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 -1l 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 could visualize the Gand Ballroom of the Caneron

Pl aza, where the

party was being hel d. Baccarat crystal chandeliers would
hang fromthe

ceiling, prisns of light reflecting a dazzling dianondli ke



brilliance.

There woul d be place settings for two hundred guests, at
t wenty
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 freesias.

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

i ced.

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

Waiters, 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

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



with hazel nut 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 hi gh

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

Canmer 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 fl ooded 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 Wirkout 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
Thonpson 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 trai ner,

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 nonment 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 America 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 many 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'll 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
Anericas. 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 repl enished.

Howard Kell 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 comm tnent. 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 long 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 delegation |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 MrningAnerica this
norni ng. |'ve
been getting a lot of calls.”



"What about Forbes?"

"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
tal 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'Il 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 ne 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 hinf"
“"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

st opwat 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?"

"I 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 tinme 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 fellow
probably m squot ed
some of my..."

"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 nmy 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?"

"Conme 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 nmuch 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 me, 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 nme. Seriously, |
sinply hire the
best people for the job, and | pay themwell."

Too sinplistic, Thonpson 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 sm|e 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. 1t

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 nme 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, mnmy 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 sumer. 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,
too."

Her voice was filled with passion. "You nust understand
sonet hing, 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.
I"mable to

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

can raise famlies and have decent I|ives.

That's what was inportant to nmy 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 rthday 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 means
"“wel | known' or

‘fanobus.” 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 must 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
G 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 wife 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. "Damed 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
cooking 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 3 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 el se was to
bl ame. Over

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

martyr. \Wen 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 James was not interested in waiting five years.

Wt hout consulting anyone, he invested the noney in a

w | dcat oil

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

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

fool, Janmes, 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 salaries 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 MacAl |l ister

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 Canmeron 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'l|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, enploynment 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
enjoy 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 wai ting

for him

"The doctor is in wi' Peggy," one of the nen 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 goi ng' on here?" Janes asked.

The doctor straightened up and | ooked at Janes with
di staste. "You
shoul d have had your wife conme 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.
| couldn't

save the boy."

"Ch, 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 sai d 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 determ ned 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 himranble 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 wwth 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 James Caneron, there were
twent y-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
hi m 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 si X, 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 Caneron

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 nost no
contact with

ot her chil dren.

The foll ow ng Monday Big Bertha dropped her off at St.
Anne's G amar
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 nmuch." 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 rai sed. "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 seened 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 |unch, the other children took out their
col orful

little lunch pails and pulled 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 nade 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 games 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 nade
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,

fi shermen, 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 mners 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 Janmes 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 dowmy 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.

James 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 nmean 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

visited 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 them when 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 woul d 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 games, 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 Honme," 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

Kilmchael. 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 argued 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

I 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 |ike 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, handsonme 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 | help you?"
And 1'1l 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 became 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 reginments 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 governnment 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
Sstreets.”

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'll 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 ster studied the scrawny, unkenpt girl standing
before him

"You' re James 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 hen"

"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
hesitated. "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,
sonet 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
doi n" 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. "I'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 sonehow, they all nanaged to cone up with the noney.
Lara was infl exible.

"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.
I f Lara had thought that her father's illness would bring
hi mcloser 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 into 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 grown 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 Caneron's face.

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

conpani ons t hey

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 Anerican naned 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."

"What'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

whi |l 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 buil ding
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 information.

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 honmes 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
veget ables..."

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 at e 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 dace

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 persisted.
"Lara, what do you know about putting up a building?"

“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 Commercial streets in the center
of d 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 matter 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?"

"I1"'d i ke to borrow sone noney."

He smiled 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 nme 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.



["'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 name 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 | unbermen 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 Col i n.

"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 |aughed. "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 |
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 hi ng 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 wlling 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 nake 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. "lI... | 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
nmeeting 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."

G inning, 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 foreman, Buzz
Steele.™



He had put up sone of the biggest buildings in 3 ace Bay.
"Good. It's a fine outfit. | would recommend 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 wth
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

becorne. "

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." Wien 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'll 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,
grinni 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 |'I|
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,"” McAllister 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 ne, 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
| nsi de you."

An instant later Lara felt him pushing inside her, hurting
her .

"Wait!" she cried. "I..."

MacAll 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. |If 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 determ ned 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. "

Col i n 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. | 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' |l 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.”

Wien Lara |l eft, 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

insisted. "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

nmor 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."



"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 sonething will 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 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 |l ooking |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 building 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 workmnmen
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. Wrd 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 them were 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. "What's goi ng on?" he demanded.
"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 beginning.

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
jewel 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 look 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 nonent | 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 inner
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

Marshal |l 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 G 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 studyi ng 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 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 wwth 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 .

"Excell 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, "Mss 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."

“I'n 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 paynent. 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 apartnment?" Instead all Howard Keller said
was. "Wuld you

care for nore coffee, Mss Caneron?"

lara roaned the downtown streets again, but this tinme 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

Is one of the Di anond brothers. They own a chain of these
dunps.”

"Where would | find thenP" Lara asked.

The clerk gave her an address on State Street.

"Would you mnd if | | ooked around?"

He shrugged. "Help yourself."” He grinned. "W knows,
you m ght w nd

up being ny boss.™

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 snell.



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?"

"COh, 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 six
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."

"Oh, 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 fromme to buy mny buil di ng?"

It was the sane thing Sean MacAllister had asked her in
G ace Bay.

"Look at it this way," Lara said. "You're really
borrow ng the 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

Kel ler 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 themsonething 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. | like 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 nme wong. We're not a charitable organization.
The wor st

thing that can happen is that the bank will 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 inpress her. Maybe,
Kel | er

t hought, one day I'Il tell her how close | cane to being
f anous. . ..

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 fanobus curve ball... Mantle swings on and n sses!
Strike

t wo!

I f young Keller can strike out the Mck, the Chicago Cubs
will win the
Wrld 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" Quiltily 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
ganme that Howard

Kel l er played in, and he becane an instant convert. He
sought out the

young boy after the ganme. "Wiat 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 esnman, 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 nanme 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 Chicago 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



Ameri can 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 shoul der 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. "

Hs nmother 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 nmust be going through
a change of

life," she stamered. "Your... your father |oves ne very
much.

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 t hat
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.

"1l 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 working at the bank. One day he received a

|l etter from

Betty Quinlan, telling himthat she had fallen in | ove
wi th sonmeone

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 Kel |l 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 noney
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 name 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. I'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 himimredi 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, "Sonmeday |'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'l|l 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 name. 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

honme! " Lara Caneron is sonmeone 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 Kel l 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"I'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 changing 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 comng 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."

"In 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 investnment of ten mllion."

"That's fantastic!" Lara said.

Kel l er grinned. "The governnment 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

I 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 nany 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

there 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 Enbassy 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 Freeman, 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 enpl oyees.
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 wth 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 nent al

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 CGod, "
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 followng 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 men. As Lara wal ked toward the work el evator, one of
t he wor knen

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 worknmen were watching her, all
sm r ki 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 al ways 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 puzzled. "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 gui di 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 some 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

"Qops, 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 | ost all the nobney 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 ber shop 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. Wiat'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 pnment ?"

"That's right. | have ny own equi pnent."
“"Can | think about it? I'lIl 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 nme his insurance noney.



W had a bakery in Florida. |I've been | ooking for a pl ace
just |ike

this. I1'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 woul d 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 cone 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 canme from behind the
counter. He was

in 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. "Ni 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, mss 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 | 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 hing 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 mne.
"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. | 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.

Wi |l e she was havi ng her hair done, she had overheard a
conversation in

t he next boot h.

"We're going to mss you, Ms. Wil 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?"

"Right 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 alnobst twenty years,
and t hey

send ne a nenp 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 |ong 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 sonme Cuban cigars. Do | have the option if
| meet 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 programcall ed
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 savings 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 nham 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 canme 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 "lIs 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
I s a busy

city. And I'Il tell you sonmething else, |lady. 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. We'|

"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. "I could ask Sam Gosden
to..." She
suddenly renmenbered. "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. Someone who can nove fast. Do you
know
anybody?"

"No. But Sam Gosden nenti oned soneone in one of our
meeti ngs. 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
Manhatt 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?"
"Caneron. Lara Caneron."

The secretary | ooked at her quizzically. "Just a nonent.
"1l see
whet her 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 with 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
hersel 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 uabl e
time."

Lara turned and strode out of the office, slammi 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'Il 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
Canmer 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 available."

"Wul 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 canme 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 nonent | 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
oldtinmers, 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, Ivo.

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 nade 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 nmy 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 canpieri 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 farner 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 canmpieri pulled down the victims trousers, and one of
the nmen 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 nman'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 victims 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 nman'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.

I 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 shnment 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 becanme 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?"

| vo was not accustoned to being questioned. "Just do as |

say. |'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-1| 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 