, and Clare owned and rode
hunter-jumpers. She had her own money, most of which she was
willing to let Brud invest for her. But there were a couple of
accounts on which he was not a cosigner, money she could draw on
when she wanted to buy a horse or invest in little businesses run
by friends in Omaha or Hobe Sound, their winter home in Florida.
How much money? He wasn’t sure. She’d been lucky on a couple of her
investments, and stud fees for her champion jumper Roshomon had
been impressive the last couple of years. She might have had a
million, maybe a million two in cash or cash instruments. That was
before Joe came along, and she began sinking money into the gallery
they were starting together.

Joe was, or claimed to be, an art historian.
He knew cutting horses, and could ride. His golf handicap was a
respectable seven. For a young guy, twenty-nine according to his
birth certificate, he was damned competent at a lot of things.
Good-looking, certainly, confident but without cockiness, well read
and soft-spoken, a rock-ribbed Republican. And he had to be a
genius at seduction, because Brud knew very well that Clare had had
a lot of problems with sex over the years, thanks to good old
Tunkie, her psychopathic first husband.

Imposing thunderheads filled the sky over the
Missouri River, a dozen miles away; rain had been promised for the
weekend, but Clare had wanted an outdoor wedding, in the
century-old south garden among the flowering pink dogwoods. In the
gathering twilight, the guests were still waiting there, along with
the string orchestra and the Episcopalian ministers, four
bridesmaids and a flustered wedding coordinator with her crew.

Philippa met Brud at the front door and told
him Clare was incommunicado in her second-floor suite, waiting for
her brother. Nothing had been heard from Joe, of course. Brud
nodded and told her to pass on the news that the wedding had been
postponed.

“Give them all a couple of drinks and the
buffet if they want it, and get them the hell out of here as quick
as possible. Oh, and call Gordon Estes. Number’s on the Rolodex in
my study. I want him here tomorrow morning, no excuses!” Estes and
Associates was the Washington firm Brud had employed to check on
the background of Joe Tucker. The associates were all former FBI
and Secret Service agents. Brud was primed to give Gordon Estes
hell.

He went upstairs and down the hall of the
west wing, which had been added when the century-old, classically
Victorian house underwent massive renovation in 1952. The quarters
that Clare occupied had been their mother’s; Evangeline was
devoted, as Clare was, to Spanish motifs. The marquetry double
doors were unlocked. Brud passed through an arcaded entrance to the
empty conservatory/sitting room, walked past a Miró and a Bécquer
and a Tapies abstract on one wall. Tapies was Spain’s leading
contemporary artist, but the abstract looked like a cow wallow to
Brud. His only interest in art was the bottom line, and he knew
within a few dollars the current worth of all the art collected in
Clare’s suite.

“Clare, it’s Brud; you in there?”

No sound; he stood back respectfully a few
steps from her bedroom door, and called again.

The door was wrenched open. What seemed to
Brud like an apparition stood there, staring at him in hope and
dread. She was a big woman, five-ten, with the bones of their late
father, whereas Brud had inherited the short stature and blunt,
pugnacious jaw of their mother. Clare had never been fat, but still
there always seemed to be too much of her, even after
breast-reduction surgery gave her figure more pleasing proportions.
She looked strong and competent, a throwback to her pioneer
forebears; but emotionally she was as fragile as a porcelain
teacup, and in the hours since her scheduled wedding, Brud could
see that she had come undone.

“Now, Clare—” Brud held his hands up in a
placating gesture, while his stomach burned with the acids of his
hatred for Joe Tucker. “—I want you just to take it easy.”

Her wide mouth, with all the lipstick chewed
off, worked hard; her throat muscles stood out. She gasped.

“What… was it? An accident? Was he badly
hurt?” Her normally high voice had a nervous tremolo. “Where is
he?”

“Clare, just let me come in, and we’ll—”

“He’s dead.” The dreadfulness of this
assumption seemed to grow in force like a bad wind shrieking
through her mind. Her eyes lost focus even as her body twisted
tight as rope and she screamed out, “TELL ME!”

“No. I seriously doubt that he’s dead. Yet.”
Brud sighed and moved toward the bedroom doorway, guiding his
sister back with the flat of his hand against her side. Under his
breath he added, “The son of a bitch.”

Clare whirled away from him, almost lost her
balance—she was wearing only one of her wedding shoes—then
straightened and lashed out with a slap he shied from, taking the
blow on the point of a raised shoulder.

“How dare you! If you won’t help me—”

“Clare, listen. He didn’t go to Texas. He
drove the Maserati out of town instead of to the airport, and it’s
probably sold by now. I’m sure that his mother, so-called, was
somebody he hired to act the part. Joe Tucker, or Buttcrack, or
whatever his name may be, is not coming back to Omaha. Now, my
guess is he never intended marrying you. And I tried my best to
warn you, Clare; but you never would hear a word of it.”

Clare batted her long eyelashes. The mascara
had matted from the humidity of her grief. She swayed. She was
ashen. It was a mean business and Brud had no wish to torture her,
but usually it was best just to bore ahead and get the
unpleasantness over with.

“Lying to me …”

“I wish to God I was,” he said, staring her
down.

Now her hands fluttered; she grasped the
large heirloom sapphire engagement ring as if she were afraid it
would fly off her finger.

“He gave… he said… in his family… almost two
hundred…”

“Oh, well, it’s a nice enough ring, yes
indeedy, and it probably did set him back a few thousand at some
deluxe flea market. But he had money to invest in you, apparently.
Looking to make more money. So, how much, Clare?”

A shudder tore through Clare. Her eyes were
growing blanker. “Get… out. Leave me alone, Brud.”

“Whatever share he put up for that art
gallery, he probably withdrew it from the bank. We’ll know Monday.
It was his, anyhow. The crucial question is, did you give him
anything? He went off to Texas supposedly to buy some pictures,
wasn’t that it? Some song-and-dance he handed you about this
old-time wildcatter with the fantastic collection of Western art he
had to get rid of in a hurry?” Brud paused; he didn’t have to look
at his sister to know he’d reached the heart of the matter. “Yeah,
I heard about it from Harley. You can’t keep anything from me,
Clare, I just wish you wouldn’t try.” He paused again. “You gave
your fiancé cash money to buy those pictures with, didn’t you?”

She nodded. Her hands fell to her sides. She
looked down, as if she were about to throw herself from the roof of
a forty-story building, then straightened with a snap. But there
was a faraway look in her eyes, as if she were witnessing a holy
vision.

“It… it’s all right. Something happened. But
he’ll… definitely be here. I think I… I need to freshen up?” Clare
looked up with a stark, ghastly smile. “Just tell everybody… to
wait. We’re going to get married, really, and… it’s… uh… he loves
me, Brud. Joe loves me!”

“Clare. Darling… how much of your money did
he leave town with?”

“But it’s okay! He’s in Texas. Buying
paintings. I know all about it. There was probably…” Clare broke
off, cringing at the look in Brud’s eyes. She crossed her arms over
her breast. She was wearing a Dresden-blue wedding suit, and a
pearl choker. The skirt was badly rumpled. “I wish Mama was here.”
Her voice had become feeble and childish. “I wish Daddy… You never
have liked me, Brud. You never approved of me.”

“You’re my sister and I love you dearly. But
I need to know. A couple hundred thousand, Clare?”

When she didn’t answer him he stepped closer
to her, held her right hand in a forceful grip and ground the
knuckle bones together. He hadn’t done that since she was a kid.
Clare sobbed in pain and misery.

“Don’t!”

“How much?”

“Six…” Clare choked. He let her go. She
turned and limped toward the four-poster bed. Her image swam in his
vision. His blood pressure was way too high. Six hundred
thousand dollars. Brud breathed harshly through his mouth,
appreciating the skill and effrontery of “Joe Tucker,” an
appreciation that did not in the least diminish Brud’s desire to
kill him.

Facedown on her bed, Clare went into
hysterics.

Outside on the south lawn, a violinist had
begun to play something lilting and Hungarian.

Brud bounded to the French doors and out onto
the balcony, sighted a group of relatives, the women in flouncy
spring hats, the men in cutaways, cravats and striped trousers, all
of them drinking champagne.

“Somebody tell that asshole to shut up!” Brud
bellowed.

His blood pressure was knocking him for a
loop. He had to sit on the edge of the bed for a couple of minutes,
listening helplessly to Clare scream in heartbreak. It would pass,
he consoled himself. Clare would be all right eventually. And so
would he. Just another minute or two. Then he would make his way
downstairs to his leather-paneled study, close the doors on
everybody, sit and recall every little thing he could about “Joe
Tucker.” He was a clever boy, but somewhere along the line, in the
months he’d hung around Omaha screwing Clare and scheming to get
his hands on a large chunk of cash, he’d made a mistake. Left a
clue as to who he really was.

He just needed to be patient, Brud thought.
It would all work out, to his ultimate satisfaction.

 



Chapter
Two

After the Omaha
project was completed and he was home aboard the Dragonfly,
Joe was a long time surfacing from the depths of a complex
malaise.

He spent ten days at anchorage in Fajardo,
once the Dragonfly was back in the water. Immediately after
leaving Omaha he had shaved off the inch of beard he wore as Joe
Tucker, and he renewed his tan on flawless blue days. He ordered
marine supplies and restocked the big galley for the first couple
of months of aimless sailing he had in mind. There was always work
to be done on the Swedish-built sloop. She was fifty-six feet of
teak and mahogany laid over a canoe-shaped hull of fiberglass,
Vinylester resin and four coats of epoxy. He had local help with
the topside refurbishing, the sanding, polishing and varnishing,
but, relishing solitude, he always sailed alone. He was big enough
and had the strength and agility to handle the necessary spread of
sail.

Many things never seemed to function
following Dragonfly’s extended stays in storage. Despite
Joe’s careful inspections, a couple of daylong shakedown cruises
provided plenty of aggravation. Plugs popped out of teak decks,
diodes blew, transducers failed, a bilge pipe valve malfunctioned,
clew rings cracked in a fresh breeze, tools were either missing or
stowed in the wrong lockers. Much of this was to be expected, and
shouldn’t have had him in a sullen mood. But, instead of feeling
the familiar exhilaration as problems were dealt with and his
boat-handling skills sharpened, he couldn’t shake the lethargy that
dogged him in the lulling tropical twilights when the
Dragonfly lay at anchor off the marina harbor and the couple
of raucous cafés where he customarily spent a lot of his free
time.

Isobel Tavarés heard that he was back and
came around from the hotel where she worked in Guest Relations. In
Puerto Rico, everyone has a nickname and hers was “Puchi.” She was
a small lively Latin package with flattened Taino features and
coarse straight black hair that grew to the tip of her tailbone
when she didn’t have it in braids. Joe was on shore unloading his
Yamaha trail bike from the back of the small pickup truck he rented
while he was staying in Fajardo. He wore ragged denim shorts and
neoprene flip-flops.

Puchi put on a smile for him, although she
was seething.

“Hey, long time, Joe.”

“Yeah, I guess it has been, Puchi.” He smiled
too, willing her to forgive him, but when he offered to kiss her
she backed up a step, skeptically.

“So, you just take off like a
sinvergüenza and I don’t hear from you. How am I sposed to
feel, I mean, like shit, no?”

Joe frowned. “Didn’t hear from me! I wrote
you, what, half a dozen times?”

“How the fuck should I know? Wrote me where,
the other side the moon, maybe?”

“Hey. Hey, Puchi. I told you what I do for a
living. Hydraulic engineering. There was an emergency. I flew out
to the Pacific, barely had time to pack. You were up there in
Newark with your mami so sick, remember?”

“Uh, yeah. What do you mean, the
Pacific?”

“Java, babe. Big hydroelectric project, the
company I work for sometimes. I was in the middle of a jungle, you
know? Got real sick for a while. I spent time in a hospital in
Surabaya. Bad fever. I almost died.”

“Ay, bendito,” Puchi said, but with a
slight skeptical twist of her lips. “And you wrote to me—that’s the
truth, huh?”

“Puchi, you know I’d give up my front-row
seat in hell for you.”

“Joe, you know what you got? You got lying
blue eyes. But I forgive you anyhow.” He bent to kiss her, but she
leaned back. “What about that Swees girl live in Humacao, she works
for Warner-Lambert? I know about you and her, man. She have letters
from Java? ‘Oh, I miss you, love you only, boo-hoo.’ ”

“Puchi, God’s truth, when I look at you I
can’t remember any other woman on the face of the earth. How’s your
mami? Was it her gall bladder again?”

“Yeah. They do this operation now, they doan
have to cut nobody open so much. They sock out the stones in bitty
pieces. She’s hokay. Well, I got to work tonight, hotshot. Maybe
tomorrow night, huh?”

Joe’s face fell a yard and a half. “Puchi, I
have to make a quick trip. Four or five days. I’ll be back by
Sunday.”

Hands on her hips, she said, “Quick treep?
You know, sometimes I wonder about that big boat of yours. What you
carry from island to island that might get you in big troubles some
day.”

“Do I look stupid to you, Puchi? I’m a
recreational sailor. I work hard when I work, get paid well for it,
then I take a few months off to enjoy life.”

“I can get a little time off myself,
Joe.”

“That’s good, Puchi.
Real good. Come Sunday, we’ll plan something, just you and me.”

On Sunday Joe was in
Montserrat, one of the world’s tiny snoop-free banking havens. From
there it was only a full day’s reach to his favorite place in the
Caribbean, the anchorage at Bourg on Terre-de-Haut, an even smaller
and less-well-known island in the Antilles chain. He had forgotten
Puchi and his spur-of-the-moment promises. Joe had made a lot of
promises to women all over the Caribbean and in Mexico, a sometime
haunt of his. But he had no interest in women right now. Clare
Malcolm was still hanging around, in his daytime reveries, in his
restless dreams.

He had first seen Clare in Town and
Country, where he found most of his projects. T and C
devoted several of its pages each month to society weddings and
charity events; sometimes a full page, in color, covered a
particularly trendy fundraiser. The event in Omaha was a ball to
benefit pediatric AIDS, and Clare Malcolm was the chairperson.

Over several months Joe could look at
hundreds of photographs of elegant women in their thirties and
forties without a trace of frisson; then something would stimulate
his curiosity bump. Perhaps there was a psychic connection he
didn’t understand. He looked at the face of Clare Malcolm for a few
moments, noting that she was almost a head taller than the other
women in the group photograph, and wore a voluminous gown of a
green material that reminded him of leftover Christmas wrap. Then
he clipped the page from the magazine, folded it and put it away.
This was his usual practice. He had a drawerful of magazine and
newspaper clippings aboard the Dragonfly that he never
referred to after his initial tickle of interest. A couple of times
a year he emptied the drawer and added the clippings to a bonfire
on a deserted beach.

But sometimes, after a week or so of
uneasiness that had a strange, sensuous appeal, he would retrieve
the recent article or photograph and look at it again. This was the
case with Clare Malcolm. He spent a half hour meditating on her
image. She was blonde, with her hair pulled back from an
asymmetrical, rather long face. A healthy, blandly handsome
Midwestern face. There was no stiffness in her pose for the camera.
Her mouth was wide, and she was smiling. But he sensed reticence in
her smile. Her hands were gloved. He couldn’t tell if she was
married. Not that it mattered. He had dealt with both married and
unmarried women. Often the married ones fell hardest for him. And
often their husbands didn’t give a damn until they found out, too
late, what Joe had cost them.

It was the new year. Joe and the
Dragonfly were in Cayman Brac. After a day of diving the
spectacular vertical walls, he sailed over to Grand Cayman and in
Georgetown visited the branch of a British bank where, as a
corporate entity called Reef Adventures, Ltd., he did some of his
business. A fax was sent from the bank to the detective agency in
Atlanta he used on a rotating basis with two other agencies in the
States. Within ten days, by Federal Express, he had everything that
was available on Clare Malcolm. A few good recent photos were
included with the report.

Clare was thirty-three. Born and raised in
Nebraska. With her brother Donald, forty-one, she shared a country
estate that had been in the family for more than a hundred years
and was still a working farm. Just under nine hundred acres, down
from about five thousand acres at the turn of the century. The
house, built in 1883 at the edge of the Great Plains, had a name:
Windward. It was a massive limestone Victorian mansion with a
couple of wings added on, not very artfully. Neither she nor her
brother was married. Her first husband, T. Bristow Lescoulie,
commonly known as “Tunkie,” was, according to their wedding photo,
a grinning gargoyle with abundant golden curls and a dearth of
character in his face. In the same photo Clare looked taller than
her husband and poker-faced from stress. She was nineteen. The
marriage had lasted eight months. Clare got the divorce, and was in
therapy for three years afterward. Two engagements followed. Both
were broken in short order.

Joe began to get a faint but probably
accurate impression of what was behind the slight, sad reticence of
Clare’s smile.

Two years at Vassar before her marriage, then
she earned a degree in fine arts at Lincoln when she was
twenty-five. No attempt to establish a career for herself. She
didn’t travel much. Horses and good works took up her time. At the
moment she was in residence at the winter house in Hobe Sound,
scheduled to ride in a charity horse show in Boca Raton over the
weekend. They had a major corporate sponsor, so it was one of
numerous events during the winter months on the gilded East Coast
of Florida that anyone could buy his way into.

Florida. He had done a project in Sarasota
nine years ago, so there was always a chance of an embarrassing and
potentially hazardous encounter in Boca Raton. It was much too
small a world in the circles Clare Malcolm frequented. But the odds
were acceptably long that he’d run into Lottie Santangelo. She had
to be, what, fifty-five now? And she’d never expressed an interest
in horses during the five months he’d been intimate with her. King
Charles spaniels were Lottie’s abiding passion.

He decided to keep the beard he’d been
wearing since his last project ended, seven months ago in Honolulu.
Darken it, and his hair, leaving it full and over the ears. He had
most of the right clothes aboard the Dragonfly for a social
weekend in Boca.

It was not his intention to make a move on
Clare Malcolm at this point. He might not even want to meet her.
With the assistance of the Amiga computer aboard the
Dragonfly he did some further research and felt that he was
well enough prepared, if it happened, but for now observation was
all he had in mind. He always spent a great deal of time taking his
time, examining all projects with a well-educated eye for the
probabilities, ultimately rejecting four out of five prospects. The
young ones were too well protected, the old usually defenseless. He
preferred a real challenge. And his hunch was that Clare Malcolm
had pretty well given up on men.

The well-attended three-day riding event was
held at the Sandalfoot Polo Club on the last weekend in January.
There were a lot of striped tents, some of them air-conditioned,
set up around the paddocks, the schooling rings and the manicured
Bermuda of the Grand Prix course. Auctions and a showing of
contemporary artists helped the well-heeled while away their time.
There was a lot of unobtrusive security from Wackenhut, but anyone
was free to wander around the stable area. On Friday he watched
Clare Malcolm schooling a big black stallion named Roy Bean. The
horse had a very good hind leg and good stamina in the deep sand of
the schooling ring. Miss Malcolm complemented him with a long,
strong back, an assured seat. She jumped to a second-place finish
on Saturday as rain clouds moved in.

Roy Bean’s owners were from Fort Smith,
Arkansas. At the Polo Club they entertained in a custom Silver
Eagle motor home, the sort of luxury that country music stars
enjoyed on the road. Joe insinuated himself into the company of
some young horse bums and hung around with them until he saw Clare
Malcolm leave the Silver Eagle by herself and stroll across the
stable grounds to the exhibits. In one hand she had a foam cup with
the Budweiser logo on it. She had changed out of her riding clothes
into faded Levi’s and a gingham Western-style shirt. Her figure
wasn’t much and there was no exercise discipline that could change
it. She was tall from the waist up, with a low-slung butt. Ample
breasts, and a too-long neck. She had recently washed and combed
her hair, but it wasn’t completely dry. Without makeup she had a
lot of freckles. She smiled and nodded, but joined no groups,
making her way a little aloofly past the sponsors’ pavilion to the
art show. The music of Elton John blasted from numerous speakers.
It looked more and more like rain. Joe decided to follow her.

The piece Clare was most interested in, a
rectangular oil-on-burlap painting reminiscent of Miró, had a red
SOLD sticker on the frame, as did several others by the same
artist, identified as Stanley Wax.

“Well, damn,” she said softly and
regretfully, and swallowed the rest of her Bud.

“I felt the same way,” Joe said. When he
spoke he was instantly a Texan.

Clare gave him a cursory unsmiling glance.
“Do you know Wax?”

“I’ve never seen any of his work. Is he
local?”

She resumed her study of the painting she’d
considered buying. It had grown darker outside; thunder rumbled and
rain began to fall on the tent.

“I think he lives in Spain now. But he’s had
a gallery in South Beach, oh, four or five years, since they
cleaned up that area.”

“I like him. He’s not afraid of texture even
though his vernacular is the subconscious. Kind of pricey. For me,
anyhow. Saw you ride earlier. I thought your big black was getting
a little squirrelly before the last grid.”

“Squirrelly?” She cocked an eye at him. She
had changed from custom-fitted Vogel riding boots to less formal
ostrich-skin pointy-toes. Still Joe was able to look down at her.
“I guess. He showed a tendency to veer when I schooled him. But
he’s just a big baby, really. This was his first shot in high
prelims. He got all fussed after that tight triple.”

“Very tight. Two faults on that one is
no disgrace.”

“Still, I didn’t deliver the ride Beaner is
capable of. It’s only the second time I’ve ridden him in
competition. Deatcy asked me as a favor; the job they did on her
hip joint after she spilled in the Ox Ridge didn’t turn out right.
I’m used to hunters.”

“Rocking-chair course, compared to Grand
Prix.”

“Right.” She dropped her gaze, appraising his
status as if it were an instinct she’d been born with, powerful as
the need to find her mother’s breast. Classic two-button blazer;
striped Gap shirt open to the middle button, revealing the
hand-carved miniature of an Olmec head he wore on a gold chain;
Lauren khakis; dusty—but not dirty—Lucchese boots. Difficult to
place him on the social scale.

“Miró used to say he painted what he saw. And
what he saw were hallucinations brought on by hunger. One meal a
week while he was struggling in Paris. Harlequin’s
Carnival?”

She nodded, trying to recall the painting. “I
never heard that story.”

“I guess I know a lot of them. Too many. I’m
an art historian.” He did a proper amount of fumbling for his
business card. “Joe Tucker.”

“You’re from Austin?” Clare said, studying
the card as if it were a text dense with footnotes. He sensed her
shyness, a reluctance to take the next step.

Rain drummed harder on the vinyl tenting.
Some people ducked inside, laughing at the deluge. He moved a step
closer, isolating the two of them, proclaiming them a unit as the
tent continued to fill. Her chin came up. She smiled, then touched
her lower lip with a forefinger, a childlike gesture that he
subsequently discovered had many meanings. Caution; a question;
surrender.

“I’m Clare Malcolm,” she said. “Nice to meet
you, Joe.”

 



Chapter
Three

On a dead-calm
morning in the Îles des Saintes, Joe awoke sweaty and with a
tingling of dread that became a clonus.

Just past sunrise. A hundred yards from where
the Dragonfly lay at anchor in the harbor, the village of
Bourg was waking up. Voices spoke the soft French Creole patois of
the island. Someone whistled cheerfully ashore. He heard the
familiar sounds of carts with squeaky wheels, the wooden mallet of
a boatbuilder rhythmically tapping a chisel. Frigate birds cried
out above the walls of Fort Napoleon. Outside the harbor, beyond
the reef, he heard fishermen calling languidly to other fishermen
in their orange-and-blue boats. On his own boat the chittering of
tiny sucrier birds in the rigging underscored giggles and
the voices of children sternly shushing One another. It was his
first morning in Les Saintes in almost eleven months. But already
he had company.

He’d been dreaming about Clare. In the dream
they were at a black-tie affair at Omaha’s Joslyn Museum. But the
party was somewhere behind them. They were exploring a gallery he’d
never seen before. The gallery made him uneasy. There were shadowy
portraits in leafs’ gilded frames on the velvet walls, menacing
faces he couldn’t quite make out. He was having difficulty
swallowing. It seemed very hot to him. He was sweating buckets, but
Clare didn’t seem to notice. She had him by the hand and she was
strong. Pulling him from one side of the gallery to the other.
“Look!” she said. “Look! They’re all here!” He didn’t
know what she meant, but he wouldn’t take his eyes off the floor to
find out. “Come-on, Joely!” Clare said, manic with
excitement. He had dug in his heels. He wouldn’t be budged. She
laughed at his stubborn expression. “Just one more, Joely-Moly.
Look at this one.” Her tone changed. “Joely-Poly! I mean it.
You have to look.” But he couldn’t. He knew who it was,
towering over him in a portrait three stories high, looking down at
him with displeasure and contempt. He felt so awful, so guilty, he
couldn’t raise his eyes from the dirt floor to acknowledge her. A
hot wind was blowing. What did he do that was so wrong?
Maybe Clare could tell him. He looked up, squinting, but the sun
was in his eyes. A blazing white desert sun. In the distance, a
cloud of dust. Clare was walking away down the middle of the
shimmering tar road. At least, he thought it was Clare. But he was
terrified that it was not. Clare was the only one who had the
answer: What did I do wrong? When he ran after her receding
figure, he came to a shocking halt. His feet were mired in soft
asphalt, which began to lap around his thin bare legs like a dark
wave of the sea—he was screaming.

The dream-scream was only a brutal pounding
in his temples when he sat up naked on the edge of the wide double
berth in the Dragonfly’s master’s cabin. He heard a scamper
of bare feet along a side deck, and giggling. All of the portlights
in the stateroom were open; he had slept without air-conditioning.
He took several deep breaths, relishing the smell of the sea.

Thirty-two days, almost five weeks, and he
was still dreaming about her. Unusual. Once he left them they
didn’t stay in his memory for long, not so insistently as Clare
had. He had learned long ago that memory was a skilled torturer, so
he’d also become adept at scouring slates when a project was over.
Clare hadn’t been the best-looking or the richest or the best in
bed of the women he had conned in a fifteen-year career, so why
should she still be hanging around where he was most vulnerable, in
his sleep? He had liked her, he liked them all, but he didn’t miss
her. He had the feeling that something wasn’t finished, where Clare
Malcolm was concerned. And that worried him.

He passed a hand down the underside of the
bolt-upright erection he always had on awakening, still unable to
dismiss Clare from the morning round of his thoughts. She’d been
the most difficult of all his lovers to seduce. Her introduction to
sex, age nineteen, had been at the hands of a pathological
character whose orgasms could only be achieved as the climax of a
whipping. What the hell was she supposed to think? Subsequent
liaisons with clumsy or incompetent lovers had turned her off
completely. She decided that she was frigid, and it was a loathsome
thing anyway. Who needed it?

But she had needed Joe, not that she realized
or acknowledged it right away. And needing was the key to wanting,
without fear or disgust. Joe wasn’t a psychiatrist. But he knew a
lot about intimacy; he knew about listening and touching and just
being there, a reassuring, undemanding presence. No matter what
inhibitions preyed on her, a healthy and vital woman’s reaction to
those attentions was inevitable. It was like waiting under a tree
for fruit to ripen in its season. The first time they made love her
nipples were hard in heat, but her stomach muscles quivered
whenever he kissed or drew his fingers across a line just above her
pubic triangle. An hour, another, yet she couldn’t, oh she
couldn’t. Three hours of repeated, gentle caresses. Opening her
thighs, as if they were a heavy book with pages stuck together from
years of neglect. When she came, at the moment of his nudging
entrance, her spasms were as great as if he’d cut her throat.

The memory made Joe smile, ruefully. His
penis drooped. He wasn’t interested in women or sex right now. What
he wanted was coffee and a fresh baguette from Maman Arcelin’s
hole-in-the-wall bakery just off the harbor square. He heaved a
sigh and went into the head, came out after relieving himself and
brushing his teeth, looked for shorts and a T-shirt and sandals,
then went topside.

Four young heads turned as he emerged from
the companionway. The kids were sitting in close order on the
cockpit coaming with their bare feet dangling, all of them as blond
as their Brittany forebears, tanned skins still beaded with drops
of water from their swim out to his boat.

“Kouman ou ye?” Joe said in his
all-purpose Creole. He recognized three of the boys: Christophe,
Illion, Providence. The fourth might have been a girl, seven or
eight years old: someone’s little sister. She had bright elliptical
eyes that shone like mirrors from her excitement at being included
with the guys. “Long time no see,” he said in English. None of them
understood him, but Illion, the oldest, repeated it with a snicker,
and then they all laughed and tried saying “Long time no see.”

The kids, and many others who would show up
eventually while he was in Les Saintes, were his local crew, and
Bourg was as close to a permanent home as he’d come. He knew
everyone on the island, and more people on the sister islands of
Terre-de-Bas and Marie-Galante. Cousteau probably made more of a
stir when the Calypso was in port, but still it was nice to
have a welcome.

Joe chatted with the kids for a few minutes,
catching up on island gossip. They were off from school until after
Fête des Saintes. His hundred-kilometer passage from Montserrat had
been mostly against the wind at thirty knots, the skirts of a
tropical disturbance that had stalled south of Hispaniola, and he’d
taken some seas. There was a lot of cleanup to be done, and he put
them all to work washing off the salt while he puttered ashore in
the dinghy.

Greetings came to him everywhere, from old
men repairing piles of mauve or purple netting on the quay, to the
curate of the ti’ église enjoying his breakfast after the
five-thirty mass and feeding his scruff black dog at his usual
table on the narrow terrace of Le Breton. There were a few mopeds
on the streets now, young Europeans on holidays scattering from the
hotels to the beaches at Pain du Sucre or Anse Rodrigue before the
nine-to-noon ban on the noisy scooters went into effect. In a
little while the day-trippers would be arriving from Guadeloupe on
the JetKat ferry, but there were never hordes of tourists on Les
Saintes at any time of the year. They had a small constabulary on
what was virtually a crime-free island, but Customs was
nonexistent. He came and went as he pleased. He was one of them,
and trusted. He played dominoes and drank with the Saintois, but
never got drunk. He volunteered for community labor projects. In
past years he had made generous contributions to the church and the
committees of various festivals. To the small infirmary that served
the island. When bacterial meningitis, spread by a sick tourist,
threatened the lives of several children including Illion Arcelin,
he arranged for the most critically ill to be flown to a children’s
hospital in San Juan for treatment. He had no business arrangements
in Bourg. He did not get serious with the young, marriageable women
on any of Les Saintes. He knew what everybody was up to, their
indiscretions, complaints and quarrels; but he was never
questioned, and volunteered nothing about his own life. In fact, he
had no life he could talk about. He was an actor, whose best work
would be seen by only a few people. And seldom appreciated, after
the fact, by any of them. In those loneliest of times when his gut
hurt and he was desperate for a sense of peace that all the sun,
sailing and accommodating women could not bring him, he felt
shadowless, as insubstantial as a blue-water hallucination, the
bugaboo of single-handed sailors on every ocean.

Walking up the street to Maman Arcelin’s,
past white walls brimming with frangipani and bougainvillea, past
the old street sweeper with the dented forehead named Hubert, he
thought, You can stay this time. You don’t have to do it
anymore. He had brought back from Omaha six hundred eighty
thousand in cash, from the money that Clare had arranged for the
purchase of unavailable works of Western art and from the sale of
her wedding gift to him, the Maserati that he unloaded six hours
after leaving town, to a dealer in Kansas City. The proceeds from
the dealer’s cashier’s check had by now washed through half a dozen
offshore bank accounts. It could not be traced to Joe. The rest of
the cash, in new hundred-dollar bills, had accompanied him to
Puerto Rico, replacing the picture tube of a twenty-seven-inch
Panasonic in its original shipping carton. His expenses for the
Omaha project came to a little over twenty thousand dollars. After
deducting the twenty-five-percent fee he’d paid for his false
identity as Joe Tucker, he had cleared four hundred and ninety
thousand dollars.

So his current net worth, counting the eight
hundred thousand he had in the Dragonfly and its array of
electronics, was—Joe shook his head as he turned into Maman
Arcelin’s. His net worth, after three years of small pickings while
he learned his trade, and ten years of ever-more-lucrative payoffs
as the breadth and audacity of his cons developed, was comparable
to that of rock stars his own age. Maybe better: he had no ex-wives
to settle with. And there had never been any taxes to pay to
corrupt and spendthrift governments.

Money went, instead, to an orphanage in
Honduras, to a public-health facility in Lagos, to a nonprofit
manufacturer in Trinidad that employed the handicapped, to college
scholarship funds in half a dozen countries. To books for school
libraries, to church-sponsored missions for the indigent, and to
those medical-research organizations he didn’t feel were ripping
off the public and private dollar. Employees he’d never met, in an
office in Luxembourg—an office he never visited but which was
devoted solely to his business and philanthropies—handled all
disbursements, based on information Joe provided in his
ramblings.

But he didn’t have to look for projects
anymore. There was enough money, suitably invested, to continue the
outflow for the rest of his life. He felt a sense of good cheer at
this prospect, and gave Maman Arcelin a hug that lifted her tiny
frame from the floor. She had her back to him as she waited on a
customer in the bakery, and she let out a whoop of indignation
until she realized who it had to be.

She kissed him and scolded him in patois for
being gone so long, then sat him down at a little table by the door
to feed him.

“Are you married yet?”

“No, Maman.”

“Are you wasting your life on frivolous
things?”

“I don’t think so, Maman.”

“This time you will stay forever. You will
settle down and marry a beautiful Saintois like Yvonne, who was
very sad to celebrate her seventeenth birthday without your
company.”

“Yvonne must go to Paris and study hard and
become a teacher, because Mme. LaRouche will keel over any day now,
and then who will educate the children of Terre-de-Haut? When
Yvonne comes back from Paris, that is another matter.”

“In the meantime you will be discreet with
the tourist women, and not break her heart. I will cook wonderful
little dinners for you on your boat. Like I cook for no one else
since Jacques drowned.”

Her husband had been a fisherman, lost off
Les Roches Percées in a before-dawn collision with what everyone
assumed was a smuggler’s boat from Marie-Galante—large, powerful,
showing no running lights. She was a widow seven years, with
Illion, age twelve, her youngest child.

“You should go to work for Yprés,” Joe said,
naming the proprietor of one of the best restaurants on an island
noted for its cuisine. “To get up at three in the morning and bake
bread is no life.”

“That rascal. Why should I waste my talent
making someone as lazy as Yprés a rich man?”

“With your head for business, you would own
his restaurant in six months.”

He passed a pleasant hour at the bakery, and
the rest of the day slipped by without effort. Only in the evening,
as he sat alone under the Bimini awning in the stern of the
Dragonfly listening to Achtung Baby on headphones and
watched the sun torch the darkening clouds to the west, did the
cold feeling steal back to him: the sensation that something other
than clouds was gathering on his horizon.

From their first meeting he had been wary of
Donald Malcolm, a killer fruit with a mind as lethal as a spinning
saw. Joe had no doubts that once he jilted Clare, Brud would come
after him with everything he had. On leaving Omaha, he took extra
precautions to cover his tracks. The beard came off in a Holiday
Inn by the Kansas City airport; he cut his hair short and changed
the color from sun-streaked brown to a reddish shade. Contact
lenses darkened his normally bright blue eyes. He wore glasses with
amber lenses, even at night, dressed like a European backpacker
touring the States, and adopted a German accent. The documentation
he’d cached months ago in a mailbox facility in KC identified him
as Hans Shuler of Bremen.

He shipped his Panasonic TV by Federal
Express to Puerto Rico marked HOLD FOR PICKUP and, as Shuler, flew
to Oklahoma City. There he paid cash for a ticket to Denver, where
he left Shuler in a Dumpster and took an early-morning flight to
Charlotte, North Carolina, via Atlanta. He got off in Atlanta and
bought another ticket to San Juan.

Joe changed the CD in his portable player and
had another straight shot of the dark bronze rhum vieux he’d
been too fond of recently. He was still thinking about his recent
getaway. Maybe, if he’d been super-cautious, he could’ve hitched
rides out of Atlanta, made his way south to Miami, and from there
wangled a ride on a corporate jet to San Juan. But by then he was
content with his precautions and bored with a game he couldn’t be
certain anyone else was playing. He wasn’t sure just how many
islands there were in the Caribbean: well over a thousand. And more
secluded anchorages than he could visit in a lifetime of sailing. A
good many people with something to hide had “retired” to a life of
civilized comfort and privacy in the islands. He was safe in
Terre-de-Haut, and he didn’t have to leave again; he had made up
his mind that he wouldn’t.

There were a few more ounces of rum left in
the small cask, and it seemed like a good idea to finish it off.
Which would give him an excuse to sail to Marie-Galante tomorrow
and buy more casks of the seven-year-old rum at she distillery.
After drinking alone for two weeks, he might be in the mood for a
party any day now. But the prospect of a bash aboard the
Dragonfly didn’t stir his blood; he still felt jaded and
vaguely unhappy. He’d invested a lot of nervous energy in the Omaha
project. He still woke up at odd hours with a pounding heart, not
sure that he was alone on the boat. He checked and rechecked the
primary and backup alarm systems.

Always there were unattached young women
staying at the small hotels and guesthouses; he could have bedded
his choice of flight attendants and slightly over-the-hill runway
models and footloose college kids with a minimum of effort and no
expense. It was what they had saved their money and traveled south
for: a single guy with a ready smile and a hell of a big boat. But
none had tempted him; the idea of touching any of them prompted a
chill of apathy, a tightness in his gut. He was not used to a
homecoming like this one. After a project he always made some rapid
rounds, burying the memory of one woman in the sun-warmed willing
flesh of many others. Now he couldn’t be bothered.

His birthday passed, unannounced to anyone.
He was thirty-seven.

After a few days his malaise became
noticeable, like a ghost that followed him doggedly to the beaches
and cafés, to dinner at the homes of friends.

Yvonne Saint-Sauveur was making preparations
to leave for school in Paris; she was giddy from equal parts of
anticipation and dread and may have interpreted his mood as sadness
that she was going away. She had never traveled beyond the island
of Guadeloupe. In Paris she would live with a family whose daughter
was also enrolled at the Sorbonne. She would be cared for and
protected. Joe had set everything up for her through a scholarship
fund he maintained. The family knew nothing about his involvement,
but they knew he had been to Paris, so they were full of questions
about the City of Light.

After dinner he danced with Yvonne to Zouk
and Soca music on the paved patio that overlooked the rust-red
roofs of the town and the harbor. She was childishly barefoot but
pungently female, wearing perfume tonight, and hoop earrings. When
the music from Yvonne’s stereo stopped and he pretended to gasp for
breath, they could hear the strains of disco from a medium-sized
cruise ship anchored off the fortress headland north of Bourg.

They sat together on a low wall, looking at
the constellated lights of the ship. Yvonne toyed with the gold
bangle-bracelet Joe had given her as a reward for her diligence and
scholastic achievement. Hers was a tough-pretty face, with high
cheekbones and slanted smoky eyes, which she had painted as boldly
as the eyes of an Egyptian deity.

“Will you come to Martinique to see me
off?”

“Sure I will.”

“Because you have a way to disappear, and not
tell anyone.” She pouted, then looked up at him with sharp
speculation.

“Have you ever wanted to kiss me, Joe?”

“Sure,” he said again, and planted one on her
forehead.

Yvonne glanced swiftly at the interior of the
house, but her mother and father were talking, and her brothers
were watching Star Trek: The Next Generation. Gustave
Saint-Sauveur was one of the more prosperous merchants in the Îles
des Saintes, and they owned a satellite dish.

Yvonne grasped Joe and kissed him back,
avidly, her lips apart. In spite of his desire to be cool and
correctly distant, the sneaky tip of her tongue aroused and
unnerved him.

She sat back, but kept a hand on his
wrist.

“I am not leaving for three more days.”

“Some things are just not possible, Yvonne.
I’m old enough to be your—”

She went from sensual assurance to tears in
moments.

“Do you think that matters to me? I’m a
woman. And I love you!”

“I love you too, Yvonne, and I want to be
very proud of you.”

She sniffled, examining the sugar-coated
message. “What harm could it do? And we probably won’t see each
other again for a long time.”

“Well—you’ll be home for the Christmas
holidays. I’ll be here. And I’m not leaving Terre-de-Haut again,
ever.”

The message became confused. “Does that
mean—?”

He patted the back of her hand. “Shh. We’ll
talk about it later.”

In the moonlight her young face shone with
the purity of one unharmed by life. She made him feel rotten.

“You’ll wait for me? You won’t go off for
months and months, and not let me know where you are?”

“That’s a promise, Yvonne.”

Yvonne’s friend Inez came by on her moped,
distracting her. Joe escaped into the house and after a decent
interval said his good nights. He walked down the hill to the
harbor where he’d left his dinghy. The disco music from the small
cruise ship annoyed him; so did the faint sounds of laughter that
signaled good times aboard. On impulse he stripped to underwear
briefs, leaving his other clothes in the dinghy, and dove in off
the quay. He swam in a glum mood toward the Dragonfly. As he
approached he reflected, dismally, on what it might be like to swim
on by the sloop and out of the harbor, into the dark sea beyond.
Swim until he was too depleted to lift his arm for another
stroke.

That mood passed quickly, but he felt shaken
by the unrealized experience as he hauled himself up the stern
ladder, crouched there wet and shivering in an offshore breeze.

He had to get it back, somehow. His sense of
well-being. Yvonne, the adolescent temptress, had upset him badly.
Blame it on the unexpectedly knowing kiss, but it had crossed his
mind to bundle her into the double berth and give her a going-away
present to remember. He was opportunistic, but always with women
who had some experience with life, some mileage on them. He never
thought of himself as callous. Could he really have been sincere,
even for a few moments, about filling his nest with someone as
tender and trusting as Yvonne? Just what the hell was the
matter with him?

Whatever it was, he resolved to change it.
Beginning first thing in the morning.

 



Chapter
Four

She was at a table
under the awning of Le Breton, well shielded from the
early-afternoon sun, absorbed in a hardcover junk novel. She’d had
lunch; now she was dawdling. She wore Ray-Ban sunglasses with
apricot-colored lenses and her head was tilted down toward the open
book, so her eyes weren’t visible. But unless she turned out to be
cross-eyed, she was one of the loveliest women Joe had ever
seen.

When he paused by the table, standing where
he cast his shadow across her, she didn’t look up. The midday
breeze did attractive things to her dark hair, which she wore
medium-short, a waif cut. She had on a blue and white boat-neck
knit shirt with a Greek key motif, matching shorts, and sandals.
Her toenails were immaculately painted; apparently she didn’t care
for the beach. Her skin was pale for the tropics, but not an
unappetizing shade of white; it had a café-au-lait luster, as if
she might be one-quarter Creole. Her features, however, were too
finely wrought: slender bridge to her nose, a somewhat high,
intelligent forehead, full underlip but not so full as to weigh
heavily above a small rounded chin. There was a cigarillo burning
in an ashtray to one side of the table. She turned a page of her
novel with long, shapely fingers. Her one affectation seemed to be
a streetfighter’s, assortment of rings on both hands.

The novel was called Savannah’s Flame,
by Pamela Abelard. It looked like a bodice-ripper, but Joe seldom
read any fiction. The author was also a beauty; judging from the
color photo on the back of the jacket.

“Any good?” Joe said.

She looked up with a slight inquiring smile,
then laid the novel carefully down and raised her sunglasses to the
crown of her head. Her large eyes were a shade of violet in the
intense light of day.

“Abelard’s okay, as long as she sticks to
simple declarative sentences. Otherwise it’s the literary
equivalent of riding a tricycle.”

Joe ran a hand across a three-day growth of
beard and grinned at her. She picked up her cigarillo and smoked,
still looking up at him with a pleasant expression that didn’t
quite affirm an interest in his presence. She held the cigarillo
like a dart thrower.

“I’m Joe,” he said.

“So am I.” She let that ride briefly, then
added, “Josephine.” She blinked a couple of times; her gaze was
muted by the brightness of the sky behind him. Her smile turned a
little dreamy. She lowered the sunglasses and went back to her
novel.

“I’ll see you tonight,” Joe said.

“Oh?” she murmured. “Where?”

“There’s only one place. If you don’t go to
the beach and you’re as bored with Techno as I am. The best dinner
in the Îles des Saintes, followed by a moonlight cruise.”

“To?”

“Anywhere you like, as long as you like.”

Josephine turned another page.
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