The Stars Shine Down
by si dney shel don.
Synopsi s:

Lara Caneron is the nost successful real estate devel oper
i n New York

city. Married for a year to a successful rock nusician,

I nterviewed on

Goodnorni ng Anerica, she seens to have the world in the
pal m of her

hand. But Canmeron Enterprises is in trouble.

Over -l everaged and

hovering near the brink, Lara must keep up the front of a
successf ul

busi nesswonan.

To what lengths wll she go to keep things together?
Murder? And to

what lengths will police detectives go to nail the 'iron
butterfly'?
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The stars shine down And watch us live Qur little |ives
And weep for
us.

Chapt er One.
Thur sday, Septenber 10, 1992

8:00 P.M The 727 was lost in a sea of cunulus clouds that
tossed the

pl ane around |ike a giant silver feather. The pilot's
worried voice

came over the speaker.

"lI's your seat belt fastened, M ss Caneron?"
There was no response.

"M ss Caneron... M ss Caneron She was shaken out of a deep
reverie.

"Yes." Her thoughts had been drifting to happier tines,
happi er
pl aces.

“"Are you all right? We should be out of this storm soon."”
"I mfine, Roger."

Maybe we' Il get lucky and crash, Lara Caneron thought. It
woul d be a

fitting end. Sonewhere, sonehow, it had all gone wong.
It's the

Fates, Lara thought. You can't fight the Fates. In the
past year her

life had spun wildly out of control. She was in danger of
| osi ng

everything. At |east nothing el se can go wong, she

t hought wyly.



There is nothing el se.

The door of the cockpit opened, and the pilot cane into

t he cabin. He

paused for a nonent to admre his passenger. The wonman
was beauti ful,

Wi th shiny black hair swept up in a crowm, a flaw ess
conpl exi on,

intelligent eyes, cat-gray. She had changed cl othes after
t hey had

taken off from Reno, and she was wearing a white,

of f -t he- shoul der

Scaasi evening gown that accented a sl ender, seductive
figure. Around

her throat was a di anond and ruby neckl ace. How can she

| ook so damm

calmw th her world collapsing around her? he wonder ed.
The

newspapers had been nercilessly attacking her for the past
nont h.

"I's the phone working yet, Roger?"

“I"'mafraid not, Mss Caneron. There's a | ot of

I nterference because

of the storm W're going to be about an hour late
getting into La

GQuardia. I'msorry."

I"mgoing to be late for ny birthday party, Lara thought.
Everyone is

going to be there. Two hundred guests, including the Vice
Presi dent of

the United States, the governor of New York, the mayor,
Hol | ywood

celebrities, fanous athletes, and financiers from half

a. dozen

countries. She had approved the guest |ist herself.

She coul d visualize the Gand Ballroomof the Caneron

Pl aza, where the

party was being held. Baccarat crystal chandeliers would
hang fromthe

ceiling, prisnms of light reflecting a dazzling dianondli ke



brilliance.

There woul d be place settings for two hundred guests, at
twenty
t abl es.

The finest |inens, china, silver, and stemvare woul d adorn
each pl ace

setting, and in the center of each table would be a floral
di spl ay of

white orchids mxed with white freesi as.

Bar service woul d have been set up at both ends of the

| ar ge reception

hall outside. In the mddle of the hall would be a | ong
buffet with an

i ce carving of a swan, and surrounding it, Beluga caviar,
gr avl ax,

shrinp, l|obster, and crab, while buckets of chanpagne were
bei ng

i ced.

A ten-her birthday cake would be in the kitchen waiting.

Wai ters, captains, and security guards would all be in
position by
NOW.

In the ballrooma society orchestra would be on the
bandstand, ready to

tenpt the guests to dance the night away in cel ebration of
her fortieth

bi rt hday. Everything would be in readi ness.

The di nner was going to be delicious. She had chosen the
menu
her sel f.

Foie gras to begin with, followed by a cream of nushroom
soup under a

delicate crust, fillets of John Dory, and then the main
course: |anb

Wi th rosemary and ponmes soulfles with French beans and a
mescl un sal ad



with hazelnut oil. Cheese and grapes woul d be next,
foll owed by the
bi rt hday cake and coff ee.

It was going to be a spectacular party. She would hold
her head high

and face her guests as though nothing were wong. She was
Lara

Caner on.

When the private jet finally landed at La Guardia, it was
an hour and a
hal f | ate.

Lara turned to the pilot. "We'lIl be flying back to Reno
| at er tonight,
Roger . "

“I''l'l be here, Mss Caneron."

Her |inousine and driver were waiting for her at the ranp.
"I was getting worried about you, Mss Caneron.”

"We ran into sone weather, Max. Let's get to the Plaza as
fast as

possi bl e."

"Yes, ma'am"”

Lara reached for the car phone and dialed Jerry Townsend's
nunber. He

had made all the arrangenents for the party. Lara wanted
to make sure

that her guests were being | ooked after. There was no
answer. He's

probably in the ballroom Lara thought.

"Hurry, Max."

"Yes, M ss Caneron."

The sight of the huge Canmeron Plaza Hotel never failed to
give Lara a



gl ow of satisfaction at what she had created, but on this
eveni ng she

was in too nuch of a hurry to think about it. Everyone
woul d be

waiting for her in the Grand Ballroom

She pushed through the revol ving door and hurried across
the |l arge

spectacul ar | obby. Carl os, the assistant manager, saw her
and cane

runni ng to her side.

"M ss Caneron..."

"Later," Lara said. She kept wal ki ng. She reached the

cl osed door of

the Grand Bal |l room and stopped to take a deep breath. |'m
ready to

face them Lara thought. She flung open the door, a smle
on her face,

and stopped in shock. The roomwas in total darkness.
Vere they

pl anni ng sone ki nd of surprise? She reached for the
switch behind the

door and flicked it up. The huge roomwas flooded with

I ncandescent

light. There was no one there.

Not one single person. Lara stood there, stunned.

What in the world coul d have happened to two hundred
guests? The
i nvitations had read ei ght o'cl ock.

It was now al nost ten o' cl ock. How coul d that many people
di sappear

into thin air? It was eerie. She | ooked around the

enor mous enpty

bal | room and shivered. Last year, at her birthday party,
this sane

room had been filled wwth her friends, filled with nusic
and

| aught er.



She renmenbered that day so well.
Chapt er Two.

The year earlier Lara Canmeron's appointnent schedule for
t he day had
been routi ne.

Sept enber 10, 1991

5:00 AM Wrkout with trainer 7:00 A.M Appearance on
Good Morni ng

America 7:45 AM Meeting with Japanese bankers 9:30 A M
Jerry

Townsend 10:30 A.M Executive Planning Comrittee 11:00
A.M Faxes,

overseas calls, mail 11:30 A°M Construction neeting 12: 30
P.M S&L

nmeeting 1: 00 P.M LunchFortune nmagazi ne intervi ewHugh
Thonmpson 2: 30

P.M Metropolitan Union bankers 4:00 P.M City Pl anning
Conmi ssi on
5:00

P.M Meeting with mayorGacie Mansion 6:15 P.M Architects
neet i ng
6: 30

P.M Housing Departnment 7:30 P.M Cocktails with Dall as

I nvest ment

group 8:00 P.M Birthday party at G and Bal | roonCaner on
Pl aza She had

been in her workout clothes inpatiently waiting when Ken,
her trainer,

arrived.

"You're late."
"Sorry, Mss Caneron. My alarmdidn't go off and..."
"I have a busy day. Let's get started.”

"Ri ght . "



They did stretches for half an hour and then switched to
energetic
aer obi cs.

She's got the body of a twenty-one-year-old, Ken thought.
|'"d sure

| ove to get that into ny bed. He enjoyed com ng here
every norni ng

just to look at her, to be near her. People constantly
asked hi m what

Lara Caneron was |ike. He would answer, "The lady's a
ten."

Lara went through the strenuous routine easily, but her
m nd was not on
it this norning.

When the session was finally over, Ken said, "I'mgoing to
wat ch you on
Good Morning Anerica.”

"What ?" For a nonent Lara had forgotten about it.

She had been thinking about the neeting with the Japanese
bankers.

"See you tonorrow, M ss Caneron."
"Don't be |late again, Ken."

Lara showered and changed and had breakfast al one on the
terrace of the

pent house, a breakfast of grapefruit, cereal, and green
tea. When she

had fini shed, she went into her study.

Lara buzzed her secretary. "I'll do the overseas calls
fromthe
office," Lara said. "I have to be at ABC at seven.

Have Max bring the car around.™

* * The segnent on Good Morning Anmerica went well.



Joan Lunden did the interview and was graci ous, as al ways.

"The last tinme you were on this program"” Joan Lunden
said, "you had

just broken ground for the tallest skyscraper in the
worl d. That was

al nrost four years ago."

Lara nodded. "That's right. Caneron Towers will be
fini shed next
year."

"How does it feel to be in your position-to have
acconplished all the

i ncredi bl e things you' ve done and to still be so young and
beauti ful ?

You're a role nodel for so nmany wonen."

"You're very flattering," Lara |aughed. "I don't have
time to think
about nyself as a role nodel. |'m nuch too busy."

"You're one of the nost successful real estate devel opers
I n a business

that's usually considered a man's domai n. How do you

oper ate? How do

you decide, for instance, where to put up a building?"

"I don't choose the site," Lara said. "The site chooses
me. |I'Il be
driving along and |I'l|l pass a vacant field-but that's not

what | see.

| see a beautiful office building or a | ovely apartnent
building filled

Wi th people living confortably in a nice atnosphere. |
dream "

"And you nake those dreans cone true. We'll be right back
after this
comrercial ."



The Japanese bankers were due at seven forty-five.

They had arrived from Tokyo the evening before, and Lara
had arranged

the neeting at that early-norning hour so they would still
be

jet-lagged after their twel vehour and ten-mnute flight.
When t hey had

protested, Lara had said, "lI'mso sorry, gentlenen, but
I"'mafraid it's
the only tinme | have. I'mleaving for South Anerica

I mredi ately after
our neeting."

And they had reluctantly agreed. There were four of them
di m nutive

and polite, with mnds as sharp as the edges of sanurai
swords. In an

earlier decade the financial community had wildly
underesti mated t he

Japanese.

It no | onger made that m stake.

The neeting was held at Caneron Center on Avenue of the
Anmericas. The

men were there to invest a hundred mllion dollars in a
new hot el

conpl ex Lara was devel opi ng. They were ushered into the
| ar ge

conference room

Each of the nen carried a gift. Lara thanked them and in
turn gave

each of thema gift. She had instructed her secretary to
make certain

the presents were wapped in plain brown or gray paper.
Wiite, to the

Japanese, represented death, and gaudy w appi ng paper was
unaccept abl e.

Lara's assistant, Tricia, brought in tea for the Japanese
and coffee
for Lara. The Japanese woul d have preferred coffee, but



they were too

polite to say so. Wien they had finished their tea, Lara
made sure

their cups were replenished.

Howard Kel |l er, Lara's associate, cane into the room

He was in his fifties, pale and thin, with sandy hair,
wearing a

runpl ed suit and managi ng to | ook as though he had j ust
gotten out of

bed. Lara nade the introductions. Keller passed around
copi es of the

I nvest nent proposal.

"As you can see, gentlenen,"”
first

nortgage commtnent. The conplex will contain seven
hundred and twenty

guest units, approximately thirty thousand square feet of
neet i ng

space, and a one-thousand-car parking garage...."

Lara said, "we already have a

Lara's voice was charged with energy. The Japanese
bankers were
studyi ng the investnent proposal, fighting to stay awake.

The neeting was over in less than two hours, and it was a
conpl ete

success. Lara had learned Iong ago that it was easier to

make a

hundred-m I lion-dollar deal than it was to try to borrow

fifty thousand

dol | ars.

As soon as the Japanese del egation |eft, Lara had her
meeting with

Jerry Townsend. The tall, hyper exHollywood publicity man
was in

charge of public relations for Canmeron Enterprises.

"That was a great interview on Good MorningAnerica this
norni ng. |'ve
been getting a lot of calls.”



"What about For bes?"

"All set. People has you on the cover next week. Did you
see The New

Yorker article on you? Wasn't it great?"

Lara wal ked over to her desk. "Not bad."

"The Fortune interviewis set for this afternoon.”

"I changed it."

He | ooked surprised. "Wy?"

“I"'mhaving their reporter here for |unch."

"Soften himup a little?"

Lara pressed down the intercombutton. "Cone in, Kathy."
A di senbodi ed voice said, "Yes, Mss Caneron."

Lara Caneron | ooked up. "That's all, Jerry. | want you
and your staff

to concentrate on Caneron Towers."

"We're already doing..."

"Let's do nore. | want it witten about in every
newspaper and

magazi ne there is. For God's sake, it's going to be the
tall est

building in the world. In the world! | want people

t al ki ng about

it.

By the tinme we open, | want people to be begging to get
into those

apartnents and shops.™

Jerry Townsend got to his feet. "Right."

Kat hy, Lara's executive assistant, cane into the office.



She was an
attractive, neatly dressed black woman in her early
thirties.

"Did you find out what he |likes to eat?"

"The man's a gournet. He likes French food. | called Le
G rque and

asked Sino to cater a lunch here for two."

"Good. W'lIl eat in ny private dining room"

"Do you know how long the interview will take? You have a
two-thirty

with the Metropolitan bankers downtown."

"Push it to three o' clock, and have them cone here."

Kat hy made a note. "Do you want ne to read you your
nmessages?"

"Go ahead. "

"The Children's Foundati on wants you to be their guest of
honor on the

twenty-eighth."

"No. Tell themI|I'mflattered. Send them a check."

"Your neeting has been arranged in Tul sa for Tuesday
at..."

"Cancel it."

"You're invited to a luncheon next Friday for a Manhattan
Wnen' s

G oup. "

“"No. If they're asking for noney, send them a check."
"The Coalition for Literacy would Iike you to speak at a

| uncheon on
the fourth."



"See i f we can work it out."

"There's an invitation to be guest of honor at a fund
rai ser for

muscul ar dystrophy, but there's a conflict in dates.
You'll be in San

Franci sco. "

"Send them a check."”

"The Srbs are giving a dinner party next Saturday."

“I''l'l try to nmake that," Lara said. Kristian and Deborah
Srb were
anusi ng, and good friends, and she enjoyed being with

t hem

"Kat hy, how many of nme do you see?"

"What ?"

"Take a good | ook. "

Kat hy | ooked at her. "One of you, Mss Caneron."

"That's right. There's only one of ne. How did you
expect ne to neet

with the bankers from Metropolitan at two-thirty today,
the City

Pl anni ng Conm ssion at four, then neet with the mayor at
five, the

architects at six-fifteen, the Housing Departnent at
six-thirty, have a

cocktail party at seven-thirty and ny birthday di nner at
ei ght? The

next time you make up a schedule, try using your brain."

“I" msorry. You wanted ne to..."

"I wanted you to think. | don't need stupid people around
me.

Reschedul e the appointnments with the architects and the
Housi ng



Depart nent.”

"Right," Kathy said stiffly.

"How s the baby?"

The question caught the secretary by surprise.
"David? He's... he's fine."

"He nust be getting big by now "

"He's al nost two."

"Have you thought about a school for hin®"
“"Not yet. It's too early to .

"You're wong. If you want to get himinto a decent
school in New
York, you start before he's born."

Lara nade a note on a desk pad. "I know the principal at
Dalton. 'l
arrange to have David registered there."

“I... thank you."
Lara did not bother to |ook up. "That's all."

"Yes, ma'am" Kathy wal ked out of the office not know ng
whet her to

| ove her boss or hate her. When Kathy had first conme to
wor k at

Caneron Enterprises, she had been warned about Lara
Caneron. "The lron

Butterfly is a bitch on wheels," she had been told. "Her
secretaries

don't figure their enploynent there by the cal endar-they
use

stopwat ches. She'll eat you alive."

Kat hy remenbered her first interview with her. She had
seen pictures



of Lara Caneron in half a dozen magazi nes, but none of
t hem had done

her justice. In person, the woman was breat htakingly
beauti f ul .

Lara Caneron had been readi ng Kathy's resune.

She | ooked up and said, "Sit down, Kathy." Her voice was
husky and

vi brant. There was an energy about her that was al nost
over poweri ng.

"This is quite a resune.”

"Thank you."

"How nmuch of it is real?"

"I'"'msorry?"

"Most of the ones that cone across ny desk are fiction.
Are you good

at what you do?"

"' mvery good at what | do, Mss ) "Two of ny secretaries
just quit.

Everything's snowbal | i ng around here. Can you handl e
pressure?"

"I think so."

"This isn't a guessing contest. Can you handl e pressure
or can't
you?"

At that nonent Kathy was not sure she wanted the job.
"Yes, | can."

"Good. You're on a one-week trial. You'll have to sign a
f orm sayi ng

that at no tine wll you discuss ne or your work here at
Caner on

Enterprises. That neans no interviews, no books, nothing.



Everyt hi ng
t hat happens here is confidential."

"l understand."
"Fi ne."

That was how it had begun five years earlier. During that
ti me Kathy

had | earned to | ove, hate, admre, and despi se her boss.

In the

begi nni ng Kat hy' s husband had asked, "Wat is the | egend
i ke?"

It was a difficult question. "She's larger than life,"
Kat hy had
sai d.

"She's drop-dead beautiful. She works harder than anyone
' ve ever

known. God only knows when she sl eeps. She's a
perfectionist, so she

makes everyone around her m serable. In her own way,
she's a geni us.

She can be petty and vengeful and incredibly generous."

Her husband had smled. "In other words, she's a woman."
Kat hy had | ooked at himand said, unsmling, "I don't know
what she

I S.

Soneti nes she scares ne."

"Conme on, honey, you're exaggerating."

"No. | honestly believe that if soneone stood in Lara
Caneron's
way. . .

she would kill.™"

When Lara finished with the faxes and overseas calls, she



buzzed

Charlie Hunter, an anbitious young man in charge of
accounting. "Cone

in, Charlie."

"Yes, M ss Caneron."
A mnute |later he entered her office.
"Yes, M ss Caneron?"

"I read the interview you gave in The New York Tines this
nor ni ng, "
Lara said.

He brightened. "I haven't seen it yet. How was it?"

"You tal ked about Caneron Enterprises and about sone of
t he probl ens
we' re having."

He frowned. "Well, you know, that reporter fell ow
probably m squot ed
some of nmy..."

"You're fired."

"What ? Way? "When you were hired, you signed a paper
agreei ng not

to give any interviews. |I'll expect you out of here this
nor ni ng. "

“I... you can't do that. \Who woul d take ny place?"

"I'"ve already arranged that,"” Lara told him

The | uncheon was al nost over. The Fortune reporter, Hugh
Thonpson, was

an intense, intellectual-1ooking man with sharp brown eyes
behi nd bl ack

horn-ri mmed gl asses.

"It was a great lunch,” he said. "All ny favorite dishes.
Thanks. "



"I mglad you enjoyed it."
"You really didn't have to go to all that trouble for ne."

"No trouble at all." Lara smled. "My father always told
me that the
way to a man's heart was through his stomach.™

"And you wanted to get to my heart before we started the
I ntervi ew?"

Lara smled. "Exactly."
"How nuch trouble is your conpany really in?"
Lara's smle faded. "I beg your pardon?"

"Come on. You can't keep a thing like that quiet. The
word on the

street is that sone of your properties are on the verge of
col | apse

because of the principal paynents due on your junk bonds.
You' ve done

a lot of |leveraging, and with the nmarket down, Caneron

Ent er pri ses has

to be pretty overextended."

Lara | aughed. "Is that what the street says? Believe ne,
M.

Thonpson, you'd be wise not to listen to silly runors.
"Il tell you

what 'l do. I'lIl send you a copy of ny financials to

set the record
strai ght. Fair enough?"

"Fair enough. By the way, | didn't see your husband at
t he openi ng of
t he new hotel . "

Lara sighed. "Philip wanted so nuch to be there, but
unfortunately he
had to be away on a concert tour."



"I went to one of his recitals once about three years ago.
He's

brilliant. You have been married a year now, haven't
you?"

"The happi est year of nmy life. I'"'ma very lucky woman. |
travel a

| ot, and so does Philip, but when I'"'maway fromhim | can
listen to

his recordi ngs wherever | am"

Thonpson smled. "And he can see your buil di ngs wherever
he" Lara

| aughed. "You flatter ne."

"It's pretty true, isn't it? You ve put up buildings al
over this

fair country of ours. You own apartnent buil dings, office
bui | di ngs, a

hotel chain... How do you do it?"

She smled. "Wth mrrors."
"You're a puzzle."
“"Am | ? Why?"

"At this nonent you're arguably the nost successful
bui | der in New

York. Your nanme is plastered on half the real estate in
this town.

You're putting up the world's tallest skyscraper. Your
conpetitors

call you the Iron Butterfly. You' ve nmade it big in a
busi ness

traditionally dom nated by nen."

"Does that bother you, M. Thonpson?"

"No. What bothers nme, Mss Caneron, is that | can't
figure out who you

are. Wien | ask two peopl e about you, | get three
opi ni ons. Everyone



grants that you're a brilliant businesswonan. | nean...
you didn't

fall off a hay wagon and beconme a success. | know a | ot
about

construction crews-they're a rough, tough bunch of nen.
How does a

woman | i ke you keep themin |ine?"

She snmiled. "There are no wonen |ike ne. Seriously, |
sinply hire the
best people for the job, and | pay themwell."

Too sinplistic, Thonmpson thought. Mich too sinplistic.
The real story

is what she's not telling ne. He decided to change the
di rection of

the interview

"Every magazine on the stands has witten about how
successful you
are.

I'"d like to do a nore personal story. There's been very
little printed
about your background."

“I"'mvery proud of ny background."

"Good. Let's talk about that. How did you get started in
t he real
estate busi ness?"

Lara smled, and he could see that her smle was genui ne.
She suddenly
| ooked like a little girl.

"Genes. "

"Your genes?"

"My father's." She pointed to a portrait on a wall behind
her. It

showed a handsone-1 ooking man with a | eoni ne head of
silver hair.



"That's ny father-Janmes Hugh Caneron." Her voice was
soft. "He's

responsi ble for ny success. I'man only child. My nother
di ed when |

was very young, and ny father brought ne up. My famly

| eft Scotland a

|l ong time ago, M. Thonpson, and em grated to Nova

Scot i a- New

Scot | and, G ace Bay."

"d ace Bay?"

"It's a fishing village in the northeast part of Cape
Breton, on the

Atl antic shore. It was naned by early French expl orers.
It means 'ice

bay'. Mre coffee?"

"No, thanks."

"My grandfather owned a great deal of land in Scotl and,
and ny father

acquired nore. He was a very wealthy man. W still have
our castle

there near Loch Morlich. When | was eight years old,
had nmy own

horse, my dresses were bought in London, we lived in an
enor nous house

with alot of servants. It was a fairy tale life for a
little girl."

Her voice was alive with echoes of |ong-ago nmenories.

"We would go ice skating in the winter, and watch hockey
ganes, and go

swmmng at Big G ace Bay Lake in the summer. And there
wer e dances at

the Forum and the Venetian Gardens."

The reporter was busily nmaki ng notes.

"My father put up buildings in Ednonton, and Cal gary, and
Ontari o.



Real estate was like a gane to him and he loved it. Wen
| was very

young, he taught nme the gane, and | learned to love it,
t0o."

Her voice was filled with passion. "You nust understand
sonet hi ng, M.

Thonmpson. What | do has nothing to do with the noney or

t he bricks and

steel that nmake a building. It's the people who matter.
["mable to

give thema confortable place to work or to live, a place
wher e t hey

can raise famlies and have decent |ives.

That's what was inportant to ny father, and it becane
I mportant to
rre. n

Hugh Thonpson | ooked up. "Do you renenber your first real
estate
vent ure?"

Lara | eaned forward. "OF course. On ny eighteenth
bi rt hday ny fat her

asked ne what | would like as a gift.

A lot of newconers were arriving in dace Bay, and it was

getting
crowded. | felt the town needed nore places for themto
live. | told

nmy father | wanted to build a small apartnent house. He
gave ne the

noney as a present, but two years later | was able to pay
hi m back.

Then | borrowed noney froma bank to put up a second
bui | di ng.

By the tinme | was twenty-one, | owned three buildings, and
t hey were
all successful."



"Your father nust have been very proud of you."

There was that warm smle again. "He was. He named ne
Lara. It's an

old Scottish nane that cones fromthe Latin. It nmeans
"wel | known' or

‘fanbus.” Fromthe tine | was a little girl, ny father
al ways told ne

| woul d be fanpbus one day." Her snmle faded. "He died of
a heart

attack, much too young." She paused. "I go to Scotl and
to visit his

grave every year. |... | found it very difficult to stay
on in the

house wi thout him | decided to nove to Chicago. | had

an idea for
smal | boutique hotels, and | persuaded a banker there to
fi nance ne.

The hotels were a success."” She shrugged. "And the rest,
as the

cliche goes, is history. | suppose that a psychiatri st
woul d say t hat

| haven't created this enpire just for nyself. In a way,
it's a

tribute to ny father. Janmes Caneron was the nost
wonderful man |'ve

ever known."

"You nmust have loved hima lot."

"I did. And he loved ne a lot." A smle touched her

lips. "I've

heard that on the day | was born, ny father bought every
man in Q ace

Bay a drink."

"So, really," Thonpson said, "everything started in d ace
Bay. "

"That's right," Lara said softly, "everything started in
A ace Bay.

That's where it all began, alnost forty years ago...."



Chapter Three.

G ace Bay, Nova Scotia Septenber 10, 1952 anmes Caneron was
in a

whor ehouse, drunk, the night his daughter and son were
born. He was in

bed, sandw ched in between the Scandi navi an tw ns, when
Kirstie, the

madam of the brothel, pounded on the door.

"Janmes!" she called out. She pushed open the door and
wal ked i n.

"Och, ye auld hell!"™ James yelled out indignantly.
"Can't a non have any privacy even here?"

"Sorry to interrupt your pleasure, Janes. It's about your
wfe."

"Fuck ny wife," Cameron roared.
"You did," Kirstie retorted, "and she's having your baby."

"So? Let her have it. That's what you wonen are guid
for, nae?"

"The doctor just called. He's been trying desperately to
find you.

Your wfe is bad off. You'd better hurry."

James Caneron sat up and slid to the edge of the bed,
bl eary- eyed,

trying to clear his head. "Dammed woman. She niver

| eaves ne in

peace." He | ooked up at the madam "All right, I'll go."
He gl anced

at the naked girls in the bed. "But 1'll nae pay for

t hese two."

"Never mnd that now. You'd just better get back to the
boar di nghouse."” She turned to the girls. "You two cone



along with
ne. "

Janmes Caneron was a once- handsone man whose face reflected
fulfilled

sins. He appeared to be in his early fifties. He was
thirty years old

and the manager of one of the boardi nghouses owned by Sean
MacAl | i ster,

the town banker. For the past five years Janes Caneron

and his wfe,

Peggy, had divided the chores: Peggy did the cleaning and
cooki ng for

the two dozen boarders, and Janes did the drinking. Every
Friday it

was his responsibility to collect the rents fromthe four
ot her

boar di nghouses in d ace Bay owned by MacAllister. It was
anot her

reason, if he needed one, to go out and get drunk.

Janmes Caneron was a bitter man, who reveled in his
bitterness. He was

a failure, and he was convinced that everyone else was to
bl ame. Over

the years he had cone to enjoy his failure. It made him
feel like a

martyr. \When Janes was a year old, his famly had
emgrated to d ace

Bay from Scotland wi th nothing but the few possessions

t hey could

carry, and they had struggled to survive. H's father had
put Janmes to

work in the coal mnes when the boy was fourteen. Janes
had suffered a

slight back injury in a mning acci dent when he was

si xteen, and had

pronptly quit the mne. One year later his parents were
killed in a

train disaster. So it was that Janes Caneron had deci ded
t hat he was

not responsible for his adversity-it.was the Fates that
wer e agai nst

him But he had two great assets: He was extraordinarily



handsone, and

when he wi shed to, he could be charm ng. One weekend in
Sydney, a town

near d ace Bay, he net an inpressionable young American
gi rl naned

Peggy Maxwel |, who was there on vacation with her famly.
She was not

attractive, but the Maxwells were very weal thy, and Janes
Canmeron was

very poor. He swept Peggy Maxwel|l off her feet, and

agai nst the advice

of her father, she married him

"I mgiving Peggy a dowmy of five thousand dollars,"” her
father told

Janes. "The noney will give you a chance to make
somet hi ng of

yourself. You can invest it in real estate, and in five
years it wll

double. 1'Il help you."

But Janmes was not interested in waiting five years.

Wt hout consulting anyone, he invested the noney in a

wi | dcat oil

venture with a friend, and sixty days |ater he was broke.
H s

father-in-law, furious, refused to help himany further.
"You're a

fool, James, and | will not throw good noney after bad."

The marriage that was going to be Janes Caneron's

sal vation turned out

to be a disaster, for he now had a wife to support, and no
j ob.

It was Sean MacAllister who had cone to his rescue.

The town banker was a nman in his md-fifties, a stunpy,
ponpous nman, a

pound short of being obese, given to wearing vests adorned
wi th a heavy

gol d watch chain.



He had cone to 3 ace Bay twenty years earlier and had
I mredi atel y seen

the possibilities there. Mners and | unbernmen were
pouring into the

town and were unable to find adequate housi ng.
MacAl | i ster coul d have

financed hones for them but he had a better plan. He
decided it woul d

be cheaper to herd the nen together in boardi nghouses.
Wthin two

years he had built a hotel and five boardi nghouses, and
t hey were

al ways full.

Fi ndi ng managers was a difficult task because the work was
exhaust i ng.

The manager's job was to keep all the roons rented,
supervi se the

cooki ng, handle the neals, and see that the prem ses were
kept

reasonably clean. As far as sal aries were concerned, Sean
MacAl i ster

was not a man to throw away hi s noney.

The manager of one of his boardi nghouses had just quit,
and MacAllister

deci ded that Janes Canmeron was a |ikely candi date.

Caner on had

borrowed small anmobunts of noney fromthe bank fromtine to
time, and

paynent on a | oan was overdue. MacAllister sent for the
young nan.

"I have a job for you," MacAllister said.
"You have?"

"You're in luck. | have a splendid position that's just
opened up."

"Working at the bank, is it?" Janes Caneron asked.

The idea of working in a bank appealed to him Were



there was a | ot

of noney, there was always a possibility of having sone
stick to one's

fingers.

“Not at the bank," MacAllister told him "You' re a very
per sonabl e

young man, Janes, and | think you would be very good at
dealing with

people. I'd like you to run ny boardi nghouse on Cabl ehead
Avenue. "

"A boar di nghouse, you say?" There was contenpt in the
young nman's
Voi ce.

"You need a roof over your head,"” MacAllister pointed out.
"You and

your wife will have free roomand board and a snall
salary."

"How s ma?"

“I''l'l be generous with you, Janes. Twenty-five dollars a

week. "

"Twenty-fi...?"

"Take it or leave it. | have others waiting."

In the end Janes Caneron had no choice. "I'Il tach it."
"Good. By the way, every Friday I'Il also expect you to

collect the

rents fromny other boardi nghouses and deliver the noney
to me on

Sat urday. "

When Janes Caneron broke the news to Peggy, she was
di smayed. "W

don't know anyt hi ng about running a boardi nghouse, Janes.™

"W'll learn. W'll|l share the work."



And she had believed him "All right. W'Ill nmanage," she
sai d.

And in their own fashion they had managed.

Over the years, several opportunities had cone al ong for
James Caneron

to get better jobs, enploynent that would give himdignity
and nore

noney, but he was enjoying his failure too much to | eave
It.

"Why bot her?" he would grunble. "Wen Fate's agin you,
naet hi ng gui d
can happen.”

And now, on this Septenber night, he thought, They won't
even let ne
enj oy ny whores in peace. God dam ny w fe.

When he stepped out of Madam Kirstie's establishnent, a
chilly
Sept enber wi nd was bl ow ng.

|'d best fortify nyself for the troubles aheid, Janes
Caner on

deci ded.

He stopped in at the Ancient Mariner.

One hour | ater he wandered toward the boardi nghouse in New
Aber deen,

t he poorest section of d ace Bay.

When he finally arrived, half a dozen boarders were
anxi ously waiting

for him

"The doctor is in wi' Peggy," one of the nmen said.

"You' d better hurry, non."

Janes staggered into the tiny, dreary back bedroom he and
his wfe



shared. From anot her room he coul d hear the whinpering of
a newborn

baby. Peggy lay on the bed, notionless. Dr. Patrick
Duncan was

| eani ng over her. He turned as he heard Janes enter.

"WAss going' on here?" Janes asked.

The doctor straightened up and | ooked at Janes with
di staste. "You
shoul d have had your wife cone to see ne,

he sai d.

"And throw guid noney away? She's only haein' a baby.
Wass t he
big...?"

"Peggy's dead. | did everything I could. She had tw ns.
| coul dn't

save the boy."

"Oh, Jesus," Janes Caneron whinpered. "It's the Fates
agin."

n W]at ?Il

"The Fates. They've. always been agin ne. Now they've
taine my hairn

frae ne. | dinna .

A nurse wal ked in, carrying a tiny baby wapped in a
bl anket. "This is

your daughter, M. Caneron."

"A daughter? Wha' the hell will | dae wi' a daughter?"
Hi s speech was becom ng nore sl urred.

"You di sgust ne, non," Dr. Duncan sai d.

The nurse turned to Janes. "I'll stay until tonorrow and
show you how

to take care of her."

James Caneron | ooked at the tiny, winkled bundle in the



bl anket and
t hought, hopefully: Maybe she'll die, too.

For the first three weeks no one was sure whet her the baby
woul d |ive

or not. A wet nurse canme in to tend to her. And finally,

t he day cane

when the doctor was able to say, "Your daughter is going
to live."

And he | ooked at Janmes Caneron and said under his breath,
"God have
mercy on the poor child."

The wet nurse said, "M. Caneron, you nust give the child
a nane."

"I dinna care wha' the hell ye call it. Ye gie her a
name. "

"Why don't we nane her Lara? That's such a pretty..."
"Suit your bloody self."
And so she was christened Lara.

There was no one in Lara's life to care for her or nurture
her. The

boar di nghouse was filled with nmen too busy with their own
lives to pay

attention to the baby.

The only woman around was Bertha, the huge Swede who was
hired to do
t he cooki ng and handl e the chores.

James Caneron was determned to have nothing to do with
hi s daughter.

The dammed Fates had betrayed himonce again by letting
her live. At

ni ght he would sit in the living roomwith his bottle of
whi skey and

conpl ain. "The hairn nmurdered ny wife and ny son."



"You shouldn't say that, Janes."

"Weel, it's sae. My son would hae grown up to be a big
st rappi ng
non.

He woul d hae been smart and rich and taine good care of
his father in
his auld age."

And the boarders let himranbl e on.

James Caneron tried several tines to get in touch with
Maxwel |, his

father-in-law, hoping he would take the child off his
hands, but the

ol d man had di sappear ed.

It would be just ny luck the auld fool's daid, he thought.

G ace Bay was a town of transients who noved in and out of
t he

boar di nghouses. They cane from France and China and the
Ukr ai ne. They

were Italian and Irish and Greek, carpenters and tailors
and pl unbers

and shoemakers. They swarned into | ower Main Street, Bel
Street,

North Street, and Water Street, near the waterfront area.
They cane to

work the mnes and cut tinber and fish the seas. d ace
Bay was a

frontier town, primtive and rugged. The weat her was an
abom nati on.

The winters were harsh wth heavy snowfalls that | asted
until April,

and because of the heavy ice in the harbor, even April and
May were

cold and wi ndy, and fromJuly to Cctober it rained.

There were ei ghteen boardi nghouses in town, sonme of them
accommodat i ng



as many as seventy-two guests.

At the boardi nghouse managed by Janmes Caneron, there were
twenty-four
boarders, nost of them Scotsnen.

Lara was hungry for affection, w thout know ng what the
hunger was.

She had no toys or dolls to cherish nor any playnates.
She had no one

except her father. She made childish little gifts for
him desperate

to please him but he either ignored or ridiculed them

When Lara was five years old, she overheard her father say
to one of

t he boarders, "The wong child died, ye ken. My son is

t he one who

shoul d hae |ived."

That night Lara cried herself to sleep. She |oved her
father so
much.

And she hated hi m so nuch.

When Lara was six, she resenbl ed a Keane painting,
enornous eyes in a

pale, thin face. That year a new boarder noved in. H's
nanme was Mingo

McSween, and he was a huge bear of a man. He felt an

i nstant affection

for the little girl.

"What's your nane, wee |assie?"
"Lara."

"Ah. 'Tis a braw nane for a braw hairn. Dae ye gan to
school then?"

"School ? No. "



"And why not ?"

"I don't know "

"Weel, we maun find out.'

And he went to find Janmes Caneron. "I'mtauld your hairn
daes nae gae
to school ."

"And why should she? She's only a girl. She di nna need
no school . "

"You're wong, non. She maun have an educati on.
She maun be gien a chance in life."
"Forget it," Janes said. "It wad be a waste."

But McSween was insistent, and finally, to shut himup,
Janmes Cameron

agreed. It would keep the brat out of his sight for a few
hours.

Lara was terrified by the idea of going to school. She
had lived in a

world of adults all her short |ife, and had had al nbost no
contact with

ot her chil dren.

The foll ow ng Monday Big Bertha dropped her off at St.
Anne's G ammar
School, and Lara was taken to the principal's office.

"This is Lara Caneron."”

The principal, Ms. Cunm ngs, was a m ddl e- aged
gray-haired wi dow with

three children of her own. She studied the shabbily
dressed little

girl standing before her. "Lara. What a pretty nane,
she sai d,

smling. "How old are you, dear?"



"Six." She was fighting back tears.

The child is terrified, Ms. Cumm ngs thought. "Well,
we're very gl ad

to have you here, Lara. You'll have a good tine, and
you're going to

|l earn a lot."

"I can't stay," Lara blurted out.

"Ch? Wy not ?"

"My papa m sses ne too nuch." She was fiercely determ ned
not to

cry.

"Well, we'll only keep you here for a few hours a day."
Lara all owed herself to be taken into a classroomfilled
wth children

and she was shown to a seat near the back of the room

M ss Terkel, the teacher, was busily witing letters on a
bl ackboar d.

"Ais for apple," she said. "B is for boy. Does anyone
know what & is

for?"

A tiny hand was raised. "Candy."

"Very good! And 1)?"

n mg. n

"And E?"

"Eat."

"Excell ent. Can anyone think of a word beginning with
I

Lara spoke up. "Fuck."



Lara was the youngest one in her class, but it seenmed to
M ss Ter kel
that in many ways she was the ol dest.

There was a disquieting maturity about her.

"She's a small adult, waiting to grow taller,” her teacher
told Ms.

Cummi ngs.

The first day at |lunch, the other children took out their
col orful

little lunch pails and pull ed out apples and cooki es and
sandw ches

wr apped in wax paper.

No one had thought to pack a lunch for Lara.
"Where is your lunch, Lara?" M ss Terkel asked.

“I'"'mnot hungry,"
br eakf ast."

Lara said stubbornly. "I had a big

Most of the girls at school were nicely dressed in clean
skirts and

bl ouses. Lara had outgrown her few faded plaid dresses
and t hreadbare

bl ouses. She had gone to her father.

"I need sone clothes for school,"” Lara said.

"Dae ye now? Weel, |'m nae nmade of noney. Get yourself
somet hing frae

the Salvation Arnmy Ctadel."

"That's charity, Papa."
And her father had sl apped her hard across the face.

The children at school were famliar with ganmes Lara had
never even

heard of. The girls had dolls and toys, and sone of them
were willing

to share themw th Lara, but she was painfully aware that



not hi ng
bel onged to her.

And there was sonething nore. Over the next few years
Lara got a

glinpse of a different world, a world where children had
not hers and

fathers who gave them presents and birthday parties and
| oved t hem and

hel d them and ki ssed them And for the first time Lara
began to

realize how nuch was mssing in her life. It only nmade
her feel

| onel i er.
The boardi nghouse was a different kind of school. It was
an

international mcrocosm Lara |learned to tell where the
boarders cane

fromby their names. Mac was from Scotl and... Hodder and
Pyke were

from Newf oundl and. .. Chiasson and Aucoin were from
France... Dudash and

Kosi ck from Pol and. The boarders were | unber nen,
fishermen, m ners,

and tradesnmen. They would gather in the |arge dining room
in the

norni ng for breakfast and in the evening for supper, and
their talk was

fascinating to Lara. Each group seened to have its own
nmyst eri ous

| anguage.

There were thousands of |unbernmen in Nova Scoti a,
scattered around the

peni nsul a. The | unbernmen at the boardi nghouse snel |l ed of
sawdust and

burnt bark, and they spoke of arcane things |ike chippers
and edgi ng

and trim

"We should get out alnobst two hundred mllion board feet
this year,"
one of them announced at supper.



"How can feet be bored?" Lara asked.

There was a roar of |aughter. "Child, board foot is a

pi ece of | unber

a foot square by an inch thick. Wen you grow up and get
married, if

you want to build a five-room all-wood house, it wll
take twel ve

t housand board feet."

"I"'mnot going to get married," Lara swore.

The fishernmen were another breed. They returned to the
boar di nghouse

stinking of the sea, and they tal ked about the new

experi ment of

growi ng oysters on the Bras d' O Lake and bragged to one
anot her of

their catches of cod and herring and mackerel and haddock.

But the boarders who fascinated Lara the nost were the
m ners. There

were thirty-five hundred mners in Cape Breton, working
the collieries

at Lingan and Prince and Phalen. Lara |oved the nanes of
t he m nes.

There was the Jubil ee and the Last Chance and the Bl ack
D anond and t he
Lucky Lady.

She was fascinated by their discussion of the day's work.
"What's this | hear about M ke?"

"It's true. The poor bastard was traveling inbye in a
man-rake, and a

box junped the track and crushed his leg. The son of a
bitch of a

foreman said it was Mke's fault for not getting out of
the way fast

enough, and he's having his | anp stopped.™



Lara was baffl ed. "Wiat does that nean?"

One of the miners explained. "It means M ke was on his

way to

wor k- goi ng i nbye-in a man-rake-that's a car that takes you
down to your

working level. A boxthat's a coal train-junped the track
and hit

him "

"And stopped his | anp?" Lara asked.

The m ner | aughed. "Wen you' ve had your |anp stopped, it
nmeans you've
been suspended. "

When Lara was fifteen, she entered St. Mchael's High
School . She was

gangly and awkward, with long |l egs, stringy black hair,
and intelligent

gray eyes still too large for her pale, thin face. No one
guite knew

how she was going to turn out. She was on the verge of
wonmanhood, and

her | ooks were in a stage of netanorphosis.

She coul d have becone ugly or beautiful.

To Janes Caneron, his daughter was ugly. "Ye hae best
marry the first

non fool enough to ask ye," he told her. "Ye'll nae hae
the | ooks to

make a guid bargain."

Lara stood there, saying nothing.
"And tell the poor non nae to expect a dowy frae ne."

Mungo McSween had wal ked into the room He stood there
| i st ening,
furious.

"That's all, girl," James Caneron said. "Gae back to the

kitchen."



Lara fl ed.
"Why dae ye dae that to your daughter?' MSween denmanded.

Janmes Caneron | ooked up, his eyes bleary. "Nane of your
busi ness. "

"You're drunk."

"Aye. And what else is there? If it isn't wonen, it's
t he whi skey,
isn't it?"

McSween went into the kitchen, where Lara was washi ng
di shes at the
sink. Her eyes were hot with tears.

McSween put his arns around her. "N ver ye mnd, |assie,"
he sai d.

"He dinna nean it."

"He hates ne."

"Nae, he doesna.”

"He's never given nme one kind word. Never once.
Never!"

There was not hi ng McSween coul d say.

In the summer the tourists would arrive at d ace Bay.
They cane in

t heir expensive cars, wearing beautiful clothes and
shopped al ong

Castle Street and dined at the Cedar House and at
Jasper's, and they

vi sited I ngoni sh Beach and Cape Snoky and the Bird

| sl ands. They were

superi or beings fromanother world, and Lara envied them
and longed to

escape with themwhen they left at the end of sumrer. But



how?
Lara had heard stories about G andf at her Maxwel | .

"The auld bastard tried to keep ne frae marryin' his
preci ous

daughter,” Janes Caneron would conplain to any of the
boar ders who

would listen. "He was filthy rich, but do ye think he wad
gie ne

aught ? Nae. But | took guid care of his Peggy

anyway. . .."

And Lara woul d fantasize that one day her grandfather
woul d cone to

take her away to glanorous cities she had read about:
London and Rone

and Paris. And I'll have beautiful clothes to wear.
Hundr eds of

dresses and new shoes.

But as the nonths and the years went by, and there was no
word, Lara

finally came to realize that she would never see her

gr andf at her. She

was dooned to spend the rest of her life in 3 ace Bay.

Chapter Four.

here were nyriad activities for a teenager growing up in
G ace Bay:

There were football ganes and hockey ganmes, skating rinks
and bow i ng,

and in the sumer, sw mm ng and fi shing.

Carl's Drug Store was the popular after-school hangout.

There were two novie theaters, and for dancing, the
Veneti an Gardens.

Lara had no chance to enjoy any of those things. She rose
at five

every norning to hel p Bertha prepare breakfast for the
boar ders and



make up the beds before she left for school. In the

af ternoon she

woul d hurry home to begin preparing supper. She hel ped
Bert ha serve,

and after supper Lara cleared the table and washed and
dried the

di shes.

The boar di nghouse served sone favorite Scottish dishes:
howt owmdi e and
hai rst bree, cabbieclaw and skirlie.

Bl ack Bun was a favorite, a spicy mxture encased in a
short paste
j acket made from half a pound of flour.

The conversation of the Scotsnmen at supper nade the

Hi ghl ands of

Scotl and cone alive for Lara. Her ancestors had conme from
t he

H ghl ands, and the stories about them gave Lara the only
sense of

bel ongi ng that she had. The boarders tal ked of the G eat
A en

contai ning Loch Ness, Lochy, and Linnhe and of the rugged
I sl ands of f

t he coast.

There was a battered piano in the sitting room and
soneti mes at night,

after supper, half a dozen boarders woul d gat her around
and sing the

songs of hone: "Annie Laurie,” and "Com n' Through the
Rye," and "The

Hlls of Hone," and "The Bonni e Banks O Loch Lonond. "

Once a year there was a parade in town, and all the
Scotsnmen in d ace

Bay woul d proudly put on their kilts or tartans and march
t hrough the

streets to the raucous acconpani nent of bagpi pes.

"Why do the nen wear skirts?" Lara asked Mungo M Sween.



He frowmed. "It's nae a skirt, lass. It's a kilt.. Qur
ancestors

invented it long ago. In the Hi ghlands a plaid covered a
non' s body

agin the bitter cold but kept his legs free sae he could
race across

t he heather and peat and escape his enem es. And at
night, if he was

in the open, the great length of the cloth was both bed
and tent for

him™"

The nanmes of the Scottish places were poetry to Lara.

There was Breadal bane, d enfinnan, and Kil bri de,

Ki | ni nver, and

Kilm chael. Lara learned that "kil" referred to a nonk's
cell of

medi eval tines. If a nane began with "inver" or "aber,"
It nmeant the

village was at the nmouth of a stream If it began with
"strath," it

was in a valley.

"Bad" neant the village was in a grove.

There were fierce argunents every night at the supper
table. The

Scot smen ar gued about everything. Their ancestors had
bel onged to

proud clans, and they were still fiercely protective of
their

hi story.

"The House of Bruce produced cowards. They |ay down for
t he English
| i ke groveling dogs."

"You di nna ken wha' you're tal king aboot, as usual, Ian.
"Twas the

great Bruce hinself who stood up to the English. ' Twas

t he House of

Stuart that groveled."



"Cch, you're a fool, and your clan cones froma long |ine
of fools."

The argunment woul d grow nore heated

"You ken wha' Scotl and needed? Mair | eaders |ike Robert
t he Second.

Now, there was a great non. He sired twenty-one hairns?"
"Aye, and half of them were bastards!"”
And anot her argunment would start.

Lara could not believe that they were fighting over events
t hat had
happened nore than six hundred years earlier.

Mungo McSween said to Lara, "Dinna let it bother ye,
| assie. A
Scotsman wi' start a fight in an enpty house."

It was a poemby Sir Walter Scott that set Lara's

| magi nation on fire:

Ch, young Lochinvar is conme out of the west: Through al
the w de

Border his steed was the best; And save his good

br oadsword he weapon

had none; He rode all unarned and he rode all al one.

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war, There never
was kni ght
| i ke the young Lochi nvar.

And the glorious poemwent on to tell how Lochinvar risked
his life to

rescue his bel oved, who was being forced to marry anot her
man.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war, Have ye e'er
heard of

gal l ant Iike young Lochi nvar?

Soneday, Lara thought, a handsone Lochinvar will cone and



rescue ne.

One day Lara was working in the kitchen when she cane
across an

advertisenent in a nagazine, and her breath caught in her
throat. It

showed a tall, handsone man, blond, elegantly dressed in
tails and

white tie. He had blue eyes and a warmsnile, and he

| ooked every inch

a prince. That's what ny Lochinvar will |ook |ike, Lara
t hought. He's

out there sonewhere, looking for nme. He'll cone and
rescue nme from

here. 1'll be at the sink washing dishes, and he'll cone
up behind ne,

put his arns around ne, and whisper, "Can | hel p you?"
And I'Il turn

and |l ook into his eyes. And I'll say, "Do you dry

di shes?"

Bertha's voice said, "Do | what?"

Lara whirled around. Bertha was standi ng behind her.
Lara had not
realized she had spoken al oud.

“Not hi ng. " Lara bl ushed.

To Lara, the nobst fascinating dinner conversations
revol ved around the

stories of the notorious Hi ghland cl earances. She had
heard themtol d

over and over but could never get enough of it.

"Tell me again,” she would ask. And Muingo McSween was
eager to
oblige....

"Weel, it began in the year 1792, and it went on for nore
t han sixty

years. At first they called it Bliadhna nan Co-arach-The
Year of the

Sheep. The | andowners in the Highlands had deci ded that



their | and

woul d be nore profitable with sheep than with tenant
farmers, so they

brought fl ocks of sheep into the H ghlands and found that
they could

survive the cold winters. That was when the cl earances
began.

"The cry becanme Mo thruaighe ort a thir, that'n caoraich
mhor a
t eachd!

"We to thee, oh, land, the great sheep is comng." First
there were a

hundred sheep, then a thousand, then ten thousand. It was
a bl oody

I nvasi on.

"The lairds saw riches beyond their dreans, but they naun
first get rid

of the tenants, who worked their wee patches of |and.
They had little

enough to begin with, God knows. They lived in sma stone
houses with

nae chi meys and nae wi ndows. But the lairds forced them
out . "

The young girl was w de-eyed. "How?"

"The governnent regiments were ordered to attack the
vil |l ages and evi ct

the tenants. The soldiers wad cone to a little village

and gie the

tenants six hours to renove their cattle and furniture and
get out.

They maun | eave their crops behind. Then the soldiers
burned their

huts to the ground. More than a quarter of a mllion nen,
wonen, and

children were forced frae their holdings and driven to the
shores of

the sea.”



"But how could they drive themfromtheir own | and?"

"Ah, they niver owned the | and, you see. They had the use
of an acre

or two frae a laird, but it was niver theirs. They paid a
fee in goods

or labor in order to till the land and grow sone tatties
and raise a

few cattle.™

"What happened if the people wouldn't nove?" Lara asked
br eat hl essly.

"The old folk that didn't get out in tine were burned in
their huts.

The governnent was ruthless. Cch, it was a terrible tine.
The peopl e

had naething to eat. Cholera struck, and di seases spread
li ke

wldfire. ™

"How awful ," Lara sai d.

"Aye, lassie. Qur people lived on tatties and bread and
porridge, when

they could git it. But there's one thing the governnent
coul d nae take

away frae the Highlanders-their pride. They fought back
as best they

coul d.

For days after the burning was o' er, the honel ess people
remai ned in

the glen, trying to sal vage what they could frae the
ruins. They put

canvas over their heids for protection agin the night
rain. My

gr eat - great grandf at her and ny great - great - grandnot her were
t here and

suffered through it all. It's part of our history, and
It's been

burned into our very souls."



Lara coul d visualize the thousands of desperate, forlorn
peopl e robbed

of everything they possessed, stunned by what had happened
to them

She coul d hear the crying of the nourners and the screans
of the
terrified children.

"What finally happened to the peopl e?" Lara asked.

"They left for other lands on ships that were deathtraps.
The crowded

passengers died of fever or frae dysentery. Sonetines the
shi p woul d

hit storns that del ayed them for weeks, sae they ran out
of food. Only

the strong were still alive when the ships landed in
Canada. But once

they | anded here, they were able to hae sonething' they
ni ver had

before. ™"

"Their own | and,"” Lara said.

"That's right, lass."

Sonmeday, Lara thought fiercely, | will have ny own | and,
and no one-no
one-wi Il ever take it away from ne.

On an evening in early July, Janes Caneron was in bed with
one of the

whores at Kirstie's bawdy house when he suffered a heart
attack. He

was quite drunk, and when he suddenly toppled over, his

pl aynat e

assuned he had sinply fallen asl eep.

"Ch, no, you don't! | have other custonmers waitin' for
me. Wake up

Janmes! \Wake up!"

He was gasping for breath and clutching his chest.



"For Gude's sake," he npaned, "git ne a doctor."

An anbul ance took himto the little hospital on Quarry
Street. Dr.

Duncan sent for Lara. She wal ked into the hospital, her
hear t

poundi ng. Duncan was waiting for her.

"What happened?" Lara asked urgently. "Is ny father
dead?"

"No, Lara, but I"mafraid he's had a heart attack."
She stood there, frozen. "Is he... is he going to live?"

"I don't know. We're doing everything we can for "Can |
see hi nf"

"I't would be better if you cane back in the norning,
| ass. "

She wal ked honme, nunb with fear. Please don't |let him
die, God. He's
all 1 have.

When Lara reached the boardi nghouse, Bertha was waiting
for her. "Wat
happened?"

Lara told her.

"Ch, CGod!" Bertha said. "And today is Friday."

"What ?"

"Friday. The day the rents have to be collected. If |
know Sean

MacAl lister, he'll use this as an excuse to throw us al

out into the
streets.”

At | east a dozen tines in the past when Janes Caneron had
been too



drunk to handle it hinself, he had sent Lara around to
collect the

rents fromthe other boardi nghouses that Sean MacAlli ster
owned. Lara

had gi ven the noney to her father, and the next day he had
taken it to

t he banker.

"What are we going to do?" Bertha npaned.

And suddenly Lara knew what had to be done.

"Don't worry," she said. "I'lIl take care of it.
In the m ddl e of supper that evening Lara said,
"Gentl enmen, would you

listen to ne, please?" The conversations stopped. They
wer e al

wat ching her. "My father has had a... a little dizzy
spell. He's in

t he hospital

They want to keep hi munder observation for a bit. So,
until he cones

back, 1'll be collecting the rents. After supper |'l]
wait for you in

the parlor.™

"I's he going to be all right?" one of the boarders asked.

"Oh, yes,
serious."

Lara said with a forced smle. "It's nothing

After supper the nen cane into the parlor and handed Lara
their week's

rent.

"I hope your father recovers soon, child..."

“If there's anything I can do, let ne know..."

"You're a braw lassie to do this for your father..."

"What about the other boardi nghouses?" Bertha asked Lara.



"He has to
collect fromfour nore."

"I know," Lara said. "If you'll take care of the dishes,
"1l go
collect the rents.”

Bertha | ooked at her dubiously. "I w sh you luck."

It was easier than Lara had expected. Mst of the
boarders were
synpat heti ¢ and happy to hel p out the young girl.

Early the follow ng norning Lara took the rent envel opes
and went to

see Sean MacAllister. The banker was seated in his office
when Lara

wal ked i n.

"My secretary said you wanted to see ne."

"Yes, sir.

MacAl I i ster studied the scrawny, unkenpt girl standing
before him

"You' re Janmes Caneron's daughter, aren't you?"
"Yes, sir."
"Sarah."

"Lara."

"Sorry to hear about your father,” MacAllister said.

There was no synpathy in his voice. "I'l|l have to nake

ot her

arrangenents, of course, now that your father's too ill to
carry out

his job. I..."

"Oh, no, sir!" Lara said quickly. "He asked ne to handl e
It for



hi m
"You?"

"Yes," "I"'mafraid that won't..."

Lara put the envel opes on his desk. "Here are this week's
rents.”

MacAl | i ster | ooked at her, surprised. "Al of thenP"
She nodded.

"And you col |l ected t henf"

"Yes, sir. And I'll do it every week until Papa gets
better."
"l see." He opened the envel opes and carefully counted

t he noney.
Lara wat ched himenter the anount in a |arge green | edger.

For sone tinme now MacAllister had intended to repl ace
Janmes Cameron

because of his drunkenness and erratic performance, and
now he saw his

opportunity to get rid of the famly.

He was sure that the young girl in front of himwould not
be able to

carry out her father's duties, but at the sane tine he
real i zed what

the town's reaction would be if he threw Janes Caneron and
hi s daught er

out of the boardi nghouse into the street. He nade his
deci si on.

“I''"'l'l try you for one nonth," he said. "At the end of
that tinme we'll

see where we stand."”

"Thank you, M. MacAllister. Thank you very much."



"Wait." He handed Lara twenty-five dollars. "This is
yours."

Lara held the noney in her hand, and it was like a taste
of freedom

It was the first tinme she had ever been paid for what she
had done.

From the bank, Lara went to the hospital. Dr. Duncan was
j ust com ng

out of her father's room Lara felt a sudden sense of
panic. "He

isn"t...?"

“"No... no... he's going to be all right, Lara." He

hesi tated. "Wen |

say 'all right," | nean he is not going to die... not yet,
at

| east . ..

but he is going to have to stay in bed for a few weeks.
He'll need
soneone to take care "I'lI|l take care of him" Lara said.

He | ooked at her and said, softly, "Your father doesn't
know it, ny
dear, but he's a very |ucky man."

“"May | go in and see him now?"
"Yes."

Lara wal ked into her father's room and stood there staring
at him

James Caneron lay in bed, |ooking pale and hel pl ess, and
he suddenly

seened very old. Lara was engul fed by a wave of

t ender ness. She was

finally going to be able to do sonething for her father,
somet hi ng t hat

woul d make hi m appreci ate her and | ove her. She
approached t he bed.



"Papa..."

He | ooked up and nuttered, "Wat the bluidy hell are you
doin' here?

You've work to dae at the boardi n' house. "

Lara froze. "I... | know, Papa. | just wanted to tel
you that | saw
M. MacAllister. | told himI| would collect the rents

until you got
better and..."

"Ye collect the rents? Dinna nake ne | augh."” He was
shaken with a

sudden spasm Wen he spoke again, his voice was weak.
"It's the

Fates," he npbaned. "lI'mgang to be thrown oot into the
streets.”

He was not even thinking about what woul d happen to her.
Lara stood
there looking at himfor a long tine.

Then she turned and wal ked out.

James Caneron was brought hone three days |ater, and put
to bed.

"You're not to get out of bed for the next couple of
weeks, " Dr.

Duncan told him "I'll cone back and check on you in a
day or two."

"I canna stay in bed,"
busy non. |

have a |l ot to dae."

Janmes Caneron protested. "lI'ma

The doctor | ooked at himand said, quietly, "You have a
choi ce. You
can either stay in bed and live, or get up and die."

MacAl |l i ster's boarders were, at first, delighted to see



t he i nnocent
young girl conme around to collect their rents.

But when the novelty wore off, they had a nyriad of
excuses: "l was

sick this week, and | had nmedical bills..."

"My son sends nme noney every week, but the mail's been
del ayed. .. "

"I had to buy sone equipnent..."
“I''l'l have the noney for you next week for sure .

But the young girl was fighting for her life. She
|l istened politely

and said, "lI'mso sorry, but M. McAllister says that the
noney is
due today, and if you don't have it, you'll have to vacate

I mredi ately. "

And sonmehow, they all nanaged to cone up with the noney.
Lara was inflexible.

"I't was easier dealing wth your father," one of the

boar der s

grunbl ed.

"He was always willing to wait a few days."

But in the end they had to admre the young girl's spunk.
| f Lara had thought that her father's illness would bring
himcloser to

her, she was sadly m staken. Lara tried to anticipate his
every need,

but the nore solicitous she was, the nore badly he

behaved.

She brought himfresh flowers every day, and little
treats.

cried. "Stop hoverin' aboot.



Hae you nae work to dae?"

| just thought you'd like..."

"Dot!" He turned his face to the wall.
| hate him Lara thought. | hate him

At the end of the nonth, when Lara wal ked i nto Sean
MacAl |l i ster's

office with the envelopes filled with rent noney, and he
had fi ni shed

counting it, he said, "I don't mnd admtting, young | ady,
t hat you' ve

been quite a surprise to ne. You've done better than your
father."

The words were thrilling. "Thank you."

"As a matter of fact, this is the first nonth that
everybody has paid
on time in full."

"Then ny father and | can stay on at the boardi nghouse?"
Lara asked
eagerly.

MacAl | i ster studied her a nmonent. "I suppose so. You
nmust | ove your
father very nuch.”

“I"l'l see you next Saturday, M. McAllister."
Chapter Five.

seventeen, the spindly, gaunt little girl had growmn into a
woman. Her

face bore the inprint of her Scottish forebears: the

gl eam ng skin, the

arched, fine eyebrows, the thundercloud gray eyes, the
storny bl ack

hair. And in addition, there was a strain of nelancholy
that seened to



hover around her, the bl eed-through of a people's tragic
history. It
was hard to | ook away from Lara Canmeron's face.

Most of the boarders were w thout wonen, except for the

conpani ons they

paid for at MadamKirstie's and sone of the other houses
of

prostitution, and the beautiful young girl was a natural
target for

them One of the nen would corner her in the kitchen or

in his bedroom

when she was cleaning it and say, "Wy don't you be nice
to ne, Lara?

| could do a lot for you."

O, "You don't have a boyfriend, do you? Let ne show you
what a man is
i ke."

O, "How would you like to go to Kansas City? |I'm | eaving
next week,
and I'd be glad to take you with ne."

After one or another of the boarders had tried to persuade
Lara to go

to bed with him she would walk into the small room where
her father

| ay hel pl ess, and say, "You were wong, Father. Al the
men want

ne. "

And she would wal k out, | eaving himstaring after her.

James Caneron died on an early norning in spring, and Lara
buried him

at the G eenwood Cenetery in the Passiondal e area. The
only ot her

person at the funeral was Bertha. There were no tears.

A new boarder noved in, an Anmerican nanmed Bill Rogers. He
was in his
seventies, bald and fat, an affable man who |Iiked to talk.



After

supper he would sit and chat with Lara. "You're too
damed pretty to

be stuck in a hick town like this,"” he advised her. "You
should go to

Chi cago or New York. Big tine."

"I wll one day," Lara said.

"You' ve got your whole life ahead of you. Do you know
what you want to

do with it?"

"I want to own things."

"Ah, pretty clothes and..."

"No. Land. | want to own |and. My father never owned

anyt hi ng. He
had to Iive off other people's favors all his life."

Bill Rogers's face lit up. "Real estate was the business
| was in."

"Real | y?"

"I had buildings all over the Mdwest. | even had a chain
of hotels

once." His tone was w stful.

"What happened?"

He shrugged. "I got greedy. Lost it all. But it was
sure fun while
it lasted."

After that they tal ked about real estate al nbst every
ni ght.

"The first rule in real estate,"” Rogers told her, "is OPM
Never
forget that."

"Wat's OPM?"



"OQt her people's noney. What nakes real estate a great
busi ness i s that

the governnent |ets you take deductions on interest and
depreci ation

whil e your assets keep growi ng. The three nost inportant
things in

real estate are location, |ocation, and | ocation. A
beauti ful buil ding

up on a hill is a waste of tine. An ugly building
downtown wi |l make
you rich."

Rogers taught Lara about nortgages and refinancing and the
use of bank

| oans. Lara |listened and | earned and renenbered. She was
like a

sponge, eagerly soaking up every bit of informtion.

The nost neani ngful thing Rogers said to her was: "You
know, G ace Bay

has a big housing shortage. It's a great opportunity for
soneone. |f

| were twenty years younger. .

From that nonent on Lara | ooked at 3G ace Bay with

di fferent eyes,

visualizing office buildings and hones on vacant lots. It
was

exciting, and it was frustrating.

Her dreans were there, but she had no noney to carry them
out .

The day Bill Rogers left town he said, "Renenberother
peopl e' s noney.

Good luck, kid."

A week | ater Charles Colin noved into the boardi nghouse.
He was a

small man in his sixties, neat and trimand well dressed.
He sat at

the supper table with the other boarders but said very



little. He
seenmed cocooned in his own private worl d.

He watched Lara as she worked around the boardi nghouse,
smling, never
conpl ai ni ng.

"How | ong do you plan to stay with us?" Lara asked Colin.
"I"'mnot sure. It could be a week or a nonth or two..."

Charles Colin was a puzzle to Lara. He did not fit in
w th the other

boarders at all. She tried to i magi ne what he did. He
was certainly

not a mner or a fisherman, and he did not |ook |like a
mer chant. He

seened superior to the other boarders, better educated.
He told Lara

that he had tried to get into the one hotel in town but
that it was

full. Lara noticed that at nealtines he ate al nost
not hi ng.

“If you have a little fruit,"
apol ogetically, "or sone
vegetables..."

he woul d say,

“Are you on sone special kind of diet?" Lara asked.

“"In a way. | eat only kosher food, and I'mafraid d ace
Bay doesn't
have any."

The next evening, when Charles Colin sat down to supper, a
pl ate of
| amb chops was placed in front of him

He | ooked up at Lara in surprise. "I'msorry. | can't
eat this," he
said. "I thought | explained..."

Lara smled. "You did. This is kosher."



"What ?"

"I found a kosher neat market in Sydney. The shochet
there sold ne

this. Enjoy it. Your rent includes two neals a day.
Tonorrow you're

havi ng a steak."

Fromthat tinme on, whenever Lara had a | ree nonent, Colin
made it a

point to talk to her, to draw her out. He was inpressed
by her quick

I ntelligence and her independent spirit.

One day Charles Colin confided to Lara what he was doi ng
in 3 ace

Bay.

"I man executive with Continental Supplies.” It was a
f amous nati onal

chain. "I"'mhere to find a |location for our new store."

"That's exciting,
for sone
| nportant reason. "You're going to put up a building?"

Lara said. | knew he was in d ace Bay

“"No. W'll find sonmeone else to do that. W just |ease
our
bui | di ngs. "

At three o' clock in the norning Lara awakened out of a
sound sl eep and

sat up in bed, her heart pounding wildly. Had it been a
dr eanf? No.

Her m nd was racing.

She was too excited to go back to sleep.

When Charles Colin cane out of his roomfor breakfast,
Lara was waiting

for him

"M. Colin... I know a great place," she blurted out.



He stared at her, puzzled. "Wat?"
"For the location you're |ooking for."
"Ch? \Where?"

Lara evaded the question. "Let ne ask you sonething. If

| owned a

| ocation that you liked, and if | put up a building on it,
woul d you

agree to lease it fromne for five years?"

He shook his head. "That's a rather hypothetical
guestion, isn't
it?"

"Woul d you?" Lara persi sted.
"Lara, what do you know about putting up a buil ding?"

“I wouldn't be putting it up,” she said. "I'd hire an
architect and a
good construction firmto do that."

Charles Colin was watching her closely. "I see. And
where is this

wonder ful piece of |and?"

“I''l'l showit to you,"
going to | ove

it. It's perfect.”

Lara said. "Believe ne, you're

After breakfast Lara took Charles Colin downtown.

At the corner of Main and Conmercial streets in the center
of G ace Bay

was a vacant square block. It was a site Colin had

exanm ned two days

earlier.

"This is the location | had in mnd," Lara said.

Colin stood there, pretending to study it. "You have an



ahf-a nose.
It's a very good | ocation.”

He had al ready nade discreet inquiries and | earned that
the property

was owned by a banker, Sean MacAllister. Colin's
assignnent was to

| ocate a site, arrange for soneone to construct the
bui | di ng, and then

| ease it fromthem It would not nmatter to the conpany
who put up the

building as long as its specifications were net.

Colin was studying Lara. She's too young, he thought.

It's a foolish idea. A nd yet... "I found a kosher neat
mar ket in
Sydney... Tonorrow you're having a steak." She had such

rachnones- conpassi on.

Lara was saying, excitedly, "If | could acquire this | and
and put up a

buil ding to neet your specifications, would you give ne a
five-year

| ease?"

He paused, and then said slowy, "No, Lara. It would have
to be a

ten-year | ease."

That afternoon Lara went to see Sean MacAlli ster.

He | ooked up in surprise as she wal ked into his office.
"You're a few days early, Lara. Today's only Wdnesday."
"I know. I want to ask a favor, M. MacAllister."

Sean MacAllister sat there, watching her. She has really
turned into a

beautiful -l ooking girl. Not a girl, a woman. He coul d

see the swell
of her breasts against the cotton bl ouse she was wearing.



"Sit down, ny dear. What can | do for you?"
Lara was too excited to sit. "I want to take out a | oan."
It took himby surprise. "What?"

"I"'d i ke to borrow sone noney."

He smled indulgently. "I don't see why not. If you need
a new dress
or sonething, 1'lIl be happy to advance..."

"I want to borrow two hundred thousand dollars."
MacAl lister's smle died. "Is this sonme kind ofjoke?"
"No, sir." Lara |leaned forward and said earnestly,
"There's a piece of

land | want to buy to put up a building.

| have an inportant tenant who's willing to give ne a
ten-year | ease.

That will guarantee the cost of the land and the
bui | di ng. "

MacAl | i ster was studying her, frowning. "Have you
di scussed this with

t he owner of the | and?"

"I'"'mdiscussing it wwth himnow " Lara said.

It took a nonent for it to sink in. "Wait a m nute.

Are you telling ne that this is land that I own?"

"Yes. It's the ot on the corner of Main and Commerci al
streets.”

"You cane here to borrow noney fromne to buy ny | and?"

"That ot is worth no nore than twenty thousand dol | ars.
| checked.



I"'moffering you thirty. You'll make a profit of ten

t housand dol | ars

on the land plus interest on two hundred thousand dollars
you' re goi ng

to loan nme to put up the building."

MacAl | i ster shook his head. "You're asking ne to | oan you
two hundred
t housand dollars with no security.

It's out of the question.”

Lara | eaned forward. "There is security. You'll hold the
nort gage on
the building and the land. You can't |ose."

MacAl | i ster sat there studying her, turning her proposal
over in his

mnd. He smled. "You know," he said, "you have a | ot of
nerve. But

| could never explain a loan like that to nmy board of
directors.”

"You have no board of directors, Lara told him

The smile turned to a grin. "True."

Lara | eaned forward, and he could see her breasts touching
t he edge of
hi s desk.

“If you say yes, M. MacAllister, you'll never regret it.
I
prom se. "

He could not take his eyes off her breasts. "You're not a
bit |ike
your father, are you?"

“No, sir.” Nothing |ike him Lara thought fiercely.

"Supposing for the sake of argunent,"” MacAllister said
careful ly, "that



| was interested. Who is this tenant of yours?"

"H's nane is Charles Colin. He's an executive with
Cont i nent al

Supplies.”

"The chain store?"

n YeS. n

MacAl | i ster was suddenly very interested.

Lara went on. "They want to have a big store built here
to supply the

m ners and | unbernmen with equi pnent."

To MacAllister, it had the snell of instant success.

"Where did you neet this man?" he asked casual ly.

"He's staying at the boardi nghouse."

"I see. Let me think about it, Lara. We'll discuss it
again
tonorrow. "

Lara was al nost trenbling with excitenment. "Thank you,
M.
MacAl | i ster. You won't be sorry.”

He smled. "No, | don't think I wll be."
That afternoon Sean MacAllister went to the boardi nghouse
to neet

Charl es Colin.

"1 just dropped by to welcone you to d ace Bay,"
MacAl | i ster said.

“I"'m Sean MacAllister. | own the bank here. | heard you
were in
t own.

But you shouldn't be staying at ny boardi nghouse; you



shoul d be staying
at ny hotel. It's nmuch nore confortable.”

“I't was full,”™ M. Colin explained.
"That's because we didn't know who you were."

M. Colin said pleasantly, "Wo am|?

Sean MacAllister smled. "W don't have to play ganes,
M. Colin.

Wrd gets around. | understand that you're interested in
| easi ng a

building to be put up on a property I own."

"What property would that be?"

"The ot at Main and Commercial. It's a great |ocation,
isn't it? |
don't think we'll have any problem making a deal . "

"I already have a deal with soneone.”

Sean MacAllister |laughed. "Lara? She's a pretty little
thing, isn't

she? Why don't you cone down to the bank with nme and
we'll draw up a

contract ?"

"I don't think you understand, M. MacAllister. | said I
al ready have

a deal ."

"I don't think you understand, M. Colin. Lara doesn't
own t hat

| and.

| do."

"She's trying to buy it fromyou, isn't she?"

"Yes. | don't have to sell it to her."



"And | don't have to use that lot. |'ve seen three other
| ots that
will do just as nicely. Thanks for dropping by."

Sean MacAllister |ooked at himfor a | ong nonent.

"You nean... you're serious?"

“"Very. | never go into a deal that's not kosher, and I
never break ny

word. "

"But Lara doesn't know anyt hing about buil di ng.
She..."

"She plans to find people who do. Naturally, we'll have
final

approval ."

The banker was thoughtful. "Do | understand that
Continental Supplies

iIs willing to sign a ten-year |ease?"

"That's correct."

"I see. Well, under the circunstances, |... let ne think
about it."

When Lara arrived at the boardi nghouse, Charles Colin told
her about

his conversation wth the banker.

Lara was upset. "You nean M. MacAllister went behind ny
back

and. .. ?"

"Don't worry," Colin assured her, "he'll neke the deal
with you."

"Do you really think so?"

"He's a banker. He's in business to nmake a profit."



"What about you? Why are you doing this for nme?"
Lara asked.

He had asked hinself the same question. Because you're
achi ngly young,

he t hought. Because you don't belong in this town.
Because | wi sh |

had a daughter |ike you.

But he said none of those things.

"I have nothing to | ose, Lara. | found sone ot her
| ocations that woul d
serve just as well. If you can acquire this land, I'd

like to do this

for you. It doesn't matter to ny conpany who | deal with

I f you get

your | oan, and | approve your builder, we're in business."”

A feeling of elation swept over Lara. "l... | don't know
how t o t hank
you. I'll go to see M. MacAllister and..."

"I wouldn't if I were you," Colin advised her. "Let him
cone to
you. "

She | ooked worried. "But what if he doesn't...?"
Colin smled. "He wll."

He handed her a printed | ease. "Here's the ten-year |ease
we

di scussed. It's contingent, you understand, on your
meeting all our

requi rements for the building." He handed her a set of

bl ueprints.

"These are our specifications.”

Lara spent the night studying the pages of draw ngs and
I nstructions.



The follow ng norning Sean MacAl lister tel ephoned Lara.
"Can you cone down to see ne, Lara?"

Her heart was pounding. "I'Il be there in fifteen
m nutes. "

He was waiting for her.

"“1"ve been thinking about our conversation,” MacAllister
said. "l

woul d need a witten agreenent for a ten-year |ease from
M. Colin."

"I already have it,"
t ook out the
contract.

Lara said. She opened her bag and

Sean MacAllister examned it carefully. "It seens to be
I n order."

"Then we have a deal ?" Lara asked. She was hol di ng her
br eat h.

MacAl I'i ster shook his head. "No."

"But | thought..."

H's fingers were drunm ng restlessly on his desk.

"To tell you the truth, I'mreally in no hurry to sel
that | ot,

Lar a.

The longer | hold on to it, the nore valuable it wll
becone. "

She | ooked at him bl ankly. "But you..."

"Your request is conpletely unorthodox. You' ve had no
experience. |

woul d need a very special reason to make this loan to
you. "



"I don't under... what kind of reason?"

"Let's say... a little bonus. Tell ne, Lara, have you
ever had a
| over ?"

The question caught her conpletely off-guard.
“I... no." She could feel the deal slipping away from
her. "What does

t hat have...?"

MacAl | i ster | eaned forward. "lI'mgoing to be frank with
you, Lara. |

find you very attractive. I'd like to go to bed with you.
Quid pro

guo. That neans...

"I know what it neans." Her face had turned to stone.
"Look at it this way. This is your chance to nake
somet hi ng of

yourself, isn't it? To own sonething, to be sonebody. To
prove to

yourself that you're not |ike your father."

Lara's m nd was spi nning.

"You'l | probably never have another chance like this
agai n, Lara.

Perhaps you'd |ike sone tine to think it over, and..."
“No." Her voice sounded hollow in her own ears.

"I can give you nmy answer now." She pressed her arns
tightly against

her sides to stop her body fromtrenbling. Her whole
future, her very

life, hung on her next words.

“I'"'ll go to bed with you."

Ginning, MacAllister rose and noved toward her, his fat



ar ns
out stret ched.

"Not now," Lara said. "After | see the contract."

The follow ng day Sean MacAl lister handed Lara a contract
for the bank
| oan.

"It's a very sinple contract, ny dear. It's a ten-year
t wo- hundr ed- t housand-dol | ar | oan at eight percent." He
gave her a

pen.

"You can just sign here on the |ast page."
“If you don't mind, I'dlike toread it first," Lara said.

She | ooked at her watch. "But | don't have tinme now. My
| take it
with nme? 1'Il bring it back tonorrow. "

Sean MacAl lister shrugged. "Very well." He lowered his
voi ce. "About

our little date. Next Saturday | have to go into Halifax.
| thought

we m ght go there together."

Lara | ooked at his leering smle and felt sick to her
stomach. "Al
right." It was a whi sper.

"Good. You sign the contract and bring it back and we're
in

busi ness. "

He was thoughtful for a nonent.

"You're going to need a good builder. Are you famliar

wi th the Nova

Scotia Construction Conpany?"

Lara's face lit up. "Yes. | know their forenman, Buzz
Steele.™



He had put up sonme of the biggest buildings in 3 ace Bay.
"Good. It's a fine outfit. | would recomend them "
"I'"Il talk to Buzz tonorrow. "

That evening Lara showed the contract to Charles Colin.
She did not
dare tell himabout the private deal she had nade with
MacAl | i ster.

She was t oo ashaned.

Colin read the contract carefully, and when he finished,
he handed it
back to Lara. "I would advise you not to sign this."

She was di smayed. "Wy?"

"There's a clause in there that stipulates that the
bui | di ng nust be

conpl eted by Decenber thirty-first, or title reverts to
the bank. In

ot her words, the building will belong to MacAllister, and
nmy conpany

will beconme his tenant. You forfeit the deal and are
still obligated

to repay the loan with interest. Ask himto change that."

MacAl lister's words rang in Lara's ears. "I'mreally in
no hurry to

sell that lot. The longer | hold onto it, the nore
valuable it wll

becore. "

Lara shook her head. "He won't."

"Then you're taking a big ganble, Lara. You could wi nd up
with

not hi ng, and a debt of two hundred thousand dollars plus

interest."”

"But if | bring the building in on tine..."



"That's a big "if." Wen you put up a building, you're at
the nercy of

a lot of other people. You' d be surprised at the nunber
of things that

can go wong."

"There's a very good construction conpany in Sydney.
They' ve put up a

| ot of buildings around here. | know the foreman. If he
says he can
have the building up in tine, I want to go ahead."

It was the desperate eagerness in Lara's voice that nade
hi m put asi de
his doubts. "All right,"” he finally said, "talk to him"

Lara found Buzz Steele wal king the girders of a fivestory
bui | di ng he

was erecting in Sydney. Steele was a gri zzl ed,

weat her-beaten nman in

his forties. He greeted Lara warmy. "This is a nice
surprise,” he

said. "How did they let a pretty girl like you get out of
3 ace

Bay?"

"I sneaked out,"
M. Steele.”

Lara told him "I have a job for you,

He smled. "You do? What are we buil di ng-a dol | house?"

“No." She pulled out the blueprints Charles Colin had
gi ven her.

"This is the building."

Buzz Steele studied it a nonent. He | ooked up, surprised.
"This is a

pretty big job. Wat does it have to do with you?"

"I put the deal together,"”
to own the

bui | di ng. "

Lara said proudly. "I'm going



Steele whistled softly. "Well, good for you, honey."
"There are two catches.”

n G,]?Il

"The building has to be finished by Decenber thirtyfirst
or it reverts

to the bank, and the building can't cost nore than one
hundred seventy

t housand dollars. Can it be done?"

Steel e | ooked at the blueprints again. Lara watched him
silently

cal cul ati ng.

Finally he spoke. "It can be done."

It was all Lara could do not to shout out | oud.

"Then you' ve got a deal.”

They shook hands. "You're the prettiest boss |'ve ever
had, " Buzz

St eel e sai d.

"Thank you. How soon can you get started?"

"Tell you what. 1'Il go into G ace Bay tonorrow to | ook
over the

| ot .

I"mgoing to give you a building you'll be proud of."

When Lara left, she felt that she had w ngs.

Lara returned to G ace Bay and told Charles Colin the
news.

“"Are you sure this conpany is reliable, Lara?"

"I know it is," Lara assured him "They've put up
bui | di ngs here and



I n Sydney and Halifax and..."
Her ent husi asm was cont agi ous.

Colin smled. "Well, then, it looks like we're in
busi ness. "

"It does, doesn't it?" Lara beaned. And then she
remenbered the deal

she had made with Sean MacAllister, and her sm | e faded.

" Next

Saturday | have to go into Halifax. | thought we m ght go
t here

together." Saturday was only two days away.

* * Lara signed the contracts the follow ng norning. As
Sean

MacAl | i ster watched her | eave the office, he was very

pl eased with

hi msel f. He had no intention of letting her have the new
bui | di ng.

And he al nost | aughed al oud at her naivete. He would | oan
her the

noney, but he would really be loaning it to hinself. He

t hought about

maki ng | ove to that wonderful young body, and he began to
get an

erection.

Lara had been to Halifax only twi ce. Conpared to d ace
Bay, it was a

bustling town, full of pedestrians and aut onobil es and
shops cranmed

wi th merchandi se. Sean MacAllister drove Lara to a notel
on the

outskirts of town. He pulled into the parking | ot and
patted her on

the knee. "You wait here while | register for us, honey."

Lara sat in the car, waiting, panicky. I"mselling
nysel f, she
t hought. Like a whore. But it's all |'ve got to sell

and at | east he



thinks I"'mworth two hundred thousand dollars. My father
never saw two

hundred thousand dollars in his life. He was al ways

t 0o. ..

The car door opened, and MacAllister was standing there,
gri nni ng.

"All set. Let's go."

Lara suddenly found it hard to breathe. Her heart was
poundi ng so hard

she thought it was going to fly out of her chest. |I'm
havi ng a heart

attack, she thought.

"Lara..." He was |ooking at her strangely. "Are you all
ri ght?"

No. I'mdying. They'll take nme to the hospital, and |'II
di e there.

Avirgin. "I'mfine," she said.

Slowy she got out of the car and foll owed MacAllister
into a drab

cabin with a bed, two chairs, a battered dressing table,
and a tiny

bat hr oom

She was caught up in a nightmare.
"So this is your first time, eh?" MacAllister said.

She thought of the boys at school who had fondl ed her and
ki ssed her

breasts and tried to put their hands between her | egs.
"Yes," she

sai d.

"Well, you nustn't be nervous. Sex is the nost natural
thing in the
wor | d. "



Lara wat ched as MacAllister began to strip off his

cl othes. Hi s body

was pudgy.

"CGet undressed,"” McAl lister ordered.

Slowy Lara took off her blouse and skirt and shoes.

She was wearing a brassiere and panti es.

MacAl | i ster | ooked at her figure and wal ked over to her.
"You're

beautiful, you know that, baby?"

She could feel his nmale hardness pressing agai nst her
body.

MacAl | i ster kissed her on the |ips, and she felt disgust.
"Get the rest of your clothes off," he said urgently.

He wal ked over to the bed and stripped off his shorts.

H s penis was

hard and red.

That will never fit inside nme, Lara thought. It will kil
me.

"Hurry up."

Slowy Lara took off her brassiere and stepped out of her
panti es.

"My God," he said, "you're fantastic. Cone over here."
Lara wal ked over to the bed and sat down. MacAlli ster
squeezed her

breasts hard, and she cried aloud with the pain.

"That felt good, didn't it? It's tinme you had yourself a
man. "

MacAl | i ster pushed her down on her back and spread her
| egs.



Lara was suddenly panicky. "I'm not wearing anything,"
she said. "I

nmean... | could get pregnant."”
"Don't worry," MacAllister promsed her, "I won't cone
I nsi de you."

An instant later Lara felt him pushing inside her, hurting
her .

"Wait!" she cried. "I..."

MacAl l i ster was past the waiting. He rammed hinself into
her, and the

pai n was excruciating. He was pounding into her body now,
har der and

harder, and Lara put her hand to her nouth to keep from
scream ng. It

will be over in a mnute, she thought, and I'll own a
bui | di ng. And |

can put up a second building. And another...

The pain was becom ng unbear abl e.

"Move your ass," MacAllister cried. "Don't just |ay
t here. Mve
it

She tried to nove, but it was inpossible. She was in too
much pai n.

Suddenly MacAllister gave a gasp, and Lara felt his body
jerk. He |et
out a satisfied sigh and lay |inp against her.

She was horrified. "You said you wouldn't..."

He lifted hinself up on his el bows and said earnestly,
"Darling, |

couldn't help it, you're just so beautiful. But don't
worry. |f you

get pregnant, | know a doctor who'll take care of you."



Lara turned her face away so he could not see her
revul si on. She

limped into the bathroom sore and bl eeding. She stood in
t he shower,

| etting the warm water wash over her body, and she

t hought, It's over

with. I've done it. | own the land. I'mgoing to be

rich.

Now al |l she had to do was get dressed and go back to G ace
Bay and get
her building started.

She wal ked out of the bathroom and Sean MacAl lister said,
"That was so
good we're going to do it again."

Chapter Six.

harl es Colin had inspected five buildings erected by the
Nova Scoti a
Construction Conpany.

"They're a first-rate outfit," he had told Lara. "You
shoul dn't have
any problemwth them"™

Now Lara, Charles Colin, and Buzz Steele were inspecting
t he new
site.

"It's perfect," Buzz Steele said. "The nmeasurenents cone
to

forty-three thousand five hundred sixty square feet. That
wll give

you the twenty-thousand-square-foot building you want."

Charles Colin asked, "Can you have the buil ding finished
by Decenber

thirty-first?" He was determined to protect Lara.
"Sooner," Steele said. "I can promse it to you by
Christmas Eve."



Lara was beam ng. "How soon can you get started?"
“I''l'l have ny crew here by the m ddl e of next week."

* * * WAtching the new buil ding going up was the nost
exciting thing

Lara had ever experienced. She was there every day. "I
want to

| earn,” she told Charles Colin. "This is just the

begi nning for ne.

Before I'mthrough, I'"mgoing to put up a hundred
bui | di ngs. "

Colin wondered whether Lara really knew what she was
getting into.

The first nmen to set foot on the project site were nenbers
of the

survey team They established the | egal geonetric borders
of the

property and drove hubs into the ground at each corner,
every hub

painted with a fluorescent color for easy identification.
The survey

work was finished in two days, and early the foll ow ng
nor ni ng, heavy

eart h- novi ng equi pnent-a truck-nmounted Caterpill ar
front-end

| oader-arrived at the site.

Lara was there, waiting. "Wat happens now?" she asked
Buzz Steele.

"We clear and grub."

Lara | ooked at him "What does that nean?"

"The Caterpillar is gonna dig up tree stunps and do sone
rough

gradi ng. "

The next piece of equipnent that cane in was a backhoe to
dig the



trenches for foundations, utility conduits, and drai nage
pi pi ng.

By now t he boarders at the house had all heard what was
happeni ng, and

It becanme the main topic of conversation at breakfast and
supper. They

were all cheering for Lara.

"What happens next?" they woul d ask.

She was becom ng an expert. "This norning they put the
under gr ound

piping in place. Tonorrow they start to put in the wood
and concrete

formmork, so they can wiretie the steel bars into the
skel et al
gridiron.

She gri nned.
"Do you understand what |'m sayi ng?"

Pouring the concrete was the next step, and when the
concrete

foundati on was cured, |arge truckloads of |unber rolled
In, and crews

of carpenters began to assenbl e the wooden franmes. The
noi se was

horrendous, but to Lara it was nusic. The place was
filled with the

sounds of rhythm c hamrers and whi ni ng power saws.

After two weeks the wall panels, punctuated wi th w ndow
and door

openi ngs, were stood upright as if the building had
suddenly been

I nfl at ed.

To passersby, the building was a maze of wood and steel,
but to Lara it

was sonething else. It was her dreamcone to life. Every
nor ni ng and

every eveni ng she went downtown and stared at what was
being built. |

own this, Lara thought. This belongs to ne.



After the episode with MacAllister, Lara had been
terrified that she

m ght becone pregnant. The thought of it nade her sick to
her

st omach.

When her period cane, she was weak with relief. Now all |
have to
worry about is ny building.

She continued to collect the rents for Sean MacAlli ster
because she

needed a place to live, but she had to steel herself to go
into his

office and face him

"We had a good tine in Halifax, didn't we, honey?

Wiy don't we do it again?"

“I"'mbusy with ny building," Lara said firmy.

The | evel of activity began to heighten as the sheet netal
crews,

rodfers, and carpenters worked sinultaneously, the nunber
of men,

materials, and trucks tripling.

Charles Colin had left dace Bay, but he tel ephoned Lara
once a week.

"How i s the building going?" he had asked the last tine
he cal |l ed.

"Great!" Lara said enthusiastically.

“"I's it on schedul e?"

"I't's ahead of schedule."

"That's wonderful. I can tell you now that | wasn't

really sure you
could doit."



"But you gave ne a chance anyway. Thank you, Charles."

"One good turn deserves another. Renenber, if it hadn't
been for you,
| m ght have starved to death."

Fromtine to tinme Sean MacAllister would join Lara at the
bui | di ng
site.

"It's comng along just fine, isn't it?"

"Yes," Lara said.

MacAl | i ster seened genuinely pleased. Lara thought: M.
Colin was

wrong about him He's not trying to take advantage of ne.
By the end of Novenber the building was progressing
rapi dly. The

wi ndows and doors were in place, and the exterior walls
were set. The

structure was ready to accept the network of nerves and
arteries.

On Monday, the first week of Decenber, work on the
bui | di ng began to

sl ow down. Lara went to the site one norning, and there
were only two

men there, and they seened to be doing very little.
"Where's the rest of the crew today?" Lara asked.
"They're on another job," one of the nen expl ai ned.
"They'll be here tonorrow. "

The follow ng day no one was there.

Lara took a bus into Halifax to see Buzz Steele.

"What ' s happeni ng?" Lara asked. "The work has stopped.”



"Nothing to worry about," Steele assured her. "W ran
into alittle
snag on another job, and | had to pull my nen off

tenporarily.”

"When w Il they be com ng back to work?"

"Next week. We'll be on schedule."

"Buzz, you know how rmuch this neans to ne."

"Sure, Lara."

“"If the building's not conpleted on tine, | lose it. |
| ose

everything."

"Don't worry, kid. I won't |let that happen.”

When Lara |left, she had a feeling of unease.

The follow ng week the worknen still had not appeared.
She went into

Hal i fax again to see Steele.

"I" msorry," the secretary said, "M. Steele is not in."

"I must talk to him Wen wll he be back?"

"He's out of town on a job. | don't know when he'll be
back. "

Lara felt the first stirrings of panic. "This is very

i nportant," Lara

i nsisted. "He's putting up a building for nme. It has to
be finished

In three weeks."

"I wouldn't worry, Mss Caneron. If M. Steele said it
wll be

finished, it will be finished."

"But nothi ng' s happening,"
onit."

Lara cried. "No one's working



"Would you like to talk to M. Ericksen, his assistant?"
"Yes, please."

Eri cksen was a giant of a man, broad-shoul dered and
am abl e. He
radi at ed reassurance.

"I know why you're here," he said, "but Buzz told ne to
assure you that

you have nothing to worry about. W've been held back a
little on your

proj ect because of sone problens on a couple of big
construction jobs

we' re handling, but your building is only three weeks away
from

conpl etion.”

"There's still so nmuch to do..."

“"Not to worry. We'll have a crew out there first thing on
Monday

mor ni ng. "

"Thank you," Lara said, relieved. "I'"msorry to have

bot hered you, but

I"'ma little nervous. This neans a great deal to ne."
“"No problem" Ericksen smled. "You just go hone and
relax. You're in

good hands. "

Monday norning there was not a single workman at the site.
Lara was

frantic. She tel ephoned Charles Colin.

"The nmen have stopped working," she told him "and | can't
find out

why. They keep naking prom ses and breaking them"

"What's the nane of the conpany-Nova Scotia Construction?"

"That's right."



“1'"1l call you back," Colin said.

Two hours later Charles Colin tel ephoned. "Wo
recomended the Nova
Scotia Construction Conpany to you?"

She thought back. "Sean MacAllister."
“I"'mnot surprised. He owns the conpany, Lara."”
Lara felt suddenly faint. "And he's stopping the nmen from

finishing it
on tinme...?"

“I"'mafraid it |ooks that way."

"Ch, ny Cod."

"He's a nahash tzefa-a poi sonous snake."

He was too kind to say that he had warned her.

Al'l he managed was: "Maybe... maybe sonmething wll turn
up. "

He admred the young girl's spirit and anmbition, and he
despi sed Sean

MacAl | i ster. But he was hel pl ess. There was not hi ng he
coul d do.

Lara | ay awake all night thinking about her folly.

The buil di ng she had put up would bel ong now t o Sean
MacAl I i ster, and

she would be left wth a staggering debt which she would
spend the rest

of her life working to repay. The thought of how

MacAl | i ster m ght

exact paynent nade her shudder.

* * * \When Lara awakened, she went to see Sean
MacAl | i ster.



"Good norning, ny dear. You're |looking |ovely today."
Lara cane right to the point. "I need an extension.

The building won't be ready by the thirty-first."
MacAl | i ster sat back in his chair and frowned.

"Real ly? That's bad news, Lara."

"I need another nonth."

MacAl | i ster sighed. "lI"mafraid that's not possible.
Oh, dear, no. You signed a contract. A deal is a deal."
"But..."

"I" msorry, Lara. On the thirty-first, the property
reverts to the

bank. "

When the boarders at the house heard what was happeni ng,
t hey were

furious.

"That son of a bitch!" one of themcried. "He can't do
this to

you. "

"He's done it," Lara said, despairingly. "It's over."
"Are we going to let himget away with this?"

"Hell, no. Wat have you got |eft-three weeks?"

Lara shook her head. "Less. Two and a half weeks."

The man turned to the others. "Let's go down and take a
| ook at that

bui | di ng. "

"What good wll...?"



"W'll see.”

Soon hal f a dozen boarders were standing at the buil ding
Site,
carefully inspecting it.

"The plunmbing hasn't been put in," one of the nen said.

“"Nor the electricity."

They stood there, shivering in the freezing Decenber w nd,
di scussi ng
what still remained to be done.

One of the nen turned to Lara. "Your banker's a tricky
fellow He's

had the buil ding al nost finished so that he woul dn't have
much to do

when your contract was up." He turned to the others. "I
woul d say

that this could be finished in two and a half weeks."

There was a chorus of agreenent.

Lara was bew | dered. "You don't understand. The workmnen
won' t

conme. "

"Look, lassie, in your boardi nghouse you' ve got plunbers
and carpenters

and el ectricians, and we've got lots of friends in town
who can handl e

the rest.™

"I don't have any noney to pay you," Lara said. "M.
MacAl | i ster

won't give ne..."
“I't will be our Christmas gift to you."
What happened after that was incredible. Word quickly

spread around
G ace Bay of what was happeni ng.



Construction workers on other buildings came to take a
| ook at Lara's

property. Half of themwere there because they |iked
Lara, and the

ot her half because they had had dealings with Sean
MacAl | i ster and

hat ed him

"Let's fix the bastard,"” they said.

They dropped by to I end a hand after work, working past

m dni ght and on

Sat urdays and Sundays, and the sound of construction began
again,

filling the air with a joyful noise. Beating the deadline
becane a

chal | enge, and the buil ding was soon swarm ng wth
carpenters and

el ectricians and plunbers, all eager to pitch in. Wen
Sean

MacAl | i ster heard what was happeni ng, he rushed over to
the site.

He stood there, stunned. "Wat's goi ng on?" he denmanded.
"Those
aren't ny worknen."

"They're mne," Lara said defiantly. "There's nothing in
t he contract
that says | can't use ny own nen.

"Well, I..." MacAllister sputtered. "That buil ding had
better be up
to specifications.”

"It wll be,?" Lara assured him

The day before New Year's Eve the building was conpl et ed.
It stood

proud da, nst the sky, solid and strong, and it was the
nost beauti f ul

thing Lara had ever seen. She stood there staring at it,
dazed.



"It's all yours," one of the worknmen said proudly.

"Are we going to have a party or what?"

That night it seened that the whole town of d ace Bay
cel ebrated Lara
Caneron's first building.

It was the begi nning.

There was no stopping Lara after that. Her m nd was
brimm ng with
| deas.

"Your new enpl oyees are going to need places to live in
G ace Bay," she

told Charles Colin. "I'd |ike to build houses for them
Are you

I nt erest ed?"

He nodded. "I'mverb interested.”

Lara went to see a banker in Sydney and borrowed enough
noney on her
bui l ding to finance the new project.

When t he houses were finished, Lara said to Charles Colin,
"Do you know
what el se this town needs, Charl es?

Cabi ns to accommpdate the sunmmer tourists who cone here to
fish. |

know a wonderful place near the bay where | could
build..."

Charles Colin becane Lara's unofficial financial adviser,
and during

the next three years Lara built an office building, half a
dozen

seashore cottages, and a shopping nmall. The banks in
Sydney and

Hal i fax were happy to | oan her noney.

Two years |ater, when Lara sold out her real estate



hol di ngs, she had a

certified check for three mllion dollars. She was
twenty-one years

ol d.

The follow ng day she said good-bye to G ace Bay and | eft
for
Chi cago.

Chapter Seven.
Chi cago was a revel ati on.

Hal i fax had been the largest city Lara had ever seen, but
it was like a
ham et conpared to the giant of the M dwest.

Chi cago was a |loud and noisy city, bustling and energetic,
and everyone
seened to be hurrying to sone inportant destination.

Lara checked into the Stevens Hotel. She took one | ook at
the smartly

dressed wonen wal ki ng t hrough the | obby and becane

sel f-consci ous about

the cl othes she was wearing. d ace Bay, yes, Lara

t hought. Chi cago,

no. The follow ng norning, Lara went into action. She
visited Kane's

and Utinmo for designer dresses, Joseph's for shoes, Saks
Fifth Avenue

and Marshall Field' s for lingerie, Trabert and Hoeffer for
j ewel ry, and

Ware for a mnk coat. And every tinme she bought

sonet hi ng, she heard

her father's voice saying, "I'mnae nade of noney.

Get yourself sone thing frae the Salvation Arny Citadel."
Bef ore her shopping spree was over, the closets in her
hotel suite were

filled with beautiful clothes.

Lara's next nove was to |l ook in the yell ow pages of the



t el ephone book

under "Real Estate Brokers." She selected the one that
had the | ar gest

adverti senent, Parker & Associates. Lara tel ephoned and
asked to speak

to M. Parker.

“"May | tell himwho's calling?"

"Lara Caneron."

A nmonent |ater a voice said, "Bruce Parker speaking.
How can | help you?"

“I"'mlooking for a |ocation where | can put up a beauti ful
new hotel,"

Lara said.

The voice at the other end of the phone grew warner.
"Well, we're experts at that, Ms. Caneron."

"M ss Caneron."

"Right. Did you have any particular area in mnd?"

"No. To tell you the truth, I"'mnot really famliar with
Chi cago. "

"That's no problem |'msure we can |line up sone very

I nteresting

properties for you. Just to give ne an idea of what we're
| ooki ng for,

how nmuch equity do you have?"

Lara said proudly, "Three mllion dollars."

There was a long silence. "Three mllion dollars?"

n YeS. n

"And you want to build a beautiful new hotel?"



"Yes."
Anot her sil ence.

"Were you interested in building or acquiring sonmething in
t he i nner
city area, M ss Caneron?"

"Of course not," Lara said. "What | have in mnd is

exactly the

opposite. | want to build an excl usive boutique hotel in
a nice area

that..."

"Wth an equity of three mllion dollars?" Parker
chuckled. "I'm

afraid we're not going to be able to help you."
"Thank you," Lara said. She replaced the receiver.
She had obviously called the wong broker.

She went back to the yell ow pages again and nade half a
dozen nore

calls. By the end of the afternoon Lara was forced to
face reality.

None of the brokers was interested in trying to find a
prime |ocation

where she could build a hotel with a down paynent of three
million

dollars. They had offered Lara a variety of suggestions,
and they had

all cone down to the sanme thing: a cheap hotel in an inner
city area.

Never, Lara thought. I'll go back to 3 ace Bay first.
She had dreaned for nonths about the hotel she wanted to
build, and in

her mnd it was already a reality-beautiful, vivid,

t hr ee- di nensi onal .

Her plan was to turn a hotel into a real hone away from



hone. It woul d

have nostly suites, and each suite would have a living
room and a

library with a fireplace in each room and be furnished
with

confortabl e couches, easy chairs, and a grand pi ano.
There woul d be

two | arge bedroons and an outside terrace running the

| engt h of the

apart nent.

There woul d be a Jacuzzi and a minibar. Lara knew exactly
what she
want ed. The question was how she was going to get it.

Lara wal ked into a printshop on Lake Street. "I would
li ke to have a
hundred busi ness cards printed up, please."

"Certainly. And how will the cards read?"

M ss Lara Caneron,' and at the bottom 'Real Estate

Devel oper. ™"
"Yes, Mss Caneron. | can have themfor you in two days."
"No. | would Iike themthis afternoon, please."

The next step was to get acquainted with the city.

Lara wal ked al ong M chi gan Avenue and State Street and La
Sal | e,

stroll ed al ong Lake Shore Drive and wandered through

Li ncoln Park with

its zoo and golf course and | agoon. She visited the

Mer chandi se Mart

and went to Kroch-Brentano's and bought books about

Chi cago. She read

about the fanobus who had made Chicago their hone: Carl
Sandbur g, Frank

LI oyd Wight, Louis Sullivan, Saul Bellow. She read about
t he pi oneer

famlies of Chicago-the John Bairds and Gayl ord
Donnel | eys, the

Marshall Fields and Potter Pal mers, and Wal greens-and she



passed by

their homes on Lake Shore Drive and their huge estates in
subur ban Lake

Forest. Lara visited the South Side, and she felt at hone
t here

because of all the ethnic groups: Swedes, Poles, Irish,

Li t huani ans.

It rem nded her of d ace Bay.

She took to the streets again, |ooking at buildings with
For Sal e

signs, and she went to see the |isted brokers.

"What's the price of that buil ding?"

"Eighty mllion dollars.;,."

"Sixty mllion dollars..

"A hundred mllion dollars..."

Her three mllion dollars was becom ng nore and nore
I nsignificant.

Lara sat in her hotel room considering her options.
Ei t her she coul d

go to one of the slumsections of the city and put up a
little hotel

there, or she could return honme. Neither choice appeal ed
to her.

|'ve too much at stake to give up now, Lara thought.

The follow ng norning Lara stopped in at a bank on La
Salle Street.

She wal ked up to a clerk behind the counter. "I would
like to speak to
your vice-president, please."

She handed the clerk her card.

Five mnutes |later she was in the office of Tom Pet erson,



a flaccid
m ddl e-aged man, wth a nervous tic. He was studying her
card.

"What can | do for you, Mss Caneron?”

“I"'mplanning to put up a hotel in Chicago. I'll need to
borrow sone

noney He gave her a genial smle. "That's what we're here
for. \Wat

kind of hotel were you planning to build ?"

"A beautiful boutique hotel in a nice area."”

"Sounds interesting "I have to tell you," Lara said, "that
| only have

three mllion dollars to put down, and.

He smled. "No problem"”

She felt a thrill of exciteneiit. "Really?"

"Three mllion can go a long way if you know what to do
withit." He

| ooked at his watch. "I have anot her appoi ntnent now. |
wonder if we

coul d get together for dinner tonight and tal k about
this."

"Certainly," Lara said. "That would be fine."

"Where are you stayi ng?"

"At the Pal ner House."

"Why don't | pick you up at eight?"

Lara got to her feet. "Thank you so nuch. | can't tel
you how good

you make nme feel. Frankly | was beginning to get

di scour aged. "

"No need," he said. "I'mgoing to take good care of you.



At eight o' clock 'I'"om Peterson picked up Lara and took
her to

Henricl's for dinner. Wen they- were seated, he said,
"You know, |'m

glad that you cane to ne. W can do a |lot for each

ot her."

"W can?"

"Yes. There's a lot of ass around this town, but none of

it as

beauti ful as yours, honey You can open a |uxury whorehouse
and cater to

an exclusive Lara froze. "I beg your pardon?"

"If you can get half a dozen girls together, we Lara was
gone.

The follow ng day Lara visited three nore banks.

When she expl ai ned her plans to the manager of the first
bank, he said,

"I"'mgoing to give you the best advice you'll ever get:
Forget it.

Real estate devel opnent is a man's gane. There's no pl ace
for wonen in
it."

"And why is that?" Lara asked tonel essly.

"Because you'd be dealing with a bunch of nmacho
roughnecks. They' d eat

you alive."
"They didn't eat ne alive in 3 ace Bay," Lara said.
He | eaned forward. "I'mgoing to let youinon alittle

secret.
Chicago is not 3 ace Bay."

At the next bank the nmanager said to her, "W'Il|l be gl ad
to help you



out, Mss Caneron. O course, what you have in mnd is
out of the

guestion. What | would suggest is to | et us handl e your
noney and

invest it..."

Lara was out of his office before he finished his
sent ence.

At the third bank Lara was ushered into the office of Bob
Vance, a

pl easant -1 ooki ng gray-haired man who | ooked exactly as the
presi dent of

a bank should look. In the office with himwas a pal e,

t hin,

sandy-haired man in his early thirties, wearing a runpled
suit and

| ooki ng conpl etely out of place.

"This is Howard Keller, M ss Caneron, one of our
Vi ce-presidents. "

"How do you do?"

"What can | do for you this norning?" Bob Vance asked.

"I"'minterested in building a hotel in Chicago," Lara
said, "and I'm

| ooki ng for finance."
Bob Vance smiled. "You ve cone to the right place.
Do you have a |l ocation in mnd?"

"I know the general area | want. Near the Loop, not too
far from
M chi gan Avenue .

"Excel l ent."

Lara told hi mabout her boutique hotel idea.

"That sounds interesting,"” Vance said. "And how much

equity do you



have?"

"Three mllion dollars. | want to borrow the rest."
There was a thoughtful pause. "I'mafraid | can't help
you. Your

problemis that you have big ideas and a small purse.
Now, if you
would like us to invest your noney for you..."

“No, thank you," Lara said. "Thanks for your tine.

Good afternoon, gentlenen." She turned and left the
of fice, fum ng.

In dace Bay three mllion dollars was a fortune. Here
peopl e seened
to think it was nothing.

As Lara reached the street, a voice said, "M ss Caneron!"”

Lara turned. It was the man she had been i ntroduced
t o- Howar d
Kel | er.

"Yes?"

“I"'d like to talk to you,"
have a cup of

coffee.™

he said. "Perhaps we could

Lara stiffened. WAs everyone in Chicago a sex mani ac?
"There's a good coffee shop just around the corner."
Lara shrugged. "All right."

When they had ordered, Howard Keller said, "If you don't
m nd ny

butting in, I'd like to give you sone advice."

Lara was watching him wary. "Go ahead."

“In the first place, you' re going about this all wong."



"You don't think ny idea will work?" she asked stiffly.

"On the contrary. | think a boutique hotel is a really
great idea."

She was surprised. "Then why...?"

"Chicago could use a hotel like that, but I don't think
you shoul d
buildit."

"What do you nean?"

"I woul d suggest that instead you find an old hotel in a
good | ocati on

and renodel it. There are a |l ot of rundown hotel s that
can be bought

at a low figure. Your three mllion dollars would be
enough equity for

a down paynment. Then you coul d borrow enough from a bank
to refurbish

it and turn it into your boutique hotel."

Lara sat there thinking. He was right. It was a better
appr oach.

"Anot her thing. no bank is going to be interested in
fi nanci ng you

unl ess you cone in with a solid architect and buil der.
They' Il want to

see a conpl ete package."

Lara t hought about Buzz Steele. '| understand. Do you
know a good

architect and buil der?"

Howard Keller smled. "Quite a few "

"Thanks for your advice," Lara said. "If | find the right
site, could

| come back and talk to you about it?"

"Any tinme. Good |uck."



Lara was waiting for himto say sonething |Iike "Wy don't
we talk it

over at my apartnent?" Instead all Howard Keller said
was. "Wuld you

care for nore coffee, Mss Caneron?"

lara roaned the downtown streets again, but this tine she
was | ooki ng

for something different. A few bl ocks from M chi gan
Avenue, on

Del aware, Lara passed a prewar r,in-down transient.
hotel. A sign

outsi de said, CONe ESSI HAL HOTFL. Lara started to pass
it, then

suddenly stopped. She took a closer |ook. The brick
facade was so

dirty that it was difficult to tell what its original
col or had been.

It was eight stories high. Lara turned and entered the
hot el | obby.

The interior was even worse than the exterior. clerk
dressed in jeans

and a torn sweater was pushing a derelict out the door.
The front desk

| ooked nore like a ticket window than a reception area.
At one end of

t he | obby was a staircase |eading to what once were
nmeeti ng roons, nNOw

turned into rented offices. On the nezzanine Lara could
see a trave

agency, a theater ticket service, and an enpl oynent
agency.

The clerk returned to the front desk. "You wanna roon®?"
"No. | wanted to know. .."
heavi | y made-up

young woman in a tight-fitting skirt.

She was interrupted by a

"Gve ne a key, Mke." There was an elderly man at her
si de.



The cl erk handed her a key.
Lara wat ched the two of them head for the el evator.
"What can | do for you?" the clerk asked.

"I"minterested in this hotel,"” Lara said. "Is it for
sal e?"

"I guess everything's for sale. Is your father in the
real estate
busi ness?"

"No," Lara said, "I am"

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Ch. Well, the one you

want to talk to

I's one of the Di anond brothers. They own a chain of these
dunps.”

"Where would | find then?" Lara asked.
The clerk gave her an address on State Street.

"Would you mnd if | |ooked around?"
He shrugged. "Hel p yourself."
you m ght w nd

up being ny boss.™

He grinned. "Who knows,

Not ill can help it, Lara thought.

She wal ked around the | obby, examning it closely.
There were old marble colums |lining the entrance. On a
hunch, Lara

pul |l ed up an edge of the dirty, worn carpet.

Underneath was a dull marble floor. She wal ked up to the
mezzani ne.

The nust ard-col ored wal | paper was peeling. She pulled
away an edge of



It, and underneath was the sane marble. Lara was becom ng
nore and

nore excited. The handrail of the staircase was painted
bl ack.

Lara turned to nake sure that the roomclerk was not

wat chi ng and t ook

out her key fromthe Stevens Hotel and scratched away sone
of the

pai nt. She found what she was hoping for, a solid brass
railing. She

approached the elevators that were painted with the sane
bl ack pai nt,

scratched a bit away, and found nore brass.

Lara wal ked back to the clerk, trying to conceal her
excitenment. "I

wonder ill mght | ook at one of the roons."

He shrugged. "No skin off ny nose." He handed her a key.
"Four-ten."

"Thank you."

Lara got in the elevator. It was slow and anti quat ed.

"Il have it redone, Lara thought. And I'Il put a nural
I nsi de.

In her mnd she was al ready beginning to decorate the
hot el .

Room 410 | ooked like a disaster, but the possibilities
were i mredi ately

evident. It was a surprisingly large roomw th anti quated
facilities

and tasteless furniture.

Lara's heart began to beat faster. It'sperfect, she
t hought .

She wal ked downstairs. The stairway was old and had a
musty snel |l .



The carpets were worn, but underneath she found the sane
mar bl e.

Lara returned the key to the desk clerk.

"Did you see what you wanted?"

"Yes," Lara said. "Thank you."

He grinned at her. "You really going to buy this joint?"
"Yes," Lara said. "I'mreally going to buy this joint."
"Cool ," he said.

The el evat or door opened, and the young hooker and her
el derly john

energed. She handed the key and sone noney to the clerk.
"Thanks,

M ke."

"Have a nice day," Mke called. He turned to Lara.

"Are you com ng back?"

"Oh, yes," Lara assured him "I'm com ng back."

Lara's next stop was at the City Hall of Records. She
asked to see the

records on the property that she was interested in. For a
fee of ten

dollars, she was handed a file on the Congressional Hotel.
It had been

sold to the Dianond brothers five years earlier for siXx
mllion

dol | ars.

The office of the Dianond brothers was in an old building
on a corner

of State Street. An Oriental receptionist in a tight red
skirt greeted

Lara as she wal ked i n.



"Can | hel p you?"

“"I"'d like to see M. Dianond."
"Whi ch one?"

"Either of them"™

“I'"l'l give you John."

She picked up the phone and spoke into it. "There's a
| ady here to see

you, John." She listened a nonent, then |ooked up at
Lara. "What's it

about ?"

"I want to buy one of his hotels."

She spoke into the nouthpi ece again. "She says she wants
to buy one of

your hotels. Right." She replaced the receiver. "o
right in."

John Di anond was a huge man, m ddl e-aged and hairy, and he
had t he

pushed-in face of a man who had once played a | ot of
football. He was

wearing a shortsleeved shirt and snoking a | arge cigar.

He | ooked up

as Lara entered his office.

"My secretary said you wanted to buy one of ny buildings."
He studied
her a nmonent. "You don't | ook old enough to vote."

"COh, I'"'mold enough to vote," Lara assured him "I'm al so

ol d enough
to buy one of your buildings."
"Yeah? Wi ch one?"

"The Cong essi nal Hotel."

"The what ?"



"That's what the sign says. | assune it neans
' Congressional."" "Ch.

Yeah. "

"I's it for sale?"

He shook his head. "Gee, | don't know. That's one of our
bi g
noney-makers. |I'mnot sure we could let it go."

"You have let it go," Lara said.

"Huh?"

“It"'s in terrible shape. The place is falling apart."
"Yeah? Then what the hell do you want with it?"

“"I"'d like to buy it and fix it up alittle. O course, it
woul d have

to be delivered to ne vacant."

"That's no problem Qur tenants are on a week-toweek
basi s."

"How many roons does the hotel have?"

"A hundred and twenty-five. The gross building area is a
hundr ed

t housand square feet."

Too many roons, Lara thought. But ill conbine themto
create suites, |

woul d end up with sixty to seventy-five keys. It could
wor K.

It was tinme to discuss price.

“If | decided to buy the building, how much would you want
for it?"

D anond said, "If | decided to sell the building, |I'd want



ten mllion
dollars, a six-mllion cash down paynent..."

Lara shook her head, "I'I|l offer..."
..... peri od. No negotiating."

Lara sat there, nentally figuring the cost of renovati on.
It would be

approxi mately eighty dollars per square foot, or eight
mllion dollars,

plus furniture, fixtures, and equi pnent.

Lara's mnd was furiously cal culating. She was sure she
could get a

bank to finance the | oan. The problem was that she needed
six mllion

dollars in equity, and she only had three mllion.

Di anond was aski ng

too nmuch for the hotel, but she wanted it. She wanted it
nore than

anyt hi ng she had ever wanted in her life.

“I''l'l make you a deal," Lara said.

He was |istening. "Yeah?"

“I"l'l give you your asking price He smled. "So far so g
"And "1

give you a down paynent of three mllion in cash.™
He shook his head "Can't do it. |I've got to have six
mllion in cash

up front."

"You'll have it."

"Yeah? Where's the other three com ng fronf"

"From you. "

n W]at ?Il

"You're going to give ne a second nortgage for three



million."
"You want to borrow noney frommne to buy ny buil di ng?"

It was the sanme thing Sean MacAllister had asked her in
A ace Bay.

"Look at it this way," Lara said. "You're really
borrow ng t he noney

fromyourself You'll own the building until | pay it off.
There's no

way you can | ose.™

He t hought about it and grinned. "Lady, you just bought

yoursel f a

hotel " Howard Keller's office in the bank was a cubicle

wi th his name

on the door. Wen Lara wal ked in, he | ooked nore runpled
t han ever.

"Back so soon?"

“"You told nme to cone and see you when | found a hotel. |
found one."

Kell er | eaned back in his chair. "Tell nme about it."

"I found an old hotel called the Congressional. It's on
Del awar e.

It's a few bl ocks from M chi gan Avenue.

It's run-down and seedy, and | want to buy it and turn it
into the best

hotel in Chicago."

"Tell me the deal."

Lara told him

Keller sat there, thinking. "Let's run it past Bob
Vance. "

Bob Vance |istened and nade sone notes. "It mght be



possi ble," he

said, "but..." He | ooked at Lara. "Have you ever run a
hot el before,

M ss Caner on?"

Lara t hought about all the years of running the

boar di nghouse in d ace

Bay, making the beds, scrubbing the floors and doing the
| aundry and

the dishes, trying to please the different personalities
and keep

peace.

"I ran a boardi nghouse full of mners and | unbernmen. A
hotel will be a
cinch.”

Howard Keller said, "I'd like to take a | ook at the
property, Bob."

Lara's enthusiasmwas irresistible. Howard Kell er watched
Lara's face
as they wal ked through the seedy hotel roons, and he saw
t hem t hr ough

her eyes.

"This will be a beautiful suite with a sauna," Lara said
excitedly.

"The fireplace will be here, and the grand piano in that

corner." She
began to pace back and forth.

"When affluent travelers cone to Chicago, they stay at the
best hotels,

but they're all the sane-cold roons w thout any character.
If we can

offer them sonething like this, even though it may cost a
little nore,

there's no doubt about which they' Il choose. This wll
really be a

home away from hone."

“I'"'minpressed,” Howard Keller said.



Lara turned to himeagerly. "Do you think the bank w ||l
| oan e the
noney?"

"Let's find out."

Thirty mnutes |later Howard Keller was in a conference
wi t h Vance.

"What do you think about it?" Vance asked.

"I think the lady's on to sonething. | |ike her idea
about a bouti que

hotel . "

"So do |I. The only problemis that she's so young and

I nexperi enced.

It's a ganble." They spent the next half hour discussing
costs and
proj ected ear ni ngs.

"I think we should go ahead with it," Keller finally said.
"We can't

| ose.” He grinned. "If worse cones to worst, you and |
can nove into
t he hotel . "

Howard Kel |l er tel ephoned Lara at the Pal mer House. "The
bank has j ust
approved your |oan."

Lara let out a shriek. "Do you nean it? That's

wonderful! Onh, thank

you, thank you!"

"We have a fewthings to tal k about,"” Howard Keller said.
"Are you

free for dinner this eveni ng?"

n YeS. n

"Fine. I'lIl pick you up at seven-thirty."



They had dinner at the |Inperial House. Lara was so
excited that she

barely touched her food.

"I can't tell you howthrilled | am" she said. "It's
going to be the

nost beautiful hotel in Chicago."

"Easy," Keller warned, "there's a long way to go."

He hesitated. "May | be frank with you, M ss Caneron?"
"Lara."

"Lara. You're a dark horse. You have no track record."
"In G ace Bay..."

"This isn't dace Bay. To m x netaphors, it's a different
bal |

park."

"Then why is the bank doing this?" Lara asked.

"Don't get ne wong. We're not a charitable organizati on.
The wor st

thing that can happen is that the bank wll break even.
But | have a

feeling about you. | believe you' re going to nake it. |
think there

could be a big upside. You don't intend to stop with this
one hotel,
do you?"

"OF course not," Lara said.

"I didn't think so. What | want to say is that when we
make a | oan, we

don't usually get personally involved in the project. But
in this case

l"d like to give you whatever help you m ght need."

And Howard Keller intended to get personally involved with



her. He had

been attracted to Lara fromthe nonent he had seen her.
He was

capti vated by her enthusiasm and determ nati on. She was a
beauti f ul

womanchi | d. He wanted desperately to i npress her. Maybe,
Kel | er

t hought, one day I'I|l tell her how close | cane to being
fanous. ...

Chapter Eight.

It was the final gane of the Wrld Series, and Wi gl ey
Field was packed

with 38,710 screaning fans. "It's the top of the ninth,
with the score

Cubs one, Yankees zero. The Yankees are up at bat, with
two outs. The

bases are | oaded with Tony Kubek on first, Witey Ford on
second, and

Yogi Berra on third."

As M ckey Mantle stepped up to the plate, the crowd
roared. "The M ck"

had hit .304 for the season and had forty-two hone runs
under his belt

for the year

Jack Brickhouse, the Wigley Field announcer, said,
excitedly, "Oh,

oh... it looks like they're going to change pitchers.

They' re taki ng

out Moe Drabowsky.... Cub Manager Bob Scheffing is talking
to the

unpire... let's see who's comng in... it's Howard Kell er!
Keller is

wal king up to the pitcher's nound, and the crowd is
scream ng!

The whol e burden of the Wrld Series rests on this
youngster's

shoul ders. Can he strike out the great M ckeyMantle?

W'll know in a noment! Keller is on the nound now. ..



he | ooks around the | oaded bases... takes a deep breath,
and w nds

up.

Here's the pitch... Mantle haul s back the bat... takes a
sw ng, and
m sses! Strike one!™

The crowd had become hushed. Mantl e noved forward a
little, his face
grim his bat cocked, ready to sw ng.

Howard Kel | er checked the runners. The pressure was

enor nous, but he

seened to be cool and conposed. He turned to the catcher,
| ooked in

for the sign, and wound up for another pitch.

"There's the wi ndup and the pitch!" the announcer yell ed.
"It's

Keller's fanous curve ball... Mantle swings on and m sses!
Strike

t wo!

I f young Keller can strike out the Mck, the Chicago Cubs
will win the
VWrld Series!

We're watching David and Goliath, |adies and gentl enen!

Young Keller has only played in the big | eagues for one
year, but

during that tine he has nade an envi able reputation for
hi nsel f M ckey

Mantle is Goliath... can the rookie Keller beat hinf
Everything is

riding on this next pitch.

"Kel |l er checks the runners again... here's the w ndup ..
and here we

go! It's the curve... Mantle bails out as it curves right
over the

heart of the plate... Strike three called!" The announcer



was

scream ng now. "Mantle is caught |ooking! The m ghty

M ck has struck

out, |l adies and gentlenen! Young Howard Kel |l er struck out
t he great

M ckey Mantle! The ganme is over-the Wirld Series bel ongs
to the

Chi cago Cubs! The fans are on their feet going crazy!"

On the field, Howard Keller's teammates raced up to him
and pi cked him
up on their shoulders and started to cross the..

"Howard, what in the world are you doi ng?"

"My honmework, Mom" CQuiltily the fifteen-year-old Howard
Kel I er turned

off the television set. The ball gane was al nost over
anyway.

Basebal | was Howard's passion and his |ife. He knew t hat
one day he

would play in the major |eagues. At the age of six he was
conpeti ng

agai nst kids twice his age in stickball, and when he was
twel ve, he

began pitching for an Anerican Legion team Wen Howard
was fifteen, a

scout for the Chicago Cubs was told about the young boy.
"1"ve never

seen anything like him" his informant said. "The kid has
an

out standi ng curve, and a nean slider, and a change-up you
woul dn' t

bel i eve! "

The scout was skeptical. Gudgingly, he said, "Al right.
"1l take a

| ook at the kid." He went to the next Anerican Legion
game that Howard

Kel l er played in, and he becane an instant convert. He
sought out the

young boy after the ganme. "What do you want to do with
your life,



son?"

"Play baseball," said Keller pronptly.

"I"'mglad to hear that. We're going to sign you to a
contract with our

m nor - | eague team"

Howard couldn't wait to tell his parents the exciting
news.

The Kellers were a close-knit Catholic famly. They went
to mass every

Sunday, and they saw to it that their son attended church.
Howar d

Keller, Sr was a typewiter sal esnan, and he was on the
road a great

deal .

Wen he was at hone, he spent as nuch tine as possible
with his son.

Howard was close to both his parents. H's nother nmade it
a point to

attend all the ball ganes when her son was playing, and
cheer him on.

Howard got his first glove and uni form when he was siXx
years ol d.

Howard was a fanatic about baseball. He had an

encycl opedi ¢ nenory for

the statistics of ganes that were played before he was

even born. He

knew all the stats of the wi nning pitchers-the strikes,
the outs, the

nunber of saves and shutouts. He won noney betting with
hi s

school nates that he could name the starting pitchers in
any team

| i neup.

“Ni neteen forty-nine."



"That's easy," Howard said. "Newconbe, Roe, Hatten, and
Branca for the

Dodgers. Reynol ds, Raschi, Byrne, and Lopat for the
Yankees. "

"All right," one of his teanmates chal |l enged. "Wo pl ayed
t he nost

consecutive ganes in major-|eague history?" The
chal | enger was hol di ng

t he Gui nness Book of Records in front of him

Howard Keller didn't even pause. "Lou Cehrig-two thousand
one hundred
thirty."

"Who had the record for the nost shutouts?”
"Wal ter Johnson-one hundred and thirteen.™
"Who hit the nost honme runs in his career?"
"Babe Rut h-seven hundred and fourteen.”

Wrd of the young player's ability began to circul ate, and
pr of essi onal

scouts cane to take a | ook at the young phenonenon who was
pl ayi ng on

t he Chi cago Cubs m nor-| eague team They were stunned.

By the tine

Kel | er was seventeen, he had been approached by scouts
fromthe St.

Louis Cardinals and the Baltinore Orioles and the New York
Yankees.

Howard's father was proud of him "He takes after ne," he
woul d
boast .

"I used to play baseball when | was a youngster."

During the sumrer of his senior year in high school,
Howar d Kel | er

worked as a junior clerk in a bank owned by one of the
sponsors of his



Anmerican Legi on team

Howar d was going steady with a pretty school mate naned
Betty Quinl an.

It was understood that when they finished college, they
woul d get

marri ed. Howard would tal k baseball by the hour with her,
and because

she cared for him she listened patiently. Howard | oved

t he anecdot es

about his favorite ballplayers, and every tine he heard a
new one, he

would rush to tell it to Betty.

"Casey Stengel said, 'The secret of managing is to keep
the five guys

who hate you away fromthe five who are undeci ded.
"Sonmeone asked

Yogi Berra what tine it was, and he said, 'You nean right
now?"' " And

when a player was hit in the shoulder by a pitched ball,
his teammate

said, 'There's nothing wong with his shoul der except sone
pai n- and

pain doesn't hurt you."' Young Keller knew that he was
soon going to

join the pantheon of the great players. But the gods had
ot her pl ans

for him

Howard canme hone from school one day wth his best friend,
Jesse, who

pl ayed shortstop on the team There were two letters

wai ting for

Keller. One offered hima baseball schol arship at
Princeton, and the

ot her a baseball schol arship at Harvard.

"Cee, that's great!" Jesse said. "Congratul ations!"
And he neant it. Howard Keller was his idol.

"Whi ch one do you think you're going to take?" Howard's



f at her
asked.

"Why do | have to go to college at all?" Howard wonder ed.
"I could
get on one of the big-I|eague teans now. "

H's nother said firmy, "There's plenty of time for that,
son. You're

going to get a good education first; then, when you're

t hrough pl ayi ng

basebal |, you'll be fit to do anything you like."

"Al'l right," Howard said. "Harvard. Betty is going to
Vel l esley and |

can be near her."

Betty Quinlan was delighted when Howard told her what he
had deci ded.

"We'll get to see each other over the weekends!" she
sai d.

Hi s buddy, Jesse, said, "lI'msure going to m ss you."
The day before Howard Keller was to | eave for the
uni versity, his

father ran off with the secretary of one of his custoners.

The young boy was stunned. "How could he do that?"

Hi s nother was in shock. "He... he nust be going through
a change of

life," she stamered. "Your... your father |oves ne very
nmuch.

He'll... he'll conme back.

You'll see..."

The follow ng day Howard's nother received a |letter from
an attorney,

formally stating that his client, Howard Keller, Sr wanted
a divorce



and, since he had no noney to pay for alinony, was wlling
to let his
wi fe have their small house.

Howard held his nother in his arnms. "Don't worry, Mm
l"mgoing to
stay here and take care of you."

“"No. | don't want you to give up college for ne. From
t he day you

were born, your father and | planned for you to go to
col |l ege." Then

quietly, after a nonent: "Let's talk about it in the
norning. |'mvery

tired."

Howard stayed up all night, thinking about his choi ces.
He could go to

Harvard on a baseball schol arship or take one of the
offers in the

maj or | eagues. Either way he would be | eaving his nother
al one. It

was a difficult decision.

When his nother didn't appear at breakfast the next
nor ni ng, Howar d

went into her bedroom She was sitting up in bed, unable
to nove, her

face pulled up on one side.

She had suffered a stroke.

Wth no noney to pay for the hospital or doctors, Howard
went back to

work at the bank, full-tine. He was finished at four

o' cl ock, and each

afternoon he hurried hone to take care of his nother.

It was a mld stroke, and the doctor assured Howard that
intime his

not her woul d be fine .""She's had a terrible shock, but
she's going to

recover.



Howard still got calls fromscouts fromthe major | eagues,
but he knew
that he could not |eave his nother.

"Il go when she's better, he told hinself.
The nedical bills kept piling up.

In the beginning he talked to Betty Quinlan once a week,
but after a
few nonths the calls becane |l ess and | ess frequent.

Howard's nother did not seemto be inproving. Howard
tal ked to the
doctor. "Wen is she going to be all right?"

“In a case like this, it's hard to tell, son. She could
go on for

nonths like this, or even years. Sorry | can't be nore
specific."

The year ended and anot her began, and Howard was still
living wwth his

not her and wor ki ng at the bank. One day he received a

|l etter from

Betty Quinlan, telling himthat she had fallen in | ove
wi th someone

el se and that she hoped his nother was feeling better.
The calls from

scouts becane | ess frequent and finally stopped

al together. Howard's

life centered on taking care of his nother. He did the
shoppi ng and

the cooking and carried on with his job. He no | onger

t hought about

basebal . It was difficult enough just getting through
each day.

When his nother died four years later, Howard Kell er was
no | onger

interested in baseball. He was now a banker.

H s chance of fane had vani shed.



Chapt er Ni ne.
oward Keller and Lara were having di nner.

"How do we get started?" Lara asked.

"First of all, we're going to get you the best team nbney
can buy.
We'll start out with a real estate |awer to work out the

contract with

the D anond brothers. Then we want to get you a top
architect. | have

sonmeone i n m nd.

After that, we want to hire a top constructi on conpany.

|'"ve done a little arithnmetic of ny owmn. The soft costs
for the

project will come to about three hundred thousand doll ars
a room The

cost of the hotel will be about seven mllion dollars. If
we plan it

right, it can work."

The architect's nanme was Ted Tuttle, and when he heard
Lara's plans, he

grinned and said, "Bless you. |'ve been waiting for
soneone to cone

along with an idea |like this."

Ten working days | ater he had rendered his draw ngs. They
wer e
everything Lara had dreaned of.

"Oiginally the hotel had a hundred and twenty-five
roons," the

architect said. "As you can see, |'ve cut it down to
seventy-five

keys, as you've asked."

In the drawing there were fifty suites and twenty-five
del uxe roorms.



"It's perfect,"” Lara said.
Lara showed the plans to Howard Keller. He was equal ly
ent husi asti c.

"Let's go to work. |'ve set up a neeting with a
contractor. H's nane
Is Steve R ce."

Steve Rice was one of the top contractors in Chicago.

Lara |iked himimmedi ately. He was a rugged, nononsense,
down-to-earth

t ype.

Lara said, "Howard Keller tells nme that you're the best."

"He's right," Rice said. "Qur notto is "W build for
posterity.""
"That's a good notto."

Rice grinned. "I just made it up.”

The first step was to break down each elenent into a
series of

drawi ngs. The drawi ngs were sent to potenti al
subcontractors: steel

manuf act urers, bricklayers, w ndow conpani es, electrical
contractors.

Al in all, nore than sixty subcontractors were invol ved.

The day escrow cl osed, Howard Keller took the afternoon
off to
cel ebrate with Lara.

"Does the bank m nd your taking this tinme off?" Lara
asked.

“No," Keller lied. "lIt's part of ny job." The truth was

t hat he was

enjoying this nore than he had enjoyed anything in years.
He | oved

being with Lara: he loved talking to her, |ooking at her.



He wonder ed
how she felt about marri age.

Lara said, "l read this norning that they've al nost
conpl eted the Sears

Tower. It's a hundred and ten stories-the tall est
buil ding in the

wor | d. "

"That's right,"” Keller said.

Lara said gravely, "Soneday |'m going to build a higher
one, Howard."

He bel i eved her.

They were having lunch with Steve Rice at the Witehall.
"Tell me what
happens next," Lara asked.

"Well," Rice said, "first we're going to clean up the
interior of the

buil ding. We'll keep the marble. W'll renove all the

w ndows and gut

the bathroons. We'll take out the electrical risers for
t he

installation of the new electrical wiring and update the
pl unbi ng.

When the denolition conpany is through, we'll be ready to
begi n
bui |l di ng your hotel."

"How many people will be working on it?"
Ri ce | aughed. "A nob, M ss Caneron. There'll be a w ndow
team a

bat hroom team a corridor team These teans work fl oor by
fl oor,
usually fromthe top floor down.

The hotel is scheduled to have two restaurants, and you'll
have room
service."



"How long is all this going to take?"

"I woul d say-equi pped and furni shed-ei ghteen nonths."

“"I'"ll give you a bonus if you finish it in a year," Lara

told him
"Great. The Congressional should..."

“I"'mchanging the nanme. It's going to be called the
Caneron Pal ace. ™

Lara felt a thrill just saying the words.

It was al nost a sexual feeling. Her nane was going to be
on a building
for all the world to see.

At six o'clock on a rainy Septenber norning, the
reconstruction of the

hotel began. Lara was at the site eagerly watching as the
wor kmen

trooped into the | obby and began to tear it apart.

To Lara's surprise, Howard Kell er appeared.

"You're up early," Lara said.

"I couldn't sleep."” Keller grinned. "I have a feeling
this is the

begi nning of something big."

Twel ve nonths [ ater the Canmeron Pal ace opened to rave
reviews and | and
of fi ce busi ness.

The architectural critic for the Chicago Tri bune wote,

" Chi cago

finally has a hotel that lives up to the notto ' Your hone
away from

hone! " Lara Caneron is soneone to keep an eye on....'

By the end of the first nonth the hotel was full and had a



| ong wai ting
list.

Howard Kell er was enthusiastic. "At this rate," he said,
"t he hot el

will be paid off in twelve years. That's wonderful.
. .."
"Not good enough,” Lara said. "I'mraising the rates."

She saw the expression on Keller's face. "Don't worry.

They' |l pay it. Wiere else can they get two fireplaces, a
sauna, and a
grand pi ano?"

Two weeks after the Caneron Pal ace opened, Lara had a

meeting with Bob
Vance and Howard Kell er.

"I found another great site for a hotel," Lara said.

"It's going to be like the Caneron Pal ace, only bigger and
better."

Howard Keller grinned. "I'll take a |look at it."

The site was perfect, but there was a problem

"You're too late," the broker told Lara. "A devel oper
named Steve

Mur chi son was here this norning, and he nmade ne an ofller.
Ne' s goi ng

to buy it."

"How nmuch did he offer?"

"Three mllion."

“I"l'l give you four. Draw up the papers.”

The broker blinked only once. "Right."

Lara received a tel ephone call the follow ng afternoon.



"Lara Caneron?"
mn Yes. "

"This is Steve Murchison. I'mgoing to let it go this
time, bitch,

because | don't think you know what the hell you're doing.
But in the

future stay out of nmy way-you could get hurt.”

And the |ine went dead.

It was 1974, and nonentous events were occurring around
t he worl d.

Presi dent Ni xon resigned to avoid inpeachnent, and Gerald
Ford stepped

into the White House. OPEC ended its oil enbargo, and

| sabel Peron

becanme the president of Argentina. And in Chicago Lara
started

construction on her second hotel, the Chicago Caneron
Plaza. It was

conpl eted eighteen nonths later, and it was an even bi gger
success than

t he Cameron Pal ace. There was no stopping Lara after
that. As Forbes

magazi ne was to wite later, "Lara Caneron is a
phenonenon. Her

I nnovati ons are changi ng the concept of hotels. Mss
Caneron has

i nvaded the traditionally male turf of real estate

devel opers and has

proved that a woman can outshine themall."

Lara received a tel ephone call from Charles Colin.
"Congratul ations,"
never had a

pr ot egee before."

he said. "I'mproud of you. I've

"1've never had a nentor before. Wthout you, none of
this woul d have



happened. "
"You woul d have found a way," Colin said.

* * |n 1975 the novie Jaws swept the country, and people
st opped goi ng

Into the ocean. The worl d popul ati on passed four billion,
reduced by

one when Teanster President Janes Hoffa di sappeared. \Wen
Lara heard

the four billion population figure, she said to Keller,
"Do you have

any idea how nuch housing that would require?"

He was not sure whet her she was j oki ng.

Over the next three years, two apartnent buil dings and a
condom ni um

were conpleted. "I want to put up an office building
next," Lara told

Keller, "right in the heart of the Loop."

"There's an interesting piece of property com ng on the
mar ket , " Kel | er
told her. "If you like it, we'll finance you.

That afternoon they went to look at it. It was on the
waterfront, in a

choi ce | ocati on.

"What's it going to cost?" Lara asked.

"I've done the nunbers. It will come to a hundred and
twenty mllion
dollars."

Lara swal | owed. "That scares ne."
"Lara, in real estate the nanme of the gane is to borrow.

O her peopl €' s noney, Lara thought. That's what Bill
Rogers had told

her at the boardi nghouse. Al that seenmed so | ong ago,
and so nuch had



happened since then. And it's only the beginning, Lara
t hought. It's
only the begi nning.

"Sonme devel opers put up buildings with al nost no cash of
their own."

"' mlistening."

"The idea is to rent or resell the building for enough
noney to pay off

the debt on it, and still have noney |eft over to buy sone
nor e

property with that cash, and borrow nore noney for another

property.

It's an inverted pyram d-a real estate pyram d-that you
can build on a
very small initial cash investnent."

"l understand," Lara said.

"OF course, you have to be careful. The pyramd is built
on paper-the

nortgages. |If anything goes wong, if the profit fromone
I nvest ment

fails to cover the debt on the next one, the pyram d can
t oppl e and

bury you."

"Right. How can | acquire the waterfront property?"

"We'll set up ajoint venture for you. I'll talk to Vance
about it. If

it's too big for our bank to handle, we'll go to an

I nsurance conpany

or a savings and loan. You'll take out a
fifty-mllion-dollar nortgage

| oan. You'll get their nortgage coupon rate-that would be
five mllion

and a ten percent rate, plus anortization on the

nor t gageand they' I | be

your partners. They'll take the first ten percent of the
ear ni ngs, but



you' Il get your property, fully financed. You can get
your cash repaid

and keep one hundred percent of the depreciation, because
fi nanci al

I nstitutions have no use for |osses."

Lara was |istening, absorbing every word.
“"Are you with ne so far?"
"I"'mwth you."

"I'n five or six years, after the building is | eased, you
sell it. If

the property sells for seventy-five mllion, after you pay
of f the

nortgage, you'll net twelve and a half mllion dollars.
Besi des t hat,

you' || have a tax-sheltered earning stream of eight
million in

depreciation that you can use to reduce taxes on other
i ncone. All of
this for a cash investnent of ten mllion."

"That's fantastic!" Lara said.

Kel l er grinned. "The government wants you to make noney."
"How woul d you |like to nmake sone noney, Howard?

Sone real noney?"

"l beg your pardon?”

"I want you to cone to work for ne."

Kel | er was suddenly quiet. He knew he was facing one of

t he nost

| nportant decisions of his life, and it had nothing to do
Wi t h noney.

It was Lara. He had fallen in love with her. There had

been one
pai nful episode when he had tried to tell her. He had



practiced his
marri age proposal all night, and the foll ow ng norning he
had gone to

her and stamrered, "Lara, | |ove you," and before he could
say nore,
she had ki ssed himon the cheek and said, "I |ove you,

t oo, Howard.

Take a | ook at this new production schedule.” And he had
not had the

nerve to try again.

Now she was asking himto be her partner. He would be
wor ki ng near her

every day, unable to touch her, unable to..

"Do you believe in ne, Howard?"

"1"d be crazy not to, wouldn't [|?"

“I'"l'l pay you twi ce whatever you' re maki ng now, and give
you five

percent of the conpany.”

"Can |... can | think about it?"

"There's really nothing to think about, is there?"

He made his decision. "I guess not... partner.”

Lara gave hima hug. "That's wonderful! You and |I are
going to build

beautiful things. There are so nmany ugly buil di ngs
around. There's no

excuse for them Every building should be a tribute to
this city."”

He put his hand on her arm "Don't ever change, Lara."
She | ooked at hi m hard.

"I won't."

Chapter Ten.



The late 1970s were years of growth and change and
excitement. In 1976

t here was a successful Israeli raid on Entebbe, and Mao
Zedong di ed,

and James Earl Carter, Jr was el ected President of the
United States.

Lara erected another office building.

In 1977 Charlie Chaplin died, and Elvis Presley
tenporarily died.

Lara built the | argest shopping mall in Chicago.

In 1978 Reverend Ji mJones and 911 foll owers commtted
nMass suicide in

GQuyana. The United States recogni zed Conmuni st China, and
t he Panama

Canal treaties were ratified

Lara built a series of high-rise condoniniuns in Rogers
Par k.

In 1979 Israel and Egypt signed a peace treaty at Canp
Davi d, there was

a nucl ear accident at Three-MIle |Island, and Mislim
fundanental i sts

seized the United States Enmbassy in Iran.

Lara built a skyscraper and a gl anorous resort and country
club in
Deerfield, north of Chicago.

Lara sel dom went out socially, and when she did, she
usually went to a

club where jazz was played. She |liked Andy's, a club
where the top

jazz artists perfornmed. She |istened to Von Freenman, the
gr eat

saxophoni st, and Eric Schnei der, and reed man Ant hony
Braxton, and Art

Hodes at the piano.



Lara had no tine to feel |lonely. She spent every day with
her famly:

the architects and the construction crew, the carpenters,
t he

el ectricians and surveyors and plunbers. She was obsessed
with the

bui | di ngs she was putting up. Her stage was Chicago, and

she was the

st ar.

Her professional |ife was proceedi ng beyond her w | dest
dreans, but she

had no personal life. Her experience with Sean

MacAl |l i ster had soured

her on sexual relationships, and she never net anyone she
was

interested in seeing for nore than an evening or two. In

t he back of

Lara's m nd was an el usive i nage, soneone she had once net
and want ed

to nmeet again. But she could never seemto capture it.

For a fleeting

nonment she would recall it, and then it was gone.

There were plenty of suitors. They ranged from busi ness
executives to

oi lmen to poets, and even included sone of her enployees.
Lara was

pl easant to all of the nen, but she never permtted any
relationship to

go further than a good-ni ght handshake at the door.

But then Lara found herself attracted to Pete Ryan, the
head foreman on

one of Lara's building jobs, a handsone, strapping young
man with an

Irish brogue and a quick smle, and Lara started visiting
t he proj ect

Ryan was working on nore and nore often. They woul d talk
about

construction probl ens, but underneath they were both aware
t hat they

wer e speaki ng about ot her things.



"Are you going to have dinner with nme?" Ryan asked.
The word "di nner" was stretched out slowy.
Lara felt her heart give a little junp. "Yes."

Ryan picked Lara up at her apartnent, but they never got
to dinner.

"My God, you're a lovely thing,"
arms went

around her.

he said. And his strong

She was ready for him Their foreplay had been goi ng on
for nont hs.

Ryan picked her up and carried her into the bedroom They
undr essed
toget her, quickly, urgently.

He had a | ean, hard build, and Lara had a qui ck nental

pi cture of Sean

MacAl |l i ster's heavy, pudgy body. The next nonment she was

i n bed and

Ryan was on top of her, his hands and tongue all over her,
and she

cried aloud with the joy of what was happening to her.

When they were both spent, they lay in each other's arms.
"My God, "
Ryan said softly, "you're a bloody mracle."

"So are you," Lara whispered.

She coul d not renenber when she had been so happy.
Ryan was everything she wanted. He was intelligent and
warm and they

under st ood each other, they spoke the same | anguage.

Ryan squeezed her hand. "I'm starved."

"So aml. I'll make us sone sandw ches."”



"Tonmorrow night," Ryan prom sed, "I'll take you out for a
proper

di nner."

Lara held himclose. "It's a date."

The follow ng norning Lara went to visit Ryan at the
buil ding site.

She coul d see himhigh up on one of the steel girders,
giving orders to

his nmen. As Lara wal ked toward the work el evator, one of
t he wor knmen

grinned at her. "Mrnin', Mss Caneron." There was an
odd note in his

Voi ce.

Anot her wor kman passed her and grinned. "Mornin', Mss
Caneron. "

Two ot her worknen were |leering at her. "Mrning, boss.”

Lara | ooked around. O her worknen were watching her, all
sm rki ng.

Lara's face turned red. She stepped into the work

el evator and rode up

to the | evel where Ryan was. As she stepped out, Ryan saw
her and

sm | ed.

"Morni ng, sweetheart," Ryan said. "Wat tine is dinner
t oni ght ?"

"You'll starve first,"
fired."

Lara said fiercely. "You're

Every building Lara put up was a chall enge. She erected
smal | office

buil dings with floor spaces of five thousand square feet,
and | arge

of fice buildings and hotels. But no matter what type of
building it

was, the nost inportant thing to her was the | ocation.



Bill Rogers had been right. Location, |ocation, |ocation.

Lara's enpire kept expandi ng. She was begi nning to get
recognition

fromthe city fathers and fromthe press and the public.
She was a

gl anorous figure, and when she went to charity events or
to the opera

or a nuseum phot ographers were always eager to take her
pi cture. She

began to appear in the nedia nore and nore often. Al her
bui | di ngs

were successes, and still she was not satisfied. It was
as t hough she

were waiting for something wonderful to happen to her,
waiting for a

door to open, waiting to be touched by sonme unknown nagic.

Kel |l er was puzzl ed. "What do you want, Lara?"

"More."

And it was all he could get out of her.

One day Lara said to Keller, "Howard, do you know how much
we' re payi ng

every nonth for janitors and |inen service and w ndow
washer s?"

"It goes with the territory,"” Keller said.

"Then let's buy the territory."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"We're going to start a subsidiary. W'll supply those
services to

ourselves and to other builders."

The idea was a success fromthe begi nning. The profits

kept pouring
I n.



It seened to Keller that Lara had built an enotional wall
ar ound

hersel f. He was cl oser to her than anyone el se, and yet
Lara never

spoke to himabout her famly or her background. It was
as though she

had energed full blown out of the msts of nowhere. In

t he begi nni ng

Kel | er had been Lara's nentor, teaching her and guidi ng
her, but now

Lara nmade all the decisions alone. The pupil had outgrown
t he

t eacher.

Lara |l et nothing stand in her way. She was becom ng an
irresistible

force, and there was no stopping her. She was a
perfectionist. She

knew what she wanted and insisted on getting it.

At first sonme of the worknen tried to take advant age of
her. They had

never worked for a woman before, and the idea anused them
They were

In for a shock. When Lara caught one of the forenen
penci | - whi ppi ng-signing off for work that had not been
done-she call ed

himin front of the crew and fired him She was at the
buil ding site

every norning. The crew would arrive at six o'clock and
find Lara

already there, waiting for them There was ranpant

sexi sm The nen

would wait until Lara was in earshot and exchange | ewd
] okes.

"Did you hear about the tal king pussy at the farnf

It fell inlove with a cock and..."

"So the little girl said, 'Can you get pregnant swal |l ow ng
a man's

seed?" And her mama said, 'No. Fromthat, darling, you
get



jewelry. ..

There were sonme overt gestures. Qccasionally one of the
wor kmen

passi ng Lara woul d "accidental ly" brush his arm across her
breasts or

press agai nst her bottom

"QOops, sorry."

“"No problem" Lara said. "Pick up your check and get out
of here."

Their anusenent eventually began to change to respect.

One day, when Lara was driving al ong Kedzie Avenue with
Howar d Kel |l er,

she cane to a block filled with small shops. She stopped
t he car.

"This block is being wasted,"” Lara said. "There should be
a high rise
here. These little shops can't bring nuch of an incone."

"Yeah, but the problemis, you' d have to persuade every
one of these

tenants to sell out,"’
want to."

Kel l er said. "Some of them may not

"We can buy themout," Lara decl ared.

"Lara, if even one tenant refuses to sell, you could be
stuck for a
bundl e. You'll have bought a lot of little shops you

don't want and

you won't be able to put up your building. And if the
tenants get w nd

that a big high rise is going up here, they'll hold you
up. "

"W won't let them know what we're doing," Lara said. She
was
beginning to get excited. "W'Il|l have different people

approach the



owners of the shops.”

"I'"ve been through this before,"” Keller warned. "If word
| eaks out,

they're going to gouge you for every penny they can get."

"Then we'll have to be careful. Let's get an option on
t he
property.”

The bl ock on Kedzi e Avenue consisted of nore than a dozen
smal | stores

and shops. There was a bakery, a hardware store, a

bar ber shop, a

clothing store, a butcher, a tailor, a drugstore, a
stationery store, a

cof fee shop, and a variety of other businesses.

"Don't forget the risk," Keller warned Lara. "If there's
one hol dout,

you' ve |l ost all the noney you've put in to buy those
busi nesses. "

"Don't worry," Lara said. "I'll handle it."

A week | ater a stranger wal ked into the two-chair
bar ber shop. The

bar ber was readi ng a nagazi ne. As the door opened, he
| ooked up and

nodded. "Can | help you, sir? Haircut?"

The stranger smled. "No," he said. "I just arrived in
town. | had a

bar bershop in New Jersey, but my wife wanted to nove here
to be near

her nother. I'm|looking for a shop |I can buy."

"This is the only barbershop in the neighborhood," the
bar ber sai d.

"It's not for sale.”

The stranger smled. "Wen you cone right down to it,
everything' s for



sale, isn't it? At the right price, of course. Wat's
this shop
wort h-about fifty, sixty thousand doll ars?"

"Sonmething like that," the barber admtted.

"l really am anxious to have ny own shop again. I'll tel
you what .

"Il give you seventy-five thousand dollars for this
pl ace. "

"No, | couldn't think of selling it."

"A hundred."

"Really, mster, | don't..."

"And you can take all the equipnent with you."

The barber was staring at him "You'll give me a hundred
t housand and

| et me take the barber chairs and the rest of the
equi pnent ?"

"That's right. | have ny own equi pnent."
“"Can | think about it? I'll have to talk to ny wife."
"Sure. |I'll drop back tonorrow. "

Two days | ater the barbershop was acquired.

"That's one down," Lara said.

The bakery was next. It was a small fam |y bakery owned

by a husband

and w fe. The ovens in the back room perneated the store
with the

snell of fresh bread. A woman was talking to one of the

owner s.

"My husband died and left ne his insurance noney.



W had a bakery in Florida. |I've been | ooking for a pl ace
just |ike

this. 1'd like to buy it."
“It's a confortable living,"
| have never

t hought about selling."

the owner said. "My wife and

“If you were interested in selling, how nuch would you
want ?"

The owner shrugged. "I don't know. "

"Woul d you say the bakery's worth sixty thousand doll ars?"

"Ch, at |east seventy-five," the owner said.

“I''l'l tell you what," the woman said. "I'I|l give you a
hundr ed

t housand dollars for it."

The owner stared at her. "Are you serious?"
"I'"ve never been nore serious inny life."
The next norning Lara said, "That's two down."

The rest of the deals went just as snoothly. They had a
dozen nen and

wonen goi ng around i npersonating tailors, bakers,

phar maci sts, and

but chers. Over the period of the next six nonths Lara
bought out the

stores, then hired people to conme in and run the different
oper ati ons.

The architects had already started to draw up plans for

t he high
rise.
Lara was studying the latest reports. "It |ooks |ike

we' ve done it,"
she told Keller.



“I"'mafraid we have a problem"”

"Why? The only one left is the coffee shop."

"That's our problem He's there on a five-year |ease, but
he won't

give up the | ease.™

"Offer himnore noney..."

"He says he won't give it up at any price."

Lara was staring at him "Does he know about the high
ri se going

up?"

n m' n

"All right. I'll go talk to him Don't worry, he'll get
out. Find

out who owns the building he's" The follow ng norning Lara
paid a visit

to the site.

Hal ey' s Coffee Shop was at the far end of the sout hwest
corner of the

bl ock The shop was snmall, with half a dozen stools al ong
t he counter

and four booths. A man Lara presuned to be the proprietor
was behi nd

t he counter.

He appeared to be in his late sixties.

Lara sat down at a boot h.

"Morning,' the man said pleasantly. "Wat can | bring
you?"

"Orange juice and coffee, please."
"Com ng up."

She wat ched hi m squeeze sone fresh orange juice.



"My waitress didn't show up today. Good help's hard to
get these

days." He poured the coffee and cane from behind the
counter. He was

i n a wheelchair. He had no legs. Lara watched silently
as he brought

the coffee and orange juice to the table.

"Thank you," Lara said She | ooked around. "N ce place you
have
here."

"Yep. | like it."
"How | ong have you been here?"
"Ten years "Did you ever think of retiring?"

He shook his head. "You're the second person who asked ne
that this
week. No, I'Il never retire."

"Maybe they didn't offer you enough noney," Lara

suggest ed.

"It has nothing to do with noney, m ss Before | cane here,
| spent two
years in a veterans hospital No Irienri<.

Not nmuch point to life. And then soneone talked ne into
| easing this
place." He smled. "It changed ny whole life.

Al'l the people in the nei ghborhood drop in here. They've
beconme ny

friends, alnost like ny famly. It's given ne a reason
for living."

He shook his head. "No. Money has nothing to do with it.
Can | bring

you nore coffee?"

Lara was in a neeting with Howard Kel |l er and the



architect. "W don't

even have to buy out his |lease," Keller was saying. "I
just talked to

the landlord. There's a forfeiture clause if the coffee
shop doesn't

gross a certain anount each nonth. For the last few
nont hs he's been

under that gross, so we can close himout."

Lara turned to the architect. "I have a question for
you." She | ooked

down at the plans spread out on the table and pointed to
t he sout hwest

corner of the draw ng.

"What if we built a setback here, elimnated this little
area and | et

the coffee shop stay? Could the building still be put
up?"

The architect studied the plan. "I suppose so. | could
sl ope t hat

side of the building and counterbal ance it on the other
side. O

course, it would |l ook better if we didn't have to do
that..."

"But it could work," Lara pressed.
n YeS_ n

Keller said, "Lara, | told you we can force himout of
t here."

Lara shook her head. "We' ve bought up the rest of the
bl ock, haven't
we?"

Kel | er nodded. "You bet. You' re the proud owner of a

cl ot hi ng store,

a tailor shop, a stationery store, a drugstore, a bakery,
a..."

"All right," Lara said. "The tenants of the new high rise



are going to
have a coffee shop to drop in on. And so do we. Hal ey
stays."

On her father's birthday Lara said to Keller, "Howard, I
want you to do
nme a favor."

"Sure."

"I want you to go to Scotland for ne.
"Are we going to build sonething in Scotland?"
"We're going to buy a castle.”

He stood there, |istening.

"There's a place in the Hi ghlands called Loch Mrlich.
It's on the

road to A ennore near Avienpre. There are castl es al
around there.

Buy one."
"Kind of a sumer hone?"

"I don't plan toliveinit. |I want to bury ny father in
t he
grounds. "

Keller said, slowy, "You want ne to buy a castle in
Scotl and to bury
your father in?"

"That's right. | haven't tine to go over nyself. You're
the only one

| can trust to doit. My father is in the G eenwood
Cenetery at d ace

Bay. "

It was the first real insight Keller ever had into Lara's
feel i ngs
about her famly.



"You nmust have | oved your father very nuch."”
"WIl you do it for nme?"
"Certainly."

"After he's buried, arrange for a caretaker to tend the
grave."

Three weeks later Keller returned from Scotl and and sai d,
"It's al

taken care of. You own a castle. Your father's resting

In the

grounds. It's a beautiful place near the hills and with a
smal | | ake

close by. You'll love it. Wen are you goi ng over?"

Lara | ooked up in surprise. "Me? I'mnot," she said.
Chapt er El even.

In 1984 Lara Caneron decided that the time had cone to
conquer New
Yor k. \When she told Keller her plan, he was appall ed.

"I don't like the idea," he said flatly. "You don't know
New Yor K.

Neither do|. It's a different city, Lara. W..."

"That's what they told ne when | cane from d ace Bay to
Chi cago, " Lara

poi nted out. "Buildings are the sane whether you put them
up in d ace

Bay, Chicago, New York, or Tokyo. W all play by the sane
rules.”

"But you're doing so great here," Keller protested.
"What is it you want ?"

"l told you. More. | want my nane up on the New York
skyline. I'm



going to build a Caneron Plaza there, and a Caneron
Center. And one

day, Howard, I'mgoing to build the tallest skyscraper in
t he worl d.

That's what | want. Caneron Enterprises is noving to New
York."

New York was in the mddle of a building boom and it was
peopl ed by

real estate giants-the Zeckendorfs, Harry Hel nsl ey, Donal d
Trunp, the

Urises, and the Rudins.

"We're going to join the club,” Lara told Keller.

They checked into the Regency and began to explore the
city. Lara

could not get over the size and dynam cs of the bustling
nmetropol i s.

It was a canyon of skyscrapers, with rivers of cars
runni ng through

it.

"I't makes Chicago | ook |like dace Bay!" Lara said.

She could not wait to get started.

"The first thing we're going to do is assenble a team
We'll find the best real estate |awer in New York. Then
a great

managenment team Find out who Rudin uses. See if you can
| ure them

away. "

"Right."

Lara said, "Here's a list of buildings |I |ike the | ooks
of . Find out

who the architects are. | want to neet with them?"

Kell er was beginning to feel Lara's excitenent. "I1'l]I



open up a line

of credit wwth the banks. Wth the assets we have in
Chi cago, that

won't be any problem 1'Il make contacts with sone
savi ngs and | oan

conpani es and sone real estate brokers.™

"Fine."

"Lara, before we start to get involved in all this, don't
you think you

shoul d deci de what your next project is going to be?"
Lara | ooked up and asked innocently, "Didn't | tell you?
VW' re goi ng

to buy Manhattan Central Hospital."

Several days earlier Lara had gone to a hairdresser on
Madi son

Avenue.

Wil e she was havi ng her hair done, she had overheard a
conversation in

t he next booth.

"We're going to mss you, Ms. Wl ker."

"Sanme here, Darlene. How | ong have | been com ng here?"

"Alnost fifteen years."

"Time certainly flies, doesn't it? |'"'mgoing to m ss New
York. "

“"When w Il you be | eaving?"

"Ri ght away. W just got the closing notice this norning.
| magi ne- a

hospital |ike Manhattan Central closing down because

t hey' ve run out of

cash. 1've been supervisor there for alnbst twenty years,
and t hey

send ne a nenpo telling ne I'mthrough! You'd think they'd
have the



decency to do it in person, wouldn't you? Wiat's the
wor |l d com ng
to?"

Lara was now |listening intently.
"l haven't seen anything about the closing in the papers.”

“"No. They're keeping it quiet. They want to break the
news to the
enpl oyees first."

Her beautician was in the mddle of blowdrying Lara's
hair. Lara
started to get up.

“I'"'mnot through yet, Mss Caneron."
“"Never mnd," Lara said, "I'min a hurry."

Manhattan Central Hospital was a dil api dated, uglyl ooking
bui | di ng

| ocated on the East Side, and it took up an entire bl ock.
Lara stared

at it for a long tine, and what she was seeing in her mnd
was a

maj estic new skyscraper with chic retail stores on the
ground fl oor and

| uxury condom ni uns on the upper floors.

Lara wal ked into the hospital and asked the nanme of the
cor poration

that owned it. She was sent to the offices of a Roger
Bur nham on WAl

Street.

"What can | do for you, Mss Caneron?"

"I hear that Manhattan Central Hospital is for sale.”

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Were did you hear that?"

"I's it true?"



He hedged. "It m ght be."

"I mght be interested in buying it," Lara said.

"What's your price?"

"Look, lady... | don't know you from Adam You can't wal k
in off the

street and expect nme to discuss a ninety-mllion-dollar
deal with

you.

l..."

"Ninety mllion?" Lara had a feeling it was high, but she

want ed t hat
site. It would be an exciting begi nning.

"I's that what we're tal ki ng about ?"

"We're not tal king about anything."

Lara handed Roger Burnham a hundred-dollar bill.

"What's this for?"

"That's for a forty-eight-hour option. Al I"masking is
forty-eight

hours. You weren't ready to announce that it was for sale
anyway.

What can you lose? If | neet your asking price, you' ve

got what you
want ed. "

"I don't know anything about you."

"Call the Mercantile Bank in Chicago. Ask for Bob Vance.
He's the
president."

He stared at her for a |long nonent, shook his head, and
nmut t er ed
sonething with the word "crazies" init.



He | ooked up the tel ephone nunber hinself. Lara sat there
while his
secretary got Bob Vance for him

"M . Vance? This is Roger Burnhamin New York. | have a
Mss..." He

| ooked up at her.

"Lara Caneron."

"Lara Canmeron here. She's interested in buying a property
of ours

here, and she says that you know her."

He sat there |istening.

"She is...? | see. ... Really...? No, | wasn't aware of
that....

Right. ... Right." After a long tinme he said, "Thank you
very

much. "

He replaced the receiver and stared at Lara. "You seemto
have nade
gquite an inpression in Chicago."

"I intend to make quite an inpression in New York."

Bur nham | ooked at the hundred-dollar bill. "What am!|
supposed to do

with this?"

"Buy yourself some Cuban cigars. Do | have the option if
| nmeet your

price?"

He sat there, studying her. "It's a little unorthodox ...
but vyes.

"1l give you forty-eight hours."

"We have to nove fast on this,"” Lara had told Keller.



"We have forty-eight hours to line up our financing."
"Do you have any figures on it?"

"Ball park. Ninety mllion for the property, and |

esti mat e anot her

two hundred mllion to denolish the hospital and put up
t he

bui | di ng. "

Kell er was staring at her. "That's two hundred and ninety
million
dollars."

"You were always quick with figures," Lara said.

He ignored it. "Lara, where's that kind of noney com ng
fron®"

"We'll borrowit," Lara said. "Between ny collateral in
Chi cago and
the new property, it shouldn't be any problem"”

"It's a big risk. A hundred things could go wong.

You'll be ganbling everything you have on..."

"That's what nmakes it exciting,"
And

W nni ng. "

Lara said, "the ganble.

Getting financing for a building in New York was even
sinpler than in

Chi cago. Mayor Koch had instituted a tax programcalled
the 421-A, and

under it a devel oper replacing a functionally obsol ete
bui | di ng coul d

claimtax exenptions, with the first two years tax-free.

When the banks and savi ngs and | oan conpani es checked on
Lara Caneron's
credit, they were nore than eager to do business with her.



Before forty-eight hours had passed, Lara wal ked into
Bur nhami s office
and handed hima check for three mllion dollars.

"This is a down paynent on the deal,"” Lara said. "I'm
meeti ng your
asking price. By the way, you can keep the hundred

dollars."”

During the next six nonths Keller worked with banks on
fi nanci ng, and
Lara worked with architects on pl anning.

Everyt hi ng was proceedi ng snoothly. The architects and
bui | ders and
mar ket i ng peopl e were on schedul e.

Wrk was to begin on the denolition of the hospital and
t he
construction of the new building in April.

Lara was restless. At six 0'clock every norning she was
at the

construction site watching the new buil ding going up. She
felt

frustrated because at this stage the building belonged to
t he

wor knen.

There was nothing for her to do. She was used to nore
action. She
| i ked to have half a dozen projects going at once.

"Why don't we | ook around for another deal ?" Lara asked
Kel | er.

"Because you're up to your ears in this one. f you even
breat he hard,
this whole thing is going to coll apse.

Do you know you' ve | everaged every penny youhave to put
this building
up? I f anything goes wong...



“"Nothing is going to go w ong.
expr essi on.

She was wat ching his

"What's bot hering you?"
"The deal you nmade with the savings and | oan conpany..."
"What about it? W got our financing, didn't we?"

"I don't like the conpletion date clause. If the

bui | di ng' s not

finished by March fifteenth, they' Il take it over, and you
stand to

| ose everything you have."

Lara t hought of the building she had put up in d ace Bay
and how her

friends had pitched in and finished it for her. But this
was

different.

"Don't worry,"
finished. Are
you sure we can't | ook around for another project?"

' she told Keller. "The building will be

Lara was tal king to the marketing peopl e.

"The downstairs retail stores are already signed up," the
mar ket i ng

manager told Lara. "And nore than half the condom ni uns
have been

taken. We estimate we'll 0 have sold three fourths of

t hem before the

building is finished, and the rest of themshortly after.

"I want themall sold before the building is conpleted,
Lara said.

"Step up the advertising."
“"Very well."

Keller cane into the office. "I have to hand it to you,
Lara. You



were right. The building's on schedule."
"This is going to be a noney nachine."

On January 15, sixty days before the date of conpletion,
t he huge

girders and walls were finished, and the workers were

al r eady

installing the electrical wiring and plunbing |ines.

Lara stood there watching the nen working on the girders
hi gh above.

One of the worknmen stopped to pull out a pack of
cigarettes, and as he

did so, a wench slipped fromhis hand and fell to the
ground far

bel ow. Lara watched in disbelief as the wench cane
hurtling down

toward her. She | eaped out of the way, her heart
poundi ng. The

wor kman was | ooki ng down. He waved a "sorry."

Gimfaced, Lara got into the construction el evator and
took it to the

| evel where the workman was. Ignoring the dizzying enpty
space bel ow,

she wal ked across the scaffolding to the man.

"Did you drop that wench?"

"Yeah, sorry."

She sl apped himhard across the face. "You're fired.

Now get off ny building."

"Key," he said, "it was an accident. |..."

"CGet out of here.”

The man glared at her for a nonent, then wal ked away and

t ook the
el evat or down.



Lara took a deep breath to control herself. The other
wor kers were
wat chi ng her.

"Get back to work," she ordered.

Lara was having lunch with Sam Gosden, the New York
attorney who
handl ed her contracts for her.

"I hear everything's going very well," Gosden said.

Lara smled. "Better than very well. We're only a few
weeks away from
conpl etion.”

"Can | make an adm ssion?"

"Yes, but be careful not to incrimnate yourself."

He | aughed. "I was betting that you couldn't do it."
"Real | y? \Why?"

"Real estate devel opnment on the | evel where you're
operating is a man's

ganme. The only wonen who should be in real estate are the

little old
bl ue-haired | adi es who sell co-ops."

"So you were betting against ne," Lara said.

Sam Gosden sm | ed. "Yeah."

Lara | eaned forward. "Sam..
"Yes?"

“"No one on ny team bets against ne. You're fired."

He sat there opennouthed as Lara got up and wal ked out of

t he
rest aur ant.



On the foll ow ng Monday norning, as Lara drove toward the
bui | di ng

site, she sensed that sonething was wong. And suddenly
she realized

what it was. It was the silence. There were no sounds of
hamers or

drills. When Lara arrived at the construction site, she
stared in

di sbelief. The worknen were collecting their equi pnent
and | eavi ng.

The foreman was packing up his things. Lara hurried up to
hi m

"What's going on?" Lara demanded. "It's only seven
o' cl ock. "

“I'mpulling the nen."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"There's been a conplaint, Mss Caneron."
"What kind of conplaint?"

"Did you slap one of the worknen?"

"What ?" She had forgotten. "Yes. He deserved it. |
fired him"

"Did the city give you a license to go around sl apping the
peopl e who
wor k for you?"

"WAit a mnute,” Lara said. "It wasn't |like that. He
dropped a

wrench. It alnost killed ne. | suppose | lost ny tenper.
" msorry,

but | don't want hi m back here."

"He won't be com ng back here," the foreman said.

"None of us wll."



Lara stared at him "Is this sone kind of joke?"

"My union doesn't think it's a joke," the foreman told
her. y gave us

orders to wal k. g)) "You have a contract."
"You broke it," the foreman told her. "If you have any
conpl ai nt s,

take it up with the union."

He started to wal k away.

"Wait a mnute. | said I'"'msorry. I'll tell you what. |
['"'m

willing to apol ogi ze to the man, and he can have his job

back. "

"M ss Caneron, | don't think you get the picture. He
doesn't want his

j ob back. We've all got other jobs waiting for us. This
s a busy

city. And I'Il tell you sonething else, |ady. W're too
goddamm busy

to |l et our bosses slap us around.”

Lara stood there watching himwal k away. It was her wor st
ni ght mar e.

Lara hurried back to the office to tell the news to
Kel | er.

Bef ore she coul d speak, he said, "I heard. |'ve been on
t he phone

talking to the union.™

"What did they say?" Lara asked eagerly.

"They're going to hold a hearing next nonth."

Lara's face filled wth dismay. "Next nonth! W' ve got

| ess than two
nonths to finish the building."”



"I told themthat."
"And what did they say?"
"That it's not their problem"”

Lara sank onto the couch. "Ch, ny God. What are we going
to do?"

"I don't know "

"Maybe we coul d persuade the bank to..." She saw the | ook
on his

face.

"l guess not."
hi re anot her

construction crew and.

Lara suddenly brightened. "I know. W'l

"Lara, there isn't a union worker who will touch that
bui | di ng. "

"l should have killed that bastard."

"Right. That would have helped a lot," Keller said dryly.

Lara got up and began pacing. "l could ask Sam Gosden
to..." She
suddenly renenbered. "No, | fired him"

mn W]y?ll
"Never mnd."

Kel | er was thinking aloud. "Maybe if we got hold of a
good | abor
| awyer... soneone wth clout."”

"That's a good idea. Sonmeone who can nove fast. Do you
know
anybody?"

"No. But Sam Gosden nenti oned soneone in one of our
meetings. A man



named Martin. Paul Martin."

"Who is he?"

“I'"'mnot sure, but we were tal king about union problens,
and hi s nane

cane up."

"Do you know what firmhe's with?"

n m' n

Lara buzzed her secretary. "Kathy, there's a lawer in
Manhat t an naned
Paul Martin. Get ne his address."

Kell er said, "Don't you want his phone nunber so you can
make an
appoi nt nent ?"

"There's no tine. | can't afford to sit around waiting
for an

appointnment. I'mgoing to see himtoday. If he can help
us, fine. If

he can't, we'll have to cone up with sonething else.”

But Lara was thinking to herself, There is nothing else.
Chapter Twel ve.

Paul Martin's office was on the twenty-fifth floor in an
of fice building
on Wll Street.

The frosted sign on the door read, PAUL MARTI N, ATTORNEY
AT LAw.

Lara took a deep breath and stepped inside. The reception
of fi ce was

smal |l er than she had expected. It contained one scarred
desk with a

bottl e-bl ond secretary behind it.

"Good norning. Can | help you?"



""" mhere to see M. Martin," Lara said.

"I's he expecting you?"

"Yes, he is." There was no tinme for explanations.

"And your nane?"
"Canmeron. Lara Caneron."

The secretary | ooked at her quizzically. "Just a nonent.
"1l see
whether M. Martin can see you."

The secretary got up from behind the desk and di sappeared
into the
I nner office.

He's got to see ne, Lara thought.

A nonent |ater the secretary energed. "Yes, M. Mrtin
wll see
you. "

Lara concealed a sigh of relief. "Thank you."

She wal ked into the inner office. It was small and sinply
f urni shed.

A desk, two couches, a coffee table, and a few chairs.
Not exactly a
ci tadel of power, Lara thought.

The man behi nd the desk appeared to be in his early
sixties. He had a

deeply lined face, a hawk nose, and a nane of white hair.
There was a

feral, animal-like vitality about him He was wearing an
ol d- f ashi oned

pi nstripe doubl e-breasted gray suit and a white shirt with
a narrow

collar. When he spoke, his voice was raspy, |ow, sonehow
conpel | i ng.



"My secretary said that | was expecting you."

"I"msorry,"'
enmer gency.

Lara said. "I had to see you. It's an

"Sit down, Mss..."

"Caneron. Lara Caneron." She took a chair.

"What can | do for you?"

Lara took a deep breath. "I have a little problem™ A
skel et on

twenty-four stories of unconpleted steel and concrete
standi ng idle.

"It's about a building."

"What about it?"

“I"'ma real estate developer, M. Martin. I'min the
m ddl e of

putting up an office building on the East Side, and |I'm
havi ng a

problemw th the union."

He was |istening, saying nothing.

Lara hurried on. "I lost ny tenper and sl apped one of the
wor knmen, and

the union called a strike."

He was studying her, puzzled. "M ss Caneron...

what does all this have to do with nme?"

"l heard you m ght be able to help ne."

“I"'mafraid you heard wong. |I'ma corporate attorney.
' m not

i nvol ved wth buildings, and | don't deal with unions."

Lara's heart sank. "Oh, | thought... isn't there anything



you can
do?"

He placed the palmof his hands on the desk, as though he
were about to

rise. "I can give you a couple pieces of advice. GCet

hol d of a | abor

| awer. Have himtake the union to court and..."

"There's no tine. |I'mup against a deadline. I..

what's the second piece of advice?"

"Get out of the building business." H's eyes were fixed

on her
breasts. "You don't have the right equipnment for it.

n W]at ?Il

"It's no place for a wonan."

"And what is the place for a woman?" Lara asked angrily.
" Bar ef oot ,

pregnant, and in the kitchen?"

"Sonmething |ike that. Yeah."

Lara rose to her feet. It was all she could do to control
her sel f.

"You nust cone froma long |ine of dinosaurs.
Maybe you haven't heard the news. Wnen are free now "
Paul Martin shook his head. "No. Just noisier."

"Good-bye, M. Martin. I'msorry | took up your val uable
time."

Lara turned and strode out of the office, slamm ng the
door behi nd

her.

She stopped in the corridor and took a deep breath. This



was a
m st ake, she thought. She had finally reached a dead end.
She had

ri sked everything it had taken her years to build up, and
she had | ost

it in one swft instant. There was no one to turn to.
Nowhere to

go.
It was over.

Lara wal ked the cold, rainy streets. She was conpletely
unawar e of the
icy wnd and her surroundi ngs.

Her mnd was filled with the terrible disaster that had
befal l en her.

Howard Keller's warning was ringing in her ears: You put
up buil di ngs

and borrow on them It's like a pyramd, only if you're
not careful,

thatpyram d can fall down. And it had. The banks in

Chi cago woul d

forecl ose on her properties there, and she would | ose all
t he noney she

had i nvested in the new building. She would have to start
all over,

fromthe begi nning. Poor Howard, she thought. He
believed in ny

dreans, and |'ve | et him down.

The rain had stopped, and the sky was beginning to clear.
A pal e sun
was fighting its way through the clouds.

She suddenly realized it was dawn. She had wal ked al
night. Lara

| ooked around and saw where she was for the first tine.
She was only

two bl ocks fromthe dooned property. I'll take a | ast

| ook at it, Lara

t hought, resignedly.



She was a full block away when she first heard it. It was
t he sound of

pneumatic drills and hanmers and the roar of cenent m xers
filling the

air. Lara stood there, listening for an instant, then
started running

toward the building site. Wien she reached it, she stood

t here,

staring, unbelievingly.

The full crew was there, hard at work.

The foreman cane up to her, smling. "Mrning, Mss
Caneron. "

Lara finally found her voice. "Wat... what's happeni ng?
L., |
t hought you were pulling your nen off the job."

He said sheepishly, "That was a |ittle m sunderstandi ng,
M ss
Caner on.

Bruno coul d have killed you when he dropped that wench."

Lara swal l owed. "But he "Don't worry. Ne's gone.

Not hi ng |i ke that

wi || happen again. You don't have a thing to worry about.
We're right

back on schedul e. ™

Lara felt as though she were in a dream She stood there
wat chi ng t he

men swarm ng over the skeleton of the building and she

t hought, | got

it all back again.

Everyt hing. Paul Martin.

Lara tel ephoned himas soon as she returned to her office.
Hi s

secretary said, "I'msorry, M. Martin is not avail able."

"Whul d you ask himto call ne, please?" Lara |left her



nunber .

At three o'clock in the afternoon she still had not heard
from him

She cal | ed hi m agai n.

"' msorry. M. Martin is not available."

He did not return her call

At five o' clock Lara went to Paul Martin's office.

She said to the blond secretary, "Wuld you pl ease tel
M. Martin

that Lara Caneron is here to see hinP"

The secretary | ooked uncertain. "Well, I'll... Just a
nonment . " She

di sappeared into the inner office and returned a m nute
| ater. "Go

right in, please."

Paul Martin | ooked up as Lara wal ked in.

"Yes, M ss Caneron?" His voice was cool, neither friendly
nor

unfriendly. "What can | do for you?"

"I cane to thank you."

"Thank nme for what ?"

"For... for straightening things out with the union."

He frowned. "I don't know what you're tal king about."

"Al'l the worknen cane back this norning, and everything's
wonder f ul .

The building is back on schedule."

"Well, congratul ations.™



“I'f you'll send ne a bill for your fee..."

"M ss Canmeron, | think you're a little confused. If your
problemis
solved, I'mglad. But | had nothing to do with it."

Lara | ooked at himfor a long tinme. "All right. I'm..
|'"'msorry | bothered you."
“"No problem"” He watched her | eave the office.

A nmonent |ater his secretary cane in. "Mss Caneron |eft
a package for
you, M. Martin."

It was a small package, tied wth bright ribbon. Curious,
he opened

It. Inside was a silver knight in full arnor, ready to do
battle. An

apol ogy. What did she call ne? A dinosaur. He could

still hear his

grandfather's voice. Those were dangerous tines, Paul.
The young nen

decided to take control of the Mafia, to get rid of the
oldtimers, the

nmust ache Petes, the dinosaurs. It was bl oody, but they
didit.

But all that was a long, long tine ago, in the old
country. Sicily.

Chapter Thirteen.

G bellina, Sicily- 1879 he Martinis were stran
en-outsiders, in the
little Sicilian village of G bellina.

The countrysi de was desol ate, a barren | and of death,
bat hed i n bl azi ng

pitiless sunlight, a | andscape painted by a sadistic
artist. In a land

where the | arge estates belonged to the gabelloti, the
weal t hy



| andowners, the Martinis had bought a small farmand tried
torun it
t hensel ves.

The soprintendente had cone calling on G useppe Martin
one day.

"This little farmof yours," he said, "the land is too
rocky. You will

not be able to nake a decent living on it, grow ng olives
and

gr apes.

"Don't worry about ne," Martini said. "I've been farmng

all ny
life."

"We're all worried about you,"
I nsisted. "Don Vito

has sonme good farmand that he is willing to |lease to
you. "

t he soprintendente

"I know about Don Vito and his land,"” G useppe Martin
snorted. "If |

sign a nezzadria with himto farmhis |land, he wll take
three fourths

of my crops and charge nme a hundred percent interest for
t he seed. |

will end up with nothing, |like the other fools who deal
with him Tell

him | said no, thank you."

"You are nmaking a big m stake, signore. This is dangerous
country.

Serious acci dents can happen here."

"Are you threatening nme?"

"Certainly not, signore. | was nerely pointing out..."
"Get off ny land," G useppe Martini said.

The overseer | ooked at himfor a long tinme, then shook his



head
sadl y.

"You are a stubborn man."

G useppe Martini's young son, lvo, said, "Wo was that,
Papa?"

"Ne's the overseer for one of the large | andowners."

"I don't like him" the young boy said.

"I don't like himeither, lvo.

The follow ng night G useppe Martini's crops were set on
fire and the
few cattl e he had di sappeared.

That was when G useppe Martini nmade his second m st ake.
Ne went to the
guardia in the village.

"I demand protection,” he said.

he chief of police studied himnoncommttally.
"That's what we are here for,"
pr obl em

si gnor e?"

he said. "Wat is your

"Last night Don Vito's nen burned ny crops and stole ny
cattle."

"That is a serious charge. Can you prove it?"
"H's soprintendente cane to nme and threatened ne."
"Did he tell you they were going to burn your crops and

steal your
cattl e?"

"OF course not," G useppe Martini said.

"What did he say to you?"



"He said that | should give up ny farmand | ease |and from
Don Vito."

"And you refused?"
“Naturally."

"Signore, Don Vito is a very inportant man. Do you wi sh
me to arrest

hi m si nply because he offered to share his rich farn and
wi th you?"

"I want you to protect ne," G useppe Martini demanded.
"1 m not going
tolet themdrive nme off ny land."

"Signore, | amnost synpathetic. | will certainly see
what | can
do. "

"I woul d appreciate that."
"Consider it done."

The follow ng afternoon, as young Ivo was returning from
town, he saw

half a dozen nen ride up to his father's farm They

di snount ed and

went into the house.

A few mnutes |later Ivo saw his father dragged out to the
field.

One of the nen took out a gun. "W are going to give you
a chance to
escape. Run for it."

“"No! This is ny land! I..."
Ivo watched, terrified, as the man shot at the ground near

his father's
f eet.



n Run! n
G useppe Martini started to run.

The canmpieri got on their horses and began circling
Martini, yelling
all the while.

Ivo hid, watching in horror at the terrible scene that was
unf ol di ng
before his eyes.

The npunted nen watched the man run across the field,
trying to
escape.

Each tinme he reached the edge of the dirt road, one of
themraced to

cut himoff and knock himto the ground. The farnmer was
bl eedi ng and

exhaust ed. He was sl ow ng down.

The canpi eri decided they had had enough sport. One of

t hem put a rope

around the man's neck and dragged himtoward the well.
"Why?" he gasped. "Wat have | done?"

“"You went to the guardia. You should not have done that."
The campieri pulled down the victims trousers, and one of
the nen took

out a knife, while the others held hi m down.

“"Let this be a |l esson to you."

The man screaned, "No, please! I'msorry."

The canmpiero smled. "Tell that to your wife."

He reached down, grabbed the man's nenber, and sl ashed

through it with
t he knife.



H s screans filled the air.

"You won't need this anynore," the captain assured him

He took the nmenber and stuffed it in the man's nouth. He

gagged and

spit it out.

The captain | ooked at the other canpieri. "He doesn't
li ke the taste

of it."

"Uccidi quel figlio th puttana!"”

One of the canpieri disnmunted fromhis horse and pi cked
up sone heavy

stones fromthe field. He pulled up the victim s bl oodi ed
pants and

filled his pockets with the stones.

"Up you go." They lifted the man and carried himto the
top of the
well. "Have a nice trip."

They dunped himinto the well.

"That water's going to taste |ike piss,"” one of them said.
Anot her one | aughed. "The villagers won't know t he
difference.”

They stayed for a nmonent, listening to the di m nishing
sounds and

finally the silence, then nounted their horses and rode
toward the

house.

Ivo Martini stayed in the distance, watching in horror,
hi dden by t he
brush. The ten-year-old boy hurried to the well.

He | ooked down and whi spered, "Papa..."

But the well was deep, and he heard not hi ng.



When the canpieri had finished with G useppe Martini, they
went to find

his wife, Maria. She was in the kitchen when they

ent er ed.

"Where's ny husband?" she denmanded.
A grin. "Getting a drink of water."

Two of the nmen were closing in on her. One of them said,
"You're too
pretty to be married to an ugly man |ike that."

"Get out of ny house," Maria ordered.

"I's that a way to treat guests?" One of the nmen reached
out and tore

her dress. "You're going to be wearing w dow s cl ot hes,
SO you won't

need t hat anynore."

“Ani mal !I'"

There was a boiling pot of water on the stove. Mria
reached for it

and threw it in the man's face.

He screaned in pain. "Fica!" He pulled out his gun and
fired at

her .

She was dead before she hit the floor.

The captain shouted, "Idiot! First you fuck them then
you shoot

t hem

Come on, let's report back to Don Vito."

Hal f an hour |ater they were back at Don Vito's estate.

"We took good care of the husband and wife," the captain
report ed.



"What about the son?"

The captain | ooked at Don Vito in surprise. "You didn't
say anyt hi ng

about a son.> "Cretino! | said to take care of the
famly."

"But he's only a boy, Don Vito."

"Boys grow up to be nmen. Men want their vengeance.
Kill him™"

"As you say."

Two of the nmen rode back to the Martini farm

Ivo was in a state of shock. He had watched both his
parents

nur der ed.

He was alone in the world with no place to go and no one
to turn to.

Wait! There was one person to turn to: his father's
br ot her, Nunzi o

Martini, in Palerno. Ivo knew that he had to nove
quickly. Don Vito's
men woul d be com ng back to kill him He wondered why

t hey had not

done so al ready. The young boy threw sone food into a
knapsack, sl ung

it over his shoulder, and hurriedly left the farm

Ivo made his way to the little dirt road that |ed away
fromthe

vill age, and started wal ki ng. Whenever he heard a cart
com ng, he

noved off the road and hid in the trees.

An hour after he had started his journey, he saw a group
of canpieri
riding along the road searching for him



| vo stayed hidden, notionless until long after they were
gone. Then he

began wal ki ng again. At night, he slept in the orchards
and he |ived

off the fruit fromthe trees and the vegetables in the
fields. He

wal ked for three days.

When he felt he was safe fromDon Vito, he approached a
smal
vil | age.

An hour later he was in the back of a wagon headed for
Pal er no.

| vo reached the house of his uncle in the mddle of the
ni ght. Nunzio

Martini lived in a |large, prosperouslooking house on the
outskirts of

the city. It had a spacious bal cony, terraces, and a
courtyard. Ivo

pounded on the front door. There was a |ong sil ence, and
then a deep

voi ce called out, "Wio the hell is it?"

"I't's Ivo, Uncle Nunzio."

Monents | ater Nunzio Martini opened the door. Ivo's uncle
was a |l arge

m ddl e-aged man with a generous Roman nose and fl ow ng
white hair. He

was wearing a nightshirt. He | ooked at the boy in
surprise. "lvo!

What are you doing here in the mddle of the night? \Were
are your

not her and f at her ?"

"They're dead," |vo sobbed.

"Dead? Cone in, cone in."

| vo stunbl ed into the house.



"That's terrible news. Was there sone kind of an
acci dent ?"

| vo shook his head. "Don Vito had them nurdered.”

"Mur dered? But why?"

"My father refused to | ease land fromhim"

"Ah."

"Why woul d he have themkilled? They never did anything

to" "It was
not hi ng personal

Nunzi o Martini said.

Ivo stared at him "Nothing personal? | don't
under stand. "

"Everyone knows of Don Vito. He has a reputation.

He is an uono rispettato-a man of respect and power.

If he let your father defy him then others would try to
defy him and

he woul d | ose his power. There is nothing that can be
done. "

The boy was wat ching him aghast. "Nothing?"

“Not now, Ivo. Not now. Meanwhile, you | ook as though
you coul d use a

good night's sleep.”

In the norning, at breakfast, they talked.

"How woul d you like to live in this fine house and work
for me?"

Nunzio Martini was a w dower.
"I think I would like that," Ivo said.

"l can use a smart boy |ike you. And you | ook strong.



"l am strong, lvo told him

" Good. "
"What business are you in, Uncle?" |Ivo asked.
Nunzio Martini smled. "I protect people.”

The Mafia had sprung up throughout Sicily and ot her
poverty-stricken

parts of Italy to protect the people froma ruthless,
autocratic

governnent. The Mafia corrected injustices and avenged
wrongs, and it

finally becane so powerful that the governnment itself
feared it, and

merchants and farnmers paid tribute to it.

Nunzio Martini was the Mafia capo in Palerno. He saw to
it that proper

tribute was collected and that those who did not pay were
puni shed.

Puni shment could range froma broken armor leg to a slow
and pai nf ul
deat h.

lvo went to work for his uncle.

For the next fifteen years Palernpo was Ivo's school, and
hi s uncl e

Nunzi o was his teacher. lIvo started out as an errand boy,
t hen noved

up to collector, and finally becane his uncle's trusted

| i eut enant .

When Ivo was twenty-five years old, he married Carnela, a
buxom

Sicilian girl, and a year later they had a son, G an
Carlo. lIvo noved

his famly into their own house. Wien his uncle died, Ivo
took his

position and becane even nore successful and prosperous.



But he had
sonme unfini shed business to attend to.

One day he said to Carnela, "Start packing up. W're
noving to
Anerica. "

She | ooked at himin surprise. "Why are we going to
Anerica?"

Il vo was not accustoned to being questioned. "Just do as |

say. |I'm

| eaving now. I'll be back in two or three days."
"lvo..."

"Pack. "

* * Three bl ack macchine pulled up in front of the guardia
headquarters

in Gbellina. The captain, now heavier by thirty pounds,
was seated at

hi s desk when the door opened and half a dozen nen wal ked
i n. They

were wel |l dressed and prosperous-| ooking.

"Good norning, gentlenen. Can | help you?"

"We have cone to help you," Ivo said. "Do you renmenber
me? |'mthe

son of G useppe Martini."

The police captain's eyes wi dened. "You," he said.
"What are you doing here? It is dangerous for you."
"l cane because of your teeth."

"My teeth?"

"Yes." Two of Ivo's nmen closed in on the captain and

pi nned his arns
to his side. "You need dental work. Let ne fix them"



| vo shoved the gun into the chief's nouth and pulled the
trigger.

Ivo turned to his conpanions. "Let's go."

Fifteen mnutes later the three autonobiles drove up to
Don Vito's

house. There were two guards outside. They watched the
processi on

curiously. Wien the cars cane to a stop, |Ivo got out.

"Good norning. Don Vito's expecting us," he said.

One of the guards frowned. "He didn't say anything
about..."

In the next instant the guards were gunned down.

The guns were | oaded with lupare, cartridges with | arge

| eaden balls, a

hunter's trick to spread the pellets. The guards were cut
to pieces.

I nsi de the house Don Vito heard the shooting. \Wen he

| ooked out the

w ndow and saw what was happening, he quickly crossed to a
drawer and

pul | ed out a gun.

"Franco!" he called. "Antonio! Quickly!"

There were nore sounds of shots from outside.

A voice said, "Don Vito..."

He spun around.

lvo stood there, a gun in his hand. "Drop your gun."

n I n

"Drop it."

Don Vito let his gun fall to the floor. "Take whatever



you want and
get out."

"I don't want anything,"” Ivo said. "As a matter of fact,
| cane here

because | owe you sonething."

Don Vito said, "Whatever it is, |'mprepared to forget
it."

“I'"'mnot. Do you know who | anf"
n I\b. n
“Ivo Martini."

The old man frowned, trying to renenber. He shrugged.
"It means
nothing to ne."

"More than fifteen years ago. Your nen killed ny nother
and father."

"That's terrible,” Don Vito exclained. "I will have them
puni shed,
["1r..."

I vo reached out and smashed himacross his nose with his
gun. Bl ood

started pouring out. "This isn't necessary,” Don Vito
gasped.

" "
Ivo pulled out a knife. "Take down your trousers."
"Why? You can't..."

Ivo rai sed the gun. "Take down your trousers."

“"No!" It was a scream "Think about what you're doing.
| have sons

and brothers. If you harmne, they wll track you down
and kill you



li ke a dog."

“If they can find nme," lIvo said. "Your trousers."

n m' n

| vo shot one of his kneecaps. The old man screaned out in
pai n.

"Let nme help you,"
the old man's
trousers down, and then his underwear. "There's not rmuch
there, is

there? Wll, we'll have to do the best we can." He
grabbed Don Vito's

nmenber and slashed it off with a knife.

| vo said. He reached out and pulled

Don Vito fainted.

| vo took the penis and shoved it into the man's nouth.
"Sorry | don't

have a well to drop you into," Ivo said. As a parting
gesture, he shot

the old man in the head, then turned and wal ked out of the
house to the

car.

Hs friends were waiting for him

"Let's go."

"He has a large famly, Ivo. They'll conme after you."

"Let them™

Two days later Ivo, his wife, and son, Gan Carlo, were on
a boat to

New Yor k.

At the end of the last century the New Wrld was a | and of
opportunity.

New York had a | arge popul ation of Italians. Many of
lvo's friends had



already emgrated to the big city and decided to use their
expertise in

what they knew best: the protection racket. The Mafia
began spreadi ng

its tentacles. Ivo anglicized his famly nanme from

Martini to Martin

and enjoyed an uninterrupted prosperity.

G an Carlo was a big disappointnent to his father.

He had no interest in working. Wien he was twentyseven,
he got an

I[talian girl pregnant, married her in a quiet and hurried
cerenony, and

three nonths later they had a son, Paul.

Ivo had big plans for his grandson. Lawers were very

I nportant in

Anmerica, and Ivo decided that his grandson should be an
attorney. The

young boy was anbitious and intelligent, and when he was
twenty-two, he

was adm tted to Harvard Law School. Wen Paul was
graduated, Ivo

arranged for himto join a prestigious law firm and he
soon becane a

partner. Five years |later Paul opened his own [aw firm
By this tine

Ivo had invested | heavily in |legitimte businesses, but
he still kept

his contacts with the Mafia, and his grandson handl ed his
busi ness

aflairs for him In 1967, the year Ivo died, Paul narried
an Italian

girl, Nina, and a year later his wife gave birth to tw ns.

In the seventies Paul was kept busy. His main clients
were the unions,

and because of that, he was in a position of power. Heads
of

busi nesses and industries deferred to him

One day Paul was having lunch with a client, Bill Rohan, a
respect ed



banker who knew not hing of Paul's fam |y background.

"You should join Sunnyvale, ny golf club,” Bill Rohan
said. "You play
golf, don't you?"

"CQccasionally,"” Paul said. "Wien | have tine."

"Fine. I"mon the adm ssions board. Wuld you like ne to
put you up

for menbershi p?"

"That woul d be nice.”

The follow ng week the board nmet to di scuss new nenbers.
Paul Martin's

name was brought up.

"l can recommend him" Bill Rohan said. "He's a good
man. "

John Hammond, anot her nenber of the board, said, "He's
[talian, isn't

he? We don't need any dagos in this club, Bill."

The banker | ooked at him "Are you going to bl ackbal
hi "

"You're dam right I am™"
"Ckay, then we'll pass on him Next..."

The neeting conti nued.

Two weeks | ater Paul Martin was having lunch with the
banker again.

"1've been practicing ny golf," Paul |oked.

Bill Rohan was enbarrassed. "There's been a slight hitch,
Paul . "

"A hitch?"



"I did propose you for nmenbership. But |I'mafraid one of
t he nenbers
of the board bl ackbal |l ed you."

"“Ch? \Why?"

"Don't take this personally. He's a bigot. He doesn't
i ke
Italians."

Paul smled. "That doesn't bother nme, Bill. A lot of
peopl e don't
like Italians. This M...."

"Hamond. John Hanmond."
"The neat - packer ?"
"Yes. He'll change his mnd. I'lIl talk to himagain."

Paul shook his head. "Don't bother. To tell you the
truth, I"'mreally
not that crazy about golf anyway."

Six nonths later, in the mddle of July, four Hanmmond Meat
Packi ng

Conmpany refrigerated trucks | oaded with pork loins, strip
st eaks, and

pork butts, headed fromthe packi nghouse in Mnnesota to
super mar ket s

I n Buffalo and New Jersey, pulled off the road. The
drivers opened the

back doors of the trucks and wal ked away.

When John Hammond heard the news, he was furious. He
called in his
manager .

"What the hell is going on?" he demanded. "A mllion and
a half

dollars' worth of nmeat spoiled in the sun. How coul d that
happen?"

"The union called a strike," the supervisor said.



"Wthout telling us? What are they striking about?
More noney?"

The supervisor shrugged. "I don't know. They didn't say
anything to
me. They just wal ked. "

"Tell the local union guy to cone in and see ne. |'l|
settle it,”
Hanmond sai d.

That afternoon the union representative was ushered into
Hanmond' s
of fice.

"Why wasn't | told there was going to be a strike?"
Hanmond demanded.

The representative said, apologetically, "I didn't know it
nysel f, M.

Hamond. The nmen just got mad and wal ked out. It

happened very

suddenly."

"You know |'ve always been a reasonable man to deal wth.
What is it

they want? A rai se?"

"No sir. It's soap."

Hanmond stared at him "Did you say soap?"

"That's right. They don't like the soap you're using in
their

bat hroons. It's too strong."

Hanmond coul d not believe what he was hearing.

"The soap was too strong? And that's why | lost a mllion

and a half
dol | ars?"



"Don't blanme ne," the foreman said. "It's the nen."
"Jesus," Hammond said. "I can't believe this. Wat kind
of soap woul d

they like-fairy soap?" He slammed his fist on the desk.
"The next

time the nmen have any problem you cone to ne first. You
hear ne?"

"Yes, M. Hammond."

"You tell themto get back to work. There will be the
best soap noney

can buy in those washroons by six o'clock tonight. Is
t hat cl ear?"

"I"lIl tell them M. Hammond."

John Hanmmond sat there for a long tine fum ng. No wonder
this country
Is going to hell, he thought. Soap!

Two weeks later, at noon on a hot day in August, five
Hamond Meat

Packing trucks on their way to deliver neat to Syracuse
and Boston

pul l ed off the road. The drivers opened the back doors of
t he

refrigerated trucks and |eft.

John Hanmmond got the news at six o'clock that evening.
"What the hell are you tal king about?" he screaned.
"Didn't you put in the new soap?"

"1 did," his manager said, "the sane day you told ne to."
"Then what the hell is it this tinme?"

The manager said helplessly, "I don't know There haven't

been any
conplaints. No one said a word to ne."



"Get the goddammed union representative in here."

At seven o' clock that evening Hammond was talking to the
uni on
representative.

"Two mllion dollars' worth of neat was ruined this
af t ernoon because
of your nmen," Hammond screaned.

"Have they gone crazy?"

"Do you want ne to tell the president of the union you
asked that, M.
Hamond?"

"No, no," Hammond said quickly. "Look, |I've never had any
problemw th

you fellows before. If the nen want nore noney, just cone
to me and

we'll discuss it |ike reasonabl e people. How nmuch are
t hey aski ng

for?"

“Not hi ng. "

"What do you nean?"

"It isn't the noney, M. Hanmond."

"Oh? What is it?"

"Lights."

"Li ghts?" Hamond t hought he had m sunderstood him
"Yes. The nmen are conplaining that the lights in the
washr oons are too

dim"

John Hammond sat back in his chair, suddenly quiet.

"What's going on here?" he asked softly.



"l told you, the nen think that..."
“"Never mnd that crap. What's goi ng on?"

The union representative said, "If | knew, | would tel
you. "

"I's soneone trying to put me out of business? |Is that
it?"

The union representative was silent.
"All right," John Hammond said. "G ve ne a nane.
Who can | talk to?"

"There's a | awyer who m ght be able to hel p you. The
uni on uses him a
lot. H's nane is Paul Martin."

"Paul ...?" And John Hammond suddenly renenbered. "Wy,
t hat

bl ackmai | i ng gui nea bastard. Get out of here,
"Qut!"

he yel | ed.

Hanmond sat there seething. No one black mails ne.
No one.
One week later six nore of his refrigerated trucks were

abandoned on
si de roads.

John Hammond arranged a |uncheon with Bill Rohan. "I've
been t hi nki ng

about your friend Paul Martin," Hammond said. "I may have
been a bit

hasty in blackballing him"
"Why, it's very generous of you to say that, John."

“I''l'l tell you what. You propose himfor nenbership next
week and |'1|



give himny vote."

The foll ow ng week, when Paul Martin's nanme came up, he
was accept ed
unani nously by the nenbership commttee.

John Hammond personally put in a call to Paul Martin.

"Congratul ations, M. Martin," he said. "You' ve just been
accepted as

a nmenber of Sunnyvale. W're delighted to have you
aboard. "

"Thank you," Paul said. "I appreciate the call."
John Hammond's next call was to the district attorney's

office. He
made an appointnent to neet himthe foll ow ng week.

On Sunday John Hammond and Bill Rohan were part of a
foursome at the

cl ub.

"You haven't net Paul Martin yet, have you?" Bill Rohan
asked.

John Hammond shook his head. "No. | don't think he's
going to be

playing a ot of golf. The grand jury is going to be
keepi ng your

friend too busy."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"
“I"'mgoing to give informati on about himto the district

attorney that
will certainly interest a grand jury."

Bill Rohan was shocked. "Do you know what you're doi ng?"
"You bet | do. He's a cockroach, John. I'mgoing to step
on him"

The follow ng Monday, on his way to the district



attorney's office,

John Hammond was killed in a hit-andrun accident. There
were no

W t nesses. The police never found the driver.

Every Sunday after that Paul Martin took his wife and the
twins to the
Sunnyval e A ub for lunch. The buffet there was delicious.

Paul Martin took his marriage vows seriously. For

I nstance, he woul d

never have dreanmed of dishonoring his wife by taking her
and his

mstress to the sane restaurant. H's nmarriage was one
part of his

life; his affairs were another. Al of Paul Mrtin's
friends had

m st resses.

It was part of their accepted |ife-style.Wat bothered
Martin was to

see old nmen taking out young girls. It was undignified,
and Paul

Martin placed great value on dignity. He resolved that
when he reached

the age of sixty, he would stop having m stresses. And on
his sixtieth

birthday, two years earlier, he had stopped. Hi s wfe,
Ni na, was a

good conpanion to him That was enough.

Dignity.

It was this man to whom Lara Caneron had cone to ask for
hel p. Martin

had been aware of Lara Caneron by nane, but he was stunned
by how young

and beautiful she was. She was anbitious and angrily

I ndependent, and

yet she was very fem nine. He found hinself strongly
attracted to

her .

No, he thought, she's a young girl. I'"man old man. Too



ol d.

When Lara had stormed out of his office on her first
visit, Paul Martin

sat there for a long tine, thinking about her. And then
he had pi cked

up the tel ephone and nade a call

a4 Chapter Fourteen.

The new buil ding was progressing on schedule. Lara
visited the site

every norning and every afternoon, and there was a new
respect in the

attitude of the nmen toward her. She sensed it in the way
t hey | ooked

at her, talked to her, and worked for her. She knew it
was because of

Paul Martin, and disturbingly, she found herself thinking
nore and nore

about the uglyattractive man with the strangely conpelling
voi ce.

Lara tel ephoned hi magai n.
"l wondered if we mght have lunch, M. Mrtin?"

"“Are you having anot her problem of sone kind?"

“"No. | just thought it would be nice if we got to know
each ot her

better."

“I" msorry, Mss Caneron. | never have lunch.”

"What about di nner one eveni ng?"

"I'ma married man, M ss Caneron. | have dinner with ny
w fe and

children."

"I see. If..." The line went dead. What's the matter

W th hinf? Lara
wondered. I'mnot trying to go to bed with the man. |



just want to
find sonme way to thank him She tried to put himout of
her m nd.

Paul Martin was disturbed by how pl eased he was to hear
Lara Caneron's

voice. He told his secretary, "If Mss Caneron calls
again, tell her

I"'mnot in." He did not need tenptation, and Lara Cameron
was

tenptati on.

Howard Keller was delighted with the way things were
progr essi ng.

"I must admit, you had ne a little worried there for a
while," he
sai d.

"It | ooked as though we were going right down the tube.
You pul l ed of f
a mracle."

It wasn't ny mracle, Lara thought. It was Paul Martin's.
Per haps he

was angry with her because she had not paid himfor his
servi ces.

On an inpul se, Lara sent Paul a check for fifty thousand
dol | ars.

The foll ow ng day, the check was returned with no note.

Lara tel ephoned himagain. H's secretary said, "I'm
sorry, M. Martin
I's not available."

Anot her snub. It was as though he could not be bothered
with her. And

if he can't be bothered with ne, Lara wondered, why did he
go out of

his way to help ne?

She dreanmed about hi mthat night.



Howard Kell er wal ked into Lara's office.

"I"ve got two tickets for the new Andrew Ll oyd Webber
nmusi cal, Song &

Dance. | have to go to Chicago. Can you use the
tickets?"
“"No, |I... wait." She was quiet for a nonent. "Yes, |

think I can use
them Thank you, Howard."

That afternoon Lara put one of the tickets in an envel ope
and addressed
it to Paul Martin at his office.

* * * \WWhen he received the ticket the next day, he |ooked
at it,

puzzl ed. Who woul d send hima single ticket to the

t heater? The

Canmeron girl. I'll have to put a stop uto this, he

t hought .

"Am | free Friday evening?" he asked his secretary.

"You' re having dinner with your brother-in-law, M.
Martin. "

"Cancel it."

Lara sat through the first act, and the seat next to her
remai ned
enpty. So he's not com ng, Lara thought.

Well, to hell with him 1|'ve done everything | can.

As the first act curtain cane down, Lara debated whet her
she shoul d

stay for the second act or |eave. A figure appeared at

t he seat next

to hers.

"Let's get out of here,” Paul Mrtin conmanded.



They had dinner at a bistro on the East Side. Ne sat
across the table
from her, studying her, quiet and wary.

The waiter cane to take their drink order.

"I'"ll have a scotch and soda," Lara said.

“Not hi ng for ne.
Lara | ooked at himin surprise.
"I don't drink."

After they had ordered dinner, Paul Martin said, "M ss
Caneron, what do
you want from ne?"

"I don't |ike owing anyone anything,"” Lara said. "I owe
you sonet hi ng,

and you won't |let me pay you. That bothers ne."
"I told you before... you don't owe ne anything."
"But I..."

"I hear your building is com ng along well."
"Yes." She started to say "thanks to you,"” then thought
better of

it.

"You're good at what you do, aren't you?"

Lara nodded. "I want to be. It's the nost exciting thing
in the world

to have an idea and watch it grow into concrete and steel,
and becone a

buil di ng that people work in and live in. In a way, it
becones a

nonunment, doesn't it?"

Her face was vi brant and ali ve.



"I suppose it does. And is one nonunent going to lead to
anot her ?"

"You bet it is," Lara said enthusiastically. "I intend to
becone the

nost inportant real estate developer in this city."

There was a sexuality about her that was nesneri zi ng.

Paul Martin smled. "I wouldn't be surprised.™

"Why did you decide to cone to the theater tonight?"

Lara asked.

He had cone to tell her to | eave himal one, but being with
her now,

being this close to her, he could not bring hinself to say

it. "I
heard good thi ngs about the show. "

Lara smled. "Maybe we'll go again and see it together,
Paul . "

He shook his head. "M ss Caneron, |I'mnot only married,
"' mvery much

married. | happen to love ny wife."

"I admire that,'
finished on the
fifteenth of March. We're having a party to cel ebrate.
WIIl you

come?"

Lara said. "The building will be

He hesitated a long tinme trying to word his refusal as
gently as

possi bl e. Wien he finally spoke, he said, "Yes, |'II
cone. "

The cel ebration for the opening of the new building was a
noder at e

success. Lara Caneron's nanme was not big enough to
attract many

menbers of the press or any of the city's inportant



dignitaries. But

one of the mayor's assistants was there, and a reporter
fromthe

Post .

"The building is alnost fully | eased out," Keller told
Lara. "And we

have a flood of inquiries.”

"Good," Lara said absently. Her m nd was on sonething

el se. She was

t hi nki ng about Paul Martin and wonderi ng whet her he woul d
appear. For

sonme reason it was inportant to her. He was an intriguing
mystery. He

deni ed that he had hel ped her, and yet... She was pursuing
a man ol d

enough to be her father. Lara put the connection out of
her m nd.

Lara attended to her guests. Hors d' oeuvres and drinks
wer e bei ng

served, and everyone seened to be having a good tine. In
the m dst of

the festivities, Paul Martin arrived, and the tone of the
party

I mredi at el y changed. The worknmen greeted him as though he
wer e

royalty. They were obviously in awe of him

|"ma corporate attorney... | don't deal w th unions.

Martin shook hands with the mayor's assistant and sone of
t he uni on
officials there, then went up to Lara.

“I"'mglad you could cone," Lara said.
Paul Martin | ooked around at the huge buil ding and said,
"Congratul ati ons. You've done a good job."

"Thank you." She | owered her voice. "And | do nean thank

you. "



He was staring at her, benused by how ravi shing Lara
| ooked and t he way

he felt, |ooking at her.
"The party's al nost over,"
woul d take ne

to dinner."

Lara said. "I was hoping you

“I told you, I have dinner with ny wife and children."
He was | ooking into her eyes. "I'll buy you a drink."
Lara smled. "That will do nicely."

They stopped at a small bar on Third Avenue. They tal ked,

but

afterward neither of them would renmenber what they tal ked
about. The

wor ds were canouflage for the sexual tension between them
"Tell nme about yourself,"
Where are

you fronf? How did you get started in this business?"

Paul Martin said. "Who are you?

Lara thought of Sean MacAllister and his repul sive body on

top of

her s.

"That was so good we're going to do "I canme froma little
town in Nova

Scotia," Lara said.

"d ace Bay. My father collected rents from sone
boar di nghouses

t here.
When he died, | took over. One of the boarders hel ped ne
buy a | ot,

and | put up a building on it. That was the beginning."
He was |istening closely.

"After that | went to Chicago and devel oped sone buil di ngs
there. |



did well and cane to New York." She smled. "That's
really the whole

story." Except for the agony of growing up with a father
who hat ed

her, the shame of poverty, of never owning anything, the
gi ving of her

body to Sean MacAllister...

As t hough reading her mnd, Paul Martin said, "I'Il bet it
wasn' t

really all that easy, was it?"

“I'"'mnot conpl aining."

"What's your next project?"

Lara shrugged. "lI'mnot sure. |'ve |ooked at a | ot of
possibilities,

but there's nothing I'mreally wild about."

He coul d not take his eyes off her.

"What are you thinking?" Lara asked.

He took a deep breath. "The truth? I was thinking that
I1f | weren't

married, | would tell you that you' re one of the nost
exci ting wonen

|'"ve ever net. But | ammarried, so you and | are going
to be just

friends. Do I nmake nyself clear?"

“"Very clear."

He | ooked at his watch. "Tinme to go." He turned to the
wai ter.

"Check, please." He rose to his feet.
"Can we have |l unch next week?" Lara asked.

"No. Maybe 1'I|l see you agai n when your next building is
finished."



And he was gone.
That night Lara dreaned they were making | ove.
Paul Martin was on top of her, stroking her body with his

hands and
whi spering in her ear.

"You ken, | maun hae ye, and onie ye... Gude forgie ne, ny
bonni e

darling', for I've niver tauld you how mckle | |ove ye,

| ove ye, |ove

ye...."

And then he was inside her and her body was suddenly
nol t en. She
noaned, and her noans awakened her.

She sat up in bed, trenbling.

Two days | ater Paul Martin tel ephoned. "I think |I have a
| ocati on you

m ght be interested in,
t he West Side,

on Sixty-ninth Street.

he said crisply. "It's over on

It's not on the market yet. It belongs to a client of
m ne who wants

to sell.”

Lara and Howard Keller went to look at it that norning.
It was a prine

pi ece of property.

"How di d you hear about this?" Keller asked.

"Paul Martin."

"Ch, | see." There was disapproval in his voice.

"What is that supposed to nean?"

"Lara... | checked on Martin. He's Mafia. Stay away from
him™"



She said indignantly, "He has nothing to do with the
Mafia. He's a

good friend. Anyway, what does that have to do with this
site? Do you

like it?"

"I think it's great."

"Then let's buy it."

Ten days |l ater they closed the deal.

Lara sent Paul Martin a |arge bouquet of flowers.

There was a note attached: "Paul-please don't send these
back. They're

very" She received a call from himthat afternoon.
"Thanks for the flowers. I'"mnot used to getting flowers
from

beauti ful wonmen." Hi s voice sounded gruffer than usual
"Do you know your problen?" Lara asked. "No one has ever
spoi l ed you

enough. "

"I's that what you want to do, spoil nme?"

"Rotten."

Paul | aughed.

"I nean it."

"I know you do."

"Why don't we talk about it at |unch?" Lara asked.

Paul Martin had not been able to get Lara out of his mnd.
He knew

that he could easily fall in love with her.

There was a vulnerability about her, an innocence, and, at



t he sane

time, sonmething wldly sensual. He knew that he woul d be
smart never

to see her again, but he was unable to control hinself.
He was drawn

to her by sonething nore powerful than his wll.

They had lunch at the "21" C ub.

"When you're trying to hide sonething," Paul Martin

advi sed, "always do

it out in the open. Then no one will believe you' re doing
anyt hi ng

wrong. "

"Are we trying to hide sonething?" Lara asked softly.

He | ooked at her and nade his decision. She's beauti f ul
and snart, but

so are a thousand other wonen. It wll be easy to get her
out of ny

system 1'Il go to bed with her once, and that will be

t he end of

it.
As it turned out, he was w ong.

* * * (0 When they arrived at Lara's apartnent, Paul was
unaccount abl y
ner vous.

"l feel like a fuckin' school boy," Paul said. "I'mout of
practice."

“It's like riding a bicycle,” Lara murnmured. "It w |

conme back to
you. Let ne undress you."

She took off his jacket and tie and started unbuttoning
his shirt.

"You know that this could never becone serious, Lara."

"I know that."



"I msixty-two years old. | could be your father."

She went still for an instant, renmenbering her dream "I
know. " She

finished undressing him "You have a beautiful body."

"Thanks." His wife never told himthat.

Lara slid her arnms along his thighs. "You' re very strong,
aren't

you?"

He found hinself standing straighter. "I played
basket bal | when | was

in...

Her lips were on his and they were in bed, and he
experi enced sonet hi ng

t hat had never happened to himbefore in his life. He
felt as though

his body were on fire.

They were making |ove, and it was w thout a begi nning or
an endi ng, a

river that swept himalong faster and faster, and the tide
began to

pull at him sucking himdown and down, deeper and deeper,
into a

vel vet darkness that exploded into a thousand stars. And
the mracle

was that it happened again, and once again, until he lay

t here panting

and exhaust ed.

"I can't believe this,” he said.
H s I ovemaking with his wife had al ways been conventional,
routine.

But with Lara it was an incredi bly sensual experience.
Paul Martin had
had many wonen before, but Lara was |ike no one he had
ever known. She



had given hima gift no woman had ever given him She nade
hi m f eel
young.

When Paul was getting dressed, Lara asked, "WII | 0 see
you agai n?"

"Yes." God help ne. "Yes."

The 1980s were a tinme of changes. Ronal d Reagan was

el ect ed President

of the United States and Wall Street had the busiest day
inits

hi story. The shah of Iran died in exile, and Anwar Sadat
was

assassi nated. The public debt hit one trillion dollars,
and the

Anerican hostages in Iran were freed. Sandra Day O Connor
becane the

first woman to serve on the Suprene Court.

Lara was in the right place at the right tine. Real
estat e devel opnent

was boom ng. Mbney was abundant, and banks were willing
to finance

projects that were both specul ative and highly | everaged.

Savi ngs and | oan conpanies were a big source of equity.

H gh-yield and

hi gh-ri sk bonds-ni cknanmed j unk bonds-had been popul ari zed
by a young

financial genius nanmed M ke M| ken, and they were manna to
t he real

estate industry. The financing was there for the asking.

"I"'mgoing to put up a hotel on the Sixty-ninth Street

property,
I nstead of an office building."

"Why?" Howard Keller asked. "It's a perfect |ocation for
an office

buil ding. Wth a hotel, you have to run it twenty-four
hours a day.



Tenants cone and go |ike ants.

Wth an office building, you only have to worry about a
| ease every
five or ten years."

"1 know, but in a hotel you have drop-dead power, Howard.
You can give

I nportant people suites and entertain themin your own
restaurant. |

like that idea. It's going to be a hotel. I want you to
set up

nmeetings with the top architects in New York: Skidnore,
Owm ngs and

Merrill, Peter Eisennman, and Philip Johnson."

The neetings took place over the next two weeks.

Sone of the architects were patroni zing. They had never
wor ked for a
femal e devel oper before.

One of themsaid, "If you'd like us to copy..."

"No. We're going to build a hotel that other builders

wll copy. If

you want a buzzword, try 'elegance.” | see an entryway
flanked by twin

fountains, a lobby with Italian marble. Of the | obby

we'll have a

confortabl e conference room where..."

By the end of the neeting they were inpressed.

Lara put together a team She hired a | awer naned Terry
HIl, an

assi stant nanmed Ji m Bel on, a project manager nanmed Tom
Chriton, and an

advertisi ng agency headed by Tom Scott. She hired the
archi tectural

firmof Hi ggins, Alnont & Cark, and the project was under
way.

"We'll neet once a week," Lara told the group, "but 1"l



want daily

reports fromeach of you. I want this hotel to go up on
schedul e and

on budget. | selected all of you because you're the best
at what you

do. Don't let ne down.
Are there any questions?"
The next two hours were spent in answering them

Later Lara said to Keller, "How do you think the neeting
went ?"

"Fi ne, boss."

It was the first tinme he had called her that. She |iked
it.

Charles Colin tel ephoned.
"I"'min New York. Can we have | unch?"
"You bet we can!" Lara said.

They had lunch at Sardi's.

"You | ook wonderful,"” Colin said. "Success agrees wth
you, Lara."

"It's only the beginning," Lara said. "Charles... how
woul d you | i ke

to join Caneron Enterprises? I'll give you a piece of the
conpany

and. .."

He shook his head. "Thanks, but no. You've just started
t he
j our ney.

|"'mnear the end of the road. I'l|l be retiring next
sunmer . "

"Let's stay in touch," Lara said. "I don't want to | ose



you.

The next time Paul Martin canme to Lara's apartnment, she
said, "I have a
surprise for you, darling."”

She handed hi m hal f a dozen packages.
"Hey! It's not ny birthday."
"Open them"

| nsi de were a dozen Bergdorf Goodman shirts and a dozen
Pucci ties.

"I have shirts and ties," he | aughed.

"Not |like these,"” Lara told him "They'll nmake you feel
younger. |

got the nane of a good tailor for you, too."

The foll ow ng week Lara had a new barber style Paul's
hai r.

Paul Martin | ooked at hinself in the mrror and thought,
do | ook

younger. Life had beconme exciting. nd all because of
Lara, he

t hought .

Paul's wife tried not to notice the change in her husband.

They were all there for the neeting: Keller, Tom Chriton,

Ji m Bel on and
Terry Hill.

"We're going to fast-track the hotel," Lara announced.

The nen | ooked at one another. "That's dangerous,'
sai d.

"Not if you do it right."

Tom Chriton spoke up. "M ss Caneron, the safe way to do

Kel | er



thisis to

conpl ete one phase at a tinme. You do your grading, and
when that's

done, you begin digging the trenches for foundations.

When that's

done, you put in the utility conduits and drai nage pi pi ng.
Then..."

Lara interrupted. "You put in the wooden concrete
framewor k and the

skeletal gridiron. I know all that."

"Then why...?"

"Because that will take two years. | don't want to wait
two years."

JimBelon said, "If we fast-track it, that neans starting
all the

different steps at once. |f anything goes wong, nothing
will fit

t oget her. You could have a | opsided building with
electric circuits in

the wong place and..."

"Then we have to see to it that nothing goes wong, don't
we?" Lara

said. "If we do it this way, we'll get the building up in
a year

I nstead of two, and we'll save close to twenty mllion
dollars.™

"True, but it's taking a big chance."
"I I'ike taking chances.™
Chapter Fifteen.

Lara told Paul Martin about her decision to fast-track the
hot el and

t he di scussi on she had had with the commttee.

"They may have been right,”
coul d be

Paul said. "Wat you're doing



dangerous. "
“"Trunp does it. Uris does it."
Paul said gently, "Baby, you're not Trunp or Uis."

"I"'mgoing to be bigger than they are, Paul. I'mgoing to
put up nore

bui | di ngs in New York than anyone ever has before. It's
going to be ny

city."

He | ooked at her for a long nonent. "I believe you."
Lara had an unlisted tel ephone installed in her office.
Only Paul Martin had the nunber. He installed a tel ephone
in his

office for Lara's calls. They spoke to each ot her several
tinmes a

day.

Whenever they could get away in the afternoon, they went
to Lara's

apartnent. Paul Martin | ooked forward to those trysts
nore than he had

ever believed possi bl e.

Lara had beconme an obsession with him

* * * \WWhen Kel |l er becane aware of what was happeni ng, he
was

concer ned.

“Lara," he said, "I think you' re making a m st ake.

Ne' s dangerous."

"You don't know him Ne's wonderful."

“"Are you in love with hinf"

Lara thought about it. Paul Martin fulfilled a need in
her |ife. But



was she in love with hinf

n m. n

“I's he in love with you?"

"I think so."

"Be careful. Be very careful."”

Lara smled. |npulsively, she kissed Keller's cheek.

"l love the way you take care of ne, Howard."

Lara was at the construction site, studying a report.

"I notice we're paying for an awful ot of lunber," Lara
sai d. She was

talking to Pete Reese, the new project nanager.

"I didn't want to nention it before, M ss Canmeron, because
| wasn't

sure-but you're right. A lot of our lunber's m ssing.
We've had to

doubl e order it."

She | ooked up at him "You nean, soneone is stealing it?"
"It |ooks that way."

"Do you have any idea who?"

n m. n

"We have ni ght watchnmen here, don't we?"

"One wat chman. "

"And he hasn't seen anythi ng?"

“"No. But with all this activity going on, it could be

happeni ng duri ng
the day. It could be anybody."



Lara was thoughtful. "I see. Thanks for letting ne know,
Pete. 1"l
take care of it."

That afternoon Lara hired a private detective, Steve Kane.

"How does anyone wal k away in broad daylight with a | oad
of | unber?"

Kane asked.
"You tell ne."

"You say there's a night watchman at the site?"
"Yes. "

"Maybe he's inonit."

"' mnot interested in maybes," Lara said. "Find out
who's behind it

and get back to ne."

"Can you get ne hired as a nenber of the construction
crew?"

“I"l'l take care of it."
Steve Kane went to work at the site the next day.
When Lara told Keller what was happeni ng, he said, "You

didn't have to
get involved in this. | could have handled it for you."

"I like handling things nyself," Lara said.
That was the end of the conversation.
Fi ve days | ater Kane appeared at Lara's office.

"Have you found out anything?"

"Everything," he said.



"Was it the watchman?"
“"No. The |unber wasn't stolen fromthe building site."
"What do you nean?"

"I nmean it never reached there. It was sent to anot her
construction

site in Jersey and doubl e-billed. The invoices were
doctored. "

"Who's behind it?" Lara asked.
Kane told her.

The follow ng afternoon there was a neeting of the
committee. Terry

Hill, Lara's |awer, was there, Howard Keller, Jim Bel on,
t he project

manager, and Pete Reese. There was al so a stranger at the
conference

table. Lara introduced himas M. Conroy.

"Let's have a report," Lara said.

Pete Reese said, "We're right on schedule. W estinmate
four nore

nont hs. You were right about going fast track. It's all
goi ng snooth

as silk. W've already started on the electrical and

pl unbi ng. "

"Good," Lara said.

"What about the stolen lunber?" Keller asked.
"Not hi ng new on it yet,"
an eye
open. "

Pete Reese said. "W're keeping

"I don't think we have to worry about that anynore," Lara

announced.

"We found out who's stealing it." She nodded toward the



st ranger.

"M. Conroy is with the Special Fraud Squad. It's
actually Detective
Conr oy. "

"What' s he doi ng here?" Pete Reese asked.
“I'le's cone to take you away."
Reese | ooked up, startled. "Wat?"

Lara turned to the group. "M . Reese has been selling our
| unmber to

anot her construction job. Wen he found out that | was
checki ng the

reports, he decided to tell ne there was a problem"”

"Wait a mnute," Pete Reese said. "lI... |... You have it
wrong. "

She turned to Conroy. "Wuld you pl ease get himout of
her e?"

She turned to the others. "Now, l|let's discuss the opening
of the
hotel . "

As the hotel grew nearer conpletion, the pressure becane
nor e
I nt ense.

Lara was becom ng inpossi bl e. She badgered everyone
constantly. She
made phone calls in the mddle of the night.

"Howard, did you know the shipnent of wall paper hasn't
arrived yet?"

"For God's sake, Lara, it's four o' clock in the norning."
"I't's ninety days to the opening of the hotel. W can't

open a hot el
w t hout wal | paper."



“I''l'l check it out in the norning."
"This is norning. Check it out now. "

Lara's nervousness increased as the deadline grew closer.
She nmet with
Tom Scott, head of the advertising agency.

"Do you have snall children, M. Scott?" |Ile | ooked at
her in
surprise. "No. Wy?"

"Because | just went over the new advertising canpai gn and
it seens to

have been devised by a small retarded child. | can't
bel i eve t hat

grown nmen sat down and thought up this junk."

Scott frowned. "If there's sonething about it that

di spl eases

you..."

"Everything about it displeases ne," Lara said. "It |acks

exci tenent.

It's bland. It could be about any hotel anywhere. This

isn't any
hotel, M. Scott. This is the nost beautiful, nost nodern
hotel in

New York. You nmake it sound |ike a cold, faceless
building. It's a

warm exciting honme. Let's spread the word. Do you think
you can

handl e t hat ?"

"l assure you we can handle it. W'IlI| revise the canpaign
and in two

weeks. . ."

"Monday," Lara said flatly. "I want to see the new

canpai gn Monday. "

The new ads went out in newspapers and nagazi nes and



bill boards all
over the country.

"I think the canpaign turned out great,"” Tom Scott said.
"You were

right."
Lara | ooked at himand said quietly, "I don't want to be
right. | want

you to be right. That's what | pay you for."

She turned to Jerry Townsend, in charge of publicity.
"Have the invitations all been sent out?"

"Yes. We've gotten nost of our replies already.

Everybody's coming to
the opening. It's going to be quite a party.”

"It should be," Keller grunbled, "it's costing enough."”
Lara grinned. "Stop being a banker. W'Il get a mllion
dol I ars’

worth of publicity. We're going to have dozens of
celebrities there
and | le held up his hand. "All right, all right."

Two weeks before the opening, everything seemed to be
happeni ng at

once. The wal | paper had arrived and carpets were being
I nstal | ed,

hal | s were being painted and pictures were bei ng hung.
Lara i nspected

every suite, acconpanied by a staff of five.

She wal ked into one suite and said, "The drapes are w ong.
Switch them

with the suite next door."

In another suite, she tried the piano. "It's out of tune.

Take care of it."

In a third suite the electric fireplace didn't work.



"Fix it."

It seenmed to the harried staff that Lara was trying to do
everyt hi ng

herself. She was in the kitchen and in the [aundry room
and in the

utility closets. She was everywhere, denmandi ng,
conpl ai ni ng, fixing.

The man whom she had hired to nanage the hotel said,
"Don't get so

excited, Mss Caneron. At the opening of any hotel,
little things

al ways go wong."

“"Not in my hotels,” Lara said. "Not in ny hotels."
The day of the opening, Lara was up at 4:00 A . Mtoo
nervous to sl eep.

She wanted desperately to talk to Paul Martin, but there
was no way she

could call himat that hour. She dressed and went for a
wal k.

Everything is going to be fine, she told herself. The
reservation

conputer is going to be fixed. They'l|l get the third oven
wor ki ng.

The lock on Suite Seven will be repaired.
We'll find a replacenent for the maids who quit yesterday.
The air-conditioning unit in the penthouse will work....

At six o'clock that evening the invited guests began to
arrive. A

uni formed guard at each entrance to the hotel exam ned
their

invitations before admtting them There was a m x of
celebrities,

fanous athl etes, and corporation executives. Lara had



gone over the

list carefully, elimnating the nanmes of the freel oaders
and t he

hanger s- on.

She stood in the spacious | obby greeting the newoners as

t hey

arrived.

“I'"'m Lara Caneron. So nice of you to cone... Please feel
free to | ook

around. "

Lara took Keller aside. "Wy isn't the mayor com ng?"

“I'le's pretty busy, you know, and..."

"You nean he thinks |I'mnot inportant enough.
"One day he'll change his mnd."

One of the mayor's assistants arrived.

"Thank you for comng," Lara said. "This is an honor for

the hotel.™

Lara kept | ooking nervously for Todd G ayson, the
architectural critic

for The New York Tinmes, who had been invited. Ifhe |ikes
it, Lara

t hought, we have a w nner.

Paul Martin arrived with his wife. It was the first tine
Lara had seen

Ms. Martin. She was an attractive, el egant-I|ooking
woman. Lara felt

an unexpected pang of qguilt.

Paul wal ked up to Lara. "M ss Caneron, |'m Paul Martin.
This is ny
wi fe, Nina. Thank you for inviting us."

Lara gri pped his hand a second | onger than necessary.
"1'"'mdelighted



that you're here. Please nmake yourself at hone."

Paul | ooked around the |obby. Ile had seen it half a
dozen tinmes

before. "It's beautiful,"” he exclained. "I think you're
going to be

very successful . "

Nina Martin was staring at Lara. "lI'msure she will be."
And Lara wondered if she knew.

The guests began to streami n.

An hour later Lara was standing in the | obby when Kell er
rushed up to

her. "For God's sakes," he said, "everyone's |ooking for
you. They're

all in the ballroom eating. Wiy aren't you in there?"
"Todd Grayson hasn't arrived. I['mwaiting for him"

"The Tinmes' architectural critic? I saw himan hour ago."
"What ?"

"Yes. |le went on a tour of the hotel with the others.”
"Why didn't you tell nme?"

"I thought you knew. "

"What did he say?" Lara asked eagerly. "How did he | ook?
Did he

seem i npressed?”

“I'le didn't say anything. Ile |looked fine. And | don't
know whet her

he was i npressed or not."

"Didn't he say anything?"

n I\b. n



Lara frowned. "lle would have said sonething if he had
liked it. It's
a bad sign, Howard."

The party was a huge success. The guests ate and drank
and toasted the

hotel . Wien the evening was over, Lara was showered with

conpl i nments.

“It's such a lovely hotel, Mss Caneron..."

“I''l'l certainly stay here when | cone back to New York..

"What a great idea, having a piano in every living
room.."

"I love the fireplaces..."

“I''l'l certainly recomend this to all ny friends..."
Vel |, Lara thought, even if The New York Tines hates it,
it's going to

be a success.

Lara saw Paul Martin and his wife as they were | eaving.
"I think you really have a wi nner here, M ss Caneron.
It's going to be

the tal k of New York."

"You're very kind, M. Martin," Lara said. "Thank you
for comng."

Nina Martin said quietly, "Good night, Mss Caneron."
"Good night."
As they were wal king out the | obby door, Lara heard her

say, "She's
very beautiful, isn't she, Paul ?"

The follow ng Thursday when the first edition of The New

Yor k Ti mes

came out, Lara was at the newsstand at Forty-second Street



and Br oadway

at four o' clock in the norning, to pick up a copy. She
hurriedly

turned to the honme Section. Todd Grayson's article began:
Manhat t an

has | ong needed a hotel that does not rem nd travelers
that they're

staying in a hotel. The suites at the Caneron Plaza are

| ar ge and

graci ous, and done in beautiful taste.

Lar aCaner onhasfi nal | ygi venNewYor k. . .

She yelled aloud with joy. She tel ephoned Kell er and woke
hi m up.

"We're in!" she said. "The Tines loves us."” |le sat up
i n bed,
groggy. "That's great. Wat did they say?"

Lara read the article to him "Al right,"” Keller said,
now you can
get sone sleep.”

"Sl eep? Are you joking? | have a new site picked out.

As soon as the banks open, | want you to start negotiating
a | oan.

The New York Caneron Plaza was a triunph. It was
conpl etely booked,
and there was a waiting |ist.

“"It's only the beginning," Lara told Keller. "There are
ten thousand

builders in the netropolitan area-but only a handful of
the big

boys-the Tisches, the Rudins, the Rockefellers, the
Sterns. Well,

whet her they like it or not, we're going to play in their

sandbox.



W' re going to change the skyline. We're going to invent
t he
future."

Lara began to get calls from banks offering her | oans.

She cultivated the inportant real estate brokers, taking
them to dinner

and the theater. She had power breakfasts at the Regency
and was told

about properties that were about to conme on the market.
She acqui red

two nore downtown sites and began constructi on.

Paul Martin tel ephoned Lara at the office. "have you seen
Busi ness

Week? You're a hot ticket," he said. "The word' s out

that you're a

shaker. You get things done."

"I try."
“"Are you free for dinner?"
“I''l'l make nyself free.™

Lara was in a neeting with the partner of a top
architectural firm

She was exam ning the blueprints and draw ngs they had
br ought .

"You're going to like this,” the chief architect said.
"It has grace and symetry and the scope that you asked
for. Let ne

explain sonme of the details "That won't be necessary,"”
Lara said. "I

understand them " She | ooked up. "I want you to turn

t hese pl ans over

to an artist."

"What ?"



"I want | arge col or drawi ngs of the building. | want
drawi ngs of the

| obby, the corridors, and the offices. Bankers have no
I magi nati on.

"' mgoing to show them what the building is going to | ook
i ke."

"That's a great idea."
Lara's secretary appeared. "I'msorry I'mlate."

"This neeting was called for nine o' clock, Kathy. It's
nine-fifteen."

“I"' msorry, Mss Caneron, my alarmdidn't go off and..."

"We' Il discuss it later."
She turned to the architects. "I want a few changes
nmade. . . "

Two hours later Lara had finished discussing the changes
she want ed.

When the neeting was over, she said to Kathy, "Don't

| eave. Sit

down. "

Kat hy sat.

"Do you |ike your job?"

"Yes, M ss Caneron."

"This is the third time you' ve been late this week. |
won't put up

W th that again."

“I"'mterribly sorry, I... | haven't been feeling well."

"What's your probl enf?"

"I't's nothing, really."



"lIt's obviously enough to keep you fromconmng in on tine.

What is
it?"

"I haven't been sleeping very well lately. To tell you
the truth,

...

' m scared. "

"Scared of what?" Lara asked inpatiently.

“I... | have a lunp."

"Oh." Lara was silent for a noment. "Well, what did the
doct or

say?"

Kat hy swal | owed. "I haven't seen a doctor."

"Not seen one!" Lara exploded. "For God's sakes, do you
cone froma

famly of ostriches? O course you' ve got to see a
doctor."

Lara picked up the phone. "Get ne Dr. Peters.™

She replaced the receiver. "It's probably nothing, but
you can't |et
It go."

"I have a nother and brother who died of cancer," Kathy
sai d
m serably.

"I don't want a doctor to tell nme | have it."
The tel ephone rang. Lara picked it up. "hello? he
what ?...ldon't

care if heis. You tell himMmwant to talk to hi mnow. "

She replaced the receiver.



A few nonments | ater the phone rang again. Lara picked it
up. "hello,

Alan... no, I'mfine. I'"'msending ny secretary over to
see you. her

name i s Kathy Turner.

She'll be there in half an hour. | want her exam ned this
nor ni ng, and
| want you to stay on top of it... | know you are...

appreci ate
it...

t hanks. "

She replaced the receiver. "Get over to Sl oanKettering
hospital. Dr.
Peters will be waiting for you."

"l don't know what to say, Mss Caneron."

"Say that you'll be on tinme tonmorrow.” Howard Keller cane
into the
office. "W have a problem boss."

n ®. n

"It's the property on Fourteenth Street. W' ve cleared

the tenants out

of the whol e bl ock except for one apartnent house. The

Dor chest er

Apartnments. Six of the tenants refuse to | eave, and the
city won't |et

us force themout."

"Ofer them nore noney.

"It's not a question of noney. Those people have |ived
there a | ong

time. They don't want to | eave. They're confortable

t here. ™

"Then let's make them unconfortable.”

"What do you nean?"



Lara got up. "Let's go take a |look at the building."

On the drive down, they passed bag | adies and honel ess
peopl e roani ng
the streets, asking for handouts.

“I'n a country as wealthy as this," Lara said, "that's a
di sgrace. "

The Dorchester Apartnents was a six-story brick building
in the mddle

of a block filled wwth old structures waiting for the
bul | dozers.

Lara stood in front of it, examning it. "How nmany
tenants are in
t here?"

"We got sixteen out of the apartnent. Six are still
hangi ng on."

"That nmeans we have sixteen apartnents available." Ile
| ooked at her,
puzzled. "That's right. Why?"

"Let's fill those apartnents.”
"You nean, |ease then? What's the point..."

"We're not going to | ease them W're going to donate
themto the

honel ess. There are thousands of honel ess people in New
York. We're

going to take care of sone of them Crowd in as many as
you can. See

that they're given sone food."

Keller frowned. "Wiat makes nme think this isn't one of
your better
| deas?"

"Howard, we're going to becone benefactors. W' re going
to do



sonething the city can't do-shelter the honel ess.”

Lara was studying the building nore closely, |ooking at
t he wi ndows.

"And | want those w ndows boarded up."

"What ?"

"We're going to make the building | ook Iike an old
derelict. Is the

top floor apartnent still occupied, the one with the roof
garden?"

"Yes."

"Put up a big billboard on the roof to block the view
"But..."

"Get to work onit."

When Lara returned to the office, there was a nessage for
her. "Dr.

Peters would like you to call him™" Tricia said.

"Get himfor nme." Ile cane on the phone al nost
I mredi at el y.

"Lara, | exam ned your secretary."
"Yes?"
"She has a tunor. |I'mafraid it's malignant. | recomrend

an i rmedi at e
mast ect ony. "

"l want a second opinion," Lara said.

"OF course, if you wish, but I amhead of the departnent
and. .."

"l still want a second opinion. have soneone el se exam ne
her. Get



back to ne as soon as possible. Wiere is Kathy now?"
"She's on her way back to your office.”
"Thanks, Al an."

Lara replaced the receiver. She pressed down the intercom
butt on.

"When Kathy returns, send her in tone."

Lara studi ed the cal endar on her desk. She had only

thirty days |eft

to clear out the Dorchester Apartnents before construction
was

scheduled to start.

Si x stubborn tenants. Al right, Lara thought, let's see
how | ong t hey
can hold out.

Kat hy wal ked into Lara's office. her face was puffy and
her eyes were
red.

"l heard the news," Lara told her. "I"mso sorry, Kathy."

“I"'mgoing to die," Kathy said.

Lara rose and put her arns around her, holding her close.
"You' re not

going to do anything of the kind.

They' ve made a | ot of progress with cancer. You're going
to have the
operation, and you're going to be all right."

"Mss Caneron, | can't afford..."
"Everything will be taken care of. Dr. Peters is going to
see t hat

you have one nore exam nation. If it verifies his
di agnosi s, you
shoul d have the operation right away.



Now go hone and get sone rest."”

Kathy's eyes filled with tears again. "l... thank you."
As Kat hy wal ked out of the office, she thought, No one
real ly knows

t hat | ady.

Chapt er Si xteen.

The foll ow ng Monday Lara had a visitor.

"There's a M. OBrian here to see you fromthe city
pl anni ng

comm ssioner's office, Mss Caneron."

"What about ?"

“I'le didn't say."

Lara buzzed Keller on the intercom "WII| you cone in
her e,

Howar d?"

She said to the secretary, "Send M. OBrian in."

Andy O Brian was a burly red-faced Irishman with a slight
br ogue.

"M ss Cameron?"

Lara remai ned seated behi nd her desk. "Yes. \Wat can |

do for you,

M. O Brian?"

“I"'mafraid you're in violation of the law, Mss Caneron."

"Real ly? What is this all about?"

"You own the Dorchester Apartnents on East Fourteenth
Street ?"

"Yes."



"We have a report that about a hundred honel ess people
have crowded
into those apartnents.”

"Oh, that." Lara smled. "Yes, | thought that since the
city wasn't

doi ng anyt hing about the honeless, | would help out. I'm
gi ving them
shelter." Howard Keller wal ked into the room

"This is M. Keller. M. OBrian."

The two nmen shook hands.

Lara turned to Keller. "I was just explaining how we're
hel pi ng the

city out by providing housing."

"You invited themin, Mss Caneron?"

"That's right."

"Do you have a license fromthe city?"

"Alicense for what?"

"If you're setting up a shelter, it has to be approved by
the city.

There are certain strict conditions that are enforced.”
"I"'msorry. | wasn't aware of that. I'Il arrange for the
| i cense

I mredi ately. "

"I don't think so."

"What does that nean?"

"We've had conplaints fromthe tenants in the building.

They say
you're trying to force themout."



"Nonsense. "

"M ss Canmeron, the city is giving you forty-eight hours to
nove t hose

honel ess peopl e out of there. And when they | eave, we

have an order

for you to take down the boards that you put up to cover

t he

W ndows. "

Lara was furious. "Is that all?"

"No, ma'am The tenant who has the roof garden says you
put up a sign
bl ocking his view. You'll have to take that down, too.

"What if | won't?"
"I think you will. Al this conmes under harassnent.

You'll save yourself a |lot of trouble and unpl easant
publicity by not

forcing us to take you to court.'
"have a nice

day. "

| 1 e nodded and sai d,

They wat ched hi mwal k out of the office.

Keller turned to Lara. "W'lIl have to get all those
peopl e out of
there.™

"No." She sat there, thinking.

"What do you nean 'no'? The man said..."

"1 know what he said. | want you to bring in nore
honel ess. | want

that buil ding packed with street people.

W're going to stall. Call Terry hill. Tell himthe
probl em have

hi mget a stay or sonmething. W've got to get those six
tenants out by



the end of the nonth or it's going to cost us three
mIllion dollars."”

The intercom buzzed. "Dr. Peters is on the phone."
Lara picked up the tel ephone. "hello, Alan.”

"I just wanted to tell you that we finished the operation.
It | ooks

like we got it all. Kathy's going to be fine."
"That's wonderful news. Wien can | visit her?"

"You can cone by this afternoon.”

“I''l'l do that. Thanks, Alan. See that | get all the
bills, wll

you?"

"WIIl do."

“"And you can tell the hospital to expect a donation.

Fifty thousand dollars."”

Lara said to Tricia, "Fill her roomwith flowers." She

| ooked at her

schedule. "1'Il go down to see her at four o'clock."
Terry hill arrived at the office. "There's a warrant for
your arrest

comng in."

n W]at ?Il

"Weren't you warned to get those honel ess peopl e out of
t he
bui | di ng?"

"Yes, but..."
"You can't get away with this, Lara. There's an old

adage: 'Don't
fight Cty hall, you can't'" "Are they really going to



arrest me?"

"You're dam right they are. You were given notice by the
city to get
t hose people out of there.”

"All right," Lara said. "Let's get themout." She turned
to Keller.

"Renmove them but don't put them out on the street. That
I sn't

right.... We have those enpty room ng houses that we're
waiting to

convert in the West Twenties. Let's put themthere. Take
all the help

you need. | want them gone in an hour."

She turned to Terry hill. "I'lIl be out of here, so they
can't serve

me. By the tine they do, the problemw || be solved."

The intercom buzzed. "There are two gentlenmen here from
the district
attorney's office.”

Lara notioned to Howard Keller. |Ile wal ked over to the
i nt ercom and
said, "Mss Caneron isn't here."

There was a silence. "Wen do you expect her?"

Kel |l er | ooked at Lara. Lara shook her head. Keller said
into the
intercom "W don't know. " Ile flicked the key up.

“I'"l'l go out the back way," Lara said.

Lara hated hospitals. A hospital was her father lying in
bed, pal e and

suddenly ol d. "What the bluidy hell are you doin' here?
You' ve work

to dae at the boardi nghouse."

Lara wal ked into Kathy's room It was filled with



fl owers. Kathy was
sitting up in bed.

"How do you feel?" Lara asked.

Kathy smled. "The doctor said I'mgoing to be fine."
"You'd better be. Your work is piling up. I need you."

“I ... | don't know how to thank you for all this."
"Don't."

Lara picked up the bedsi de phone and put a call through to
her

of fice.

She spoke to Terry hill.

"Are they still there?"
"They're still here. They intend to stay until you
return.”

"Check with Howard. As soon as he clears the street
peopl e out of the
building, I'll come back.™

Lara repl aced the receiver.

"I'f you need anything, let ne know," Lara said. "I'll be
back to see
you tonorrow. "

Lara's next stop was at the architectural offices of

hi ggi ns, Al nont &

Clark. She was ushered in to see M. Cark. Ile rose as
she wal ked

into his office.

"What a nice surprise. What can | do for you, Mss
Canmer on?"

"Do you have the plans here for the project on Fourteenth



Street ?"

"Yes, indeed."” |Ile went over to his drawi ng board. "here
we are."”

There was a sketch of a beautiful high rise conplex with
apar t ment
bui | di ngs and shops around it.

"I want you to redraw it," Lara said.

n W]at ?Il

Lara pointed to a space in the mddle of the bl ock.
"There's a building still standing in this area. | want
you to draw

t he same concept, but construct it around that building."
"You nmean you want to put up the project wth one of the
ol d bui |l di ngs

still standing? It woul d never worKk.

First of all, it would |look terrible and..."

"Just do it, please. Send it over to ny office this
af t ernoon. "

And Lara was gone.

From the car she tel ephoned Terry hill. "have you heard
from Howar d
yet ?"

"Yes. The squatters have all been cleared out."

"Good. Cet the district attorney on the phone. Tell him
that | had

ordered those squatters out two days ago and that there
was a | ack of

comruni cation. The mnute | heard about it, today, | had
t hem noved
out. I"'mon ny way back to the office now See if he

still wants to



arrest nme."

She said to the driver, "Drive through the park. Take
your tinme."

Thirty mnutes |ater, when Lara reached her office, the
men with the
warrant were gone.

Lara was in a neeting with Howard Keller and Terry hill.

"The tenants still won't budge," Keller said. "I even
went back and

of fered them nore noney. They're not |eaving. W' ve only
got five

days left before we have to begin bulldozing."

Lara said, "I asked M. Cark to draw up a new bl uepri nt
for the

project."

"I sawit,"” Keller said. "It doesn't nake any sense.

We can't |eave that old building standing in the m ddl e of
a new gi ant

construction. W're going to have to go to the bank and
ask themif

they' Il nove back the start date."
"No," Lara said. "I want to nove it up."
"What ?"

"Get hold of the contractor. Tell himwe want to start
bul | dozi ng
tonorrow. "

"Tonmorrow? Lara..."
"First thing in the norning. And take that blueprint and
give it to

the foreman of the construction crew "

"What good will that do?" Keller asked.



"W'll see.”

The follow ng norning the remai ning tenants of the

Dor chest er

Apartnments were awakened by the roar of a bull dozer. They
| ooked out

of their w ndows. hal fway down the block, as they

wat ched, a

mechani cal behenpoth was noving toward them | eveling
everything inits

pat h.

The tenants were stunned.

M. hershey, who lived on the top floor, rushed outside
and hurried

over to the foreman. "Wiat do you think you' re doi ng?"
he screaned.

"You can't go ahead with this."

"Who says so?"

"The city does." hershey pointed to the building he |ived
I n.
"You're not permtted to touch that building."

The foreman | ooked at the blueprint in front of him

"That's right," he said. "W have orders to | eave that
bui | di ng

standi ng." hershey frowned. "Wat? Let ne see that."

| 1 e | ooked at

the plan and gasped. "They're going to put up the plaza
and | eave this

bui | di ng st andi ng?"

"That's right, mster."
"But they can't do that! The noise and dirt!"

"That's not my problem Now, if you'll get out of ny way,



I'"d like to
get back to work."

Thirty mnutes later Lara's secretary said, "There's a M.
her shey on
line two, Mss Caneron.”

"Tell himl'mnot available."

When hershey called for the third tinme that afternoon,
Lara finally
pi cked up the phone and spoke with him

"Yes, M. hershey. Wat can | do for you?"
“I"'d like to cone in and see you, Mss Caneron."”

"I"'mafraid |"mrather busy. Wiatever it is you have to
say you can
say on the phone."

"Well, you'll be glad to know that |'ve talked to the
other tenants in

our building and we've agreed that it m ght be best after
all to take

your offer and vacate our apartnents."”

"That offer is no | onger good, M. hershey. You can al
stay where

you are."

"I'f you build around us, we're never going to get any
sl eep! "

"Who told you we were going to build around you?"

Lara denmanded. "Where did you get that information?"
"The foreman on the job showed ne a blueprint and..."
"Well, he's going to be fired." There was fury in Lara's

voi ce. "That
was confidential information."



"Wait a mnute. Let's talk |ike two reasonabl e peopl e,
okay? Your

project would be better off if we got out of here, and I

think we'd be

better off leaving. | don't want to live in the m ddle of

a dammed
high rise."

Lara said, "It doesn't matter to ne whether you go or
stay, M.

hershey." her voice softened. "I'll tell you what 1"l
do. If that

building is vacated by next nonth I"'mwlling to go with

our first
of fer."

She could hear himthinking it over.

Finally he said reluctantly, "Ckay. I'll talk to the
others, but I'm

sure it will be all right. | really appreciate this, Mss
Caneron. "

Lara said, "It's been ny pleasure, M. hershey."

The follow ng nonth, work on the new project began in
ear nest .

Lara's reputation was grow ng. Caneron Enterprises was
putting up a

hi gh rise in Brooklyn, a shopping center in Wstchester,
mall in

Washi ngton, D.C. There was a | ow cost housi ng project
bei ng constructed

in Dallas and a bl ock of condom niuns in Los Angel es.
Capital flowed

I n from banks, savings and | oan conpani es, and eager
private

i nvestors.

Lara had becone a Nane.

Kat hy had returned to work.

a



"I m back. "

Lara studi ed her a nonent. "How do you feel ?"
Kathy smled. "Great. Thanks to..."

"Do you have a | ot of energy?"

She was surprised at the question. "Yes. |..."

"Good. You're going to need it. |I'm making you ny
executive

assistant. There will be a nice raise for you."

"I don't know what to say. | "You've earned it."

Lara saw the neno in Kathy's hand. "Wat's that?"

"Gournet nagazine would |like to publish your favorite
reci pe. Are you
I nt erest ed?"

"No. Tell themlI'mtoo ... wait a mnute." She sat there
a nonent,

| ost in thought. Then she said softly, "Yes. I'll give

t hem a

reci pe. "

The reci pe appeared in the nagazine three nonths |ater.

It began: Bl ack Bun-A classic Scottish dish. A mxture
encased in a

short paste jacket nade fromhalf a pound of flour, a
guarter pound of

butter, a touch of cold water, and a half a teaspoon of
baki ng power.

| nside are two pounds of raisins, half a pound of chopped
al nonds,

three-quarters of a pound of flour, half a pound of sugar,
t wo

t easpoons of allspice, a teaspoon of ground ginger, a

t easpoon of

ci nnanon, a half teaspoon of baking powder, and a dash of



brandy. ..

Lara | ooked at the article for a long tinme, and it brought
back the

taste of it, the snell of the boardi nghouse kitchen, the
noi se of the

boarders at supper. her father helpless in his bed. She
put the

nmagazi ne away.

* * * People recognized Lara on the street, and when she
wal ked into a

restaurant, there were always excited whi spers. She was
escorted

around town by half a dozen eligible suitors and had
flattering

proposal s, but she was not interested. In a strange,

al nost eerie way,

she was still |ooking for soneone. Soneone famliar.
Soneone she had

never net.

Lara woul d wake up at five o' clock every norning and have
her driver,

Max, take her to one of the buildings under construction.
She woul d

stand there, staring at what she was creating, and she

t hought, You

were wong, Father. | can collect the rents.

For Lara, the sounds of the day began with the
rata-tat-tat of the

j ackhamrers, the roar of the bulldozers, the clanging of
heavy netal .

She would ride the rickety construction elevator to the
top and stand

on the steel girders with the wind blowing in her face,
and she

t hought, | own this city.

Paul Martin and Lara were in bed.

"l hear you chewed out a couple of your construction



wor kers pretty
good today."

"They deserved it," Lara said. "They were doi ng sl oppy
wor k. "

Paul grinned. "At |east you've learned not to slap them"™
"Look what happened when | did slap one."
to him "I
met you."

She snuggl ed up

"I have to take a trip to L. A" Paul said. "I'd |ike you
to cone with
me. Can you get away for a few days?"

“I"d love to, Paul, but it's inpossible. | schedule ny
days with a
stopwatch."” |le sat up and | ooked down at her. "Maybe

you' re doi ng
t oo nuch, baby.

Don't ever get too busy for ne.

Lara sm |l ed and began to stroke him "Don't worry about
that. It wll
never happen.”

* * |t had been there in front of her all the tine, and
she had not

seen it. It was a huge waterfront property in the Wal
Street area,

near the Wrld Trade Center. And it was for sale. Lara
had passed it

a dozen tinmes, but she |ooked at it now and saw what
shoul d have been

there all along: In her mnd, she could see the world's
tall est

bui | di ng. She knew what Howard was going to say: "You're
getting in

over your head, Lara. You can't get involved with this."
But she knew

t hat not hing was going to stop her.



When she got to the office, she called a neeting of her
staff.

"The Wall Street property on the waterfront," Lara said.
"We're going

to buy it. We're going to put up the tallest skyscraper
In the

worl d."
"Lara..."

"Before you say anything, Howard, let nme point out a few
t hi ngs. The

| ocation is perfect. It's in the heart of the business
district.

Tenants will be fighting to get office space there. And
remenber, it's

going to be the tallest skyscraper in the world. That's a
bi g

si zzl e.

It's going to be our flagship. W'll call it Cameron
Towers. "

"Where's the noney com ng fronf"
Lara handed him a piece of paper.

Kel | er was exam ning the figures. "You' re being
optimstic."

"' mbeing realistic. W' re not tal king about just any
bui | di ng.

We're tal king about a jewel, Howard." |le was thinking
hard. "You'll
be stretching yourself thin."

Lara smled. "W've done that before, haven't we?"

Kel |l er said, thoughtfully, "The tallest skyscraper in the
world..."



"That's right. And the banks call us every day, throw ng
noney at
us.

They' Il junp at this."

"They probably wll," Keller said. |Ile |ooked at Lara.

"You really want this, don't you?"
n YeS. n

Kel l er sighed. |le | ooked around at the group. "A
right. The first
step is to take an option on the property."

Lara smled. "I've already done that. And | have sone
ot her news for
you. Steve Mirchi son was negotiating for that property.”

"I remenber him W took that hotel site away fromhimin
Chi cago. "

"I"'mgoing to let it go this tine, bitch, because | don't
t hi nk you

know what the hell you're doing. But in the future, stay
out of ny

way-you could get hurt."

"Right." Mirchison had becone one of the nost ruthless
and successful
real estate devel opers in New York.

Kel l er said, "Lara, he's bad news. |le enjoys destroying
peopl e. "

"You worry too nuch."

The financing for Caneron Towers went snoothly.

Lara had been right. The bankers felt that there was a
sizzle to the

tall est skyscraper in the world. And the nane of Caneron
was an added



cachet. They were eager to be associated with her.

Lara was nore than a gl anorous figure. She was a synbol
to the wonen

of the world, an icon. |If she can acconplish this, why
not nme? A

perfume was nanmed after her. She was invited to all the

| npor t ant

soci al events, and hostesses were eager to have her at

t hei r di nner

parties. her nanme on a buil ding seened to ensure success.

"We're going to start our own construction conpany," Lara
deci ded one

day. "We have the crews. W'll|l rent them out to other

bui | ders. ™"

"That's not a bad idea," Keller said.

"Let's go for it. How soon are we going to break ground
for Caneron
Tower s?"

"The deal's in place. | would say three nonths from now.

Lara sat back in her chair. "Can you inmagine it, Howard?
The tall est

skyscraper in the world." Ile wondered what Freud woul d
have made of

t hat .

The ground- breaki ng cerenony for Caneron Towers had the
at nosphere of a

three-ring circus. Anerica' s Princess, Lara Caneron, was
the main

attraction. The event had been heavily publicized in the
newspaper s

and on television, and a cromd of nore than two hundred
peopl e had

gathered, waiting for Lara to arrive. \Wien her white

| i mousi ne pull ed

up to the building site, there was a roar fromthe crowd.

"There she is!"



As Lara stepped out of the car and noved toward the

buil ding site to

greet the mayor, police and security guards held the crowd
back. The

peopl e pushed forward, scream ng and calling her nane, and
t he

phot ogr aphers' fl ashbul bs began poppi ng.

In a special roped-off section were the bankers, heads of
adverti sing

agenci es, conpany directors, contractors, project
managers, community

representatives, and architects. One hundred feet away,

| ar ge

bul | dozers and backhoes were standing by, ready to go to
work. Fifty

trucks were lined up to cart the rubble away.

Lara was standing next to the mayor and the Manhatt an
bor ough

president. It had started to drizzle. Jerry Townsend,
head of public

relations for Caneron Enterprises, hurried toward Lara
W th an

unbrella. She smled and waved hi m away.

The mayor spoke into the caneras. "Today is a great day
for
Manhat t an.

Thi s ground-breaki ng cerenony at Caneron Towers marks the
begi nni ng of

one of the largest real estate projects in Manhattan's

hi story. Six

bl ocks of Manhattan real estate will be converted into a
noder n
community that will include apartnent buildings, two

shoppi ng centers,
a convention center, and the tallest skyscraper in the
worl d."

There was appl ause fromthe crowd.



"Wher ever you | ook,
Lara Caneron's
contribution witten in concrete.'
is the

Caneron Center. And near it, Caneron Plaza and half a
dozen housi ng

projects. And across the country is the great Caneron
hotel chain."

the mayor continued, "you can see

I e pointed. "Uptown

The mayor turned to Lara and smled. "And she's not only
brai ny, she's
beautiful ."

There was | aughter and nore appl ause.
“Lara Cameron, |adies and gentl enen.
Lara | ooked into the tel evision canmeras and sm | ed.

"Thank you, M. Mayor. |I'mvery pleased to have nmade sone
snmal |

contribution to this fabulous city of ours. My father

al ways told ne

that the reason we were put on this earth was..." She
hesitated. Cut

of the corner of her eye, she had seen a famliar figure
in the

cr owd.

Steve Murchi son. She had seen his photograph in

newspapers. ... Wat

was he doing here? Lara went on. ... "was to leave it a
better place

t han when we cane into it. Well, | hope that in ny own
small way, |'ve

been able to do that."

There was nore appl ause. Lara was handed a cerenoni al
hard hat and a

chrone-pl ated shovel

"Time to go to work, Mss Caneron."

The fl ashbul bs began to pop again.



Lara pushed the shovel into the dirt and dug up the first
bit of
earth.

At the conclusion of the cerenony, refreshnents were
served, while the

tel evision caneras kept recording the event. Wen Lara
| ooked around

agai n, Murchi son was nowhere in sight.

Thirty mnutes |ater Lara Caneron was back in the

| i mousi ne headed for

the office. Jerry Townsend was seated next to her.

"I thought it went great," he said. "Just great."

"Not bad," Lara grinned. "Thanks, Jerry."

The executive suites of Canmeron Enterprises occupied the
entire

fiftieth floor of Caneron Center.

Lara got off at the fiftieth floor, and by then the word
had gotten

around that she was arriving. The secretaries and staff
were busily at

wor K.

Lara turned to Jerry Townsend. "Cone into ny office.”

The office was an enornous corner suite overl ooking the
city.

Lara gl anced at sone papers on her desk and | ooked up at
Jerry.

"How s your father? |Is he any better?"
What did she know about his father?
"I'le's... he's not well."

"I know. |le has huntington's chorea, hasn't he, Jerry?"



"Yes."

It was a terrible disease. It was progressive and
degenerati ve,

characterized by spasnodi c i nvoluntary novenents of the
face and

extremties, acconpanied by the |loss of nental faculties.

"How do you know about ny father?"
“I"'mon the board at the hospital where he's being

treated. | heard
sone doctors discussing his case."

Jerry said tightly, "It's incurable.”

"Everything is incurable until they find the cure," Lara
said. "I did

sone checking. There's a doctor in Switzerland who's
doi ng sone

advanced research on the disease. Ile's willing to take
on your

father's case. I'll handle the expenses."

Jerry stood there, stunned.

"Ckay?" Ile found it difficult to speak. "Ckay." |
don't know her,
Jerry Townsend thought. Nobody knows her.

hi story was bei ng nade, but Lara was too busy to notice.
Ronal d

Reagan had been re-el ected, and a man named M khai

CGor bachev had

succeeded Chernenko as | eader of the USSR

Lara built a | owinconme housing devel opnent in Detroit.

In 1986 |van Boesky had been fined a hundred mllion
dollars in an

I nsider trading scandal and sentenced to three years in
prison.



Lara started devel opnent on condom niuns in Queens.

| nvestors were

eager to be a part of the magic of her nanme. A group of
Cer man

I nvest ment bankers flew to New York to neet with Lara.
She arranged

for the neeting immedi ately after their plane | anded.

They had

protested, but Lara said, "I'mso sorry, gentlenen. It's
the only tine

| have. |I'm | eaving for hong Kong."

The Germans were served coffee. Lara had tea. One of the
Ger nans
conpl ai ned about the taste of the coffee.

"It's a special brand nmade for ne," Lara explained. "The
flavor wll
grow on you. Have another cup."

By the end of the negotiations Lara had won all her
poi nt s.

Life was a series of serendipities, except for one
di st urbi ng
I nci dent.

Lara had had several run-ins with Steve Mirchi son over
vari ous

properties, and she had al ways nanaged to outwit him

"I think we should back off," Keller warned.

"Let him back off."

And one norning a beautiful package w apped in rose paper
arrived from

Bendel's. Kathy laid it on Lara's desk.

a "It's amfully heavy,"” Kathy said. "If it's a hat,
you're in

trouble."

Curious, Lara unwapped it and opened the |lid. The box



was packed with

dirt. Aprinted card inside read: "The Frank E. Canpbell
Funer al

Chapel . "

The buil ding projects were all going well. Wen Lara read
about a

proposed inner-city playground that was stym ed because of
bur eaucratic

red tape, she stepped in, had her conpany build it, and
donated it to

the city. The publicity she received on it was enornous.
One headl i ne

read: LARA CAMERON STANDS FOR " CAN DO "

She was seeing Paul once or twice a week, and she tal ked
to himevery
day.

Lara bought a house in Southanpton and lived in a farttasy
wor | d of

expensive jewels and furs and |inousines. her closets

were filled

wi th beautiful designer clothes. "I need sone clothes for
school . "

"Weel, |'m nae made of noney. Get yourself sonething frae
t he

Sal vation Arny Citadel."
And Lara woul d order another outfit.

her enpl oyees were her famly. She worried about them and
was

generous with them They were all she had. She

remenbered their

bi rt hdays and anni versari es.

She hel ped get their children into good schools and set up
schol arshi p

funds for them Wen they tried to thank her, Lara was
enbarrassed.

It was difficult for her to express her enotions. her



fat her had

ridiculed her when she had tried. Lara had built a
protective wall

around herself. No one is ever going to hurt ne again,
she vowed.

No one.

Chapt er Sevent een.

|'"mleaving for London in the norning, Howard."
"What ' s up?" Kell er asked.

"Lord Maclntosh has invited nme to conme over and take a
| ook at a

property he's interested in. Ile wants to go into
partnership."

Bri an Macl ntosh was one of the wealthiest real estate
devel opers in

Engl and.

"What tinme do we | eave?" Kell er asked.

"1'"ve decided to go alone.™

n C],]?Il

"I want you to keep an eye on things here."” |le nodded.
"Right. 1'11

do that."

"I know you will. | can always count on you."

The trip to London was uneventful. The private 727 she
had purchased

took off in the norning and | anded at the Magec Term nal
at Luton

Ai rport outside London.

She had no idea her Iife was about to change.

When Lara arrived at the | obby of O aridges, Ronald Jones,



t he manager,

was there to greet her. "It's a pleasure to have you
back, M ss
Caneron. |'ll show you to your suite. By the way, we
have sone

nessages for you."
There were nore than two dozen.

The suite was | ovely. There were flowers from Brian

Macl ntosh and from

Paul Martin, and chanpagne and hors d' oeuvres fromthe
managenent . The

phone began to ring the mnute Lara walked in. The calls
were from all

over the United States.

"The architect wants to nmake sone changes in the plans.
It wll cost a
fortune...."

"There's a hol dup on the cenent delivery....

"The First National Savings and Loan wants in on our next
deal "The

mayor wants to know if you can be in L. A for the opening.
l1e ' d |ike

to plan a big cerenony....'

"The toilets haven't arrived...."

"Bad weather is holding us up. W're falling behind
schedule....”

Each problemrequired a decision, and when Lara finally
finished with

her calls, she was exhausted. She had dinner in her room
al one and sat

| ooki ng out the wi ndow, at the Rolls-Royces and Bentl eys
pulling up to

the Brook Street entrance, and a feeling of elation swept
over her.

The little girl from dace Bay has cone a | ong way, Daddy.



The follow ng norning Lara went with Brian Maclntosh to
| ook at the

proposed site. It was enornoustwo mles of riverside
frontage filled

wi th old run-down buil dings and storage sheds.

"The British governnent will give us a lot of tax relief
on this,"

Bri an Macl ntosh expl ai ned, "because we're going to
rehabilitate this

whol e section of the city."

"I"'d like to think about it," Lara said. She had al ready
made up her

m nd.

"By the way, | have tickets to a concert tonight," Brian
Macl ntosh told

her. "My wfe has a club neeting.

Do you |ike classical nusic?"

Lara had no interest in classical nusic. "Yes."

"Philip Adler is playing Rachmani noff." |le | ooked at

Lara as though
expecting her to say sonething. She had never heard of
Philip Adler.

"It sounds wonderful ," Lara said.

"Good. We'll have supper afterward at Scotts. |'IIl pick
you up at

seven. "

Wiy did | say | liked classical nusic? Lara wondered.

It was going to be a boring evening. She woul d have
preferred to take

a hot bath and go to sleep. Ch, well, one nore evening
won't hurt

me.



"Il fly back to New York in the norning.

The Festival hall was crowded with nusic aficionados. The
men wor e

di nner jackets and the wonen were dressed in beautiful
eveni ng gowns.

It was a gala evening, and there was a feeling of excited
expectation
in the large hall.

Bri an Macl ntosh purchased two prograns fromthe usher, and
they were
seated. |le handed Lara a program

She barely glanced at it. The London Phil harnonic
Orchestra... Philip

Adl er pl ayi ng Rachmani noffs Piano Concerto No. 3 in D
M nor, Qous

30.

|'"ve got to call Howard and rem nd hi m about the revised
estimates on
the Fifth Avenue site.

The conductor appeared on stage, and the audi ence
appl auded. Lara paid

no attention. The contractor in Boston is noving too
slow y. He needs

a carrot. I'll tell Howard to offer hima bonus.

There was anot her | oud round of applause fromthe
audi ence. A nman was

taking his place at the piano at center stage. The
conduct or gave a

downbeat, and the nusic began.

Philip Adler's fingers flashed across the keys.
A wonman seated behind Lara said with a | oud Texas accent,
"Isn't he

fantastic? | told you, Agnes!"

Lara tried to concentrate again. The London deal is out.



It's the

wrong nei ghbor hood, Lara thought. People aren't going to
want to live

there. Location. Location. Location. She thought about

a project

that had been brought to her, near Colunbus G rcle. Now
t hat one could

wor K.

The woman behind Lara said, loudly, "his expression ...
he's
f abul ous!

lle's one of the nost..."
Lara tried to tune her out.

The cost of an office building there would be

approxi mately four

hundred dollars per rentable square foot. If | can bring
in the

construction cost at one hundred fifty mllion, the I and
costs at one

hundred twenty-five mllion, the soft costs..

"My God!" the woman behi nd Lara excl ai ned.

Lara was startled out of her reverie.

“I'le's so brilliant!"

There was a drunroll fromthe orchestra, and Philip Adler
pl ayed four

bars al one, and the orchestra began to play faster and
faster. The

druns began to beat...

The woman coul d not contain herself. "Listen to that!

The nusic is going frompit: vivo to pit: npbsso. have you
ever heard

anyt hing so exciting?"

Lara gritted her teeth.



The m ni num br eak-even should work out all right, 1 she
t hought. The

cost of the rentable square feet would be three hundred
fifty mllion,

the interest at ten percent would be thirty-five mllion,
plus ten

mllion in operating expenses...

The tenpo of the nusic was increasing, reverberating
t hrough the
hal | .

The nusic cane to a sudden clinmax and stopped, and the
audi ence was on
its feet, cheering.

There were calls of "bravo!"™ The pianist had risen and
was t aki ng
bows.

Lara did not even bother to | ook up. Taxes woul d be about
six, free

rent concessions would cone to two. We're tal ki ng about
fifty-eight

mllion.

"I'le's incredible, isn't he?" Brian Maclntosh said.

"Yes." Lara was annoyed at having her thoughts
I nterrupt ed agai n.

"Let's go backstage. Philip is a friend of mne."

"I really don't...
novi ng toward

| le took Lara's hand, and they were

an exit.

“"I"'mglad 1'lIl have a chance to introduce you to him"
Bri an Macl nt osh

sai d.

It's six o' clock in New York, Lara thought. |1'll be able

to call



Howard and tell himto start negotiati ons.

“I'le's a once-in-a-lifetinme experience, isn't he?"

Once is enough for ne, Lara thought. "Yes."

They had reached the outside artists' entrance. There was
a | arge

crowd waiting. Brian Maclntosh knocked on the door. A
door man opened

It.

"Yes, sir?"

"Lord Maclntosh to see M. Adler."

"Right, my lord. Cone in, please."” |le opened the door

wi de enough to

|l et Brian Maclntosh and Lara enter, then closed it agai nst
t he crowd.

"What do all these people want?" Lara asked.

| 1e | ooked at her in surprise. "They're here to see
Philip."

She wonder ed why.

The doorman said, "Go right into the greenroom ny lord."

"Thank you."
Five mnutes, Lara thought, and I'Il say | have to | eave.
The greenroom was noi sy and already full. People were

crowded around a

figure Lara could not see. The crowd shifted, and for an
I nstant he

was clearly visible.

Lara froze, and for a nonent she felt her heart stop. The
vague,

evanescent inmage that had been at the back of her mnd al
t hose years



had suddenly materialized out of nowhere. Lochinvar, the
vision in her

fantasies, had come to |life! The nan at the center of the
crowd was

tall and blond, with delicate, sensitive features. |lle
was wearing

white tie and tails, and a feeling of deja vu swept over
Lara: She was

standing at the kitchen sink in the boardi nghouse, and the
handsone

young man in white tie and tails cane up behind her and
whi spered, "Can

| help you?"

Bri an Macl ntosh was wat chi ng Lara, concerned.

“"Are you all right?"

"I... I"'mfine." She was finding it difficult to breathe.
Philip Adler was noving toward them snmiling, and it was
the same warm

smle Lara had imagined. |Ile held out his hand. "Brian,
how good of

you to cone."

"I wouldn't have mssed it," Maclntosh said. "You were
sinmply

mar vel ous. "

"Thank you."

"Ch, Philip, I would Iike you to neet Lara Caneron."
Lara was | ooking into his eyes, and the words cane out
unbi dden. " Do

you dry?"

"l beg your pardon?"

Lara turned red. "Nothing. I..." She was suddenly
t ongue-ti ed.

Peopl e were crowdi ng around Philip Adler, heaping praise



on him
"You' ve never played better..."
"I think Rachmani noff was with you tonight..."

The praise went on and on. The wonen in the roomwere
crowdi ng around
him touching and pulling at him

Lara stood there watching, nmesnerized. her chil dhood
dream had cone
true. her fantasy had becone flesh and bl ood.

"Are you ready to go?" Brian Maclntosh asked Lara.

No. She wanted nothing nore than to stay. She wanted to
talk to the

vision again, to touch him to nmake sure he was real.
"“I'"'mready,"

Lara said reluctantly.

The follow ng norning Lara was on her way back to New
Yor k. She
wonder ed whet her she woul d ever see Philip Adler again.

She was unable to get himout of her mnd. She tried to
tell herself

that it was ridiculous, that she was trying to relive a
chi | dhood

dream but it was no use. She kept seeing his face,
hearing his

Voi ce.

| nust see himagain, Lara thought.
Early the next norning Paul Martin tel ephoned.
“hi, baby. | mssed you. How was London?"

"Fine," Lara said carefully. "Just fine."

When they had finished tal king, Lara sat at her desk
t hi nki ng about



Philip Adler.

"They're waiting for you in the conference room M ss
Caneron. "

“I'"'mcom ng."
"We | ost the Queens deal," Keller said.
"Why? | thought it was all set.™

"So did I, but the community board refuses to support the
zoni ng
change. "

Lara | ooked around at the Executive Comm ttee assenbled in
the room

There were architects, |lawers, publicity nen, and
construction
engi neers.

Lara said, "I don't understand. Those tenants have an
aver age i ncone

of nine thousand dollars a year, and they're paying | ess
than two

hundred dollars a nonth in rent. We're going to
rehabilitate the

apartnents for them at no increase in rent, and we're
going to provide

new apartnents for sone of the other residents in the
nei ghbor hood.

We're giving them Christmas in July and they turned you
down? What's

t he probl en?"

"It's not the board so nmuch. It's their chairman. A | ady
named Edith

Benson. "

"Set up another neeting with her. 1'Il go there nyself."

Lara took her chief construction supervisor, Bill Witmn,



to the
meet i ng.

Lara said, "Frankly, | was stunned when | heard that your
board turned

us down. We're going to put up over a hundred mllion
dollars to

| nprove this neighborhood, and yet you refuse to..."

Edith Benson cut her short. "Let's be honest, Mss
Caneron. You're

not putting up the noney to inprove the nei ghborhood.
You' re putting

up the noney so Cam | eron Enterprises can nake nore
noney. "

"OF course, we expect to nmake noney," Lara said.

"But the only way we can do that is to help you people.

W're going to nake the living conditions in your area
better,
and. .."

"Sorry. | don't agree. Right now, we're a quiet little
nei ghbor hood.

If we let you in, we're going to becone a higher-density
area-nore

traffic, nore autonobiles, nore pollution. W don't want
any of

that."

“"Neither do |I," Lara said. "W don't intend to put up
di ngbat s t hat
"Di ngbat s?"

"Yes, those ugly, stripped-down, three-story stucco boxes.
We're

interested in designs that won't increase the noise |evel
or reduce the

|l i ght or change the feel of the nei ghborhood. W' re not
Interested in

hot dog, show off architecture. |'ve already hired



St anton Fi el di ng,

the top architect in the country, to design this project,
and Andrew

Burton from Washington to do the | andscapi ng. "

Edi t h Benson shrugged. "I'msorry. It's no use. | don't
t hi nk
there's anything nore to discuss." She started to rise.

| can't lose this, Lara thought desperately. Can't they
see it's for

t he good of their neighborhood? I'mtrying to do

sonet hing for them

and they won't let ne. And suddenly she had a wild idea.

"Wait a mnute," Lara said. "I understand that the other
menbers of

the board are wlling to nake the deal but you are the one
bl ocki ng

it."
"That's correct."

Lara took a deep breath. "There is sonething to discuss.”
She

hesitated. "It's very personal." She was fidgeting now.
"You say I'm

not worried about pollution and what happens to the
environnent in this

nei ghborhood if we nove in? I'mgoing to tell you
sonet hing that |

hope you will keep in confidence. | have a ten-year-old
daught er t hat

"' mcrazy about, and she's going to live in the new
bui l di ng with her

father. |le has custody of her."

Edi th Benson was | ooking at her in surprise. "I...
didn't know you

had a daughter.™

"No one does,"
married. That's
why |'m asking you to keep this confidential. If it gets

Lara said quietly. "I've never been



out, it could
be very damagi ng to ne.

"' msure you understand that."
"I do understand."

"I love nmy daughter very nuch, and | assure you that |
woul d never do

anything in the world that would hurt her. | intend to do
everything |

can to nmake this project wonderful for all the people who
live here.

And she'll be one of them™"

There was a synpathetic silence. "I nust say, this ...
this puts quite
a different conplexion on things, Mss Caneron. |I'd |ike

to have sone
time to think about it."

"Thank you. | appreciate that." If | did have a
daughter, Lara
t hought, it would be safe for her to live here.

Three weeks | ater Lara got the approval fromthe City
Pl anni ng
Conmmi ssion to go ahead with the project.

"Great," Lara said. "Now we'd better get hold of Stanton
Fi el di ng and

Andrew Burton and see if they're interested in working on
t he

project."”

Howard Kell er could not believe the news. "I heard what
happened, " he

said. "You conned her! That's incredible. You don't
have a

daughter!”

"They need this project,”
way | could

Lara said. "This was the only



think of to change their mnds."

Bill Whitman was listening. "There' Il be hell to pay if
t hey ever find
out."

I n January construction was conpleted on a new buil ding on
East

Sixty-third Street. It was a forty-fivestory apartnent
bui | di ng, and

Lara reserved the dupl ex penthouse for herself. The roons
wer e | arge,

and the apartnent had terraces that covered a full bl ock.
She brought

in a top decorator to do the apartnent. There was a
housewarm ng for a

hundr ed peopl e.

"All it lacks is a man," one of the |ady guests said
cattily.

And Lara thought of Philip Adler and wondered where he was
and what he

was doi ng.

Lara and Howard Keller were in the mddle of a discussion
when Bil |

VWhi tman cane into the office "hi, boss. Got a m nute?”
Lara | ooked up from her desk. "Just about, Bill.

VWhat' s the probl enf?"

"My wife."

"I'f you're having marital difficulties..."

"It'"s not that. She thinks we ought to go away for a
whil e on

vacation. Maybe go to Paris for a few weeks."

Lara frowned. "Paris? We're in the mddle of half a
dozen jobs."



"1 know, but |'ve been working long hours lately, and |
don't get to
see nuch of ny wife. You know what she said to ne this
nor ni ng? She

said, 'Bill, if you got a pronotion and a nice raise, you
woul dn't have
to work so hard."" Ile smled.

Lara sat back in her chair, studying him "You aren't due
for a raise
until next year."

Wi t man shrugged. "Who knows what can happen in a year?
W m ght run

into problens with that Queens deal, for instance. You
know, old Edith

Benson m ght hear sonething that woul d make her change her
m nd.

Ri ght ?"
Lara sat very still. "I see.”

Bill Wiitman got to his feet. "Think about it, and let ne
know. "

Lara forced a smle. "Yes."
She wat ched hi mwal k out of her office, her face grim

"Jesus, Keller said. "What was that all about?"
"It's called blackmail ."

The follow ng day Lara had |unch with Paul Martin.

Lara said, "Paul, | have a problem |I'mnot sure howto
handle it."
She told himabout her conversation with Bill Wit mn.

"Do you think he'll really go back to the old |ady?"

Paul Martin asked.



"l don't know. But if he does, | could get in a |ot of
trouble with
t he housi ng Conm ssion."

Paul shrugged. "I wouldn't worry about him lle's
pr obabl y

bl uffing."

Lara sighed. "I hope so."

"How woul d you like to go to Reno?" Paul asked.
“I'"d love to, but | can't get away."

"I"'mnot asking you to get away. |'masking if you' d like
to buy a
hotel and casino there.”

Lara studied him "Are you serious?"

"I got word that one of the hotels is going to lose its

| i cense. The

place is a gold m ne. Wen the news gets out, everyone is
goi ng to be

after it. The hotel's going on auction, but | think I can
fix it for

you to get it."

Lara hesitated. "I don't know. |I'mpretty heavily

comm tted. Howard

Kel |l er says the banks won't |lend ne any nore until | can
pay off sone

| oans. "

"You don't have to go to a bank."

"Then where...?"

"Junk bonds. A lot of Wall Street firns offer them
There are savings and | oan conpanies. You put up five

percent equity,
and a savings and | oan conpany wll put up sixty-five



percent in

hi gh-yield notes. That |eaves thirty percent uncover ed.
You can get

that froma foreign bank that invests in casinos. You' ve
got

choi ces-Swit zerl and, Gernmany, Japan. There are half a
dozen banks that

will put up the thirty percent in comercial notes."

Lara was beginning to get excited. "It sounds great.
Do you really think you can get the hotel for me?"
Paul grinned. "It will be your Christmas present."

"You' re wonderful. Wy are you so good to ne?"

"I haven't the vaguest idea," he teased. But he knew the
answer. lle

was obsessed with her. Lara nmade him feel young again,
and she made

everything exciting for him | never want to | ose you, he

t hought .

Kel ler was waiting for Lara when she wal ked into the
of fice.

"Where have you been?" he asked. "There was a two
o' cl ock neeting
that..."

"Tell me about junk bonds, Howard. W've never dealt with
t hem How
are bonds rated?"

"Well, at the top you have Triple A That woul d be a
conpany |i ke AT

and T. Down the | adder you have Double A, Single A BAA
and at the

bottom of the |adder, Double B-those are the junk bonds.
An i nvest nent

bond w Il pay nine percent. A junk bond will pay fourteen
per cent.



Wiy do you ask?"
Lara told him

"A casi no, Lara? Jesus! Paul Martin is behind this,
isn't he?"

"No, Howard. If |I go ahead with this, I'mbehind it.

Did we get an answer on our offer on the Battery Park
property?"

"Yes. She won't sell to us."

"The property is up for sale, isn't it?"

"In a way."

"Stop talking in circles.”

"It's owned by a doctor's w dow, El eanor Royce. Every
real estate

devel oper in town has been bidding on that property."
"have we been out bi d?"

"It isn't that. The old lady isn't interested in noney.
She' s | oaded. "

"What is she interested in?"

"She wants sonme kind of nonument to her husband.
Apparently she thinks she was narried to Al bert
Schwei t zer. She wants

to keep his flane burning. She doesn't want her property
turned into

anything crass or comrercial. | hear Steve Mirchi son has
been trying

to talk her into selling.”

n G,]?ll



Lara sat there quietly for a full mnute. Wen she spoke,
she said,
"Who' s your doctor, Howard?"

n W]at ?Il

"Who's your doct or?"

"Seynmour Bennett. |le's chief of staff at M dtown
hospital ."
The following norning Lara's attorney, Terry hill, was

sitting in the
office of Dr. Seynour Bennett.

"My secretary told ne that you wanted to see ne urgently
and that it
has nothing to do with a nedical problem™

"In a sense,” Terry H Il said, "it does concern a nedical
problem Dr.

Bennett. | represent an investment group that wants to
put up a

nonprofit clinic. W want to be able to take care of
t hose unfortunate
peopl e who can't afford regular nedical care."

"That's a splendid idea,"” Dr. Bennett said. "Wat can |
do to help
you?"

Terry H Il told him

The follow ng day Dr. Bennett was having tea in the hone
of El eanor
Royce.

"They' ve asked ne to approach you on behalf of this group,
Ms.
Royce.

They want to build a beautiful clinic, and they want to
name it after
your | ate husband. They visualize it as sort of a shrine



to him"
Ms. Royce's face lit up. "They do?"

They di scussed the group's plans for an hour, and at the
end of that

time Ms. Royce said, "George would have loved this. You
tell them

that they have a deal ."

Construction began six nonths later. Wen it was
conpleted, it was

gigantic. The entire square block was filled wi th huge
apart nent

bui | di ngs, an enornous shopping mall, and a theater
conplex. In a

renote corner of the property was a snmall one-story brick
bui l di ng. A

sinple sign over the door read. GEORGE ROYCE MEDI CAL
CLI NI C.

220
Chapt er Ei ght een.

ron Christmas Day Lara stayed honme. She had been invited
to a dozen

parties, but Paul Martin was going to drop by. "I have to
be with N na

and the kids today," he had explained, "but I want to cone
by and see

you. "

She wondered what Philip Adler was doing on this Christnms
Day .

It was a Currier & lves postcard kind of day. New York

was bl anket ed

in a beautiful white snowfall, wapped in silence. Wen
Paul Martin

arrived, he had a shopping bag full of gifts for Iara.

"l had to stop at the office to pick these up," he said.



So his wife wouldn't know.

"You give nme so nmuch, Paul. You don't have to bring
anyt hi ng. "

"I wanted to. Open themup now. " Lara was touched by his
eagerness to
see her reaction.

The gifts were thoughtful and expensive. A necklace from
Cartier's,

scarves from Hernmes, books from Ri zzoli, an antique
carriage clock, and

a small white envel ope.

Lara opened it. It read: "Caneron Reno Hotel & Casino" in
| ar ge bl ock

|l etters. She | ooked up at him in surprise.

"I have the hotel ?"

He nodded confidently. "You wll have. The bidding
starts next

week.

You're going to have fun with it," Paul Mrtin predicted.

"I don't know anythi ng about running a casino."

"Don't worry. I'll put sone professionals in to manage it
for you.

The hotel, you can handl e yourself."

"I don't know how to thank you. You do so nuch forned."
He took her hands in his. "There isn't anything in the
world that |

woul dn't do for you. Renenber that."

“I wll," she said solemly.

He was | ooking at his watch. "I have to get back hone. |
w sh..." He



hesi t at ed.

"Yes?"

“"Never mnd. Merry Christmas, Lara."
"Merry Christnmas, Paul."

She went to the wi ndow and | ooked out. The sky had becone
a delicate

curtain of dancing snowfi akes. Restless, Lara wal ked to
the radi o and

turned it on. An announcer was saying, .... . and now,

for its holiday

program the Boston Synphony Orchestra presents

Beet hoven's Pi ano

Concerto No. Five in E flat, with Philip Adler, soloist."

lara listened with her eyes, seeing himat the piano,
handsone and

el egant. Wen the nusic ended, she thought, |'ve got to
see him

agai n.

Bill Whitman was one of the best construction supervisors
I n the

busi ness. He had risen through the ranks and was in great
demand. He

wor ked steadily and earned good noney, but he was

di ssatisfied. For

years he had watched buil ders reapi ng enornous fortunes
whi | e he got

nothing but a salary. In a way, he thought, they're
maki ng their noney

off of nme. The owner gets the cake; | get the crunbs.
But the day

Lara Caneron had gone before the community board,
everyt hi ng changed.

She had |lied to get the board's approval, and that lie
coul d destroy

her.

If I went to the board and told themthe truth, she'd be



out of
busi ness.

But Bill Wiitman had no intention of doing that. He had a
better
pl an.

He i ntended to use what had happened as | everage. The
boss | ady was

going to give himanything he asked for. He could sense
fromtheir

first nmeeting at which he had asked for a pronotion and
rai se that she

was going to give in. She had no choice. |I'll start
smal |, Bill
Whi t man t hought happily, and then I'I|l begi n squeezing.

Two days after Christmas, work began again on the Eastside
Pl aza

project. Whitman | ooked around at the huge site and

t hought, This

one's going to be a real noneymaker. Only this tinme, I'm
going to cash

inon it, too.

The site was crowded with heavy equi pnent. Cranes were
digging into

the earth and lifting tons of it into waiting trucks. A
crane w el di ng

a gi ant sawtoothed scoop bucket seened to be stuck. The
huge arm hung

suspended high in mdair. Whitman strode toward the cab,
under the

huge netal bucket.

"Hey, Jesse,"” he called. "What's the matter up there?"

The man in the cab nunbl ed sonet hing that Witnman coul d
not hear.

VWhi t man noved cl oser. "Wat ?"

Everyt hi ng happened in a split second. A chain slipped,
and t he huge



nmet al bucket canme crashing down on Whitnman, smashing him
to the
gr ound.

Men canme running toward the body, but there was nothing to
be done.

"The safety brake slipped,” the operator explained |ater.
"CGee, | feel
really awful. | liked Bill a lot."

* * \When she heard the news, Lara inmediately tel ephoned
Paul Martin.

"Did you hear about Bill Whitnman?"

"Yes. It was on television."

"Paul, you didn"t...?"

He | aughed. "Don't go getting any crazy ideas. You've
been seeing too

many novi es. Renenber, the good guys always win in the
end. "

And Lara wondered, Am | one of the good guys?

There were nore than a dozen bidders for the Reno hotel.

"When do | bid?" Lara asked Paul

"You don't. Not until | tell you. Let the others junp in
first."”

The bi dding was secret, and the bids were sealed, to be
opened on the

followi ng Friday. By Wdnesday Lara still had not nade a
bi d. She

t el ephoned Paul Martin.

"Sit tight," he said. "I'Il tell you when."

They stayed in touch by phone several tinmes a day.



At 5:00 P. M one hour before the bidding was to close, Lara
recei ved a
phone cal | .

“"Now! The high bidis a hundred and twenty mllion.

| want you to go five mllion over it."
Lara gasped. "But if | do that, 1'lIl |ose noney on the
deal . "

"Trust ne," Paul said. "After you get the hotel and start
redoing it,
you can cut corners on the changes.

They' Il all be endorsed by the supervising engineer.
You'll make up the five mllion and then sone.”

The follow ng day Lara was notified that hers was the
Wi nni ng bi d.

Now Lara and Keller were on their way to Reno.

* * * The hotel was called the Reno Palace. It was |arge
and

sunptuous, with fifteen hundred roons and a huge,
glittering casino

that was enpty. lara and Howard Kel |l er were being
escorted through the

casino by a man nanmed Tony WI ki e.

"The peopl e who owned this got a bumdeal,"” WIkie said.
"What kind of bum deal ?" Kell er asked.

"Well, it seens that a couple of the boys were pocketing a
littl e noney
fromthe cash cage " Ski mm ng,"

Kel l er interjected.

"Yeah. O course, the owners didn't know anythi ng about
it."

"Of course not."



"But soneone blew the whistle, and the Gam ng Conm ssi on
pul |l ed out the
rug. It's too bad. It was a very profitable operation.”

"I know." Keller had already studied the books.

When the tour of inspection was conpleted, and Lara and
Howar d wer e

al one, she said, "Paul was right. This is a gold mne."
She saw t he

expression on Howard's face.

"What's the matter?"

He shrugged. "I don't know. | just don't |ike us getting
I nvol ved in
anything like this."

"What's 'anything like this'? It's a cash cow, Howard."

"Who's going to run the casino?"

"We'll find people,” Lara said evasively.

"Where fron? The Grl Scouts? It takes ganblers to run
an operation
like this. | don't know any, do you?"

Lara was sil ent.

"I'"1l bet Paul Martin does."

"Leave himout of this," Lara said.

“"I"'d like to, and 1'd like to |leave you out of it. |
don't think this
I's such a great idea."

"You didn't think the Queens project was a great idea
either, did

you?

O the shopping center on Houston Street.



But they're maki ng noney, aren't they?"

"Lara, | never said they weren't good deals. Al | said
was that |

think we're noving too fast. You're swallow ng up
everything in sight,

but you haven't digested anything yet." Lara patted his
cheek.

"Rel ax. "

The menbers of the Gami ng Conm ssion received Lara with
el aborate
courtesy.

"We don't often neet a beautiful young woman in here," the
chai r man

said. "It brightens up our day." Lara did | ook

beauti ful. She was

wearing a Donna Karan beige wool suit, with a

creamcol ored silk bl ouse

and, for good |uck, one of the scarves Paul had given her
for

Christmas. She smled. "Thank you."

"What can we do for you?" one of the gam ng commi ssioners
asked. They
all knew perfectly well what they could do for her.

"1"m here because | would Iike to do sonething for Reno,"
Lara said

earnestly. "I would like to give it the biggest, nost
beauti ful hotel
in Nevada. 1'd like to add five stories to the Reno

Pal ace, and put up
a | arge convention center to attract nore tourists here to
ganbl e. "

The nenbers of the board gl anced at one anot her.
The chairman said, "I think sonething |like that woul d have

a very
beneficial effect on the city. O course, our job is to



make sure that
an operation like this would be run conpletely
aboveboard. "

“I"'mnot exactly an escaped convict," Lara sml ed.

They chuckled at her little joke. "W know your record,

M ss Caneron,

and it is admrable. However, you' ve had no experience in
runni ng a

casi no."

"That's true, Lara admtted. "On the other hand, |'m

sure it wll be

easy to find fine, qualified enployees who will neet the
approval of

this conmission. | would certainly wel cone your

gui dance. "

One of the nenbers of the comm ssion spoke up. "As far as
t he

financing is concerned, can you guarantee...?"

The chairman interrupted. "That's all right, Tom M ss
Caner on has

submtted the financials on it. I'll see that you each
get a copy."

Lara sat there, waiting.

The chairman said, "I can't prom se anything at this
noment, M ss

Caneron, but | think |'"'msafe in saying that | don't see
any obstacl es

to your being granted a |license."

| ara beaned. "That's wonderful. 1'd |like to get noving
as quickly as
possi bl e."

“I"'mafraid things don't nove quite that fast here.

There will be a one-nonth waiting period before we can
give you a



definite answer." Lara was di smayed. "A nont h?"

"Yes. W have a bit of checking to do."
"l understand," Lara said. "That will be fine."

There was a nusic store in the hotel's shoppi ng conpl ex.
In the w ndow
was a |large poster of Philip Adler, advertising his new
conpact di sc.

Lara was not interested in the nusic. She bought the CD
for Philip's
phot ograph on the back of the case.

On their way back to New York, Lara said, "Howard, what do
you know
about Philip Adler?"

"Just what everybody el se knows. He's probably the top
concert piani st

in the world today. He plays with the finest synphony
orchestras. |

read somewhere that he just set up a foundation for
schol arshi ps for

mnority nusicians in inner cities."

"What's it call ed?"
"The Philip Adler Foundation, | think."

"I"'d like to make a contribution,” Lara said. "Send them
a check for
ten thousand dollars in ny nane."

Kel l er | ooked at her in surprise. "I thought you didn't
care for
classical nusic."

"I"'mstarting to get interested init," Lara said.
The headline read: DI STRICT ATTORNEY PROBE OF PAUL

MARTI NATTORNEY
REPUTED TO HAVE MAFI A TIES Lara read the story with di smay



and
t el ephoned Paul i nmediately.

"What's going on?" Lara asked.

He chuckl ed. "The DA is on another fishing expedition.
They' ve been

trying to tie ne in with the boys for years, and they
haven't had any

| uck. Every time an el ection cones up, they try to use ne
as their

whi ppi ng boy. Don't worry about it. What about di nner

t oni ght ?"

"Fine," Lara said.

"I know a little place on Miul berry Street where no one
wi || bot her

us. "

Over dinner Paul Martin said, "I hear that the neeting
with the Gam ng
Commi ssion went wel|."

"I think it did. They seened friendly, but |I've never
done anyt hi ng
like this before.™

"I don't think you'll have any problem ['ll get you sone
good boys

for the casino. The man who owned the |icense got
greedy." He changed

the subject. "How are all the construction jobs goi ng?"

"Fine. | have three projects in the works, Paul."
"You're not getting in over your head, are you, Lara?"
He sounded |i ke Howard Keller. "No. Every job is on
budget and on

schedul e. "

"That's good, baby. | wouldn't want anything to ever go
wrong for



you.

“"Nothing will." She put her hand on his. "You' re ny
safety net."

“I'"ll always be there." He squeezed her hand.

Two weeks went by, and Lara had not heard from Philip
Adl er. She sent

for Keller. "Did you nmake that ten-thousand doll ar
contribution to the

Adl er Foundati on?"

"Yes, the day you nentioned it."

"Strange. | would have thought he woul d have called ne."
Kel | er shrugged. "He's probably traveling sonmewhere.”
"Probably." She tried to conceal her disappointnent.
"Let's tal k about the building in Queens."

"That's going to take a big financial bite out of us,"
Kel | er said.

"I know how to protect us. I'd like to lock the deal in
wi th one
tenant. "

"Do you have anyone in m nd?"

"Yes. Mutual Security Insurance. The president is a nan
named Hor ace

Quttman. |'ve heard they're | ooking for a new | ocati on.
l"d like it

to be our building."

"I"Il check it out,"” Keller said.

Lara noticed that he made no notes. "You constantly anaze
me. You

remenber everything, don't you?"



Kell er grinned. "I have a photographic nenory. It used

to be for

basebal |l statistics."” It all seenms so | ong ago, Howard

t hought. The

kid wwth the magic arm the star of the Chicago Cubs m nor
| eague.

Soneone el se and another tinme. "Sonetines it's a curse.
There are a
fewthings inny life l'd like to forget.'

"Howar d, have the architect go ahead and draw up fl oors
Mut ual Security
w Il need, and how nuch fl oor space."

Two days later Keller walked into Lara's office. "I'm
afraid | have
sonme bad news."

"What's the problenf"

"I didalittle snooping around. You were right about

Mut ual Security

I nsurance. They are | ooking for a new headquarters, but
Quttman is

t hi nki ng about a building in Union Square. It's your old
friend Steve

Mur chi son's buil ding."

Mur chi son agai n! She was sure that the box of dirt had
been sent by

him |'mnot going to let himbluff ne.

"Has Guttman conmitted to it?" Lara asked.

"Not yet."

"All right. I'll handle it."

That afternoon Lara nmade a dozen phone calls. She hit the
j ackpot on

the last call. Barbara Roswell.

"Horace Guttman? Sure, | know him Lara. What's your



interest in
hi n?"

“I"d like to neet him I'ma big fan of his. | want you
to do ne a

favor. Could you please invite himto dinner next
Sat ur day ni ght,

Bar bar a?"

"You' ve got it.

The dinner party was sinple but elegant. There were
fourteen peopl e at

the Roswel| residence. Alice Guttman wasn't feeling well
t hat eveni ng,

so Horace Guttnman had cone to the party al one. Lara had
been seated

next to him He was in his sixties, but he seened nuch
ol der.

He had a stern, worn face and a stubborn chin. Lara

| ooked enchanti ng,

provocati ve. She was wearing a | owcut bl ack Hal ston gown
and si nple

but stunning jewelry.

They had had their cocktails and were seated at the
di ni ngt abl e.

"I'"ve been wanting to neet you," Lara confessed. "I|'ve
heard so nuch

about you."

"I"ve heard a | ot about you, young |ady. You've nade
guite a splash in

this town."

"I hope I'mmaking a contribution," Lara said nodestly.
"It's such a

wonder ful town."

"Were are you fron®"

"Gary, Indiana."



"Real | y?" He | ooked at her in surprise. "That's where |
was born.

So, you're a Hoosier, eh?" Lara smled. "That's right.
| have such

fond nenories of Gary. My father worked for the
Post-Tri bune. | went

to Roosevelt High. On weekends we'd go to d eason Park
for picnics and

out door concerts, or we'd go bowing at the Twel ve and
Twenty. | hated

having to | eave."

"You' ve done well for yourself, Mss Caneron.”
"lara."

"Lara. What are you up to these days?"

"The project |I'mnost excited about," is a
new bui | di ng

"mputting up in Queens. It's going to have thirty
stories and two

hundred t housand square feetoffl oorspace.”

Lara told him

"That's interesting," Quttman said, thoughtfully.

"Oh," Lara said innocently. "Wy?"

"It happens that we're | ooking for a building just about
that size for

our new headquarters.™

"Real | y? Have you chosen one yet?"

"Not exactly, but..."

“If you' d like, | can show you the plans for our new
bui | di ng. They' ve

al ready been drawn up."

He studied her a nonent. "Yes, |I'd like to see them"



"I can bring themto your office Monday norning."
“I'"l'l ook forward to it."
The rest of the evening went well.

When Horace CGuttman reached hone that night, he wal ked
into his wfe's
bedr oom

"How are you feeling?" he asked.
"Better, darling. How was the party?"

He sat down on the bed. "Well, they all m ssed you, but I
had an
interesting tinme. Have you ever heard of Lara Caneron?"

"Certainly. Everyone has heard of Lara Caneron."

"She's quite a woman. A little strange. Says she was
born in Gary,

I ndi ana, sane as ne. Knew all about Garyd eason Park and
the Twel ve

and Twenty."

"What's strange about that?"

Quttman | ooked at his wife and grinned. "The little | ady
comes from
Nova Scotia."

Early Monday norning |ara appeared at Horace Guttman's

of fice, carrying

the blueprints for the Queens project. She was ushered in
I medi atel y.

"Nice to see you, Lara. Sit down."

She laid the blueprints on his desk and sat across from
hi m

"Before you | ook at these,"” Lara said, "I have sonething
to confess,



Hor ace. "

@Quttman | eaned back in his chair. "Yes?"

"That story | told on Saturday about Gary, India.....
"What about it?"

"I'"ve never even been to Gary, Indiana. | was trying to
i npress y)) He

| aughed. "Now you've succeeded in confusing ne.

|"'mnot sure I'"'mgoing to be able to keep up with you,
young | ady.

Let's | ook at these blueprints.”

Hal f an hour | ater he was through exam ning them

"You know," he said reflectively, "I was pretty well set
on anot her

| ocation."

"Were you?"

"Why should | change nmy m nd and nove into your building?"
"Because you're going to be happier there. |I'll see that
you have

everything you need." She smled. "Besides, it's going
to cost your

conpany ten percent |ess."

"Real | y? You don't know what ny deal is for the other
bui | di ng. "

"It doesn't matter. I'Il take your word for it."
"You could have conme from Gary, Indiana," Guttman said.
"You' ve got a

deal . "

When Lara returned to her office, there was a nessage that
Philip Adler



had t el ephoned.
Chapt er Ni net een.

The ball room at the Wal dorf-Astoria was crowded with
pat rons of
Carnegi e Hall.

Lara noved through the crowd, | ooking for Philip. She
recal l ed the
t el ephone conversation they had had a few days earlier.

"Mss Caneron, this is Philip Adler."
Her throat went suddenly dry.

“I"'msorry | wasn't able to thank you earlier for the
donati on you nade

to the foundation. |'ve just returned from Europe and
| ear ned about

it."

"It was nmy pleasure,” Lara said. She had to keep him
t al ki ng.

"As. ..

as a matter of fact, I'minterested in know ng nore about
t he

foundati on. Perhaps we coul d get together and discuss
it."

There was a pause. "There's going to be a charity dinner
at the

Wal dorf Saturday evening. W could neet there. Are you
free?" Lara

qui ckly gl anced at her schedule. She had a di nner neeting
t hat eveni ng

wi th a banker from Texas.

She made a quick decision. "Yes. |'d be delighted to
go. "

"Wonderful. There wll be a ticket at the door for you."



When Lara replaced the receiver, she was beam ng.

Philip Adler was nowhere in sight. Lara noved through the
huge
ballroom |listening to the conversations around her.

. SO0 the leading tenor said, 'Dr. Klenperer, | have
only two high
Cs left. Do you want to hear them now or tonight at the
per for mance?"..."

oh, | admt that he has a good stick. H s dynam cs
and tonal
shadi ngs are excellent... but the tenpi!

Tenpi! Spare ne!...

..... you're insane! Stravinsky is too structured. H's
musi ¢ coul d

have been wwitten by a robot. He hol ds back his feelings.
Bart ok, on

the other hand, lets | oose the fl oodgates, and we're

bat hed in

enotions...."

"I sinply can't stand her playing. Her Chopin is an
exercise in
tortured rubato, butchered textures, and purple passion...

It was an arcane | anguage that was beyond Lara's

conpr ehensi on. And

t hen she saw Philip, surrounded by an adnmiring coterie.
Lara pushed

her way through the crowd. An attractive young wonan was
sayi ng, "Wen

you played the B flat Mnor Sonata, | felt that
Rachmani nof f was

smling. Your tone and voicing, and the softgrained
readi ngs. . .

wonder ful I'"

Philip smled. "Thank you."



A m ddl e-aged dowager was gushing, "I keep listening to
your recording
of the Hanmerkl avi er over and over.

My God! The vitality is irresistible! I think you nust
be the only

pianist left in this world who really understands that
Beet hoven

sonata..."

Philip saw Lara. "Ah. Excuse ne," he said.

He made his way over to where she was standi ng and took
her hand. H's

touch aroused her. "Hello. I'mglad you could cone, Mss
Caneron. "
"Thank you." She | ooked around. "This is quite a crowd."

He nodded. "Yes. | assune that you're a | over of
cl assi cal music?"

Lara thought of the nusic she had grown up with: "Annie

Laurie,"
"Comn' through the Rye," "The Hills of Honme"...

"Oh, yes," Lara said. "My father brought nme up on
cl assical nusic."

"I want to thank you again for your contribution.

That was really very generous."

"Your foundation sounds so interesting. | would |love to
hear nore

about it. If..."

"Philip, darling! There are no words! Mgnificent!"

He was surrounded agai n.

Lara managed to nmake herself heard. "If you're free one
eveni ng next



week Philip shook his head. "I'msorry, | |eave for Rone
t onorrow. "

Lara felt a sudden sense of loss. "COh."

"But 1'll be back in three weeks. Perhaps then we
could..."
"Wonderful!'" Lara said.

..... spend an eveni ng di scussing nusic."
Lara smled. "Yes. I'll look forward to that."

At that nonent they were interrupted by two m ddl e-aged
men. One wore
his hair in a ponytail; the other had on a single earring.

"Philip! You nust settle an argunment for us. Wien you're
pl ayi ng

Li szt, which do you think is nore inportant-a piano with
heavy acti on

that gives you a colorful sound or |ight action where you
can do a

col orful mani pul ati on?"

Lara had no i dea what they were tal king about. They went
off into a

di scussi on about neutral sonority and |ong sounds and

t ransparency.

Lara watched the animation in Philip's face as he tal ked,
and she
t hought, This is his world. I've got to find a way to get
into it.

The follow ng norning Lara appeared at the Manhattan
School of Misic.

She said to the woman at the reception desk, "lI'd like to
see one of

t he nusic professors, please.”

"Anyone in particular?"



"Just a nonent, please.
room

She di sappeared i nto anot her
A few mnutes |ater a small gray-haired nan appeared at
Lara's side.

"Good norning. |I'mLeonard Meyers. How may | hel p you?"
"I"'minterested in classical nusic."

"Ah, you wish to enroll here. What instrunment do you
pl ay?"

"I don't play any instrunent. | just want to | earn about
cl assi cal
musi c. "

“I"'mafraid you' ve cone to the wong place. This school
s not for
begi nners. "

“I''l'l pay you five thousand dollars for two weeks of your
time."

Prof essor Meyers blinked. "I'msorry, Mss... | didn't
get your

name. "

"Caneron. Lara Caneron."

"You wish to pay ne five thousand dollars for a two week
di scussi on of

classical nusic?" He had trouble getting the words out.

"That's right. You can use the noney for a schol arship

fund i f you
wi sh. "
Prof essor Meyers |l owered his voice. "That will not be

necessary. This
can just be between you and ne."



"That's fine."
"When... .... . would you like to begin?"
n mw n

"l have a class at the nonent, but give ne five
m nutes..."

Lara and Professor Meyers were seated in a classroom
al one.

"Let us start at the beginning. Do you know anyt hi ng
about cl assi cal

nmusi c?"

"Very little."

"I see. Wll, there are two ways to understand nusic,"
t he professor

began. "Intellectually and enotionally.

Soneone once said that nmusic reveals to man hi s hidden
soul . Every

great conposer was able to acconplish that."

Lara was listening intently.

"Are you famliar wth any conposers, M ss Caneron?"
She smled. "Not too many."

The professor frowned. "I don't really understand your
I nt erest

in..."

"I want to get enough of a background so that | can talk
intelligently

to a professional nusician about the classics. |I'm..
particularly
interested in piano" "I see." Meyers thought for a

moment. "1l tell
you how we're going to begin. I'mgoing to give you sone



CDs to
play."

Lara wat ched himwal k over to a shelf and pull down sone
conpact
di scs.

"We'll start wth these. | want you to listen carefully
to the allegro

in Mozart's Piano Concerto No. Twenty-one in C, Kochel
467, and the

adagi o in Brahns Piano Concerto No. One, and the noderato
I n

Rachmani noff's Piano Concerto No. Two in C Mnor, Qpus
Ei ght een, and

finally, the romanze in Chopin's Piano Concerto No. One.
They're all marked."

"Ri ght."

“If you would like to play these and cone back in a few
days..."

“I'"'l'l be back tonorrow. "
The foll ow ng day, when Lara canme in, she was carrying
hal f a dozen CDs

of Philip Adler's concerts and recitals.

"Ah, splendid!'" Professor Meyers said. "Maestro Adler is
t he best.

You are particularly interested in his playing?"
"Yes."

"The namestro has recorded many beautiful sonatas."
"Sonat as?"

He sighed. "You don't know what a sonata is?"

""" mafraid | don't."



"A sonata is a piece, usually in several novenents, that
has a certain

basic nmusical form And when that formis used in a piece
for a solo

instrunent, |like a piano or violin, the piece is called a
sonata. A

synphony is a sonata for orchestra."

"I understand." That shouldn't be difficult to work into
a
conver sati on.

"The piano was originally known as the pianoforte.
That is Italian for 'soft-loud ..."

They spent the next few days discussing tapes that Philip
had
recor ded- Beet hoven, Liszt, Bartok, Mzart, Chopin.

Lara |istened, and absor bed, and renenbered.
"He |ikes Liszt. Tell ne about him"

"Franz Liszt was a boy genius. Everyone admred him He
was

brilliant. He was treated |i ke a pet by the aristocracy,
and he

finally conplained that he had becone on par with a
juggler or a

perform ng dog...."

"Tell me about Beet hoven.™

"Adifficult man. He was such an unhappy person that in
the m ddl e of

his great success he decided he didn't |ike the work that
he had done,

and he changed to | onger and nore enotional conpositions,
i ke the

Eroi ca and the Pathetique....'

" Chopi n?"



"Chopin was criticized for witing nusic for the piano, so
the critics
of his day called himlimted..."

Later: "Liszt could play Chopin better than Chopin
could...."

Anot her day: "There's a difference between French pianists
and Anerican

pi ani sts. The French like clarity and el egance.
Traditionally, their

technical schooling is grounded in jeu perleperfectly
pearly evenness

of articulation with a steady wist...."

Each day they played one of Philip's recordings and
di scussed it.

At the end of the two weeks Professor Meyers said, "l nust
confess that

|'"minpressed, Mss Caneron. You are a truly dedicated
pupi | . Per haps

you shoul d take up an instrunent."

Lara | aughed. "Let's not get carried away." She handed
hi m a check.

"Here you are.”

She could not wait for Philip to return to New YorKk.
Chapter Twenty.

The day started with good news. Terry Hill called.
"Lara?"

"Yes?"

"We just heard fromthe Gam ng Comm ssion. You' ve got
your |icense."

"That's wonderful, Terry!"



"1"l'l go over the details when | see you, but it's a green
i ght.

Apparently you inpressed the hell out of them"

“I'"l'l get everything started right away," Lara said.
"Thanks. "

Lara told Keller what had happened.

"That's great. W can sure use the cash flow That wl

t ake care of

a lot of our problens..."

Lara | ooked at her calendar. "W can fly there on Tuesday
and get

t hi ngs noving."

Kat hy buzzed her. "There's a M. Adler on |line two.

Shall I tell him...?"
Lara was suddenly nervous. "I'll take it." She picked up
t he

t el ephone. "Philip?"

"Hello. I'm back."

"I"'mglad." | mssed you.

"I know it's short notice, but |I wondered whether you
m ght be free for

di nner this evening."

She had a di nner engagenent with Paul Martin.

"Yes. |I'mfree."

"Wonderful. Where would you like to dine?"

"It doesn't matter."



"La Cote Basque?"

"Fine."

"Why don't we neet there? Eight o'clock?"
"Yes."

"See you tonight."

When Lara hung up, she was smling.

"Was that Philip Adler?" Keller asked.

"Uh-huh. I"mgoing to marry him"

Kel | er was | ooking at her, stunned. "Are you serious?"
"Yes."

It was a jolt. I'"'mgoing to | ose her, Keller thought.
And then?: Who am | Kkidding? | could never have her.
"Lara... you hardly know him"

|'ve known himall ny life.

"I don't want you to nmake a m stake."

"I'mnot. |..." Her private tel ephone rang. The one she
had had

installed for Paul Martin. Lara picked it up.

"Hel |l o, Paul."

"H, Lara. What tinme would you |like to make di nner
toni ght ? Ei ght ?"

She felt a sudden sense of quilt. "Paul... I'mafraid |
can't meke it
toni ght. Sonething canme up. | was just going to cal

you.



"Oh? |s everything all right?"

"Yes. Some people just flewin from Rome"that part at
| east was

true-"and | have to neet with them"

"My bad I uck. Another night, then."

"OF course."

"I hear the license cane through for the Reno hotel."
"Yes."

"We're going to have fun with that place.™
“I"'mlooking forward to it. |I'msorry about tonight.
"Il talk to you tonorrow. "

The |ine went dead.

Lara replaced the receiver slowy.

Kel | er was wat ching her. She could see the disapproval on
his face.

"I's sonet hing bothering you?"

"Yeah. It's all this nodern equipnent."”

"What are you tal king about ?"

"I think you have too many phones in your office.

He's bad news, Lara."

Lara stiffened. "M . Bad News has saved our hides a few
tinmes,

Howar d. Anyt hing el se?"

Kel |l er shook his head. "No."

"Right. Let's get back to work."



Philip was waiting for her when she arrived at La Cote
Basque. Peopl e

turned to stare at Lara as she wal ked into the restaurant.
Philip

stood up to greet her, and Lara's heart skipped a beat.

"I hope I"'mnot late," she said.

“"Not at all." He was | ooking at her admringly. H's eyes
were warm

"You | ook | ovely."
She had changed cl othes half a dozen tines. Should | wear

sonet hi ng
sinple or elegant or sexy? Finally, she had decided on a

si mpl e
Di or.
"Thank you."

When they were seated, Philip said, "I feel like an
idiot."

"Ch? Why?"
"I never connected the nane. You're that Caneron."
She | aughed. "Guilty."

"My God! You're a hotel chain, you're apartnent
bui | di ngs, office

bui |l di ngs. When | travel, | see your nane all over the
country. "

"Good." Lara smled. "It will rem nd you of ne."

He was studying her. "I don't think | need any rem nding.
Do you get

tired of people telling you that you' re very beautiful ?"

She started to say, "I'mglad you think |I'm beautiful."



What cane out was: "Are you narried?" She wanted to bite
her tongue.

He smiled. "No. It would be inpossible for ne to get
married."

"Why?" For an instant she held her breath. Surely he's
not . ..

"Because I'mon tour nost of the year. One night I'min
Budapest, the

next night in London or Paris or Tokyo."

There was a sweepi ng sense of relief. "Ah. Philip, tell

me about

yoursel f."

"What do you want to know?"

"Everything."

Philip | aughed. "That would take at |east five mnutes."
"No, I"'mserious. | really want to know about you."

He took a deep breath. "Well, ny parents were Viennese.

My father was
a nusi cal conductor, and ny nother was a piano teacher.

They left
Vienna to escape Hitler and settled in Boston. | was born
there.™

"Did you al ways know you wanted to be a pianist?"
"Yes."

He was six years old. He was practicing the piano, and
his father cane
stormng into the room "No, no, no!

Don't you know a maj or chord froma mnor?" His hairy
finger slashed
at the sheet nusic. "That's a m nor chord.



M nor. Do you understand?"

"Fat her, please, can | go? My friends are waiting for ne
out si de. "

"No. You will sit here until you get it right."

He was eight years old. He had practiced for four hours
t hat norni ng

and had had a terrible fight with his parents. "I hate
the piano," he
cried. "I never want to touch it again."

H s nother said, "Fine. Now, | et me hear the andante once
more."

He was ten years old. The apartnent was filled with
guests, nost of

themold friends of his parents fromVienna. Al of them
wer e

musi ci ans.

"Philip is going to play sonething for us now," his nother
announced.

"We'd love to hear little Philip play," they said in
pat roni zi ng
vVoi ces.

"Play the Mzart, Philip."

Philip | ooked into their bored faces and sat down at the
pi ano,
angry.

They went on chatting anong thensel ves.

He began to play, his fingers flashing across the
keyboard. The

tal ki ng suddenly stopped. He played a Myzart sonata, and
t he nmusic was

alive. And at that nonment he was Mozart, filling the room
with the

magi ¢ of the master.



As Philip's fingers struck the last chord, there was an
awed sil ence.

H s parents' friends rushed over to the piano, talking
excitedly,

effusive with their praise. He listened to their appl ause
and

adul ation, and that was the nmonent of his epi phany, when
he knew who he

was and what he wanted to do with his life.

"Yes, | always knew | wanted to be a pianist,” Philip told
Lar a.

"Where did you study piano?”

"My nother taught nme until | was fourteen, and then they
sent ne to
study at the Curtis Institute in Philadel phia."

"Did you enjoy that?"
"Very much."

He was fourteen years old, alone in the city with no
friends. The

Curtis Institute of Music was |ocated in four
turn-of-the-century

mansi ons near Phil adel phia's Rittenhouse Square. It was

t he cl osest

Aneri can equival ent to the Moscow Conservatory of Viardo,
Egorov, and

Tor adze.

Its graduates included Sanuel Barber, Leonard Bernstein,
G an Carlo

Menotti, Peter Serkin, and dozens of other brilliant
musi ci ans.

"Weren't you lonely there?"

n I\b. n



He was m serable. He had never been away from hone

bef ore. He had

auditioned for the Curtis Institute, and when they
accepted him the

realization struck himthat he was about to begin a new
life, that he

woul d never go hone again. The teachers recognized the
young boy's

talent imediately. H s piano teachers were |Isabelle
Venger ova and

Rudol f Serkin, and Philip studied piano, theory, harnony,
orchestration, and flute. Wien he was not in class, he
pl ayed chanber

music wth the other students. The piano, which he had
been forced to

practice fromthe time he was three years old, was now the
focus of his

life. To him it had becone a magi cal instrunment out of
whi ch his

fingers could draw romance and passion and thunder. It
spoke a

uni ver sal | anguage.

"I gave ny first concert when | was eighteen with the
Detroi t

Synphony. "

"Were you frightened?"

He was terrified. He found that it was one thing to play
before a

group of friends. It was another to face a huge
auditoriumfilled with

peopl e who had paid noney to hear him He was nervously
paci ng

backst age when the stage nmanager grabbed his arm and sai d,
"Go. Y on.>

He had never forgotten the feeling he had when he wal ked
out onto the

stage and the audi ence began to appl aud him

He sat down at the piano, and his nervousness vani shed in
an instant.



After that his |ife becane a marathon of concerts. He
toured all over

Europe and Asia, and after each tour his reputation grew.
WIIliam

El | erbee, an inportant artists' manager, agreed to
represent him

Wthin two years Philip Adler was in demand everywhere.

Philip | ooked at Lara and smled. "Yes. | still get
frightened before
a concert."

"What's it like to go on tour?"

"It's never dull. Once | was on a tour with the
Phi | adel phi a

Synphony.

W were in Brussels, on our way to give a concert in
London. The

ai rport was cl osed because of fog, so they took us by bus
to Schi phol

Airport in Ansterdam The man in charge expl ai ned that

t he pl ane they

had chartered for us was small and that the nusicians
could take either

their instrunents or their luggage. Naturally they chose
t heir

I nstruments. We arrived in London just in tinme to begin
t he concert.

W played it in jeans, sneakers, and unshaven."

Lara | aughed. "And 1'Ill bet the audience loved it."
"They did. Another time | was giving a concert in

| ndi ana, and the

pi ano was | ocked away in a closet and no one had a key.
W had to

break the door down."

Lara gi ggl ed.



"Last year | was scheduled to do a Beethoven concerto in
Rone, and one

of the nmusic critics wote: 'Adler gave a ponderous
performance, wth

his phrasing in the finale conpletely m ssing the point.
The tenpo was

too broad, rupturing the pulse of the piece."" "That's
awful!'" Lara

said synpathetically.

"The awful part was that | never even gave that concert.
| had m ssed
t he pl ane!”

Lara | eaned forward, eagerly. "Tell ne nore."

"Well, one tinme in Sao Paul o the pedals fell off the piano
in the
m ddl e of a Chopin concert."”

"What did you do?"

"I finished the sonata wi thout pedals. Another tine the
pi ano slid
cl ear across the stage."

When Philip tal ked about his work, his voice was filled
W th
ent husi asm

"' mvery lucky. It's wonderful to be able to touch
peopl e and

transport theminto another world. The nusic gives each
of them a

dream Sonetinmes | think nmusic is the only sanity left in
an insane

worl d." He |l aughed sel fconsciously. "I didn't nean to
sound

ponpous. "

“No. You nake millions of people so happy. | love to
hear you

play."



She took a deep breath. "When | hear you play Debussy's
Voiles, |I'mon

a lonely beach, and | see the mast of a ship sailing in
t he

di stance..."

He smled. "Yes, so do I."

"And when | listen to your Scarlatti, I'min Naples, and I
can hear the

horses and the carriages, and see the peopl e wal ki ng

t hrough t he

streets. ... ', She could see the pleasure in his face as
he |istened

to her.

She was dredgi ng up every nenory of her sessions with
Pr of essor
Meyers.

"Wth Bartok, you take nme to the villages of Central

Eur ope, to the

peasants of Hungary. You're painting pictures, and | | ose
nyself in

them"

"You're very flattering,"” Philip said.

“No. | nean every word of it.

Di nner arrived. It consisted of a chateaubriand wth
pomes frites, a

Wal dorf sal ad, fresh asparagus, and a fruit tart for
dessert. There

was a W ne for each course.

Over dinner Philip said, "Lara, we keep tal ki ng about ne.
Tell ne

about you. What is it like to put up enornous buil dings
all over the

country?"

Lara was silent for a nonent. "It's difficult to
descri be. You create



Wi th your hands. | create with ny mnd. | don't
physically put up a

buil ding, but | make it possible. | dream a dream of
bricks and
concrete and steel, and nake it cone true. | create jobs

for hundreds

of people: architects and bricklayers and desi gners and
car penters and

pl unbers. Because of ne, they're able to support their

famlies. |

gi ve peopl e beautiful surroundings to live in and nmake

t hem

confortable. | build attractive stores where peopl e can
shop and buy

things they need. | build nmonunents to the future." She
sm | ed,

sheepishly. "I didn't nean to nake a speech.™

"You're quite remarkable, do you know t hat ?"
"I want you to think so."

It was an enchanted evening, and by the tinme it was over,
Lara knew

that for the first tinme in her life she was in | ove. She
had been so

afraid that she m ght be di sappointed, that no nman could
live up to the

I mage in her imagination. But here was Lochinvar in the
fl esh, and she

was stirred.

When Lara got home, she so excited she was unable to go to
sl eep. She

went over the evening in her mnd, replaying the
conversation agai n and

agai n and agai n.

Philip Adler was the nost fascinating nman she had ever
met. The
t el ephone rang. Lara smled and picked it up.

She started to say, "Philip.." when Paul Martin said,
"Just checki ng



to nmake sure you got hone safely."”

"Yes," Lara said.

"How di d your neeting go?"
"Fine."
"Good. Let's have di nner tonorrow night."

Lara hesitated. "All right." | wonder if there's going
to be a
pr obl em

Chapter Twenty-one.

The follow ng norning, a dozen red roses were delivered to
Lara's
apart nment.

So, he enjoyed the evening, too, Lara thought happily.
She hurriedly tore open the card attached to the fl owers.
It read: "Baby, |ooking forward to our dinner tonight.
Paul . "

Lara felt a sharp sense of disappointnent. She waited al
nmor ni ng for

a call fromPhilip. She had a busy schedul e, but she was
unable to

keep her m nd on her work.

At two o' clock Kathy said, "The new secretaries are here
for you to
I nterview"

"Start sending them There were half a dozen of them al
of them

highly qualified. Gertrude Meeks was the choice of the
day. She was

in her thirties, bright and upbeat, and obviously in awe
of Lara.



Lara | ooked over her resune. It was inpressive.

"You've worked in the real estate devel opnent field
before. "

"Yes, ma'am But |'ve never worked for anyone |ike you.
To tell you
the truth, 1'd take this job for no salary!"

Lara smled. "That won't be necessary. These are good
ref erences.

Al right, we'll give you a try."

"Thank you so nuch." She was al nost bl ushi ng.

"You'll have to sign a form agreeing not to give any

I nterviews or ever

to discuss anything that happens at this firm Is that
agr eeabl e?"

"OF course.”

"Kathy will show you to your desk."

There was an el even o' clock publicity neeting with Jerry
Townsend.

"How s your father?" Lara asked.

"He's in Swtzerland. The doctor says he may have a
chance." Hi s

voi ce grew husky. "If he has, it's because of you."
"Everyone deserves a chance, Jerry. | hope he gets well."
"Thanks." He cleared his throat. "I... | don't know how

to tell you
how grateful I..."

Lara stood up. "I'mlate for a g0 And she wal ked out,
| eavi ng him
standi ng there, |ooking after her.



The neeting was with the architects on a New Jersey
devel opnent .

"You' ve done a good job," Lara said, "but 1'd |like sone
changes. |

want an elliptical arcade with | obbies on three sides and
mar bl e

wal | s.

Change the roof to the shape of a copper pyramd, with a
beacon to

light up at night. Any problemw th that?"

"I don't see any, M ss Caneron."

When the neeting was over, the intercom buzzed.

"M ss Canmeron, Raynond Duffy, one of the construction
foremen, is on

the line for you. He says it's urgent."

Lara picked up the tel ephone. "Hell o, Raynond."

"We have a problem M ss Caneron."

"Go on."

"They just delivered a | oad of cenent bl ocks. They won't
pass

I nspection. There are cracks in them |'mgoing to send
t hem back

but I wanted to tell you first."

Lara was thoughtful for a nonent. "How bad is it?"

"Bad enough. The point is, they don't neet our

speci fications,

and..."

"Can they be fixed?"

"l guess they could, but it would be expensive."



"Fix them" Lara said.

There was a silence at the other end of the Iline.

"Right. You're the boss."

Lara replaced the receiver. There were only two cenent
suppliers in

the city, and it would be suicide to antagoni ze them

By five o' clock Philip still had not called. Lara dialed
t he nunber at

his foundation. "Philip Adler, please."

"M. Adler is out of town on tour. Can | help you?"

He hadn't nentioned that he was | eaving town. "Nv, thank
you. "

That's that, Lara thought. For now.

The day ended with a visit from Steve Mirchi son.

He was a huge man, built |ike a stack of bricks. He
stornmed into

Lara's office.

"What can | do for you, M. Mirchison?" Lara asked.

"You can keep your nose out of my fucking business,"
Mur chi son sai d.

Lara | ooked at himcalmy. "Wat's your problen?"
“"You. | don't |ike people horning in on ny deals."
"I'f you're tal king about M. Guttman..."

"You're dam right I am™"

he preferred ny building to yours."

"You suckered himinto it, lady. You' ve been getting in
nmy hair | ong



enough. | warned you once. |I'mnot going to warn you
again. There's

not room enough for both of us in this town. | don't know
where you

keep your balls, but hide 'em because if you ever do that
to ne again,

'"mgoing to cut themoff."

And he storned out.

The dinner at her apartnent that evening with Paul was
strai ned.

"You seem preoccupi ed, baby," Paul said. "Any problens?"

Lara managed a smle. "No. Everything's fine." Wy
didn't Philip
tell ne he was goi ng away?

"When does the Reno project start?"

"Howard and | are going to fly there again next week.
We shoul d be able to open in about nine nonths."
"You could have a baby in nine nonths."

Lara | ooked at himin surprise. "Wat?"

Paul Martin took her hand in his. "You know |'m crazy
about you,
Lar a.

You' ve changed ny whole life. | wish things could have
t urned out
differently. I would have | oved for us to have had kids
t oget her. ™

There was nothing Lara could say to that.

"I have a little surprise for you." He reached into his
pocket and

pul led out a jewelry box. "Open it."



"Paul , you've already given ne so nmuch..."

"Qpen it."
I nside the box was an exqui site di anond neckl ace.
"I't's lovely.™

He stood up, and she felt his hands on her as he put the
neckl ace

around her neck. Hi's hands slid down, caressing her
breasts, and he

said huskily, "Let's check it out."

Paul was | eading her into the bedroom Lara's m nd was

spi nni ng. She

had never been in love with him and going to bed with him
had been

easy-the paynent for all he had done for her-but now there
was a

di fference.

She was in love. I"ma fool, Lara thought. 1'Il probably
never see
Philip again.

She undressed slowy, reluctantly, and then they were in

bed, and Paul

Martin was on top of her, inside her, noaning, "Baby, |I'm
nut s about

you." And she | ooked up and it was Philip's face she saw.

Everyt hi ng was progressing snoothly. The renovations on
t he Reno hot el

were proceeding rapidly, Canmeron Towers was going to be
finished on

schedul e, and Lara's reputation kept grow ng. She had
called Philip

Adl er several times over the past few nonths, but he was
al ways away on

t our .

"M. Adler is in Beijing..."



"M. Adler is in Paris...
"M. Adler is in Sydney..."
To hell with him Lara thought.

During the next six nonths Lara nmanaged to outbid Steve
Mur chi son on
three properties he was after.

Keller canme to Lara, worried. "The word around town is
t hat Murchi son

I's making threats agai nst you. Maybe we should cool it
with him He's

a dangerous eneny, Lara."

"So aml,"
busi ness. "

Lara said. "Maybe he should get into another

"I't'"s not a joking matter, Lara. He..."

"Forget about him Howard. | just got a tip about a
property in Los

Angeles. It's not on the market yet. If we nove fast, |
t hi nk we can

get it. W'll fly out in the norning."

* * * The property was on the site of the old Biltnore
Hot el and

consisted of five acres. A real estate agent was show ng
Lara and

Howar d around the grounds.

“Prime property,"
wrong with

this. You can build a beautiful little city in this
area... apartment

bui | di ngs, shopping centers, theaters, malls..."

he was saying. "Yes, sir. You can't go

n m' n
He | ooked at Lara in surprise. "|I beg your pardon?”

""" mnot Interested.”



"You' re not? Way?"

"The nei ghborhood, " Lara said. "I don't think people are
going to nove

into this area. Los Angeles is noving west. People are
li ke

| emm ngs.

You aren't going to get themto reverse direction."

"But..."

“I''l'l tell you what | aminterested in. Condos. Find ne
a good

| ocation."

Lara turned to Howard. "lI'msorry | wasted our tine.

We'll fly back this afternoon.™

When they returned to their hotel, Keller bought a
newspaper at the
newsstand. "Let's see what the market is doing today."

They | ooked through the paper. In the entertainnent
section was a

| ar ge advertisenent that read: "TON GHT AT THE HOLLYWOOD
BOwL- PHI LI P

ADLER " Lara's heart gave a little junp.

"Let's go back tonorrow," Lara said.

Kel | er studied her a nonent. "Are you interested in the
musi ¢ or the

musi ci an?"

"Get us two tickets."

Lara had never been to the Hollywood Bow before.

The | argest natural anphitheater in the world, it is

surrounded by the
hills of Hollywood, the grounds a park, open year-round



for visitors to

enjoy. The Bowl itself seats eighteen thousand peopl e.

It was filled

to capacity, and Lara could sense the anticipation of the
crowd. The

nmusi ci ans began to cone onto the stage, and they were
greeted with

expect ant appl ause. Andre Previn appeared, and the

appl ause grew nore

ent husi astic. There was a hush, then | oud appl ause from

t he audi ence

as Philip Adler wal ked out on the stage, elegant in white
tie and

tails.

Lara squeezed Keller's arm "lsn't he handsonme?" she
whi sper ed.

Kell er did not answer.

Philip sat down at the piano, and the program began. H's
magi ¢ t ook

over instantly, envel oping the audience. There was a
nysti ci sm about

the night. The stars were shining down, lighting the dark
hills

surroundi ng the Bow . Thousands of people sat there
silently, noved by

the majesty of the nusic. Wien the | ast notes of the
concerto died

away, there was a roar fromthe audi ence, as the people

| eaped to their

feet, applauding and cheering. Philip stood there, taking
bow after

bow.

"Let's go backstage," Lara said.

Keller turned to | ook at her. Her voice was trenbling
with

exci tement.

The backstage entrance was at the side of the orchestra
shell. A guard



stood at the door, keeping the crowd out. Keller said,
"M ss Caneron
is here to see M. Adler."

"I's he expecting you?" the guard asked.

"Yes," Lara said.

"Wait here, please.” A nonent |ater the guard returned.
"You can go

in, Mss Caneron."

Lara and Keller wal ked into the greenroom Philip was in
the center of
a crowm that was congratulating him

"Darling, |I've never heard Beethoven played so
exqui sitely. You were

unbel i evable..."

Philip was saying, "Thank you..."

thank you... with nusic like that, it's easy to be
inspired..."

thank you... Andre is such a brilliant
conductor..."
..... thank you... | always enjoy playing at the Bow..."

He | ooked up and saw Lara, and again there was that smle.
"Excuse

me," he said. He made his way through the crowd, toward
her. "l had

no i dea you were in town. "

"We just flewin this norning. This is Howard Keller, ny
associ ate. "

"Hello," Keller said curtly.
Philip turned to a short, heavyset nman, standing behi nd

him "This is
nmy manager, WIlliamEllerbee." They exchanged hell os.



Philip was | ooking at Lara. "There's a party tonight at
t he Beverly
Hlton. | was wondering..."

"We'd |ove to," Lara said.

When Lara and Keller arrived at the Beverly Hlton's

| nt er nati onal

Ballroom it was filled with nusicians and nusic |overs,
t al ki ng

nmusi c.

have you ever noticed that the closer you get to
t he equator,

t he nore denonstrati ve and hot-bl ooded the fans are..."

.. when Franz Liszt played, his piano becane an
orchestra....™

| disagree with you. De G-oote's talent is not for
Li szt or

Pagani ni etudes, but nore for Beethoven.

..... you have to dom nate the concerto' s enoti onal
| andscape. .. ."

Musi ci ans speaki ng in tongues, Lara thought.

Philip was surrounded, as usual, by adoring fans.

Just watching himgave Lara a warm gl ow.

When Philip saw her arrive, he greeted her with a broad
smle. "You

made it. I'mso glad."

"I wouldn't have mssed it."

Howard Kell er watched the two of themtal king, and he

t hought, Maybe |

shoul d have |l earned to play the piano.

O maybe | should just wake up to reality. It seened so



| ong ago when

he had first net the bright, eager, anbitious young girl.
Ti me had

been good to her, and it had stood still for him

Lara was saying, "I have to go back to New York tonorrow,
but per haps
we coul d have breakfast."

"I wwsh |l could. I"'mleaving for Tokyo early in the
nor ni ng. "

She felt a sharp pang of disappointnment. "Wy?"

He | aughed. "That's what | do, Lara. | give a hundred
and fifty
concerts a year. Sonetinmes two hundred.™

"How |l ong will you be gone this tine?"
"Ei ght weeks.™"

“I''l'l mss you," Lara said quietly. You have no idea how
much.

Chapter Twenty-two.

During the next few weeks Lara and Keller flewto Atlanta
to
I nvestigate two sites at Ainsley Park and one at Dunwoody.

"Get ne sone prices on Dunwoody," Lara said. "W m ght
put some condos
t here. ™

From Atl anta they flew to New Ol eans. They spent two
days expl ori ng

the central business district and a day at Lake

Pont chartrain. Lara

found two sites she |iked.

A day after they returned, Keller walked into Lara's
office. "W had
sonme bad luck on the Atlanta project," he said.



"What do you nean?"

"Soneone beat us to it."

Lara | ooked at him surprised. "How could they?

Those properties weren't even on the market."

"I know. Wbrd nust have | eaked out."

Lara shrugged. "l guess you can't win themall."

That afternoon Keller had nore bad news. "We [ ost the
Lake

Pontchartrai n deal ."

The follow ng week they flew to Seattle and expl ored
Mercer |sland and

Ki rkl and. There was one site that interested Lara, and
when t hey

returned to New York, she said to Keller, "Let's go after
it. | think

it could be a noney-naker."

"Right."

At a neeting the next day Lara asked, "Did you put in the
bid on

Ki rkl and?"

Kel | er shook his head. "Soneone got there ahead of us."
Lara was thoughtful. "Onh. Howard, see if you can find
out who's

j unpi ng the gun on us."

It took himless than twenty-four hours. "Steve
Mur chi son. "

"Did he get all those deal s?"

n YeS. n



"So soneone in this office has a big nouth."”
"It |ooks that way."

Her face was grim The next norning she hired a detective
agency to
find the culprit. They had no success.

"As far as we can tell, all your enployees are clean, Mss
Caner on.

None of the offices is bugged, and your phones haven't
been tapped."”

They had reached a dead end.

Maybe they were just coincidences, Lara thought. She did
not believe
it.

The sixty-eight story residential tower in Queens was half
conpl et ed,

and Lara had invited the bankers to come and inspect its
progress. The

hi gher the nunber of floors, the nore expensive the unit.
Lara's

sixty-eight stories had only fifty-seven actual fl oors.

It was a trick

she had | earned from Paul Martin.

"Everybody does it,"
change the fl oor
nunbers. "

Paul had | aughed. "All you do is

"How do you do that?"

"It's very sinple. Your first bank of elevators is from
the | obby to

the twenty-fourth floor. The second bank of elevators is
fromthe

thirty-fourth floor to the sixtyeighth. It's done all the
time."

Because of the unions, the construction jobs had half a



dozen phant ons
on sal ary-peopl e who did not exist.

There was a Director of Safety Practices, the Coordi nator
of

Construction, the Supervisor of Materials, and others with
| npressive-sounding titles. In the beginning Lara had
questioned it.

"Don't worry about it," Paul had told her. "It's all part
of the
CDB-t he cost of doing business.”

Howard Keller had been living in a small apartnent in
Washi ngt on

Square, and when Lara had visited himone evening, she had
| ooked

around the tiny apartnent and said, "This is a rattrap.
You' ve got to

nove out of here." At Lara's urging, he had noved into a
condomi ni um

upt own.

One night Lara and Keller were working |ate, and when they
finally

finished, Lara said, "You | ook exhausted. Wiy don't you

go hone and

get sone sl eep, Howard?"

"Good idea," Keller yawed. "See you in the norning."
"Cone in |late," Lara told him

Keller got into his car and started driving hone. He was
t hi nki ng

about a deal they had just closed and how well Lara had
handled it. It

was exciting working with her. Exciting and frustrating.
Sonmehow, in

the back of his mnd, he kept hoping that a mracle would
happen.

| was blind not to have seen it before, Howard darli ng.



|"'mnot interested in Paul Martin or Philip Adler. It's
you |"'ve | oved
al | al ong.

Fat chance.

When Kel l er reached his apartnent, he took out his key and
put it in

the lock. It did not fit. Puzzled, he tried again.
Suddenl y the door

fl ew open fromthe inside, and a stranger was standi ng
there. "Wat

the hell do you think you' re doing?" the man asked.

Kell er | ooked at him bew | dered. "I |ive here."

"The hell you do."

"But |I..." Realization suddenly hit him "I... I'm
sorry," he
stammered, red-faced. "l used to live here. |..."

The door was slamed in his face. Keller stood there,
di sconcert ed.

How could I have forgotten that | noved?
' ve been working too hard.

Lara was in the mddle of a conference when her private
phone rang.

"You' ve been pretty busy lately, baby. |'ve mssed you."
“I"ve been traveling a lot, Paul." She couldn't bring
herself to say

that she had m ssed him

"Let's have |unch today."

Lara t hought about all he had done for her.

"I"'d like that," she said. The last thing in the world
she wanted to



do was to hurt him

They had lunch at M. Chow s.
"You' re | ooking great,"
doi ng agrees

with you. How s the Reno hotel com ng?"

Paul said. "Watever you' ve been

"It's com ng along beautifully,"” Lara said

ent husi astically. She spent

the next fifteen m nutes describing how the work was
progressing. "W

shoul d be ready to open in tw nonths."

A man and wonman across the room were just |eaving.

The man's back was to Lara, but he | ooked famliar. Wen
he turned for

an instant, she caught a glinpse of his face.

St eve Murchi son. The woman with him |l ooked famliar also.
She st ooped

to pick up her purse, and Lara's heart skipped a beat.
Gertrude Meeks,

nmy secretary. "Bingo," Lara said softly.

"I's anything wong?" Paul asked.

“"No. Everything's fine."

Lara went on describing the hotel.

When Lara returned from|lunch, she sent for Keller.

"Do you renmenber the property in Phoenix we | ooked at a
f ew nont hs

ago?"

"Yeah, we turned it down. You said it was a g)) "I've
changed ny

mnd." She pressed down the intercom "Gertrude, would

you come in
here, please?"



"Yes, Mss CGertrude Meeks cane into the office.

"I want to dictate a neno," Lara said. "To the Baron
Brothers in

Phoeni x. "
Gertrude started witing.
"Gentlenmen, | have reconsidered the Scottsdal e property

and have
decided to go ahead with it inmediately.

| think intinme it is going to be ny nost val uabl e asset.™

Kel ler was staring at her. "I'll be in touch with you
regardi ng price
in the next few days. Best regards. I'Il signit."

"Yes, Mss Caneron. |Is that all?"

"That's all."

Kel | er watched Gertrude | eave the room He turned to
Lara. "Lara,

what are you doing? W had that property analyzed. It's
wor t hl ess!

If you..."

"Cal m dowmn. We're not nmeking a deal for it."

"Then why...?"

"Unless | mss ny guess, Steve Murchison wll. | saw
Gertrude havi ng

| unch wi th himtoday."

Kell er was staring at Lara. "I'lIl be dammed."

"I want you to wait a couple of days and then call Baron
and ask about

the property.”

Two days |ater Keller came into Lara's office, grinning.



"You were
right," he said. "Mirchison took the bait-hook, line, and
si nker.

He's now the proud owner of fifty acres of worthless
| and. "

Lara sent for Gertrude Meeks.

"Yes, M ss Caneron?"

"You're fired," Lara said.

Gertrude | ooked at her in surprise. "Fired? Wy?"

"I don't |like the conpany you keep. Go back to Steve
Mur chi son and

tell himl said so."

Gertrude's face lost its color. "But I..."

"That's all. 1'll have you escorted out of here."

At m dnight Lara buzzed Max, her chauffeur. "Bring the
car around to

the front," Lara said.

dYes, M ss Caneron."

The car was there waiting for her.

"Where would you like to go, Mss Caneron?" Max asked.
"Drive around Manhattan. | want to see what |'ve done."
He was staring at her. "I beg your pardon?”

"I want to | ook at ny buildings."

They drove around the city and stopped at the shopping
mal |, the

housi ng center, and the skyscraper. There was Caneron

Squar e, Caneron
Pl aza, Caneron Center, and the skel eton of Caneron Towers.



Lara sat in

the car, staring at each building, thinking about the
peopl e living

there and working there. She had touched all their |ives.

|"ve made this city better, Lara thought. |'ve done
everything |

wanted to do. Then why am | restless? Wiat is m ssing?
But she

knew.

The follow ng norning Lara tel ephoned WIIliam ElIlerbee,
Philip's
concert manager.

"Good norning, M. Ellerbee."

"Good norning, Mss Caneron. Wat can | do for you?"

"I was wondering where Philip Adler is playing this week."
"Philip has a pretty heavy schedul e. Tonorrow night he'll
be in

Anst erdam then he goes on to MIlan, Venice, and... do you

want to know
the rest of his...?"

“"No, no. That's fine. | was just curious. Thank you."
"No problem"”

Lara wal ked into Keller's office. "Howard, | have to go
to

Anst erdam "

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Wiat do we have goi ng on
t her e?"

"It's just an idea,"
know if it

checks out. Have themget the jet ready for nme, wll
you?"

Lara said evasively. "I'Il let you

"You sent Bert to London on it, renenber? ['Il tell them



to have it

back here tonmorrow, and..."
"I want to | eave today."
t ook her

conpletely by surprise. "I'll fly commercial."

There was an urgency in her that

She returned to her office and said to Kathy, "Get ne a
seat on the

first flight to Ansterdam on KLM"

"Yes, Mss Caneron.”

"Are you going to be gone long' ?" Keller asked. "W have
sone

neetings comng up that..."

“I'"'l'l be back in a day or two."

"Do you want ne to cone with you?"

"Thanks, Howard. Not this tine."

"I talked to a senator friend of mne in Washi ngton.

He thinks there's a chance they're going to pass a bil
that wll

remove nost of the tax incentives for building.

If it passes, it's going to kill capital gains taxes and
stop

accel erated depreciation.”

"That woul d be stupid,” Lara said. "It would cripple the
real estate

I ndustry. "

"I know. He's against the bill."

“"Alot of people will be against it. It will never pass,"
Lar a
predicted. "In the first place..."

The private phone on the desk rang. Lara stared at it.



It rang
agal n.

"Aren't you going to answer it?" Keller asked.
Lara's nouth was dry. "No."

Paul Martin listened to the hollow ring a dozen tines
bef ore he

repl aced the receiver. He sat there a long tine thinking
about Lara.

It seened to himthat |lately she had been | ess accessible,
alittle

cooler. Could there be sonmeone else? No. Paul Martin

t hought. She

bel ongs to ne. She'll always belong to ne.

The flight on KLM was pl easant. The first-class seats in
t he

wi de- bodi ed 747 were spaci ous and confortable, and the
cabin attendants

were attentive.

Lara was too nervous to eat or drink anything. What am |
doi ng? she

wondered. |'m going to Amsterdam uninvited, and he'll
probably be too

busy to even see ne.

Running after himis going to ruin whatever chance |I m ght
have had.

Too | at e.

She checked in at the Gand Hotel on Qudezijds Voorburgwal
197, one of
t he nost beautiful hotels in Ansterdam

"We have a lovely suite for you, Mss Caneron," the clerk

sai d.

"Thank you. | understand that Philip Adler is giving a
recital this



eveni ng. Do you know where he woul d be playi ng?"

"Of course, Mss Caneron. At the Concertgebouw. "

"Coul d you arrange a ticket for nme?"

"I't wll be ny pleasure.”

As Lara entered her suite, the tel ephone was ringing.

It was Howard Kell er.

"Did you have a nice flight?"

"Yes, thanks."

"I thought you'd like to know that |'ve spoken to the two
banks about

t he Seventh Avenue deal . "

n And?ll

H s voice was vibrant. "They're junping at it."

Lara was elated. "I told you! This is going to be a big
one. | want

you to start assenbling a team of architects, buil ders-our

construction
group-t he works."

"Right. 1'Il talk to you tonorrow. " She repl aced the
recei ver and

t hought about Howard Keller. He was so dear. |'m so

| ucky. He's

al ways there for ne. | have to find soneone wonderful for
hi m

Philip Adler was al ways nervous before playing. He had
rehearsed with

the orchestra in the norning, and had a |ight |lunch, and
then, to take

his mnd off the concert, had gone to see an English
novi e. As he

wat ched the picture, his mnd was filled with the nusic he



was going to

pl ay that evening. He was unaware that he was drumm ng
his fingers on

the armof his seat until the person next to himsaid,
"Wul d you m nd

st oppi ng that awful sound?"

"l beg your pardon,"” Philip said politely.

He got up and left the theater and roaned the streets of
Anst erdam He

visited the R jksnuseum and he strolled through the

Bot ani cal Gardens

of the Free University, and w ndow shopped along the P. C

Hoof t straat .
At four o'clock he went back to his hotel to take a nap.

He was unaware that Lara Canmeron was in the suite directly
above him

At 7:00 PP.M Philip arrived at the artists' entrance of
t he

Concertgebouw, the lovely old theater in the heart of
Anst erdam The

| obby was already crowded with early arrivals.

Backstage, Philip was in his dressing room changing into
tails. The
director of the Concertgebouw bustled into the room

"We're conpletely sold out, M. Adler! And we had to turn
away Sso

many people. If it were possible for you to stay another
day or two, |

would... | know you are fully booked... I wll talk to M.
El | er bee

about your return here next year and perhaps..."

Philip was not |istening. H's mnd was focused on the
recital that |ay

ahead. The director finally shrugged apol ogetically and
bowed his way



out. Philip played the nusic over and over in his mnd.
A page
knocked at the dressing-room door.

"They're ready for you on stage, M. Adler."
"Thank you."

It was tinme. Philip rose to his feet. He held out his
hands. They

were trenbling slightly. The nervousness before playing
never went

away. It was true of all the great pianists-Horowtz,
Rubenst ei n,

Serkin. Philip's stomach was churning, and his heart was
poundi ng.

Wiy do | put nyself through this agony? he asked hinsel f.
But he knew

the answer. He took one last ook in the mrror, then

st epped out of

the dressing room and wal ked through the | ong corridor,
and started to

descend the thirty-three steps that | ed onto the stage.
There was a

spotlight on himas he noved toward the piano. The

appl ause grew

t hunder ous.

He sat down at the piano, and as if by magic, his
nervousness

di sappeared. It was as though another person were taking
hi s pl ace,

sonmeone calm and poised, and conpletely in charge. He
began to

pl ay.

Lara, seated in the audience, felt a thrill as she watched
Philip wal k

out on the stage. There was a presence about himthat was
mesneri zi ng.

| amgoing to marry him Lara thought. | know it. She
sat back in her



seat and let his playing wash over her.

The recital was a triunph, and afterward the greenroom was
packed.

Philip had I ong ago |l earned to divide the crowd invited to
t he

greenroominto two groups: the fans and ot her nusici ans.
The fans were

al ways ent husiastic. If the perfornmance was a success,

t he

congratul ati ons of the other nusicians were cordial. If

It was a

failure, their congratul ations were very cordial.

Philip had many avid fans in Ansterdam and on this
particul ar eveni ng

the greenroomwas crowded with them He stood in the
center of the

room smling, signing autographs, and being patiently
polite to a

hundred strangers. Invariably sonmeone woul d say, "Do you
remenber

me?"

And Philip would pretend to. "Your face | ooks so
famliar..."

He renenbered the story of Sir Thomas Beecham who had hit
upon a
device to conceal his bad nenory.

When soneone asked, "Do you renenber nme?" the great
conduct or woul d

reply, "OF course, | do! How are you, and how i s your
father, and what

I's he doi ng?" The device worked well until a concert in
London when a

young woman in the greenroom said, "Your performance was
wonder f ul ,

Maestro. Do you renenber ne?" and Beecham gall antly
replied, "O

course, | do, ny dear. How is your father, and what is he
doi ng?" The



young woman said, "Father is fine, thank you. And he's
still Kking
of Engl and. "

Philip was busily signing autographs, listening to the
famliar

phrases-"You nmade Brahns cone alive for ne!"... "I can't
tell you how

noved | was!"... "I have all your al bunms”... "Wuld you
sign an

aut ograph for ny nother too? She's your biggest fan...
"-when

sonet hi ng made hi m|l ook up. Lara was standing in the
door way,

wat ching. Hi s eyes wi dened in surprise. "Excuse ne."

He made his way over to her and took her hand.

"What a wonderful surprise! What are you doing in
Anst er danf"

Careful, Lara. "I had some business to attend to here,
and when |

heard you were giving a recital, | had to cone." That was
| nnocent

enough. "You were wonderful, Philip."

"Thank you... |..." He stopped to sign another autograph.
"Look, if
you're free for supper..."

"' mfree," Lara said quickly.

They had supper at the Bali restaurant on Lei dsestraat.
As t hey

entered the restaurant, the patrons rose and appl auded.
In the United

States, Lara thought, the excitenent woul d have been for
me. But she

felt a warmglow, sinply being at Philip's side.

"It's a great honor to have you with us, M. Adler," the
maitre d'
said as he led themto their table.



"Thank you."

As they were being seated, Lara | ooked around at all the
peopl e staring
admringly at Philip. "They really |ove you, don't they?"

He shook his head. "It's the nusic they love. |I'mjust
t he
nmessenger .

| learned that a long tinme ago. Wien | was very young and
per haps a

little arrogant, | gave a concert, and when | had finished
nmy sol o,

there was trenendous appl ause, and I was bowi ng to the
audi ence and

smugly smling at them and the conductor turned to the
audi ence and

hel d up the score over his head to rem nd everyone t hat

t hey were

real ly applauding Mozart. It's a |l esson |'ve never
forgotten.”

"Don't you ever get tired of playing the sanme nusic over
and over,
ni ght after night?"

"No, because no two recitals are the sanme. The nusic may
be the sane,

but the conductor is different, and the orchestra is
different."

They ordered a rijsttafel dinner, and Philip said, "W try
to make each

recital perfect, but there's no such thing as a conpletely
successf ul

one because we're dealing with nusic that is always better
t han we

are.

We have to rethink the nusic each tine in order to
recreate the sound
of the conposer."



"You're never satisfied?"

“Never. Each conposer has his own distinctive sound.
Whet her it's

Debussy, Brahns, Haydn, Beethoven ... our goal is to
capture that

particul ar sound.™

Supper arrived. The rijsttafel was an | ndonesi an feast,
consi sting of

twenty-one courses, including a variety of neats, fish,
chi cken,

noodl es, and two desserts.

"How can anyone eat all this?" Lara |aughed.
"The Dutch have hearty appetites.”

Philip found it difficult to take his eyes off Lara. He
found hinsel f

ridiculously pleased that she was there. He had been

I nvol ved with

nore than his share of beautiful wonen, but Lara was |ike
no one he had

ever known. She was strong and yet very fem nine and
totally

unsel f consci ous about her beauty. He |iked her throaty,
sexy Vvoi ce.

In fact, | |like everything about her, Philip admtted to
hi msel f.

"Where do you go from here?" Lara was aski ng.
"Tonorrow |'lI|l be in MIlan. Then Venice and Vienna, Paris
and London,

and finally New York."

"It sounds so romantic."

Philip laughed. "I'mnot sure romantic is the word |
woul d choose.



We're tal king about iffy airline schedul es, strange
hotel s, and eating
out in restaurants every night.

| don't really m nd because the act of playing is so
wonderful . It's
the 'say cheese' syndrone that | hate.”

"What' s t hat ?"

"Being put on exhibit all the tine, smling at people you
care not hi ng
about, living your life in a world of strangers.”

"I know what that's like," Lara said slowy.

As they were finishing supper, Philip said, "Look, |'m
al ways keyed up

after a concert. Wuld you care to take a ride on the
canal ?"

“I"d love to."
They boarded a canal bus that cruised the Anstel.

There was no noon, but the city was alive with thousands
of sparkling
lights. The canal trip was an enchant nent.

A | oudspeaker poured out information in four |anguages:
"W are now

passi ng centuries-old nerchants' houses with their richly
decor at ed

gabl es. Ahead are ancient church towers. There are

t wel ve hundred

bri dges on the canals, all in the shade of magnificent
avenues of elm

trees..."

They passed the Snal ste Hui s-the narrowest house in

Anst er dam whi ch was

only as wide as the front door, and the Westerkerk with
t he crown of

t he Hapsburg enperor Maximlian, and they went under the



wooden |ift

bri dge over the Anstel and the Magere Brug-the skinny
bri dge- and passed

scores of houseboats that served as honme for hundreds of
fam i es.

"This is such a beautiful city," Lara said.

"You' ve never been here before?”"

"No. "

"And you're here on business."

Lara took a deep breath. "No."

He | ooked at her puzzled. "I thought you said..."

"l cane to Ansterdamto see you."

He felt a sudden frisson of pleasure. "l... |I'mvery
flattered. "

"And | have another confession to nake. | told you |I was

interested in
classical music. That's not true."

A smle touched the corner of Philip's lips. "I know"
Lara | ooked at himin surprise. "You know?"

"Professor Meyers is an old friend of mne," he said

gently. "He
called to tell ne that he was giving you a crash course on
Philip

Adl er. He was concerned that you m ght have designs on
rre. n

Lara said softly, "He was right. Are you involved with
anyone?"

"You nean seriously?"

Lara was suddenly enbarrassed. "If you're not interested,



"Il | eave
and He took her hand in his. "Let's get off at the next
stop.”

Wen they arrived back at the hotel, there were a dozen
messages from

Howard Keller. Lara put themin her purse, unread. At

t hi s nonent

nothing else in her life seened inportant.

"Your roomor mne?" Philip asked lightly.
"Yours."
There was a burning urgency in her.

It seemed to Lara that she had waited all her |[ife for
this nonment.

This was what she had been m ssing. She had found the
stranger she was

in love with. They reached Philip's room and there was
an urgency in

both of them

Philip took her in his arns and ki ssed her softly and
tenderly,

exploring, and Lara murmured, "Ch, ny God," and they began
to undress

each ot her.

The silence of the roomwas broken by a sudden clap of
t hunder
out si de.

Slowy, gray clouds in the sky spread their skirts open,
wi der and

wi der, and soft rain began to fall. It started quietly
and gently,

caressing the warmair erotically, licking at the sides of
bui | di ngs,

sucking at the soft grass, kissing all the dark corners of
t he night.



It was a hot rain, wanton and sensuous, sliding down
slowy, slowy,

until the tenpo began to increase and it changed to a
driving, pounding

storm fierce and demandi ng, an orgiastic beat in a

st eady, savage

rhythm plungi ng down harder and harder, noving faster and
faster until

it finally exploded in a burst of thunder. Suddenly, as
quickly as it

had started, it was over.

Lara and Philip lay in each other's arns, spent.

Philip held Lara close, and he could feel the beating of
her heart. He

t hought of a line he had once heard in a novie. "Did the
earth nove

for you?" By God, it did. Philip thought. If she were
musi c, she

woul d be Chopin's Barcarolle or Schumann's Fant asy.

He could feel the soft contours of her body pressed
against him and he

began to get aroused agai n.

"Philip..." Her voice was husky.

"Yes?"

"Would you like ne to go with you to M| an?"

He found hinmself grinning. "Ch, ny God, yes!"

"Good, " Lara nurmnured. She | eaned over him and her soft
hair started

to trail down his |lean, hard body.

It began to rain again.

When Lara finally returned to her room she tel ephoned

Keller. "Did I
wake you up, Howard?"



"No." His voice was groggy. "I'malways up at four in
t he norni ng.

What' s goi ng on there?"

Lara was bursting to tell him but she said, "Nothing.
|"'mleaving for Mlan."

"What ? W aren't doing anything in Mlan."

Oh, yes, we are, Lara thought happily.

"Did you see ny nessages?"

She had forgotten to | ook at them Guiltily, she said,
"Not yet."

"1've been hearing runors about the casino."”
"What's the probl en?"
"There have been sone conpl aints about the bidding."

"Don't worry about it. If there's any problem Paul
Martin wll take
care of it."

"You're the boss."

"l want you to send the plane to M|l an. Have the pilots
wait for ne
there. I'll get in touch with themat the airport."

"All right, but..."
"Go back to sleep.”

At four o' clock in the norning, Paul Martin was w deawake.
He had | eft

several nessages on Lara's private answering nachi ne at
her apartnent,

but none of his calls had been returned. In the past, she
had al ways



| et himknow when she was going to be away. Sonet hi ng was
happeni ng.

What was she up to? "Be careful, ny darling,” he
whi spered. "Be very
careful . "

Chapter Twenty-three.

Ml an, Lara and Philip Adler checked into the Antica
Locanda Sol ferino,

a charmng hotel with only twelve roons, and they spent

t he norni ng

maki ng passi onate | ove. Afterward, they took the drive to
Cer nobbi a

and had lunch at Lake Conob, at the beautiful Villa d' Este.

The concert that night was a triunph, and the greenroom at
La Scal a
Opera House was packed with wel | w shers.

Lara stood to one side, watching as Philip's fans
surrounded hi m

touching him adoring him asking for autographs, handing
himlittle

gifts. Lara felt a sharp pang ofjeal ousy. Sonme of the
wonmen wer e

young and beautiful, and it seened to Lara that all of
t hem were

obvi ous. An Anerican wonman in an el egant Fendi gown was
sayi ng, coyly,

“I'f you're free tonorrow, M. Adler, |I'm having an
intimate little

dinner at ny villa. Very intinmate."

Lara wanted to strangle the bitch.

Philip smled. ....... t hank you, but I"'mafraid |I'm not
free."

Anot her woman tried to slip Philip her hotel key. He
shook hi s head.

Philip | ooked over at Lara and grinned. Wnen kept



crowdi ng around
hi m

"Lei era magnifico, maestro!”
"Molto gentile da parte sua,” Philip replied.

"L'ho sentita suonare il anno scorso. Bravo!"

"Gazie." Philip smled.
A worman was clutching his arm "Sarebbe possibile cenare
I nsi emre?"

Philip shook his head. "Ma non credo che sarai
| npossibile."”

To Lara, it seened to go on forever. Finally, Philip nade
his way over
to Lara and whispered, "Let's get out ofhere.”

"Si!" Lara grinned.

They went to Biffy, the restaurant in the opera house, and
t he nonent

they wal ked in, the patrons, dressed in black tie for the
concert, rose

to their feet and began appl auding. The naitre d' |ed
Philip and Lara

toward a table in the center of the room "It's such an
honor to have

you with us, M. Adler."

A conplinmentary bottle of chanpagne arrived, and they
drank a toast.

"To us,"” Philip said warmy.

"To us."

Philip ordered two of the specialties of the house, 0550
buco and penne

all"arrabbiata. Al during supper they tal ked, and it was
as though



t hey had known each ot her forever.

They were constantly interrupted by people conmng up to
the table to
conplinment Philip and to ask for autographs.

"It's always like this, isn't it?" Lara asked.

Philip shrugged. "It goes with the territory. For every
two hours you

spend on stage, you spend countl ess nore signing

aut ographs or giving

I nterviews."

As if to punctuate what he was saying, he stopped to sign
anot her
aut ogr aph.

"You've made this tour wonderful for ne." Philip sighed.
"The bad
news is that | have to | eave for Venice tonorrow. |I'm

going to mss
you a lot."

"I'"ve never been to Venice," Lara said.
Lara's jet was waiting for themat Linate Airport.

When they arrived there, Philip | ooked at the huge jet in
ast oni shnent.

"This is your plane?"

"Yes. It's going to take us to Venice."
"You're going to spoil ne, |ady."

Lara said softly, "I intend to."

They landed in Venice thirty-five mnutes later at Marco

Pol o Airport
where a linmousine waited to drive themthe short distance
to the

dock.



From the dock they would take a notorboat to the island of
G udecca,

where the Cipriani Hotel was | ocat ed.

"I arranged for tw suites for us,"
It would be

nore di screet that way.

Lara said. "I thought

In the notorboat on the way to the hotel, Lara asked, "How

long will we
be here?"
"Only one night, I"'mafraid. I"'mgiving a recital at La

Feni ce, and
then we head for Vienna."

The "we" gave Lara a little thrill. They had di scussed it
t he ni ght
before. "I'"d like you to stay with ne as |long as you

can,” Philip had

said, "but are you sure |I'm not keeping you from sonethi ng
nor e

| mport ant ?"

"There is nothing nore inportant."”

"Are you going to be all right by yourself this afternoon?
' m goi ng
to be busy rehearsing."”

"Il be fine," Lara assured him

After they had checked into their suites, Philip took Lara
in his
ar Is.

"I have to go to the theater now, but there's a lot to see
her e.

Enjoy Venice. 1'll see you later this afternoon.” They
ki ssed. It
was nmeant to be a brief one, but it turned into a | ong,
| i ngering



Ki ss.

“I"d better get out of here while |I can,”
"or 1"l

never be able to make it through the | obby."

Philip nurnured,

"Happy rehearsal." Lara grinned.
And Philip was gone.

Lara tel ephoned Howard Kel |l er.

"Where are you?" Keller demanded. "I've been trying to
reach you."

“"I"'min Venice."

There was a pause. "Are we buying a canal ?"
“I"'mchecking it out." Lara |aughed.

"You really should be back here," Keller said.

"There's a | ot going on. Young Frank Rose brought in sone
new pl ans.

| like them but | need your approval so we can get..."
“If you like them" Lara interrupted, "go ahead."

"You don't want to see then?" Keller's voice was filled
with

surpri se.

"Not now, Howard."

"All right. And on the negotiations for the West Side
property, | need

your okay to..."

"You have it."

"Lara... are you feeling all right?"



"I'"ve never felt better inny life."
"When are you com ng hone?"
"I don't know. I'Il stay in touch. Good-bye, Howard."

* * * \enice was the kind of magical city that Prospero

m ght have

created. Lara spent the rest of the norning and all

af t er noon

expl oring. She roanmed through St. Mark's Square, and
visited the

Doge's Pal ace and the Bell Tower, and wandered al ong the
crowded Riva

degli Schi avoni, and everywhere she went she thought of
Philip. She

wal ked through the winding little side streets, cranmed
with jewelry

shops and | eat her goods and restaurants, and stopped to
buy expensive

sweaters and scarves and lingerie for the secretaries at
the office,

and wal lets and ties for Keller and some of the other nen.
She st opped

in at a jeweler's to buy Philip a Piaget watch with a gold
band.

"Wul d you please inscribe it 'To Philip with Love from
Lara' ?" Just
saying his nanme nmade her mss him

When Philip returned to the hotel, they had coffee in the
ver dant
garden of the G priani.

Lara | ooked across at Philip and thought, Wat a perfect
pl ace this
woul d be for a honeynoon.

"I have a present for you," Lara said. She handed himthe
box with the

watch in it.

He opened it and stared. "My God! This nust have cost a



fortune. You
shoul dn't have, Lara."

"Don't you like it?"

"OF course | do. It's beautiful, but..."

"Ssh! Wear it and think of ne."

"I don't need this to think of you, but thank you."
"What tinme do we have to | eave for the theater?"
Lara asked.

"Seven o' cl ock."

Lara glanced at Philip's new watch and sai d i nnocently,
"That gives us
two hours."

The theater was packed. The audi ence was vol atil e,
appl audi ng and
cheeri ng each nunber.

When the concert was over, Lara went back to the greenroom
to join

Philip. It was London and Ansterdam and Ml an all over
again, and the

wonen seened even nore nubile and eager. There were at

| east half a

dozen beautiful wonen in the room and Lara wondered which
one Philip

woul d have spent the night with if she were not there.

They had supper at the storied Harry's Bar and were warmy
greeted by

the affable owner, Arrigo G priani.

"What a pleasure to see you, signore. And signorina.

Pl ease! "

He led themto a corner table. They ordered Bellinis, the



speci alty of

the house. Philip said to Lara, "I recommend starting
wWith the pasta e
fagioli. It's the best in the world."

Later Philip had no nenory of what he had eaten for

di nner. He was

mesneri zed by Lara. He knew he was falling in love with
her, and it

terrified him | can't make a comm tnent, he thought.
It's

| npossi ble. I'ma nonad.

He hated to think about the nonment when she would | eave
himto go back

to New York. He wanted to prolong their evening as |ong
as possi bl e.

When they had finished supper, Philip said, "There's a
casi no out on
the Lido. Do you ganbl e?"

Lara | aughed al oud.
"What's so funny?"

Lara t hought about the hundreds of mllions of dollars she
ganbl ed on
her buil dings. "Nothing," she said.

"1"d love to go."

They took a notorboat to Lido Island. They wal ked past

t he Excel si or

Hotel and went to the huge white building that housed the
casino. It

was filled with eager ganblers.

"Dreaners,"” Philip said.

Philip played roulette and within half an hour had won two
t housand

dollars. He turned to Lara. "l've never won before.

You're ny



good- |l uck charm™"

They played until 3:00 A Mand by that tine they were
hungry agai n.

A not orboat took them back to St. Mark's Square, and they
wander ed

t hrough the side streets until they cane to the Cantina do
Mori .

"This is one of the best bacaros in Venice," Philip said.

Lara said, "I believe you. What's a bacaro?"
"It's a wine bar where they serve cicchetti-little nibbles
of | ocal

del i caci es. "

Bottl e-glass doors led to a dark, narrow space where
copper pots hung
fromthe ceiling and dishes gl eaned on a | ong banquette.

It was dawn before they got back to their hotel. They got
undr essed,
and Lara said, "Speaking of nibbles..."

Early the following norning Lara and Philip flewto
Vi enna.

"Going to Vienna is like going into another century,"
Philip
expl ai ned.

"There's a legend that airline pilots say, 'Ladies and
gentl enen, we're

on our final approach to Vienna Airport. Please make sure
your seat

backs and table trays are in the upright position, refrain
f rom snoki ng

until inside the termnal, and set your watches back one
hundr ed
years."" Lara | aughed.

"My parents were born here. They used to tal k about the



ol d days, and
it nmade ne envious."”

They were driving along the R ngstrasse, and Philip was
filled with

excitenent, like a small boy eager to share his treasures
w th her.

"Vienna is the city of Myzart, Haydn, Beethoven, Brahns."
He | ooked at

Lara and grinned. "Ch, | forgotyou' re an expert on
classical nusic."

They checked into the Inperial Hotel.

"I have to go to the concert hall,” Philip told Lara, "but
| ve decided
that tonorrow we're going to take the whole day off. |I'm

goi ng to show
you Vi enna."

“I"d Iike that, Philip."

He held Lara in his arns. "I wsh we had nore tine now,"
he sai d
rueful ly.

"So do I."

He kissed her lightly on the forehead. "W' Il nmake up for
it
toni ght."

She held himclose. "Prom ses, proni ses."”

The concert that evening took place at the Misikverein.
The recital

consi sted of conpositions by Chopin, Schumann, and
Prokofiev, and it

was anot her triunph for Philip.

The greenroom was packed again, but this tine the | anguage
was
Ger man.



"Sie waren wunderbar, Herr Adler!"

Philip smled. "Das ist sehr nett von | hnen. Danke."
"Ich bin ein grosser Anhanger von | hnen."

Philip smled again. "Sie sind sehr freundlich."

He was talking to them but he could not take his eyes off
Lar a.

After the recital Lara and Philip had a | ate supper in the
hotel . They
were greeted by the maitre d'.

"What an honor!" he exclainmed. "I was at the concert
toni ght. You
were magnificent! Mgnificent!"

"You're very kind," Philip said nodestly.

The di nner was delicious, but they were both too excited
by each ot her

to eat. When the waiter asked, "Wuld you |ike sone
dessert?" Philip

said quickly, "Yes." And he was | ooking at Lara.

H's instincts told himthat sonething was w ong.

She had never been gone this long without telling him
where she was.

WAs she deliberately avoiding hin? If she was, there
could only be one
reason. And | can't allow that, Paul Martin thought.

A beam of pal e noonlight streanmed through the w ndow,
maki ng soft

shadows on the ceiling. Lara and Philip lay in bed,

naked, watchi ng

their shadows nove above their heads. The ripple of the
curtai ns made

t he shadows dance, in a soft, swaying notion. The shadows



came slowy

t oget her and separated and cane together again, until the
two becane

entw ned, becane one, and the novenent of the dance becane
faster, and

faster, a wild savage poundi ng, and suddenly it stopped,
and there was

only the gentle ripple of the curtains.

Early the following norning Philip said, "W have a whol e
day and an
evening here. | have a lot to show you."

They had breakfast downstairs in the hotel dining room

t hen wal ked

over to the Karntnerstrasse, where no cars were permtted.
The shops

there were filled with beautiful clothes and jewelry and
anti ques.

Philip hired a horse-drawn Fi aker, and they rode through
t he w de

streets of the city along the R ng Road.

They visited Schonbrunn Pal ace and | ooked at the col orful

| nperi al

coach collection. In the afternoon they got tickets for

t he Spani sh

Ri di ng School and saw the Lipizzaner stallions. They rode
t he huge

Ferris wheel at the Prater, and afterward Philip said,
"Now we' re goi ng
to sin!"

"Qoh! "
“"No," Philip laughed. "I had sonething else in mnd."

He took Lara to Denel's for its inconparable pastry and
cof f ee.

* * Lara was fascinated by the mx of architecture in
Vi enna: beauti ful
bar oque buil dings centuries old that faced neonopdern



bui | di ngs.

Philip was interested in the conposers. "Did you know
t hat Franz
Schubert started as a singer here, Lara?

He was in the Inperial Chapel choir, and when his voice
changed at

sevent een, he was thrown out. That's when he decided to
conpose

nmusic. "

They had a leisurely dinner at a snmall bistro, and stopped
at a w ne

tavern in Ginzing. Afterward Philip said, "Wuld you

like to go for a

crui se on the Danube?"

“I'"d love to."
It was a perfect night, with a bright full nobon and a soft
sunmer

breeze. The stars were shining down.

They' re shining down on us, Lara thought, because we're so

happy. Lara
and Philip boarded one of the cruise ships, and fromthe
ship's

| oudspeaker canme the soft strains of "The Bl ue Danube.™
In the

di stance they saw a falling star.

"Qui ck! Make a wish,"” Philip said.

Lara cl osed her eyes and was silent for a nonent.

"Did you nake your w sh?"

"Yes."

"What did you wi sh for?"

Lara | ooked up at himand said seriously, "I can't tell
you, or it



won't conme true.
t hought .

I"'mgoing to nmake it cone true, Lara
Philip | eaned back and smled at Lara. "This is perfect,
isn"t it?"

"It can always be this way, Philip."

"What do you nean?"

"We could get married."

And there it was, out in the open. He had been thinking
of not hi ng

el se for the past few days. He was deeply in love with
Lara, but he

knew he could not make a commtnent to her.

"Lara, that's inpossible."

"Is it? Way?"
"I"ve explained it to you, darling. |I'm al nost al ways on
tour like

this. You couldn't travel with ne all the tine, could
you?"

"No," Lara said, "but..."

"There you are. It would never work. Tonmorrow in Paris,
"1l show

you. .."

“I"'mnot going to Paris with you, Philip."

He t hought he had m sunderstood her. "What?"

Lara took a deep breath. "lI'mnot going to see you
again."

It was |ike a blowto the stomach. "Wiy? | | ove you
Lara.|..."

"And | love you. But I'mnot a groupie. | don't want to



be | ust
anot her one of your fans, chasing you around.

You can have all those you want."

"Lara, | don't want anyone but you. But don't you see,
darling, our
marri age could never work. We have separate lives that
are inportant
to both of us. | would want us to be together all the
tinme, and we
couldn't be."

"That's it then, isn't it?" Lara said tightly. "I won't
see you

again, Philip."

"Wait. Please! Let's talk about this. Let's go to your

room and

“"No, Philip. |I love you very nuch, but | won't go on like
this. It's
over."

"I don't want it to be over," Philip insisted. "Change
your mnd."

“I can't. I'msorry. It's all or nothing."

They were silent the rest of the way back to their hotel.
When they reached the | obby, Philip said, "Wy don't |
cone up to your

roon? We can tal k about this and..."

"No, ny darling. There's nothing nore to tal k about."

He watched Lara get into the el evator and di sappear.

When Lara reached her suite, the tel ephone was ringing.

She hurried to
pick it up. "Philip..."



"It's Howard. |'ve been trying to reach you all day."

She managed to hide her disappointnent. "Is anything
wr ong?"

"No. Just checking in. There's a | ot going on around
here. \Wen do
you think you'll be com ng back?"

"Tonmorrow," Lara said. "I'Il be back in New York
tonorrow. " Slowy,
Lara repl aced the receiver.

She sat there, staring at the tel ephone, wlling it to

ring. Two hours

| ater, it was still silent. I nade a m stake, Lara

t hought

m ser abl y.

| gave himan ultimatum and | lost him If | had only

wai t ed. ..

Ifonly I had gone to Paris with him.. if... if. .. She
tried to

visualize her life without Philip. It was too painful to
t hi nk

about .

But we can't go on this way, Lara thought. | want us to
bel ong to each

ot her.

Tonmorrow she would have to return to New York.

Lara | ay down on the couch, fully dressed, the tel ephone
by her si de.

She felt drained. She knew it would be inpossible to get
any sl eep.

She sl ept.

In his roomPhilip was pacing back and forth Iike a caged
animal . He



was furious with Lara, furious with hinself. He could not
bear the

t hought of not seeing her again, not holding her in his
arms. Damm al |

wonen! he thought. H's parents had warned him " Your

life is

musi c.

If you want to be the best, there's no room for anything
el se.” And

until he nmet Lara, he had believed it. But now everything
had

changed.

Damm it! What we had was wonderful. Wy did she have to
destroy it?

He | oved her, but he knew he could never marry her.
Lara was awakened by the ringing of the tel ephone.

She sat up the couch, groggy, and | ooked at the clock on
the wall. It

was five o' clock in the norning. Sleepily, Lara picked up
t he

t el ephone.

" Howar d?"

It was Philip's voice. "How would you |like to get married
in Paris?"

Chapter Twenty-four.

The marriage of Lara Caneron to Philip Adler nade
headl i nes around the
wor | d.

When Howard Kell er heard the news, he went out and got
drunk for the

first time in his life. He had kept telling hinself that
Lara's

I nfatuation with Philip Adler would pass. Lara and | are
a team W



bel ong toget her. No one can cone between us. He stayed
drunk for two
days, and when he sobered up, he tel ephoned Lara in Paris.

“If it's true,” he said, "tell Philip | said he's the
| ucki est man who
ever |ived."

"It's true," Lara assured himbrightly.

"You sound happy."
"I'"ve never been happier inny lifel"

“I... I"'mpleased for you, Lara. When are you com ng
honme?"

"Philip is giving a concert in London tonorrow, and then
we'll be back
I n New York."

"Did you talk to Paul Martin before the weddi ng?"
She hesitated. "No."

"Don't you think you should do it now?"

"Yes, of course." She had been nore concerned about that
t han she

wanted to admt to herself. She was not sure how he was
goi ng to take

the news of her marriage.

“I'"'l'l talk to himwhen | get back."

“I'"'l'l sure be glad to see you. I mss you."

"I mss you, too, Howard." And it was true. He was very
dear. He had

al ways been a good and | oyal friend.

| don't know what | would have done wi thout him Lara
t hought .



When the 727 taxied up to the Butler Aviation Term nal at
New York's La

GQuardia Airport, the press was there in full force. There
wer e

newspaper reporters and tel evision caneras.

The airport manager |led Lara and Philip into the reception
office. "I
can sneak you out of here,’

he said, or...

Lara turned to Philip. "Let's get this over wth,
darling. O herw se,

they'll never let us have any peace.”

"You' re probably right."

The press conference |lasted for two hours. "Were did you
t wo
meet...?"

"Have you al ways been interested in classical nmusic, Ms.
Adler...?"

"How | ong have you known each other...?"
"Are you going to live in New York.
"WIIl you give up your touring, M. Adler...?"

Finally, it was over.

There were two |inousines waiting for them The second
one was for

| uggage.

"I"'mnot used to traveling in this kind of style,” Philip
sai d.

Lara | aughed. "You'll get used to it."
When they were in the linousine, Philip asked, "Were are

we goi ng? |
have an apartnent on Fiftyseventh Street..."



"I think you m ght be nore confortable at ny pl ace,
darling. Look it

over, and if you like it, we'll have your things noved"
They arrived at

the Canmeron Plaza. Philip | ooked up at the huge buil di ng.

"You own this?"

"A few banks and I.'
“I'"'minpressed.”
Lara squeezed his arm "Good. | want you to be."
The | obby had been freshly decorated with fl owers.
A hal f dozen enpl oyees were waiting to greet them
"Wl conre hone, Ms. Adler, M. Adler."

Philip | ooked around and said, "My God! Al this is
your s?"

"Qurs, sweetheart."”

The el evator took themup to the penthouse. It covered
t he whol e
forty-fifth floor. The door was opened by the butler.

"Wel cone honme, Ms. Adler.”
"Thank you, Simrs."

Lara introduced Philip to the rest of the staff and showed
hi m t hr ough

t he dupl ex penthouse. There was a |arge white draw ng
room filled

with antiques, a large enclosed terrace, a dining room
four nmaster

bedroons and three staff bedroons, six bathroons, a
kitchen, a library,

and an office.

"Do you think you could be confortable here, darling?"



Lara asked.
Philip grinned. "It's a little small-but I'll nanage."

In the mddle of the drawi ng roomwas a beautiful new
Bechstei n
pi ano.

Philip wal ked over to it and ran his fingers over the
keys.

"I't's wonderful!" he said.
Lara noved to his side. "It's your weddi ng present."”

"Real | y?" He was touched. He sat down at the piano and
began to

pl ay.

"I just had it tuned for you." Lara listened as the
cascade of notes
filled the room "Do you like it?"

"I love it! Thank you, Lara."
"You can play here to your heart's content."

Philip rose fromthe piano bench. "I'd better give
Ell erbee a call,”
Philip said. "He's been trying to reach ne."

"There's a tel ephone in the library, darling."

Lara went into her office and turned on the answering
machi ne. There

were half a dozen nessages from Paul Martin. "Lara, where
are you? |

m ss you, darling..

"Lara, | assume you're out of the country, or | would have
heard from

you"... "I'"'mworried about you, Lara. Call ne..." Then

the tone

changed. "I just heard about your marriage. Is it true?



Let's
tal k. "

Philip had wal ked into the room "Wo's the nysterious
caller?" he

asked.

Lara turned. "An... an old friend of mne."

Philip wal ked up to her and put his arns around her.

"I's he soneone | should be jeal ous of ?"

Lara said softly, "You don't have to be jeal ous of anyone
in the

wor | d.

You're the only man |'ve ever |oved."

And it's true.

Philip held her closely. "You're the only woman |'ve ever
| oved. "

Later that afternoon, while Philip sat at the piano, Lara
went back

into her office and returned Paul Martin's tel ephone
cal |l s.

He came on the line alnost imediately. "You' re back."
Hi s voi ce was

tight.

"Yes." She had been dreading this conversation.

"I don't mnd telling you that the news was quite a shock,
Lara."

"' msorry, Paul... |... it happened rather suddenly."
"I't must have."

"Yes." She tried to read his nood.



"1 thought we had sonething pretty good going for us. |
t hought it was

somnet hi ng speci al . "

"It was, Paul, but..."

"We'd better talk about it."

“Well, I..."

"Let's make it lunch tonorrow. Vitello's. One o' clock.”
It was an

or der.

Lara hesitated. It would be foolish to antagoni ze hi m any
further.

"All right, Paul. 1'Il be there."

The |ine went dead. Lara sat there worried. How angry
was Paul, and

was he going to do anything about it?

Chapter Twenty-five.

The follow ng norning when Lara arrived at Caneron Center,
the entire

staff was waiting to congratul ate her.

"I't"s wonderful news!"

"It was such a big surprise to all of us!..."
“I"'msure you'll be very happy...."

And on it went.

Howard Keller was waiting in Lara's office for her.
He gave her a big hug. "For a | ady who doesn't |ike
cl assi cal nusic,

you sure went and did it!"

Lara smled. "I did, didn't I?"



“I''l'l have to get used to calling you Ms. Adler."

Lara's smle faded. "I think it m ght be better for
busi ness reasons
if | keep using Caneron, don't you?"

"What ever you say. |'msure glad you're back. Everything
is piling up
here. "

Lara settled in a chair opposite Howard. "Ckay, tell ne
what's been
happeni ng. "

"Well, the West Side hotel is going to be a noneyl osing
proposition.

W have a buyer lined up from Texas who's interested in
it, but | went

over to the hotel yesterday. It's in terrible shape. It
needs a

conpl ete refurbishing, and that's going to run into five
or six mllion

dollars.™

"Has the buyer seen it yet?"
"No. | told himl'd showit to himtonorrow "

"Show it to himnext week. Get sone painters in there.
Make it | ook

squeaky clean. Arrange for a crowd to be in the | obby
when he's

t here. "

He grinned. "Right. Frank Rose is here with sone new
sketches. He's
waiting in ny office."

"I"lIl take a look at them™"

"The M dl and I nsurance Conpany that was going into the new
bui | di ng?"



"Yes."

"They haven't signed the deal yet. They're a little
shaky. "

Lara made a note. "I'Il talk to them about it. Next?"
"Got ham Bank' s seventy-five mllion | oan on the new
proj ect ?"

n Yes?ll

"They're pulling back. They think you're getting
over ext ended. "

"How nuch interest were they going to charge us?"
"Sevent een percent."

"Set up a neeting with them W're going to offer to pay
twenty

percent."”

He was | ooking at her, aghast. "Twenty percent? My God,
Lara! No one

pays twenty percent."

"I would rather be alive at twenty percent than dead at
sevent een

percent. Do it, Howard."

"All right."

The norning went by swiftly. At twelve-thirty Lara said,
"I"'mgoing to

meet Paul Martin for |unch."

Howar d | ooked worried. "Make sure you aren't lunch.”

"What do you nean?"

"I mean he's Sicilian. They don't forgive and they don't
forget."



"You're being nel odramatic. Paul woul d never do anythi ng
to harm
ne. n

"I hope you're right."

Paul Martin was waiting for Lara at the restaurant when
she arrived.

He | ooked thin and haggard, and there were circles under
his eyes, as
t hough he had not been sl eeping well.

"Hell o, Lara." He did not get up.
"Paul ." She sat down across from him

"I left sonme stupid nessages on your answering machi ne.
l|'"msorry. |
had no i dea..

He shrugged.

"I should have let you know, Paul, but it all happened so
fast."

"Yeah." He was studying her face. "You're | ooking
great."

"Thank you.
"Where did you neet Adler?"
"“I'n London."

"And you fell in love with himjust |like that?" There was
a bitter

undertone to his words.

"Paul , what you and | had was wonderful, but it wasn't
enough for ne.

| needed sonething nore than that.

| needed soneone to cone hone to every night."



He was |istening, watching her.

"I would never do anything in the world to hurt you, but
this just..

.just happened."”
More sil ence.
"Pl ease understand."

"Yeah." A wintry smle crossed his face. "I guess | have
no choi ce,

have | ? What's done is done. It was just kind of a shock
to read

about it in the newspapers and see it on television. |

t hought we were

cl oser than that."

"You're right," Lara said again. "I should have told
you. "

H s hand reached out and caressed her chin. "I was crazy
about you,

Lara. | guess | still am You were ny miracolo. | could

have given
you anything in the world you wanted except what he could
gi ve you-a
wedding ring. | love you enough to want you to be happy."

Lara felt a wave of relief sweep through her. "Thank you,
Paul . "

"When am | going to neet your husband?"

"We're giving a party next week for our friends. WII you
come?"

“I"l'l be there. You tell himthat he had better treat you
right, or

he'll have to answer to ne."

Lara smled. "I'"Il tell him"



When Lara returned to her office, Howard Kell er was
wai ting for her.

"How did the | uncheon go?" he asked nervously.

"Fine. You were wong about Paul. He behaved
beautiful ly."

"Good. I"'mglad I was wong. Tonorrow norning |'ve set
up sone
meetings for you wth..."

"Cancel them" Lara said. "I'mstaying honme with ny
husband
t onor r ow.

We' re honeynooni ng for the next few days."
"I"'mglad you' re so happy," Howard sai d.

"Howard, |'mso happy it scares ne. I'mafraid that 1"l
wake up and
find this is all a dream | never knew anyone coul d be
thi s happy."

He smled. "All right, I'll handle the neetings."

"Thank you." She kissed himon the cheek. "Philip and I
are giving a
party next week. W expect you there."

* * * The party took place the foll owi ng Saturday at the
pent house.

There was a | avish buffet and nore than a hundred guests.
Lara had

invited the nmen and wonen she worked wi th: bankers,
bui | der s,

architects, construction chiefs, city officials, the city
pl anners, and

t he heads of unions. Philip had invited his nusician
friends and nusic

patrons and benefactors. The conbi nation proved to be



di sastrous.

It wasn't that the two groups did not try to mx. The
probl em was t hat
nost of them had nothing in comon.

The builders were interested in construction and
architecture, and the
musi ci ans were interested in nusic and conposers.

Lara introduced a city planner to a group of mnusici ans.
The
conm ssi oner stood there, trying to follow the discussion.

"Do you know what Rossini felt about Wagner's nusic? One
day he sat

his ass on the piano keys and said, 'That's what Wagner
sounds like to

me."" "Wagner deserved it. When a fire broke out at the
Ri ng Theat er

in Vienna during a performance of Tal es of Hof f mann, four
hundr ed peopl e

burned to death. When WAagner heard about it, he said,

" That's what

they get for listening to an O fenbach operetta."" The
comm ssi oner

hastily noved on.

Lara i ntroduced sone of Philip's friends to a group of
real estate

nen.
"The problem™ one of the nmen said, "is that you need
thirty-five

percent of the tenants signed up before you can go co-op.
"I'f you want ny opinion, that's a pretty stupid rule.”

"I agree. I'mswitching to hotels. Do you know t he

hotels in

Manhattan now are averagi ng two hundred dollars a room per
ni ght ? Next

year..."



The musi ci ans noved on.

Conversations seened to be going on in two different
| anguages.

"The trouble with the Viennese is that they | ove dead
conposers...."

"There's a new hotel going up on two parcels, between
Forty-seventh and

Forty-eighth streets. Chase Manhattan is financing
it...."

"He m ght not be the greatest conductor in the world, but
his stick
technique is...."

.. | renmenber a lot of the mavens said that the 1929
stock market

crash wasn't a bad thing. It would teach people to put
their noney in
real estate...."

: and Horowitz wouldn't play for years because he
t hought his

fingers were nade of glass..."

|*ve seen the plans. There's going to be a classic
base rising
fromthree floors fromEi ghth Avenue, and inside an
el liptical arcade
with | obbies on three sides...."

: Einstein | oved the piano. He used to play with
Rubenst ei n, but

Ei nstein kept playing off beat. Finally, Rubenstein
couldn't stand it

anynore, and he yelled, 'Al bert, can't you count?"..."

Congress nust have been drunk to pass the Tax
Reform Act. It's

going to cripple the building industry...."

"...and at the end of the evening when Brahns |left the



party he said,

"If there's anyone here |'ve forgotten to insult, |
apol ogi ze."" The

Tower of Babel.

Paul Martin arrived al one, and Lara hurried over to the
door to greet
him "I'mso glad you could cone, Paul."

"I wouldn't have mssed it." He | ooked around the room
"I want to
meet Philip."

Lara took himover to where Philip was standing with a
group. "Philip,
this is an old friend of mne, Paul Martin."

Philip held out his hand. "I'm pl eased to neet you.'
The two nmen shook hands.

"You're a lucky man, M. Adler. Lara's a remarkable
wonman. "

"That's what | keep telling him" Lara sm|l ed.

"She doesn't have to tell nme,"” Philip said. "I know how
| ucky I am"

Paul was studying him "Do you?"

Lara could feel the sudden tension in the air. "Let ne
get you a
cocktail,"

she said to Paul.
"No, thanks. Renenber? | don't drink."

Lara bit her lip. "OF course. Let nme introduce you to
some people.”

She escorted him around the room introducing himto sone
of the
guest s.



One of the nusicians was saying, "Leon Fleisher is giving
a recital

tonmorrow night. | wouldn't mss it for the world." He
turned to Paul

Martin, who was standing next to Howard Keller. "Have you
heard him

pl ay?"
n m. n

"He's remarkable. He plays only with his left hand, of
course.”

Paul Martin was puzzled. "Way would he do that?"

"Fl ei sher devel oped carpal -tunnel syndrone in his right
hand about ten
years ago."

"But how can he give a recital wth one hand?"

"Hal f a dozen conposers wote concertos for the |left hand.
There's one

by Denuth, Franz Schm dt, Korngold, and a beautiful
concerto by

Ravel . "

Sonme of the guests were asking Philip to play for them

"All right. This is for nmy bride." He sat down at the

pi ano and began

to play a thene froma Rachmani noff piano concerto. The
room was

hushed. Everyone seened nesnerized by the |lovely strains
that filled

t he pent house. Wen Philip rose, there was | oud appl ause.

An hour later the party began to break up. Wen they had
seen the | ast
guest to the door, Philip said, "That was quite a party."

"You hate big parties, don't you?" Lara said.

Philip took her in his arns and grinned. "Did it show?"



"We'll only do this every ten years," Lara prom sed.

"Philip, did you have a feeling that our guests were from
two different
pl anet s?"

He put his lips to her cheek. "It doesn't matter. W
have our own
planet. Let's make it spin....'

Chapter Twenty-si X.
Lara decided to work at hone nornings.

"I want us to be together as much as possible,"” she told
Philip.

Lara asked Kathy to arrange for sone secretaries to be

I nterviewed at

t he penthouse. Lara talked to half a dozen before Mari an
Bel |

appeared. She was in her mddle twenties with soft bl ond
hai r,

attractive features, and a warm personality.

"Sit down," Lara said.

"Thank you."

Lara was | ooking over her resune. "You were graduated
from Wl |l esl ey

Col | ege?"

n YeS. n

"And you have a B.A. Wiy do you want a job as a
secretary?"

“I think I can learn a | ot working for you. Wether | get
this job or

not, I'ma big fan of yours, M ssCaneron."

"Real 1 y? \Why?"



"You're nmy role nodel. You've acconplished a |ot, and
you' ve done it
on your own."

Lara was studying the young woman. "This job woul d nean
| ong hours. |

get up early. You' d be working at ny apartnent. You'd
start at six in

the norning."

"That wouldn't be a problem |I'ma hard worker."

Lara smled. She |iked Marian. "I'll give you a oneweek
trial," she
sai d.

By the end of the week Lara knew that she had found a

j ewel . Marian

was capable and intelligent and pleasant. Gradually, a
routi ne was

establ i shed. Unless there was an energency, Lara spent

t he norni ngs

working at the apartnent. In the afternoon she woul d go
to the

of fice.

Each norning Lara and Philip had breakfast together and
afterward

Philip would go to the piano and sit in a sleevel ess
athletic shirt and

j eans and practice for two or three hours while Lara went
i nto her

office and dictated to Marian. Sonetines Philip would
play old

Scottish tunes for Lara: "Annie Laurie,” and "Com n'

Thr ough the

Rye. "
She was touched. They woul d have | unch together.

"Tell me what your life was like in G ace Bay," Philip
sai d.



"I't would take at | east five m nutes. Lara sm | ed.

“"No, I'"'mserious. | really want to know. "

She tal ked about the boardi nghouse, but she coul d not
bring herself to

tal k about her father. She told Philip the story of
Charles Colin, and

Philip said, "Good for him

l'd Iike to neet himone day."
“I'"' msure you wll."

Lara told hi mabout her experience with Sean MacAlli ster,
and Philip

said, "That bastard! 1'd like to kill him" He held Lara
cl ose and

said, "No one is ever going to hurt you again."”

* * * Philip was working on a concerto. She woul d hear
him play three

notes at a tinme, over and over and then nove on,
practicing slowy and

pi cking up the tenpo until the different phrases finally
flowed into

one.

In the beginning Lara would wal k into the drawi ng room
while Philip was
pl aying and interrupt him

"Darling, we're invited to Long Island for the weekend.
Wul d you |ike
to go?"

O, "l have theater tickets for the new Neil Sinon play."
O, "Howard Keller would like to take us out to dinner
Sat ur day

ni ght."

Philip had tried to be patient. Finally, he said, "Lara,
pl ease don't



interrupt me while I'"'mat the piano. It breaks ny
concentration.”

"I"'msorry," Lara said. "But | don't understand why you
practice every
day. You're not giving a concert now "

"I practice every day so | can give a concert. You see,
ny darling,

when you put up a building and a m stake is made, it can
be

corrected.

You can change the plans or you can redo the plunbing or
the |ighting
or what ever.

But at a recital there is no second chance. You're live
in front of an
audi ence and every note has to be perfect."

“I" msorry," Lara apol ogi zed. "I understand."

Philip took her in his arnms. "There's the old joke about
a man in New

York carrying a violin case. He was | ost. He stopped a
stranger and

said, 'How do you get to Carnegie Hall?" 'Practice,' the
st ranger

said, 'practice."" Lara |aughed. "Go back to your piano.
"Il | eave

you al one."

She sat in her office listening to the faint strains of
Philip playing

and she thought, I'mso |ucky. Thousands of wonen woul d
envy ne

sitting here listening to Philip Adler play.

She just wi shed he did not have to practice so often.
* * * They both enjoyed pl ayi ng backgammon, and in the

eveni ng, after
di nner, they would sit in front of the fireplace and have



nock-fierce
contests. Lara treasured those nonents of being al one
with him

The Reno casino was getting ready to open. Six nonths
earlier Lara had

had a neeting with Jerry Townsend. "I want themto read
about this

opening in Tinbuktu," Lara said. "I'mflying in the chef
fromMaxim s

for the opening. | want you to get ne the hottest talent
avai |l abl e.

Start with Frank Sinatra and work your way down. | want

the invitation
list to include the top nanes in Holl ywod, New York, and
Washi ngt on.

| want people fighting to get on that list."
Now, as Lara |ooked it over, she said, "You ve done a good
j ob. How

many turndowns have we had?"

"A coupl e dozen," Townsend said. "That's not bad froma

list of six
hundr ed. "
“"Not bad at all," Lara agreed.

Kel |l er tel ephoned Lara in the norning. "Good news," he
said. "I got a

call fromthe Swi ss bankers. They're flying in to neet
with you

tonorrow to discuss the joint venture."

"Geat," Lara said. "Nine o' clock, ny office.”

"Il set it up."
At dinner that evening Philip said, "Lara, |I'mdoing a
recordi ng

session tonorrow. You've never been to one, have you?"



n I\b. n
"Whul d you like to cone and watch?"

Lara hesitated, thinking about the neeting with the Sw ss.
" Of
course," she said.

Lara tel ephoned Keller. "Start the neeting w thout ne.
"1l get there
as soon as | can."

The recording studio was | ocated on West Thirtyfourth
Street, in a

| ar ge war ehouse filled with el ectronic equi pnent. There
were 130

musi ci ans seated in the roomand a gl ass-encl osed control
boot h where

the sound engi neers worked. It seened to Lara that the
recordi ng was

going very slowy. They kept stopping and starting again.

During one of the breaks she tel ephoned Kell er.

"Where are you?" he demanded. "I'm stalling but they

want to talk to

y "lI"ll be there in an hour or two," she said. "Keep them
tal ki ng. "

Two hours later the recording session was still going on.

Lara tel ephoned Kell er again.

"' msorry, Howard, | can't |eave. Have them cone back
t onorrow. "

"What's so inportant?" Keller demanded.
"My husband,"” Lara said. And she replaced the receiver.
Wien they returned to the apartnent, Lara said, "W're

going to Reno
next week."



"What's in Reno?"

"It's the opening of the hotel and casino. W'll fly down
on

Wednesday. "

Philip's voice was filled with distress. "Dam!"

"What's the matter?"

“I"msorry, darling, | can't."”

She was staring at him "Wat do you nean?"

"I thought | had nentioned it. |I'mleaving on a tour
Monday. "

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"El | erbee has booked nme on a six-week tour. I'mgoing to
Australia
and..."

"Australia?"

"Yes. Then Japan and Hong Kong."

"You can't, Philip. | nmean... why are you doing this?
You don't have to. | want to be with you."
"Well, cone with ne, Lara. I'd love that."

"You know | can't. Not now. There's too nuch happeni ng

here." Lara
said mserably, "I don't want you to | eave ne."
"l don't want to. But, darling, | warned you before we

were narried
that this is what ny life is about."”

"I know," Lara said, "but that was before. Nowit's
different.



Everyt hi ng has changed."

"“Not hi ng has changed, " Philip said gently, "except that
' m absol utely

crazy about you, and when | go away, |'Il mss you like
the devil."

There was nothing Lara could say to that.

Philip was gone, and Lara had never known such | oneliness.
In the

m ddl e of a neeting she would suddenly think about Philip
and her heart

woul d nelt.

She wanted himto go on with his career, but she needed
himw th her.

She thought of the wonderful tinmes they had together, and
of his arns

around her, and his warnmth and gentl eness. She had never
known she

could | ove anyone so much. Philip tel ephoned her every
day, but

sonehow it nade the | oneliness worse.

"Where are you, darling?"
“I'"'mstill in Tokyo."
"How s the tour going?"

"Beautifully. I mss you."

"I mss you, too.-" Lara could not tell himhow nmuch she

m ssed him

"I leave for Hong Kong tonorrow and then..."

"I wish you' d cone hone.
said it.

She regretted it the nonment she

"You know | can't."



There was a silence. "OF course not."

They tal ked for half an hour and when Lara put the
recei ver down, she

was |lonelier than ever. The tinme differences were
maddeni ng.

Soneti mes her Tuesday woul d be his Wdnesday, and he woul d
call in the

m ddl e of the night or in the early hours of the norning.
"How s Philip?" Keller asked.

"Fine. Wiy does he do it, Howard?"

"Why does he do what ?"

"This tour of his. He doesn't have to do it. | nean, he

certainly
doesn't need the noney."

"Whoa. |'msure he's not doing it for the noney. It's
what he does,
Lara."

The sane words that Philip had used. She understood it
intell ectually,

but not enotionally.

"Lara," Keller said, "you only married the man-you don't
own him™

"I don't want to owmn him | was just hoping that | was
nore i nport ant

to himthan..." She stopped herself in m d-sentence.
“"Never mnd. |

know |'m being silly."

Lara tel ephoned WIIliam Ell er bee.
“"Are you free for lunch today?" Lara asked.

"1 can nmake nyself free," Ellerbee said. "lIs anything
wr ong?"



"No, no. | just thought we should have a talk."
They nmet at Le G rque.

"Have you talked to Philip lately?" Ellerbee asked.
"I talk to himevery day."

"He's having a successful tour."

"Yes."

El |l erbee said, "Frankly, | never thought Philip would get
married.

He's |ike a priest-dedicated to what he does.™

"1 know'-Lara hesitated-"but don't you think he's
traveling too

nmuch?"

"I don't understand."

"Philip has a honme now. There's no reason for himto be

runni ng all

over the world." She saw the expression on Ellerbee's
face. "Ch, |

don't nean he should just stay in New York. |I'msure you

coul d arrange

concerts for himin Boston, Chicago, Los Angeles. You
know. .. where he

woul dn't have to travel so far from hone."

El | erbee said carefully, "Have you discussed this with
Philip?"

"No. | wanted to talk to you first. It would be
possi bl e, woul dn't
it? | mean, Philip doesn't need the noney, not anynore."

"Ms. Adler, Philip makes thirty-five thousand dollars a
per f or mance.



Last year he was on tour for forty weeks."
"l understand, but..."

"Do you have any idea how few pianists nake it to the top,
or how hard
they have to struggle to get there?

There are thousands of pianists out there, playing their
fingers to the

bone, and there are only about four or five superstars.
Your husband

Is one of them You don't know nuch about the concert
wor |l d. The

conpetition is nurderous. You can go to a recital and see
a sol oi st on

the stage dressed in tails, |ooking prosperous and

gl anor ous, but when

he gets off that stage, he can barely afford to pay his
rent or buy a

decent neal. It took Philip a long tine to becone a world
cl ass

pi ani st. Now you're asking ne to take that away from
him"

“"No, I"'mnot. I'"'mnerely suggesting..."

"What you're suggesting woul d destroy his career.

You don't really want to do that, do you?"

"Of course not, "Lara said. She hesitated. "I understand

t hat you get

fifteen percent of what Philip earns.™

"That's right."

"I wouldn't want you to | ose anything if Philip gave fewer
concerts,"

Lara said carefully. "I'd be glad to make up the

difference and..."

"Ms. Adler, | think this is sonething you should discuss
with



Philip.
Shal | we order?"
Chapter Twenty-seven.

Liz Smth's colum read: "I RON BUTTERFLY ABOUT TO GET HER
W NGS
CLI PPED. . .

What beautiful real estate tycoon is about to hit her

pent house r oof

when she | earns that a book about her, witten by a forner
enpl oyee, is

going to be published by Candl elight Press? The word is
that it's

going to be hot! Hot! Hot!"

Lara sl amred the newspaper down. It had to be Gertrude
Meeks, the

secretary she had fired! Lara sent for Jerry Townsend.
"Have you seen

Liz Smith's colum this norning?"

"Yes, | just read it. There isn't much we can do about
It, boss. If
you..."

"There's a ot we can do. Al ny enpl oyees sign an
agreenent that they

will not wite anything about nme during or after their
enpl oynent
her e.

Gertrude Meeks has no right to do this. I'"mgoing to sue
t he publi sher

for all he's worth."

Jerry Townsend shook his head. "I wouldn't do that."

"Why not ?"

"Because it wll create a | ot of unfavorable publicity.



If you let it ride, it beconmes a small wnd that will bl ow
over. |If
you try to stop it, it will beconme a hurricane."

She |istened, uninpressed. "Find out who owns the
conpany, " Lara
or der ed.

One hour later Lara was speaking on the phone to Henry
Seinfeld, the
owner and publisher of Candl elight Press.

"This is Lara Caneron. | understand you intend to publish
a book about
rre. n

"You read the Liz Smth item huh? Yes, it's true, Mss
Caneron. "

"I want to warn you that if you publish the book, I'm
going to sue you
for invasion of privacy."

The voice at the other end of the phone said, "I think
per haps you

shoul d check wth your attorney. You're a public figure,
M ss

Caner on.

You have no right of privacy. And according to Certrude
Meeks' s
manuscript, you're quite a colorful character.™

"Gertrude Meeks signed a paper forbidding her to wite
anyt hi ng about

me.
"Well, that's between you and Gertrude. You can sue her
But by then,

of course, the book would be out.

"I don't want it published. If I can nmake it worth your
while not to
publish it "Hold on. | think you're treadi ng on dangerous



ground. |

woul d suggest that we termnate this conversation
Good- bye." The

i ne went dead.

Damm himl Lara sat there thinking. She sent for Howard
Kel | er.

"What do you know about Candl elight Press?"

He shrugged. "They're a small outfit. They do
expl oi tati on books.

They did a hatchet job on Cher, Mdonna..."

"Thanks. That's all."

* * * Howard Keller had a headache. It seened to himthat
he was

getting a |lot of headaches |ately. Not enough sl eep.

He was under pressure, and he felt that things were noving
t oo

rapidly.

He had to find a way to slow Lara down.

Maybe this was a hunger headache. He buzzed his
secretary.

"Bess, order sone lunch in for ne, would you?"
There was a sil ence.

"Bess?"

"Are you joking, M. Keller?"

"Joki ng? No, why?"

"You just had your |unch."

Keller felt a chill go through him



"But if you're still hungry..."

"No, no." He renenbered now. He had had a sal ad and a
roast beef

sandwi ch and... My God, he thought, what's happening to
nme?

"Just kidding, Bess," he said. Wwo am | ki ddi ng?

The opening of the Caneron Pal ace in Reno was a smash.
The hotel was

fully booked, and the casino was crowded wi th players.
Lara had spared

no expense to see that the invited celebrities were well
t aken care

of .

Everyone was there. There's only one person m ssing.
Lara thought.

Philip. He had sent an enornous bouquet of flowers with a
not e:

"You're the nusic in nmy life. | adore you and m ss you.
Hub. "

Paul Martin arrived. He cane up to Lara.

"Congratul ati ons. You've

out done yoursel f."

"Thanks to you, Paul. | couldn't have done it w thout
you. "

He was | ooki ng around. "Where's Philip?"

"He couldn't be here. He's on tour."

"He's out playing piano sonmewhere? This is a big night
for you,

Lar a.

He shoul d be at your side.”

Lara smled. "He really wanted to be."



The manager of the hotel came up to Lara. "This is quite
a night,

isn't it? The hotel is fully booked for the next three
nont hs. "

"Let's keep it that way, Donald."

Lara had hired a Japanese and a Brazilian agent to bring
in big players

from abroad. She had spent a mllion dollars on each of
the | uxury

suites, but it was going to pay off.

"You've got a gold mne here, Mss Caneron," the nanager
said. He

| ooked around. "By the way, where's your husband? |'ve
been | ooki ng

forward to neeting him"

"He couldn't be here," Lara said. He's out playing the
pi ano
somewher e.

The entertai nnent was brilliant, but Lara was the star of
t he veni ng.

Sammy Cahn had witten special lyrics for "My Kind of
Town." |t went,

"My kind of gal, Lara is...
and there

was ent husi asti c appl ause. Everyone wanted to neet her,
to touch

her .

She got up to nake a speech,

The press was there in full force, and Lara gave

i nterviews for

television, radio, and the press. It all went well until
t he

i nterviewers asked, "Were's your husband toni ght?" And
Lara found

herself getting nore and nore upset. He shoul d have been
at ny side.

The concert could have waited. But she smled sweetly and



sai d,
"Philip was so di sappoi nted he couldn't be here."

When the entertai nment was over, there was danci ng. Paul
Martin wal ked

up to Lara's table. "Shall we?"

Lara rose and stepped into his arns.

"How does it feel owning all this?" Paul asked.

"It feels wonderful. Thanks for all your help."

"What are friends for? | notice that you have sone
heavywei ght

ganbl ers here. Be careful with them Lara.

Sone of themare going to | ose big, and you have to nake
them feel |ike

they're wnners. Get thema new car or girls or anything

that wll
make them feel inportant.™

“I'"ll remenber," Lara said.

"It's good to hold you again," Paul said.

"Paul ..."

"I know. Do you renenber what | said about your husband
t aki ng good

care of you?"

"Yes."

"He doesn't seemto be doing a very good job."

"Philip wanted to be here," Lara said defensively.

And even as she said it, she thought, Did he really?

He tel ephoned her |ate that night, and the sound of his

voi ce made her
tw ce as |onely.



"Lara, |'ve been thinking about you all day, darling.

How di d the opening go?"

"Wonderfully. I wsh you could have been here, Philip."
"So dol. | mss you like crazy."
Then why aren't you here with ne? "I mss you, too.

Hurry hone."

Howard Kell er wal ked into Lara's office carrying a thick
mani | a
envel ope.

"You're not going to like this," Keller said.

"What's up?"

Keller laid the envel ope on Lara's desk. "This is a copy
of Certrude

Meeks's manuscript. Don't ask nme how | got hold of it.
We coul d both

goto jail."

"Have you read it?"
He nodded. "Yes."
" And?"

"I think you'd better read it yourself. She wasn't even
wor ki ng here

when sone of these things happened. She nust have done a
| ot of

di ggi ng. "
"Thanks, Howard."

Lara waited until he left the office; then she pressed
down the key on
the intercom "No calls.”



She opened the nmanuscript and began to read.

It was devastating. It was a portrait of a schem ng,
dom neeri ng wonman
who had clawed her way to the top

It depicted her tenper tantrunms and her inperious manner
wi th her

enpl oyees. It was neanspirited, filled with nasty little
anecdot es.

What the manuscript left out was Lara's independence and
cour age, her
tal ent and vision and generosity. She went on reading.

One of the Iron Butterfly's tricks was to schedul e
her busi ness
neetings early on the first norning of negotiations, so
that the others
were jet-lagged and Canmeron was fresh.

At a neeting with the Japanese, they were served
tea with Valium
init, while Lara Caneron drank coffee with Ritalin, a
stimul ant that
speeds up the thought process.

At a neeting with sone German bankers, they were
served coffee
wth Valium while she drank tea with Ritalin.

.. When Lara Caneron was negotiating for the Queens
property and

the community board turned her down, she got themto
change their mnd

by making up a story that she had a young daughter who was
going to

live in one of the buildings..."

.. When tenants refused to | eave the building at the
Dor chest er

Apartnents, Lara Caneron filled it with honel ess
people...."



Not hi ng had been |l eft out. When Lara finished reading it,
she sat at
her desk for a long tinme, notionless.

She sent for Howard Kell er.

"I want you to run a Dun and Bradstreet on Henry Sei nfeld.
He owns
Candl el i ght Press.™

“Ri ght . "

He was back fifteen mnutes later. "Seinfeld has a D-C
rating. "

"Whi ch neans?"

"That's the lowest rating there is. Afourth-line credit
rating is

poor, and he's four notches below that. A good stiff w nd
woul d bl ow

himover. He |lives from book to book. One flop and he's
out of

busi ness. "

"Thanks, Howard." She tel ephoned Terry HIl, her
attorney.

"Terry, how would you |ike to be a book publisher?"

"What did you have in m nd?"

"I want you to buy Candl elight Press in your nane.

It's owned by Henry Seinfeld."

"That should be no problem How nmuch do you want to pay?"
"Try to buy himout for five hundred thousand. If you
have to, go to a

mllion. Make sure that the deal includes all the

literary properties
he owns. Keep ny nane out of it."



The offices of Candlelight Press were downtown in an old
bui | di ng on

Thirty-fourth Street. Henry Seinfeld s quarters consisted
of a small

secretarial office and a slightly larger office for

hi nsel f.

Seinfeld' s secretary said, "There's a M. H Il to see you,
Y/

Seinfeld."

"Send himt Terry Hll had called earlier that norning.

He wal ked into the shabby little office. Seinfeld was
sitting behind
t he desk.

"What can | do for you, M. HII?"

"I"' mrepresenting a German publishing conpany that m ght
be interested
I n buying your conpany."”

Seinfeld took his tinme lighting a cigar. "My conpany's
not for sale,"”
he sai d.

"Oh, that's too bad. We're trying to break into the
Aneri can mar ket ,
and we |ike your operation.”

“I"ve built this conpany up fromscratch,” Seinfeld said.
"It's like

ny baby. 1'd hate to part with it."

"1 understand how you feel,"
synpat hetically. "W'd be

willing to give you five hundred thousand dollars for it."

the | awer said

Seinfeld al nost choked on his cigar. "Five hundred?

Hell, 1've got one book comng out that's going to be
worth a mllion



doll ars alone. No, sir. Your offer's an insult."

"My offer's a gift. You have no assets, and you're over a
hundr ed

t housand dollars in debt. | checked. Tell you what ['I]
do. 1'll go

up to six hundred thousand. That's ny final offer."

"I"d never forgive nyself. Now, if you could see your way
clear to
going to seven..."

Terry H Il rose to his feet. "Good-bye, M. Seinfeld.

"Il find another py)) He started toward the door.

"Wait a mnute,"” Seinfeld said. "Let's not be hasty.

The fact is, ny wfe's been after ne to retire. Maybe
this would be a

good tine."

Terry Hill wal ked over to the desk and pulled a contract
out of his

pocket. "I have a check here for six hundred thousand

dol I ars. Just
sign where the X is."

Lara sent for Keller.

"We just bought Candl elight Press.”

"Geat. Wiat do you want to do with it?"

"First of all, kill Gertrude Meeks's book. See that it
doesn't get

publi shed. There are plenty of ways to keep stalling. If
she sues to

get her rights back, we can tie her up in court for
years."

"Do you want to fold the conpany?"

"OF course not. Put soneone in to run it. W'll keep it



as a tax
| 0ss. "

When Keller returned to his office, he said to his
secretary, "l want

to give you a letter. Jack Hell man, Hellman Realty. Dear
Jack, |

di scussed your offer with Mss Caneron, and we feel that
it would be

unwi se to go into your venture at this tinme. However, we
want you to

know t hat we woul d be interested in any future..."

Hi s secretary had stopped taking notes.

Kel | er | ooked up. "Do you have that?"

She was staring at him "M. Keller?"

"Yes."

"You dictated this letter yesterday."

Kel | er swal | owed. "What ?"

"It's already gone out in the mail."

Howard Keller tried to smle. "I guess |I'mon overload."
At four o'clock that afternoon Keller was bei ng exam ned
by Dr.

Seynour Bennett.

"You seemto be in excellent shape,” Dr. Bennett said.
"Physically, there's nothing wong with you at all."
"What about these | apses of nenory?"

"How | ong since you've had a vacation, Howard?"

Keller tried to think. "I guess it's been quite a few

years," he
sai d.



"We' ve been pretty busy."

Dr. Bennett smled. "There you are. You're on overload."
That word

again. "This is nore common than you think. Go sonewhere
where you

can relax for a week or two. Get business off your m nd.
When you

come back, you'll feel like a new man."

Kel | er stood up, relieved.

Kell er went to see Lara in her office. "Could you spare
me for a

week?"

"About as easily as | can spare ny right arm What did
you have in

m nd?"

"The doctor thinks |I should take a little vacation, Lara.
To tell you

the truth, I've been having sone problens with ny nenory."
She was wat ching him concerned. "Anything serious?"

"No, not really. It's just annoying. | thought I m ght

go to Hawai i

for a few days."

"Take the jet."

“No, no, you'll be using it. I'lIl fly comrercial."
"Charge everything to the conpany."

"Thanks. I'll check in every "No, you won't. | want you
to forget

about the office.

Just take care of yourself. | don't want anything to
happen to you."



| hope he's all right, Lara thought. He's got to be all
right.

Philip tel ephoned the next day. Wien Marian Bell said,
"M. Adler is

calling from Tai pei,"” Lara hurriedly picked up the

t el ephone.

"Philip...?"

"Hell o, darling. There's been a phone strike. |'ve been
trying to

reach you for hours. How do you feel ?"

Lonely. "Wonderful. How is the tour going?"

"It's the usual. | mss you."

In the background Lara could hear nusic and voi ces.
"Where are you?"

"COh, they're giving a little party for ne. You know how
it is.”

Lara coul d hear the sound of a woman | aughi ng.
"Yes, | know howit is."

“I'"'l'l be hone Wednesday."
"Philip?"

"Yes?"

"Not hing, darling. Hurry hone."

"I wll. Good-bye."

She repl aced the receiver. What was he going to do after
the party?

Who was the wonman? She was filled with a sense of
| eal ousy so strong



that it al nost snothered her. She had never been jeal ous
of anyone in

her life.
Everything is so perfect, Lara thought. | don't want to
|l ose it. |

can't lose it.
She | ay awake thinking about Philip and what he was doi ng.

Howard Kell er was stretched out on Kona Beach at a snal
hotel on the

big island of Hawaii. The weather had been ideal. He had
gone

swi mm ng every day. He had gotten a tan, played sone
gol f, and had

daily nmassages. He was conpletely rel axed and had never
felt better.

Dr. Bennett was right, he thought. Overload. |I'm going
to have to

slow down a little when | get back. The truth was that
t he epi sodes of

menory | oss had frightened himnore than he wanted to
admt.

Finally, it was tine to return to New York. He took a
m dni ght fli ght

back and was in Manhattan at four o' clock in the

aft ernoon. He went

directly to the office.

H s secretary was there, smling. "Wl conme back, M.
Kel |l er. You

| ook great."

"Thank you..." He stood there, and his face drained of
col or.

He coul d not renmenber her nane.
Chapter Twenty-eight.

Philip arrived hone Wednesday afternoon, and Lara took the



| i mousine to

the airport to neet him Philip stepped off the plane,
and the inage

of Lochinvar instantly sprang to Lara's m nd.

My God, but he's handsone! She ran into his arns.
"lI"ve mssed you," she said, hugging him

"I"ve mssed you, too, darling."

"How nmuch?"

He held his thunb and forefinger half an inch apart.
"This much."

"You beast," she said. "Were's your |uggage?”
"I't'"s comng."

One hour later they were back at the apartnent.

Marian Bell opened the door for them "Wl conme back, M.
Adl er. ™

"Thanks, Marian." He | ooked around. "I feel as though
' ve been away
for a year."

"Two years, "Lara said. She started to add, "Don't ever
| eave ne

again," and bit her lip.

“"Can | do anything for you, Ms. Adler?" Marian asked.

"No. We're fine. You can run along now. I'll dictate
sonme letters in
the norning. | won't be going into the office today."

“"Very well. Good-bye." Marian left.

"Sweet girl," Philip said.



"Yes, isn't she?" Lara noved into Philip's arns. "Now
show nme how
much you m ssed ne."

Lara stayed away fromthe office for the next three days.
She want ed

to be with Philip, to talk to him touch him assure
hersel f that he

was real. They had breakfast in the norning, and while
Lara dictated

to Marian, Philip was at the piano practicing.

At lunch on the third day Lara told Philip about the
casi no openi ng.

"I wish you could have been there, darling. It was
fantastic."”

"I"'mso sorry | mssed it."

He's out playing the piano sonmewhere. "Well, you'll have
your chance

next nonth. The mayor is giving ne the keys to the city."
Philip said unhappily, "Darling, I"'mafraid |'mgoing to
have to m ss

that, too."

Lara froze. "Wat do you nean?"

"El |l erbee's booked ne for another tour. | |eave for
Germany in three
weeks. "

"You can't!" Lara said.

"The contracts have al ready been signed. There's nothing
| can do

about it."

"You just got back. How can you go away again so soon?"

"It's an inportant tour, darling."



"And our marriage isn't inportant?"

"Lara..."

"You don't have to go,"
husband, not a
part-tine..."

Lara said angrily. "I want a

Marian Bell came into the roomcarrying sbnme letters.
||C],]’ Ilm
sorry.

| didn't nmean to interrupt. | have these letters ready
for you to
sign."

"Thank you,'
need you."

" Lara said stiffly. "I"Il call you when |

"Yes, M ss Caneron."

They watched Marian retreat to her office.
"I know you have to give concerts,"
don't have to

give themthis often. It's not as though you were sone
ki nd of

traveling sal esman. ™

Lara said, "but you

"No, it isn't, isit?" Hs tone was cool.

"Why don't you stay here for the cerenony and then go on
your tour?"

"Lara, | know that it's inportant to you, but you nust
under st and t hat
ny concert tours are inportant to ne.

|'"'mvery proud of you and what you're doing, but | want
you to be proud
of ne."

"I am" Lara said. "Forgive ne, Philip, | just..." She
was trying



hard not to cry.

"I know, darling." He took her in his arns. "W'IlI|l work
it out. Wen
| come back, we'll take a |ong vacation together."

A vacation's inpossible, Lara thought. There are too nany
projects in
t he worKks.

"Where are you going this time, Philip?"

“I''l'l be going to Germany, Norway, Denmark, England, and
t hen back

here."

Lara took a deep breath. "I see.”

"I wish you could cone with ne, Lara. It's very |lonely
out there

wi t hout you."

She thought of the laughing lady. "lIs it?" She shook
hersel f out of

her nood and managed to smle. "I'Il tell you what. Wy
don't you
take the jet? It will nake it nore confortable for you."

"Are you sure you're...?
"Absolutely. I'lIl manage without it until you're back."
"There's no one in the world |ike you," Philip said.

Lara rubbed a finger slowy along his cheek. "Renenber
that."

Philip's tour was a huge success. In Berlin the audi ences
went wild
and the reviews were ecstatic.

Afterward the greenroons were always crowded w th eager
fans, nost of
themfemale: "I've traveled three hundred mles to hear



you play..."

"I have a little castle not far fromhere, and | was
wonderi ng. . .

"I'"ve prepared a m dni ght supper just for the two of
us..."

Some of themwere rich and beautiful, and nost of them

were very
willing. But Philip was in love. He called Lara after
the concert in

Denmark. "I mss you."

"I mss you, too, Philip. How did the concert go?"
"Well, no one wal ked out while I was playing."

Lara | aughed. "That's a good sign. I'mright in the
m ddl e of a

neeting now, darling. I'll call you at your hotel in an

hour . "

Philip said, "I won't be going right to the hotel, Lara.
The manager of the concert hall is giving a dinner party
for me

and. .."

"Oh? Really? Does he have a beautiful daughter?"”

She regretted it the nonment the words were out.
"What ?"

"Nothing. | have to go now. I'Ill talk to you later."
She hung up and turned to the nen in the office.
Kel l er was watching her. "lIs everything all right?"

"Fine," Lara said lightly. She found it difficult to
concentrate on
the neeting. She visualized Philip at the party,



beauti ful wonen
handi ng himtheir hotel keys.

She was consuned with jeal ousy, and she hated herself for
it.

The mayor's cerenpony honoring Lara was a
standi ng-roomonly event. The
press was out in force.

"Could we get a shot of you and your husband toget her?"

And Lara was forced to say, "He wanted so nuch to be
here..."

Paul Martin was there.
"He's gone again, huh?"
"He really wanted to be here, Paul."

"Bull shit! This is a big honor for you. He should be at
your side.

What the hell kind of husband is he? Soneone shoul d have
atalk with
him "

That night she lay in bed al one, unable to sl eep.

Philip was ten thousand m | es away. The conversation with
Paul Martin

ran through Lara's m nd. "Wat the hell kind of husband
s he?

Soneone should have a talk with him?"

When Philip returned from Europe, he seened happy to be
home. He

brought Lara an arnl oad of gifts. There was an exquisite
por cel ai n

figurine fromDenmark, |lovely dolls from Germany, silk
bl ouses, and a

gold purse fromEngland. In the purse was a di anond



br acel et .

“It's lovely," Lara said. "Thank you, darling."

The next norning Lara said to Marian Bell, "I'mgoing to
wor k at hone
all day."

Lara sat in her office dictating to Marian, and fromthe
drawi ng room

she coul d hear the sounds of Philip at the piano. CQur
life is so

perfect |like this, Lara thought.

Why does Philip want to spoil it?

Wl liamEllerbee tel ephoned Philip. "Congratul ations,"” he
said. "I

hear the tour went wonderfully."

"It did. The Europeans are great audiences."

"I got a call fromthe nmanagenent at Carnegi e Hall

They have an unexpected opening a week from Friday, on the
sevent eent h.

They would like to book you for a recital. Are you
I nt erest ed?"

"Very nuch."

"Good. I'lIl work out the arrangenents. By the way,"
El | er bee said,
"are you thinking of cutting back on your concerts?"

Philip was taken aback. "Cutting back? No. Wy?"

"I had a talk with Lara, and she indicated that you ni ght
want to just

tour the United States. Perhaps it would be best if you
tal ked to her

and..."



Philip said, "I will. Thank you."

Philip replaced the receiver and wal ked into Lara's
of fice. She was
dictating to Marian.

"Wul d you excuse us?" Philip asked.

Marian smled. "Certainly." She left the room

Philip turned to Lara. "I just had a call fromWIIiam
Ell erbee. D d

you talk to himabout ny cutting down on foreign tours?"

"I m ght have nentioned sonething |ike that, Philip.
| thought it mght be better for both of us if..."

"Pl ease, don't do that again,” Philip said. "You know how
much | | ove

you. But apart fromour lives together, you have a career
and | have a

career. Let's make a rule.

| won't interfere in yours, and you won't interfere in
m ne.

Is that fair enough?"
"OF course, it is,"
just that |

m ss you so nuch when you're away." She went into his
arms. "Forgive

me?"

Lara said. "I'msorry, Philip. It's

“It's forgiven and forgotten."

Howard Keller canme to the penthouse to bring Lara
contracts to sign.

"How s everything going?"

"Beautifully," Lara said.



"The wandering mnstrel is home?"
"Yes."

"So nusic is your life now, huh?"
"The musician is ny life. You have no i dea how wonderf ul
he is,

Howar d. "

"When are you coming into the office? W need you."
“I''l'l come in a few days."

Kel | er nodded. "COkay."

They began to exam ne the papers he had brought.

The followng norning Terry H |l tel ephoned. "Lara, |
just received a

call fromthe Gam ng Commi ssion in Reno,’

said. "There's
going to be a hearing on your casino |icense."

t he attorney

"Why?" Lara asked.

"There have been sone allegations that the bidding was
ri gged. They

want you to go there and testify on the seventeenth.™
"How serious is this?" Lara asked.

The | awyer hesitated. "Are you aware of any
irregularities in the

bi ddi ng?"

"No, of course not."

"Then you have nothing to worry about. 1'Il fly to Reno
with you."

"What happens if | don't go?"

"They' ||l subpoena you. It would | ook better if you went



on your
own. "

“"Al'l right."

Lara tel ephoned Paul Martin's private nunber at the
office. He picked

up the phone i medi ately.

"Lara?"

"Yes, Paul."

"You haven't used this nunber in a long tine."

“I know. I'mcalling about Reno..."

"I heard."

"I's there a real problenf"

He | aughed. "No. The | osers are upset that you beat them
toit."

"Are you sure it's all right, Paul?" She hesitated. "W
di d di scuss

the other bids."

"Believe ne, it's done all the tine. Anyway, they have no
way of

proving that. Don't worry about a thing."

"All right. | won't."

She replaced the receiver and sat there, worried.

At lunch Philip said, "By the way, they offered ne a
concert at

Carnegie Hall. I'"'mgoing to do it."

"Wonderful." Lara smled. "I'll buy a new dress.

When is it?"



"The seventeenth."”

Lara's smle faded. "Oh."

"What's the matter?"

"I"'mafraid | won't be able to be there, darling. | have
to be in
Reno. I'mso sorry."

Philip put his hands over hers. "Qur timng seens to be
of f, doesn't

1t? Oh, well. Don't worry. There will be plenty nore
recitals.”

Lara was in her office at Caneron Center. Howard Kell er
had cal | ed her
at hone that norning.

"I think you'd better get down here,"” he had said.
"We have a few problens."
“I'"'l'l be there in an hour.

They were in the mddle of a neeting. "A couple of deals
have gone

sour,"” Keller told her. "The insurance conpany that was

noving into

our building in Houston has gone bankrupt. They were our
only

tenant. "

"We'l|l find soneone el se, Lara said.

"I't's not going to be that sinple. The Tax Reform Act is
hurti ng us.

Hell, it's hurting everybody. Congress has w ped out
corporate tax
shelters and elimnated nost deductions. | think we're

headi ng for a
goddammed recession. The savings and | oan conpanies we're
dealing with



are in trouble. Drexel Burnham Lanbert may go out of

busi ness. Junk

bonds are turning into |and mnes. W' re having probl ens
with half a

dozen of our buildings. Two of themare only half
finished. Wthout

financing, those costs are going to be eating us up."

Lara sat there, thinking. "W can handle it. Sell
what ever properties
we have to to keep up our nortgage paynents.”

"The bright side of it," Keller said, "is that we have a
cash flow from
Reno that's bringing us in close to fifty mllion a year."

Lara sai d not hi ng.

On Friday the seventeenth Lara left for Reno. Philip rode
with her to
the airport. Terry H Il was waiting at the plane.

“"When wi Il you be back?" Philip said.
"Probably tonorrow. This shouldn't take |ong."
“I'"l'l mss you," Philip said.

“I'"l'l mss you, too, darling."

He stood there watching the plane taking off. | am going
to m ss her,

Philip thought. She's the nobst fantastic wonan in the
wor | d.

In the offices of the Nevada Gam ng Conm ssion, Lara was
facing the

same group of nen she had net with during the application
for a casino

| icense. This tinme, however, they were not as friendly.

Lara was sworn in, and a court reporter took down her
testi nony.



The chairman said, "M ss Caneron, sone rather disturbing
al | egati ons
have been nade concerning the |licensing of your casino."

"What kind of allegations?" Terry H Il demanded.

"We' Il cone to those in due course."” The chairnman turned
his attention

back to Lara. "W understood that this was your first
experience in

acquiring a ganbling casino.”
"That's right. | told you that at the first hearing."
"How did you arrive at the bid you put in? | nean ... how

did you cone
to that precise figure?"

Terry H Il interrupted. "I'd like to know the reason for
t he

guestion.”

“In a noment, M. HIl. WIIl you permt your client to
answer the

questi on?"

Terry Hill | ooked at Lara and nodded.

Lara said, "I had ny conptroller and accountants give ne

an estimte on

how much we could afford to bid, and we figured in a snmall
profit we

could add to that, and that becane ny bid."

The chai rman scanned the paper in front of him

"Your bid was five mllion dollars npbre than the next
hi ghest bid."

"Was it?"
"You weren't aware of that at the tinme you made your bid?"

"No. OF course not."



"M ss Caneron, are you acquainted with Paul Martin?"

Terry Hill interrupted. "I don't see the rel evance of
this |ine of
guesti oni ng. "

"We'll cone to that in a nonent. Meanwhile, 1'd |i ke M ss
Caneron to
answer the question.”

"I have no objection,” Lara said. "Yes. | know Pau

Martin."

"Have you ever had any busi ness dealings wth hin®"

Lara hesitated. "No. He's just a friend."

"M ss Caneron, are you aware that Paul Martin is reputed
to be invol ved

wth the Mafia, that..."

"Objection. It's hearsay, and it has no place in this
record. ™

"Very well, M. HII. I'll wthdraw that. M ss Caneron,
when was t he
| ast tinme you saw or tal ked to Paul Martin?"

Lara hesitated. "I'mnot sure, exactly. To be perfectly
candi d, since
| got married, |'ve seen very little of M. Martin. W

run i nto each
ot her at parties occasionally, that's all."

"But it wasn't your habit to speak regularly with himon
t he
t el ephone?"

“Not after ny marriage, no.

"Did you ever have any discussions with Paul Martin
regarding this
casi no?"



Lara | ooked over at Terry HlIl. He nodded. "Yes, |
bel i eve that after

| won the bid for it, he called to congratul ate ne. And
t hen once

again after | got the license to operate the casino."
"But you did not talk to himat any other tinme?"

n m' n

“I''l'l remnd you that you' re under oath, Mss Caneron."
"Yes."

"You're aware of the penalty for perjury?"

n YeS. n

He held up a sheet of paper. "I have here a |list of
fifteen tel ephone

calls between you and Paul Martin, nmade during the tine
seal ed bids

were being submtted for the casino.”

Chapter Twenty-ni ne.

Most sol oists are dwarfed by the huge
twent y- ei ght - hundr ed- seat space

at Carnegie Etall. There are not many nusici ans who can
fill the

prestigious hall, but on Friday night it was packed.
Philip Adler

wal ked out onto the vast stage to the thunderous appl ause
of the

audi ence. He sat down at the piano, paused a nonent, then
began to

pl ay. The program consi sted of Beethoven sonatas. Over
the years he

had di sci plined hinself to concentrate only on the nusic.
But on this

night Philip's thoughts drifted away to Lara and their
probl ens, and

for a split second his fingers started to funble, and he



broke out in a
cold sweat. It happened so swiftly that the audience did
not noti ce.

There was | oud appl ause at the end of the first part of
the recital.

At intermssion Philip went to his dressing room

The concert nmanager said, "Wnderful, Philip. You held
t hem
spel | bound. Can | get anything for you?"

"No, thanks." Philip closed the door. He w shed the
recital were

over. He was deeply disturbed by the situation with Lara.
He | oved

her a great deal, and he knew she |oved him but they
seened to have

cone to an inpasse. There had been a | ot of tension

bet ween t hem

before Lara had left for Reno. |'ve got to do sonething
about it,

Philip thought. But what? How do we conprom se? He was
still

t hi nki ng about it when there was a knock at the door, and
t he stage

manager's voice said, "Five mnutes, M. Adler."

"Thank you."

The second half of the program consisted of the
Hanmer kl avi er sonat a.

It was a stirring, enotional piece, and when the | ast

not es had

t hundered out through the vast hall, the audience rose to
Its feet with

wi | d appl ause.

Philip stood on the stage bowi ng, but his m nd was

el sewhere. 1've got

to go honme and talk to Lara. And then he renenbered that
she was



away.

We'll have to settle this now, Philip thought. W can't
go on |ike

this.

The appl ause conti nued. The audi ence was shouting "bravo"
and

"encore." Odinarily, Philip would have pl ayed anot her
sel ection, but

on this evening he was too upset. He returned to his
dressi ng room and

changed into his street clothes. From outside he could
hear the

di stant runble of thunder. The papers had said rain, but
t hat had not

kept the crowd away. The greenroomwas filled with

wel | -w shers

waiting for him It was always exciting to feel and hear
t he approval

of his fans, but tonight he was in no nood for them He
stayed in his

dressing roomuntil he was sure the crowd had gone.

When he cane out, it was al nost m dnight. He wal ked
t hrough the enpty

backst age corridors and went out the stage door. The
| i nousi ne was not

there. I'll find a taxi, Philip decided.

He stepped outside into a pouring rain. There was a cold
wi nd bl ow ng,

and Fifty-seventh Street was dark. As Philip noved toward
Si xt h

Avenue, a large man in a raincoat approached fromthe
shadows.

"Excuse ne," he said, "how do you get to Carnegie Hall ?"

Philip thought of the old joke he had told Lara and was
tenpted to say

"practice,” but he pointed to the buil ding behind him
"I't's right

t here."



As Philip turned, the man shoved himhard up against the
buil ding. In

hi s hand was a deadl y-1 ooki ng switchblade knife. "G ve ne
your

wal | et."

Philip's heart was poundi ng. He | ooked around for help.
The rai nswept

street was deserted. "All right,” Philip said. "Don't
get excited.

You can have it."

The knife was pressing against his throat.
"Look, there's no need to..."

"Shut up! Just give it to ne."

Philip reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet.
The man

grabbed it with his free hand and put it in his pocket.
He was | ooki ng

at Philip's watch. He reached down and tore it from
Philip's wist.

As he took the watch, he grabbed Philip's Ieft hand, held
it tightly,

and sl ashed the razor-sharp knife across Philip's wist,
slicing it to

the bone. Philip screaned aloud with pain. Blood began

to gush out.

The man fl ed.

Philip stood there in shock, watching his blood m ngling
wth the rain,

dripping into the street.

He fai nted.

Chapter Thirty.



Lara received the news about Philip in Reno.
Marian Bell was on the phone, near hysteria.
"I's he badly hurt?" Lara demanded.

"We don't have any details yet. He's at Roosevelt
Hospital in the
ener gency room"

“I'"l'l come back imrediately."

When Lara arrived at the hospital six hours later, Howard
Kel | er was
wai ting there for her. He | ooked shaken.

"What happened?” Lara asked.

"Apparently, Philip was nugged after he left Carnegie
Hal | . They found
himin the street, unconscious."

"How bad is it?"

"H's wist was slashed. He's heavily sedated, but he's
consci ous. "

They went into the hospital room Philip was |vying
“Philip...

Philip."

It was Lara's voice calling to himfroma |ong way off.
He opened his

eyes. Lara and Howard Keller were there. There seened to
be two of

each. H's mouth was dry, and he felt groggy.

"What happened?" Philip nunbl ed.

"You were hurt,'
right."

Lara said. "But you're going to be all

Philip | ooked down and saw that his left wist was heavily



bandaged.
Menory canme fl oodi ng back. "I was..

how bad is it?"

"I don't know, darling," Lara said. "I'"'msure it wll be
fine. The

doctor is comng in to see you."

Kel l er said reassuringly, "Doctors can do anything these
days. "

Philip was drifting back to sleep. "I told himto take
what he
want ed.

He shoul dn't have hurt ny wist,” he nunbled. "He
shoul dn't have hurt
nmy wist..."

Two hours later Dr. Dennis Stanton wal ked into Philip's
room and the

nmonment Philip saw the expression on his face he knew what
he was goi ng

to say.

Philip took a deep breath. "Tell ne.

Dr. Stanton sighed. "I"mafraid | don't have very good
news for you,
M. Adler."

"How bad is it?"

"The fl exor tendons have been severed, so you'll have no
notion in your

hand, and there will be a pernmanent nunbness. In addition
to that,

there's nmedi an and ul nar nerve damage." He illustrated on
hi s hand.

"The nmedi an nerve affects the thunb and first three
fingers. The ul nar



nerve goes to all the fingers."

Philip closed his eyes tightly against the wave of sudden
despair that

engul fed him After a nonent he spoke. "Are you saying
that 1'11...

"Il never have the use of ny |eft hand agai n?"
"That's right. The fact is that you're lucky to be alive.

Whoever did this cut the artery. It's a wonder you didn't
bl eed to

death. It took sixty stitches to sew your wrist together
again."

Philip said in desperation, "My God, isn't there anything
you can
do?"

"Yes. We could put in an inplant in your left hand so you
woul d have
some notion, but it would be very imted."

He m ght as well have killed ne, Philip thought
despai ringly.

"As your hand starts to heal, there's going to be a great
deal of
pai n.

We'll give you nedication to control it, but | can assure
you that in
time the pain will go away."

Not the real pain, Philip thought. Not the real pain.
He was caught up in a nightmare. And there was no escape.

A detective cane to see Philip at the hospital. He stood
by the side

of Philip's bed. He was one of the old breed, in his

si xties and

tired, with eyes that had already seen it all tw ce.



“I"mLieutenant Mancini. |'msorry about what happened,
M. Adler,"

he said. "It's too bad they couldn't have broken your |eg
I nstead. |
mean... if it had to happen..

"I know what you nean," Philip said curtly.

Howard Keller came into the room "I was |ooking for
Lara." He saw
the stranger. "Ch, sorry."

"She's around here sonewhere,” Philip said. "This is
Li eut enant
Mancin,. Howard Kel ler."

Manci ni was staring at him "You |ook famliar.
Have we net before?"
"I don't think so."

Mancini's face |it up. "Keller! My God, you used to play
basebal | in
Chi cago. "

“"That's right. How do you...?"

"I was a scout for the Cubs one summer. | still renmenber
your sliders
and your change-ups. You could have had a big career."”

"Yeah. Well, if you'll excuse ne..." He | ooked at
Philip. "I"ll wait
for Lara outside.” He left.

Mancini turned to Philip. "Did you get a |ook at the man
who attacked
you?"

"He was a mal e Caucasian. A large man. About six foot
two. Maybe
fifty or so."



"Coul d you identify himif you saw hi m agai n?"

"Yes." It was a face he woul d never forget.

"M. Adler, | could ask you to | ook through a |ot of nug
shots, but

frankly, | think it would be a waste of your tine. |

mean, this isn't
exactly a high-tech crine.

There are hundreds of nuggers all over the city. Unless
sonmeone nabs

them on the spot, they usually get away with it." He took
out his

not ebook. "What was taken from you?"

"My wallet and ny wistwatch."

"What kind of watch was it?"

"A Pi aget."

"Was there anything distinctive about it? Did it have an
I nscription,

for exanpl e?"

It was the watch Lara had given him "Yes. On the back
of the case,

it read '"To Philip with Love fromLara."" He nmade a note.
IlM..
Adler... | have to ask you this.

Had you ever seen this man before?"

Philip | ooked up at himin surprise. "Seen himbefore?
No. Wy?"

"I just wondered." Mancini put the notebook away.
"Well, we'll see what we can do. You're a |ucky man, M.

Adl er. "'
"Real ly?" Philip's voice was filled with bitterness.



"Yeah. W have thousands of nuggings a year in this city,
and we can't

afford to spend nmuch tinme on them but our captain happens
to be a fan

of yours. He collects all your records. He's going to do
everyt hi ng

he can to catch the SOB who did this to you. W'll send
out a

description of your watch to pawnshops around the
country. "

"If you catch him do you think he can give ne ny hand
back?" Philip
asked bitterly.

"What ?"
"Not hi ng. "
"You'l | be hearing fromus. Have a nice day."

Lara and Keller were waiting in the corridor for the
det ecti ve.

"You said you wanted to see ne?" Lara asked.

"Yes. 1'd like to ask you a coupl e of questions,"”

Li eut enant Manci ni

said. "Ms. Adler, does your husband have any enem es
t hat you know

of ?"

Lara frowned. "Enem es? No. Wy?"

“No one who m ght be jeal ous of hinf? Another nusician
maybe? Soneone
who wants to hurt hinf"

"What are you getting at? It was a sinple street nugging,
wasn' t
it?"

"To be perfectly frank, this doesn't fit the pattern of an
ordi nary



muggi ng. He sl ashed your husband's wist after he took
his wal |l et and
wat ch. "

"I don't see what difference..."

"That was a pretty senseless thing to do, unless it was
del i ber at e.

Your husband didn't put up any resistance. Now, a kid on
dope m ght do

athing like that, but..." He shrugged. "I'll be in
touch. "

They wat ched hi m wal k away.

"Jesus!" Keller said. "He thinks it was a setup."”

Lara had turned pal e.

Kel l er | ooked at her and said slowly, "My God! One of
Paul Martin's

hoods! But why woul d he do this?"

Lara found it difficult to speak. "He... he m ght have
t hought he was

doing it for me. Philip has... has been away a | ot, and
Paul kept
saying that it... it wasn't right, that soneone should

have a talk with
him OCh, Howard!"

She buried her head in his shoulder, fighting back the
tears.

"That son of a bitch! | warned you to stay away fromt hat
man. "

Lara took a deep breath. "Philip is going to be al
right. He has to
be. "

Three days later Lara brought Philip hone fromthe
hospital. He | ooked



pal e and shaken. Marian Bell was at the door, waiting for
t hem She

had gone to the hospital every day to see Philip and to
bring himhis

nmessages.

There had been an out pouring of synmpathy fromall around
t he

wor |l d-cards and letters and tel ephone calls from

di straught fans. The

newspapers had played the story up, condemning the

vi ol ence on the

streets of New York

Lara was in the library when the tel ephone rang.

“It's for you," Marian Bell said. "A M. Paul" "I...
can't talk to

him" Lara told her. And she stood there, fighting to
keep her body

fromtrenbling.

hapter Thirty-one.
Overnight their |ives together changed.

Lara said to Keller, "I'"mgoing to be working at hone from
now on.

Philip needs ne."
"Sure. | understand."”

The calls and get-well cards kept pouring in, and Mari an
Bel | proved to

be a bl essing. She was self-effacing and never got in the
way. "Don't

worry about them Ms. Adler. I'll handle them if you

i ke."

"Thank you, Marian."

WIlliamEllerbee called several tinmes, but Philip refused
to take his



calls. "I don't want to talk to anyone,"” he told Lara.
Dr. Stanton had been right about the pain. It was
excruci ati ng.

Philip tried to avoid taking pain pills until he could no
| onger stand
it.

Lara was always at his side. "We're going to get you the
best doctors

in the world, darling. There nust be soneone who can fiXx
your hand. |

heard about a doctor in Switzerland..."

Philip shook his head. "It's no use." He | ooked at his
bandaged
hand.

"' ma cripple."

"Don't talk like that," Lara said fiercely. "There are a
t housand

things you can still do. | blanme nyself. If | hadn't
gone to Reno

that day, if | had been with you at the concert, this
never woul d have

happened. I1f..."

Philip smled wyly. "You wanted ne to stay hone nore.
Vell, now I
have nowhere else to go."

Lara said huskily, "Sonmeone said, 'Be careful what you
wi sh for,

because you mght get it." | did want you to stay hone,
but not |ike

this. | can't stand to see you in pain."

"Don't worry about ne,"” Philip said. "I just have to work

a few things

out inny mnd. It's all happened so suddenly. 1I...
don't think

|"ve quite realized it, yet."



Howard Kell er canme to the penthouse with sone contracts.
"Hel | o,
Philip. How do you feel?"

"Wonderful ," Philip snapped. "I feel just wonderful."
"I't was a stupid question. I'msorry."

"Don't m nd ne,
nyself lately."

Philip apol ogi zed. "I haven't been

He pounded his right hand against the chair. "If the
bastard had only

cut ny right hand. There are a dozen | eft-handed
concertos | could

have pl ayed. "

And Kel |l er renenbered the conversation at the party. "Ha
| f a dozen

conposers wote concertos for the left hand. There's one
by Denut h,

Franz Schm dt, Korngold, and a beautiful concerto by
Ravel . "

And Paul Martin had been there and heard it.

Dr. Stanton canme to the penthouse to see Philip.

Carefully, he renoved the bandage, exposing a |ong angry
scar.

"Can you flex your hand at all ?"

Philip tried. It was inpossible.

"How s the pain?" Dr. Stanton asked.

“It's bad, but I don't want to take any nore of those
damed pain

pills.”

"1'"1l | eave another prescription anyway. You can take
themif you have



to. Believe ne, the pain will stop in the next few
weeks." He rose to

| eave. "I really amsorry. | happen to be a big fan of
yours."

"Buy ny records,"” Philip said curtly.

Marian Bell made a suggestion to Lara. "Do you think it
m ght help M.
Adler if a therapist came to work on his hand?"

Lara thought about it. "W can try. Let's see what
happens. "

When Lara suggested it to Philip, he shook his head.

“No. What's the point? The doctor said..."

"Doctors can be w ong,

try
everything."

Lara said firmy. "W're going to

The next day a young therapist appeared at the apartnent.
Lara brought

himin to Philip. "This is M. Rossnman. He works at

Col unbi a

Hospital. He's going to try to help you, Philip."

"Good luck,"” Philip said bitterly.

"Let's take a | ook at that hand, M. Adler."

Philip held out his hand. Rossnman exam ned it carefully.
"Looks as

t hough there's been quite a bit of nuscle damage, but
we'll see what we

can to. Can you nove your fingers?"

Philip tried.

"There's not much notion, is there? Let's try to exercise
it."

It was unbelievably painful.



They worked for half an hour, and at the end of that tine
Rossman sai d,

“I'"l'l come back tonorrow. "

“"No," Philip said. "Don't bother."

Lara had cone into the room "Philip, won't you try?"

"I tried,” he snarled. "Don't you understand? My hand is
dead.

Not hing's going to bring it back to life."

"Philip..." Her eyes filled with tears.

"' msorry," Philip said. "I just... Gve ne tine."

That night Lara was awakened by the sound of the piano.
She got out of

bed and quietly wal ked over to the entrance of the draw ng
room

Philip was in his robe, seated at the piano, his right
hand softly

pl ayi ng. He | ooked up when he saw Lara.

"Sorry if I woke you up."

Lara noved toward him "Darling..."

"It's a big joke, isn't it? You married a concert piani st
and you

wound up with a cripple.”

She put her arns around hi mand held himclose.

"You're not a cripple. There are so many things you can
do."

"Stop being a goddamm Pol | yanna! "

"' msorry. | just neant..."



"I know. Forgive ne, 1"-he held up his nmutilated hand-"I
just can't
get used to this."

"Cone back to bed."

"No. You go ahead. 1'Il be all right."

He sat up all night, thinking about his future, and he
wonder ed

angrily, Wat future?

Lara and Philip had di nner together every evening, and

after dinner
they read or watched tel evision and then went to sl eep.

Philip said apologetically, "I know |I'm not being nuch of
a husband,

Lara. | just... | just don't feel like sex. Believe ne,
It has

nothing to do with you."

Lara sat up in bed, her voice trenbling. "I didn't marry
you for your

body. | married you because | was wildly head over heels
in love with

you. | still am If we never nmake |ove again, it will be
fine with

me. All | want is for you to hold ne and | ove ne."

"l do love you," Philip said.

Invitations to dinner parties and charity events cane in
constantly,

but Philip refused themall. He did not want to | eave the
apart nent.

"You go," he would tell Lara. "It's inportant to your

busi ness. "

“"Nothing is nore inportant to ne than you. W'll have a
ni ce qui et

di nner at hone."



Lara saw to it that their chef prepared all of Philip's
favorite

di shes. He had no appetite. Lara arranged to hold her
neetings at the

pent house. Wien it was necessary for her to go out during

t he day, she

would say to Marian, "I'Il be gone for a few hours. Keep
an eye on M.

Adl er. "

“I ' wll,"™ Marian prom sed.

One norning Lara said, "Darling, | hate to | eave you, but

| have to go
to Cleveland for a day. WIIl you be all right?"

"OF course,"” Philip said. "I'mnot hel pl ess. Please go.
Don't worry about ne."

Marian brought in sone letters she had finished answering
for Philip.

"Woul d you like to sign these, M. Adler?"

Philip said, "Sure. It's a good thing I'mright-handed,
isn"t it?"

There was a bitter edge to his voice. He | ooked at Marian
and sai d,

"I"'msorry. | didn't nean to take it out on you."
Marian said quietly, "I know that, M. Adler. Don't you
think it

woul d be a good idea for you to go outside and see sone
friends?"

"My friends are all working," Philip snapped.
"They're nusicians. They're busy playing concerts. How
can you be so

stupi d?"

He storned out of the room



Marian stood there | ooking after him

An hour later Philip wal ked back into the office. Marian
was at the

typewiter. "Marian?"

She | ooked up. "Yes, M. Adler?"

"Please forgive nme. |'"mnot nyself. | didn't nean to be
rude. "

"1 understand,"” she said quietly.

He sat down opposite her. "The reason |I'm not going out,"
Philip said,

"is that | feel like a freak. |I'msure that everybody's
going to be
staring at ny hand. | don't want anyone's pity."

She was wat chi ng him sayi ng not hi ng.

"You' ve been very kind, and | appreciate it, | really do.
But there's

not hi ng anyone can do. You know t he expression 'The

bi gger they are,

the harder they fall'?

Well, | was big, Marian-really big. Everybody cane to
hear ne

pl ay. ..

ki ngs and queens and..." He broke off.

"People all over the world heard ny music. |'ve given

recitals in
Chi na and Russia and India and Ger many."

Hi s voi ce choked up, and tears began rolling down his
cheeks. "Have

you noticed | cry a lot lately?" he said. He was
fighting to control

hi nsel f.



Marian said softly, "Please don't. Everything's going to
be all
right."

“No! Nothing's going to be all right. Nothing! I'ma
goddamm
cripple.”

"Don't say that. Ms. Adler is right, you know There
are a hundred

t hi ngs you can do. Wen you get over this pain, you'l
begin to do

them"

Philip took out a handkerchi ef and w ped his eyes.

"Jesus Christ, |I'mbecom ng a damm crybaby."

"I'f it helps you," Marian said, "do it."

He | ooked up at her and smled. "How old are you?"
"You're a pretty wise twenty-six, aren't you?"

"No. | just know what you're going through, and |I'd give
anything if

it hadn't happened. But it has happened, and | know t hat
you' re goi ng

to figure out the best way to deal with it."

"You're wasting your tinme here,"” Philip said. "You should
have been a

shrink."

"Whul d you like nme to nake a drink for you?"

"No, thanks. Are you interested in a gane of backgamon?"
Philip

asked.

"I"'d love it, M. Adler."

"I'f you're going to be ny backgamon partner, you' d better
start



calling me Philip."

"Philip."

Fromthat tinme on, they played backgammon every day.
Lara received a tel ephone call fromTerry HII.
"Lara, |"'mafraid | have sone bad news for you."
Lara readi ed herself. "Yes?"

"The Nevada Gam ng Comm ssion has voted to suspend your
ganbl i ng
license until further investigation.

You may be facing crimnal charges."”

It was a shock. She thought of Paul Martin's words "Don't
worry. They
can't prove anything."

“I'sn't there sonething we can do about it, Terry?"

"Not for the present. Just sit tight. |I'mworking on
it."

When Lara told Keller the news, he said, "My God!

We're counting on the cash flow fromthe casino to pay off
t he

nort gages on three buildings. Are they going to reinstate
your

| i cense?"

"I don't know. "

Kel l er was thoughtful. "All right. W'll sell the

Chi cago hotel and

use the equity to pay the nortgage on the Houston
property. The real

estate market has gone to hell. A lot of banks and

savi ngs and | oans

are in deep trouble. Drexel Burnham Lanbert has f ol ded.



It's the end
of M1 ken honey."

"I't wll turn around,” Lara said.

"I't had better turn around fast. |'ve been getting calls
fromthe

banks about our | oans."

"Don't worry,"
amllion
dollars, they own you. If you owe a bank a hundred
mllion dollars,

you own them They can't afford to | et anything happen to
me. "

Lara said confidently. "If you owe a bank

The follow ng day, an article appeared in Busi ness Wek.
It was

headl i ned: CAMERON EMPI RE SHAKY- LARA CAMERON FACI NG
POSSI BLE CRI M NAL

| NDI CTMENT | N RENO.

CAN THE | RON BUTTERFLY KEEP HER EMPI RE TOGETHER?

Lara sl amred her fist against the magazi ne. "How dare
t hey print
t hat ?

l'"mgoing to sue them"
Kell er said, "Not a great idea."

Lara said earnestly, "Howard, Cameron Towers is al nost
fully rented,
ri ght?"

"Seventy percent, so far, and clinbing. Southern

| nsurance has taken

twenty floors, and International |nvestnent Banking has
taken ten

floors."

"When the building is finished, it will throw off enough
noney to take



care of all our problens. How far away are we from
conpl eti on?"

"Si x nont hs."

Lara's voice was filled with excitenent. "Look what we'l|l
have t hen.

The bi ggest skyscraper in the world! It's going to be
beautiful ."

She turned to the franed sketch of it behind her desk.

It showed a towering gl ass-sheathed nonolith, whose facets
refl ected

the other buildings around it. On the |lower floors were a
pr onenade

and atrium w th expensive shops. Above were apartnents
and Lara's

of fices.

"We'll have a big publicity pronotion," Lara said.

"Good idea." He frowned.

"What's the matter?"

“"Not hing. | was just thinking about Steve Murchison. He
want ed t hat

site pretty bad."

"Well, we beat himto it, didn't we?"

"Yes," Keller said slowy. "W beat himto it."

Lara sent for Jerry Townsend.

"Jerry, | want to do sonething special for the opening of
Caner on

Towers. Any ideas?"

"I have a great idea. The opening is Septenber tenth?"

"Yes."



"Doesn't that ring a bell?"
"Well, it's ny birthday..."

"Right." Asmle lit up Jerry Townsend' s face. "Wy
don't we give you

a big birthday party to celebrate the conpletion of the
skyscraper ?"

Lara was thoughtful for a nmonent. "I like it. It's a
wonder f ul

| dea.

W'll invite everybody! W'll nake a noise that will be
heard around

the world. Jerry, | want you to nmake up a guest |ist.
Two hundred

people. | want you to handle it personally."
Townsend grinned. "You' ve got it. I'll give you the
guest list to

approve.

Lara sl amred her fist down on the magazi ne again.
"We're going to show thent™

"Excuse nme, Ms. Adler," Mrian said. "I have the
secretary of the

Nat i onal Buil ders Association on line three. You haven't
responded to

their invitation for the dinner Friday night."

"Tell them!| can't make it,"
apol ogi es. "

Lara said. "G ve them ny

"Yes, ma'am" Marian left the room
Philip said, "Lara, you can't turn yourself into a hermt
because of

me. It's inportant for you to go to those things."

"Nothing is nore inportant than ny being here with you.



That funny

little man who married us in Paris said, 'For better or
for worse.""

She frowned. "At least | think that's what he said.
don't speak

French."
Philip smled. "I want you to know how nuch | appreciate
you. | feel

like |I'"mputting you through hell."

Lara noved closer to him "Wong word," she said.
"Heaven. "

Philip was getting dressed. Lara was helping himw th the
buttons on

his shirt. Philip |looked in the mrror.

"I look Iike a dammed hi ppie, 0" he said. "I need a
hai rcut."

"Do you want nme to have Marian nmake an appointnment with
your bar ber ?"

He shook his head. "No. I'msorry, Lara. |'mjust not
ready to go

out."

The following norning Philip's barber and a manl curi st
appeared at the

apartnent. Philip was taken aback. "What's all this?"
“If Mohammed won't go to the nountain, the nountain cones
to

Mohamed.

They' Il be here every week for you."

"You're a wonder," Philip said.

"You ain't seen nothin' yet." Lara grinned.

The followng day, a tailor arrived wth sone sanple



swat ches for suits
and shirts.

"What's going on?" Philip asked.

Lara said, "You're the only man I know who has six pairs
of tails, four

di nner jackets, and two suits. | think it's tinme we got
you a proper

war dr obe. "

"Why?" Philip protested. "I'mnot going anywhere."

But he allowed hinself to be fitted for the suits and
shirts.

A few days |l ater a custom shoemaker arrived.
"Now what ?" Philip asked.

“It's time you had sone new shoes."

"I told you, I'mnot going out."

"1 know, baby. But when you do, your shoes wll be
ready."' Philip

hel d her close. "I don't deserve you."

"That's what | keep telling you."

They were in a neeting at the office. Howard Kell er was
saying, "W're

| osing the shopping mall in Los Angel es. The banks have
decided to
call in the |loans."

"They can't do that."

"They're doing it," Keller said. "W're overl everaged."

"We can pay the | oans off by borrowi ng on one of the other
bui | di ngs. "

Kell er said, patiently, "Lara, you're already |everaged to



the hilt.

You have a sixty-mllion-dollar paynent coning up on the
skyscraper."”

"I know that, but conpletion is only four nonths away now.
W can rol

the | oan over. The building's on schedule, isn't it?"
"Yes." Keller was studying her thoughtfully. It was a
guestion she

never woul d have asked one year ago. Then she woul d have
known exactly

where everything stood.

“I think it mght be better if you spent nore tinme here in
the office,"

Keller told her. "Too many things are becom ng unravel ed.
There are

sonme decisions that only you can nmake."

Lara nodded. "All right," she said reluctantly. "I'Il be
i n tonorrow
nmor ni ng.

"WlliamEllerbee is on the tel ephone for you," Marian
announced.

"Tell himl can't talk to him" Philip watched her as she
returned to
t he phone.

"' msorry, M. Ellerbee. M. Adler is not avail abl e just
now. Can
| take a nessage?" She |istened a nonent.

“I''l'l tell him Thank you." She replaced the receiver
and | ooked up
at Philip. "He's really anxious to have |lunch with you."

"He probably wants to tal k about the conm ssions he's not
getting
anynore."



"You're probably right,’
nmust hate
you because you were attacked."

Marian said mldly. "lI'"msure he

Philip said quietly, "Sorry. |Is that the way | sounded?"
"Yes."

"How do you put up with ne?"

Marian smled. "It's not that difficult."”

The follow ng day WIlliam Ell erbee call ed agai n.

Philip was out of the room Marian spoke to Ell erbee for
a few
m nutes, then went to find Philinp.

"That was M. El |l erbee,” Murian sai d.

“"Next time tell himto stop calling.”

“Maybe you should tell himyourself,” Murian said.

"You're having lunch with him Thursday at one o'cl ock."
“1' m what ?"

"He suggested Le G rque, but | thought a snmaller
restaurant m ght be

better." She | ooked at the pad in her hand. "He's going
to nmeet you

at Fu's at one. 1'll arrange for Max to drive you there."

Philip was staring at her, furious. "You made a | unch
date for ne
w t hout aski ng ne?"

She said calmy, "If |I had asked you, you wouldn't have
gone. You can
fireme if you want to."

He glared at her for a |long nonment, and then he broke into
a sl ow



smle. "You know sonething? | haven't had Chi nese food
in a long
time."

* * * \When Lara arrived fromthe office, Philip said, "I'm
goi ng out
for lunch on Thursday with Ell erbee.”

"That's wonderful, darling! Wen did you decide that?"
“Marian decided it for ne. She thought it would be a good
| dea for ne

to get out."”

"Ch, really?" But you wouldn't go out when | suggested
it. "That was

very thoughtful of her."

"Yes. She's quite a woman. "

|'ve been stupid, Lana thought. | shouldn't have thrown

t hem t oget her

like this. And Philip is so vulnerable right now

That was the nonent when Lara knew she had to get rid of
Mar , an.

When Lara arrived hone the follow ng day, Philip and
Mari an were

pl ayi ng backgammon in the gane room

Qur gane, Lara thought.

"How can | beat you if you keep rolling doubl es?"
Philip was saying, |aughing.

Lara stood in the doorway watchi ng. She had not heard
Philip laugh in

a long tine.

Mari an | ooked up and saw her. "Good evening, Ms.
Adl er."



Philip sprang to his feet. "Hello, darling." He kissed
her. "She's

beating the pants off ne."

Not if I can help it, Lara thought.

"WIIl you need ne tonight, Ms. Adler?"

“No, Marian. You can run along. I'll see you in the
nor ni ng. "

"Thank you. Good night."

"Good night, Marian."

They wat ched her | eave.

"She's good conpany,” Philip said.

Lara stroked his cheek. "I'mglad, darling."
"How s everything at the office?"

"Fine." She had no intention of burdening Philip wth her
probl ens.

She woul d have to fly to Reno and talk to the Gam ng
Conmi ssi on
agai n.

If she were forced to, she would find a way to survive
their cutting

off the ganbling at the hotel, but it would nake it a | ot
easier if she

coul d di ssuade them

"Philip, I"'mafraid |"mgoing to have to start spending

nore tine at
the office. Howard can't nmake all the decisions hinself.'

“"No problem 1'Il be fine."

"I"'mgoing to Reno in the next day or two," Lara said.



"Way don't you cone with nme?"

Philip shook his head. "I'mnot ready yet." He | ooked at
his crippl ed
| eft hand. "Not yet."

"All right, darling. | shouldn't be gone nore than two or
t hree
days. "

Early the follow ng norning when Marian Bell arrived for
wor k, Lara was

waiting for her. Philip was still asleep.

“Marian... you know the dianond bracelet that M. Adler
gave ne for ny

bi rt hday?"

"Yes, Ms. Adler?"

"When did you see it |ast?"

She stopped to think. "It was on the dressing table in
your

bedroom "

"So you did see it?"

"Why, yes. |Is sonething wong?"

"I"'mafraid there is. The bracelet is mssing."

Marian was staring at her. "M ssing? Ww could have...?

"I'"ve questioned the staff here. They don't know anyt hi ng
about it."

“Shall | call the police and...?"
"That won't be necessary. | don't want to do anything
t hat m ght

enbarrass you."

"l don't understand."



"Don't you? For your sake, | think it would be best if we
dr opped t he
whol e matter."

Marian was staring at Lara in shock. "You know | didn't
t ake t hat

bracelet, Ms. Adler."

"I don't know anything of the kind. You'll have to

| eave.” And she

hated herself for what she was doi ng.

But no one is going to take Philip away from ne. No one.
When Philip cane down to breakfast, Lara said, "By the
way, |'mgetting

a new secretary to work here at the apartnent.”

Philip | ooked at her in surprise. "Wat happened to
Mari an?"

"She quit. She was offered a... a job in San Francisco."
He | ooked at Lara in surprise. "Oh. That's too bad.

| thought she liked it here."

"I"msure she did, but we wouldn't want to stand in her
way, woul d

we?"

Forgi ve ne, Lara thought.

"No, of course not,"” Philip said. "I'd like to wish her

| uck. Is she
" "She's gone."

Philip said, "I guess I'll have to find a new backgammon
partner."
"When things settle down a bit, I'll be here for you."

Philip and WIlliamEl|lerbee were seated in a corner table



at Fu's
rest aur ant .

El |l erbee said, "It's so good to see you, Philip. |'ve
been cal ling

you, but "I know, I'msorry. | haven't felt l|ike talking
to anyone,

Bill."

"I hope they catch the bastard who did this to you."

"The police have been good enough to explain to ne that
muggi ngs are

not a high priority in their lives. They equate it just
bel ow | ost

cats. They'll never catch him"
El | erbee said hesitantly, "I understand that you're not
goi ng to be

able to play again.
"You understand right."
"It's

dead. "

Philip held up his crippled hand.

El |l erbee | eaned forward and said earnestly, "But you're
not, Philip.

You still have your whole |ife ahead of you."

"Doi ng what ?"

"Teachi ng. "

There was a wy smle on Philip's lips. "It's ironic,

isn't it? | had
t hought about doi ng that one day when | was through giving
concerts.”

El |l erbee said quietly, "Well, that day is here, isn't it?
| took the

|l iberty of talking to the head of the Eastman School of
Music in

Rochester. They woul d gi ve anything to have you teach



t here. "

Philip frowned. "That would nean ny noving up there.
Lara's

headquarters are in New York." He shook his head. "I
couldn't do that

to her. You don't know how wonderful she's been to ne,
Bill."

"I"'msure she has."

"She's practically given up her business to take care of
me. She's the

nost thoughtful, considerate woman |'ve ever known. |'m
crazy about
her . "

"Philip, would you at |east think about the offer from
East man?"

"Tell them | appreciate it, but I'"'mafraid the answer is
no."

"I'f you change your mnd, wll you |l et ne know?"
Philip nodded. "You'll be the first."

When Philip returned to the penthouse, Lara had gone to
the office. He

wander ed around the apartnent, restless. He thought about
hi s

conversation with Ellerbee. | would lIove to teach, Philip
t hought, but

| can't ask Lara to nove to Rochester, and | can't go

t here w t hout

her .

He heard the front door open. "Lara?"
It was Marian. "Ch, I'msorry, Philip. | didn't know
anyone was

her e.

| came to return ny key."



"1 thought you'd be in San Francisco by now "

She | ooked at him puzzled. "San Franci sco? Wy?"
"I'sn't that where your new job is?"

"I have no new job."

"But Lara said..."

Mari an suddenly understood. "I see. She didn't tell you
why she fired

me?"

"Fired you? She told nme that you quit... that you had a
better

offer."

"That's not true."

Philip said slowy, "I think you'd better sit They sat
across from each
other. "What's going on here?" Philip asked.

Marian took a deep breath. "I think your wife believes
that I... that
| had designs on you."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"She accused ne of stealing the dianond bracel et you gave
her, as an

excuse to fire ne. I'msure she has it put away
somewhere. "

"I can't believe this,"
never do

anything |like that."

Philip protested. "Lara would

"She would do anything to hold on to you.™

He was studying her, bewildered. "I... | don't know what
to say. Let



me talk to Lara and..."

"No. Please don't. It mght be better if you didn't |et
her know

was here." She rose.

"What are you going to do now?"

"Don't worry. I'Il find another job."
“Marian, if there's anything | can do..."
"There is nothing."

"Are you sure?"

“I"'msure. Take care of yourself, Philip." And she was
gone.

Philip watched her |eave, disturbed. He couldn't believe
that Lara

could be guilty of such a deception, and he wondered why
she hadn't

told himabout it. Perhaps, he thought, Marian did steal
t he bracel et,

and Lara had not wanted to upset him Mrian was |ying.

Chapter Thirty-two.

The pawnshop was on South State Street in the heart of the
Loop. Wen

Jesse Shaw wal ked t hrough the door, the old man behind the
count er

| ooked up.

"Good norning. Can | help you?"

Shaw laid a wistwatch on the counter. "How nuch wll you
give nme for

t hi s?"

The pawnbr oker picked up the watch and studied it.

"A Piaget. Nice watch."



"Yeah. | hate like hell to part with it, but |I've run
into alittle
bad | uck. You understand what | nean?"

The pawnbroker shrugged. "It's ny business to understand.
You
woul dn't believe the hard-luck stories | hear."

“I'"'ll redeemit in a few days. I'mstarting a new job
Monday.

Meanwhile, | need to get as much cash as | can for it.

The pawnbr oker was | ooking at the watch nore closely. On
t he back of

the case, sone witing had been scratched off. He | ooked
at the

custoner. "If you'll excuse ne a mnute, |'ll take a | ook
at the

novenment. Sonetines these watches are made i n Bangkok,
and they forget

to put anything inside."

He took the watch into the back room He put a | oupe to
his eye and

studi ed the scratch marks. He could faintly make out the
letters "T

Philip W h L v fromlLara." The old man opened a drawer
and took out a

police flyer. It had a description of the watch and the
engravi ng on

the back, "To Philip with Love fromLara." He started to
pi ck up the

t el ephone when the customer yelled, "Hey, I'min a hurry.
Do you want

the watch or don't you?"

“I"'mcomng,"
t he next
room

t he pawnbroker said. He wal ked back into

"l can loan you five hundred dollars on it."



"Fi ve hundred? This watch is worth..."

"Take it or leave it."

"All right," Shaw said grudgingly. "I'Il take it."
"You'l | have to fill out this form" the pawnbroker said.
"Sure." He wote down "John Jones, 21 Hunt Street."

As far as he knew, there was no Hunt Street in Chicago,
and he sure as

hel | was not John Jones. He pocketed the cash. "Mich
obliged. "Il

be back in a few days for it.

"Ri ght."

The pawnbr oker picked up the tel ephone and nade acall.

A detective arrived at the pawnshop twenty minutes | ater
"Why didn't you call while he was here?" he demanded.

"l tried. He was in a hurry, and he was junpy."”

The detective studied the formthe customer had fill ed
out .

"That won't do you no good," the pawnbroker said.
"It's probably a fal se nane and address."

The detective grunted. "No kidding. Did he fill this out
hi nsel f ?"

"Yes."
"Then we'll nail"™ At police headquarters it took the
conmputer | ess than

three mnutes to identify the thunbprint on the form

Jesse Shaw.



The butler cane into the drawing room "Excuse ne, M.
Adl er, there's
a gentleman on the tel ephone for you.

A Li eutenant Mancini. Shall |.

"1l take it." Philip picked up the tel ephone. "Hell o?"
"Philip Adler?"

"Yes...?"

"This is Lieutenant Mancini. | canme to see you in the
hospital . "

"I renenber."

"I wanted to bring you up-to-date on what's happeni ng. W
had a bit of

luck. | told you that our chief was going to send out
flyers to

pawnshops with a description of your watch?"

"Yes."
"They found it. The watch was pawned in Chicago.

They' re tracki ng down the person who pawned it. You did
say that you
could identify your assailant, didn't you?"

"That's right."
"Good. W'Ill be in touch."

Jerry Townsend cane into Lara's office. He was excited.
"1'"ve worked

out the party list we tal ked about. The nore | think
about the idea,

the better | like it. W'Ill celebrate your fortieth

bi rt hday on the

day the tallest skyscraper in the world opens."” He handed
Lara the

list. "I've included the Vice President. He's a big



admrer
of yours. "

Lara scanned it. It read Iike a who's who from
Washi ngt on, Hol | ywood,

New Yor k, and London. There were governnent officials,
notion picture

celebrities, rock stars... it was inpressive.

"I like it," Lara said. "Let's go with it."

Townsend put the list in his pocket. "Right. I'll have
t he
invitations printed up and sent out. |'ve already called

Carl os and

told himto reserve the G and Bal |l room and arrange your
favorite

menu.

We're setting up for two hundred people. W can al ways
add or subtract

a fewif we have to. By the way, is there any nore news
on the Reno

situation?"

Lara had talked to Terry Hi Il that norning. "A grand jury
S

I nvestigating, Lara. There's a possibility that they'l|
hand down a

crimnal indictnment."

"How can they? The fact that | had sone conversations
with Paul Martin

doesn't prove anything. W could have been tal ki ng about
the state of

the world, or his ulcers, or a dozen other dammed things."

"Lara, don't get angry with ne. I'mon your side."
"Then do sonething. You're ny |lawer. CGet ne the hel
out of th

is."

"No. Everything's fine," Lara told Townsend.



"Good. | understand that you and Philip are going to the
mayor' s

di nner Saturday night."

"Yes." She had wanted to turn down the invitation at
first, but Philip

had i nsi st ed.

"You need these people. You can't afford to offend them
I want you

to go."

“Not w thout you, darling."

He had taken a deep breath. "All right. 1'Il go with
you. | guess

it's time | stopped being a hermt."

* * * Gaturday evening Lara hel ped Philip get dressed.
She put his studs and cuff links in his shirt and tied his
tie for

hi m

He stood there, silently, cursing his hel pl essness.
"It's like Ken and Barbie, isn't it?"

"What ?"

“Not hi ng. "

"There you are, darling. You' |l be the nobst handsone nan
t here. "

"Thanks. "
"I"d better get dressed,"” Lara said. "The nayor doesn't
li ke to be

kept waiting."

“I''l'l bein the library,” Philip told her.



Thirty mnutes |later Lara walked into the library.

She | ooked ravi shing. She was dressed in a beautiful
white Oscar de la

Renta gown. On her wist was the dianond bracelet Philip
had gi ven

her .

Philip had difficulty sleeping Saturday night. He | ooked
across the

bed at Lara and wondered how she coul d have fal sely
accused Mari an of

stealing the bracelet. He knew he had to confront her
with it, but he

wanted to speak with Marian first.

Early Sunday norning, while Lara was still asleep, Philip
qui etly got

dressed and | eft the penthouse. He took a taxi to

Mari an's

apartnent.

He rang the bell and waited.

A sl eepy voice said, "Who is it?"

“It's Philip. I have to talk to you."

The door opened and Marian stood there.

"Philip? I's sonething wong?"

"W have to talk."

"Cone in."

He entered the apartnent. "I'msorry if | woke you up,"
Philip said,

"but this is inportant.”

"What's happened?"

He took a deep breath. "You were right about the
bracel et. Lara wore



It last night. | owe you an apol ogy.

| thought... perhaps that you... | just wanted to say |I'm
sorry."

Marian said quietly, "O course, you would have believed
her. She's
your wife."

"I"'mgoing to confront Lara with it this norning, but I
wanted to talk
to you first."

Marian turned to him "I'mglad you did. | don't want
you to discuss
it wth her."

"Way not?" Philip demanded. "And why woul d she do such a
t hi ng?"

"You don't know, do you?"
"Frankly, no. It nakes no sense."

"I think I understand her better than you do. Lara is
madly in |ove

wi th you. She would do anything to hold on to you.
You' re probably

the only person she has ever really loved in her life.
She needs

you.

And | think you need her. You | ove her very much, don't
you,
Philip?"

n YeS. n

"Then let's forget all this. If you bring it up to her,
it won't do

any good, and it will only nmake things worse between the
two of you. |

can easily find another job."



"But it's unfair to you, Marian."

She smled wyly. "Life isn't always fair, is it?" If it
were, |

would be Ms. Philip Adler. "Don't worry. I'IlIl be

fine."

"At least let nme do sonething for you. Let ne give you
SonMe noney to
make up for..."

"Thank you, but no."

There was so nmuch she wanted to say, but she knew that it
was
hopel ess.

He was a nan in | ove. Wiat she said was: "Go back to her,
Philip."

* * * The construction site was on Chicago's Wabash
Avenue, south of

the Loop. It was a twenty-five story office building, and
it was hal f

finished. An unmarked police car pulled up to the corner,
and two

detectives got out.

They wal ked over to the site and stopped one of the
wor ker s passi ng

by.
"Where's the foreman?"

He pointed to a huge, burly man cursing out a workman.
"Over there."

The detectives went over to him "Are you in charge
her e?"

He turned and said inpatiently, "I'"mnot only in charge,
"' mvery
busy.



What do you want ?"

"Do you have a man in your crew naned Jesse Shaw?"
"Shaw? Sure. He's up there." The foreman pointed to a
man wor ki ng on

a steel girder a dozen stories up.

"Woul d you ask himto cone down, please?"

"Hell, no. He has work to..."

One of the detectives pulled out a badge. "Get hi mdown
here."

"What's the problen? Is Jesse in sone kind of trouble?"
"No, we just want to talk to him"

"Ckay." The foreman turned to one of the nmen worKking
nearby. "Go up

top and tell Jesse to conme down here.™

"Right."

A few mnutes | ater Jesse Shaw was approachi ng the two
det ecti ves.

"These men want to talk to you,"” the foreman said, and
wal ked away.

Jesse grinned at the two nen. "Thanks. | can use a
break. Wat can |

do for you?"

One of the detectives pulled out a wistwatch. "Is this
your watch?"

Shaw s grin faded. "No."
"Are you sure?"

"Yeah." He pointed to his wist. "I wear a Seiko."



"But you pawned this watch."
Shawn hesitated. "Oh, yeah. | did. The bastard only

gave ne five
hundred for it. It's worth at least..."

"You said it wasn't your watch."

"That's right. It's not."

"Where did you get it?"

"I found it."

"Real | y? \Where?"

"On the sidewal k near ny apartnent building."” He was

warmng up to his

story. "It was in the grass, and | got out of ny car,
there it

was. The sun hit the band and nade it sparkle. That's
how | happened

to see it."

"Lucky it wasn't a cloudy day."

"Yeah."

"M. Shaw, do you like to travel ?"

n I\b. n

"That's too bad. You're going to take a little trip to
New Yor k.

We'll help you pack."

When they got to Shaw s apartnent, the two detectives
began | ooki ng

ar ound.

"Hold it!" Shaw said. "You guys got a search warrant?"

"We don't need one. We're just hel ping you pack your

and



t hi ngs. "

One of the nen was |looking in a clothes closet. There was
a shoe box

high up on a shelf. He took it down and opened it.
"Jesus!" he

sai d.

"Look what Santa O aus left."

Lara was in her office when Kathy's voice cane over the
intercom "M.

Tilly is on line four, Mss Caneron."

Tilly was the project nanager on Caneron Towers.

Lara pi cked up the phone. "Hell o?"

"We had a little problemthis norning, Mss Caneron."
"Yes?"

"W had a fire. It's out now "

"What happened?"

"There's was an explosion in the air-conditioning unit. A
t ransf or mer

bl ew. There was a short circuit. It |ooks |ike sonmeone
wired it up

wr ong. "

"How bad is it?"

"Well, it looks Iike we'll |lose a day or two. W shoul d
be able to

cl ean everything up and rewire it by then."

"Stay on it. Keep nme infornmed."

Lara cane hone | ate each evening, worried and exhaust ed.

"“I''"'mconcerned about you," Philip told her. "Is there
anything | can



do?"

“Not hi ng, darling. Thank you."
"Just a few

problenms at the office.”

She managed a sm | e.

He took her in his arns. "Did | ever tell you that |'m
mad about

you?"

She | ooked up at himand smled. "Tell ne again."”

"1'"'m nmad about you."

She held himclose and thought, This is what | want.
This is what | need. "Darling, when ny little problens

are over, let's
go away sonewhere. Just the two of us."

"It's a deal .™

Soneday, Lara thought, | nust tell himwhat | did to
Marian. | know it

was wong. But | would die if I lost him

The following day Tilly called again. "Did you cancel the
order for
the marble for the | obby floors?"

Lara said slowy, "Why would | do that?"

"I don't know. Sonebody did. The marbl e was supposed to
have been

delivered today. Wen | called, they said it was cancel ed
two nont hs

ago by your order."

Lara sat there fumng. "I see. How badly are we
del ayed?"

"I"mnot sure yet."

"Tell themto put a rush onit."



Keller came into Lara's office.

“I"'mafraid the banks are getting nervous, Lara. | don't
know how nuch
| onger | can hold themoff."

"Just until Caneron Towers is finished. W're al nost
t here, Howard.

W're only three nonths away from conpl etion.™

"I told themthat," he sighed. "All right. I'll talk to
t hem
again."

Kat hy' s voice canme over the intercom "M. Tilly's on
line one."

Lara | ooked at Keller. "Don't go." She picked up the
phone. "Yes?"

Lara said.

"We' re having anot her problem here, Mss Caneron."”

"I"'mlistening," Lara said.

"The el evators are mal functioning. The prograns are out
of sync, and

the signals are all screwed up. You press the button for
down, and it

goes up. Press the eighteenth floor, and it will take you
to the
basenent. |'ve never seen anything like this before.”

"Do you think it was done deliberately?"
“It's hard to say. Could have been carel essness.”
"How long will it take to straighten it out?"

"l have sone people on the way over now. "



"Get back to ne." She replaced the receiver.
"I's everything all right?" Keller asked.

Lara evaded t he question. "Howard, have you heard
anyt hi ng about Steve
Mur chi son | atel y?"

He | ooked at her, surprised. "No. Why?"
"I just wondered."

* * * The consortium of bankers financing Caneron

Ent er pri ses had good

reason to be concerned. It was not only Cameron
Enterprises that was

in trouble; a majority of their corporate clients had
serious

probl ens.

The decline in junk bonds had becone a full-fl edged

di saster, and it

was a crippling blowto the corporations that had depended
on them

There were six bankers in the roomwith Howard Kel |l er, and
t he
at nrosphere was grim

"We're hol di ng overdue notes for alnost a hundred mllion
doll ars, "

their spokesman said. "lI'mafraid we can't accommobdat e
Caner on

Ent er pri ses any | onger."

"You're forgetting a couple of things,"” Keller rem nded
t hem " Nunber

one, we expect the casino ganbling license in Reno to be
renewed any

day now. That cash floww Il nore than take care of any

deficit.

Nunmber two, Caneron Towers is right on schedule. It's
goi ng to be



finished in ninety days. W already have a seventy
percent tenancy,

and you can be assured that the day it's finished
everybody is going to

be clanmoring to get in.

Gent | emren, your noney couldn't be nore secure. You're
dealing with the
Lara Caneron magic."

The nen | ooked at one anot her.

The spokesnman said. "Wiy don't we discuss this anong
oursel ves and
we'll get back to you?"

"Fine. I'lIl tell Mss Caneron."
Kel |l er reported back to Lara.

"I think they'll go along with us,"” he told her. "But in
t he neanti ne,

we're going to have to sell off a few nore assets to stay
afl oat . "

"Do it."

Lara was getting to the office early in the norning and

| eaving | ate at

ni ght, fighting desperately to save her enpire. She and
Philip saw

very little of each other. Lara did not want himto know
how much

troubl e she was facing. He has enough problens, Lara

t hought. |1 can't

burden himw th any nore.

At six o'clock Monday norning Tilly was on the phone. "I
t hi nk you' d
better get over here, Mss Caneron."

Lara felt a sharp sense of apprehension. "Wat's w ong?"

"I"d rather you saw it for yourself."



"I"mon ny way."

Lara tel ephoned Keller. "Howard, there's another problem
at Caneron
Towers. 1'Il pick you up."

Hal f an hour l|later they were on their way to the
construction site.

"Did Tilly say what the trouble was?" Keller asked.

"No, but I don't believe in accidents anynore. |'ve been

t hi nki ng

about what you said. Steve Murchi son wanted that property
badly. |

took it away from' Wien they arrived at the site, they saw
| ar ge sheets

of crated tinted glass |ying on the ground, and nore gl ass
bei ng

delivered by trucks. Tilly hurried over to Lara and

Kel | er.

"' mglad you're here."
"What's the problenf"

"This isn't the glass we ordered. It's the wong tint and
t he wrong

cut. There's no way it wll fit the sides of our

bui | di ng. "

Lara and Kell er | ooked at each other. "Can we recut it
here?" Kel l er

asked.

Tilly shook his head. "Not a chance. You'd wind up with
a nount ai n of

silicate.™

Lara said, "Who did we order this fronf"

"The New Jersey Panel and d ass Conpany."



"I"Il call them" Lara said. "What's our deadline on
t hi s?"

Tilly stood there calculating. "If it got here in two
weeks, we coul d

be back on schedule. It would be a push, but we'd be
okay."

Lara turned to Keller, "Let's go."

Oto Karp was the manager of the New Jersey Panel and
G ass Conpany.

He cane on the phone al nost immediately. "Yes, Mss
Canmeron? |
under stand you have a problem™

"No," Lara snapped. "You have a problem You shipped us
t he wrong

glass. If | don't get the right order in the next two
weeks, |'m going

to sue your conpany out of business. You're holding up a
t hree- hundred-m Il ion-dollar project.”

"l don't understand. WII| you hold on, please?"

He was gone al nost five mnutes. \When he cane back on the
i ne, he

said, "I"'mterribly sorry, Mss Caneron, the order was
witten up

wrong. Wat happened is..."

"I don't care what happened,” Lara interrupted. "All

want you to do

Is to get our order filled and shi pped out.

“1"1'l be happy to do that."

Lara felt a sharp sense of relief. "How soon can we have
it?"

"In two to three nonths."

"Two to three nonths! That's inpossible! W need it now.



"1'"d be happy to accommopdate you," Karp said, "but
unfortunately we're
way behind in our orders.”

"You don't understand,"” Lara said. "This is an energency
and..."

"I certainly appreciate that. And we'll do the best we
can. You'll

have the order in two to three nonths. I'msorry we can't
do

better..."

Lara sl ammed down the receiver. "I don't believe this,"
Lara sai d.

She | ooked over at Tilly. "lIs there another conpany we
can deal

wit h?"

Tilly rubbed his hand across his forehead. "Not at this
| ate date. |f

we went to anyone else, they'd be starting from scratch,
and their

ot her custoners woul d be ahead of us."

Keller said, "Lara, could | talk to you for a m nute?"
He took her aside. "I hate to suggest this, but..."

"Go ahead.”

..... your friend Paul Martin m ght have sonme connections
over there.

O he m ght know soneone who knows soneone."
Lara nodded. "Good idea, Howard. |['lIl find out."
Two hours |ater Lara was seated in Paul Martin's office.

"You don't know how happy | amthat you called," the
| awyer sai d.



"It's been too long. God, you | ook beautiful, Lara."
"Thank you, Paul."

"What can | do for you?"

Lara said hesitantly, "I seemto cone to you whenever |'m
in
trouble.”

"I'"ve always been there for you, haven't |?"

"Yes. You're a good friend." She sighed. "Right now I
need a good
friend."

"What's the problenf? Another strike?"
"No. It's about Caneron Towers."
He frowned. "I heard that was on schedul e. "

"It is. O it was. | think Steve Murchison is out to
sabot age t he
project. He has a vendetta agai nst ne.

Thi ngs have suddenly started to go wong at the buil ding.

Up to now we ve been able to handle them Now. .. W have
a big

problem It could put us past our conpletion date. Qur
two bi ggest

tenants would pull out. | can't afford to let that
happen. "

She took a deep breath, trying to control her anger.

"Si x nmonths ago we ordered tinted glass fromthe New
Jersey Panel and

G ass Conpany. We received our delivery this norning. It
wasn't our

gl ass.”



"Did you call then?"
"Yes, but they're tal king about two or three nonths.

| need that glass in four weeks. Until it's in, there's
not hi ng for

the men to do. They've stopped working. |If that building
Isn't

conpl eted on schedule, 1'lIl lose everything |I have."

Paul Martin | ooked at her and said quietly, "No, you
won't. Let ne see

what | can do."

Lara felt an overwhel m ng sense of relief. "Paul, I..."
It was

difficult to put into words. "Thank you."

He took her hand in his and smled. "The dinosaur isn't
dead yet," he
said. "I should have sonme word for you by tonorrow "

The followng norning Lara's private phone rang for the
first tinme in
nont hs. She picked it up eagerly.

" Paul ?"

"Hello, Lara. | had a little talk with sonme of ny
friends. It's not

going to be easy, but it can be done. They prom sed a
delivery a week

from Monday. "

On the day the glass shipnment was scheduled to arrive,
Lara tel ephoned
Paul Martin again.

"The gl ass hasn't come yet, Paul," Lara said.

"OCh?" There was a silence. "I'Il look intoit." H's
Voi ce

sof t ened.



"You know, the only good thing about this, baby, is that
get to talk

to you again."

"Yes. |...Paul... if | don't get that glass on tine...
"You'll have it. Don't give up."

By the end of the week there was still no word.

Keller came into Lara's office. "I just talked to Tilly.

Qur deadline is Friday. If the glass arrives by then,
we'l | be okay.

O herwi se we're dead. "
By Thursday not hi ng had changed.

Lara went to visit Caneron Towers. There were no wor knen
there. The

skyscraper rose majestically into the sky, overshadow ng
everyt hi ng

around it. It was going to be a beautiful building. Her
nonunent .

I"'mnot going to let it fail, Lara thought fiercely.
Lara tel ephoned Paul Martin again.

"I"msorry,
the of fice.

his secretary said. "M. Martin is out of

| s there any nessage?"

"Pl ease ask himto call ne," Lara said. She turned to
Keller, "I have

a hunch 1'd |ike you to check out. See if the owner of
t hat gl ass

factory happens to be Steve Miurchison.”

Thirty mnutes later Keller returned to Lara's office.

H s face was pale.



"Well? Did you find out who owns the glass conpany?"

"Yes," he said slowy. "It's registered in Del awar e.

It's owmned by Etna Enterprises."”

"Etna Enterprises?”

"Right. They bought it a year ago. Etna Enterprises is
Paul " Chapt er

Thirty-three.

The bad publicity about Canmeron Enterprises continued.
The reporters

who had been so eager to praise Lara before now turned on
her .

Jerry Townsend went in to see Howard Kel |l er.

""" mworried," Townsend sai d.
"What's the probl en?”

"Have you been readi ng the press?”

"Yeah. They're having a field day."

“I"' mworried about the birthday party, Howard. |'ve sent
out the
Invitations. Since all this bad publicity, |I've been

getting nothing

but turndowns. The bastards are afraid they m ght be
cont am nat ed.

It's a fiasco."

"What do you suggest ?"

"That we cancel the party. I'll nake up sone excuse."

"I think you're right. I don't want anything to enbarrass
her."



"Good. |I'lIl go ahead and cancel it. WII you tell Lara?"
"Yes."
* * * Terry H Il called.

"l just received notice that you're bei ng subpoenaed to
testify before

the grand jury in Reno day after tonorrow. I'Il go with
you. "

Transcript of Interrogation of Jesse Shaw by Detective
Li eut enant Sal

Manci ni .

M Good norning, M. Shaw. |'m Lieutenant Mancini.

You' re aware that

a stenographer is taking down our conversation?

S: Sure.

M And you' ve waived the right to an attorney?

S: | don't need no attorney. Al | did was find a watch,
for Christ's

sake, and they drug ne all the way up here like |I'm sone
ki nd of

ani mal .

M M. Shaw, do you know who Philip Adler is?

S: No. Should I?

M No one paid you to attack hinf

S: | told you-1 never heard of him

M The police in Chicago found fifty thousand dollars in
cash in your

apartnment. \Were did that noney cone fronf

S: [No response] M M. Shaw...?

S: | won it ganbling.



M Were?

S: At the track... football bets... you know.

M You're a lucky man, aren't you?

S: Yeah. | guess so.

M At present, you have a job in Chicago. Is that right?
S Yes.

M Did you ever work in New York?

S: Well, one tine, yeah.

M | have a police report here that says you were
operating a crane at

a devel opnent in Queens that killed a construction foreman
named Bil |

Whitman. |Is that correct?

S: Yeah. It was an accident.

M How | ong had you been on that job?

S: | don't renenber.

M Let ne refresh your nenory. You were on thatjob
seventy-two

hours.

You flewin from Chicago the day before the accident with
t he crane,

and flew back to Chicago two days later. Is that correct?
S: | guess so.

M According to Anerican Airlines' records, you flew from
Chicago to

New York again two days before Philip Adler was attacked,

and you
returned to Chicago the follow ng day. Wiat was the



pur pose of such a
short trip?

S: | wanted to see sone plays.
M Do you renenber the nanes of the plays you saw?
S: No. That was awhil e ago.

M At the tine of the accident with the crane, who was
your enpl oyer?

S: Caneron Enterprises.

M And who is your enployer on the construction job you're
wor ki ng on
I n Chi cago?

S: Caneron Enterprises.

Howard Keller was in a neeting with Lara. For the past
hour they had

been tal ki ng about damage control to offset the bad
publicity the

conpany was receiving. As the neeting was about to break
up, Lara

said, "Anything el se?"

Howard frowned. Soneone had told himto tell Lara
sonet hi ng, but he

could not renenber what it was. Ch, well, it's probably
not

| mportant.

Simms, the butler, said, "There's a tel ephone call for
you, M.
Adl er.

A Li eut enant Mancini."
Philip picked up the tel ephone. "Lieutenant. Wat can |

do for
you?"



"l have sone news for you, M. Adler."

"What is it? Did you find the man?"

“I"d prefer to cone up and discuss it with you in person.
Woul d t hat

be all right?"

"OF course.™

“I'"ll be there in half an hour."

Philip replaced the receiver, wondering what it was that
t he detective

did not want to tal k about on the tel ephone.

When Mancini arrived, Sims showed himinto the library.
"Afternoon, M. Adler."

"Good afternoon. \What's goi ng on?"

"We caught the man who attacked you."

"You did? |"'msurprised,” Philip said. "I thought you
said it was

| npossi ble to catch nmuggers. "

"He's not an ordinary nugger."

Philip frowned. "I don't understand."”

"He's a construction worker. He works out of Chicago and
New York. He

has a police record-assault, breaking and entering. He
pawned your

wat ch, and we got his prints.

watch. "Thi s
Is your watch, isn't it?"

Manci ni held up a wi st

Philip stared at it, not wanting to touch it. The sight
of it brought

back the horrible noment when the man had grabbed his
wri st and sl ashed



It. Reluctantly, he reached out and took the watch. He
| ooked at the

back of the case where sone of the letters had been
scrat ched off.

"Yes. It's mne."

Li eut enant Mancini took the watch back. "We'll keep this
for the

nonment, as evidence. |'d Iike you to cone downt own
tonorrow norning to

identify the man in a police |ineup."

The thought of seeing his attacker again, face-to-face,
filled Philip

with a sudden fury. "I'll be there.™

"The address is One Police Plaza, Room Two-twel ve.

Ten o' cl ock?"

"Fine." He frowned. "Wat did you nmean when you said he
wasn't an

ordi nary nugger ?"

Li eut enant Mancini hesitated. "He was paid to attack

you.
Philip was staring at him bew | dered. "Wat?"

"What happened to you wasn't an accident. He got paid
fifty thousand

dollars to cut you up."

"I don't believe it,"” Philip said slowy. "Who woul d pay
anyone fifty

t housand dollars to cripple nme?"

"He was hired by your wfe."

\chapter Thirty-four.

He was hired by your wfel



Philip was stunned. Lara? Could Lara have done such a
terrible
t hi ng?

What reason woul d she have?
"l don't understand why you practice every day.

You're not giving a concert now "You don't have to go. |
want a

husband. Not a parttine... It's not as though you were
sonme ki nd of

traveling sal esman. .

"She accused ne of stealing the dianond bracel et you gave
her. ... She
woul d do anything to hold on to you..."

And El |l erbee: "Are you thinking of cutting back on your
concerts?.. |
had a talk with Lara."

Lar a.

At 1 Police Plaza a neeting was in progress with the
district attorney,
t he police comm ssioner, and Lieutenant Mancini.

The district attorney was saying, "W're not dealing here
w th Jane

Doe. The lady has a |ot of clout. How nuch solid

evi dence do you

have, Li eutenant?"

Manci ni said, "I checked with personnel at Caneron
Enterprises. Jesse
Shaw was hired at the request of Lara Caneron. | asked

themif she had

ever personally hired anyone on the construction crew
before. The
answer was

no."" "Wat el se?"

"There was a runor that a construction boss naned Bill
Whi t man was



bragging to his buddies that he had sonmething on Lara
Caneron that was

going to nake hima rich man. Shortly after that he was
killed by a

crane operated by Jesse Shaw. Shaw had been pulled off
his job in

Chicago to go to New York. After the accident he went
right back to

Chi cago. There's no question but that it was a hit.
Incidentally, his

airline ticket was paid for by Caneron Enterprises."”

"What about the attack on Adl er?"

"Same MO. Shaw flew in from Chicago two days before the
attack and

| eft the next day. If he hadn't gotten greedy and deci ded
to pick up a

little extra noney by pawni ng the watch, instead of
throwng it away,

we never woul d have caught him?"

The police comm ssioner asked, "Wat about notive?

Why woul d she do that to her husband?"

"I talked to sone of the servants. Lara Caneron was crazy
about her

husband. The only thing they ever quarrel ed about was his
goi ng away

on concert tours. She wanted himto stay hone."

"And now he's stayi ng hone."

"Exactly."

The district attorney asked, "What's her story? Does she
deny it?"

"We haven't confronted her yet. We wanted to talk to you
first to see

if we have a case.”"

"You say that Philip Adler can identify Shaw?"



"Yes."

" CGood. "

"Why don't you send one of your nen over to question Lara
Caneron? See

what she has to say."

Lara was in a neeting with Howard Kel |l er when the intercom
buzzed.

"There's a Lieutenant Mancini here to see you."

Lara frowned. "Wat about?"

"He didn't say."

"Send himin."

Li eut enant Manci ni was treadi ng on delicate ground.

Wt hout hard evidence, it was going to be difficult to get
anyt hi ng out

of Lara Caneron. But |'ve got to give it a try, he

t hought. He had

not expected to see Howard Keller there.

"Good afternoon, Lieutenant.”

"Afternoon.”

"You' ve nmet Howard Keller."

"I certainly have. Best pitching armin Chicago."

"What can | do for you?" Lara asked.

This was the tricky part. First establish that she knew
Jesse Shaw and

then | ead her on fromthere.

"We've arrested the man who attacked your husband." He
was wat chi ng



her face.

"You have? Wat...?"

Howard Keller interrupted. "How did you catch hinf"
"He pawned a watch that M ss Caneron gave her husband."
Manci ni | ooked

at Lara again. "The man's nanme is Jesse Shaw. "

There was not the faintest change of expression.

She's good, Mancini thought. The lady is really good.
"Do you know hi nf"

Lara frowned. "No. Should |?"

That's her first slip, Mancini thought. |'ve got her.
"He worked on the construction crew of one of your
bui |l di ngs in

Chi cago. He al so worked for you on a project in Queens.
He was

operating a crane that killed a man."

He pretended to consult his notebook. "A Bill Whitman.
The nedi cal exam ner put it down as an accident."

Lara swal | owed. "Yes..."

Bef ore she could go on, Keller spoke up. "Look,

Li eut enant, we have

hundr eds of people working for this conpany. You can't
expect us to

know themall."

"You don't know Jesse Shaw?"

"No. And sure M ss Caneron

"I"d rather hear it fromher, if you don't mnd."



Lara said, "lI've never heard of the man."

"He was paid fifty thousand dollars to attack your
husband. "

“I... | can't believe it!" Her face was suddenly drained
of col or.

Now |'m getting to her, Mancini thought. "You don't know
anyt hi ng

about it?"

Lara was staring at him her eyes suddenly bl azing.

"Are you suggesting...? How dare you! |f soneone put him
up to that,

| want to know who it was!"

"So does your husband, M ss Caneron."

"You discussed this with Philip?"

"Yes. |..."

A nonment | ater Lara was flying out of the office.

When Lara reached the penthouse, Philip was in the bedroom
packi ng,

clumsily because of his crippled hand.

"Philip... what are you doi ng?"

He turned to face her, and it was as though he were seeing
her for the

first time. "I"mleaving."

"Why? You can't believe that... that terrible story?"

"No nore lies, Lara."

"But I'mnot lying. You' ve got to listen to ne. | had
not hing to do
w th what happened to you. | wouldn't hurt you for

anything in the



world. | love you, Philip."

He turned to face her. "The police say that the nman
wor ked for you.

That he was paid fifty thousand dollars to... to do what
he did."

She shook her head. "I don't know anything about it. |
only know t hat
| had nothing to do with it. Do you believe nme?"

He stared at her, silent.

Lara stood there for a | ong nonent, then turned and
bl i ndly wal ked out
of the room

Philip spent a sleepless night at a downtown hotel.

Vi sions of Lara kept coming to his mind. "I'"minterested
i n know ng

nore about the foundation. Perhaps we coul d get together
and di scuss

it..."

“"Are you married?... Tell me about yourself..."
"When | listen to your Scarlatti, I'min Naples "I dream a
dr eam of

bri cks and concrete and steel, and nake it cone true "I
cane to
Ansterdam to see you

"Would you like nme to go with you to MIlan "You're going
to spoil ne,
| ady...."

"I intend to..."
And Lara's warnth, conpassion, and caring. Could | have

been t hat
wrong about her?



When Philip arrived at police headquarters, Lieutenant
Manci ni was

waiting for him He led Philip into a small auditorium
with a raised

platformat the far end.

"All we need is for you to identify himin the |ineup.”
So they can tie himin with Lara, Philip thought.

There were six nen in the lineup, all roughly the sane
buil d and age.

Jesse Shaw was in the mddle. Wien Philip saw him his
head began to

pound suddenly. He could hear his voice saying, "Gve ne
your

wal | et."

He could feel the terrible pain of the knife slashing
across his
wist.

Coul d Lara have done that to ne? "You're the only man
" ve ever
| oved. "

Li eut enant Manci ni was speaki ng. "Take a good | ook, M.
Adl er. "

"I"'mgoing to be working at honme fromnow on. Philip
needs ne..."

"M. Adler..."

"We're going to get you the best doctors in the world..."
She had been

there for himevery nonent, nurturing him caring for him
"I f

Mohammed won't go to the nountain..."

"Wul d you point himout to ne?"

"I married you because | was wldly head over heels in



| ove with you.

| still am If we never nmake |l ove again, it will be fine
with me. All

| want is for you to hold ne and | ove ne..." And she had
meant it.

And then the |last scene in the apartnent. "I had not hing
to do with

what happened to you. | wouldn't hurt you for anything in
the world

"M. Adler..."

The police nmust have nmade a m stake, Philip thought.
By God, | believe her. She couldn't have done it!
Manci ni was speaki ng again. "Which one is he?"

And Philip turned to himand said, "I don't know "
"What ?"

"I don't see him"

"You told us you got a good |look at him"™

"That's right."

"Then tell ne which one he is.”

"I can't," Philip said. "He's not up there."

Li eut enant Mancini's face was grim "You're sure about
t hat ?"

Philip stood up. "I'mpositive."
"Then | guess that's all, M. Adler. Thanks a | ot for
your

cooperation.”

|'"ve got to find Lara, Philip thought. I've got to find
Lar a.



She was seated at her desk, staring out the w ndow.

Philip had not believed her. That was what hurt so
terribly. And Paul

Martin. OF course, he was behind it. But why did he do
It? "Do you

remenber what | said about your husband taking care of
you? He doesn't

seemto be doing a very good job. Sonmeone should have a
talk with

him" Was it because he loved her? O was it an act of
vengeance

because he hated her?

Howard Keller wal ked in. H's face | ooked white and drawn.
"l just got

of f the phone. W | ost Caneron Towers, Lara. Both

Sout hern | nsurance

and Mutual Overseas Investnent are pulling out because we
can't neet

our conpletion date. There's no way we can handl e our
nort gage

paynents. We al nost nmade it, didn't we? The bi ggest
skyscraper in the

world. I'm.. I'"'msorry. | know how nuch it neant to
you. "

Lara turned to face him and Kell er was shocked by her
appear ance. Her

face was pale, and there were black circles under her

eyes. She seened

dazed, as though the energy had been drained from her.

"Lara... did you hear what | said? W've | ost Caneron
Towers. "

When she spoke, her voice was unnaturally calm "I heard
you. Don't

worry, Howard. We'll borrow on sone of the other

bui | di ngs and pay
everything off."

She was frightening him "Lara, there's nothing nore to



borr ow on.

You're going to have to file for bankruptcy and..."
"Howard. .. ?"

"Yes?"

"Can a wonan | ove a man too nmuch?"

"What ?"

Her voice was dead. "Philip has left ne."

It suddenly explained a lot. "I... I'"'msorry, Lara."
She had a strange smle on her face. "It's funny, isn't
1t? 1'm

| osi ng everything at once. First Philip, now ny

bui | di ngs. Do you

know what it is, Howard? It's the Fates.

They' re against nme. You can't fight the Fates, can you?"
He had never seen her in such pain. It tore at him
"Lara..."

"They're not through with nme yet. | have to fly to Reno
this

afternoon. There's a grand jury hearing. If..."

The intercom buzzed. "There's a Lieutenant Mancini here."
"Send himin."

Howard Kell er | ooked at Lara quizzically. "Mancini?

What does he want ?"

Lara took a deep breath. "He's here to arrest ne,
Howard. "

"Arrest you? What are you tal king about ?"



Her voice was very quiet. "They think |I arranged the
attack on

Philip."

"That's ridicul ous! They can't..."

The door opened, and Lieutenant Mancini wal ked in.

He stood there, |ooking at the two of themfor a nonent,
t hen noved

forward

"I have a warrant here for your arrest.”

Howard Keller's face was pale. He noved in front of Lara
protectively

and said hoarsely, "You can't do that.

She hasn't done anything."

"You're right, M. Keller. I'"'mnot arresting her. The
warrant is for
you. "

Chapter Thirty-five.

ranscript of Interrogation of Howard Keller by Detective
Li eut enant Sal

Mancl nl .

M You have been read your rights, M. Keller?

K: Yes.

M And you have waived the right to have an attorney
present ?

K: | don't need an attorney. | was going to cone in
anyway. |

couldn't | et anything happen to Lara.

M You paid Jesse Shaw $50,000 to attack Philip Adler?



K: Yes.
M \Why?

K: He was making her m serable. She begged himto stay
home with her,
but he kept |eaving her.

M So you arranged to have himcri ppl ed.

Ki It wasn't like that. | never nmeant for Jesse to go so
far. He got
carried away.

M Tell ne about Bill Wit man.

K: He was a bastard. He was trying to blackmail Lara. |
couldn't |et
himdo that. He could have ruined her.

M So you had himkilled?
K: For Lara's sake, yes.
M WAs she aware of what you were doi ng?

K: O course not. She never would have allowed it. No.
| was there

to protect her, you see. Anything | did, | did for her.
| would die

for her.

M O kill for her.

K: Can | ask you a question? How did you know I was

i nvol ved in

this?

End of Interrogation.

At 1 Police Plaza, Captain Bronson said to Mancini, "How

did you know
he was behind it?"



"He left a | oose thread, and | unraveled it. | al nost
mssed it. In

Jesse Shaw s rap sheet, it nentioned that he took a fall
when he was

seventeen for stealing sone baseball equipnent froma
Chi cago Cubs

m nor | eague team | checked it out, and sure enough,

t hey were

teammates. That's where Keller slipped up. Wen | asked
him he told

me he had never heard of Jesse Shaw. | called a friend of
m ne who

used to be a sports editor for the Chicago Sun Tines. He
r emenber ed

t hem both. They were buddies. | figured it was Keller
who got Shaw

the job with Caneron Enterprises. Lara Caneron hired
Jesse Shaw

because Howard Kel |l er asked her to. She probably never
even saw

Shaw. "

"Nice work, Sal."

Manci ni shook his head. "You know sonething? In the end
It really

didn't matter. If | hadn't caught him and if we had gone
after Lara

Caneron, Howard Keller would have cone in and confessed.”

Her world was collapsing. It was unbelievable to Lara

t hat Howar d

Kel l er, of all people, could have been responsible for the
terrible

t hi ngs that had happened. He did it for ne, Lara thought.

| have to

try to help him

Kat hy buzzed her. "The car is here, M ss Caneron.
Are you ready?"

"Yes." She was on her way to Reno to testify before the
grand jury.



Five mnutes after Lara left, Philip tel ephoned the
of fice.

“I"'msorry, M. Adler. You just m ssed her. She's on her
way to
Reno. "

He felt a sharp pang of disappointnment. He was
desperately eager to
see her, to ask her forgiveness.

"When you speak to her, tell her I'lIl be waiting for her."
“I'"l'l tell her."
He made a second phone call, spoke for ten m nutes, and

t hen tel ephoned
Wl liam ElIl erbee.

"Bill... I"'mgoing to stay in New York. I'mgoing to
teach at
Juilliard."”

"What can they do to ne?" Lara asked.

Terry Hi Il said, "That depends. They'll listen to your
t esti nony.

They can either decide that you' re innocent, in which case
you' || get

your casino back, or they can recommend that there's
enough evi dence

against you to indict you. If that's their verdict,

you' Il be tried on

crimnal charges and face prison."

Lara nunbl ed sonet hi ng.
"I''"'msorry?"
"I said Papa was right. It's the Fates."

The grand jury hearing |lasted for four hours. Lara was



questi oned
about the acquisition of the Caneron Pal ace Hotel &
Casi no. Wen they

came out of the hearing room Terry H Il squeezed Lara's
hand. "You
did very well, Lara. | think you really inpressed them

They have no

hard evi dence agai nst you, so there's a good chance that..
" He

broke of f, stunned. Lara turned. Paul Martin had cone

into the

anteroom He was dressed in an ol df ashi oned

doubl e-breasted suit wth

a vest, and his white hair was conbed in the sane style as
when Lara

had first met him

Terry H Il said, "Ch, God! He's here to testify." He
turned to

Lar a.

"How nuch does he hate you?"

"What do you nean?"

"Lara, if they've offered himleniency to testify agai nst
you, you're

finished. You'll go to prison."

Lara was | ooking across the roomat Paul Mrtin.
"But... then he would destroy hinself, too."

"That's why | asked you how much he hates you.

Wul d he do that to hinself to destroy you?"

Lara said nunbly, "I don't know. "

Paul Martin was wal king toward them "Hello, Lara.

| hear things have been going badly for you.'
reveal ed
not hing. so y) Lara renenbered Howard Kel |l er's words.

H s eyes



"He's
Sicilian.

They never forgive, and they never forget." He had been
carrying this

burning thirst for vengeance inside him and she had had
no i dea.

Paul Martin started to nove away.

"Paul ..."

He stopped. "Yes?"

"I need to talk to you."

He hesitated a nonent. "All right."

He nodded toward an enpty office down the corridor.

"We can talk in there."

Terry Hi Il watched as the two of themwent into the

of fice. The door

cl osed behind them He would have given anything to have
heard their

conversati on.

She did not know how to begin.

"What is it you want, Lara?"

It was nmuch nore difficult than she had anti ci pat ed.

When she spoke, her voice was hoarse. "I want you to |et
me go."

H s eyebrows were raised. "How can |? | don't have you."
He was
nocki ng her.

She was finding it hard to breathe.

"Don't you think you've punished ne enough?"



Paul Martin stood there, stone, his expression unreadabl e.

"The tinme we had together was wonderful, Paul. Qutside of
Philip,

you've neant nore to ne than anyone in ny life. | owe you
nore than |

could ever repay. | never neant to hurt you. You nust
bel i eve

that."

It was difficult to go on.

"You have the power to destroy ne. Is that really what
you want? W I

sending me to prison nmake you happy?" She was fighting to
hol d back

her tears. "I'm begging you, Paul. Gve nme back ny life.
Pl ease,

stop treating nme |like an eneny..."

Paul Martin stood there, his black eyes giving away
not hi ng.

"I"'masking for your forgiveness. |I... I'mtoo tired to
fight anynore,
Paul . You've won. ..

Her voi ce broke.

There was a knock on the door, and the bailiff peered into
t he room

"The grand jury is ready for you, M. Martin."

He stood there, looking at Lara for a long tinme; then he
turned and
| eft without a word.

It's all over, Lara thought. It's finished.

Terry Hill cane hurrying into the office. "I wsh to God
| knew how he

was going to testify in there. There's nothing to do now
but wait."



They waited. It seened an eternity. Wien Paul Mrtin
finally enmerged

fromthe hearing room he |ooked tired and drawn. He's
becore ol d,

Lara thought. He blanes ne for that. He was watching
her. He

hesitated a nonent, then wal ked over to her.

"I can never forgive you. You nmade a fool of ne. But you
were the

best thing that ever happened to nme. | guess | owe you
sonet hi ng for

that. | didn't tell themanything in there, Lara."

Her eyes filled with tears. "Ch, Paul. | don't know how
to..."

"Call it ny birthday present to you. Happy birthday,
baby. "

She wat ched hi mwal k away, and his words suddenly hit her.
It was her

bi rt hday! So many events had been piling on top of one
anot her t hat

she had conpletely forgotten about it. And the party.
Two hundr ed

guests were going to be waiting for her at the Manhattan
Caner on

Pl aza!

Lara turned to Terry HIlI. "I've got to get back to New
Yor k
t oni ght .

There's a big party for me. WIIl they let nme go?"

"Just a mnute," Terry H Il said. He di sappeared inside
t he hearing

room and when he cane out five mnutes |ater, he said,
"You can go to

New York. The grand jury will give its verdict in the
nor ni ng, but

It's just a formality now. You can return here tonight.
By the way,



your friend told you the truth. He didn't talk in there."
* * * Thirty mnutes |ater Lara was headed for New York.
“"Are you going to be all right?" Terry H Il asked.

She | ooked at himand said, "OF course | am" There woul d
be hundreds

of inportant people at the party to honor her that night.
She woul d

hol d her head high. She was Lara Caneron..

She stood in the center of the deserted Grand Bal |l room and
| ooked

around. | created this. | created nonunments that towered
into the

sky, that changed the |lives of thousands of people al

over America.

And nowit's all going to belong to the facel ess bankers.
She coul d

hear her father's voice so clearly. "The Fates. They've
al ways been

agin ne." She thought of 3 ace Bay and the little
boar di nghouse where

she had grown up. She renenbered how terrified she had
been on her

first day at school: "Can anyone think of a word begi nning
with f?"
She renmenbered the boarders. Bill Rogers... "The first

rule in real

estate is OPM Never forget that." And Charles Colin: "I
eat only

kosher food, and I'mafraid 3 ace Bay doesnt have any."...

"I'f I could acquire this land... would you give ne a
five-year
| ease?" ..

“No, Lara. It would have to be a ten-year |ease...

And Sean MacAllister... "I would need a very speci al
reason to make



this loan to you!... have you ever had a | over?"..

And Howard Keller: .... you' re going about this al
wrong."...

"I want you to cone to work for ne.

And then the successes. The wonderful, brilliant
successes. And
Philip. Her Lochinvar. The man she ador ed.

That was the greatest |oss of all.
* * * Avoice called, "Lara..."
She turned.

It was Jerry Townsend. "Carlos told ne you were here."
He wal ked up
to her. "I'msorry about the birthday party."”

She | ooked at him "Wat... what happened?”
He was staring at her. "Didn't Howard tell you?"
"Tell me what ?"

"There were so many cancel | ati ons because of the bad
publicity that we

decided it would be best to call it off. | asked Howard
to tell

you. "

“"To tell you the truth, |I've been having sone probl ens
wth ny

menory. "

Lara said softly, "It doesn't matter." She took one | ast
| ook at the

beautiful room "I had ny fifteen mnutes, didn't |?"

n W]at ?Il

"Not hing." She started to wal k toward the door.



"Lara, let's go up to the office. There are sone things
t hat have to
be wound up."

"Al right.” I'"ll probably never be in this building
again, Lara
t hought .

In the elevator on the way up to the executive offices,
Jerry said, "I

heard about Keller. It's hard to believe he was
responsi bl e for what

happened. "

Lara shook her head. "I was responsible, Jerry. 1"l
never forgive

nysel f."

“I't"s not your fault."

She felt a sudden wave of |oneliness. "Jerry, if you
haven't had your

di nner yet..."

"I msorry, Lara. |'mbusy tonight."

"Ch. That's all right."

The el evat or door opened, and the two of them stepped out.
"The papers that you have to sign are on the conference
roomtable,"

Jerry said.

"Fine."

The door to the conference roomwas closed. He let Lara
open t he door

and as she did, forty voices started to sing out, "Happy
birthday to

you, Happy birthday to you..."

Lara stood there, stunned. The roomwas filled wth



peopl e she had

wor ked with over the years-the architects and contractors
and

construction managers. Charles Colin was there, and

Pr of essor

Meyer s.

Horace Guttrman and Kathy and Jerry Townsend's father. But
the only one

that Lara saw was Philip. He was noving toward her, his
arns

outstretched, and she suddenly found it difficult to

br eat he

"Lara. .. It was a caress.

And she was in his arns, fighting to hold back the tears,
and she

t hought, |I'mhone. This is where | belong, and it was a
heal i ng, a

bl essed feeling of peace. Lara felt a warm gl ow as she
held him This

is all that matters, Lara thought.

Peopl e were crowdi ng around her, and everyone seened to be
tal ki ng at

once.

"Happy birthday,..."
"You | ook wonderful..."
"Were you surprised...?"

Lara turned to Jerry Townsend. "Jerry, how did you....
He shook his head. "Philip arranged it."

"Ch, darling!"

Waiters were conming in now with hors d' oeuvres and dri nks.

Charles Colin said, "No matter what happens, |'m proud of
you, Lara.



You said you wanted to nmake a difference, and you did."

Jerry Townsend's father was saying, "I owe ny life to this
wonman. "
"So do |I." Kathy sml ed.

"Let's drink a toast,"'
boss | ever
had, or ever will have!"

Jerry Townsend said, "to the best

Charles Colin raised his glass. "To a wonderful little
girl who becane
a wonder ful woman!"

The toasts went on, and finally, it was Philip's turn.

There was too nuch to say, and he put it in five words:
"To the woman |
| ove. "

Lara's eyes were brinmng with tears. She found it
difficult to
speak.

“I... | owe so nmuch to all of you," Lara said. "There's
no way | can

ever repay you. | just want to say"-she choked up, unable
to go

on-"t hank you.
Lara turned to Philip. "Thank you for this, darling.

It's the nicest birthday |I've ever had." She suddenly
remenbered. "I
have to fly back to Reno tonight!"

Philip | ooked at her and grinned. "I've never been to
Reno. . ."

Hal f an hour later they were in the |linousine on their way
to the
airport. Lara was holding Philip's hand, and thinking, |



haven't | ost

everything after all. I'll spend the rest of ny life
making it up to

him Nothing else nmatters. The only inportant thing is
being with him

and taking care of him | don't need anything el se.
"Lar a.

She was | ooki ng out the wi ndow. "Stop, Max!"

The |inmousine braked to a quick stop.

Philip | ooked at her, puzzled. They had stopped in front
of a huge

enpty lot, covered with weeds. Lara was staring at it.
"Lara..."

"Look, Philip! Look!"

He turned his head. "Wuat?"

"Don't you see it?"

"See what ?"

"COh, it's beautiful! A shopping nall over there, in the
far corner!

In the mddle we'll put up |uxury apartnent houses.
There's room

enough for four buildings. You see it now, don't you?"
He was staring at Lara, nesnerized.

She turned to him her voice charged with excitenent.
"Now, here's ny

pl an.

t he end
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