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As natural selection works solely by and for the good of each being,
all corporeal and mental endowmentswill tend to progress toward perfection.

—CHARLES DARWIN, On the Origin of Species

We «till dream what Adam dreamt.

—VICTOR HUGO

PART ONE



THE APPLE

Ireland, 1849

The housekeeper had brought Laviniato the remote place before, to this gully south of the village where
the peat bog finished in asharp edge, diced away like alayer cake. The housekeeper's Sister had married
apeatcutter whose stone and pesat hut crouched resol ute against the unforgiving eements. They were
Cathalics, now suffering under the greet famine.

It was spring and the squares of turf Sitting in piles on the new grass of the returning bog exuded arich
smell that was somehow exciting. The nine-year-old girl glanced back at the hut. The housekeeper, her
wispy gray hair tucked firmly under awoolen bonnet, was in intense conversation with her sster, pushing
the bound food parcelsinto her clawlike hands. Starvation had reduced the woman's femininity to a
series of sharp corners beneath her ragged dress.

Behind her, Lavinia heard the thud of adean, then ringing asthe iron turf-spade found a hidden rock.
She knew it was the boy. He looked to be a good three or four years older than her, with afudge of
curling black hair over the wind-burnt oval of his solemn face. Sheéd noticed him asthey weredriving
toward the small outpost: a skinny, shadowy parody of aman standing by the split pest, scowling at the
gpproaching cart. Here was mystery, and Laviniahad felt her power as she caught him staring at her long
loose hair, the ribbons of her bonnet, the extraordinary whiteness of her clean hands, her fresh face.

Without thinking, Laviniaran toward him while the boy, feigning indifference, kndt to carvea
rectangle with the dean.

"Doyoulikeit here?' She kicked at the soil beside him.
Squinting up, he paused, watching the play of her fingers against the scarlet wool of her cloak.
"It'saliving . . . but you wouldn't know anything about that, aflash missy like yoursdlf."

She skipped around to the other side of his patch of peet, turning the word "flash" around in her mind
until sheimagined she could tagteiit, like the sugar plums her father had brought her from Dublin for
Christmas. The idea made her heart and stomach flutter.

"Y ou think meflash?'

"Hash and pretty, like the sun, like a golden statue that belongsin church.” He sat back, surprised at
how the observation had suddenly made him feel demeaned, unclean. He knew her to be the daughter of
aProtestant vicar, near gentry, and now he found that he resented the pristine naivety of the child, the
plumpness of her forearms visible beyond the deeves of her pinafore. It wasdmost asif he could eat the
child hersdf.



Picking up asod of pedt, he threw it at acrow—the bird's cawing scribbled across the pewter sky as
the black wingslifted it high into the air. Standing, the boy wiped his muddy hands across histhighs, then
looked back to where the two women were still engrossed in conversation.

"If you like, | can show you some magic—an elvin's cave.”

Lavinia hesitated. She knew it waswrong to walk off unescorted, but he looked harmless enough, his
adolescent wrists dangling, hisface as mournful asadonkey's. Besdes, sheliked the burning fegling she
had when he looked at her.

"We cannot belong. Mrs. OBrienwill worry if | amnot in sight.”

But hewas aready leading her away from thefield, his cutter swinging from anotch in hisbelt. She
followed him, clambering down ahidden ravine beyond the bog.

Looking around, Lavinia panicked at their isolation. "Where isthe cave?'

The boy walked acrossto aclump of low bush and pulled it aside to reved the darkened mouth of a
small burrow. Mot likely an abandoned badger's den, Laviniathought, annoyed that he could believe her
s0 gullible; but she still wanted to seeiit, just in case—againg al thelogic her father had taught
her—elvins might really exist. Then, later, back at the vicarage, she would be ableto tell the story to her
whispering box, so that her mother could hear her up therein Paradise.

She hoisted her skirt above her knickerbockers and dropped to the spongy heather to crawl into the
cave.

"If you get closer you will seetheir wee purple eyes glinting in the dark.”

Laviniapeered into the darkness. Behind her, suddenly, she fdlt the strangeness of his hands under her
petticoats, up between her legs. Kicking, she pushed hersdf back into the light as shetried to fight him
off.

To her amazement, she was not so much afraid as surprised when he pinned her againgt the bracken.
As he held her there he supported his weight with one hand while reaching down with the other to his
breeches. The glint of his cutter hanging from his belt pulled at her consciousness. Before she had timeto
think, she'd grabbed it and, with a strange, soft tearing sound, plunged it into the boy's thigh.

He screamed once like an animd. Sherolled from under him and for aminute, they both stared down
at the buried knife. Fascinated, Laviniawatched as blood began to well around the lip of the wound,
gaining histhin burlap breeches.

"Y ou have falen on your own knife, understand?" she said softly. Her cool demeanor sent ashiver
through the injured boy. "If | hear mention of any other explanation, | shal have you whipped.”

Laviniawaited until the boy nodded, hisruddy face now ashen. Then sheran, filled with awild,
thumping exhilaration that she intuitively knew she would have to keep secret, perhaps for her wholellife.

Afghanistan, March 2002



The grandeur of the looming mountains and the clear Sky above contrasted sharply with the hillsde where
the Humvee wound itsway up adirt track.

The rotors of the Black Hawk helicopter beat the air above. Asit swooped down, it reminded Julia
of ahuge angered wasp, asinister danger glinting off the hardened cockpit window.

Two door gunners hung out of it, their M60 machine guns amed straight down at the ground. Julia,
stting in the back of the Humvee, caught view of the soldiers squatting behind the gunners, their faces
camouflaged—striped in green and black paint. One of them blew her akiss.

The lieutenant escorting Juliafollowed her gaze.

"Greenhorns," he said. "War's one long glorious computer game until it's like—oh wow, redl blood,
redl desth."

The Humveetilted asit took a corner. Julia grasped the strap of her seat belt; the flak jacket she
wore under her sweater was a dead weight pressed against her breasts and chest, but it was comforting
dl thesame.

"Colond told me you were on somekind of field trip, so | guess you're not one of them bleeding heart
journos?' Y elling over the sound of the engine, he bent toward her, his bregth acrid evenin the cold air,
and squinted at the name tag bouncing on her chest. " Professor Huntington,” he read doud. "You a
medic?'

"I'm ascientist. I'm out here testing adrendine and hormond levelsimmediately after conflict.”
"They let you do that?'

"Specid clearance.”

Helooked at her strangely then spat out the open window. "Y ou think we like being here?"

She looked away. On the sde of the road, two Afghani boys—their heads wrapped in traditional
tribal scarfs, skinny ankles thrusting out of split Reeboks, old sweatshirts pulled over their kaftans—sat in
aburnt-out BMW. Although they waved at the Humvee, their eyeswere hodtile.

"Some do, some don't."

It wastrue. Many soldiers secretly—or openly—enjoyed the adrenaline-fueled chdlenge of arisky
environment, even among those few who had endured the most brutal conflict. In actudity, an average of
two out of every one hundred combat soldiers never suffered post-traumatic stress disorder—and it was
thistwo percent that fascinated Julia. The geneticist had spent the past three monthsin the Middle East
on aresearch grant from Harvard, testing and interviewing such men: Isradlis, Pakistanis, Americans, and
Brits. Juliadidn't take s des—her agendawas scientific not political. Thiswas her last day; she was
booked on aflight back to Cdiforniathe following morning.

The Humvee bounced over a potholein the dirt track. Aheed, the hillside fell away to reved a
staggering view. They turned asharp corner, only to be blocked by aflock of long-haired black goats
being herded across the road by awizened old man in adusty, stained robe and a pale blue turban. He
waved his gaff at the bleating animals, seemingly imperviousto the vehicle. Juliawondered why the driver
didn't blast hishorn, then redlized he was trying not to attract unnecessary attention. She sensed the
driver and the soldier tensing up. Five miles from the combat zone, and theoreticaly insde friendly
terrain, an ambush was till possble.

Her companion glanced at the driver, who shrugged. "I hate thisbullshit!"



Muttering darkly, the lieutenant clambered out of the Humvee and yelled at the goat herder. The old
man'swrinkled visage stared back at him without a glimmer of comprehension.

In an ingant, the old man dropped to the ground. The lieutenant spun on his heds, looking around
wildly for apossible sniper, but before he had a chance to react, Julia heard the rhythmic pop-pop-pop
of automatic gunfire. The soldier's body thudded against the Humvee, smearing blood asit did down the
window.

The driver accelerated straight toward the startled goats, which scattered, bleating, across the path.
Julia ducked, huddled against the seet. Glass rained down as bullets shattered the front window and the
tires were shot out. Swerving wildly, the Humvee bumped across the stony ground and skidded to a halt.

Juliacould hear the dying driver groaning. Then silence, filled only by the bleating goatsand abird cry
Juliaimagined to be from an eagle. Suddenly there came the chanting of their assailant: Allahu akbar,
Allah isgreat, Allahisall powerful . The Arabic words were defiant, hypnotic, and horribly musical.
Although her senses were taut with panic, Juliagleaned that there was one voice, one set of footsteps.
She waited, amazed by the clarity with which she seemed to be functioning—her single objective,
survivd.

The Humvee door was wrenched open and a dark face materidized: brown eyes, beard, skin
peppered with acne. There was the incongruous smell of chewing gum and, faintly, hashish. Grabbing her
by the shoulder, he pulled her out of the car then wrapped one arm around her neck.

"Scream and | kill you."

Juliasaid nothing, her heart pounding now from anger not fear. Her legs scrabbled againgt the rocky
ground as he dragged her backwards. He was smaller than she was, she estimated, about five foot six to
her fivefoot ten, and dight, his arm bony and sharp around her neck.

In the corner of her vison she saw he carried a jambaya—the traditiona Arabic knife, curved and
embaossed—in hisbdt. With a sudden sdeways lurch, she forced him to trip and allowed her full weight
to fall directly ontop of him, pushing them both to the ground. She jabbed her fingersinto hiseyes. He
screeched. The AK—47 held been holding rattled against the stony ground asit rolled away. In the split
second he lay there stunned, hisarm il circling her neck, Juliareached down and pulled out the
jambaya, then plunged it degp into hisside. It sank without resistance as his screaming battered her
eardrums. Vaguely remembering a briefing on the mechanics of close combet, Juliatried to pull the knife
up through hisbody. He groaned deeply, his grip on her neck dackening.

Juliarolled to the side and scrambled to her knees. The AK—47 lay on the ground beside her. The
man clutched at the hilt of the knifein hissde, hisface dready gray. She picked up the gun and pointed it
at historso. The cam voice of the briefing instructor returned to her in an ingtant: " Squeeze thetrigger . . .
don't pull.”

Sheflicked the safety catch and fired directly into the man's chest. Then she waited—whét for she
wasn't sure. The precision with which she saw and heard everything around her stretched time and space
with arazor sharp clarity. There was no thought; just the listening, and the smell of pine cones and goats
dung, and now the faint metallic tinge of blood on the breeze rolling down from the mountains.

A clatter of sonesfaling down the dope of the hillside caused her to swing round, but the old goat
herder was nowherein sght.

Juliagot to her feet, ill holding the gun, and walked afew steps away from her dead assailant.
Turning her back on him, shelooked down across the ravine to the ancient pine trees still frosted with
snow, indifferent and timeless. She was suddenly overtaken by nausea, aclutching at her womb—not



delayed shock or disgust, but something else, something Julia had suspected ever since she'd bought a
pregnancy test in Kabul. Watched by two doubtful goats, she doubled over and vomited.

Afterwards, she was horrified to discover that she fdt relief but nothing more—no fear, no repulsion
a her own actions. Above her, she could hear the rotating blades of the returning helicopter.

Los Angeles, 2002

As she pushed thetrolley loaded with her old leather suitcase, the battered rucksack covered with
stickers from obscure hotel s in obscure destinations, the stedl case marked " Scientific Specimens'
balanced on top, Juliatried to control the growing excitement drumming at the pit of her ssomach. There's
awaysthat moment of apprehension, she thought, as you walk through the customs exit and onto the
ramp leading to the arrivalslounge. Anticipation tainted with apprehension—uwill you recognize him? Will
you fed the samejolt of intimacy and love you've imagined night after night during the weeks gpart? Or
will estrangement betray you?

The spectatorsleaning over therals cameinto sght. Children, their faces mobile with trepidation,
clutching thelong strings of silver helium balloons painted with hearts saying "1 love you'"; an aged father
holding up ahome-made sign painfully restrained in its controlled emotion—"Welcome Emilio!"; a
mother, dressed asif for aparty, bright blue eye shadow folded into optimistic creases as she tried not to
cry. These were the moments that made up the mythology of families, Julia observed—arriva, departure,
birth, death. She wondered why she was dways so uncomfortable at such events, asif her nature kept
her one step apart, defined her as the commentator.

It was crowded at the bottom of the ramp. The flight had been delayed, security at customs unusually
tight, and Julia sensed restlessness in the anxious spectators.

She scanned the crowd, looking for her husband. A large man, Klauswas always visble. She found
him standing back, watching her looking for him. Their gaze fused and there it was, that jolt Juliawas
aways s0 afraid would one day vanish. Abandoning thetrolley, sheraninto hisarms.

"Wed comehome" he murmured into her hair.

At sx foot five, Klaus wastdler than Juliaby dmost ahead and was the first man who had been able
to envelop her entirely. Every other lover had made her fed ungainly and awkwardly unfeminine because
of her height. Thisfedling of being cradled had been an unexpected revelation: aliberating sensation that
made Julia—awoman who preferred to be in control—finally surrender.

She buried her face in his shoulder and breathed him in. Afghanistan had dready started to recede as
the normalcy of the L.A. airport and her husband's touch anchored her. There and then, she decided she
would never tell him about the ambush and her reaction. Leveling her eyeswith his, she kissed him.

"l was going to ask you to marry me but | seem to vaguely remember we're married aready,” she
whispered. Forgetting they werein a public space, she dipped her handsin histrouser pocket to rub
againg the blind bulge of hispenis: the lucky tdisman of their love.

He groaned softly then extracted her hands. " So that'swhat thisisfor,” he said, grinning and holding



up hisleft hand to indicate hiswedding ring. Turning, he started pushing her trolley to the exit. She
followed reluctantly. "Wherésthe car?'

Two men cameinto Sght—alimousine driver and another individua Juliarecognized immediately.
Colond Hank Smith-Royston was head of the psychology divison of the Department of Defense—the
officid who had originally authorized her research trip. Why were they here, she wondered nervoudly.
Had she violated some protocol she wasn't aware of ? A report of the ambush in Afghanistan had been
filed, and, after assessing her for trauma, they had debriefed her in Kabul and reassured her that any
account of her behavior was both confidential and sedled. So why the escort now?

Reading her face, Klaus squeezed her hand reassuringly. " Sorry, but the DOD ins sted—apparently
they have aproposal that can't wait, and | couldn't resist the prospect of a stretch limo. But don't worry,
I'll St inthe front seet like agood boy."

"We are going straight home?"'
"That's what the big boys promised.”

Rain splattered againg the windows of thelimousine. Juliastared out at the miniature oil wellsthat stood
at the edge of the La Breafreeway; the scaled-down mechanisms with the one metal arm ceaselessy
pumping had aways fascinated her. Colonel Smith-Royston sat beside her. A muscular manin hisforties,
radiating a humorousirony that Julia suspected helped keegp him both buoyant and optimistic in ajob that
was often grim. He had an empathetic air that alowed one to be comfortably silent in his company.

"It'sniceto see you again, Professor,” he said smiling.
"Y ou, too, Colond, but I'm kind of surprised.”

"Indeed. | apologize for my audacity.” He checked hiswatch. "I promise well have you and your
husband home within the hour."

"Youreforgiven. Anyhow, it's good to know my tax dollar now stretchesto amilitary chauffeur
svice"

He laughed. Julia glanced across at Klaus, who was sitting with the driver in the front, behind the glass
partition. She couldn't hear aword he was saying, but from his animated gestures she guessed he was
probably engaging the driver in one of his endless anecdotes about the entertainment industry. Klaus
loved an audience, and he a so loved extracting stories from lay people—gardeners, chauffeurs, cable
technicians—the hidden nuggets of suburban fables.

The colond spoke again, lowering hisvoice. "I know thisisalittle unorthodox, but thereis some
urgency involved, aswell as high security.”

Julialooked at the briefcase resting next to her companion. "If it's about the ambush . . ."

"Professor Huntington, we're in Los Angeles now. Whatever happened over there stays over there.”
"l don't want anyoneto know." Sheindicated Klaus. "Not even my husband.”

"I understand."

Relieved, Juliarelaxed into the plush leather seat. Why was she so ashamed of how she had reacted



in the ambush? What was she—some kind of aberration? She examined her psychology with aforensic
objectivity: she had acted in self-defense and therefore there was some mora judtification to the killing.
But what she found so disturbing was the very private acknowledgment that she had experienced a
complete lack of remorse, or any other emotion.

"Trust me, Professor, the whole incident is buried. I'm here on an entirely different matter. Asyou're
aware, the DOD has followed your work for agood decade now, and certainly in my divison weredl
bigfans”

"Thank you." Shereplied cautioudy, dightly suspicious about where dl thisflattery was leading to.

"To put it bluntly, we're offering you ajob. A commission. Wewant you to establish whether thereis
any possiblelink between genetic makeup and violence that we could useto identify potentia crack
combat soldiers specificdly to recruit for our Deltaforce. We're looking for people with agenetic
propensity for close combat without emotiona engagement, who will not, and | repesat not, suffer from
PTSD. In other words, the two percent you are so obsessed with, Professor. Now | know genetic
profiling iscurrently illegd, but were looking to the future here, when everyone will be profiled at birth,
and we will be alowed to approach those natural born soldiers. Look at it thisway: we're offering to
finance—and finance generoudy—the natura trgjectory of your current research.”

Juliastruggled to conced her excitement. To discover such agene function would ensure her own
scientific legacy, and would secure enough funding to keep the small [aboratory sheran at the University
of Cdiforniagoing for decades. Y et she was aware of the potentid pitfals: the scientific complexity of the
research, aswell asthe ethical questions surrounding the location of such a gene function. Indeed, some
research indicated that agene could lie dormant for generations until an externd event—occurring either
in utero or in the devel oping adult—triggered it into activity. Juliaswork involved diminating the obvious
candidate genes, whose various functions were aready known, and isolating new genesthat might be
linked to apsychologica and emotiona predisposition for close combat. If such agene function could be
identified, Juliaknew the army would be quick to capitdize oniit.

The colonel opened his briefcase and pulled out alarge brown file. He pushed it across the sest
toward her.

"Five hundred twins from the veterans database—all potentia subjectsfor the research. Thought a
little groundwork might makeit easer for you."

She waited for amoment, watching him lean forward. She knew he was anxiousfor her to jump at
the opportunity.

"Professor, we both know the terrible cost of post-traumatic stress disorder on ex-soldiers, their
families, and society itsdlf. If we can locate the men who don't ever suffer fromiit, well be doing society
and humanity animmensefavor.”

In the ensuing pause while Julia contemplated the offer, the sound of the rain againgt the windows
seemed to grow louder. The colond glanced out of the window, Julialooked down at his hands; one of
them was clenched, betraying his casua facade.

"Y ou don't have to make adecison now. Slegp onit," he murmured.

Thelimousine turned into Los Feliz Boulevard, then drove past Julid'sloca diner. Shelifted thefile
and rested it on her lap.

"l don't haveto. I'll take the commission.”



4

"It took over an hour to get through customs. I'm amazed they didn't confiscate my samples.”

"Homeland security,”" Klaus said wryly. "The getting of wisdom for thisland fair and free"

Sincetheletha attack on the twin towers of the World Trade Center the previous September,
security had become terrifyingly rigorous. Fear laced the air like a sudden chill in every public space,
from car parksto baseball grounds.

Klaus, hisblack hair sprinkled with sawdust, picked up a chisdl and continued hiswoodcarving.
"Americaislike awoman who haslogt her virginity in agang bang. I'm till surprised it's taken thislong
for the United States to experience aseriousterrorist attack within its borders.”

"Blame our foreign policy. Besides, we've had seriousterrorist attacks before.”

Julia, showered and unpacked, caffeine pounding the last of her energy into ajittery wakefulness, felt
herself being drawn into areluctant discussion when al she wanted was to make love. But after sheld told
Klaus about the job offer, hed been uncharacteristically unsupportive.

"Y ou have got noidea," he said, looking up from hiswork. "Europeis made from war. Look at the
Bakans, the Basgue movement, Northern Irdland. My parents still remember famine under the German
occupation. Europeans wade through centuries of vendettas, racism, and battles over sovereignty every
day on the way to the bus stop. A European can't escape, unless he goes to the New World, and now
it'shere, too. Y ou know you can't take thiscommission,”" he concluded grimly.

Juliakissed him across the wood vise, hoping to defuse his darkening mood. The sawdust dipping
from his hair showered her cheeks.

"Yeah, and | loveyou, too. But if you can think of another way of making the mortgage, I'm opento
uggedtions”

Klaus frowned. "Wonderful, you've been back for two hours and we're dready arguing about my
ingbility to match your income."

"l haveto take the job, baby, it's a huge opportunity.”

"Sweetheart, you aways get so swept up you never seethe broader implications. This will lead to
gendtic prafiling.”
"Not necessarily.”

"Y es necessaxily.”

Juliastood at the workbench that ran aong one side of the tool shed Klaus had redesigned as his
writing studio. Built at the back of the yard in the 1950sfor a previous resident's wayward teenage son,
the smal hut was made from pale pinethat still exuded a sweet scent in the summer. 1t was Klauss
sanctuary, an inherently masculine domain hung with icons from his Belgian adolescence: Anderlecht
football club posters, a photo from a drunken student reunion, a battered hockey stick, apicture of an
ex-girlfriend, blonde and toothy, on a horse.



Above the desk was a shelf packed with books on script writing; next to that stood ametal cabinet
filled with television screenplaysfiled meticuloudy, the labelswinking hopefully: sci-fi, crime,
supernatural, comedy—a| unproduced.

The workbench was where Klaus relieved hisfrustration with his career by congtructing things—from
small carvingsto cabinetmaking. It was aform of meditation for him, thisrhythm of the wood rasp, the
tattoo and swing of the hammer. 1t was how the writer stopped thinking, and also how he assuaged his
aggravation at the precariousness of the entertainment industry by smashing the occasiona object he had
Created.

"If thereisamutant gene function, and | don't find it, you redize another geneticist will—eventualy.
So why not me?" Julia caressed his shoulder. "Please, let's not argue. | missed you, honey bear.”

Klaus turned back to hiswork without responding.

A hdlf carved head was clamped in the vise attached to the bench, powdery with shavings. Watching
the chisdl bite into the rose-tinged wood, Julia tried unsuccessfully to stop her mind crowding with the
overwheming myriad of ethical questions that always swirled around her research. How did her
colleagues survive? They dl held wildly different opinions. Craig Venter, the maverick who had shocked
the scientific community by using alarge percentage of his own genome asthefirst generic prototype,
was an agnostic who believed dl research was vaid. Hisnemesis, Francis Callins, aborn-again
Chrigtian, believed in gtrict ethical codes on research, but till aleged that the discovery and mapping of
the genome fell under God's plan. Then there was the actua pioneer of the genome, James Watson,
whose origind motivation wasto prove that there was no God, no grand designer of man and nature.

Where did Julia stand among these three schools of thought? The ache of jet lag burned behind her
gyes. She sank into achair and stared over Klaus's shoulder at the small window framing the sky. A
blimp advertisng Dunlop tires floated across a corner of the blue canvas. For amoment the ground
seemed totilt dightly withit, asif Juliawas gtill on the airplane, terrafirmaasinsubstantid asthefdling air
beneath the jet.

The wood shavings curling back like thick locks of auburn hair, Klauss mallet tapping down onto the
end of the carving tool in a ceaseless beat—hboth converged into aseductively familiar rhythm that
pressed Julias recent experiencesin the Middle East into asurredl pastiche that suddenly seemed to
bel ong to somebody else's memory. Y ou're home now, she reassured hersdf. Relax, thisiswhere you
bel ong; no more strange hotel rooms, 4 am. drives through collapsed, war-torn suburbs, the gallows
humor of bored soldiers, no more ambushes.

Outside, the rain had stopped and the afternoon sun caught the top of the bench, transforming the
wood shaving into afine golden powder. Juliatraced an outlinein it with her finge—asmal gtick figure,
aprimitive man with aspear in his hand. She looked at the back of her husband's neck, the soft
feathering of hishairline, the tangible presence of him bringing back the sharp sense of missing him when
shewas away. Two months. They hadn't made love for two months.

She moved behind him and gently bit the back of his neck. The beating of the mallet stopped as,
groaning softly despite hisirritation, Klaus arched his neck in response. Then, pushing back the work
chair, hewrapped hislong arms around her.

They kissed and he bit her lower lip playfully. Even after ten years of marriage, Juliadtill felt that tug of
desire, asif Klauswere anew lover with each seduction. Nevertheless, they did not make love enough,
and she had often puzzled over the awkward bal ance between domesticity and desire. Shewas a
workahoalic, and both of them were cerebrd animalss, easily distracted by anxiety. Sometimes Julia
fantasized about alife where they could be more spontaneous. She'd even contemplated renting aroom



to recreate the excitement of aclandestine encounter, to eroticize thefamiliar.

Sliding her hand around Klauss growing erection, she dipped her tongue into his mouth, curling one
leg around him. He kissed her back passionately, al annoyance evaporating.

He hauled her skirt up over her hips, hisfingers between her legs, playing her. Groaning, she
propelled him toward the dusty old couch against the wall. Pushing him down, she sank to her kneesand
took him into her mouth.

How sheloved the scent of him. It was like coming home; the familiar rich buttery concoction, tinged
with sweat and something alittle darker, was overwhemingly sexud to her, flooding her with a pungent
masculinity that was completely his—hisindividua pheromonefingerprint.

He weaved hisfingersthrough her long hair and she felt him growing harder, tremors of pleasure
running up his cock, histhighs quivering under her hands. He pulled her face up to his and she mounted
him, easing him into her, filling with addicious sense of recognition as both their bodies relaxed into each
other. She paused, the thickness of him causing her to gasp. Searching hisface, she could find nothing but
affection and the history of dl their couplingsreflected in hisirises, achronology of momentslike these,
thelr time together, their intimacy.

And then, their |lovemaking grew more frenzied, the images of Afghanistan, of the spinning whed! of
the Humvee, the blood on the stones, the eyes of the startled goats, dl started to leave her as—with each
gasp—she was drawn into the moment, into this homecoming, this union that was the core of the two of
them.

Her swollen breasts brushed the stubble on his unshaven chin, hislipstugged at her nipples, as,
closing her legs, she drew the ecstasy between them into atight ambiguity, mounting higher and higher
until both of them came—he, buried in the black wave of her hair, she screaming out loud ina
tremendous release of grief and ddliverance.

Afterwards, as shelay in the crook of hisarmpit, Klausran his hands thoughtfully across her breastsand
down to her belly.

"You'rebigger. Your nipples are darker.”

Sheburied her eyesin the underside of hisarms, not wanting him to read them.

"Jlig?"

She said nothing but he felt her heart accelerate under hispalm.

"Y ou're pregnant, aren't you?'

She nodded, her hair brushing his skin. Klaus sat up, ingtantly pulling away from her. "Grest."

She looked up to see hisface buried in his hands.

"It'swhat weve dwayswanted, isn't it?"

"It'sjudt that the timing's so wrong. Y ou have this commission; | have this possible televison series.”

"Whenisit ever right?"



He looked at her then, and smiled uncertainly.
"Klaus, | want this baby."

Kneding, he placed hishead againgt her belly. "Uwl moeder is een genie," he murmured to the
unborn child.

"I'm not sure that's going to make him bilingud. But it'sagood beginning. And no, I'm not agenius.”
"Your Hemish isimproving. How do you know it'saboy?'

"Feminineintuition. What do you think of the name Aidan James—after my grandfather and
great-grandfather? James Huntington.”

"Okay, my love, Aidan James Huntington-Dumont it is. Julia, Klaus, and Aidan—fantadtic. Lifeis
good. It'sal going to be okay."

For one smal moment Juliawondered whether he wasn't just trying to convince himself.

The Amazon, 1856

Colond James Huntington stood taller than the men around him, agood foot taler. Gilo, hisassstant and
trandator, adjusted the large box camerathat perched awkwardly at the edge of the clearing. Amid the
plumes of white curling smoke and againg the thick green jungle foliageit looked absurdly incongruous:
an icon of amodern world set in aprimordia landscape. The anthropol ogist worried whether Gilo would
be able to capture a clear image. The Bakairi had agreed to alow the Colonel to be photographed during
theritual but not themselves. After the Colonel had explained the workings of the camera and assured
them it would not steal their spirit—which seemed to be their prevailing fear—and that the instrument
would carry their story around the world, the shaman had reluctantly allowed the photography of the
villagersin dl other practices, but not this—the conjuring up of Evaki, their goddess of day and night.

The tribesmen had inssted that the Colonel be near naked for the ceremony, hiswhite skin smeared
with ochre. He fdt as though he were now in the skin of another man—a creature of ingtinct, despite his
scientific bent, his bare feet anchored against the spongy moss and undergrowth, the earth throbbing
beneath him as the halucinogenic trickled through his veinslike athick honey. Already, the branches
above him writhed and the sky had begun to turn.

Hewasto beinitiated as the twenty-second in agroup of shamans, and, in keeping with the triba
laws, had fasted the day before to purify his spirit. There waslittle James Huntington wanted more than
this—to beinvited to participate in an ancient ritual no white man had been involved in before. The lure of
both experience and knowledge was irresstible. The anthropologist's knees trembled, and his ssomach
clenched in rhythm with the drums that four young boys—no older than ten—played beside the fire that
burned in ashdlow pit in the center of the cleared arena. The other twenty-one initiates stood around
him, forming acircle. In the center stood the chief shaman, his broad wizened face solemn with
concentration, the band of red ochre across his cheekbones highlighting the piercing inteligence of his
black eyes.



The shaman—the wise man of the village—sensed conflict within the Colonel. Awed by the age and
muscularity of the veteran soldier, he perceived the white man had avaluable soul. As he traced the facia
scar the Colonel had received in the Crimea, he promised that the haf of the soldier's soul that had been
torn away from him in battle would come back to him if he had the strength to face the Goddess.

With the help of two boys, the shaman lifted the ritual mask—an elongated face with huge lidded
eyes, astreak of yellow ochre for anose, ascreaming circle for amouth, and fringed by reeds that hung
to the ground—and solemnly placed it over the white man's head and body.

The heavy scent of the oiled wood mixed with the smell of the pungent soil, filling the Colond's
nostrils. The mask hung heavily; it felt asif it were fused to his skin. His heart thumped as he mimicked
the movements of the dancers around him: arms arching up to the heavens, evoking the spirit of each of
the Gods their masks represented—the earth, the river, and the risng moon, a pale coin suspended
above them. The dancers armswhirled about him faster and faster, until they transformed into festhered
limbs and he fdlt the Goddess becoming him, he becoming her—the great bird that delivered man at birth
and took him up at desth. And now, infused with the drug, the Colondl saw how Time could be broken
down into a series of moments, each layered upon the next, and how those moments need not be linear.
"I am Evaki!" he screamed out, encouraged by the shaman who whirled atorch around and around,
creating aspird of trailing embers and light that seemed to arch up to the very heavens. At the center of
that burning helix Huntington suddenly saw himsdlf asachild, then at the age he was now, and findly the
terrible specter of his own death. The panting breath of hisfear filled his eardrums, as, sumbling, he
struggled to stay in rhythm with his companions, the dancing messengers, their shiny legsand arms
making acradle for histerror as the Goddess rose from the smoke of the fire with nothing but her
eyes—vagt and recognizably human, floating like leaves sivept up in the heat.

Where there is death there must be life, she whispered and the Colonel felt the words through the
rattling cage of hisribs, through his very bones, and knew then that he must beget an heir, ason, and that
within thisreveation lay his ddiverance.

Ireland, 1858

The carved ivory head of the walking stick wasin the form of a snarling gorillaand had aferocity that,
privately, Colone James Huntington found comforting. Just as Maoses had held up the golden cdlf, he
could hold up the stick and wave it at the indifferent godsin righteousindignation, the monkey sneering
for him. But the Colonel was not arighteous man. Inal hissoldiering, dl histravels, hewasyet tofind a
reason to believe in anything but the relentlessness of Nature, that onward grind caled life—the grimacing

ape.

Heflicked aribbon of seaweed across the pooling sand. Thetide was on itsway out and the
foreshore was broken by aridge of rock pools, each glassy pond atill, tepid eye beyond which the Irish
Seathrashed. | should like to be a better man. Would marriage make me s0? It was arhetorical
question. He had dready made up his mind, sometimein the early hours, having examined his options
from every angle, turning them over like an hourglass, cdculating the various ways the sand might trickle,
finaly concluding that whichever way the instrument was turned, the sand did indeed travel grain by grain.
Timeran only oneway.



At forty-seven, the Colond was haunted by his own mortality. Arthritis beat hollowly in hisleft
shin—a battle wound from Sebastopol—and there was more gray in his whiskers than he cared to
acknowledge. He had arrived at that time of life when aman is confronted with the legacy of his
conquests; in his case, aseries of unsatisfactory liaisonsthat he regarded as afestering collection of
regrettable memories. A libertine, whose sensud pleasures transcended the notion of gender, James
Huntington was, naturdly, intensely private about his pursuits. Recently, old diversions had ceased to
excite and he was now driven to extremes to experience any stimulation—intellectua, emotiona, sexud,
or otherwise. Consequently, his erotic expeditions had of late become increasingly perilous, asif
propelled by an unconscious compulsion to destroy his socia standing. He was at a crossroads:. the path
he was on could lead to socia disgrace, or worse, but dl the future seemed to hold was further
decadence and an erosion of the primary moras he, at least mentally, subscribed to—truth, honor,
fiddity.

A bubble broke in the sand ahead and he wondered about the sand-worm benesth. Did such
creatures mate? Or did they reproduce asexualy? The answer escaped him but his resolution rushed
back anew. The epiphany he had experienced in the Amazon held true: he must procreate, and the
seventeen-year-old girl gpproaching him was adestiny any hedonist might wish for.

"It isan uncommonly beautiful day, do you not think, Colond Huntington? It isearly for the west
coast to experience sunshine as glorious asthis.”

The Colond looked up from his sandworm and smiled, amusement crinkling around the eyesthat
Laviniacould never quite decide on as blue or green; they seemed to change with the emotions of their
owner.

Laviniaglanced back to where the gray stone and wood of the cottages and fishermen's shacks
followed the mouth of theriver to where it spilled into the sea. She knew that Maggie O'Dowell, the
postmistress, would be spying on her, tutting like a parrot as she fantasized about al kinds of immora
behavior that she could report to the four local widows who sat in judgment on every young woman this
sdeof Killarney. Laviniaknew she was aready damned: for her arrogance, for her youth, and for the
worst sin of al—ambition. Lord help meif | am aso to be condemned as whore, awoman who waks
hatless and chaperondesswith aman.

Laughing at her own irreverence, Laviniapulled off the straw bonnet, letting her hair fall to her waist.
Her neck, bared, burned under the Colonel's gaze and, tilting her head at an angle that she knew would
flatter the strong planes of her face, she prayed silently, Ask me, ask me now, you must. You will be my
husband, and | your wife, and you shall lift me high like the wind and carry me away fromthis
atrocious backwater that isa murder for my spirit. The slent invocation bubbled under the crashing
waves.

Colone James Huntington was the first man—aside from her father—who had taken her aspirations
serioudy and she had decided to love him for it. He was a so the only man she/d met who wore spats and
avevet waistcoat and had an expensive gold pocket watch with his name inscribed on the back. The
Colond was the epitome of the cultured English gentleman, inhabiting aworld he had described to her as
afascinating paradox of ambition and greed, beauty and terror; aworld Laviniawas now convinced
would be her salvation.

The cottage chimneys were smoking and under the fecund odor of burning peet, she imagined she
could detect the very smell of the prejudices and fears that shackled al of the village's one hundred and
fifty-six inhabitants, censoring even their dreams. It was a stench compaosed of body grime, the blistered
ink of fading postcards from relativesin faraway places and other peopl€sinfiddities dipped like
whispers between the billowing laundry—rags worn for so long they had become threads.



Laviniaskipped afew paces on the sand, then waved her hat defiantly at aclump of seagullsthat
threw themsdlvesinto the air screaming. Even the birds sound disapproving, she thought. A pox on them
al; shewas determined that Lavinia Elspeth Kane was destined for bigger things, for alife that would
leave an indentation on theworld, even if it were less than a chicken's scratching.

Watching her dance the Colond lifted his head to breathe in the breeze. The fresh sdlt air chased the
exhaugtion from his bones. The young woman standing before him, so charmingly seductivein her violet
smock and buttoned leather boots, the hedls of which were now splattered with wet sand, her inky hair
loosened like ashimmering waterfall, was from an entirely different class dtogether. Infact, it wasonly by
acapricious and wondrous synchronicity that the two individuals there on the strand, buffeted by the
Gaelic wind, knew each other at dl, brought together by a coincidence of eventsthat pivoted entirely
upon the very humble Liparis liparis, otherwise known as the common seasnail.

The Reverend Augustus Kane—L avinias father—was awidower Presbyterian minister whose lack
of passion for the sermon was matched only by his passion for the study of al things naturd, including
Man himsdlf. In Nature, he had told his daughter more than once, lies God and in Nature aone.
Blasphemous words, particularly in that part of the world where the gpostles, the moneyed landowners,
and the English had abandoned the ordinary man during the terrible years of the famine. Perhapsit was
this profanity, and the Reverend Kane's noticeable want of enthusiasm for the thestrical, that had caused
his parishionersto dwindle to amereloya seven.

The patronage of Lord Lahmont, the local landowner, kept the small church open asits graveyard,
packed with tombstones jammed like playing cards, was the only Protestant cemetery within afifty-mile
radius.

One blustery damp morning, the minister had made aminor discovery about the gender and sexudity
of the Liparisliparis. Elated, he had danced in the churchyard in therain, wearing just his dressing gown
and Wéllington boots—an act that set many of theloca Catholicsto muttering about the powerful
disrespect of the Protestants for al things sacred.

Despite a subsequent heavy cold, the reverend wrote up hisfindings and they were published in the
London, Edinburgh, and Dublin Philosophical Magazine and the Journal of Science. Hisflorid and
compellingly graphic prose had caught the attention of Colond Huntingtorn—himsalf an amateur
naturalist—and a correspondence had been fostered upon this commonality of interests. The letters had
blossomed into afriendship of sorts, and the Colonel became aregular visitor to the Kane household.

Now, Colonel Huntington walked alongside to the next rock pool. A small crab scuttled from under a
piece of seaweed and threw itsalf with endearing desperation into the glassy shadows of the tilled
seawater. Catching aglimpse of Lavinias narrow ankle as she negotiated the uneven terrain, hewas
reminded of thefirst time he had set eyes on the young woman—then a shy pubescent, whose swelling
curveswere just beginning to soften her birdlike frame.

A dimfigure lipped with a crescent of sunlight, Laviniahad stood before her father's desk, ahuge
conch shdll held deferentialy in her hands as she recited first the definition of the creature then a précis of
its habitat, both in fluent Latin, to the proud delight of the reverend.

Despite the recent additions of frills and petticoats, the young woman relished il the dissection of
specimens and could converse easily about the digtinctions of various plant life and the manner in which
gpecies varied and mutated. The promise of mentoring such innocence was dangeroudy tempting to the



Colond. He needed awifeto relieve him of theincreasing stress of compartmentalizing his private life
from his public life, and he needed a child. With the detached eye of a scientist he assessed that Lavinia
had three mgjor assets: intelligence, youth, and, most enticing of dl, anonymity. Her lineage was so
mundane that Society would not be able to place her. Inherently a provocateur and amaverick, the
Colonel was excited by the audacity of introducing such acregtureinto hiscircle. Ashiswife, Lavinia
would be entirely his cregtion.

When Colond Huntington had arrived unexpectedly from London the month before, Lavinia, whose
notions of love were informed solely by copious readings of Victor Hugo, Stendha, and George Sand,
had assumed that the long walks they took along the shores of the Irish Seamust be aform of courtship.
But after weeks of convoluted smdl talk, she had begun to fear that his only interest might genuinely be
her education.

Then one evening, after her father had discreetly retired, the Colond had lifted her mouth to hisand
dipped hishand insde her bodice. Shocked, she had stood there frozen, with his warm hand over her
breast, astounded by the trickling excitement that ran from her nipplesto the very core of her.

But that was aweek ago and the Colond still had not proposed. Could he be exploiting her status?
After al, Laviniawas the penniless daughter of a Presbyterian minister with no dowry and few marriage
prospects, and he was the son of a Viscountess, independently wedthy with atown housein Mayfair and
acountry housein West Scotland. There waslittle but the gossip of the village to stop him from making
her hismidress.

It wasthis anxiety that had kept Laviniaup most of the night. At the very least, respect for her father
would surdly prevent him considering such an arrangement. But the Colond was aworldly individua who
could afford anything and anyone he wanted.

Today, however, he gppeared nervous, unexpectedly formal—Ilike anoble predator, normdly soin
control of itsterritory, suddenly cornered and befuddled by an unforeseen change of locale. Lavinia
would have found it amusing except for her own fears. He must ask her; any delay now would endanger
her reputation.

The Colond took her arm and together they peered into the rock pooal.

"These habitats are amicrocosm of the greater world, my dear,” he said. "A miniature metropolis
filled with predators, prey, scavengers and those individuals who cling to the edge of life and smply
observe, praying that today will not be the day they are eaten. Lavinia, London society isfar more
ruthless, far crueler, particularly toward aspeciesit cannot place.

Laviniapeded off her glove and wove her fingersthrough his. Her skin felt ddlicioudy cool and, to his
surprise, the Colond felt the stirrings of genuine emation.

"Yes." Thegirl's voice was confident, determined.

Helooked sideways, trying to read the blue band of her eyes, dazzling in the sun.
"Y eswhat, my dear?'

"Yes, | will marry you."



Los Angeles, 2002

Carlawaited in the lounge room, tapping her foot nervoudy. Unable to keep still, shewalked over to the
fireplace. A frenetic energy seemed to beat benegath her tranducent skin, arestlessness—some might call
it unhappiness.

Sheran her finger dong the mantelpiece, past the pictures of Klaus and Julia—the wedding photo, the
holiday in Cuba, Juliareceiving her doctorate. As Julia's closest friend, Carlaknew the history of each of
the picturesintimately, dmogt asif they were her own memories.

Her finger paused at the photograph of Klausin Antwerp, posing outside his university. Taken when
he was twenty, it was one of the few imagesthat pre-dated the marriage. His face appeared optimigtic,
asyet unlined by disappointment. Carlatraced his mouth. Do not make judgment, do not, she caught
hersdf thinking, before glancing away. | love both of them—that's the terrible paradox.

A large portrait hung over the fireplace. It was of ayoung woman dressed as the goddess Diana and
gtting in amossy glen, aquiver dung over her shoulder. A baby boy played at her feet. In the foreground
lolled the majestic head of a huge stag the goddess had just shot down, the arrow still impaedin his
rust-colored hide. An engraved brass plaque set into the bottom center of the frameread: Mrs. Lavinia
Huntington as Diana. Darcy Quinn, Dublin 1860.

The young woman looked no older than about seventeen, and was clothed in adraped tunic that
provocatively displayed one naked shoulder, her hair incongruoudy coiffed in eaborate coils. But it was
her expression—the direct gaze that stretched beyond the canvas and the artifice of her setting—that was
most captivating. An unnerving intelligence shonein the blue eyes. Carla stared back &t her, and found
that the realism of the young woman's stare made it difficult not to fedl, as a spectator, that one was both
an impostor and avoyeur.

Despite the summer heat beating in through the windows Carla shivered. Sheturned at the sound of
her friend entering the room.

"I've never seen this painting before," Carlasaid.

"An inheritance from my father, | had it hung just before my trip. It'smy paternd great-grandmother,
LaviniaHuntington, painted in the early days of her marriage to my great-grandfather, James. Hewasan
eminent explorer and gentleman soldier and wanted her painted as Diana as atribute to his own exploits.
The child at her feet ismy grandfather, Aidan. See the dead stag? That wasweirdly prophetic—Lavinia
stood trid for her husband's murder just ayear later.”

"Jesus, Julia, did shedo it?"

"My grandfather ways claimed that she was innocent.” Juliaheld out the wrapped present. "Sorry, it
took awhileto get through all the boxes, but hereit is. Don't get your expectations up too high—it's sort
of humorous."

"Thanks"



Carlasubmitted reluctantly to Julials embrace and the two women held each other briefly, the sunlight
danting in through the low windows throwing their melted shadows into stark relief. The blonde-haired
televison producer wasten years younger than Juliaand agood ded dighter in frame and in height. If
Julia had been an observer, she would have seen Carla staring emotionlesdy over her shoulder, but,
holding her friend in her arms, she was oblivious.

Pulling the paper free, Carlaglanced down at a set of DV Ds, the cover showing acheap Xeroxed
image of aman holding agun to awoman's head, then laughed as she recognized the title benesth—a TV
series she'd worked on.

Juliasmiled. "l found them on thistiny stall on the West Bank—counterfeited copies, subtitled in
Arabic. | couldn't resst.”

"| guessthat makes me an internationally renowned producer,” Carlaremarked ironically as Julia sat
down beside her. "Y ou look amazing. Two months striding through the killing fields of the Middle East
suitsyou.”

"Wéll, I'm definitely changed, but I'm not sure| like what I'm turning into. It's the Minotaur
syndrome—the monster within. Therés adefinite danger of becoming poaliticaly cynica—the disease of
themordly bereft."

"Let me guess you don't believein free will and Democrats anymore?”

"Try secular democracy, capitdism and satellite technology . . ."

"Wow, isthere anything left?"

Juliasmiled. "I dunno—reproduction, white picket fences, escapist televison?'

"You are changed. Next thing | know well be doing baby showers and the outlet malls."

They had dipped into their particular banter—a humorous shorthand developed over theyears. Julia
loved this breezy word play; it was agrounding distraction from the pressures of her work. Apart from
Klaus, Carlawas Julia's closest companion, the friend who had counsaled her through the bouts of
professond insecurity that, a times, had threstened to overwhelm the geneticist. Juliaregularly discussed
her more private and lateral theories with Carla, spilling them in an impassioned stream across the warm
afternoons spent together on the back porch, margaritasin hand. The two friends functioned as emotional
ballast for each other; in acity astransent and disseminated as Los Angeles, one needed such
camaraderie to survive.

"Unconditional friendship, it'sahell of aburden,” Juliajoked, but Carlaaverted her eyes. dulia
wondered what was troubling her normally resilient friend. Despite the armor of her professionalism,
Carlahad atenderness that shimmered at unexpected moments—an aspect of her persondity Julia had
aways found redeeming. But now, sensing Carlawasin one of her morose moods, she decided to wait
before telling her she was pregnant.

The bleeping of Carlas pager cut through the sun-laced air.
"Gredt, the gpas confirmed. We have fifteen minutesto get there.”

As shefollowed Carlaout of the room, Julianoticed that the portrait of Lavinia Huntington was
askew. While straightening it, she caught the reflection of fingerprints glistening on the brassframe.



They lay opposite each other in the small pine-lined sauna, so tightly wrapped in towelsthat Juliafdt asif
she had been spun into a cocoon. The steamy hegt sent rivulets of sweat down her body to pool in the
hollows of her collarbone, between her breasts, in her navel.

Thedim light and the scent of orange and jasmine—the droplets of oil Szzling on the grid of the
seamer—gave the room a confessiona intimacy, asif there would be no consequences of words spoken
behind the thick pine door.

Juliaclosed her eyes and felt two more large drops of sweet form and then run down either side of
her face.

Restless, Carlasat up and moved to the lower shelf. Acrossthe room Julia'slong pale form looked
like alanguid marble statue. She spoke out into the steam.

"It'sfunny, you can fed your physical sdf diminishing. Hest redly strips usright back to essentiads”
Carladidn't answer. Worried, Juliaopened her eyes. "Y ou ill with me?”

“I'm here. I'm just concentrating on swesting."

"So what's new on your emotiona horizon?"

"Nothing."

"C'mon, something must have happened in two months?”

Fearing she might betray hersalf, Carla stared at the light above the door until asmal red dot danced
infront of her retinas.

"I'veresigned mysdlf to akind of saf-indulgent sngledom. | mean, I've done the usua dates but
nothing'sredlly grabbed me. . ." She paused, waiting for Juliato detect the disingenuous tone she herself
heard in every word. To her amazement (and strange dismay), her friend believed her.

"Don't give up. Youll find someone, | know you will."

Sudden tears welling, Carlaturned her face to the pinewadll. "'l should get out now." As she started to
stand, the heet of the wooden floors burned the soles of her feet.

Juliarolled onto her front. "Carla, | killed aman.” Thewords legpt out of the misty steam,
incongruous and unbdievable. "In Afghanistan. It wasin sdf-defense, but it was akilling nevertheless.”

Stunned, Carla sat back on the bench. "Oh, dulia”

"l haven't even told Klaus. But | need to tell someone, herein Los Angeles, just to makeiit redl.”
"How?How did it happen?’

"There was this ambush, my escort and driver were killed, he pulled me out of thecar . . ."
e

"The assailant—he was just akid. God knows who he thought | was—maybe some VIP he could
use to trade with. He had his arm around my neck, we stumbled and | managed to wrench hisknife out .



"Jesus. | would've been petrified with terror.”

"Somehow | wasn't—everything dowed right down, into an emotionless clarity. | did what | had to
dotosurvive”

"Areyou okay now?"
"That's the obscene part—I actudly fed guilty about not being more affected. It'sfrightening . . ."
"What'sfrightening?"

"To know I'm capable of such detachment. | fed so ashamed, like some kind of freak. Promise you
won't tell anyone. | just want to bury the whole thing, Carla. | need to.”

Now that Juliahad actually said the words, confided the terrible truth, she felt atremendous sense of
relief. It wasn't absol ution—that, she knew shewould never find.

The snow that shimmered on the peaks of the San Gabrid mountain was arare sght and aways
aurprised dulia. Origindly from San Francisco, she dill found it hard to credit Los Angeles with any innate
beauty, though in redlity the sprawling metropolis was veined with canyon walksthat, in summer, were
pungent with the scent of eucayptus and pine, while the indigenous scrub peppered the landscaped hills
with a sparse beauty. And there was a splendor to the tall pamsthat lined even the seediest of the
downtown boulevards, their languid swaying made Juliathink of seaweed undulaing inaninvisble sea
Mi ciudad hermosa. Julialiked to think of the city as an aging actress, whose loveiness il glimmered
beneath the paint and surgery.

Severd shopping bags sat next to her in the passenger seet. They were filled with baby clothes; three
cotton jumper suits, two bonnets, and atiny silver raitle. She also bought abook on pregnancy her
gynecologist had recommended; ironically shefdt, asagendticist, she knew everything scientific there
was to know about the developing embryo, but little as awoman. Sheld even been amazed to find hersdlf
outsde a baby clothing store in the Beverly Center shopping mall. She knew it was rash to buy such
things when she hadn't quite finished her first trimester, but she hadn't been able to resist the temptation.
Waking in and purchasing the clothes had felt like a public declaration of her pregnancy, and her
exhilaration, sanding there holding the small pale blue suit, the empty feet impossibly tiny, had astounded
her.

Juliareached across and caressed the bags, the sense of her future comforting under her hand. She
turned back to the road.

The Lexus swept past a huge poster of the latest celebrity actor with political ambitions. Hisresolute
jaw and gunmetal eyes made it impossible to separate the man from the action hero. None of Julias
friends—typically nonchaant Democrats—viewed his campaign asared threst. It al seemed too
bizarre—especidly the rumorsthat he might run for Senate the following year. Juliatook him serioudy,
however. A secondhand comprehension of the film industry made her aware of the existence of aparale
world, auniverse where the davish worship of celebrity underpinned an aberrant pecking order. Could a
man who had played arobotic killing machine run for Governor? At the dawn of the twenty-first century
the cult of celebrity made anything possible and the Actor/Candidate himsalf embodied the great dream.
Darwin would have approved, Julia observed wryly.



Lights spluttered then glowed astheloca cinema switched its Sign on; while on the opposite side of
the street the usud line of tourists and moviegoers queued in front of Pink's, the famous frankfurter sall
that had been in existence since the 1930s, with its hand-painted signs reading "Polish Dog," "Hotdog,"
"Chili Dog" swinging from the white wooden frame benegth which three Latinos Iabored over boiling

pots.

LaBrea—awide boulevard lined with furniture stores, antique shops, and the occasiona shopfront
with "Psychic" scrawled across the glass—was imbued with the same impermanency like many of the
blocks south of Hollywood, where brick veneer mixed with afrontier-town sensibility. It was asif the
ever-present awareness of catastrophe, natural or otherwise, made it impossible for the Los Angdlino to
ever redly relax into the landscape.

The geography of Hollywood was aso an atlas of Julid's marriage. She drove past the tapas bar
where she and Klaus had had their first date and remembered how held given off the jittery auraof the
recently arrived, defiantly un-American in hisformal dress pants and linen jacket.

Tdl and big-boned, Klaus was a combination of French and German ancestry—his physique northern
European; his high cheekbones, black eyes, and black hair athrowback to the ancient Celtswho had
settled the cities of FHlanders. Attractive in afdine, eagle-eyed manner, Klaus seemed to be both awed
and revolted by the insatiable appetites of the entertainment industry. The son of aretired Belgian
diplomat, he was fluent in English and hed arrived in L.A. asagtringer for asmall Belgian online
magazine, which had recently been consumed by an internationa publishing house and was now
compelled to extend its market and take amore popularist direction. Sending Klaus—popular for his
satirical dissections of the big blockbusters—to L.A. had been their first strategy.

By thetime Juliamet him, Klaus had managed, through both his natural charm and doofness, to make
himsalf acommodity at the press conferences held by the Foreign Press Club. However, hisdegreein
philosophy and his left-wing leanings soon made him too sardonic acritic for the machinations of the
promotion of celebrity; besdes, Klaus had his own ambitions. Juliaremembered her secret dismay when,
over tapas, Klaus had confessed dl of this.

"l would like to be area writer—anovelist, or failing that, awriter on one of those TV series about
lawyers and crime. Maybe set in Antwerp,” he confided in his curious Hemish accent, which made Julia
imagine the consonants being ironed flat asthey fel out of his mouth.

Regardless of her reluctance to become involved with someone who appeared so directionless at
thirty, Juliahad smiled encouragingly, then drunk another two glasses of chardonnay, while secretly trying
to fathom whether there was agirlfriend back in Europe, and, if not, what hidden (and potentidly
horrendous) emotiona debris could thisvery attractive single man be carrying? Despite her reservations,
Klaus made her laugh and his attentions were flattering. Having just won her first laboratory appointment,
she was swept away by optimism and so, buoyed by this, their courtship continued.

Nevertheess, her ambivaence lingered for severa weeks, but only seemed to fuel Klaus's advances.
Hewas, she suspected, aman not used to being refused and her hesitancy appeared to both perplex and
excite him. In redlity, the Situation could have gone elther way, Julianow reflected. But then, didn't the
mogt profound rel ationships often start in adeceptively arbitrary fashion? Two strangers waiting to board
aplane, aman reading the same article asawoman in adoctor's surgery, a car denting the bumper of
another. And eventsthat seemed initidly portentous often dwindled away into meaninglessness she
concluded ironically, as she accel erated through atraffic light.

The arbitrary event that propelled her and Klaus's relationship forward was a surprise trip to the
planetarium at the Los Angeles observatory for her birthday. 1t was aweek night and the auditorium was
amog empty—a Texan family and arow of giggling Korean schoolgirls were the only other visitors.



They had sat in the front row to watch the light show of the Milky Way, the guide's pre-recorded voice
sounding out in the darkness like a narrator from the 1950s, from an epoch when, somehow, stars had
seemed more fixed. Suddenly, another tiny beam of light had appeared on the Sagittarius-Carinaarm of

the gdaxy.

"Seethat?" Klaus had whispered, concedling the torch with hisdeeve. "That's the Huntington star,
found on the tattooed arm of the impossible-to-seduce Huntress planet formation . . ."

By thistime the Texan father was hushing them. Juliahad broken into laughter, but to her further
aurprise Klaus had reached into his jacket and pulled out a certificate, which he placed onto her Iap. "No,
redly—the star exists and you own it. Happy birthday."

Their kiss had them falling onto the empty seats alongside, and to Julias acute embarrassment the
Korean schoolgirls broke into applause.

That night they had dept together for thefirst time. There was something unnaturaly familiar about
Klauss scent and skin and, intuitively, Juliahad sensed this would be along-lasting rdationship. They had
aquegtioning intelligencein common; Klauss thinking skipped across disciplinesin asmilar manner to
her own. Juliasfirst degree had been psychology, her second genetics, and they shared afascination for
behavior—human or otherwise. However his physica beauty initialy made her question her own motives:
his rugged masculinity had an authenticity that made people turn and stare, even in atown where physical
beauty wasn't just acommodity, it was commonplace. Juliahad found it hard not to be suspicious and
judgmenta of hisgood looks, even alittle intimidated. But Klauss own indifference to his beauty, and his
deliberate negation of that power, had convinced her not only of his sincerity and monogamy but a so that
he, like hersdlf, valued intellect above everything dse.

Juliaplaced her left hand over her womb. Aidan: her son, their child. She was determined to bea
good mother, an attentive mother in away her own had never been. She had cal culated that her research
would be concluded by the time she was due to give birth, and after that she planned to take ayear's
maternity leave. It was going to be her year for consolidating both her career and her marriage, she
decided, vowing that she would be more thoughtful of Klaussambitionsin the future.

A car hooted behind her; the lights had changed to green. She swung the car into the parking lot.

The Rhindland, 1859

He entered the hotel bedroom unexpectedly, catching her preparing to wash, her chemise unbuttoned to
thewaist, her hair pinned up and flat againgt her scalp. Startled, Laviniafroze, staring at her new husband
inthe mirror, her tiny breasts and boyish figure e ongated and paein the candldight.

They had not yet made love. It was an act Laviniahad been anticipating ever since they had arrived
by boat the night before, but sensing adelicacy, acertain rituaized timing to his courtship, she had
decided to wait for his caress.

Her excitement fluttered wildly at her throat. | have imagined thisfor so long, she thought, trying to
guess at the unawoken lovemaking that lay under her skin like an exotic language, waiting to be



trandated. | am so ignorant of what isto be expected; will | know how to pleasure him? Despite her
anxieties she knew she had begun to love him, her initid infatuation degpening first to admiration then to
thisfierce desreto please him.

Laviniahad discovered she did not like the way other women noticed her husband; his upright
handsome figure attracted glances wherever they went. She wanted him to see her only; to treat her asa
peer but aso as someone he could learn from, rather than dways having to play the mentor. But how,
when their life experience was so unequa ?

Theideathat he should be as preoccupied with her as she had secretly become with him now
possessed her completely. Sitting there, her skin sharpened in anticipation of histouch. But now, astheir
gaze met, it was not how she had imagined. His eyes held just to her face as he moved toward her. She
began to turn.

"Don't move" hesad.

Now behind her, stroking her shoulders, helifted her to her feet, her bony back rippling out of the silk
top of the undergarment. He ran hisfingerslightly down her spine, over the fabric, and to her narrow
buttocks, as firm and rotund as ayoung boy's.

Shivering, shewatched hisfacein thelooking glass, saw hiseyes haf-close. The caress of his
fingertips—the lightest of touches—sent waves of bliss down her back and into the very nucleus of her,
tantalizing her, promising so much more. She wanted him—she wanted him to take her, to exercise his
authority over her.

His hands encircled her buttocks, then hisfingers moved over to her hips and to her sex.

The Colond closed hiseyesfully as he touched her, dreaming of an earlier timein hislife, aless
complicated time. | will love thisgirl; | will. The sound of her quickening breath encouraged hisfingers,
making him forget who he was with and what he was.

When hejudged the moment to be right, he freed himsaf and, bending her over the chair, took her
roughly and swiftly. Hismind full of another scenario, he made love to a specter of hisown imaginings,
but to his astonishment Lavinia cried out in ecstasy—an uninhibited sound of delight that triggered his
own orgasm.

Afterwards, with the eagerness of achild, she covered him with kisses, murmuring over and over how
she loved him. The earrings he had purchased as a gift remained hidden in histrouser pocket—three gold
hoops strung with pearls.

Mama, we have been back in Ireland for six months now, in Dublin. | seem to remember Father
telling me of relatives of yoursin thisfair city. | wish | could make their acquaintance now. But
gtill, it has not been too lonely and you should see this place— have my very own town house. To
be sure, it's a rented accommodation but James has given me permission to decorate it how |
desire, allowing his foolish wife much expenditure. And what a folly | have made of it! It isfull of
feminine indulgence, with all manner of flowers and lace. More importantly, he has sanctioned a
room for my own use, where | have erected a small desk for my note-taking. It is an indulgence |
have only dreamed of!

In the evenings, when he has returned from the university, James often shares his lecture



papers with me and allows me to contribute. What more could a wife desire? | am most deeply in
love with my husband. Oh, | know he can be a formal and cold sort of creature, but this| believe
isthe legacy of hisintelligence. It cannot be easy carrying the experiences and weight of such a
life, and | am determined to support himin whatever manner | can.

Daily my womb grows. If only you were here to see the woman | have become and now to
become a mother myself! | shall have to learn by example and look to the women around me.
James is so joyful over this event and isridiculously solicitous, he must think me made of
porcelain!

Lavinia paused, the plain wooden lid smooth againgt her fingertips. Since the age of five she had
whispered daily into the undistinguished container, the only object she had inherited from her mother.
Despite its humble gppearance, Laviniahad never doubted the achemy of the whispering box. Even now
there was part of her that believed that the benign spirit of her mother was sitting beside her, watching
and ligtening, as she whispered againgt the sandalwood.

Laviniastood on achair, hooking curtains onto arail. The newly sewn drapes were painted with small
red peonies, and she had placed avase with the same flowers on the side table that stood against the wall
of the drawing room.

She paused for amoment to rub the small of her back, her pregnancy, amost full term, weighing
againg her frame. She had astrong sense it was amale child; she had dreamt of asmall boy standing on
ajetty infront of asteamer ship—an isolated and strangdly poignant figure. If it was aboy she had
decided to cal him Aidan.

"Areyou dl right, maam?| redly think it should be me up on that chair, what with you so big." Rose,
the maid the Colonel had insisted on hiring, held the tin of curtain hooks up to her mistress.

"l shdl live. Besdes, they have to be hung exactly s0."

Laviniaattached the last hook and, with Rosie's assistance, clambered down from the chair, then
pulled the curtains open, letting in the sunlight and the view of the walled garden. Positioned on a
secluded bank of the Liffey, the dwelling was small but had its own orchard and land that ran down to the
water's edge.

Their sojourn in Dublin was an indulgence, but the Colond had wanted his wife's confinement to take
place where she would have the support of both her father and his housekeeper, who in many wayswas
Lavinias de facto mother. The Colond had passed the time with a short guest lectureship at the
universty, having severd colleagues on the saff there.

Laviniarested againgt the chair and examined her handiwork. Fabric matching the curtains covered
thelegs of the smal upright piano in the corner and was aso used in the tablecloth. A photographic
wedding portrait hung on thewal, aswedl asasmdl picture of the young Queen Victoria. Apart from a
walnut console table with gilded legs, which Laviniahad purchased herself from an auction house, there
waslittle esein the drawing room. But Laviniawas comfortable; here she was mistress of her own
existence and aready she had managed to establish asmall sdlon composed of some elderly
scholars—peers of the Colonel—and one minor painter, a Darcy Quinn, whom the Colonel had
commissioned to paint Laviniaas soon as the baby was born. They dl visited once amonth, attracted by
the outspoken views of the charismatic young wife and the possible patronage of her husband.



| have come into my own, Laviniaconcluded, experiencing a happiness that ssemmed from both a
contented domesticity and the inspiration she found in assisting the Colonel with hisstudy. | ama
fortunate woman: my husband is both affectionate and indulgent. At last | have achieved the socid status
that alows me the freedom of conversation and asocia mobility that istruly stimulating. And now, on top
of al thisserendipity, | anto have achild!

The sound of the front door opening broke her reverie. Lavinia pulled hersdlf to her feet.

The Colonel entered, ill dressed in his herringbone cape and hat. Laviniawatched as he removed
them and handed them to the maid, fighting the desire to rush over and embrace him. It was still asource
of wonder to her that shewas married at dl, especialy to aman she had desired for so long. Sometimes
shefdt asif shewereliving in addightful daydream of her own construction—athought that disturbed
her greetly, as she was of aquestioning and doubtful dispostion.

"Lavinia, there are more peoniesin here than on aflower sdller'scart.”
"Do you not like my decorations?'

The Colond maneuvered past the console table, appalled by the overly ornate décor. It was hard not
to fed claustrophobic, particularly as his own aesthetic was of a more ordered nature. "It is both
refreshing and ddlightful,” helied.

Sheis so young, so gauche—will she survive the demands and protocol of Mayfair, he wondered. It
was such a bohemian existence, thisidyllic retreat of theirs, afool's sanctuary. Initidly, the chaotic nature
of the days had been aliberation, but now the Colond found himsdlf longing for the order of London
OoCiety.

"Lavinia, | beg you, do not become too attached to this place. As soon asthe babeis strong enough
to travel we shdl return to London. By my reckoning, that should be late October—if al goesto plan.”

"Asyouwish."

Hiding her disgppointment at hislack of enthusiasm, Laviniastood to rearrange the flowersin the
large crystd vase in the middle of the table. As she did, aflood of dampnessran down her thighs,
followed by a sharp cramping across her midriff. Smiling, she turned.

"My love, | believe my confinement has begun.”

Los Angeles, 2002

The five of them sat around the circular lacquered table, a paper lantern hanging low over the polished
surface in sllence as a Japanese waitress placed a platter of sushi on the tabl€'s revolving center.

An unknowing observer might imagine them to be two couples and asingle, free-floating
fema e—attractive, middle-class Americans, affluently dressed in an understated way, in the prime of
their lives. Klaus, in jeans and a cashmere swester, hisarm casualy thrown around Julias shoulders, was
the embodiment of the happy husband. The younger man sitting opposite, thickly muscular, dressed in an
expensve it asif he had just come from the office, could be taken as partner to the middle-aged



woman next to him. Naomi was not hiswife, however, nor even hislover, but an old friend of Julia'sfrom
San Francisco. A frustrated potter, Naomi had outraged her conservative Jewish parents by marrying
one of her fellow art students, an intense L atino scul ptor, but the marriage hadn't lasted and, when they
werefindly divorced, Naomi had been left with the custody of their son, Gabrid.

The man, Andrew, was ahomaosexud colleague of Julids, aso ageneticist, who liked to imagine he
bel onged to the corporate world and dressed accordingly.

The fifth of the group, Carla, seemed distanced from the others; she sat on the edge of her sedt,
methodically shredding her paper napkin. She had dready drunk most of the hot sakein front of her and
emanated an a cohol-induced air of confrontation—an attitude the others were trying to ignore.

"Thismust seem s0 civilized after Afghanistan,” Naomi said, balancing abead of golden cod'sroe
delicately between two chopsticks.

"Actualy the hotel in Kabul was quite comfortable and the food surprisingly edible.” Out of the corner
of her eye, Juliawatched Carlaanxioudy.

"So did you find the data you were looking for?" Andrew's laconic manner infused every gesture he
made.

"I'm optimigtic." Juliawas careful, knowing that her colleague would be fishing for any new discovery
that could influence his own research on genetics and viruses.

Carlaleaned forward. "Julia's got anew commission, with the Department of Defense, top secret,
very hush hush."

Juliaglanced back at her, worried. It was uncharacteristic for her to be so indiscreet. Was there some
secret unhappinessin the producer's life, some new liaison she hadn't told her about?

"So | guessthe DOD have you working on the next big thing in biologica warfare?' Andrew joked.

"It'san extension of my own research on combat soldiers who don't suffer post-traumatic stress
disorder.”

"Ah, the famous two percent you're so fond of." Andrew reached for the tempura.
Carlalaughed. "1 dont believeit exigts. | think we can dl kill given theright circumstances.”

Terrified Carlawould reveal the ambush incident to the others, Juliamoved the sake bottle out of her
friend'sreach. "Actudly, historica research indicates that most soldiers avoided hand-to-hand
combat—particularly killing with bayonets. The data showsthat it'sjust asmall proportion of soldiers
who do mogt of thekilling.”

"But what is the army going to do with thisresearch?' Carla pulled the sake bottle back toward her
and poured herself another cup. Juliahad never seen her so aggressive.

"I've sgned an agreement preventing me from talking about thisin public,” Juliareplied. "That includes
friends”

"Y ou see, thisiswhat happens when we turn thirty-five," Klausintervened. "We become
establishment. We're told we've become repectabl e citizens, but in fact we become unquestioning
ctizens”

"That'sampligtic, Klaus, and you know it!"

There was an awkward silence. Julialooked into the faces of her friends. Did fear make



unquestioning citizens? Life had certainly changed profoundly since the attack on the twin towers; it felt as
if theinsularity and arrogance of the western world had been shattered forever. Suddenly, politicsand
culture had become more complex, and the traditional humanist assumptions that everyone wanted the
same things—equality for employer and employee, man and woman—didn't seem to apply anymore.

Had they been laboring under the old philosophical illusion that al people were the same under the skin?
Did rdigious and culturd differences profoundly shift the way one experienced redlity?

"Any more problemswith the pro-lifers?' Klaus asked.
"They weren't pro-lifers, they were animd liberationists" Julia corrected him.

"Just be thankful it wasn't the creationists,”" Andrew piped up. "Do you know that in Atlantathereésa
movement to get awarning sticker put on biology books reading, 'Thistextbook contains material on
evolution. Evolution isatheory, not afact’ etc. etc. etc. Welcome to the twenty-first century! | swear,
between the cowboy in the White House and the Rdligious Right, Americais on the brink of plunging into
anew Dark Age. So hedp me God." In frustration, Andrew disemboweled his meticuloudy constructed
tunasushi roll.

"You've dso had trouble with them?' Julialeaned forward.

"Trouble? We stay unlisted and receive dl correspondence through a post office box. Asmuch as|
believe in the Enlightenment, | refuse to be martyred for it. Crucifixion is such abad look."

"Amento that," Juliaagreed, grinning.
" S0 hands up—who did vote for the cowboy in the White House?' Carlainterjected drunkenly.

"Not | said the fly with my little eye, although | confess | was once a Gay Republican, but only for
eight weeks," Andrew retorted archly, then winked at Klaus. "'l was dating a senator at thetime. He, of
course, was gill inthe closet.”

The atmosphere suddenly turned leaden. Determined to lift the mood, Julialooked across at Klaus.
"We have something else to celebrate.”

"Not now," Klaus murmured, looking panicked.

"Why not? I'm past the first trimester.”

Pding, Carlaturned to Julia. Y ou're pregnant?"

Juliasmiled tentatively, suddenly nervous a her friend's ambivaent tone.

Lifting the sake bottle with aviolent jerk, Carlaheld it over the table. "Wow! That'sfar more
important than some kooky defense department gig." She siwung around to Klaus. "Wouldn't you say?"

Klauslaid hishand on her wrigt. "Carla. . ."
Ignoring him, she banged the bottle againgt Julia's cup.
"The geneticist is pregnant!" She turned to the others. "lan't that just o poetic?”

Outside, apolice car headed downtown, its Siren screaming.



Klaus stood in the bathroom door, hiswet hair crowning his head inahao of curls, his chin plastered
with shaving cream. "She'sjust stressed.”

"Evidently. Thelast time| saw Carlathat intoxicated was at the Sony Academy Awards party, when
shewas dating that B-grade actor, and that was eight years ago. She was redlly weird about the
pregnancy.” Julia, dready between the sheets of their brass bed, looked up at her hushand.

"Shewas just surprised. | think alot of people are going to be surprised.”
"Why? Arent | alowed to be amother?’

"Sure, it'sjust that everyone seesyou as so career oriented.” Hefinished toweling hishair. 'Y ou
should redlly invest morein your other friends, not be so much of ahermit.”

" have Naomi."

"Y ou tend to have colleagues rather than friends. Women need friends; they need that support system
in case of sudden disaster.”

"Sudden disaster? Y oureredly uplifting tonight.”
Klaus covered his eyeswith the towel for a second.

Juliasat back. "Okay, from now on | promiseit'll be nothing but antenatal classes, and then picketing
thelocal kindergarten with the rest of the careerist mothers,” she joked.

Shrugging, Klaus retreated into the bathroom.

Juliagazed up at the hand-finished roof beams of the bedroom. The second largest room in the
Cdlifornia Craftsman bungaow, it looked out onto alarge backyard planted with jasmine and
bougainvillea. They'd got the house five yearsinto their marriage, and had been clever enough to buy into
Silver Lake—an areathat was on the brink of gentrification. It was an idiosyncratic suburb built on the
sdeof ahill; developed in the '60s and "70s, the houses were an eclectic architectural mix of bungaows,
gpartments, and the occasiona mock-Tudor cottage. Some of the houses were built on stilts sunk into
the Sde of the valley to secure them againgt earthquake damage; others butted up againgt the hillside.

Their neighbors on one sde were Latino—aretired posta worker and hiswife, who often invited
Klausand Juliaover for their huge family barbecues. On the other Sde lived Gerry, ayoung screenwriter
who specidized in animation and never seemed to leave the house until after dark.

The rest of the street was occupied by young middle-class couples al eager to make their
mark—actors, lawyers, and one director at the very end of the cul-de-sac, who was famous for a horror
film everyone had forgotten but which il played late on cable.

Juliaand Klaus had decorated the house with vintage furnishings that reflected the erait was built in,
Klaus carefully restoring the pieces they found in markets. The walls were pine, the beamed ceiling cedar
and the two fireplaces—one in the lounge and one in the bedroom—were both origina. Therewasa
ground-floor bathroom, asmall study, a Sitting room and a dining room off the kitchen, and asmall
staircase leading to the bedroom, which was a converted attic.

When Juliafirst met Klaus, al she owned was a shoebox of her mother's photos, an old passport shot
of her firgt boyfriend, and severd rolls of unprocessed film. She had no furniture, preferring to rent
furnished accommodation. Horrified by thislack of material possessons, Klaus had called her a
barbarian, attributing her lack of enthusiasm for history asinherently New World.

"But it'smy history to immortdize or discard as| please," sheld exclamed, offended by his European



snshility.
"Okay, my love, we will rewrite it together, both present and past. And maybe, if we're lucky, there
will bealittlefiction left over for thefuture,” held replied teasingly.

For thefirst twenty-five years of her life Juliahad an aversion to collecting anything that reminded her
of the past—even the recent past—arevulsion that had sprung from her mother's passion for amateur
photography. Her mother was a vivacious woman with extraordinary drive, who never gppeared to live
in the present tense, her ferociousintellect pushing her comprehension severd secondsin front of
everyone dse. Shefranticaly photographed every possible family event, asif by documenting the
moment it negated her own respongbility for actudly participating in it. The experience had left Juliawith
ahatred of being photographed, and a dread of collecting memoriesin any shape or form. Part of her
even feared that a photograph of alover would curse the rapport, jinx the relationship, and set it on a
course of separation. It was afatalistic supertition but one that Julia hadn't been able to shake until her

marriage.

Her mother had suddenly died when she was twelve—an event that had transformed her emotional
lexicon. Freneticaly energetic, her mother'sthick curly hair had been a beacon for the young girl, an
image that later, as an adult, Juliawould catch hersdlf searching for over and over. Her father, aready in
his sixties, took over her parenting. A quietly spoken biologist, hewould tell her stories about hisown
father—Aidan Huntington—who had emigrated when he was twelve from Irdland with amysterious
guardian. And how the old gentleman had convinced him—in the educated Irish accent of his
childhood—that his mother, Lavinia Huntington, was innocent of the murder of her husband, Colond
James Huntington—stories that ballooned in the young girl'simagination.

Ignoring Julias horror of investing in the materid, Klaus had arranged for alinen cupboard that had

bel onged to his grandmother to be shipped over from Antwerp, followed by the purchase of avideo
camerawhich he used to faithfully record the minutiae of their relationship. Once, Julia had come back
from a conference early and found him watching atape of her deeping. Other times he filmed her lacing
up her climbing boots, putting on her makeup, taking a bath—every mundane gesture seem to fascinate
him. There was awhole shelf dedicated to these videos labeled with his crablike scrawl, Mijn Vrouw
1,2,3 ... Jliahad dwaysregarded such details as unimportant, until finaly she redized that Klaus
regarded them asthe very cement of marriage, the pauses between arguments, negotiations, lovemaking.

She dso beganto seeit asaway of Klaus securing himself geographicadly, asif theimmigrant was
trying to anchor himsdlf in aseaof imagesthat viscerdly linked him to America

Then suddenly, after five years of marriage, Julia began to take her own photos. At last, she herself
had come home.

The ultrasound image was propped up againgt the bedside lamp. The embryo was an amorphous bundle
of sudden twitches, kicks, and dien sensations that Julia struggled againgt to maintain her own hormonal
equilibrium. But there he was: flesh madeinto logic; chemicals, genes, dl twisted up into living
gructure—achild, amde child. It wasthe find jigsaw piece of their marriage. Touching the dippery



surface of the scan she whispered out loud. "Aidan.”

"What are you muttering?" Klaus walked across the room naked, his heavy sex lolling againgt his
thigh, his skin peppered with soft brown-blond hair. Hislimbs retained the dender musculature of a
younger man while his hips and ssomach had just begun to thicken into maturity. But he was most
handsomein his hands. Finely chisded, long-fingered, with arched bones, they fanned out from hiswrist
like white coral. Both hands constantly caressed the air whenever he spoke, asif he were unable to
prevent agestural rendering of his sentences shooting to thetips of hisfingers. It had been his hands and
his height that she had first noticed—a streak of a masculine presence across the room at a party. He had
two physical defects: historso and hisfeet. Historso wastoo long for hislegs. Thisimperfection made
him human; made him morelike her. And his feet were wide and long, the feet of a peasant. They had
become her private metaphor for what she saw as hisinnocence—atrait she associated with his
unquestioning enthusasm for life.

Klaus started to climb into the bed.

"Baby, can you just walk around some more?’
"dulia 1'mcold."

"Please, you know how I like to watch you."

Grumbling, but with alopsided grin, he did two laps of thetelevision at the foot of the bed, as
naturally and unsalf-conscioudy as he could.

Klausdidn't liketo be looked at, resenting the assumptions made about him because of hisphysical
beauty. Nevertheless, his penis began to harden under Julias scrutiny.

"Satiated, you pervert?' He stopped and stood before her, his hips and groin level with the edge of
the bed. She glanced down; he was now amost fully erect. It was a sight she had dways found a
paradox—the way apenis, erect or otherwise, somehow rendered a man defensdess.

"You enjoy it, admit it. | can seethat it'sturning you on."

"Because | think you're objectifying me, and | can fed mysdf morphing into a beautiful stranger who
happens to be standing naked in your bedroom ready to fulfil your every fantasy.” He placed his hands
ironically but provocatively on hiships.

"Liar. Besides, it would only be the mae gaze that found such a scenario eratic. | find your nudity
erotic because it's you and you happen to be the man | wisely or unwisdly publicly pledged eternal love
to."

Walking over to hisside of the bed, he climbed in between the sheets. "Husband, Julia
Remember—we're married.”

"And that means| can't defineyou asmy lover?!
"Perhaps," he answered ambiguoudly as she reached over to take his mouth.

Groaning, he kissed hisway across her body, then pulled her thighs over the sides of hishead likea
vell, hislipstaking her sex into his mouth, while she ran her tongue down, tracing a path to hisbelly
button. Hislong torso was an undulating panoramaof hair, skin, and scent. She gently bit theinside of his
thighs, caressing him, teasing him, knowing that with each indirect siroke his sensitivity heightened, aching
for the direct touch, the moment she would fasten her mouth over his cock.

And as she arched over him, his mouth sending tremors of intense pleasure up and down her thighs,



his cock hard againgt hisbelly as his hands cupped her breasts, the astounding revel ation that she had
never been happier flooded her body a second before her own orgasm.

The beating of the helicopter pounds through Julia and seems to push her view of the mountain
further and further away. The soldier sitting next to her in the Humvee turns and smiles.
Something vitally significant tugs at the edge of her mind. They bounce over the pothole, Julia's
flak jacket jarring against her stomach. She knows now what she has to say. She shouts a
warning but the two men—the driver and the soldier—can't hear over the noise.

In a magical instant the Humvee is full of bleating, terrified goats. Their hooves tear into the
canvas seat covers; Julia is pushed against the window. From the corner of her eye she seesthe
dying soldier, now outside, slide down the glass, leaving a filter of red.

Now sheis outside herself and the dead Afghani convulses at her feet. A drop of blood hits her
boot, menstrual blood, a thin trickle from between her legs. Touching it, she is deeply ashamed,;
ashamed at the killing, ashamed that she feels nothing.

Juliawoke. Stretching her legs acrossto Klauss side of the bed, she curled her toes, searching for him.
The bed was empty. Shelay there for amoment, dawn saturating the bedroom as the sounds around her
gathered into an audible mass.

Thelow murmuring of her husband's voice emerged from beneeth the early morning birdsong. Still
half-adeep, Juliawaked to the window. Klaus stood in the garden, his muscular calvesflexed, hisbare
feet white againgt the sandstone paving, the pale blue toweling robe wrapped loosely around his body.
The small cell phone was tucked againgt his shoulder, his neck and head bent over it asif he were
protecting an intimacy. Sensing amovement he glanced blindly at the bedroom window, then, not seeing
Julia, stepped into the growing sunlight.

Blearily, shetried to ascertain whether he was speaking Flemish or English until awave of morning
sickness forced her to run to the bathroom. Surprised to be nauseous this late in the pregnancy, she
wondered whether she should contact her gynecologist, then decided she was probably overreacting.
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Mayfair, London, November 1860

Lavinia paused at the top of the saircase, reveing in rare solitude. Smoothing down the silk of her sKirts,
shetook courage, breathed in deeply, then moved toward the banister. For amoment shelost her
balance. Her dress—the latest crinoline from Paris—was a cumbersome ingtrument of physica limitation.



The huge circumference of quilted silk arched from her narrow waist to bump and rustle againgt every
possible surface—such aridicul ous fashion and thoroughly impractica she concluded, irritated by her
own dumgness.

Steadying hersdlf, Lavinialooked down the staircase to the paatia entrance hdl. She till found it
hard to believe she was actually there, surrounded by such opulence. Benegth her, the stairs cascaded in
asemi-spird of marble and gilt. An arched glass canopy in the calling above alowed natura light to filter
in, illuminating the whole stairwel | during the daylight hours. It reminded Laviniaof the ddlicate inner
compartments of the seasnail, but on agrandiose scae. The neo-classica staircase was the spine of the
whole house, dominating the large entrance hall. At the foot of the stairs stood a bronze statue of Mars,
commissioned by the Colonel's grandfather.

A service staircase was located at the side of the house, solely for the use of the servants and house
saff. Its access doors were hidden behind mirrors on each floor, thus alowing the staff to discreetly

appear and disappear.

On the top floor were the bedrooms, the nursery, and the Colonel’'s study. The second floor had six
reception rooms: the library, a second study, two drawing rooms, the dining room, and agalery which
doubled as abalroom. The ground floor contained the entrance hall and an inner hall, used asasmdll
waiting room to receive lessimportant guests. The kitchen, wine cdllar, laundry, and al other domestic
necessities were located in the basement, while behind the mansion lay alandscaped courtyard backed
by stables that led onto mews cottages and alane.

The Georgian mansion had been designed by Robert Adamsin the early part of the century, and built
by the Colond's grandfather—an army generd. The Colonel's mother, the Viscountess, had imagined she
would live out the rest of her widowed yearsin the family residence, in defiant ostentation, but to her
surprise—and that of much of Mayfair—the Viscountess had found herself dying of influenza at the age
of thirty-eight.

After her degth, the Colond had had gas lampsingtaled—the first in the square. The ornate brass and
glassfittingsflung light into the darkest corners, illuminating the depths of the many paintings he had
inherited.

A portrait of the Viscountessin her youth hung on thewall opposite. Handsome rather than beautiful,
with a pronounced chin and sweeping jawline, she posed in pae cream silk, apair of
greyhounds—restlesdy thin and eyes bulging—at her feet.

Laviniaglanced a her own portrait, which her husband had commissioned in Dublin, inssting that
Laviniashould pose as the huntress Diana despite the goddess's legendary virginity. "How are you to
explain the presence of ababy?' Laviniahad asked him, smiling at thetime, indicating her pregnancy.
"We shal place him into the compaosition and disguise him as an infant wood sprite,” held replied,
determined to incorporate a persona symbolism into the painting that embodied his own love of
adventure and hunting.

She had completely escaped the village, Laviniathought to herself, smiling at her own image, proof of
her success. She had freed herself of the claustrophobia of the place and dl that went with it. She had
arrived. Even now she wasincredulous a her achievement. Most of al she had the freedom of study,
the opportunity to indulge her intellectua curiogty. For that aone she would love her husband.

Asif in answer, his melodious voice boomed out of the haf-opened dining room doors.

"My studies have convinced methereisanatura hierarchy—evenin the anima kingdom. After al,
what isahuman being? We display the same tendencies as our anima cousins.”



" Speak for yoursdf, James. | like to think of mysdlf as dightly more advanced.”

Lady FrancesMorgan's ato voice was distinctive and decidedly flirtatious, Laviniaobserved
unhappily. She had not yet fathomed the nature of the intimacy between her husband and the aristocrat
described asan "old dear friend.”

"| entirely agree with the Colonel. Asfar as| am concerned, many of our politicians are hardly more
than baboons. Disragli himsalf has often displayed behavior in the house which could more properly be
ascribed to an gpe.” Laviniarecognized the voice as belonging to acartoonist for Punch magazine—a
gentleman of forty with the most protruding forehead.

"Asyou have so sengitively illustrated on many an occasion,” the Colond retorted smugly.

"Whig!" shouted Mr. Hamish Campbell—Lady Morgan'slatest prodigy—in mock accusation. The
party erupted into laughter.

One sole voice remained stern. "Come now, | do believe some poaliticians have transcended their
more bestia impulses. Abraham Lincoln, for example—any humane person would support his campaign
againg davery . . ." the Colond replied before Lady Morgan interjected.

"Lincoln fightsfor cotton not the Negro. Y ou may wish to assume otherwise, especidly if you have
the advantage of youth and naivety, like the Colonel's sweet wife. But the rest of us must be pragmatic
and look to our investments as Mr. Lincoln does. He needs to impose his export cotton tax to prevent
the Lancashire mills from undercutting the cost of manufacturing cloth. The north of the United Statesis
the manufacturing center, and so he naturally wishesto bring prosperity to those States. | believethis
means that our sympathies may more naturaly lie with the southern States, n'est-ce pas?'

Now anxious she might eavesdrop upon a conversation that could prove compromising, Lavinia
stepped into the flurried atmosphere of the dining room.

The Colonel, sensing her presence before the others, turned. Laviniaradiated awarmth that had
initidly made him believe she would serve asthe ided counterbaance to his own compulsively critical
eye. The young Irishwoman was naturally generous, whereas he was not. Misanthropy was one of the
Colond's natural tendencies and one he tried to concedl. He stood, followed by the other male guests, as
one of the footmen pulled out ared velvet-covered oak chair for Lavinia

The female guests turned toward the hesitant young woman in the doorway. The coiled platsvisble
under afiligree of black lace and seed pearls—alittle too ornate for the season, Lady Morgan noted
spitefully—gave her the air of aMedusa. The young Irish girl reminded her of a Ford Madox Brown
mode with her chalk-white skin and disproportionately large eyes. A common look, Lady Morgan
observed ungeneroudy. London's streets were awash with such women.

It wastrue that Lavinia Huntington's most startling festure was her eyes, aquamarineringed by yellow,
they gave her afeline quaity. Over the years, fascinated, the Colond had watched those eyes mature,
shifting inlight like the mist over adigtant lake, aburgeoning intelligence behind the beauity.

Imperviousto Lady Morgan's scrutiny, Laviniaconcentrated on gliding with grace across the room,
guiding her crinoline with both hands. To her relief, she successfully navigated her way into her seet at the
table.

"Please forgive my absence, but my child required my attention.”
"My wifeingsts on feeding the babe hersdlf,” the Colond ventured.
"How quaint." Lady Morgan did not bother to disguise her disapproving tone.



"l believeit to be hedthier, but perhapsin the present company such abelief might be considered
nave?'

The other guests laughed politely, while Lady Morgan broke a piece of bread with her fingers.

"Not at al," sheresponded. "And in any case, thereis nothing whatsoever wrong with naivety. It
alows oneto get away with the most outrageous of behaviors—at least for a short time. Isthat not true,
James?'

The Colonel was determined to rescue hiswife from Lady Morgan's sarcasm. "Indeed, in battleit is
often the quality that underpinsthe greatest acts of courage,” he counteracted.

Laviniaturned to Lady Morgan. "I believe you weretalking of Lincoln. | am agreat supporter of his
ambitions. How elseto unite anation in the face of such conflicting interests?"

"Ah, my dear, but isit anation or merely agaggle of colonies of disparate refugees?' Lady Morgan
curled her fingers around the stem of her wine glass, asmdl gesture that indicated much.

Therewas a pause, asif the room itself had inhded. Aware that a starting pistol of sorts had been
fired, the dinersturned toward Lavinia

"If it isnot anation now, it certainly will beif thereisacivil war. For what el se defines sovereignty so
aptly—aill of rights, awar of independence, and perhaps now acivil war? The Irish could learn much
from the Americans™

A hdf-amileflitted across the mouth of the cartoonist Sitting opposite and Lavinias diatribe fatered as
she suddenly became aware that her intensity did not suit the timbre of the evening. After dl, she
reminded hersdlf, these were people who took art more serioudly than politics,

"And no doubt they will." Hamish Campbell smiled at the young wife; the smile of aco-conspirator in
youth. Judging by the softness of hiswhiskers, Lady Morgan's companion couldn't have been much older
than Laviniahersdf.

"Y our wife has strong opinionsfor her age." Lady Morgan turned to the Colondl.

James Huntington's betrotha had been a source of surpriseto many of hiscircle. There had aways
been aswirl of mystery and speculation around the Colonel and his perennia bachel orhood. There had
been rumors of various liaisons over the years—including one with Lady M organ—»but those who called
themsalves friends (and there were not many) had concluded that Huntington had become too addicted
to his private pleasuresto marry. His sudden change of status was a cause of someirritation, disrupting
asit did the delicately baanced equilibrium of those unspoken strictures by which the wedthy aristocracy
lived. Not one of them approved of the Colond's unexpected union with one so apparently unsuitablein
terms of class, and the concept of marrying for love was preposterous, dangeroudy modern, and vaguely
obscene.

Huntington's young wife was annoyingly "earnest,” Lady Morgan observed, a characteristic she could
only just tolerate in younger men, and then only when they were particularly beautiful or particularly
wedlthy. Furthermore, she subscribed to some bizarre political ideas. Obvioudy the Irish Question was
one of them—rather peculiar considering the girl was a Protestant. What was her maiden name? Kane.
Lady Morgan tried to recall the names of al the Irish aristocrats she knew, but Kane was not among
them.

Plucking a gooseberry from the bowl of fruit on the table, shefurtively studied the couple. Hamish
Campbdll, noting her scrutiny, smiled—agesture Lady Morgan found irritatingly ingincere. She glanced
back acrossthe table. The Colonel no longer appeared in ahurry to rescue his young wife from the



political quagmire she seemed so determined to mire hersdf in; perhaps a certain heartlessness had
replaced hisorigind intrigue? Lady Morgan had hersdf falen victim to his capricesin the past.

"Areyou not Church of Irdland, dear?" she asked Laviniapatronisngly.

"l am, but asachild | witnessed the horrors of the great Famine. Those people were human, not the
sub-human caricatures portrayed in your English newspapers.”

"James, darling, you must introduce your wife to the honorable Mr. Hennessy," Lady Morgan
declared. "Y ou must know him from the Carlton Club?1 hear he is doing some wonderful things for our
Cdticfriends”

"Indeed, | have met the gentleman in Dublin, but | fear my opinions were too Whiggish for his Tory
tagtes" Lavinia, her face now ablaze, was having trouble controlling the tremor in her voice.

"My wife, the revolutionary. Y ou see | married her for theidedlistic fervor which has eveporated in
mysdlf." Neverthel ess, the Colond, pinching a piece of bread between hisfingers, was secretly disturbed
by Lavinias obstinate pursuit of the Irish Question. Lord, did the child not know when enough was

enough?

"Poppycock and tosh, James, you were never idealistic nor fervent—unlessit cameto war, agood
claret, or an adventure of adubious nature," called out Charles Sutton, agentleman of fifty and an
associate of the Colond's since hisdays at Sandhurst Military Academy.

"Not at all, sir! | have always been passionate about Nature and Science.”

Charlestapped hiswine glass. "We can thank Darwin for the current national obsession with such
matters, and perhaps the explosion of industry. Together they threaten to dissect Nature and give usan
anatomy of Beauty that will exorcisedl spiritua mystery and quite ruin my morning walks."

" Science does not destroy the spirit, Charles; infact it revedlsit. Thereis God in evolution, just as
thereis God in asnowflake. We have just given him Reason,” the Colonel parried.

Hamish Campbell, Lady Morgan's young companion, gestured to afootman who obliged him by pouring
him another glass of claret. Asthe manservant poured, Hamish Campbell took the opportunity of the two
military men's banter to observe his host. James Huntington was one of those fleshy, handsome men
whose magnetism emanated from a sense of coiled power. In the Colond's case, it was neither wedth
nor acommercid undergtianding but intellectua amplitude. The Colonel was an interesting mixture of both
soldier and scholar, his gppearance and manner showing the controlled habits of the military man, while
his easy wit and naturd intelligence gave him a.cosmopolitan demeanor.

The Colond's ruby signet ring flashed in the candllight as he lifted hiswine glass, one eyebrow
raised. He was the modern Renai ssance man, the perfect embodiment of the Victorian intellectud. | shdll
endeavor to study him closdy, Campbell vowed. James Huntington's life was one the young Hamish
Campbd| badly desired, and was now intent on emulating.

Still burning at Lady Morgan's patronizing manner, Laviniabarely heard the conversation that was
propelled acrossthe table in short burdts, filling the room with laughter one moment, emptying it the next,
the hidden meaning beneath the clipped English consonants asthick asthe glutinousliquorice jdly she



watched faling from her spoon. It made her yearn for more frank and open conversation, in which
emotions and intuitions could be freely expressed.

She examined the countenances of the individuas before her, and couldn't help wondering, as she
observed Lady Morgan's twitching mouth, why they couldn't all just say what they mean? The pretense
was S0 mannered that for amoment Laviniaimagined the guests had suddenly turned into figuresfroma
commediaddl'arte. Shewasill equipped to navigate the artifice of these people; even her accent—which
would have been consdered English in the drawing rooms of Dublin—sounded hideoudy provincid. As
she sat there, contemplating the elegant dress of the other woman, she was suddenly horribly aware of
the inappropriate el aborateness of her headdress.

"l remember atime when you were avery voca detractor of Mr. Darwin, Colond," the Punch
cartoonis, ever the antagonit, interjected.

"We are dlowed to change our minds. | believe it was On the Origin of Species that converted this
soul.”

"But to suggest we are related to the gorilla?' Lady Morgan shivered with disgust.
Lavinialeaned forward, seeing an opportunity open in the conversation.

"There seemsto be a patent logic to the notion that form is affected by environment. Asariver shapes
arock, so animals must adapt over time to their environments. And we oursalves must have sprung from
somewhere. We are, after dl, inherent to the Naturd world."

Surprised by her eoquence, the other dinersturned; at last they saw how this provincia young
[rishwoman might have captivated the Colond.

"Does this mean, Mrs. Huntington, that you are an atheist," Lady Morgan retorted. "For surely belief
in Darwin mugt preclude abdief in God?'

The Colond took Lavinias hand, thefirst gesture of affection he had made toward hiswife during the
three hours they had been dining. "Frances, you are wrong. My wifeisapracticing Christian. So there
you are: it ispossibleto invest in both Science and the Spirit." Heturned to Lavinia. "But be careful, my
love, Frances has set atrap for you. One like the insect-egting plants of the Amazon, inwhich 1, thefly,
have been caught many atime.”

"l am quite able to fend for mysdlf, James. After al, have | not the naivety of youth on my sde?'
Laviniareplied.

Inwardly wincing at the barb, Lady Morgan made a mental note never to take the girl's ingenuousness
for granted again. At forty-three, she was dready depressed by the ever-increasing stratagem required to
maintain the appearance of her own legendary beauty.

"My dear, | smply cannot believe that God did not have ahand in the development of Man. After dl,
there is such an extraordinary legp of physica and emotiond devel opment between a man and an ape; it
seems preposterous to think that they might have shared the same mother. And so | can only conclude
there must have been divineintervention.” Lady Morgan'stone wasfinite, but Lavinia perssted.

"| agree; however, the rationaist in me also asks the question: Could it not have been smply a set of
fortuitous circumstances that advanced Man over his gpe cousn—the widding of tools, the moveto two
fet?'



"Not to forget that most momentous event—the eradication of fleas?' the cartoonist added helpfully,
anirreverent grin on hisface. At which the whole room dissolved into laughter.

11

Three hoops strung with pearls. Laviniaheld the earrings up to the candlelight remembering the occasion
Jamesfirst madeloveto her in the hotel room on the Rhine. She tried to recognize hersdlf in that woman:
it wasimpossible.

She till loved her hushband; if anything, her desire had intensfied as James had increasingly distanced
himsdlf. At first she had thought it due to the intrusion of the child, but Aidan was dmost eighteen months
now and James was an adoring father. No, it must be something else. A hidden dissatisfaction he had
with her? But what? Back in Ireland he had loved her many times, professed desire for her, but snce
their arrival in London his attentions had waned. Increasingly, Laviniafdt asif she were absent to him;
only at socia eventsand in discussion of hiswork did he seemed gppreciative of her presence. All of
which would betolerableif shewere not inlove with him.

After dismissng the maid, she unpinned her headdress and lay it carefully across the polished wood of
Jamess dresser, taking care not to scratch the surface. The formality of the bedroom wasintimidating; it
was aterritory that was very much the Colonel's. Heavy maroon velvet curtains, hung with a brocade,
covered the windows, and the Louis XV bed's ornate headboard was adorned with carvings of pine
cones interwoven with garlands. Alongside the bed stood a Japanese porcelain and metal mounted
cabinet—where James kept his secret papers and his pharmaceuticals. Opposite, beside the window, a
walnut marquetry cabinet displayed Jamess medals, received for his servicein the Crimea. The clasps
were engraved with the names Balaclava, Sebastopol, Inkerman, and Alma, indicating he had fought in
al four battles. Every surface radiated luxury in amanner Laviniawas unaccustomed to, and it was hard
not to fed alittle awed by the value of the objectsthat surrounded her.

The order of the room reflected her hushand's soldierly habits. Laviniaknew it was aso hisway of
dedling with his hidden terror of the uncontrollable. His dreams were often nightmares—of the bettlfield,
of atriba sacrificein asmoke-filled rainforest, of dying suddenly like hismother. Laviniaforgave himthis
foible, but within such a controlled environment there was no space for natural chaos, and certainly not
the chaos she had been used to asa child.

She reached across to his pocket watch, which was sitting on the rosewood cabinet. The exquisitely
crafted timepiece, its miniature prings and cogs marking off eternity, ticked loudly. It reminded her of the
relentless heartbeat she heard when she lay with her head upon her husband's chest, drawing them closer
with each subterranean thud. It had been months since they had lain together like that.

"That was rather asuccess." The Colone stood ready for bed in his Turkish robe, the silk of his nightshirt
visible beneath. At six foot one he was a triking figure, despite the corpulence of middle age. His
features boasted aluminous ferocity—people often took him for a statesman—and his eyeswere large
and heavy-lidded, conveying an intelligence that was penetrating and, at times, intimidating. L uxuriant
eyebrows betrayed his Celtic heritage, and his upper lip, athough on the thin side, was counterbalanced



by afull lower companion that suggested a hidden sensudity. The shape of hisfacewasova, with
fashionable sideburns and a beard serving to hide hisjowls. It had the contours of both the optimist and
theredig, the Colond himsdlf would have remarked if asked—regarding himsalf as an authority on such
matters, having trained under the phrenologist George Combe. Skull and face shape, he was convinced,
were astrong indication of character.

Caught now in her husband's gaze, Laviniafelt she was being examined and judged.
"It was successful, except for my little disagreement with Lady Morgan.”
"My dear, it is perfectly appropriate to cal her Frances. Sheis, after al, adear friend of mine.”

Again, Laviniawondered about her husband's association with Lady Morgan. Her father had made
an oblique reference to some great disgppointment in love when the Colonel was younger—an
engagement that had been broken off, with no explanation—but the Reverend Kane had the ddlicacy not
to pressthe Colond for further information, and James himsalf had never mentioned such athing. Wasit
afiction? Or could his acquai ntance with Lady Morgan have been more than mere friendship?

"What did you think about her young companion?’ the Colonel asked. "He's another Etonian, |
bdieve"

"The sycophantic Hamish Camphbel|? He seemed presentable enough.”
" Sycophantic but charming, wouldn't you agree?!
"Ishe Lady Morgan's consort?"

Irritated by the artlessness of the query, the Colond pulled a hiswhiskers. "Frances has aweakness
for the conversation of handsome young intellectuals, especially ambitious ones, but then she has some
giftsof her own soitisafar exchange of talents, one could say." He sat heavily on the edge of the bed
and took off hisdippers. "I think shetook aliking to you, my dear."

"I think not."
"Come now, Frances adores an opinionated woman."

"Shethinks | am an Irish heathen with unruly manners and she cannot fathom why you have married
me. This makes her both curious and nervous.”

"Succinctly observed; you have the callous eye of the scientist. Y ou do redlize her father was a Jew
and her mother'sfamily arein the wool trade. It was sheer beauty and strength of character that
propelled her into a profitable marriage. Y ou must charm her; she will be your entry into society. It was
Frances who introduced me to Darcy Quinn, the portraitist whom | commissioned to paint you as Diana.
Frances knows everyone.”

He leaned over to kissthe top of her head before dipping between the sheets. Laviniawatched as he
picked up acopy of the latest newd etter from the Entomologica Society and placed his spectacles on his
nose.

"I sat for him mysdlf once, when | was young—I carus on the Mount, about to make hislegp of faith.
Therewas someréationaeto it at the time—rash youth or something . . . Couldn't seeit mysalf.”

Laviniaknew the painting—it hung in the library above adesk the Colond liked to work at, which
was usudly covered by hisdrawings of the various specimens heid collected. Some specimens sat on the
drawings themsalves: outlandish seed pods that |ooked like bunches of withered grapes, the skin carefully
pedled back to reved the small yellow fruit nestled againgt the blackened leaves; plantswith fronds so



exoticin shape Laviniafound it impossble to imagine the landscape they could have been plucked from;
exotic sea shells, desi ccated ocean monsters—one he had once humoroudly described asthe foot of a
mermaid: afrail arched ivory bow that looked asif it had been carved by centuries of rushing
undercurrents.

The painting, looming above, dominated this plethora of objects. Mounted in an ornate gilded frame,
it displayed the heroic figure of Icarus—a pae-skinned youth of no more than twenty—entirely naked
and standing on a boulder below which shimmered the outline of Crete, the columns of itstemples and
citadels ahazy blur in the afternoon sun. The boy'swings were spread asif he were about to plunge
defiantly into the abyss, the evening sun streaking his sweaty face. The soft down of his cheeks, the faint
shadow of amoustache, heightened the poignancy of hisimminent demise.

Laviniahad gazed at it, transfixed. Recognizing the muscularity of the body, sheéd initialy wondered
whether it was not in fact aportrait of somelost younger brother of her husband's, so youthful wasthe
figure's tance—so different from the solid uprightness of the man she knew. But there was alook about
the eyesthat she recognized, the same gleam of inspired ambition Laviniahad seenin Jamesashe
worked on hisillustrations and scribbled observations of the Bakairi, the Amazonian tribe he had studied,
and other indigenous peoples.

In such moments, hisingpiration transported her dong with him into the fecund world of the Amazon,
and provided an escape from the stifling atmosphere of the household—of dealing with Mrs. Bestle, the
contemptuous housekeeper; the territoria struggles with her son's nursemaid; and the ennui of being
trapped in the endless gray of the English winter.

She glanced over at the bed. The Colond was propped up on the pillows peering through his reading
spectacles.

"A woman like that does what she wants, does she not?' Lavinia asked.

"Within socid protocol, Francesis happy to provide amodicum of scandal but she would never be
foolish enough to risk ostracism.”

"Would you?'

James |ooked at her over his paper, aggravated by her persstence. "Don't be absurd. What isit?You
have that curve to your mouth that indicates disgppointment.”

Laviniasat on the edge of the bed. The physical distance between them had mysterioudy lengthened.
Why wasit so hard to broach such matters? When they were courting, she had assumed he would treat
hiswife asan equd, both intdlectudly and emotiondly. It was an understandable delusion: James had
been so respectful of her own ambitions, so attentive to her own amateur scientific hypotheses—even
those absurd notions created from snippets of information she had gleaned from her father: how the
garfish might have got itslegs, why the antester had asnout. But far from ridiculing her strange fusions of
fact and fiction, James had gently pointed out biologica truths without patronizing her.

He had aso captivated her with his stories of the battlefield. He regarded heroism asresiding in the
small gestures: amedic entering noman's-land to carry out an injured infantryman; ahorse leading a
blinded soldier to safety; adrummer boy who saved abrother. And yet he expressed heavy criticism for
the blundering war strategies that had caused so much catastrophe and unnecessary bloodshed in the
Crimea—commands he had often been forced to carry out. All these doubts and revelations he had
shared with her before their marriage. But now here she was, her unspoken question aturning sonein
her mouth.

Lavinia stared down at the lace counterpane. A wedding gift from her father, it had once belonged to



her mother.
"Y ou have not lain with me for over sx months.”
The Colond took off his spectacles, folded them neatly, and placed them on the Side table.
"Am| falling you as ahusband?'

There was a peevish tonein his voice which angered Lavinia. An older cousin had once warned her:
Do not expect love in marriage. It isan illusion that does not fit with the pots and pans of
domesticity. Besides, men only love you before they have had you. We are not the same as them,
do not ever forget it.

Shocked, the fourteen-year-old Lavinia had sworn she would never make such a compromise, and
had every intention of expecting both passion and love, as much as any man, gentleman or otherwise.
Smiling sadly, her cousin had accused her of trying to imitate the heroinesin the French novels she read
so avidly.

Later that same day, fearful that she might, indeed, be unnaturd in her ideas, Laviniahad furtively
perused the medicdl treetise of the great physician Dr. William Acton, atome her father regarded asthe
ultimate authority on the human psyche. In achapter headed "The Married Woman,” the eminent doctor
declared that the "proper fema€" lacked sexua feding. The phrase had terrified Lavinia Was she
improper, then, to fed such sensations?

As her mother had died before she was two, Lavinia had received little feminine guidance, and the
range of sensationsthat had invaded her adolescent body had been both bewildering and frightening. The
only image she had ever sumbled across which seemed related to the curioudy pleasurable sensations
that threaded themselves through her nightly was an old woodcut of Eros and Psyche. Psychewas
leaning over her lover, holding up an oil lamp so that she could see him for thefirst time. The disheveled
abandonment of the beautiful deeping naked youth and the look of awe and lust on the girl's face had
intrigued Lavinia; shefound herself wanting to be both in the body of the supine youth and in the skin of
the excited girl.

"Y ou were S0 atentive when we werefirst married,” she answered softly.

"Lavinia, you are amother now."

"And that precludes congress between man and wife?'

"It should not, but | thought it might be intelligent to wait before conceiving another child.”

Laviniareached across and lifted hislarge hand in her own. He kept the contact deliberately
expressionless, hisfingersadull weight across her palm.

"Do you no longer desreme?1 il want you." Her voicetightened in her throat. Why ask the
obvious when she knew the answer? Her eyestraced the line of black hair that led down to his naked
chest beneath the Silk. James said nothing. So she waited, his scent drifting across the bedspread lulling
her body into tumescent hope. If only she were aman, or as audacious as Lady Frances Morgan, then
shewould take him anyway.

"You mugt be patient,” he said. "1 think perhaps when the child isolder.”

Inlieu of areply, Lavinialeaned over and kissed him, the heavy vell of her hair temporarily eclipsing
hisface.

To hissurprise, the Colonel found the assertiveness of her gesture arousing. Catching her tongue



between hislips, he pulled her under him, but when his hands searched out her breasts, the unfamiliar
protrusion of her nipples, atered by breast-feeding, ingtantly dampened his enthusiasm.

"Forgiveme," he murmured as he extricated himsdif.

Smoothing down hisruffled hair, he reached again for his spectacles. Lavinias optimism stumbled,
thenfell, like an ice skater who had miscaculated her pirouette.

12

He sitswith hisrifle across his knees. The shelling stops and the sudden silence makes him look
up. He can even hear the faint cry of a circling hawk. White plumes of gunpowder smoke drifting
across the sky part to reveal a gateway of azure. Heaven, oblivious of the Hell below, he thinks.

Sanley is sitting to hisleft. He always knows where Sanley is. Heis James's talisman. Fused
to him through the war, the blood and the shit and, most terrifying of all, the tedium of waiting.
Thereisafaint vibration. Sanley must be whistling, he thinks; a tiny drumming James can feel in
hisown lips. Heturns.

The sky turns white then red, fragmenting as he is thrown against the sandbags. A shattered
portrait of the young Queen tumbles to the bottom of the trench while beside him Sanley's body
shudders.

A moment later a Russian soldier hurls himself into the trench. James wrestles himto the
ground. There is nothing but this: the shapeless mass of enemy, urine, fear, the stench of the
young soldier's breath as they roll over and over. James's face presses against the mud of the
trench, dirt filling his nostrils as the soldier reaches for his neck; James kicks out with his feet,
twisting his body and jabbing with his elbow. The youth falls back, spread-eagled for a second.
Lifting his bayonet, James thrusts it into his enemy's throat. For Sanley, he whispers, for Sanley.
The Russian, lying there, hisface draining to a ghostly pallor, looks up in amazement at the exact
diamond of sky James had been staring at moments before. His helmet tips off and now James
can see. Can see the sapphire eyes, the jutting Savic cheekbones, the beardless chin, and the
terrible youth of him.

It was awailing, the hollow moaning of amale banshee, that woke Lavinia. The gray of early dawn
splattered acrosstheinsdes of her closed eyelids as she buried her head further into the pillow, but the
wailing continued. She climbed out of bed and, after pulling on her dressng gown, stumbled acrossthe
corridor to her husband's bedroom.

The bed sheets were twisted around his thrashing body; his lips were pulled back over histeeth, his
skin taut to the skull. His eyes were open, the pupils dilated, and darted from one invisible opponent to
another as he fought the blankets.



His body stiffened; his eyes closed ashefell back onto the pillows. A second later he woke. "Again?’
he murmured.

Lavinianodded. James stared at her, shivering asthe swest dried on his skin. He looked utterly
exhaugted. "Oh God."

"l wish | could help you."
"l do not need help!"

Wanting to hold him, but knowing he was unpredictable when his night fears possessed him, she
stayed her hand.

"It'sjust the disease of an old soldier, that's al. The dead stain our dreams, dl of uswho have fought
andkilled."

Swinging hislegs over the edge of the bed, he fdlt blindly for the hypodermic syringe he had
purchased from Ferguson's aweek ago at the recommendeation of his doctor. The medic had promised
that morphine injected into the muscl e tissue would free the Colonel of hislaudanum addiction. Bringing
the needle down to histhigh, Huntington pushed the drug into hisflesh. Loathing the sight of the thick
spike breaking the skin, Lavinialooked away.

James lay back againgt the pillows and waited for the opiate to dither its caressng way through his
body. It was like watching a cloud moving across the sun, Laviniathought; the musclesin hisface relaxing
asthepainlifted likeavelil.

Suddenly, she felt adampness acrossthe front of her nightdress—lactation. Asif oncuea
whimpering sounded from the adjoining room. Then the child began to scream.

"Goto himif youmust,” James muttered without opening his eyes.

Slipping through the haf-open door of the nursery, Laviniafdt in the dark for acandle. Her son's small
fists gripped the top of the wooden rails, his screaming face a scrunched rag. After lifting him out of the
cot, she collapsed into an armchair and freed her breast from the neck of her nightdress. The child, who
had his mother's heavy mouth and pronounced chin and his father's degp-set eyes, reached for the nipple
greedily.

Ashesuckled, Laviniagtared drowsly at asmal portrait of James and his mother, dimly illuminated
by the candle. The grim-faced young woman, in ariding outfit and brandishing a crop, sat on apoised
black stalion. Beside them, theinfant James, in an identical riding coat, perched solidly on asmall
pony—adiminutive patriarch. Even at the age of five he bristled with territoriad masculinity.

It had been painted for Jamess father as aminiature to take with him when soldiering. Eduard Le
Coneur had been ayoung nava officer—and a Huguenot refugee from the first wave of the French
revolution. He had died prematurely after contracting rabies from adog's bite—an inglorious desth which
had embittered his young wife. The Viscountess had reverted to her maiden name and had never married

again.

She displayed little affection for her son, other than aparanociathat, like hisfather, Desth might claim
him in the most unexpected places. It was an obsession that caused the young boy much mortification
during histime at Eton, resulting in abombardment of |etters to the house master about the school's



sanitary conditions, the food, the dangers of the playing fields, and any other eement that could bring
about her child'suntimely demise.

Upon leaving Eton, determined to rid himsdlf of his mother's stifling protectiveness, James apprenticed
himself to adistant cousin, agenerd in the army, who was happy to assist in the young man's promotion.
James began hismilitary career at twenty, enthusiastically accepting the most dangerous posts acrossthe
Empire. Then at thirty, blessed with agenerous annua income and afashionable resdence in Mayfair, he
resgned from the army and, inspired by the example of Lt. Generd PFitt Rivers, pursued acareer asan
anthropologi, joining expeditionsinto Austraia, the Amazon, and Africa. In the manner of the French
philosopher Rousseau, he adopted the belief that primitive man was prigtine, free of evil and sin—a
hypothesis that was essentidly optimigtic, and one that Lavinia subscribed to.

The Crimean War broke out in 1853 and James, now forty-two, volunteered. After surviving malaria,
smallpox, and yelow fever, he had concluded that, thankfully, he had escaped his mother'sfataism.
Deeming himsdlf blessed and therefore invincible, the intrepid Colond began to test histheory by placing
himsdlf inincreasingly dangerous Stuations, both on the baitlefield and off. When his second officer and
closest friend, Stanley Dickenson, was killed, his conjecture was confirmed. He had told Lavinia, Degth
had chosen to ignore him over and over. He had convinced her that it had been both asobering and an
invigorating notion but one that had shook him from hisinherent lassitude. In civilian life, it propeled him
into the opium dens of Shanghai, the brothels of Buenos Aires and, findly, to the shamans of the Amazon.

The child stopped suckling and fell instantly adeep at the breast. Lavinia closed her eyes, not wanting
to wake Aidan. The diminishing world shrank to the scent of her son'swispy hair and the sweetish smell
of breast milk. She was woken from her doze by the click of the door.

"It hasto stop, Lavinia" James stood over them, swaying dightly, hisface puffy from deep. "The
breast-feeding is unbecoming for awoman of your status. Besides, the child is old enough to be weaned.”

"But it'swhat al good mothersdo.”
"Thisisnot Irdand and you are my wifel"

Hisraised voice woke the child who started grumbling. Shocked, Laviniadrew her son back to her
breast. How dare he prevent her from raising her child the way she intended. Surely that was amother's
prerogative. Can he care more for socia moresthan plain ingtinctive sense, she wondered.

"l believeit to be better for the child,” she began.
"Lavinia, wewill not debate this. | have made mysdf clear.”

Laviniatried to control her fury. | refuseto poison my milk with anger, she thought. Her mind
struggled impotently againgt her husband's authority, before she decided she had little choice. Shewas
expected to obey him.

The Colonel looked down at Aidan pushing blindly against Lavinias breast. He had been surprised at the
magnitude of feding he held for his son. Even now, at this early stage, he recognized traitsin the child that
he knew to be hisown: Aidan'simpatience; hisfascination for anything natura—animals, plants; the
shape of his eyes and mouth, the long thick fingers and broad pams. Theseweredl his.

Reaching out, helifted the deeping child to his chest. Immediately the boy's hand curled around his
father's pgamacollar, making atiny fist.

Thisact of creation has made me agood man. Thislifeisthe payment for dl thelives| have taken,
the Colone vowed silently, now determined to protect and nurture his child in away that his own parents
never had.



Ashe cradled hisson in hisarms, the opiate transformed his thoughts into grandiose declarations that
seemed to wind around the pattern of the wallpaper.

13

California, 2002

Julialeaned againg therailings, her hair awhirling furor that caught at her lips and snaked across her nose
and eyes. The memory of their love-making suddenly spread throughout her body, the intensity of her
orgasm resounding. The couple stood on the deck of the Catalina Express ferry, buffeted by the wind.
Klaus had organized a surprise visit to ajazz concert a the Ballroom on the idand. He had a habit of
orchestrating mysterious events. the whole of their courtship and marriage had been peppered by such
occasions—day viststo NapaValey vineyards, rock concerts, picnicsin unusud places, saling trips, his
proposa in the hot-air balloon, atour of the haunted sites of Los Angeles, anight visit to William
Randolph Hearst's castle; once he had even taken her on atour of the city's sewers. These occasions had
cometo frametheir rel ationship—emotiona and geographica reference points that became mythologized

by memory.

Julialoved himfor it. It was asif she was discovering her own country again through his eyes. Klauss
childlike ddight in astonishing her, aswell as his sense of adventure and thirst for the unusud, kept her
from complete absorption in her work. Without him, she suspected she might lose her sense of play
dtogether.

They had taken the ferry from Long Beach. It was one of those spring afternoons when the light
seemed to cut aclear edge around everything. Asthe boat diced through the water, Juliawatched the
frothing waves descending away from the prow, exciting ripples that raced across the surface of the
turquoise bay. Mesmerized by the rhythm of this constant movement, she found herself wondering about
nature and the continuous renewal and atrophy that made up the physical world.

"Y ou have to grasp your own piece of time and rideit, ride the whole wave until it peters out onto the
foreshore," she said out loud, forgetting herself.

Klaus, standing againgt her, hisface turned into the wind, only caught every third word.

"What?' he asked, but, deafened by the boat engine and the sea, Juliaonly saw hislips move.
Looking up, she smiled back reassuringly, then pressed herself againgt him. Hisarms curled around her,
hisface buried in her hair, ahidden swirl of confusion and sadness.

Oblivious, Julialeaned over therailing and was instantly reabsorbed in the submerged cosmos
beneath the parting waves.

It wastypical of Julia, Klausthought, she had this rare capacity to be completely captivated by the act
of observation and, like achame eon, become an invisible watcher. He glanced at her profile: the strong
nose that arched nobly, the jet-black straight hair that hung to her shoulders, the blue hunger of her eyes.
Almost astdl as him, she had broad shouldersthat could cradle alarge man like him comfortably. She
was everything he had wanted—intellectualy stimulating, funny, ambitious, sexudly adventurous—and
yet here he was, torn between this moment and apardld existence that pulled violently at hisingtinct.
Wherewould he be a fifty, even sixty? He shut his eyes, trying to imagine the three of them asafamily,



his son'stiny hand linking the two of them—he couldn't visudizeit. He should be able to know it, to see
their future. He swallowed, fear bobbing in histhroat like an applein abarrd.

"Theréssomething else.. . ." he mouthed into the roaring wind, knowing Juliacouldn't hear aword.
Hed planned everything, and now held arrived at this junction, he found himsdf gripped by anirrationd
terror. Could he do it? Was he capable of such afinite decison?

Theblasting horn of the ferry momentarily obliterated his anxieties as the boat sivung toward the small
harbor of Avalon.

They were sanding right in front of the stage in the Catdlina Ballroom—acircular neoclassica building
positioned on apeninsulaorigindly built asasmal opera house by the chewing gum magnate Wrigley
when the family owned theidand in the 1920s. The building—now abalroom and casno—was
gpectacular. A balcony, with pillars and arches, ran al the way around, providing a 360-degree
panoramaof L.A. harbor and the luxury yachts and boats twinkling and swaying in the smal port of
Avdon directly below.

Julialoved Catdina, the quaintness of itsimmaculately maintained smal cottages and fishing shacks
that ran up its dopes. A haven for celebrities during the 1920s and '30s, it had somehow retained its
individudity. It had afairy tde qudity, an old-worldliness that seemed unimaginable given the bustling
proximity of LosAngeles.

The band's saxophonist was dwarfed by the alto saxophone she was welded to; swaying, it was asif
she was making love through the instrument itsdlf, its rich tones spilling out into the treacly, humid night.
She broke into the first notes of "My Funny Vaenting"; as the double bass plucked at the backbone
benesath, Julias body thrilled to the music. A Spanish guitar, keyboard, and drumsjoined in, building the
refrain with a poignant tenderness.

Juliaand Klaus were pressed between agroup of four young girls and amiddle-aged couple who
sounded asif they might be from the Midwest. The wife, well over fifty and about two hundred and
eighty pounds, began to sing along loudly. Determined to block her out, Julia stayed focused on the
saxophonist, on the interweaving notes soaring up toward the chandeliers. The song ended and, turning,
Julia suddenly noticed that Klaus had |eft her Sde.

She found him out on the balcony, leaning against one of the arches that framed the view. Hewas
garing toward the city—now atwinkling mirage of distant lights set againgt the fading crimson of the
UNset.

"You've been redly quiet sncel got back. Is everything okay?"

He glanced at her then back out to sea. "A lot changed while you were away. | guess | found the time
to find mysdf."

Wondering at this sudden despondency, she wrapped her hand around hisarm. "Am | that
demanding?’ she joked.

"Not demanding so much as dl encompassing. Somehow you manage to fill aspace completely. |
guessit'slike uneven magnetic fields—| am dwaysin your orbit."

"Not from my axis: you'red| that's on my horizon." She searched his eyes but found them vacant.



Shivering, she nestled into hisjacket. "Y ou know, | used to think happiness was something dramatic,
something that happened suddenly. Now | think it'slike a congtant note you're barely aware of until those
rare and wonderful occasionswhen it suddenly intensifies and you find yoursdf standing on abacony in
sometiny opera house a the edge of the Pacific, and you think, wow, how did this happen?’

Now he looked at her. "dulia. . ."
She waited, wondering at the strange play of emotions that ran like scene changes across hisface.
"What, sweetheart?'

He heditated, then, shaking his head, pulled avay from her. "Nothing. | have to go to the restroom. I'll
seeyou back insgde."

Asheléft, she turned back to the glittering skyline and vowed to take him with her on her next
research trip.

Klaus ssumbled into a cubicle and locked the door. Slamming the toilet lid down, he sat on it and buried
hisfacein hishands, great sllent sobsracking hiswhole frame. His cell phone, tucked in his jacket
pocket, began to ring. Ignoring it, he hed himsdf tighter.

14

Mayfair, 1861

The smdl of hot lemon teaand porridge laced with whisky drifted up from the silver tray the maid had
placed over Lavinias|ap. She sat in the four-poster bed, yawning, as the maid pulled open the curtains.
Outside, the chestnut trees and windows of the Georgian houses were awash of black, green, and pae
gray. Thewinter light barely managed to tinge the park and the square.

"Would you like the Queen, madam? It is expected that you follow the events of the day."

Not much older than Lavinia, the maid had been hired specifically to address the shortcomings of the
young wife's etiquette. Expecting arebuff, she bravely held out a copy of the leading social broadsheet
James had inssted hiswife subscribetto.

"Why not, Daisy? Let's examine the glorious adventures of the Upper Ten Thousand At Home and
Abroad, agroup to which, evidently, we do not belong.”

The Upper Ten Thousand was aligting of the elite members of English society—afiction invented by
the broadsheet to fuel the ambitions of the middle-class matron, arecent socid phenomenon desperate to
mimic her aristocratic counterparts.

Laviniabegan reading sarcadtically.
"The Prince Consort attended a hunt at Finchley; surrounded by his attendants and severa of the



Royd children hewas afine and invigorating sight. Meanwhile, in the city, Lady Wadegrave held alate
supper for many of the parliamentarian figures. It was said that Disragli wasin attendance. Hugh Lupus
Grosvenor was seen at St. Jamess Park last week for the Changing of the Guard. The Queen will today
receive the Viceroy of Indiain areception to be held at Buckingham Palace. . ."

Laviniafatered, wondering at her own lack of socia credentids. Jamesisright—I need to win Lady
Morgan's patronageif | am to have any life outside these four wals, she thought, chastising hersdlf, then
took comfort in remembering that Lady Morgan's lineage was as insubstantia as her own.

The rustlings of the taff, dready on their rounds of carpet sweeping, polishing, and generd
maintenance, floated in under the door. Lavinias aching breasts suddenly reminded her of her son.

"Dasy, havel dept late?'
"It is past ning, madam.”
"Past nine! Why wasn't | woken earlier? Does Aidan not need feeding?'

"The nursemaid hasthe child, madam. The Colond insststhat master Aidan must be completely
wesaned or take awet nurse," the maid continued, sensing Lavinias chagrin.

"I must spesk to my husband a once!”

"Colone Huntington is not in the house, madam, heisdready off to alecture then to the Carlton. He
left ingtructions that you are to expect him back late tonight and should not wait up.”

"Then | must be dressed and to my child as quickly aspossible.”

The kitchen was Situated in the basement. A huge room equipped with alarge fireplace and vast stove, it
was the domain of the cook, Mrs. Jobling, and the other servants. Mrs. Beetle, the housekeeper; Mr.
Poole, the butler; four manservants and sx maids. A smal room adjacent to the kitchen served asthe
laundry, and on the other side was the chute that delivered coal directly to the cdllar. Therewasdso a
cool room, lined with thick stone, that had once served asadairy. Now it held the icebox, within which
theice man dropped hisweekly delivery.

The water for the household came from thewell at the back of Chesterfield house, a nearby mansion.
The spring was famous for the purity of itswater, which was brought in daily by the lowest-ranking
footman.

The laundry looked out onto alandscaped courtyard that boasted a struggling lilac treein its center.
An old marble horse trough delineated the stables from the garden. There was a cobbled areain front of
the coach house and stables, which fronted onto a mews lane, enabling easy accessto the main street
and square. These were aso theliving quarters of the head coachman, two grooms, and four young
stablehands who dept in aloft above the stables.

Next to the laundry was the butler's pantry, the command post of Mr. Poole, a sanctimonious
Scottish misanthrope in hisfifties, who had served James during hisarmy years. The chamber was
furnished with a plain wooden table, an armchair and awatercolor of Loch Fyne hanging on thewall. It
aso contained alarge Dutch display cabinet in which the silver plate and fine chinawere kept locked
when not in use. There was also asafe built into the wall for the very expensive pieces, which Mr. Poole
guarded jedloudly.



The kitchen was aterrain separate from the rest of the house. Since the recent ingtallation of a
dumbwaiter—of which Jameswas fiercely proud—there was hardly an occasion to bring Laviniadown
into this nether world of steam, meaty cooking smells and raucous robustness.

The hissfrom the clothes press and the rattle of theimmense bailer that dominated one corner of the
laundry fractured the murmuring that drifted through the half-open kitchen door—aflurry of whispersthat
finished in astaccato of femae laughter.

Pausing, Laviniawondered whether to enter or not. Back in Ireland, she had never been excluded
from life below the sairs. The minister kept only one housekeeper and ayoung scullery maid, who lived
inthe village, and Laviniahad hel ped with both the laundry and the cooking. Here, in this huge house with
its hidden service stairs and quarters, the two worlds were carefully divided. Lavinia missed the earthy
humor of the women she had grown up around, their easy direct speech and, most of dl, the magic of
their superdtitions. The village mysteries had included the ghost of ayoung woman who had killed hersdlf
over aphilandering sheep farmer some seventy years earlier, aforty-eight-year-old woman who had
falen miraculoudy pregnant after the Virgin Mary had appeared to her youngest in a cabbage patch, and
the sinister possession of achimney sweep in his desth throes—a circumstance that had terrified even the
priest as heleaned over him to administer thelast rites.

This pardld world had fascinated the imaginative young girl, but there was one mystery that was
never mentioned in the household, upstairs or down. When she wasfive, Lavinia asked why she could
not remember her mother's funerd. The old housekeeper had pulled the child onto her lap and, letting her
play with the rosary beads she kept in the pocket of her kitchen gpron, explained that she herself had
looked after her because at the age of one she had been too young to attend.

"But oh how your father wept. | have never seen aman more distressed, not since the first Famine.
Whatever they tell you, Miss Lavinia, she was aloved woman, your mother.”

Now, encouraged by the memory of the housekeeper's flour-dusted affection, Lavinia entered the
kitchen.

Her son was strapped into a high chair as the nursemaid, astoic young woman from Leeds, bent over
him, spooning athin stew into his mouth.

"So he's taken to the meal ?"

The nursemaid paused, aguilty look on her face, then hagtily wiped the babe's soiled chin with her
apron as Laviniabent down to kiss her son.

"The master instructed me, madam. | would have waited for you but he was most ingstent.”

The cook hurriedly cleared aplace for Laviniaat the oak table. Mrs. Jobling was alaconic skinny
cresture, one of the few servants who had warmed to the young wife, correctly perceiving her abrasive
arrogance as away of masking her lack of confidence.

"Y ou think me afool for feeding my own child?" Laviniasat down and took an agpplefrom apile
waiting to be pedled and baked into apie.

"No, madam," the nursemaid replied carefully, acutely aware of the dispute between husband and
wife. "However, it isamost unconventiona choicefor amother of your socia standing. But the child is
happy; it was time he started on more solid foods, madam.”

"Weadl hate |etting them go, madam,” the cook interjected as she hovered over ascullery maid who
was chopping fruit. "I had to let mine go to the baby farmer—'course she neglected them something
terrible. My two newborns died of the colic and | had to send my son to work at six year old. It's hard



for amother, it is. But they grow so fast, and before you know it he's arake with three bastards of his

Asif inreply, Aidan belched loudly. All four women burst into laughter and aclasdess unity fell
momentarily over the kitchen.

It was only when Lavinianoticed the nursemaid blushing and straightening her gpron that she redlized
someone ese—most likely aman—had entered the room. Then she smelt him; the sharp tang of horse
manure interwoven with tobacco and saddle soap. It was afamiliar aromathat she associated with
Ireland and the farm of her childhood. Laviniadid not turn; instead, she waited for him to announce
himsalf—aswould be the protocol of servant to misiress. But the silence lengthened until it threatened to
become sullenin its obstinacy. Finaly, the nursemaid gestured toward the stranger.

"Madam, have you met the new coachman?”

Laviniaremained seated, her spine aramrod. Coachmen were the Colond's domain, and shewas
convinced the man'sinsolence was an indication of her husband's lack of support for her own authority
with the servants.

"l have not.”
"Please excuse my rudenessbut | fear to tread mud around the kitchen.”

The voice was young but mellow and Laviniaingtantly recognized the accent. He stepped around the
tableto face her.

"Y ou're from County Kerry?' shesad.

"I amindeed, originaly from the McGregor estate.” He bowed, his hair athick helmet of dark locks
that tumbled dmost to his shoulders. Benegth hisriding coat he wore the verticaly striped waistcoat that
defined him as a coachman.

"Aloysus OMadley of Dingle, a your service."

"We call him John, madam, aswe do al the head coachmen here," the cook added, worried that the
servant's manners might be considered audacious.

The young coachman looked down truculently. Lavinia guessed, correctly, that he resented the
anonymity.

"Then you shal be thefirst coachman called Aloysius" shereplied.
The young man grinned, asmilethat entirely transformed his otherwise grim countenance.

The nursemaid looked sharply at Lavinia, then knowingly at the cook. Typica of the new mistress,
she thought, not to know her own place and that of others.

Ignoring her disgpproval, Laviniaturned back to the coachman. "1 know Dinglewell. Thereisan
excdlent blacksmith there.”

"That would be my second cousin, madam.”
"Y ou are very young to be head coachman.”
"My credentids are excdllent, madam, and | have been in service since | was six years of age."

He looked directly a her now and she saw that he had barely reached manhood. The wizened cast to



his features gave him a deceptively older gppearance. A third of the indentured workers of the McGregor
edtate had starved to death and it had been one of many placesthat Laviniahad visited with her father,
bearing patry gifts of clothing and food. She recognized the aged appearance of the coachman'sface as
the legacy of childhood ma nourishment—the stigma of the Famine.

Theyoung Irishman's green eyes were set below a heavy brow and his dender face was amediey of
angles placed crookedly above one another, thus creating ajaw, achin, cheekbones and so forth. A thin
mobile mouth twitched beneath along broken nose, giving the tentative smile acertain vulnerability. His
broad shouldersjutted out like awkward coat hangers from which the rest of hisbody fel like acascade
of bony planes. Hislivery—obvioudy inherited from his corpulent predecessor—was loose around his
waist and hips, the wide leather belt buckled tight in an attempt to keep histrousers up.

"You're not long in England?' Laviniaasked, breaking into a brogue that made the cook'sjaw drop.

The coachman, unwilling to be pulled into an intimacy that could compromise his pogition, stayed with
hisforma English. "Madam, three months yesterday and | am mighty thankful for thejob. I will not
disappoint either you or the master."

"Good, in that case you may collect me at two o'clock this afternoon. | wish to attend church and then
vist Bond Street, where thereisabook | wish to purchase.”

"Very good, madam." Hetipped his cap and | eft.

Returning to the stables, he wondered if she was the daughter of the Protestant minister Reverend
Augustus Kane, infamousfor his outlandish scientific hypotheses and for fighting with his patron over the
fate of hislordship's starving Catholic tenants. If she was Kane's daughter she must be agood woman, he
thought, then remembered his grandfather mentioning some disreputable rumor involving the minister's
wife. But that was years ago, and what did he, a Cathalic, care about a Protestant scandal ?

Before leaving the house, Laviniadipped quietly into the Colond's studly. It was alarge room with
ceiling-to-floor windows through which the English sun struggled periodicaly.

The pungent scent of dried plant specimens mixed with old tobacco, wood polish, and turpentine,
reminded her of her father and his own study. In the middle of the room stood a magnificent circular
table, the top inlaid with amarquetry of exotic flowers, the ornate border depicting al manner of tropica
fruits—each section representing a part of the world James had explored. A commissioned piece, the
table had been a gift from the Roya Society to celebrate the Colond's achievements. Atop its varnished
walnut surface were scattered various specimens and papers—the anthropologist's current work. Apart
from the chair at the table, there was an alcove containing a cushioned window seet, and severd green
leather armchairs grouped around the fireplace.

A magjestic mahogany bureau bookcase presided against onewall. Alwayslocked, it held the
Colond's callection of skulls, which he had gathered in his youth when under the brief tutelage of the
Scottish phrenologist George Combe. Behind the decoratively glazed glass doors, the shelves were
stacked with avariety of triba artefacts, asingle skull on each ledge, representing the different tribesthe
Colond had studied. Each was surrounded by the icons of its people—masks, small statues, hunting
tools.

Smdller digplay cabinetslined the opposite wall, their shelves bursting with books, manuscripts, and
bound notebooks full of dried flowers, pressed insects, scribbled pencil sketches, each description



illustrated with excited annotationsin the margin. The enthusiasm of the younger man radiated from these
pages, hisfervor vishlein thejittery handwriting.

The sun, breaking through the clouds, streamed in through the skylight, carved athin arc acrossthe
parquet floor and fell over her head, warming her in one ddiciouslick. The Colone's recent presencein
the room had |eft an olfactory shadow of sandawood soap, leather, and hair oil. The rustling leaves
outside melted into the sound of the Liffey River asthe scent drew Laviniainto the memory of one
particular afternoon—the first time they had made lovein daylight.

Knedling, James had fumbled with her waistband, pedling each layer away—of sk, of damask, of
lace—until shelay in her undergarments. Trembling with frustration, Laviniahad untied the ribbons at her
sSde hersdf, then lifted his hand to that secret part of her she had now discovered for hersdf. Leaning into
her, he had shut his eyes, hisface inchesfrom her own, as helet her guide him. Watching him, she
wrestled with her own raising orgasm until the moment shefelt hersdlf clenching. Then she pulled himinto
her, begging him to take her.

"Look a me," sheld whispered, and in that moment when the Colonel opened his eyes, her bliss had
become his and she had screamed, overwhelmed by a pounding rapture that drowned out the sound of
theriver outside.

Would they ever love like that again?

Laviniawalked over to the secretaire. Her husband's diary rested against acarved walnut lectern,
open at itslast entry.

The use of certain poisons during the initiation rituals of the Amazonian peoples and the
Indians of the South Americas must not be underestimated. Belladonna, mescaline,
Spanish Fly, Morning Glory, are just some of the flora used to enhance religious trances
and often to communicate with the "Gods" themselves. | myself have experimented with
ayahuasca, used by the Bakairi in their spiritual practices. Naturally, the administration of
such dangerous substances is hazardous and it is only the shamans or wise men of the
villages that have both the skill and the permission to wield this"sorcery" . ..

Pinned next to the note was a curioudly twisted root. Lavinia squeezed the spongy substance lightly
between her fingers. Itstoxicity was evident in the acrid scent.
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Los Angeles, 2002

Juliadrove up the wide tree-lined Westwood Boulevard and turned into Le Conte, where redbrick
university buildings now dominated either side. There was abland affluence to Westwood that she
loathed. After the eclectic architecture of Haight-Ashbury in San Franciso, where she had grown up, the
suburb appeared inspid with itsrelatively new shopping malls plastered with the generic consumerist
iconsthat littered middle America—the movie house, the hamburger joint, the supermarket, the Mex-Tex
restaurant. A digtrict designed to service the student community and medica facilities, there was nothing
to distinguish it from athousand others across the country. Asin much of Los Angeles, most of the



historica landmarks had been torn down and with them any organicaly evolved sprawl. Why did
rampant capitaism aways reduce history to a bulldozed cliché, Juliawondered as she turned into the
research center. Still, it was good to be back on her own territory, with al the necessities within
reach—no more living out of asuitcase, packing samplesin polystyrene coolers, going days without a
shower.

Despite their disagreements it had been more profoundly emotional to return to Klaus than she had
imagined. Sometimes when Juliawent on field trips, she became so preoccupied she forgot that she
missed him, redlly missed him.

Remembering their embrace before she | eft the house, she decided to ring him when she got to the
office, then made a second mental note to check on Carlato seeif sheld recovered from her drinking
dint at the restaurant. Humming to the radio Julia parked the car.

The Neuroscience and Genetics Research Center was a redbrick and sandstone building constructed
only two years before. At the front of the block was a smal landscaped quadrangle with afuturistic
bronze sculpture, an abstract representation of the double helix of DNA. Privately sponsored, the Center
housed severa cutting-edge research laboratories; Julias laboratory was located on the first floor.

Clutching her briefcase, Juliaran up the granite stairs, past the eucalyptus trees and into the cool
shadow of astone arch leading into the building.

Her office was asmall room removed from the bustle of the main laboratory, which was separated
into awet lab and adry lab, with alow white partition dividing the two.

The dry lab consisted of two wooden benches facing one another, holding five computers that were
congtantly running. Invariably, at least three of Julias eight employees were using the space to work on
their individual research projects aswell asthe larger commissions the lab took on as an entity.

The wet |lab—where the hands-on experiments were carried out—was lined with benches stocked
with equipment and bottles of various chemicas and reagents. All available floor space was occupied by
fume hoods, huge freezers, and centrifuges plastered with instructions and warnings.

Down the corridor, in their own separate a coves, were the € ectron microscope and the culture
room. A photograph of someone's eighty-five-year-old grandmother suspended in afull lotus position
smiled bedtificdly down on dl the activity, and jazz played congtantly from a CD player in the corner.
Juliaprided hersdalf on creating an atmosphere that alowed the imagination of her employeesto soar—the
laboratory's record for innovation evidence of this.

Jennifer Bostock, a precocious young scientist from New Y ork clad in avintage velvet dress that
gave her the gppearance of adightly aggrieved Gothic tragedienne, swung around from her desk.

"Julia, welcome back! Everything stored safely and shipped?”

"The samples arrive tomorrow. Y ou got my e-mail about the commission?
"Y eah, amazing. Congratulations! Whitehead must be so pissed.”

"It's certainly onefor thelittle guys.”

Juliaglanced at Jennifer's [gptop. Jennifer's doctorate was on alink between dydexiaand genetics,
but shewasin her fourth year and Juliawas beginning to suspect that she might be just another perpetua
student.

"Theré's apogtion available—I'm looking for an assstant. Areyou interested?’ she asked.



"I'd loveto, but the university'sjust issued an ultimatum—I have to have the doctorate finished by the
summer. I'm redly sorry, dulia”

Juliaglanced around the office; another postgraduate was tucked into the corner, sudioudy avoiding
her eye.

"Isanyone free?'

"Well, Hank's swept up with his dime molds and Phong's rushing to get an article published in the
Scientific and Shawn's on sabbatical until April. Y ou know how it is”

Swinging around on her swivd chair, Jennifer returned to her lgptop. Grabbing the chair, Juliapulled it
back to face her.

"Isthis about working for the Defense Department, or isthis about genuine commitment to our own
individua pursuit? | mean, I'd loveto think | had alab full of potential Nobel prize winners, but | suspect

Jennifer looked sheepish. "L ook, some of us have issues, and some of us are actually busy.”
"Great."
"Don't worry, the goddesswill provide. She dways does,” the student concluded philosophically.

Juliawinced. Through her work she had come to the discomfiting conclusion that there was quite
probably agene for religion or spiritua faith and it was one she seemed to lack. It wasn't the concept of
faith itsdlf that irritated her, more the surrendering of control and determinism shefelt it implied. Perhaps
Marx was right: religion isthe opium of the masses—and Buddhism the ecstasy of the middle classes, she
concluded as she fought the temptation to dam her office door behind her. The room was anarrow
rectangle lined with bookshelves, the large window &t the end looking out over the university grounds.
Facing the window was the desk; its black polished surface was impeccably neet, the state-of -the-art
desktop computer—the nucleus of al her thinking. Againgt the wall opposite sat severa locked filing
cabinets, thefilesinsde obsessively numbered and up to date.

Sitting at the desk, Juliaretrieved the Defense Department file from her briefcase. It contained two
computer disks. She dipped the firgt disk into the computer, then, as she waited for it to boot up, rang
home.

The tone rang out; the answering machine had been switched off. That's odd, she thought. Klauswas
usudly writing by thistime, having completed his eight-thirty morning run. He compensated for the
unpredictable nature of hisemployment by structuring hisdaysinto arigid timetable. Surprised, Julia
decided to ring againin an hour.

She scanned the computer screen. Thefiles contained alist of five hundred twins from the ex-veterans
database. Thiswas the most extensive database available to geneticists and one of the largest twin studies
inthe world. Half the men on thelist were monozygotic or identica twins; the other haf being dizygotic or
nonidentica twins. Using twinsin the sudy would makeit easier to discern which traits were genetic and
which were morelikely to be environmental.

At least hdf of the twinswere combat soldiers with experience of intensive frontline combat—Deélta,
rangers, specia forces, soldierswho'd seen extreme service in places such as Afghanistan, South
America, Rwanda, and Bosniaand dl of the twins had been in the forces. Their age range ran between
nineteen and sixty, which meant that many of the inherent genetic traits would have emerged by now. As
Juliaread down thelist she began dividing the subjectsinto four main categories. Anglo-American,
Latino-American, African—American, and Asan-American. Thiswasfor sociologica uniformity only.



Externa physical differences, including race, accounted for such minor changesin the overal genome
sequence that they didn't count. Homo sapiens realy were dl the same under the skin—afact Juliaoften
congdered advertisng on the Internet to counteract racism.

The study's proceduresinvolved testing the men's DNA (to ensure the exact status of the twinsas
well as screening for possible genetic determinants), abrain scan, and a series of teststo gauge
physiologica and psychological reactionsto combat and violence. These consisted of measurement of
heart rate, blood pressure, and particularly blood composition while the subject viewed images of violent
combat. Therewas dso to be an interview to research the nurturing and other environmenta influences
onthetwins early life.

When Julialooked up from the computer acouple of hourslater, the sun was dready high over the
eucayptustrees. Hating the incessant air conditioning and wanting fresh air, she pushed open one of the
windows. Outside, she could hear the students milling around; snippets of conversations, burdts of young
laughter, aguitar being srummed, the bandly bright chorus of acell phone and the smell of freshly mown
grass, dl drifted in. It made Juliaremember her own student days: her exhilaration at her first discovery,
her first published paper, the pride that infused her whole body thefirst time she waked into her own
laboratory. Out of twenty graduates from Julias year only eleven had stayed working in the field, and of
the six femae graduates she was the only one who had gone on to acareer in science. The hours were
long and the work highly competitive aswell as extraordinarily tedious; grest swathes of repetitious
research stretched between moments of ingpiration.

Julias professor had always reminded the students as they started leaving for the day, sometimes as
late asten a night, " Scientists in France, Germany, and Japan arejust starting their day, al striving to
make the same discovery you're working on. Segp oniit.”

It took resilience, obsession, obstinacy, and sdlfishness to make a good scientist—and maybe
narcissam, Juliareflected guiltily.

Most of the young women she'd graduated with had given up research and laboratory work when
they married. Even her nemesis, ayoung woman Juliaknew was brighter than her, ascientist she had
been convinced would have ameteoritic rise through the ranks, had retired at twenty-sx to marry a
British hedge-fund manager. Others had resorted to part-time commercia |aboratory work or other
mindless conveyor-bdt-style research when they'd had families. The hours and the poor pay meant it was
virtualy impossible to have afamily and acareer in science.

Werethere any role modelsfor her as both ascientist and amother? Julia had met one scientist at a
seminar who'd taken eight weeks off work to have her baby before returning to complete her doctorate.
"Motherhood actudly sharpens your mind," sheld told Julia. "It'sal the multi-tasking you haveto do. It
forces you to become amaster of time management—at leadt, that's the delusion | function under.
Otherwiseforget it."

Juliareached for the phone again. There was till no answer at the house. Shetried Klauss cell
phone. It was switched off. Strange, he never switched his phone off, ever. A nagging anxiety began to
play a her mind as shetried to concentrate on the list of research subjects. Theirrationa notion that he
might have had a car accident lurked beneath the written description of each case history. By the end of
the chapter she had convinced hersdlf that Klaus's corpse lay congealing on some mortuary dab.

Sherang their neighbor Gerry, a scriptwriter who wasinevitably home. Today he was attending to the



vadt collection of bonsai trees he kept on his deck, and murmured incoherently about avan.

" thought you might be having a garage sae or something. | mean, | think | saw Klaus helping the
guys out with something so | figured it wasnt, like, you know, aburglary.”

Stoned again, Juliathought cynicaly. Hewas hardly ever lucid.
"Thanks, Gerry. | guess!'ll seeyou later.”
"You will. Y ou know me—the dateless agoraphobic.”

The phone clicked off. Again, premonition brushed across Julias skin. Determined not to fal victimto
the psychologicd tricks of her hormones, she dismissed her fear asirrational.
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Mayfair, 1861

The coachman loitered at the stone entrance to St. George's. As an Irish Catholic at the door of one of
London's most prestigious Protestant churches, it wasimpossible for him not to fed intimidated.

Smoothing down thelapd s of hisjacket, he pulled himself upright in an attempt to shake off an
ingdious sense of inferiority. A pox on the English, I'll not bend to their arrogance, he muttered as he
peered through the darkened archway. He could see hisyoung Irish mistress kneeling insde, thelilac
brim of her bonnet sitting high amid the pews.

Despite her ambition, she seemed deeply uncomfortable with the authority foisted upon her, and there
had been complaintsin the servants quarters about the way Mrs. Huntington contradicted her husband's
commands and confused the senior staff with her over-familiar manner. " She should know her place,”
Mrs. Beetle had muttered more than once. There were only two servants who defended Mrs.
Huntington's unorthodox ways—her own maid and the cook.

Aloysiuspulled out asmall clay pipe and packed it with tobacco, the besieged sunlight falling across
the broken fingernails and mottled skin of hisworking hands.

A robin perched on the font stonelooked at him quizzically. Fedling in his pocket, Aloysiusfound
some oats and threw the bird afew flakes. At least the English birds are friendly, he consoled himself.
Lavinia's mouth—that dightly wry curl of her lip—came to mind as he studied the bird's red plumage.
Struggling to dismisstheimage, Aloysius reluctantly acknowledged that he was partid to the young wife,
whatever her politics, whatever her station, not just because she was unconventiond but in the way aman
likesawoman.

"Takethe gifts God gives you and don't waste your life hankering after the unobtainable" had been the
advice of his grandfather, who had adopted the small boy after hisfather, an itinerant farmhand, had
disappeared from the village. Well, God had given him and his family nothing but grief and sarvation.
Everything Aloysius had, held earned through his own labor.

S0 he liked the woman, so what? Looking was not an offense. Could it be because shewasrish, a
warm beacon in dl this phlegmatic sengbility? Again, the coachman chastised himself—to imagine he
could be anything but aservant in her eyes was an unforgivable vanity and most probably asin. He held



his hand out to the robin, who, after examining him with one beady eye, flew off asif to chalenge his
luck.

Aloysiusthen turned to watch severd city gentlemen stride through Hanover Square. The sight of
such industry was still asource of wonder to the village boy. The whole of London was awarren of
frantic activity: hackneystaxiing merchantsto and fro; the ragged army of children that lurked beneath
tarpaulins, carts, archways, and in doorways—ariver of grimy lifedl ambling toward the one grave.
Threeflower girlsand a hurdy-gurdy man had set up on the pavement opposite the church; the girls cries
adding acurious lyric to the whirling music cranking out of the painted box.

Itisanidyllic picture, thisenclave of Mayfair, the coachman thought, all pomp and circumstance with
its parks, itslamps blazing and footmen at the entrance of every grand house. But Aloysius knew that he
would haveto wak bardly amileto find himsdf in some typhoid-ridden dum lane. Thisisametropolis of
many cities, and | should be thankful to beliving in agolden corner of it, he concluded, crossing himself
for good luck.

Inside the church, Laviniawas conducting a conversation with her God. It was adialoguein which her
prayers were answered by avoice within herself; an alter ego whose pragmatism aways provided a
comforting but humorous counterbaance to her own idedism.

"May Jamesdesiremeagain,” she prayed, before noting that it was both ridiculous and sacrilegious to
be asking the Almighty for guidance on such earthly matters. Better to ask the music hall actress or the
courtesan—the reply popped irreverently into her mind, prompting her to riseto her feet guiltily. By the
time she had wrapped her cloak about her, the afternoon light was aready fading.

She made her way to the imposing main doors, where the coachman was waiting.
"Y ou do not worship yoursalf?' she asked, sensing Aloysiuss reluctance to enter the church.

"Madam, | was born a Catholic so I've no love of the English steeple. Anyhow, I've not beeningdea
church for over four years." Helifted the edge of her cloak to prevent it dragging in the mud.

"Four yearsisacondderable lapse of faith for any denomination.”

"I lost my faith while watching my mother sarve, despite her prayers.” Hisface tightened, deterring
further inquiry.

Lavinia paused before stepping up into the carriage. "1 dso have found myself wondering about the
vaue of faith when there gppears to be no redemption.”

"Not in thisworld, anyhow, madam,” Aloysius added, trying not to notice her dender stockinged
ankle, visble for amoment benegath her petticoats.

The lamplighters had begun their determined circuit, ushering in the evening with depressing swiftness.
The coachman paused with his hand on the coach door, the chilly afternoon air making steam of his
bresth.

"Madam, forgive my impertinence, but it is now past four o'clock and it would be considered
unseemly for ayoung woman such as yourself to be seenin Bond Street at thistime.”

"In that case we shd| definitdly makethevist, and | shal take you aong asmy vaet.”



Wasthis an example of her determination to shun convention and court controversy, or wasit Smply
ignorance, Aloysiuswondered as he svung himself up to the front of the carriage.

The carriage wound itsway past the €legant Georgian arcades of Regent Street, negotiating the
omnibuses, carts, the mingling crowds, and on toward Piccadilly Circus. The evening's entertainment at
the Princess Theatre was "M . Fechter's Hamlet," proudly advertised on abanner illuminated by burning
gadights, only just vishle through the yellowish fog that had moved in from the Thames—asit did most
afternoons.

An omnibus maeridized out of the haze. It wasfilled with singing drunken men—aguild of
journeymen from the north on an excursion to the big city. Their degp voices boomed out like aninvisble
chorus as Aloysius swerved to missthe vehicle with its heaving carthorses.

The brougham turned back into secluded Mayfair, where omnibuses were banned and only
muffin-men, lavender-sdllers and the occasiona wandering musician with his barrow organ and monkey
were dlowed entry. Ingtantly it was quieter, and the smell of seclusion and money gave theinsdious
impression of safety. Lavinia, who had been staring out of the window, settled back against the lesther
upholsery.

They entered Bond Street, trotting past the booksdllers and publishers and the gentlemen shoppers,
severa of whom tipped their hats at Lavinia—awoman strikingly alone at this hour of the day.

Aloysius reined in the horses beside the covered entrance of the Burlington Arcade. Two beadlesin
distinctive black and red uniforms stood guard at the entrance to ensure that the Bond Street
loungers—bored dandies and revellers who had emerged early from the gentlemen's clubs—did not enter
the sedate and elegant arcade.

Above the entrance climbed a canopy of stedl vines. Insde, gadightsilluminated the shops displays of
dresses, hats, jewdry, and al manner of frivolous objects craved by the very wedlthy, creating an effect
as seductive as Aladdin's cave.

Laviniabarely glanced at these treasures as she stepped out of the carriage. Instead, escorted by
Aloysusthrough amilling group of curious mae onlookers, one of whom whistled rudely, she made her
way to John Brindley's bookstore at 29 Bond Strest.

Together, Laviniaand Aloysius dmogt filled the tiny emporium whose every wal was crammed with
books, the shelves climbing to the very ceiling. The place appeared empty of assstants.

Squeezing her way around severd piles of boxes, Lavinianavigated a path to the high oak counter
and peered over.



"| believe the American statesman Abraham Lincoln has published avolume of poetry?”

A diminutive man with avery large nose that divided his saturnine face into two distinct Sdes, sad and
sadder, sat eclipsed by alarge volume he held in hislap. Helooked over his half-moon spectacles at her,
then, shrugging indifferently, returned to hisreading.

"l beg your pardon,” Laviniarepeated, raising her voice in case the bookseller was hard of hearing, "I
bdieve—"

"l heard you thefirst time, madam. And yes, Mr. Lincoln does write poetry, however heis a better
politician than poet, therefore | suggest you save your pennies. Besides, you have thelook of aMrs.
Gore reader." He sniffed contemptuoudy and pointed along dirty fingernail to a pile of books on atable
near the door.

"Appdlingly prolific but sdlacious enough to sll; literature with the endurance of agedfly. Pin Money
isthe oneto read, or so they tell me.”

Insulted, Lavinia placed her purse on the counter. "1 detest Mrs. Gore's halfpenny scandals. | know
what | wish to purchase and it isMr. Lincoln's poetry. | am agreat admirer of the statesman.”

Sighing heavily, the booksdller dipped off his stool and, muttering, pushed a set of library sepsaong
the doping wooden floor a an excruciatingly dow pace. There, with surprising agility that reminded
Laviniaof the bed bug she'd once seen under her father's microscope, he clawed hisway up the steps
and reached to a high shelf. He pulled out abook and shook it vigoroudy, releasing severa dead moths
that plummeted to thefloor.

"The Quincy Whig journd—Mr. Lincoln has published severd worksin here, but | ssemto
remember thereisonly one of any merit. The Return.'"

The booksdller clambered down, made hisway back to Lavinia, and placed the book firmly into her
hands.

"One guinea. Outrageous exploitation on my behdf but literary supidity, | find, isinvarigbly
expensve." He sounded irritated to makethe sdeat all.

Asshereached for her money, Laviniacaught sght of aman outside. The familiarity of hisprofile
drew her to the window where she peered through its grimy glass.

Colond Huntington stood on the opposite curb, accompanied by astrikingly attractive young woman
in an elegant overcoat and deep crimson satin crinoline. There was something exaggerated about the
young woman's sdlf-conscious gestures with her dramaticaly rouged cheeks and painted mouth. Pointing
to abonnet in a shop window, she laughed, then dipped her arm through the Colond's and they
continued their promenade.

Trandfixed, Laviniawondered for amoment whether it actualy was her husband, for she did not
recognize the expression thet transformed his face—a smile that suddenly rendered him ten years

younger.
The coachman stepped in front of the window, blocking the mistresssview of the Colonel.

"Thisisno place for agentlewoman at thistime of day,” he said. "Next thing, the Bond Street loungers
will betaking pot shotsat yer. | did try to warn yer." Moved by Lavinias evident distress, Aloysius

dipped into brogue.

Ignoring him, she continued to look blankly out the window. The girl could not be much older than
herself. Could she be an old associate? A secret goddaughter? Perhaps the estranged child of a



colleague? she thought, refusing to consider more obvious dternatives.
Aloysius gently tapped her on the arm. "Buy the pamphlet, madam. The gentleman iswaiting.”
Laviniaturned back to the booksdller. A supercilious expression played across his pinched features.

"A common doxie. They al float up from Curzon Street like thereés no tomorrow, and not aliterate
one amongst them. Language of love? Language of the gutter more like. Do you know the Colond ?*

"l had assumed s0," Laviniareplied coolly.

"My midressis married to the gentleman,” Aloysius said, wanting to protect her from further
humiliation.

Shocked, the bookseller dropped the volume of poetry, now wrapped in butcher's paper, onto the
counter. "The Colond married, and to one so young? It wasn't announced in the Gazette."

Mortified, Aloysius stepped forward. "Mrs. Huntington, there are other bookstores.”

The booksdller glanced at the coachman's livery then back at Lavinia. Suddenly he bowed, hislong
greasy locksfaling toward hisknees, hisbading pate rendered visible.

"Forgive me, madam, | would not have insulted you with Mrs. Gore had | known. Perhaps | may
interest you in George Eliot's latest tome Adam Bede, or the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam—itisa
fascinating read.”

"l have got what | camefor, and | cannot deny that it has been amost illuminating visit."

"Weam to please," hereplied poker-faced, then pressed the guineaback into her hand. "It will give
me great pleasure to charge the purchase directly to Colond Huntington's account, madam.”
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James Huntington sat at the large center table, his papers scattered before him. His notebook—one of
many—was open at a photograph of three Bakairi men involved in adanceritua. He wasimmediately
trangported to that evening, the damp undergrowth of the rainforest scratching at his haunches, the smoke
from the fires smarting his eyes, the hypnotic gyrations of the young men sending him into atrance. The
wooden masks metamorphosed each of them into agod, and their hands carved stories from the smoky
air about them, the beauty of their painted limbs transformed them into flying skeletons asthe light faded
between the trees.

Thisis my vocation, he thought, staring at the bound notebook, the edges of its pages stained faintly
with smudges of red clay—a souvenir from hiswriting beside the Amazon river, the scent of the night till
lingering on the paper. It isthe only time | transcend my base nature, the only time my inginctsare
sharpened to the brink of survival. He looked over to the Indian leopard skin stretched in front of the
fireplace—a hunting trophy. Of late he had fdlt hisintellect deteriorating; he had dipped into the
mannered wit and repartee of the gentleman, but craved the edge of danger that exploration brought.
Such chalenges kept him noble, and Lord knew he had been guilty of the most ignoble actions, he
conceded, his mind returning to his recent encounter in Bond Strest.

The Colond reached for his snuffbox—a miniature silver casket in the shape of atraveling chest, an



heirloom from his father—and placed alarge pinch of the opiated tobacco into the crook of histhumb
and forefinger. Lifting it to hisnogtrils, heinhaed deeply. An intoxicating wave swept through his snuses
and hit the back of hisbrain. Therustle of askirt and the soft wash of lavender did not make him open
hiseyes.

"Thank you for vigting Aidan, his nanny told meyou read him astory." Laviniasvoice broke his
reverie, he smiled up & her.

"Asany father would."
"1 thought I might find you in here." She held her new book under one arm.

"Indeed, my dear. | am somewhat overwhelmed by the plethora of research that seemsto Stareat me
more accusingly with every passing day. How was your church visit?'

"Attending St. George'sisdways an illuminating experience.”
"Asit should be: that building has sanctified more scandal ous liaisons than aborddlo.”

Laviniapulled off her kid gloves and observed her husband far more closgly than her casud air
suggested.

"Youseemjovid," shesad.

"And why not? | spent a pleasant morning with my accountant, lunched with severd colleagues of the
scientific persuasion, then ended the afternoon at the Athenaeum where | studied the Times, the Daily
Telegraph, and the Gazette with much curiogty.”

She wondered how he could lie with such panache, but then the possibility that hisvisit to Bond
Street might have an innocent explanation occurred to her.

"| visited abookshop after church.” A questioning ran under the tone of her voice. "A bookshop on
Bond Street.”

The Colond alowed thelanguid effect of the snuff to exorcise astonishment from hisface. "So |
gather from that dubious tome you are brandishing at me." Squinting, he could just seethetitle: Quincy
Whig. Morelrish palitics, he thought, hisheart snking. "Rather late for shopping, Lavinia”

"Apparently so. Apparently it isan opprobrious time for arespectable married woman to be seenin
Bond Street. Naturdly, adifferent standard of decency applies for respectable married gentlemen.”

The Colone rose from his chair and strolled to the window. If there was anything he abhorred it was
hypocrisy; besides, Laviniaslack of sophistication was beginning to annoy him. He didn't want to argue;
their confrontation of the night before had cast agloom upon hisentireday. In fact, it had been thisill
humor that had compelled him to visit the brothdl in thefirst place. The Colond felt aggrieved; surdly a
gentleman's private actions should remain private?

Outside, it had begun to rain—awet drizzle that transformed the lit treesinto blurred gray-green
infantrymen, reminding him of the harsh beauty of the Crimea.

"| trust the book was worth risking your reputation in such away?' he asked hiswife.
"Indeed. Without my even opening its pages, it has dready proved to be educationdly invauable.

Determined to shift the conversation to safer ground, the Colonel walked back to his desk. Gazing
down upon his notes, he couldn't help but envy the comparative ease of sexua and marital unioninthe
Amazon.



Laviniafollowed his gaze. "Are these your research notes?'
"I havefinaly begun to collate my work."
"Y ou have organized the chapters?'

" am uncertain whether to prioritize the habitat and customs of the natives, or begin with chapters
describing the faunaand flora. It is atogether overwhelming.”

The greet collection of notes and illustrations stretched before him. Jumbled in achaotic parody of
order, it felt like ametaphor for hisown life: asuperficidly organized fagade concedling duplicitous
pandemonium. It occurred to the Colond that he no longer had the youth or the patience to contemplate
the task of unraveling such confusion.

Folding back her long deeaves, Laviniathumbed through the sketchbooks and their handwritten
footnotes, scrawled in dmogt illegible fashion.

"Do you wish thisto be a scientific treatise or to be perceived as abook for the layman?' she asked.
She paused at a photographic portrait of ayouth leaning upon his spear, his eyes and cheeks covered in
red daub, bamboo sticks protruding from his cheeks like tiger whiskers. His direct gaze was a curious
combination of intense interest and acomplete lack of self-consciousness. Thisis Adam before the Fall,
Laviniathought, confrontationd, defiant, yet hiding nothing. She redlized the native reminded her of the
young Irish coachman.

The Colonel looked over her shoulder and his scent drifted across her: afamiliar musk with an
undertone of something sharper—the sickening smell of chegp perfume. Lavinia continued to look &t the
notebook, concedling the uneasiness that played across her features.

"Naturdly | aspireto reach many readers," James said, "athough recognition of my work by the
scientific community isof the utmost importance.”

"Then | propose you structure the work as the journey of one man and describe the floraand the
behaviors of the animds, insects and birds asthey play arolein hisquest.”

The Colond was absentmindedly turning aseashel in hisfingers. At Lavinias suggestion, he sghed
and sank heavily back into hischair.

"There are severa notebookstelling of my time with the Indians, describing their family structures,
ther egting habits, their hunting, their rituas.”

Momentarily forgetting her anger Lavinia placed her hand on his shoulder. "It would capture the
imagination of the reader, James. Pagan practices are always of interest. The more barbaric the better; |
think it must providetheillusion of mora superiority.”

"Lavinia, please remember these are rituals not pagan practices.”

He strolled over to aglass case and carefully lifted out awooden mask. Long dried reeds hung from
the carved face, trailing on the ground. "1 was given this mask by the Bakairi, and a quantity of
hallucinogen—ayahuasca—to evoke their gods whenever | might wish.”

"And haveyou?'
"Not yet, but | will, once | have completed my studies.”

He held the mask up to hisface for amoment; by the time he dropped it, his expression had atered
entirely. A youthful vigor had infused hisfeatures but his eyes gppeared focused on aplace far beyond



the room.

"Ther ritudsinvitetheir gods—river spirits—to vist and give them spiritua guidance for the following
years. The shamans drink the brew of the ayahuasca to invoke the spirits. When the hallucinogen has
taken hold of the body and the shaman begins atrance he dons amask like this. The natives believe the
Spirit enters the mask and spesks through the shaman. It is quite frightening, and there were moments
when | feared for my life. It was only due to the bravery of my young trandator that | was alowed to
atendat dl."

"Then this shdl be the climax of your narrative. To reach the gods, to communicate directly with these
Spirits—there can be nothing more extraordinary. Please, James, let me help you. Y ou know your work
isaningirationto me."

"Would it make you more content, herein Mayfair? Where there is so much socid engagement during
the season?'

"For whose who are invited. | do not yet belong to any salon, nor do | have the femae confidantes a
young woman of my agerequires. . ."

"Thiswill change. Lady Morgan shdl provide you with associates.”
"Please, it would bring me gresat pleasure to work dongsde you."

Helooked at her, then pushed a pile of loose papers along the table. " These are the notes on each
individual mask—each one represents a pirit. Now forgive me, | must take my leave. | am latefor an
early supper at the Carlton. Apparently Henry Smithisto join Lord Oswald and mysdlf and you know
how droll he can be. Don't wait up.”

Asthe Colonel made hisway down to the entrance hall, he reflected on hisfoolhardinessin alowing
Laviniaentry into the last bastion of hisbachelorhood. Still, the exercise would let her explorethe
nuances of the masculine mind, he concluded, which could only save her from further disappointment.

The grandfather clock—an elghteenth-century pillar of wood, glass and brass—chimed six. Lavinia,
glancing down at the mask, thought how irrelevant socia conventions became when set againgt the
moras of other cultures. Nevertheless, she regretted losing her chance to confront her husband about the
encounter she had witnessed earlier that afternoon.

Shelifted the mask. It smelled of the earth, rich and pungent, afaint odor of burnt charcoa spiced
with an undertone of something acrid. With acertain trepidation, she placed it over her face then glanced
into alooking glass.

The primitive smplicity of its symmetry became a screaming caricature when framed by her black
hair, and her lilac gown billowing out beneath crested a carniva-like effect. Only this carnival character
was not Venetian or Roman, but something far more primal; not a God to whom one prayed but a
Goddess from whom one begged mercy.



Tranquillity settled like thick pollen across the books and papers. It was an atmosphere in which Lavinia
was quite comfortable; aworld of intellectud |abor where the forays of acurious mind were expressed in
an abundance of smal details, each linked in an eccentric grammar of personal meaning and reference.

| arrived some fourteen days ago, after a long trek through forbidding jungle, a relentless
swelter of insects and rampant fecundity. My guide, Gilo, an experienced hunter of both
Portuguese and Mayan extraction, was patience itself, tolerating my naivety and my dark
moods. He was constantly alert to every poisonous leaf or dangerous insect or reptile.

It was a relief to reach the open cut in the forest, a clearing that indicated the presence
of fellow human beings. At first | was unsure this was the place—there waslittle visible to
the unpracticed eye, but Gilo, squatting down beside me, indicated the vine ropes hanging
from trees that served as access to vantage points used to warn of danger .

| will never forget the eerie sensation of being watched but seeing no evidence of the
watcher. It isa sensation | have also experienced as a soldier; perhaps we humans have a
sixth sense for it. | am convinced that a civilized person must depend upon his primitive
ingtincts in such situations. | knew | was in extreme danger, and | could see from Gilo's
expression that he felt the same, which was of no comfort.

| cannot tell you how long we squatted there in the long grass waiting for some sort of
signal of greeting, but it was long enough for the sun to have almost set.

How did it fed to endanger your lifelike that? It must be exhilarating, an experience that brought all
thetrividities of lifeinto perspective, Laviniaconcluded. How she craved to accompany James on such
an expedition. How wonderful to be so sharply divel

By the time she had finished arranging the first book of notesinto the semblance of achapter, it was
past midnight. James still hadn't returned. Wearily, she rested her head on the desk. Surely aman with
such an insatiable lust for adventure and challenge was not of the nature to settle? Perhaps he had been
inflicted with the kind of infatuation middle-aged men often felt for young girls. Or wasit merely that he
desired an heir? Her husband was an enigma, and, despite her new anxiety, one she still found
fascinating.

Shetraced the outline of adried blossom, atropica flower James had discovered near the shaman's

hut. He had named it Luna albus. Her husband was a collector: of beauty, of rarity and of experience,
she decided.

She began to consider how to resurrect their physical relationship, but before she reached a
concluson shefdl into alight deep, her head lolling againgt her arm. She dreamed she was running
through adark maze of corridors, running toward afigure she could barely see ahead. Ashe dipped
around acorner, she caught sight of his shadow thrown against awall—a huge bull's head with clearly
delineated horns, and athick neck that tapered into the dim torso of aman. The Minotaur, the lost
chimera

Why am | not afraid, Laviniaasked her dreaming sdf. Why am | drawnto him so irresistibly?
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Los Angeles, 2002

Juliapulled the Lexusinto the driveway and switched off theignition. Everything gppeared asit should:
the sprinklers had automatically switched on at five; the cat next door, an overfed ginger anima, legpt
down from thewall to greet her ashe did every evening, twisting himsalf around her ankles, the chimes
hanging off the jacarandatree rang in the breeze. There was only one eement that was disturbingly out of
place—the mail protruding from the mailbox. Usudly Klaus collected it in the morning.

If Julia had paused then, if she had stood immobilized on the lawn, her suede sandals sprayed every
20.8 seconds as the sprinklers continued their relentlessrotation; if she had taken this crystalized ingtance
to step out of her life and analyze the sequence of eventsthat had aready punctuated her week, she
might have had a premonition. But she didn't. There was no reason to, for thisis how we view the world,
through the lens of our relationships—a perspective thet is nearly dwaystragicaly subjective. It wasa
notion Julia hersalf subscribed to. She was awoman who had no cause to doubt the continuity of her life:
asuccessful scientist, a contented wife and an expectant mother. She reached the front door and, with
her briefcase in one hand and the mail gripped between chin and neck, opened the door with her key.

Throwing the letters onto aside table, she noticed athread of packing straw on the ground. She
picked it up. Klaus must have received a package from Belgium, she deduced, pleased with her detective
work.

"Klaus?'

Her voicefel flat againgt the walls, sounding pathetic and doubtful. It was only when she walked into
the lounge room that Klaus's absence became achingly apparent.

"Presence doesn't just live in the materid," Julia had once reasoned to Carla, pleasantly tipsy on the
veranda one late summer afternoon. "We leave awhole stream of existence behind us, a constellation of
evidence—invisble particles of skin, heet, breeth, lingering sound, hair in plugholes. Then therearethe
gains, the dents, the scratches—the markers of passion, of arguments, of lovemaking, of the clumsy,
stumbling moveinto afirst embrace and the clumsy stumbling step backwards out of theladt. If thereis
an afterlife, it must exist in how we are remembered. Our spirit can only live on in the others we have
touched—those who have loved us and those who have hated us."

Thiswas the hypothesis Juliahad arrived at at the age of forty. An age when she assumed she would
be safe, when she had known loss and thought that she would never have to know it again; would never
dream of aparent or lover only to wake to the awful redization that they were now absent.

His chair's missing, she thought now, looking around wildly, terrified that they'd been burgled. Her
mind spiraled as shetried to caculate what else had been stolen. The 1930s dentist's chair was one of
the defining possessions Klaus had brought to their marriage, an icon from his student daysin Brussals.

The portrait of Lavinia Huntington was still there, but around it were severad blank spaceswhere
prints had once been—aVan Gogh, an Aubrey Bearddey, a Chagall—all belonging to Klaus.

She sared at thewall; she knew it had changed but her brain wouldn't allow her to comprehend the
enormity of what had happened. Suddenly other differences became clear. All her husband's books were
gone from the shelves, leaving gaps like broken teeth in the dark oak, her own volumes|eft tilted and
abandoned.

Sheran outside, out into the evening sunshine that illuminated the fine smudge of smokefrom
someone's bonfire that filled the air. Someone whose world had not been inverted like a cheap



paperweight so the snow was now faling upwards, againg gravity, againg dl rationdity.

Juliastumbled into the writing studio and a dusty emptiness. The stripped walls clasped the shadows
of her husband's secrets like afaint tracing of fig leaves. The worktable was naked except for the
abandoned wood vise, which now seemed to be yawning in sudden fear.

Julia's heartbeat hammered againgt her eardrums. Outside a cicada began to scream. Now desperate
for clues, she raced back to the house and up to their bedroom, the last bastion of intimate terrain.

The door swung open; there was anew chip in the frame. The cupboard was gar. All of Klauss
clothes had been taken except for apair of trousers she'd given him which held never liked.

Sheflung hersalf on the bed, her hands clasping the mound of her womb. Rolling toward hisside, she
noticed the letter. Neatly folded into an envelope, her name printed on the front in her husband's
distinctive |eft-handed scrawl: Julia.

Lifting hersdf onto her ebows, Juliastared &t it, his handwriting an obscene point of normacy inthe
emotiona turmoil that pounded through her. Like aplot point in afable she wondered what would
happen if shedidn't open theletter, if she acted asif she hadn't found it—would her life continue
unchanged?

Taking ashuddering breath, she reached for the phone, the unopened letter Sitting on her [ap. She
dided hiscdl phone and waited until the dia tonefinaly cut any possible thread between them.

Dear Julia,

| don't know how many times | have started this letter. Too many times. It'slike the
thousand times I've tried to get the courage to begin this conversation, but have failed in
the face of your happiness. Your blind belief. When | think back over our marriage | don't
know how | got in so deep. You are so much more evolved than me. You're so lucky you
know what you want. | never have really. | think for years | have allowed myself to be
defined by your needs. How you see me. It's only now that I've finally woken up to my own
potential—both the lack of it and the true extent of it. | have always been a secret coward.
Forgive me.

I'mleaving you. Wish I'd had the bravery to wait for you and tell you to your face, but
that moment has passed. You're a survivor, you are so much stronger than me, you're
going to be okay, you and the baby. | will always love you and maybe one day we can be
friends.

Klaus.
Julia screamed, awall that filled the house like blood, her husband's presence tearing away from her
in the very anguish of the sound.

Doubling over, she vomited on the bed cover. Still retching, she gathered it up and ran to the
bathroom where she dumped it into the bath. As she sat on the edge of the bathtub, astrange practicaity
possessed her. She walked back into the bedroom.

He'll come back. Just talk to him, talk to him.

Sherang again. His cell phonewas gtill switched off. Furious, she threw her phone. It bounced off the
wadll like a cartoon sequence.



Juliaretrieved the phone and called Klauss agent, keeping her voice as neutra as she could. The
agent had no ideawhere Klaus was, nor that anything was wrong. She started diaing his parents, then
redized it was4 am. in Antwerp. It was then that she thought to call Carla

"Cala?

Grief choked her ingtantly, asif verbaizing what had happened would make his absencefind. | have
been left; he has gone.

"Julia?| can hardly hear you."
"Klaus..."
"He'sleft you."

Carla sounded composed, detached. Julia stared into the receiver. Her reaction didn't make sense; it
was asillogical as Klauss empty cupboards.

"How do you know?"
"I know because he's here, with me."

"With you? Why?" Her voice sounded tinny and melodrameatic even to herself. One hand pinched the
skin of the other until it waswhite.

"OhJdulia. ..l wantedtotel you, | triedtotell you. . ."
"Have you and Klaus been having an affair?"

Beat. Outside the window, the sound of alawnmower whipped up the air, an absurdly ordinary noise
inthe midst of adissolving world.

"An affair impliesthat it'sfinite. But yes, Klausand | arelovers.”

Pain stabbed a path across Julia's midriff in short razor-sharp jabs. Part of her refused to believein
the current redlity; it was asif her closest friend and husband had decided, for whatever perverse reason,
to test her affection.

Sheligtened to Carlas bregthing, thiswoman on the other end of the line to whom she had revealed
al her emotiona ambiguities, dl of theinformation women trade and entrust in the binding intimacy men
rarely experience. Anintimacy Juliahad imagined would be aconstant factor in her future, no matter
what, now profoundly betrayed.

"When did it happen? When | was away?'

"Julia, do we haveto go over thisnow?"

"l haveto know! | want to know exactly when and how it happened!"
"You'rebengirrationa. The main thing isthat it happened. Were lovers, we love each other.”
"Ishe there?"

"Stop screaming.”



"Ishethere? | want to speak to him. | want to speak to my husband!”

She could hear them conferring; his distinctive voice with its flattened phonetics made her heart rate
quicken. A sharp cramp shot through her womb. When he came to the phone he was silent.

"Klaus, tdl methat it'sal alie, astupid misteke."
She could hear him struggling to find the words.

"You havetheletter,” hesaid at last. "'l don't want to seeyou. | can't seeyou. Thisisn't only about
you, Julia, you are not the only victim here. Try and understand.”

Listening intently, she found it hard to reconcile the detached tone of his voice with the man she
thought she knew.

"You'releaving me, that'sall | understand at thismoment. You'releavingme. . ." she gasped around
the great hollow sobsthat kept betraying her.

There was slence then the click of therecaiver.

A sharp contraction toppled her—sheféll back on the bed, clutching at hersdf. By thetime she
crawled on her hands and knees to the bathroom, her thighs were streaming with blood.
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Julialay in the hospita bed, floating on an analgesic baloon. It hovered, shiny, fleshy-pink and obscene,
like aprofane zeppdin, its great billowing circumference pushing everything of the outsde world into
irrdlevance.

"Hey Julia, | know you're awake."

Naomi's voice echoed faintly in Julials mind, each consonant falling upon the skin of the zeppein and
causng it to ripple like the surface of apond. Regardless, Juliadrifted dong, her limbs delicioudy leaden
by adrug-induced torpor. A fruity scent reminiscent of oranges and violets floated across the bed.

"dulig?'

She opened her eyes rluctantly. Naomi was holding a vase crowded with lilies and freesias, waiting
for Juliato catch the perfume. Satisfied her friend was now fully awake, Naomi placed the flowers onto
the bedside table.

" S0, you're back in theland of the living." Naomi studied the geneticist. She looked truly dreadful: her
eyeswere puffy from crying; stress had etched arigidity into the lower haf of her face, giving the
impression that she was perpetualy clenching her jaw; her hair was unwashed and straggly; and she
looked asif sheld lost at least seven pounds. But what was most devastating was the intense vulnerability
that radiated from her. The layers Juliahad carefully congtructed over the years—irony, wariness, humor,
curiosity—appeared to have been erased overnight, and the energetic professiona had been replaced by
an emaciated parody. It was asif Juliahad relinquished her body entirdly and now awax effigy lay in her
place, with huge rabhit eyes staring up out of a shrunken face.

"I lost the baby." Julids voice was amonotone stripped of emotion.



"I'm SO sorry, Sweetie.”
"l cantimagine lifewithout Klaus. Thereissuch aleve of unredlity about this.”

"I'll take you away. WEIl rent a house in Mexico and make voodoo dolls out of hisclothes. | havethe
perfect hatpin. You'll recover. It doesn't fed likeit now, but you will. It's not the end of the world.”

Pushing Naomi's hand away, Juliaflew into arage.

"It isthe end of theworld. It'sthe end of my world. | love him, do you understand? | want him back.
| want my child back, my life. . ." Her voice broke into harsh dry sobbing.

Undone by such grief, Naomi felt helpless. She stroked Julials arm. "He's probably not coming back,
Juia"

Juliaswung back to her, suddenly frenetic. Y ou've seen him?"
"I've spokento him."
"Does he know about the baby?'

Naomi nodded, then, finding it too painful to look into Julias eyes, averted her gazeto the
temperature chart pinned above the bed. "My ex-husband knows agreat hit man," she joked. Again, the
inappropriate comment rattled down to the floor.

"Y ou know, | felt the baby move insde of me before. . ." her voice fatered again. "Hewas so red,
sodive. ... They'vedonedl thesetests, it could have been my uterus, my cervix, they just don't know.
But | do. It was shock, Naomi. How could he? How could they?* Julia whispered.

A nurse passed by, wheeling an old woman whose drip preceded her like avictorious trident. Asshe
caught sght of Juliaand Naomi, she brokeinto a Yiddish lullaby in the clear childish voice of an eight
year old. The two slently watched the old woman's progress, Juliawith her eyes, Naomi with her smile
stuttering brilliantly like afaulty fluorescent, both secretly interpreting her appearance as a bad omen.

"Y ou know, theironic thing isthat they've put me on antidepressants but they take ten daysto kick in.
| could die of grief inthat time."

She struggled to sit up, the sedatives ill hazing her brain. Naomi squeezed her hand, but Julias
unhappiness continued to ooze out of her like asow poison.

"But think of the benefits" Naomi replied. "A guilt-free medicdly judtified sdfishness during which you
can indulge yoursdlf outrageoudy and your friendswill be expected to support you. . ."

Encouraged by what she thought was afaint gleam in Julias eyes, she continued. " Serioudy, though,
they will hep you prioritize what's redlly important.”

Juliagtared blankly at thewall, then suddenly her voice emerged, urgent, frantic. "He won't stay with
her, you'll seg, it'sjust atemporary thing. Fear maybe—or maybe the pressure was simply too much.
Hell cometo his senses”

"Julia, it was Klauswho rang to tell me what had happened. Sweetheart, | don't think he's coming
back."

Julids skin seemed to gray visibly, she leaned across and grasped Naomi's arm, her nails digging into
her skin.

"It was a boy, tiny but perfectly formed. I'm going to fight. Do you understand? I'm going to fight to



get my husband back."
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Mayfair, 1861

"l regard matrimony in much the same manner as| regard the purchase of ssock—there arerisks
involved and patience may be required, but, assuming | have researched the proposed investment
thoroughly, | am usualy confident that sooner or later my returnswill judtify theinitia outlay." Colonel
Huntington leaned back in the leather armchair, easing open abutton of his paidey-printed waistcoat to
ad the digestion of an excellent supper of jugged hare and claret.

"Y ou're not as phlegmatic as you would like to gppear, Huntington. | have to confess, up until this
marriage of yours, you have been extraordinarily secretive about your trysts. Why, Charlesand | had
quite given up speculating what your pleasures might be." Henry Smith, ajovia manin hisearly fifties,
retorted after belching loudly, spreading hisweight alittle moreterritoridly than the younger man. Hefelt
like pulling rank after the sanctimonious lecture the Colond had bored them with throughout the med—a
treatise on the responsibility of the colonia powers, primarily the English. It was an issue Henry felt
persondly respongblefor, given hisinvolvement with Clive and the Colonia Office. "After dl, | don't
believe you married for money yoursdf. Nor beauty, I'm told. Y outh, perhaps?’

An aggrieved expression clouded the Colond's brow. The third member of the party, Charles Sutton,
sensing the dismay that had temporarily floored the normally loquacious anthropologist, leaned forward
and refilled his glass with more of the excellent port he had purchased for hisfriends.

"My dear fdlow, that'sablow below the belt. Mrs. Huntington has her charms.”
"Indeed she has," the vdiant husband added, then fell awkwardly slent.

" She reminds me of an unbroken colt,” Charlessaid. "A great ded of potentia which smply
necessitates somereining in." He turned to the il pained anthropologi<t. "' Quite serioudy, Huntington,
she gppears to possess an inherent sophistication that merdly requires some tutoring.”

"So you married for love?' Henry Smith snorted derisively. The ideawas absurd.

"A manner of love, or perhaps affection might be the more gpt term,” the Colone responded. "I will
concede, however, that my initia impulse was emotiona, believeit or not, Harry. | now redlizethat | was
mogt certainly in the grip of that sentiment which affects gentlemen of acertain vintage. But | cannot tell
you what it means to me to have a son. To see onesdlf in another, to know that one creates wedth and
reputation for areason other than sheer egotism.”

Charles, English to the marrow, coughed politely and tried to diffuse the intengity of the moment by
digracting himsdf with the color of the wine. Conversdy, Henry concluded that thiswas a providentia
opportunity to gather some potentia dander that could possibly prove useful in the future. He nodded

encouragingly.
"But there was another influence," the Colond continued, aware that his uncharacteristic revelations

were leading him into a confession he would doubtlessregret. "1 had tired of the trave, of the battles, of
having little but the maintenance of propertiesto hold meto Mayfair and Inverness. In short, | needed



anchoring.”

"Indeed, awife and child will provide an anchor—and a short chain,” Henry interjected, thinking of
his own estranged wife and seven children.

"And thereisthe enthusiasm of youth. Laviniahasthat at the very least. And she also hasasharp
intellect, and in relation to my work sheis quite the inspiration.”

"Ah, but do you love her?' Henry insisted, amused by the debating of such anebulous subject.

Severa men sitting nearby turned at hisraised voice. One, immaculaein tailsand asilk top hat, who
looked asif he had come directly from the theater, glanced criticdly at the group through his monocle
then turned to his companion and laughed.

The Colond, ignoring the dight, drew heavily on hiscigar before answering. "Love? Don't be
ridiculous; you know aswell as| that love isthe domain of Lotharios under thirty."

"Come now, Huntington, however private you might be, | believe I'm correct in surmising that you
have dedicated agood portion of your life thusfar to the sensual pursuits?' Henry continued.

"I have been fortunate to have had the means to do so, indeed.”

At which each of the three gentlemen fell into his own private reverie: Huntington reflecting on his past
debaucheries and whether they had, as had been suggested, rendered him incapable of deeper emotion;
Henry on hisfinancid difficulties, the result of hisinability to control his own baser passions; and Charles,
suddenly overwhemed by the epiphany that he had never loved and was, quite possibly, incapable of
such an emotion. Wasthisfortunate or not? After glancing surreptitioudy at his distracted companions,
Charles consoled himsdlf with the observation that at least he enjoyed astable, if uneventful, existence
and was probably the richest man at the table. The glum lull was broken by areveler who drunkenly
began aclumsy rendition of Beethoven's Ode to Joy on the club's piano.

"Bessemer's converter—what do you make of it?' the Colonel barked suddenly. Henry, for a
moment completely disoriented, struggled to grasp the connection between love and the manufacture of
sted.

"Y ou mean the machine he has set up?'
"l do. What are the commercia advantages?'

"Well, it may be mere knives and forks now, but | dare say there shdl be agreater industria
gpplication in the future. The stockswill be floated, and when they are, I, for one, shdl be buying." With
what capital he had no idea, but, vindicated by the authority of his own declaration, Henry sat back,
relieved that the conversation had moved to amore masculine theme.

"It's bound to have something to do with raillways; that's the new world you know—to use industry to
carve mystery up into small paatable pieces," Charles offered. " Soon there will be nowhere left where
Man has not been, except for your Amazon, Huntington. That shal remain impenetrable for sometime, |
should imagine.”

Charlessironic tone | eft the Colond pondering whether his friend meant the Amazon as a metaphor
for his own impenetrable psyche.

"Colond James Huntington™?"

Thetriolooked up. A young man clad in ablack evening coat with awhite silk waistcoat, satin top
hat in hand, bowed degantly.



"Sir, dlow meto introduce mysdf: Mr. Hamish Campbell. | was Lady Morgan's companion at that
delightful supper at your home severd weeks ago.”

"No need to remind me, Sir, you were quite memorable,” the Colond responded dryly.

Campbell indicated his companion, atal, pencil-thin man of about thirty years, dressed in what
appeared to be a Grecian-style smock with adark purple velvet cap rakishly pulled over one ear. "My
friend Lord Edward Vdery, apainter of socidites and other dubious beauties.”

The men laughed.

"Camphbell, you do meadissarvice" the painter complained in abooming baritone that amost had the
otherslooking around for amore corpulent figure. "Trust me, my friends, | can make any wiferavishing
under my brush.”

"And not just under hisbrush,” Campbell added, invoking more laughter and a coughing fit from
Henry Smith. "'l swear heéswell worth the investment,”" Campbell finished, grinning broadly, "but we didn't
come over to sal you Vaery's services.”

He pulled over avacant chair and sat himself down. The Colond, amused by his audacity, put it
down to youth. On closer examination, Hamish Campbell looked far younger than he remembered.

"l have read severa of your articles since that dinner, sir,” Campbell declared loudly, "and | must say
| am impressed.”

The Colond, not believing the student actudly followed hiswork, stayed slent.

Undeterred, Campbell went on. "The articlein The Gentleman magazine on the Amazon tribes rite
of initiation into manhood was wickedly intriguing, and | particularly enjoyed your tregtisein The
Soectator on the mord responshility of the colonia powers.”

The Colond glanced a Henry, who smiled wryly.

"You are ambitiousindeed, Sr. At your age | was soldiering and chasing skirt,” Huntington
condescended, but the young scholar was not to be deterred.

Intruth, he found the youth's praise alittle intoxicating.

Sensing someinfluence, Campbdll leaned forward, hiseyesglinting. "'l have aspirations mysdf, Sr. It
would be agreat honor if you cared to show me your collection of artifacts. | am going up to Oxford next
year and | would like to include reference to them in my studies.”

Thereisno greater flattery than the informed admiration of one's achievements, and certainly the
Colonel was aware of this as he noted the charms of the young man before him: the faint hue that colored
his cheeks, and the depth of intelligence in his eyes. Eyesthat were curioudy amond in shape and sat
beneath adark brow that only served to heighten theillusion of light dancing around the youth's
uncovered head. If he were to take on an acolyte, he could have not asked for afairer one, the Colonel
observed.

Before replying, he ordered another bottle of the fine port they were drinking. Hamish Campbell
sttled into the lounge chair, assuming that thiswas asignd that he and his associate had permisson to
linger at the table. But the Colonel had other ideas; the old sensation of sexud play had begun to rap at
hisveinsand he did not care for the implications. Charles, recognizing the conflict behind the dight smile
that now played across his oldest friend's lips, broke the uncomfortable pause.

"Wewerejust discussing the ideaof marrying for love. Such a modern concept.”



Campbel| tipped back his head and laughed, displaying amanly jaw—an agreeable counterbalance to
the Byronic curls he affected. "I utterly agree. Marriage should be a cold-blooded economic exchange.
For example, Vdery here, who ownsasmall estate in Buckinghamshire, has been trying to hook arich
Jewess whose grandfather was afurrier, but she's decided not to have him! Why, theworldis
topsy-turvy and refusesto be righted. Asfor mysdlf, | am young enough to relish the guidance of a
mature, and preferably wedthy, woman.”

"And Lady Morgan isthe doyenne of such guidance. Trust me, you arein the hands of an expert,” the
Colond parried.

Camphbel blushed, momentarily losing his composure for thefirst timein the conversation, which led
the Colond to wonder whether hewasin fact the aristocrat's lover.

"So you will dlow meto view your collection, sir?' Campbell returned to hisorigina quest, now more
confident of hishost's approva.

"The artifacts are of asuggestive and primitive nature. A man must have afull comprehension of the
culture from whence they spring, otherwise the viewing of them isawasted exercise.”

"As| mentioned before, | have aburgeoning interest and am well-informed. But to learn from aman
who has been there himself, who has surrendered dl civilization in order to see through the eyes of
another . . ."

Campbell'sflattery threatened to become excessve. Glancing a his companions wry expressions, the
Colonel decided to save the boy from potentia ridicule.

"Givemeyour card and | may send for you." And with that, Hamish Campbell wasforced to be
content.

The moonlight glittered in the puddles, broken only by the sweep of the coach whedls. The night tribe of
the homeless and itinerant workers had emerged, loitering around railway stations and the gin shopswith
their smoky crowded windows, hoping to beg a penny from the emerging carousers. The carriage swung
into Regent Street and the Colond watched a chestnut seller pushing his barrel wearily home. Nearby, a
family of gypsies huddled around afire; their distant expressions, those of alost people, illuminated by the
dancing flames.

If Colond Huntington felt any empathy for the dispossessed it was this: that no one should suffer the
chill of an English winter's night. Like many members of hisclass, he saw no inherent nobility in the
impoverished. He had been educated to believe such disparity was inherent. He did not regard the poor
ashisequdsinintdlect or humanity, witnessing, as he had often described, the great wash of human
degradation pouring daily into London: the country fieldworkers; the swathes of Eastern European Jews
that arrived, swarthy and exatic, a the docks, the thousands trying their luck at the new industries with
only alucky few pushing their way up through therigid socia strata

It would have never occurred to the anthropologist to gpply his studiesto his own race and the
inequditiesit perpetuated. Instead, he chose to bdlieve that those who ruled were borntorule. Y e,
paradoxically, the Colonel was tolerant of the mercantile class whose ingenuity had begun to erode
centuries of order, even as he was aware that individuals like himself—the landed gentry whose own
work ethic had been destroyed—were dowly but inevitably heading toward extinction. Thiswasthe
decay of the natura order, of thishe was certain.



Asarepresentative of thisbrave new order, young Hamish Campbell held afascination for Colonel
Huntington. The son of an indugtridist, who surely had not foreseen his son would aspire to the lofty
ambitions of science, Hamish Campbdl| was energy, he was the future. Unlike himself, the Colond
observed, with his own decadent breeding.

Perhapsthiswasthe red natura order, he pondered, an evolution that favored adaptation, that
favored the creature who dared, fought, and schemed successfully. He had observed this phenomenonin
the Crimes, in the Amazon and in the Guildhal, and nothing he had seenin histravelsand in the lives
around him had encouraged him to question his growing conviction.

The coach passed an infamous molly house, one the Colond had visited before his marriage. Through
the mist he made out two young men loitering outside. One glanced over at the passing brougham,
seeming to senseits occupant's interest across the square.

How did he know? Do | give out someinvisible sgna? the Colonel wondered as he moved away
from the carriage window, frightened the youth might be some past furtive conquest. Perhaps| am
denying my own sensibility, he thought bleakly. The uniqueness of individuals and their desireswas an
issue that had occupied him much of late. It wasn't just his studies of other culturesthat had led him to
such musings, but aso the manner in which many of his peerslived and loved, often exploiting others.
And what was morality other than the order of the day when set against abroader canvas? Why, he had
even read of tribesthat defined sexuality in terms of three groupings.

Thisand other dilemmas coursed through him, churning up nostdgiafor asmpler timewhen he
would, without hesitation, have knocked twice on the carriage to direct the coachman to Leicester
Square and Kate Hamilton'sinfamous brothel where his predilections would be catered for without
judgment.

Laviniawas adeep, her head and torso dumped over his papers. The Colonel watched her. Therewasa
defensel essness about her that was arousing. Her cheek rested awkwardly on her wrigt, the
pagoda-embroidered deeve bunched benegth. Her eydashes fluttered dightly with each inhalation: ebony
againg marble. Lavinias skin was S0 pale one could dmost see the blue of her blood flowing beneathiit.
Hemarveled at how the demarcations of adulthood could be suspended in deep. Now, before him, he
could see the child he had first met—her skirts swirling in the wind outside the vicarage, her curious gaze.

He thought that he would like to make love to her now, but knew there would come a point during
their caresses when his detachment would erase his desire completely. He could not help himsdlf. | have
disappointed her, he thought, profoundly saddened. And placing her degping arms around his neck, he
carried her up to her bed.

21

Los Angeles, 2002

At her gynecologigt'singstence, Juliatook two weeks leave. During the first seven days of her husband's



absence, she couldn't bear to think at al. The depth of her despair surprised her. She smply didn't want
to confront the redities of her changed life. I'm in shock, she kept telling hersdf, soon | will be angry. At
least anger will be better than thisblesk, flat sensation.

Between bouts of uncontrollable weeping, she watched endless cartoons on the Disney Channd. She
didn't just watch; she became the cartoon characters, mouthing the smplitic dialogue, driving in the
cartoon car through the cartoon world, with its postcard reds, lime greens, and acid yellows. Willing
hersdf into afictiona character was acomforting sensation; it transported her into an acerbic
two-dimensiona parody of dl that she knew. Juliadidn't want to be human any longer. More exactly, she
didn't want to be.

Meanwhile, the frantic sensation of missing Klaus deceived her into thinking he must be feding the
same bereavement. It was the habit of intimacy that Juliapined for: sharing observations of their
respective days, hisbody at night; the innate expectation of being able to turn around and sound out an
idea, make ajoke, tell him about her work. It was asif sheld lost alimb and yet the shadow image of that
limb stayed fatdly glued to her. It was a searing loss amplified by the miscarriage.

"Whatever | did, consciously or unconscioudly, | can change, | know | can. Klaus? Areyou ill there?!

Sitting in the yard, watching a determined troop of ants dragging the twitching body of adying beetle
into the grass, Juliatried to read her husband's emotions through the sound of his breath down the phone.
His silence seemed to echo the great space that yawned between them.

"Julia, look, I'm redly sorry you had amiscarriage, but the dynamic between us has been skewed for
years”

"| thought we were happy. How was | meant to know when you never said anything?'

"That's the point I'm making. Y ou should have known; you should have had the time and the empathy
toredize—"

"I'm not amind-reader.”

"It was always about you and your career. Half thetime | couldn't tell you how disempowered | fdit; |
was frightened to burden you with yet another problem to solve.”

"But | supported you, so you could stay a home and write. . ."
"Thereyou go, undermining me agan.”
"Klaus, come home, please. | need you."

"Haven't you heard aword I've said? Carla's my chance at having afull life, my chance at functioning
as a complete person. Even my work has started to take off . . . I'm sorry."

Theline clicked then went dead. Frantically, Juliaredialed the number but Klaus had switched off his
cdl. Shelay curled up on the grass, the sun burning her skin, phoning again and again until finaly he
answered.



They sat awkwardly at the kitchen table, the three of them: Klaus on one sde, Naomi at the head of the
table, Juliafacing Klaus.

Juliahad put on adressfor the occasion, the first she'd worn for weeks, and painted her eyes and
lips. Somehow the desire to appear beautiful was important—to make him redize what he'd log. It was
the strategy that had propelled her through the morning—albeit a perilous one—and now her ssomach
clenched with increasing nervousness.

She was unable to stop hersalf from staring at her husband, who couldn't look back. He appears so
unchanged, Juliathought, till believing that if she could only reach out and take his hand everything would
miraculoudy revert to how it was before.

"Klaus, thisisridiculous. | mean— ook a us. Thisisus—meand you." Shetried smiling, but instead a
grimace cracked her face. "1 forgive you and Carla," shewent on. "'l was away, you were both left aone,
these things happen. But nothing'sirreversible. We have so much . . ." duliafatered, loathing her
wheedling tone, her bargaining, when she knew that there was a border beyond which emations could
not be negotiated.

"How long?" She dmost whispered the question. She didn't redlly want an answer—a confirmation of
long-term betraya would turn her ingtantly into apillar of sat—but the litany of cluesthat she had begun
obsessively to string together compelled her to ask.

"That'sirrdlevant.”" Averting his gaze, Klausturned to Naomi. "1 want to keep thisto practica
arrangements, things that need addressing immediately. I've started divorce proceedings.”

Thetable began to dide away from Julia. ™Y ou can't be serious?’

On the other Sde of the kitchen, the fridge kicked into action, the mundane humming dicing through
her despair.

Klaus continued to look fixedly at Naomi. "Juliawill be served papersin the next week or so. In
terms of the etate, I'm happy for Juliato buy me out of my half of the house as soon as she can raisethe

money—"
"Your haf of the house?1 paid for the housa!"

Julia stood, her hands now bolted into fists, her face pounding red. Stepping around the table, Naomi
placed an arm protectively around her shoulders.

Klaus moved toward the door. "I knew thiswas amistake."

"Klaus, wait! We can't just separate likethis. At least let's go to atheragpist—surely you'd do thet for
me?'

Helooked directly at her for thefirst time.
"Y ou don't understand. I'm not prepared to give up my future.”
"Klaus, don't go! Dont. . ."

As she crumpled into slence, the front door dammed.



22

Mayfair, 1861

Over thewinter, Lavinia spent her afternoonsin the study collating the notes for each chapter, which
James then used asreference for the writing itself. And so the two of them worked together, marking
their 1abor by the lengthening shadows.

Promptly at three, announcing hisarriva with adistinctive little cough, Mr. Poole would light the gas
lamps, then knedl and stir up the embers of the fire with the poker before throwing fresh cod into the
grate. Laviniawould then hear the characteristic wheezing of the leather and copper bellows asthe
servant encouraged the flames.

Teawas brought on atray at five and |eft carefully beside the table, the maid not daring to disturb the
couple asthey sat Sde by side. The mantelpiece clock under the domed glasswould chime and, for a
moment, both the Colond and Laviniawould glance up from the rainforest, the savannah, the rocking hull
of ariver sseamship, or whichever landscape lay described on the page and then look down again.

A symbiosis developed. Laviniafound that she could deduce the next piece of research James
needed, handing over the page before he even asked. The need to communicate verbally evaporated as
quickly asthe words manifested beneath Jamess furioudy scratching pen. It was an inspired dialogue that
gave new hopeto Lavinia, who decided she would attempt to seduce her husband anew. But opportunity
proved eusive. Most evenings, he excused himsdlf to attend a science lecture, alate supper at hisclub, a
theater opening. Sometimes Laviniawent with him, but on many occasions heinssted on going adone.

It was on one such evening in February that Laviniareceived acard informing her that Lady Morgan
would be vigting the following Sunday.

"Itisnot my custom to bethisfamiliar, my dear, but thereitisand herel am. You are, after dl, thewife
of oneof my dearest friends." Lady Morgan turned from Laviniato hand her eemine and velvet capeto
themaid. "Y our husband has wanted me to make thisvisit for severd weeks and you must forgive my
tardiness. | entirely blame the distraction of the oncoming season. It must be difficult for you, my dear, to
be so done amidst such socid activity. Thiswill be your first London season, will it not?”

Laviniasmiled, adight tic under one eyelid her only sign of discomfort. "I am content to work by my
husband'sside."

"Mrs. Huntington, you may be a good bluestocking, but you are abad actress.” Lady Morgan pulled
off her kid gloves. "'l am postive the season must hold a certain fascination, particularly to a peculiar
creature like yoursdlf. Y ou have to understand: society isto the daughters of afamily what businessisto
the sons. | cannot believe your father has been so neglectful in this area of your education. We have a
steep climb ahead of us, but fortunately for you, | have no fear of heights.”

The aristocrat perched carefully on the edge of achaiselongue and took Lavinias limp hand into her



own. "A wifeisareflection of both a gentleman'staste and his estate. The Huntingtons are an old and
respected family. Impeccable lineage. Y ou, as Jamesswife, are the family's current frontispiece. Asyou
know, the officid season beginsin June and finishes by mid-August. By that time, we am to have you
firmly established in the upper echelons. After al, James has been known to hunt with the Prince Consort
himsdf."

"Twelve weeksisnot long.”

"Inmy first season, | attended fifty balls, sixty parties, thirty dinners, twenty-five breskfasts, and
received five marriage proposals. But then, my dear, | was on aquest, whereas you, with your
extraordinary good fortune. . ." Here she faltered, suddenly realizing such aline of conversation might
lead to the topic of her own questionable lineage, a subject Lady Morgan considered strictly taboo.
"Wadll, a least your treasure hunt isover. Still, even ayoung wife needs fema e companionship and
socid mohility. We must make sure you attend one of Lady Wadegrave's famous Friday to Monday
parties—both Gladstone and Disragli have been known to breakfast at Strawberry Hill and an interesting
Cdtisadwayswecome. Thenin May we have the annua exhibition at the Roya Academy of the
Arts—aways an opportunity to display one's latest Paris acquisition. Oh, how could | forget! Y ou must
be presented to the Queen at . Jamess Paace. | believe you have not yet undergone that momentous
experience?’

"I have not. | will need a sponsor.”

"Say no more, my dear girl, . Jamess Pdacein August it will be. | shadl haveit arranged in aflash.
After that, of course, it will be de rigeur to attend one of the roya soirées—you wait and see." Lady
Morgan continued relentlesdy, counting the months off with her fingers. "The Derby isMay dso. Juneis
Ascot—Dby far the more desirable event, but one must put in an appearance at the Derby, the hoi polloi
does expect it. The end of June brings the Henley Regatta, and then there are the cricket matches at
Lord's. Persondly, | dwaysfavor Oxford versus Cambridge over Eton versus Harrow. Y achting at
Cowesin August, not to mention the obligatory morning ride aong Rotten Row. And, of course, by now,
what with the balls, the fetes, the charity galas, the whole of society is completely exhausted, so by the
twefth of August, when Parliament adjourns, al and sundry vanish to the north. Suddenly Mayfair isfini.
Why, you could hear asparrow expire, it is so deathly quiet. Luckily for you, your husband has alovely
edtate just south of Inverness, and some fine grouse, if my memory serves me. Shooting continues
through September and October—partridges, then pheasants—and foxhunting begins on the first
Monday of November. And then the whole merry cycle beginsall over again. Y ou will be so terribly

busy.
"And | shdl resolveto enjoy mysdf terribly.” Laviniatried to sound enthusiagtic.
"Poppycock! No one cares about enjoyment; like nuptia rights, it isone's duty.”

Lady Morgan accepted the glass of sherry handed to her by the maid then leaned toward Laviniaasif
she were about to impart some great secret.

"The Colone is, of course, acomplicated individua, that we both know. If | may speak candidly . . ."
"1 would not expect less from you, Lady Morgan.”

Lady Morgan glanced at the girl sharply; she couldn't tell whether Laviniawasinsulting her or not, but
thiswas the confusing audacity of young women, she noted, they were dl so contemporary in their
directness,

"Then candid | will be. Jamesisan individua who is used to certain pleasures. A man of his status
may enjoy freedoms we women, married or otherwise, cannot begin to imagine." Here Lady Morgan



faltered, distracted by the ambition of her own imagination. A polite cough from Laviniadrew her back to
the demure setting of the drawing room.

"l was saying?'
" 'We cannot begintoimagine. . ."

"Quite." Thearistocrat relaunched into alecture Lavinia suspected she had uttered more than once. "It
is the unspoken understanding between aman and his wife that contributes to the success of such a
union. Thisisthe sacrifice we women have to make. Do you understand my meaning?'

"Concisdly, you wish meto ignore certain behaviors?'

"My dear, like many before you, it has been your fate to marry amultifarious man. But | have
concluded that the only worthy asset in aman—apart from an income of at least two thousand guineas
per annum—is complexity. It isthe one asset that improves with age, and will never bore. Trust me,
beauty does become somewhat predictable the older one gets.”

Lady Morgan sat back, reflecting on the aesthetic contribution Hamish Campbell had made to her
own saon; acontribution she had lately begun to miss.

"But | have agreat and naturd affection for my husband.”
"Inthat case, | trust you will be sensble and turn ablind eye when appropriate.”
"A blind eye, Lady Morgan?'

Sighing meaningfully, Lady Morgan studied the stuffed parrot that sat on abranch in the corner of the
room—one of the Colond's Amazonian companions, which he had had immortaized out of sentiment.
Thequizzical expressoninitsglasseyesirritated her. It was asif the parrot embodied the obtuse nature
of the young wife. If only Laviniahad acomprehension of the innate struggle between man and woman,
the nuances upon which society turned; if only she were apragmatist and not the deluded fantasist she
appeared to be.

"l blamethe French,” Lady Morgan said, "and those dreadful novelsthey write. They have reduced
loveto amaady of victimhood, and suffering is so bad for the complexion.”

"| suppose you hate Hugo too?"

"Stendha, George Sand—all charlatans. Protéges-moi de cette bétise ndble. (Protect me from this
wdll-intended fally.) Y ou must gppreciate that love isthe last reason for which aman marries, Mrs.
Huntington. He might think it so at thetime, but men . . ." Sheleaned forward, fixing Laviniawith her
black eyes, "men do not think with their brains, even gentlemen, except in matters of money.”

Laviniadid not bregk her gaze. "Isit truly naiveto believe in passion, honesty, and integrity?'
"In sophigticated circles, it isnot only naive, it is pogtively hazardous.”

Lady Morgan had come out of friendship, but the girl wastrying in that willful way that wastypica of
the Irish. Senang Lavinidsrisng ire, shefeigned interest in severa Japanese artifactsin the room. Lavinia
leaned forward.

"My dear Lady Morgan, | wastaught to believe that the rel ations between aman and hiswifewere a
private matter. But because | respect the lengthy friendship between yoursalf and my husband, | forgive
you your indiscretion.”

Horrified by the young woman's impertinence, Lady Morgan spluttered madeira down her dress.



Lavinia handed her anapkin.

"With regard to the season,” she continued with enforced cheer, "James informs me that you are able
to engineer invitationsto the Holly Ball on the twenty-first?*

Appdled at Laviniasfurther presumption, Lady Morgan broke into astammer. "He di-di-did?’

"And | think it would be most Christian of you to invite James and mysdlf asyour guests,” Lavinia
ingsted, ddliberately oblivious. "No doubt the occasion will provide an excellent opportunity to introduce
me to society and for my husband to engender support for his next publishing venture.”

23

The parcel sat on the nursery floor, a huge mass of brown paper and string, asmall card tied to one
corner.

"Look, Aidan! A present from your grandpapain Ireland!”

The child clung to her, eyeswide, as Lavinia carried him across the room and placed him onto
wobbly feet beside the parcel. She pulled the card off—her father's forma handwriting made her ingtantly
homesick. She pictured him bent over his desk, his arthritic fingers twisted around the quill.

Lavinia opened the card then knelt beside her son. " To my dearest grandson, so that he may grow
up to be the bravest dragoon in the world! "

She pushed the wrapped parcel and watched Aidan'sface light up with delight asit swayed on its
rockers.

"l wonder what it could be?'

Tearing off the paper, she encouraged Aidan to do the same, until, both laughing, they sat in a swirl of
flying brown paper and the rocking horse was revealed. It stood shiny with red and black paint, gold
embellishing its saddle, amane of rea black horsehair hanging over one shoulder.

"Horsey! Horsey!" Aidan clapped his handswith impatience as Lavinialifted himinto the saddle. To
her surprise, heinginctively grasped the miniature leather reins and began riding. Leaning down, she
kissed him. "My wee man, your mais so proud of you."

"Bravo! Aidan, you are anatural horseman.”
The Colond stood at the nursery door, dressed in his evening clothes.

"Papal" Aidan held up hisarms. Immediately, the Colonel came over and took Lavinias place beside
the child.

"Now isn't thisgrand? Y our very own horse and afine stalion at that!"
Laviniawatched as Aidan, keen to impress hisfather, galloped faster and faster.
"It'san expengve gift, Lavinia, and very kind of your father."

"Aidanishisonly grandchild."



"And look at our son, our beautiful boy—isn't he awonder?'

Lavinia, seeing Jamessloving look, softened. Placing her hand on his shoulder, she kissed the back of
his neck.

Hedid not look up from the child. "I haveto leave for the Carlton shortly—aregrettable business
mesting. Y ou must not wait up for me, Lavinia"

After asolitary dinner, Laviniawound her way through the corridor to the music room. She st at the
piano and began a piece her father had taught he—the memory of which now fdt asif it werefrom a
different life belonging to a different woman. A knock at the door disturbed her playing.

"Madam, would you care to study the menu | have prepared for tomorrow?" The housekeeper stood
in the doorway holding a piece of card.

"Not at the moment, thank you, Mrs. Bestle."

"But it iscustomary for the head of the household—"

"Do we have gueststomorrow?"

"No, madam."

"Then | shdl trust that Cook will prepare her usud excdlent cuisne.”
"Madam, | think | should point out that the Colond expects—"

"Mrs. Bestle, | am perfectly aware of my duties. | just wish, at this moment, to be alowed some
reflection on my own. Isthat too much to expect?’

"No, madam." After the smallest of curtses, Mrs. Beetle backed out of the room. Sighing, Lavinia
returned to her playing, only to be interrupted five minutes later by amaid sent in by Mrs. Beetleto draw
the curtains.

Exasperated, Lavinialeft the music room and, craving solitude, made her way to the courtyard.
Before sheredized it she found hersdf in the stables.

The shivering flanks of the horses gleamed. Each stood inits own tdl, somewith their nosesthrust into
buckets, chewing meditatively; others glancing hopefully over their glossy backsat Lavinia. Seeing she
was not their keeper, they turned back to their feed.

A lantern blazed overhead, and in the far stall an extralamp burned to warm arecently born foa and
itsmare. Lifting her skirts, Laviniawaked over and reached across to caress the mare. Its skin was
warm and coarse to touch, but of immediate comfort. Laviniafdt like ayoung girl again, hiding in a secret
haven, relishing her escape from the sense of being constantly observed: by the servants, by Lady
Morgan, by her husband . . .

"That letter thereisaJ. | swear onit. That much | do know."

A voice, mae, deep, and American, rumbled from the other side of the stables. Laviniawalked along
the row of horses. Aloysiusthe coachman sat in an empty stal, his back againgt the door, alanternin one



hand.

Sitting next to him was aNegro boy of about eighteen, dressed in ariding coat and breeches. Lavinia
did not recognize hislivery. The two were examining apiece of paper Aloysuswas holding up to the
lantern'slight.

"Samud, that isno J; that would beaT, asin Tattle"
"I know aJwhen | seesonel”
"Aloysus?'

Upon seeing Laviniathe two men immediately hid the jug of stout they'd been drinking from.
Throwing on their caps and dusting the straw from their clothes, they jumped to their feet.

"Madam, you be after something?'
"No, | just cameto visit the horses. It's dways been arefuge to me, the stables.”

She amiled to reassure them, but Aloysius, disconcerted by the impropriety of the moment, was
garing at thefloor, hislarge hands pawing the paper apprehensively. He indicated the youth next to him.

"Thisis Samud, he'sthe coachman over a the embassy.”

A smile broke like awhite streak across the other man's face. Lavinia saw he had one front tooth
missng.

"Madam, at your service. Begging your pardon, but the master's visiting number forty and so while I'm
waiting I've put the footman in charge of the coach and taken the opportunity to visit my friend
Aloysius—with my master's permission, maam, | swear.” Samud tipped his cap.

Laviniahad only ever seen one black man before and she tried to concea her wonder. Hewasa
well-made youth, with large dightly bulbous brown eyes, anose that looked asif it might have seen afew
fights, and amass of tight oiled curlsframing hisround face.

"Which embassy?' Lavinia settled hersdf on awork bench. "And please, St again and enjoy your
tobacco and ale. | had not intended to disturb you."

Samud waited until Aloysius nodded permission and then the two of them settled awkwardly back
down. Asthe Irishman snubbed out a smoking piece of straw that had been ignited by the embers of his
hidden clay pipe, Samud took off his cap and polished theinsignia

"The embassy of the Confederate States of America, maam. | belong to Mr. Dudley Hunt; he'sthe
ambassador and | am his coachman,” he said proudly.

"Samud does himsdlf adisservice" Aloysiusinterrupted. "He's the best horseman | know. Thisladdie
can calm the jJumpiest gtallion, and guide a panicked team through aflood asif it were ameadow,

"Mr. Hunt islucky to have you in his employment.”

"Maam, I'm not employed. Mr. Dudley Hunt owns me, and my papa and the rest of us. That'sthe
way itisin the South."

"And that'swhy thereisawar on, Mr. Samud."
"So they say, maam, so they say." Samud, anxious about the introduction of politica matters, looked



from Laviniato Aloysus.

"Samud has brought me aletter from America," Aloysiusinterjected, thinking it would bewiseto
change the topic of conversation.

Samue held up the envelope, the address stained and faded on the front. " There was a Union postal
cart captured by the Confederate forces, and they finds thisletter and sendsit to Mr. Dudley Hunt
Esquire, who throwsit out. But | knows the word 'coachman’ and the word 'Mayfair,' so | finds Aloysius
myself and now | have mysdlf an Irishman asatrue friend, now ain't | ahuckleberry above a
persmmon?’

Aloysius put his hand up to silence the coachman.
"| believe the letter isfrom my brother, madam.”
"And what ishis news?'

A dow flush inched itsway from under Aloysiusswaoollen collar and up to hislarge ears. "'l can't
properly say. Being thefifth child I wasn't sent to school as such. But Seamus, he was the fortunate one.
Fortunate to have | eft and fortunate to have got to Americadive.”

"Y ou cannot read?"

Now the coachman's face was scarlet. He looked down at hisriding boots. Lavinia stretched out her
hand and Aloysius handed the | etter to her over the gate. Ashe did, she noticed that the tips of two
fingerswere missing and his hands were scarred.

She examined the parchment under the light of the lantern Aloysius had placed on the wooden
doorpost. The handwriting was labored and the spelling dreadful. It gppeared Seamus had received little
more of an education than his brother.

"It isdated the seventeenth of February and begins, My dear brother Aloysius—"'

"Well, even | knew that much,” Aloysius grumbled, determined to win back some dignity. Ignoring
him, and Samud's sudden grin, Lavinia continued.

"I hope this letter finds you in good health and in good employment. Brother, | write to tell you
that | am now a soldier with President Lincoln's Union Army. We are a worthy bunch of Irishmen
with the 69th New York State militia regiment. | have volunteered and they have given me my
own horse, saddle, and supplies. It will be food and a roof over my head, and | am hoping we will
be fighting in Virginia by the spring. | will try and write you during the campaign, and | have
chosen you as next of kin should | perish. Yoursin good grace, your brother Seamus.”

In the ensuing silence, Samud let out along dow whistle and dapped histhigh. "Goddamn! | am all
chawed up. If | could, I would be fighting with him my own sweet sdf! The Good Lord knows| would!™

Forgetting himself, Aloysius reached across and took the letter from Lavinia, then stared blindly at the
page asif the face of his brother were printed there.

"Seamus won't make agood soldier,” he declared. "He's barely five foot, and that'sin his shoes."

"Surely you agreethat fighting for the end of davery isajust cause?' Laviniainterjected, surprised by
the coachman's reservations.

"I'm not saying it'snot; it'sjust that my brother and I—weve only survived thisfar by the grace of
God himsdlf, so I'm thinking it's mighty foolish of Seamusto voluntarily put hislifein danger, for anyone."



Heturned to Samuel. "Forgive me, Samud.”

"l understand, my friend. I've been told the Irish are little better than daves themsdves under their
English megters”

"A working man has no timeto think on ideals, madam, you must know that,” Aloysiusreplied.
"Which makes your brother's choice even more admirable, surely?'

But the coachman stood therein silence, his heavy brow knotting and unknotting. Finally, a crooked
smile spread dowly across hisface.

"Perhaps you'reright, madam. Besides, he could be thefirst generd inthe OMalley clan yet. They
say anything is possiblein the New World."

"It isfor thewhite man,” Samue muttered gloomily.

Thethree of them stood slent for amoment, contemplating their own providence and the immense
differences between them.

Lavinia broke the silence. "Would you liketo reply?"

Again, Aloysiusfound himself angry a her insengtivity. Could she not see that would be out of the
question? Shrugging, herefilled his pipe and, usng asmall wax wick to catch aflame from the lantern, lit
the bowl. He exhded; asmal white cloud hung in the air before dispersing.

"l think not. No, my brother would not expect meto reply.” His gruff words betrayed the frustration
hefelt at his own inadequacy.

"We could compose them together. There isareturn address—the postmaster . . ."

Suspicious, he stared at the soft whiteness of her hands. What did she want with alowly coachman?
Was she one of those rich Chrigtian ladies who sought redemption through good works? Was that how
she saw him—as a charity? An ignorant young man she intended to educate? An irksome thought indeed,
and aposition Aloysius had no intention of adopting.

"What'sinit for you then?" he blurted out.

"Aloysus, the young misiress just wantsto help!” Samud exclaimed, shocked at the Irishman's
irreverent tone of voice.

"It would please me to be of some useto afdlow countryman. And, asagreat admirer of Mr.
Lincoln, I would welcome the chanceto assst hiswar effort in any way | can.”

"Oh Lordy! Now | realy have seen the dephant!” Samud interjected, grinning. "No one must ever
know | visited this house. The ambassador will ride me out on arall!"

"Fear not, Samue, the name Huntington will stand well with your master,” Laviniasmiled back. "My
husband and most of his associates are staunch supporters of the Confederacy.”

Sheturned back to the Irishman. "Y our answer, Aloysius? Will you dlow meto assst you?'

"Perhaps when | drive you to church on Sunday, we could take a moment to compose aletter then,
madam? Private from the rest of the household. | shouldn't want Mr. Poole thinking | was reaching above
my dation.”

The coachman's tone was tentative, but secretly he felt arush of eagerness at the thought of writing to



Seamus, abrother he hadn't seen for over five years. Or at least, that was the reason he gave himself, not
daring to examine his excitement further.

"Then Sunday it shdl be," Laviniaconcluded.
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Los Angeles, 2002

Julia picked up the copies of the Los Angeles Times lying on the doormat where they had fallen with
depressing regularity. Staring at the top paper's date in disbelief, she redized Klaus had been gone for
over amonth.

His absence had left avoid. All that remained were aura signatures, which had seeped into the
brickwork, settling around the couple's movements as a tree might entwine a fencepost—ghost-trails of
their lovemaking, their laughter, the cry of her name. Lying in bed, Juliahad found hersdf expecting every
passing vehicle to be Klaus's car; imagining she could hear the squedl of his brakes, the click of the
engine dying, the crunch of hisfootsteps on the graveled pathway.

Theloss of her closest friend had been as painful astheloss of her husband. Juliaswung wildly
between deep anger at Carlas betrayal and a desperate need to talk to her, when she would find herself
diding her phone number. And so shelay there, for nightson end, her londliness circling above her ina
numbing orbit, rocking hersdf, her arms clutched around her empty womb.

After atime, the antidepressants gave her grief atone. Its ululation became muffled, merged with the roar
of the freeway, the ocean—the imagined sound of a storm pounding againgt the eardrum, pushing
everything out toward the horizon, afrequency that took her out of the smal moments. Hues were
brighter. Life with the color turned up—the psychiatrist had promised, asif centuries of philosophizing
about perception could be reduced to one banaly cheerful metaphor. Naturaly Juliahadn't believed her,
but on the tenth day, miraculoudy, the sky was bluer, the |leaves greener, the roses bloodier.

A need to spend money was amore ingdious side effect—an impulse fueled by the delusion that the
dollarsin her hand were toy money set againgt the greater tragedies of love and hate, abandonment and
union. It was only after sheld spent three hundred dollars at the lipstick counter at Nieman Marcusthat it
occurred to her that her compulsive shopping might be drug-induced. The lipsticks stood in her bathroom
cabinet, balanced on their ends like a platoon of forgotten toy soldiers.

Juliahad no energy |€eft to grieve for others. The two burning towers of New Y ork, and the ensuing
implosion of the national psyche, became even more personalized for dulia, asif her owninternd logic
had been shattered a ong with what she had naively believed to be untouchable America. Nevertheless,
she found hersdf sobbing at newsimages. achild-soldier leaning againgt an army tank; apool of burning
oil in some distant seg; the bewildered face of ajuvenile gorillatrapped behind bamboo bars.

It became difficult for her to listen to music with lyrics. Most songs, she redlized, were about loss or



impending loss—an incessant chorus of victimhood that divided humanity into two categories: the leavers
and theleft. In her darkest moments, she wondered about which synapses the antidepressants had fired
and which they were repressing, but the end result was the same: her depression continued. It wasa
hidden iceberg, shifting and splintering; great subterranean ruptures that tore through the glittering shell of
the drug, spiking in ingppropriate moments of eation.

Duty of care, mouthing the words like a curse into the gathering evening shadows, Klausand Carla
had falled intheir duty of care, for surely both friendship and marriage have an unspoken contract, Julia
would argue with hersdlf, trying to makelogic out of theirrational.

Night became an escape from the world. Sometimes sheld deep until 11 am., her limbs stretched
over to the Side of the bed that Klaus used to occupy. Waking, she would conjure up the fragrance of his
skin, arich mix of sweet and oils, the crook of his neck, the hollow of histhighs. She couldn't imagine
experiencing desre with anyone else. Theidea of reveding her history al over again to anew man
gppalled her; even contemplation of theideafet like an obsceneinfidelity. It wasimpossible to believe
she would ever share the same humor, wit, and sensibility. Klauswas meant to be her final relationship,
and she clung to the conviction that he would return.

Desperate for asense of family, of continuity, Julia had placed a photograph of her grandfather, Aidan
Huntington, next to the bed.

Hewas gill aboy in the image, standing posed on the docks in front of the hull of an ocean steamer,
hislong pale face saring blegkly into the lens. The words " Oona May Cork—Chicago” were painted on
the side of the ship, and streamers twisted and snaked through the air. Passengers crowded on the decks
and at the portholes, punctuating the photo with fuzzy activity. An American flag fluttered in one corner,
the garstrailing pointsin alazy breeze. A blurred figure—probably a porter, Juliathought, was pushing a

trolley past the boy.

Theyoung Aidan looked about twelve, his curly hair was carefully oiled and combed behind hisears,
he was dressed in ajacket and knickerbockers that reached just below his knees. There was pathosin
histaut, serious thin face as he attempted to gppear aman. A smdll suitcase sat on the ground beside him
whileaparce of books, belted around with lesther, dangled from his hand. The motherless child, Julia
thought, and wondered about L avinia Huntington and the demise of her marriage. Colonel James
Huntington had been quite afamous scientist in hisown right, so Juliaremembered her father telling her,
but he had never spoken about his grandfather's death or thetria of hisyoung wife. Some years after
Julia's own mother had died, he had told her held dways been convinced of his grandmother'sinnocence.

Switching on the lamp, Julia pulled the photo into the light. Her grandfather had died before she was
born, and stories about him had always fascinated her. She remembered them vividly. Apparently, Aidan
had resembled hismother, Lavinia, in coloring done; Julia assumed the broad nose and strong chin were
inherited from hisfather. In the photograph, hisfacid featureswere dightly blurred, asif he had moved
during the long camera exposure, but his eyes were sharp. A direct stare that traveled through history and
connected unswervingly with the gaze of the viewer—the child had inherited his mother's confrontationd
gaze. It made Juliathink about her own Aidan, the son that might have been.



AsKlaus had promised, the divorce papers soon arrived, making it apparent that he must have been
planning his departure for months. The revelation horrified Julia. Staring down at the documents, she
found it difficult to recognize the husband she had lived with for twelve years. He must have been
compartmentaizing the whole time, she concluded.

Without being alowed to communicate with him, she found hersdf mythologizing their life together.
Holidays, birthdays, celebrations, conversationsthat had inspired her &l came flooding back, filling her
nights with crigp heightened images—everything they had experienced together amplified to legendary
happiness. She had considered herself content; she had assumed Klaus was content, except for hiswork
Stuation—asdtuation Juliaknew Carlahad the power to change. Wasthat it? Was Klaus that
mercenary? Or wasiit that Julia had been so self-absorbed sheld been blind to hisreal needs?
Obsessvely she began to dismantle the marriage, to look for indications, torturing hersdf by andyzing
their last few months together over and over.
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Julia could see a reflection of herself thrown down onto the pavement she was flying over. Even
in the twilight she recognized the buildings along Sunset Boulevard: the Viper Room, the House of
Blues, Sunset Five, the Chateau Marmont. It wasn't an unpleasant sensation, floating on this thick
viscous sea, a buoyant soft wind carrying her.

To the west she could see the incandescent strip of blue-gray that was the horizon of the
Pacific Ocean. The sky itself was the dark cobalt of just before dawn; streaks of salmon-pink had
begun to bleed up from the horizon, freckling the sky. In her dreaming mind, she judged it to be
about five in the morning. A minute later she was passing over the emerald and russet breasts of
the Hollywood hills, sweeping up from the streaming band of car lights that was Sunset
Boulevard. Below, each valley cradled residential blocks that lay across the green like
embroidered handkerchiefs, each with a rectangle of glistening blue—the swimming pools—that
threw back a framed reflection of the firmament. The canyons wound into the hills like
hieroglyphs on a raised parchment.

Mi ciudad Hermosa: the words wer e whispered puffs of smoke that kept her buoyant. It was
only then Julia became aware of the warm weight she held beneath her; Aidan, her lost son.

Asthey flew, Julia realized that she was entirely unencumbered by her waking grief, and that
flying like this, united with the panorama that sweltered and muttered and glinted thousands of
other stories, she was finally at peace. Aiden smiled up at her and, without thinking, Julia opened
her arms. The child hovered, and for an instant they flew as one, the boy a miniature shadow of
his mother, across the tiled roofs until he left her side.

"Now, you might not have voted for Proposition 49 in the past, and you might have had strong reasons
not to, but you cannot tell me, Mr. and Mrs. Dumont . . ." The Candidate's voice was interrupted by the
automated insertion of Klauss and Julia's names, arobotic rendering that destroyed the attempt at a
personal tone. Julia, her head buried under the covers, her nightdress wrapped around her eyesina



desperate attempt to block out the early summer light streaming in through the cane blinds, clicked the
phone off and pushed it under her pillow.

"Chrigt," she groaned adoud. Could she get up, did she want to? It was a month since her miscarriage,
two weeks since sheld received the divorce papers. The day lay cavernous before her, frighteningly

empty.

She curled around her pillow, wishing she wasn't such acoward. A breeze rattled the cane blinds and
jolted her back to the dream. The aerid view of Los Angeles had been so accurate she could have
described the landscape to a pilot, and then there was the image of her son. Black eyeslike hisfather; his
narrow face acombination of her cheekbones and Klauss pointed chin.

She wrapped her hands around the pillow and amost dipped back into deep. The darm clock
dtartled her awake again.

She sat up and stretched then reached for atape recorder she kept in the bedside cabinet. A
psychologist sheld spoken to at the hospital had suggested it might be therapeutic to record messagesto
Klaus—messages he would never get to hear. She switched on the tape recorder and waited in silence.
It felt like she was whispering to aghost. The tape ran afull three minutes before she had the courage to

begin.

". .. | keep finding myself laying the table for two. Sometimes, when I'm reading or watching
television, | forget and think | hear your footstepsin another part of the house and call your
name. It makes me feel so goddamn stupid. You live inside someone's skin for over a decade and
then find you didn't know them at all. Did you ever think about the consequences of your actions?
You must have. You must have analyzed every outcome meticulously. If | can't live without you,
how am | to live?"

Juliadrove without thinking about where she was going; ahazy geographica comprehension guiding her
through the maze of L.A.'s suburbs. Her cell rang; sheignored it. She knew it would be Naomi, who had
developed the habit of ringing her twice aday to check that she was safe. Her friend'svigilanceirritated
Julia. Reaching down she switched the phone off.

Sheturned into anarrow street where small neat lawns encircled white bunga ows, jasmine climbed
over trellises at the front doors, and the obligatory SUV sat in each driveway. Klaus had originaly
wanted to buy in the beachside area, but they hadn't been able to afford it. Houses that were built in the
Cdlifornian post Second World War industria boom when aircraft construction usurped oranges. Julias
stomach clenched as she recognized where her ingtinct had brought her.

Lavender Street, Number Twelve; how many times had she visited this house? How many times?

Pulling into the curb, she carefully hid the car behind alarge van. The gate hadn't changed; an old
pumpkin with a grinning ghoul-face carved into its ped il sat by the fencepost—arelic from apast
Haloween night.

The house was quiet; therewas alight dimly visible through one of the front windows. The office, Julia
thought. At least, that's what Carlacalled it. It was a converted laundry, barely more than a cupboard.
The houseitself was an origina piece of German-influenced modernist architecture, a construction of
planes that trand ated into a spacious geometric structure designed so the sun traveled around the house,



flooding each room in turn with light. It'sa sunhouse, Carlawould say, | livein asunhouse not a
greenhouse. Just remembering her saying it made Julianogtagic.

She recalled how shed rushed here once at 2 am., convinced that Klauswas having an affair. He
was away saling and she hadn't been able to get through on his cell. Theimage of him making loveto
another woman had thrashed through her head. She knew she had to talk out her fear and had
immediately driven to Carlas. Touded, but unfazed, her friend had let her in. They'd spent the rest of the
night getting drunk together on some obscenely sweet liqueur Carlahad brought back from afilm shoot in
Krakow, regaling each other with anecdotes about the worst loversthey'd ever had. Two hours later
Juliareached Klaus on his phone; he'd told her she was paranoid but he loved her anyway.

There were two narrativesin Julias head: the ongoing dia ogue with the woman she had loved, an
imagined conversation in which shetold Carla her latest news, asked her advice, provided the
unconditional empathy women offered each other; and the second, amonologue so vitriolic that Julia
could barely form wordsto fit her anger.

Hate is an interesting emotion. Because of its epic nature, the awkward, ugly shapeit makesin these
rationa post-modern times, it is un-fashionably polarized, terrifyingly illogicd, Juliathought as she
crouched in her car. But hate was what she felt. Carlas betraya was as unfathomable to her as her
husband's departure, and both obsessed her—Iike an equation she needed to solve.

Peoplefall in love, Julia, and they have no control over their choices. Klausswords hung in her
mind like aghosly afterimage. Juliadid not believe them. "Marriage is a negotiation of temptation,” she
said adoud, suddenly furious at finding herself reduced to avoyeur of alife shefelt was, by rights, her
own. "l could kill him for having reduced meto this" she added softly, her breath misting up the window.

The dreetlights came on and clouds of gnats shifted direction like shoas of fish under the bluish glow.
Julia continued watching, fascinated by the silhouettes passing across the house's drawn blinds. The
gleaming hull of Carlas BMW in the driveway taunted her as she fought the impulseto get out and walk
directly up to the front door.

Suddenly, it swung open and Carlaand Klaus emerged. Carla adjusted Klausstie, then kissed him;
hisfingers did down her back. Juliawatched, horrified as Klaus caressed Carlasface. The gesture was
so familiar it resonated in Julids muscles, asif it were her face. She could fed theimprint of hisfingers,
amel the faint aroma of aftershave, sogp, and ail; theimagined heet of hisskin infusing her own. The
memory of touch—it will con usevery time. It will deceive usuntil death stedsal sensation. Thisisthe
nature of lovemaking, she decided, watching the scene play itself out like afilm sequence. Lovemaking
gamps uswith ownership, infuses uswith theilluson of permanency, and in the very same moment
dispelsmortdity like a chegp theetricd trick.

"You aredill mine," shewhispered into the drifting evening.
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Klausrolled off Carla, the cool sheets sticking across his sweety back, hisbrain pleasantly emptied, his
erection subsding in dow enjoyable throbs.

"We have been s0 brave, so brave," Carlawhispered. The statement, laced with tentative poignancy,
dragged Klaus straight back into the bedroom. Why do women always get philosophical after sex, he



pondered, trying not to resent the interruption of what had promised to be apainlessdide into
deep—something he desperately needed.

"l guess 0," he answered, cautioudy. "But you'll be surprised, it'll only take six months before people
dart to forget | was married to Juliaat al. Especidly in thistown—the most mercenary metropolisin the
world."

Carlapeered through the darkness, trying to read Klauss profile. The new legitimacy of their
relationship gl filled her with astonishment—that he could deep openly in her bed, Sit at her table. The
crushing guilt of deception sheld carried for over four months had findly lifted. She sat up and reached for
acigarette.

Astheflameflared in the darkness, Klaus fought the urge to blow it out. "Honey, do you have to?'
"Yes." Sheinhded deeply then exhded the smoke away from him.

"I know it'sdifficult for Julia, but shell survive. Y ou don't get to where sheis professondly without a
certain ruthlessness. | think it all comes down to basic elements: ego, id, akind of inherent ability to
dominate. Juliafillsher own life, and the lives of others, without evenredizing it.”

Irritated that, yet again, his ex-wife had crept into the bed of his new lover, he buried hisfacein the
mattress. Reaching across, Carlatentatively laid ahand on his back.

"l just think it'simportant to get these things clear. And, for the record, | wouldn't have got involved
with youif I'd known you were trying for ababy."

"Weweren't trying! At least, not to my knowledge. Do you think thisis easy for me?1 lost achild,
too. Do you think | don't fed guilty?'Y ou don't just stop loving someone, but it changes.” He turned to
her. "Do you know how long I've wanted you? How long | fought the intuition that to be with you was
right and to stay with her wasincreasingly wrong? My only regret isthat | didn't |leave her sooner. Julias
not a bad woman—"

"Julia's agrest woman. She may be a better human being than you or me. . ."

"It'sjust that her psychology, the way she'swired, isinherently oppressive. We had twelve years
together, ten of which were gresat, but now I'm with you. So can we cut the psychobabble?!

"Y ou're right, we have each other now and that's extraordinary. | love you—at the cost of everything
de"

Digtracted now, Klausrolled onto his back, his eyelids snapping open. "We are two individuals.
Sometimeswith Julia, it waslike | was nothing more than an gppendage.”

For amoment Carlawondered why Klaus hadn't been able to negotiate his own territory, but,
frightened of appearing didoya and of what she might discover, she stayed silent.

Klaus stared at the celling, the possibility of deep now having fled entirely. "Okay, from now on|
intend to communicate with her only by fax. That way we can track everything she says and does.”

"|an't thet alittle extreme?"

"] want it to be a clean break. | need that so we can come into this untainted. A brand new start—for
al three of us" His hand trailed the curve of her hip.

Just then, headlights swung an arc through the darkened bedroom as, outside, a car made a U-turn.
The vehicle pulled into the curb, brakes squeding.



"Chrig, not again,” Klaus said, sitting up.

Carlaremained curled into aball of refusal. duliawill not ruin this moment, shewill not destroy our
time, she thought as the white comet of the headlights streaked her closed eydids.

Klaus legped to hisfeet. Pulling the curtains aside, he peered out into the street. "1 can't believeit!”
Livid, he began pacing. "That'sit! | am going to dap arestraining order on her, | swear to God!"

Carladipped out of bed, semen running down the insde of her thighs. Julia's Lexuswas clearly visble
under the street lamp. Carla could see the light reflecting off Julial's long black hair, the hollows of her face
as she dared across at the house. Their eyes met; terrified, Carla dropped the curtain.

"She saw me. But it didn't look like Julia; she's changed,” she whispered.
Klaus pulled her into hisarms. "She has changed. We've dl changed.”

"Y ou don't understand—she told me about something that happened in Afghanigtan . . ." Somewhere
in the distance acar darm went off. Carlashivered. "There was an ambush and Juliakilled aman.”

"Y ou can't be serious?’
"She clamed it was sef-defense.”
"Juliakilled aman? Don't be ridiculous. She's not cagpable of such athing.”

"I'm only repeating what she told me: the convoy was ambushed, her escort waskilled, shewas
pulled out of the car and there was a struggle, and she stabbed the guy.”

"She would have told me. Maybe she's exaggerating—there was probably some kind of tusse,
maybe someone got killed."

"Juliadoesn't exaggerate. | only know because she had to tell someone here—to makeit redl, she
sad."

"But | saw her straight after thetrip, at the airport. She didn't seem traumatized.”
"That's the whole point—she wasn't. Klaus, are we safe? Redlly safe from her?”

He stared at her. "Carla, thisis Julia. Naturally, she's upset; naturaly, she wantsto see me, even
you—hut shell cam down, | promiseyou. In ayear thiswill al be history.”

The phone wasringing. Throwing the house keys down, Juliarushed to answer it.
Silence. The crackling of somebody waiting on the other end of theline.
"Klaus?'

Thecdler hung up. Frantically, she punched in star 69: the number came up as unlisted. Intuitively,
she knew it wasn't her husband.

She switched on the answering service. Klauss voice sounded out into the room: Hi, we're not in at
the moment. If you'd like to leave a message, please do so after thisridiculous bleep. Juliatried to
remember when held recorded it; at |east twelve months before. She hadn't bothered rerecording the



message, asif by erasing hisvoice shewould exorcise any possbility of hisreturn.

Julia collgpsed on the sofaand stared out at the magnoliatree now in full blossom. Whether she sat
therefor ten minutes or thirty she couldn't tell. Carla's Sartled face stared back at her from between the
branches. Fear, that'swhat Julia had seen in her eyes. It had only been amoment, a catching of the faint
pale shadow of nudity beyond the curtains of Carlas bedroom. But Juliawould never forgive those eyes,
the momentary expression of furtiveness. She rewound the message. Five repests later she pulled the
phone out of thewall socket.

27

Mayfair, 1861

Lavinia, the Colond, Lady Morgan, and Hamish Campbell drove very dowly and flagrantly along S.
Jamessin the opulent splendor of alandau, the Huntington lozenge visible on its doors. With Aloysius a
itshelm, and four attendantsin silk knee breeches and livery, the coach proceeded down Piccadilly past
the great mansions ablaze with light, powdered footmen at their doors.

Lavinia, her stays pinching at thewaist, the stedl undercarriage of her dress settled precariousy
around her, sat in ascented cloud of jasmine and orange blossom, strands of both woven into her
elaborate hairstyle. The dress's décolletage displayed her flawless breasts to advantage (much to Lady
Morgan's disapproval and envy) and anecklace of gold and pearl—a courtship gift from the Colondl.

The coach had been designed in an erawhen women's gowns were far less voluminous, and the lack
of space had squeezed the two men into opposite corners.

"This new fashion makes us part-machine," Lady Morgan commented.

"Indeed.” Lavinia pulled her gaze away from the spectators that had stopped in the street to gawk a
the promenade of wedlth. "' suspect Charles Worth had the hot-air balloon in mind when he designed the
crinoline. Certainly there have been dayswhen | feared | might be swept up by thewind and set afloat.”

"There was that dreadful story about awoman who was swept cleanly off the cliff at Eastbourne. One
can only pray that shereached Cdais," Lady Morgan said with relish.

"And yet you both subscribe to the fad,” the Colonel pointed out.
"Would you rather we abandoned the fashion?’

"Not at dl. Thereis sted in the crinoling; the fashion has no doubt made adirect contribution to the
current affluencein Sheffield. And as1 now hold sharesin theindustry, | can only approve.” The Colond
turned to Lavinia. "Y ou, my dear, are carrying the future of British manufacturing about your hips.”

Before they could debate further, the carriage pulled up behind the other vehicles parked inaline
outside the mansion on Berkeley Square.

The attendants legpt off the footboards and helped their patrons down to the boardwalk that ran from
the curb to the grand entrance of the house.

The ballroom was vast, with agdlery of paintings each in an ornate frame. Thewhite and gold



doorway was topped by a heavy gilded carving. The walls were hung with shimmering patterned yellow
damask and the sprung polished wooden floor had been suitably waxed for the dancing. Huge
canddlabrablazed with light, reflected ahundredfold in the mirrored pands of the blinds that were pulled
down over thewindows. Massve crystd vasesfilled with lilies, yellow roses, and branches of whitelilac
had been placed around the edges of the room, and their scent mixed with the floor wax and the
perfumed candles burning in the French crystal chandeliersthat hung from the celling.

An archway led out to a glassed-in ba cony where along table was laden with refreshments. Lavinia,
craning her neck, could just seethe array of ices, wafers, cakes, and bonbons stacked on silver trays.
Uniformed maids, waiting to serve, stood beside the tables.

At thefar end of the hall, screened by ornamenta shrubbery, sat asmall orchestra consisting of a
piano, acornet, aviolin, and acdlo.

"Come, we should claim our places," Lady Morgan murmured behind her fan as she led the others
across the room to a gathering of unoccupied sofas.

About two dozen couples were aready spinning around the parquet dance floor, while aflock of
women—girls as young as sixteen, their mothers, maiden aunts, afew widows dripping with diamonds,
and other manifestations of the moneyed fema e—perched on cushioned seats and ottomans around the
walls. Furioudy fanning themsdves, the women exchanged snippets of information amid a cacophony of
shrieks, mutterings, and whispered conspiracies. They resembled areclining tribe of primates, Lavinia
concluded, particularly fascinated by the contrived thesatrics of the young debutantes as they endeavored
to draw male attention.

On the other side of the room, resolutely grouped around a huge fireplace, a distant ancestor of
Baron Wenlock's staring down at them censorioudy, stood the men: the dandies, the barons and lords,
the captains and their aspiring lieutenants, the landed gentry and, findly, that comparatively new breed,
the capitadists—city men who had made their own wesdlth, either from manufacturing in the north or by
exploiting theriches of the Far East and India.

Lady Morgan pulled Laviniato one side. "L ook around you—thisisacircus, an extravaganza
designed entirely for the exchange of trade, whether it be stock tips or the courting of an heir or heiress.
Y ou can be sure this occasion is about one thing and one thing only: who has money and who hasn't.”

Discreetly tapping her fan on the side of Lavinias hand, Lady Morgan indicated atdll, thin manin his
middle fiftieswith a pockmarked face and a prominent, bulbous nose. In stark contrast to hisruined face
hisfigure was expensvely clad: diamond studs glistened at his cuffs, another gem sparkled at his breast,
and aydlow gold silk cravat sprang from the neck of his black evening coat. He was holding court to a
gaggle of ederly men, who consumed his every word with a chorus of nods, reminding Laviniaof Aidan's
wooden puppets.

"That, my dear girl, is Hans Skippenmann. There are only two men in thisroom who can match his
wesdlth. They say his grandfather was an Armenian. Skippenmann himsdlf isof dubious nationdity,
athough he claimsto be of the Viennese aristocracy. He made hisfortune in the Far East, supplying the
medicina needs of the Commonwedth.”

Confused, Lavinialifted one eyebrow.

"Opium, my young friend, the new gold," Lady Morgan replied in atheatrical whisper, glancing again
at the magnate who was now in intense conversation with ayounger gentleman of thirty, flamboyantly
dressed in avelvet suit with awaistcoat made from Eastern Silk.

"The gentleman beside him is Lord Merrywither. He made hismoney in India, but keepsavery nice



housein Mayfair aswell asapaacein Bombay. Each isas corrupt asthe other. Lord Merrywither isa
confirmed bachelor, and | do mean confirmed, but Skippenmann has an unmarried daughter—his only
har."

Lady Morgan flicked open her fan and shook it in the direction of the seated women to indicate a
grandiose matron squeezed into agown more befitting awoman half her size. Sweat dripped from her
forehead, causing streaks in the thick layer of powder and rouge that covered her wrinkled visage. An
elegant young man of twenty or so, immaculately dressed in the uniform of the dragoons, threw himself
down beside her. "Lady Fair-westher and her son Horatio. She plansto hook the Skippenmann girl for
the young blade. Indeed, rumor has him marked for avictory. Histitle for her money: itisafair trade."

A tall young woman, her elegant face severa inchestoo long to be beautiful, her brunette hair siwept
up into a bouffant topped with a spray of ostrich feathers, descended upon them. "Lady Morgan! And
you must be Mrs. LaviniaHuntington?'

"l amindeed,” Laviniareplied.

"Be careful; Lady Bilbury collects friends as she collects dresses each season—both abandoned by
Christmas. Y our currency isthat you are new and unknown, therefore mysterious,” Lady Morgan
whispered behind her fan.

"Dédighted to meet you, Lady Bilbury." Laviniacurtsed politely.

"Oh, you're Irish, tres enchanté. We haveland in Ballymore, but our family seet isin
Shropshire—my mother is as English as the Queen. | think she must spend no more than three weeks of
the year & Balymore.”

"Bdlymore Cadtle?!

"Do you know it? We were dmost ruined by that confounded famine anumber of years ago. Our
peasants quite abandoned us, I'm afraid.”

"Loyalty isachalenge when your children are dying of starvation, do you not think?' Laviniaretorted.

Her smilefraying at the edges, Lady Bilbury turned to Lady Morgan. " Votre amie est un peu
sérieuse, n'est-ce pas? (Your friend isatrifle serious, no?)"

"Maisil y a du charme dans la passion, ne croyez-vous pas? (But there's charm in passion, don't
you think?)" Lady Morgan replied in perfect French.

"C'est vrai que je suisirlandaise, mais je parle le francais couramment quand méme (I may be
Irish, but | do speak fluent French),” Laviniainterjected aslightly as she could.

"Oh, there goesthe Lord Chancellor. | do have an urgent matter to discusswith him, if you will
excuse me" And off Lady Bilbury rushed, leaving afeather floating after her.

Lady Morgan gave Laviniaastern look. "My dear, if you wish to make friends, you must surrender
your palitics. Unless you mean to go into Parliament, but, das, until women have the vote I'm afraid you
are banished to the palitics of the dining table. Mrs. Huntington, none of these ladies and gentlemen isthe
dightest bit interested in the fate of afew Irish serfs. Our world consists of different dilemmas, intheir
ownway just asimportant. After al, onesreputation is oneslife, don't you think?!

Lady Morgan wasinterrupted by the Colonel and Hamish Campbell, each holding aglass of negus
for the women. The Colond handed the crystal goblet to Lavinia. "l see you have begun to make
friends?’ He had noted Lady Bilbury's hasty departure.



"Lady Morgan has dready made someintroductions” Laviniareplied through gritted teeth, suddenly
painfully aware of the inadequacy of both her deportment and diction. The women sweeping past seemed
to avoid looking at her, instead sudioudy gazing to one side or turning to their companion alittle too
galy.

Hamish Campbell, sensing Lavinias anxiety, stepped forward. "Colond, may | request your wife's
company for the next dance? Unless, of course, her card isfull?"

"My card iswoefully empty,” Lavinialaughed.

"l giveyou my word, gr, | won't make loveto her,” Campbell added, an ironic smile playing across
hislips.

"|s she not worthy?" Huntington played aong.

"Indeed sheis, but | had taken you for an uxorious man.”

The Colonel leaned toward the young man, dangeroudy close, asif about to chalenge him to aduel.
"The waltzes have begun. Y ou may have her for just one dance," he growled in mock anger.

Bowing, Hamish Campbell led Laviniato the dance floor.

"You haveadigtinct air of discontentment, my friend. At least feign happiness, James." Genuinely
concerned, Lady Morgan placed her hand on the Colond's arm. Since his marriage, she had observed a
new sobriety, adull gravity, aout him.

"Lately, | have concluded that athough | am capable of the pursuit of intimacy, | am incapable of
sustaining the emotion once | have secured the object of my desire. | am, aas, fatdly addicted to the
chase," the Colond replied. He removed his snuffbox from hiswaistcoat, placed alarge pinchin the
crook of hishand, and inhaled deeply. "I thought | had tired of such behavior and could dispense with my
old habits. But | fear | cannot, and it isa painful redization.”

He pulled out a handkerchief and sneezed, leaving an orangey-red stain in the center of the white
cotton. Lady Morgan, mistaking the watering of his eyes due to the hotness of the snuff for tears, pressed
her hand to hischest.

"My friend, you chastise yoursdlf too much. Y ou are a good husband and she is mistress of one of the
more enviable householdsin Mayfair. And you are aloving father.”

"Perhaps, but | have discovered aflaw within my physique. When | was studying phrenology, | read
my own skull and found that the areafor affection and friendship was overdevel oped to a degree of
depravity, whereas the ingtinct of reproduction—Ilocated in the cerebellum—was practically nonexistent.
| decided then that | would not be victim to my own physiology, under any circumstance.”

Lady Morgan laughed, then realized the Colond was serious.

" Absolute poppycock,” shereplied. "No wonder the Austrian Emperor banned that charlatan Franz
Gdl. Thereisnothing | hate more than the notion that anything—yparticularly personaity—is determined. |
thought you had begun to have your own doubts about the legitimacy of such a science?'

"l waver; there are momentswhen | find the logic of it convincing, and then in the next moment | no



longer know my own mind. | think it of no use asamessure of intelligence, but asadiagnogtic tool | Hill
believeit to have somevdue"

Eyesfixed on the dancers, the Colond continued: "I have certain penchants—some | have acted
upon, others| have not. | thought marriage might be transforming, and for afew monthsit was."

He watched his wife twirling on the dance floor and marveled a how this middle-class cresture had
adapted to the chalenges and rigidities of the milieu he had placed her in.

"l love my son, Frances, more than | could have possibly imagined.”

Lady Morgan studied the man before her; it had been atwenty-year friendship, an odyssey that had
taken them through severa marriages (al hers), severd desaths, and, at one time, genuine affection.
Suddenly she experienced aterrible epiphany that the Colond's self-diagnosis was probably correct;
whether the science was sound or not, aslong ashe believed it, it was so. Not wanting to reved her
profound dismay, she studioudy examined the diamond tiara of ayoung duchess holding court afew
yardsaway. "James," she sad, till not daring to look a him, "you must not condemn yourself for what
you are. We al must make good within the limitations and constraints society places upon us, people
look to usas an example.”

Each fdl into abrief contemplation of their emotiond follies, past and present.

Hamish and Laviniacompleted their third rotation, the young man steering her around the crowded dance
floor with afirm pam againgt the small of her back. Asthey waltzed he kept up acommentary on the
socid standing of the spectators, their faces ablur asthey passed.

"l am agreat admirer of your husband'swork," he said, taking advantage of alull inthe music.
"You and | both, Mr. Campbdll. Which particular area are you interested in?"
"The gpplication of craniology to the Amazonian savages.”

" Savages? My husband would not agree with the use of that word; he has found greet thinkers and
artists amongst the Amazonian Indians and has the utmost respect for their rituals.”

"So | haveread. | have a huge respect for aman who has the independent meansto explore hisown
interests, yet uses those interests to enhance scientific knowledge.”

"And what are your professond intentions?'

Asthey passed the Colonel and Lady Morgan, Lavinia noticed the sadness upon her husband's face,
but the sight was quickly replaced by others as her body moved in the dance's hypnotic patterns guided
by the young man's hands.

"1 wish to become an anthropologi<t, but, unlike Colonel Huntington, | do not have independent
means and my father will only finance my sudiesif | agreeto join him later in hisbusiness. Lady Morgan
ismy current patron; she has generoudy provided the funds for my first paper—astudy of primitive
Cdticrituas. If Colona Huntington would only endorseit . . . | have aso expressed adesireto seehis
collection of Amazonian artifacts, but | still avat aresponse.”

"My husband isavery private man."



"A naturd traitin agenius, Mrs. Huntington. | believe him to be one of the most origina thinkersin the
field. Perhaps you could persuade him?"

His candor madeit impossible for Laviniato refuse him. Shelaughed. "'l shdl try, but | must warn you
| havelittleinfluence

He swung her around for another rotation, hisface breaking into aboyish grin that instantly dissolved
the studied sophistication he affected.

The Huntingtons collgpsed across the bed cover. Lavinia, il in her bal gown, her petticoatsflungin al
directions, looked like some airborne vessdl that had been shot to the ground. Still tipsy with exhilaration
and punch, she was beyond deep. Her feet ached; aready she could fed the prickling of blisters. Forcing
hersdf to stand, she freed the fastenings at her waist and stepped out of the crinoline and bloomers,

leaving just her corset that flattened her breasts.

The Colonel, speechless with exhaustion, had flung his jacket across the dresser in the corner. His
collar and cravat were pulled open, and he lay there with one hand across his burning eyes, pondering
whether he should get straight back up again and drive over to the Albemarle Hotel where a breakfast of
deviled kidneys, bacon, and sweetmeats would provide the perfect cure for a surfeit of wine and brandy.

Laviniathrew hersdf back down besde him.

"Y ou should degp and | should go," he murmured, and flung ahand in hiswife's direction to console
what he assumed was amutua malaise born of excess. To hisdismay she drew the hand up to her lips
and kissed it.

"Stay," shewhispered.

The words Caress me, drummed againg the insde of Lavinias skin, astrange continuation of the
pulsating watz rhythm still echoing in her head. She wondered whether she should move towards him.
The waiting was more torturous than the fear of rgjection. James had not moved asinglelimb, yet there
was hopein his passvity; surely thiswas acquiescence, Laviniaargued to hersdlf.

Deciding she could no longer bear the suspense, sherolled toward him, pushing him onto his back as
she moved.

James turned hisface away and looked instead at Lavinias slhouette thrown by candldight against
thefar wall. With her breasts flattened and her hair up, shelooked like adender youth as she mounted
him. With hiswife now transformed into a stranger, James found this pinning down of hisbody, this
sudden swing into submission, arousing. He hardened and she felt the thickness of him againgt her. She
stared into hisface. It wastilted to one Side, his eyes now closed, his cheeks flushed.

"Open your eyes."

He obeyed her command, his gaze directed somewhere beyond her searching look. Wrenching his
armsover his head, she held him down by hiswrigts. | am towering over him, | am taking him, she
thought as he entered her. Gasping, she stared into his eyes, refusing him this escape, thisturning from
her. All her sensudity was focused on one point of contact, the apex of their sex, and the friction grew
and spread like aburning as both careered toward climax.

Despite their locked gazes, James was not with her. He had transported himself into a scenario that



was entirely of hisown congtruction; onein which he was making love to acompletely different
individud. But one who, disturbingly, was beginning to resemble someone he knew. Closing hiseyes, he
tried to dismiss the image that he had superimposed upon Lavinias body. He hauled himself back into the
redity of the moment. Here was hiswife, her hair wild, each nipple ahard bud, her lips hovering closeto
his—nothing touching except his sex indde her and her hands burning circles around each of hiswrigts.
Shewastaking him, seducing him like aman, and he couldn't deny that it was pleasuring him agreet dedl.

The months of frugtration swelled up in Laviniaas sherode him, legs oread, her flesh stretching and
softening in response to his hard organ. Her body stilled in anticipation before wave after wave of
contracting ecstasy gripped her.

James, in the embrace of an incubus of his own making, reached his own orgasm, then buried his
burning face againg the coverlet.
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Los Angeles, 2002

Juliahated being out of control. Hated it. "I believein freewill," she whispered in a desperate mantraas
she picked up the scissors. Maniawas asinister trait; not adramatic hijacking of the psyche, but an
ingdiousintruson.

Pieces of photographic paper lay in alarge spird around her, like the gatherings of an exotic
bowerbird. Juliasat in its center, two thick photo abums beside her. She was carefully cutting Klauss
head out of al the images. The current photograph was of a picnic they'd had while on aholiday in Taos,
New Mexico, three years before. Klaus was tanned, grinning as he glanced across at Julia, who sat bare
shouldered in asummer frock. It was a disconnected moment of exhilaration—no indication of
impermanency, no sign that he did not love her, would leave her.

Juliatried to remember who had taken the photo. She concluded that it must have been an
anonymous tourist. The thin blades of the scissors traced Klauss neckline, not one millimeter over. She
was as careful as a head-hunter.

As she cut, she was reminded of anecklace of dead parrots she'd seen at the Pitt Rivers Museumin
Oxford severd years before, collected from an Amazonian tribe. This bizarre marriage of desth and
beauty had mes-merized her. Despite the fact that the parrots were corpses hung on string, headslalling,
their festhers were as bright and shiny asthey must have beeninlife. Oddly macabre, it wasadso a
wonderfully decorative piece of jewelry.

There had been aglass case full of shrunken human headsin the museum, too. The cephalic trinkets
resembled overs zed wanuts and Julia was shocked when she realized what she was actudly staring &t.
Each mouth was sewn shut with twine, the tiny eyelids squeezed closed againg terrible horror.

She remembered afather and son standing in front of the exhibit transfixed, the elght-year-old English
boy describing the process of head-shrinking as patiently and dispassonately asif reciting arecipe for
muffins. All the while, the blackened wrinkled heads gazed blindly out with an air of aggrieved perplexity,
asif wondering how they had ended up mummified in aVictorian glass museum case.



Juliacould hear the boy's crisp consonants even now. So, Daddy, you pull out the skull so there's
just the skin left with the hair still sticking out. Then you stuff the head with stones so that it keeps
its shape, then you boil it and it shrinks right down. It takes hours. They did it for power, you
know. They believed that all the power of their enemies was kept in their heads, so if you kept the
head you got the power for yourself.

Wasthat what she wastrying to do now? Trying to get back the power Klaus had taken from her?
Trying to reclam their history so she could magically construct her own version of afuture? She paused,
the blade of the scissors neetly turning around one ear, ignoring the fly that buzzed around her own ear,
which had flown in through the open window. She didn't dare speculate. Whatever her motives, she
sensed that they were buried deeper than conscious thought.

She finished cutting, careful to keep the rest of the image intact, then placed the heaed at the end of the
spird, next to its thirty companions. Thirty incarnations of Klaus—some smiling, some deadpan, some
squinting in the light of the flash of the camera, some defiant, some sober, but dl neetly severed at the
chin.

AsJduliadammed her hand againgt thefly, killing it ingtantly, she wondered whether Klaus had felt her
SCIS0r's.

PART TWO
THE SERPENT
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Los Angeles, 2002

Naomi, clutching half abuttered croissant, stood in Julia's kitchen, attempting to make coffee with her
free hand.

"Think positively: now you get to sample every dysfunctiona divorcé this sde of Kansas."
"What am |—the Wicked Witch of the West?" Juliasaid.

"No redlly, now you don't have to put up with al those disgusting habits husbands force you to
accommodate—Ilike baseball and breaking wind under the covers.”

"Klausis European, he hates basebdll.”

"Whatever. He's still atotal mother-fucker. God, when are you going to start hating? | so wish you
would; anything's better than this victim shit. Remember what Nietzsche said—anger isan energy.”

"Naomi, you're showing your age. That wasn't Nietzsche; that was John Lydon of the Sex Pistols.”
Juliahanded the ground coffee to Naomi, whose chin was adorned with a cascade of crumbs. "l just
wish | could stop trying to andyze what went wrong. We had greet intellectua compatibility, the sex was



good, we shared humor, fun.. . ."

"Well, for agtart, this Alphafemale, Beta mae shit doesn't work. Support aguy and helll end up
resenting you. And asfor being blatantly more successful professionally, forget it. | don't care how much
lip service aguy paysto Simone de Beauvoir, Susan Sontag, or Gertrude Stein, be more successful and
it cutstheir balsoff. | swear, they will shoot you down. More than that, they will enjoy every goddamn
minute of your screaming fregfdl.”

"Klausign't likethat."
"Sure, hes Migter Born-Again Humanitarian and Enlightened Mae.”

Naomi shoved the remaining croissant into Julia's hand, then dammed amug of black coffeein front
of her. "Eat. Y ou look like some abandoned anorexic forty-year-old ex-trophy wife they've just found
wandering through Bel Air."

Juliatook atentative bite then redized she was ravenous.

Naomi perched on the bench, her ample curves spilling out of her brightly colored capri pants and
tight T-shirt. "Let me guess, in your heart of hearts you're hoping Klausis going through some temporary
midlife madness, and one day hell wake up, ook across and think what am | doing in bed with my wife's
best friend? And then he's going to come running back, screaming 'l waswrong, | loveyou, I've always
loved you' or some such tota crap, right?”

Julialooked at her croissant. "Heisat that age . . ." she ventured.

"God! Julial Y ou're an award-winning scientist! Women like melook at women like you and we
think, Yed! It ispossible! We can transcend our emotional destinies, we can be rationalists, we can beat
them at their own fucking game."

"Naomi, it is not agender war out there! Y ou are talking about individuas, complex creaturesthat are
al different from each other, regardiess of their sex.”

"Right, whatever. Redlity check number one: guesswho | bumped into at the Latons place?!

Fear sngpped Julias appetite in haf. Gillian Laton was an older academic who had mentored Julia
when shefirg arrived in L.A. from San Francisco. Dick, Gillian's husband, was a powerful television
producer at the gpex of his career. Originally Julias friends, they had aso grown closeto Klaus.

"Don't..."

"Y ou've got to pull your head out of the sand, girl. Persondly I couldn't believe their fucking chutzpah,
but then | never liked Carla. I'm telling you, the industry fucks with their heads, and after awhile any
semblance of ethics, humanity, or empathy evaporates and what you're lft with is one smoking skeleton
of white-hot ambition. That'sal Carlais—aglorified development girl who got lucky. Bitch.”

"They weren't. . ."

"Asbold asfriggin' brass. All over each other—and | can tell you, Klaus didn't look remorseful in the
dightest. The guy's not having some midlife criss; he'sjust asemotiondly shalow asakiddies blow-up
paddling pool. But boy, was that bitch working poor Dick. They're up to something together, | swear it.
Probably some dumb TV series about abandoned wives."

"Enough!™ Julia put down her cup, her hand shaking, then took a deep breath. "They are both persona
non grata," she said softly.



"But isthat hedlthy? Denid isn't closure.”
"Don't let Mom fob you off with that psychologica bullshit.”

Julialooked up at the unfamiliar voice. A lithe adolescent waslounging againgt the kitchen door frame.
His shoulder-length black hair was swept back in aponytail incongruoudy fastened with agirl's plastic
bauble, and ridiculoudy skinny wrists poked out from avery loose long-deeved T-shirt printed with Che
Guevaras face and the words "Freedom does not lie in martyrdom” in Spanish. The crotch of hisbaggy
jeans appeared to hang less than afoot from the ground and on his feet he wore state-of-the-art Adidas
sneakers—constructions of gold latex and red suede that resembled miniature racing cars.

"Please excuse my son." Naomi put her hand on Gabrid's shoulder. "His emotiond development is
AWOL thanksto hisfather'sinfluence. | knew it wasamistake to let him go live with Jos2."

"Mom! I'vetold you before, don't talk about mein the third person. | am here." He shrugged her
hand off.

"Gabrid?' Juliastared at the youth, who was over six foot and quite possibly shaved. Thelast time
she saw him, hed been an ethereal-looking fourteen-year-old who hid behind large glasses and mouth
braces.

"Y eah, | know. Hormones happen. Like the fucking weather—predictable, but difficult to pinpoint
exactly when," he replied nonchaantly, then looked at Naomi. "Have you asked her yet?' Hisvoice
dipped suddenly into a childlike apped, opening a chink in his aggressive persona.

"Baby, can't you see we're having afemae-to-fema e moment?”

"No, al | seeisyour usud polarization of asituation that is causing Juliasome distress.” He turned to
Julia. "Forgive Naomi, she thinks the world is one giant Playstation: abandoned women againgt calous

"l see you've moved on from Dr. Seuss."
"Y eah, and my balls have dropped, too."

"I brought Gabridl here with an ulterior motive,” Naomi said to Julia. "He'sin hisfirst year at
Cd-Tech."

"That'sright, you got the Xandox company fdlowship. Congratulaions.”

"Y eah, I'm one of the multi-corporation's greatest assets, they just don't know it yet," he retorted
cynicaly. Again, he dropped hiseyes and shuffled hisfeet, but thistime Julia could see that he was quite
shy benesth the bravado.

"The courseisokay," hewent on, "but limited in the area of functiona genetics, whichiswhat | redly
want to mgor in."

"And he'slooking for asummer placement in alab,” Naomi finished.

Julialooked down at her hands; her wedding ring, now loose from weight loss, seemed to wink up at
her like abad joke. A smdl cut on her index finger had started bleeding and she hadn't even noticed. The
last thing she needed right now wasto look after some precocious college student.

"Naomi, I'm right in the middle of a horrible separation, the lawyers are on my back, and the most
ambitious piece of research I've ever taken on hasto be completed in the next sx months. . ."

Namoi lost her temper. "Whatever! Y ou've aways placed your career before your friends, so why on



earth | thought you might change now | redlly don't know!"

She grabbed Gabrie and began hauling him toward the front door. Pulling himself free, Gabrid stood
squardy infront of Julia

"| topped biology, math, physics, and science thisyear. | speak and write fluent Spanish. | want to get
into bio-tech. That's the future—brain chemistry, stem cdlls, the genome. I've read al your papers,
including the infamous one you presented & The Violence Initiative.”

"And what did you think?'
"Simpligtic in the socio-economics area, but solid for itsera”
Naomi pulled a his T-shirt. "Gabriel, you're wasting your time."

"I've read Rosdind Franklin'swork, 1've aso plowed through Barbara M cClintock, Linus Pauling,
and Watson's The Double Helix—liketwice. | dare you to mentor me, it'll make you famous." He
delivered the speech as arap, mimicking arapper's shuffle and hand gestures.

"l don't know, the commissionishuge,” Juliasaid. "l have acouple of people working for mein
Washington State and the midwest but intota | haveto interview and test five hundred twins.”

"L et me guess—that old chestnut, violence and genetics?'

"It'snot an ‘old chestnut'; it's a very important and potentially contentious part of the future of
gendtics
"Cool, I'minto contentious.”

Juliaglanced down at Gabridl'slarge hands;, they seemed adult before the rest of him, his skinny
wrigts avulnerable contrast.

"Y ou know the hours are long and the pay islousy?"
"l don't care. I'll work for freeif | haveto. I'm ambitious. Cal-Tech iskindergarten in comparison.”

"Please, Julia" Naomi, regretful for losng her temper, put her hand on Julias shoulder, asif touch
might sway her.

"You'll be up againgt severa doctorate students at the top of their field, and you'd have to keep up
withme"

"Hey, | didn't get my scholarship for nothing.”

Juliaturned to Naomi. "It just S0 happensthereisavacancy, but he'd haveto start dmost
immediatdly.”

"I'm free after Junethefirgt, and that's like next week," Gabriel answered before his mother had a
chance. Naomi's eyebrows shot up; she'd never seen her son volunteer for anything so enthusiagticaly
before.

"Okay," dJuliafindly replied, "but your mother will have to drive you to the lab and pick you up
afterwards.”

"Hey, I'm nineteen. | drive," Gabrid growled, but grinned anyway.

"Thanks." Naomi hugged Julia. "And don't worry about Klaus and Carla—I'm sureitisonly a
temporary hormonal relgpse. Hell cometo his senses.™ She seemed to have conveniently forgotten her



origind argumen.

Asthe front door closed, Julias londiness sucked her back like avacuum.
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Mayfair, 1861

Laviniahad inherited aparlor of her own from the Viscountess, asmall room tucked away at the back of
the house, it was located on the ground floor and had French doors that opened directly onto the garden.
Lavinia suspected it might have once functioned as a storage room of some sort, and that the Viscountess
had had it furnished for herself dmost as a secret folly. Situated away from the kitchen and servants
quarters, it was arefuge in the mornings when most of the servants were occupied in other parts of the
mangon.

Againgt onewall stood an oak bookcase full of books Lavinia had brought from Iredland; amongst
them novels by Victor Hugo, George Sand, and Thackeray, plus adender volume entitled Prison hours:
adiary of Marie Lafarge wrongfully imprisoned for the murder of her husband. It wasthe
autobiography of ayoung French woman who claimed she had been erroneoudy accused of her
husband's murder. A celebrated crime de passion, the case had gripped the imagination of Lavinias
father and the British and French public. It had provoked mora outrage, dividing those who supported
the wife (she had suffered great physical abuse) from those who condemned her as aheinous crimind,
viewing murder of one's husband as an effrontery to the very stability of society. The Reverend Kane,
appd led that the French should waive the death pendty, had written aletter to The Times. Y ears |ater,
however, when the adolescent Lavinia secretly read the diary, she had greetly admired Madame
Lafarge's pursuit of idedigtic love and her desperate attempt to free herself of an abusive husband forty
years her senior.

Lavinianow sat at adesk positioned below the bookcase, her head bent over the whispering box.

Dear Mama, it has been a good three months since | arrived in Mayfair. At first the lack of
female companionship and social engagement depressed me greatly. But now, since James asked
me to assist himin the composition of his book, my days are filled with the most extraordinary
intrigue as | walk beside him through the jungles of South Amazon, and experience his
exhilaration and awe at the discovery of some exotic creature or primitive man. It hasgiven usa
new intimacy and | plan to reintroduce such sentiment to the bedroom, where my husband has,
alas, been most absent of late.. . .

The rattle of pebbles againgt the French doors disturbed her. She looked up from the whispering box
and opened one of the shutters. Aloysius stood on the other side, glancing around nervoudly. Lavinia
indicated that he should wait. After wrapping the whispering box carefully in asilk kerchief and hidingitin
adrawer, she went to the parlor door. She checked that none of the servants were lingering in the
corridor outside, then locked the door and quickly opened the French doorsto let the coachman in.

"Y ou were not seen?’ she asked.

"I believe not, madam."



"Good. | fear | am the subject of unnecessary malice amongst the servants; isit not so, Aloysius?”
"They cannot place you, madam, and that aways makes downstairs nervous."

"| thank you for your plain and honest speaking,” Laviniasaid, and pulled ablank sheet of paper from
her writing desk. "So, we are to compose aletter to your brother.” She dipped her pen into the inkpot. |
trust you have a correspondence prepared?”

Every part of the coachman radiated agitation, asif the gaunt unwieldiness of hisbody belonged only
in Nature. In thisroom, with its dainty furniture, delicate china, and carved objects, he felt fettered and
clumsy, fearful he could accidentally smash an ornament with anill-judged stretch of hisarm. Taking a
deep breath, he began dictating.

"My dear Seamus, | am content to hear that you are safe and well. Five yearsisalong time not to
hear from abrother.” Lavinias nib squeaked againgt the paper as she raced to keep up. "l writeto wish
you good luck and courage in your soldiering, but also to tell you that our grandfather is now with the
angels. He passed last pring and it were—"

"Was, Aloysus, was isthe correct tense.”
"l will say it how | speak. Then hewill know it isfrom me," he replied defiantly.

Laviniacouldn't help but smile. Hisvernacular brought Ireland right into her parlor. "In that case were
shall say. Pray continue." And, dipping her pen into the inkwell, she waited, nib poised.

Aloysius paused, relishing the moment: the sight of a gentlewoman waiting for his command afurtive
but satisfying pleasure.

"And it wasagrim and tortured struggle,” he resumed. "In short | were happy to see him findly at
peace. | have agood position here in London as head coachman. Y ou dways said | would get ahead.
And | gtrive to send coin back to Ireland for our poor sister Maureen and her child, Peter. Now that you
have an address, please write as often as you wish. Stay safe and may God's protection be over you,

Y our brother Aloysius.”

The pen continued to scratch into the silence.
Aloysius, suddenly lost for the appropriate protocol, turned to leave.

Such awkwardness in men aways reminded Lavinia of bears, the likes of which she had once seen
goaded into ridiculous antics at avigting Russian circusin Dublin. She had fdt for the animd then, his
dignity destroyed as ashort man in scarlet pantal oons danced around him shouting orders, the bear
swaying in outraged bewilderment.

"Oh, for the Lord's sake, St down. The chair will not bite."

And s0 the coachman sat, alittle intimidated. Laviniafinished writing, then carefully secured the letter
with ablob of sedling wax.

"l have written the address on the outside; the postmaster should be able to ddliver it," she said.
"Many thanks, Mrs. Huntington.”
"My nameisLavinia"

Amazed, Aloysius stood up again, hislarge hands dangling usdesdy. Lavinia, mortified at her
audacity, could only conclude that she had been prompted by acute loneliness; asif she needed to hear
her name spoken in the accent of her girlhood.



"My agpologiesfor my lapse of manners, and | have made you uncomfortable.”

She went to the French doors and stared up at the skyline of chimneysleaking their inky spirasinto
the darkening sky.

"Sometimesit isdifficult to breathein London.” Laviniastretched her hand out and touched the glass
for amoment then turned back. "Theair is so foul and thick with industry. | miss Irdland and my father. |
fear | might have taken his affection for granted in the past.”

"Madam, my Ireland has been agrave for agood ten years and I'm thankful to be out of it. | am
practicd; | don't long for memoriesthat never were. | live only for now."

"A wise sentiment, but do you not adso think of the future?”
"Plansarefor therich," hereplied bluntly, then regretted his harshness, was her birthright her fault?

Heislikeaseded box, Laviniathought, watching him shifting restlesdy in hisknee-high riding boots.
Did shetrust him because he was from the same country, or was it because his obstinecy reveded a
shared loathing of artifice?

"There must be something you miss" she ventured.

"I missmy horse; the salt on the night breeze when there's a storm out at see; and asmal finch | had
trained asapet. Therest can goto Hell."

Laviniaheld out the | etter.
"One day perhapswewill both go back.”
"ToHdl or to Irdland?" he replied with abitter smile.

No matter how old or how young a person, the full flowering of spring, with its daffodils and crocuses,
crestesarenewd of sensuality, however icy the preceding winter.

And so0 Laviniafound hersdf basking in anewfound optimism as she and James drove aong Rotten
Row, for it seemed asif the whole of Hyde Park wasilluminated by a golden light that caught at the
unfurling buds and tendils.

The notorious avenue, where reputations were both cemented and destroyed, was crowded with
society's eite: some on horseback; somein open carriages, some waking with nursemaids, children,
lovers. Thiswasthetime for acquaintances to mend their rifts, for the desirer to "accidentaly™ encounter
the desired, for commercidly minded men to exchange stock suggestions and the odd racing tips, and all
the while advertising their most precious asset—their marriageable daughters. Some of the most
important mergers of the powerful dynasties of the Empire had been initiated here under the seemingly
innocent guise of a casud introduction. But nothing was casud in the choreography of thisweekly
pageant. Many were the mothers who encouraged their daughtersin their horsemanship, knowing an
upright spine, awell-fitting riding habit, and agood seat to be as seductive as any beautifully performed
Mozart sonata.

Aloysius, dressed in hissmartest livery, sat in front of the Huntingtons phaeton, guiding the two
prancing geldings dong the graveled road. The Colond, sitting next to Lavinia, who had Aidan on her



lap, kept his eyestrained straight ahead, atactic that enabled him to avoid acknowledging al but his
oldest acquaintances or those worthy of introduction.

"Colonel Huntington!" Hamish Campbel | rode up beside the phaeton and tipped hisriding hat politely
at the couple.

"Colond, | have taken the liberty of writing to the Anthropologica Society of Paris and, after reading
more of your work, I'm afraid | must canvass you again regarding the endorsement of my essay and the
perusa of your Bakairi artifacts.”

"You redly are most persstent,” the Colone responded dryly.

"l am also aman who is not used to being refused, nor do | intend to make rgjection a bedfellow,” the
young man replied, his arrogance offset by his charming delivery. "Would Sunday at three suit you?"

"Wewill expect you on the hour,” the Colond replied, puzzled at how he had been manipulated into
agreeing.

"Until then, good afternoon, Mrs. Huntington, Colond." Tipping his hat again, Hamish Campbell
trotted off.

"A perdgstent young man, but elegantly persuasve. | suppose | shdl haveto tolerate him,” the Colond
sad, flicking away abuzzing bee.

"Hewill be part of the next generation of anthropologists and useful in the promotion of your
reputation,” Laviniareplied, placating him. She placed her hand on hisknee.
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Camp Pendleton, 2002

"Frankly, | think it can happen to anyone, Professor Huntington.”

"Cdl me dulia" Sensng that the soldier was close to confiding in her, Julialet the tape recorder rall
on.

"Yes, maam.” He grinned, the smile of achild. There was aradiance about him, an innocence, and
Juliacouldn't help but fed charmed.

" Something or someone has mordly wronged you—well, thereis nothing more letha than awronged
man. Now, | don't know if thiskind of thing has happened to you, maam. First time it happened to me, it
was my wife. She betrayed me. It'stherein my file. | was married two yearsand | nearly killed the man |
found her with. Luckily, hedidn't press charges.”

Winsgton Ramirez didn't look asif he could even grow abeard, yet hed served sSix yearsin the
marines, and been involved in countless operations and one full-blown war. Hisfile also noted that he'd
been agtraight A student at high schooal.

The youngest SEAL on record, Winston had exceeded his commander's expectations by volunteering
for four operations back to back with the barest minimum of leave. The twenty-nine-year-old appeared



to thrive on conflict, the bloodier the better.

Half African-American and haf Latino, Winston had been adopted by amiddie-class
African—American couple and had grown up in LaderaHeights, Cdifornia. Hisidentica twin had been
adopted by ablue-collar couple who lived on the other sde of America, in Atlanta. Interestingly, both
men had ended up in the military; Winston's brother, Michadl, was an airborne ranger. They had never
met.

Wington's case had come to her attention because, unlike some of the othersin the database, he
didn't have ahistory of abuse or any socid or economic deprivation. His adoptive parents were stable,
law-abiding, and, by all accounts good nurturers.

Hisidentica twin Michael, by contrast, had grown up in an abusive household, and as a child had
displayed a broad, though fortunately mild, range of antisocid behaviors. Michael had joined the army at
eighteen, younger than Wington, but had attracted smilar attention as histwin, and had been selected for
ranger training. He had earned hiswingsin one of the eite airborne divisons, and had excelled under fire
in frontline combat. Like Wington, he had displayed no signs of pogt-traumatic stress disorder. Thetwins
showed very smilar readingsin their brain scans when viewing images of combat, and almost identical
readings for associated heart rate and blood pressure. It was aclear example of genetic inheritance
dominating over environmenta nurturing.

Wrapping the tourniquet around the marine's upper arm, Julia searched for asuitable vein.
"What about your adoptive mother and father, Wington?”'

"Well, maiam, they're nice, God-fearing citizens who go to church and pay their taxes. My mom'sa
primary school teacher, my dad's an academic. They were active pacifists, funnily enough. They
campaigned againgt the Gulf War in '91, anti-nuclear. Y ou know the type—well-meaning Democrats. To
my way of thinking, maybe alittle naive. Anyway, it nearly killed my father when | joined up. Wetalk
now, though—just not about the army.”

"Y ou know your twin brother isan airborne ranger?'
"So I've heard.”

She dipped the needleinto hisvein. He inhded sharply, then smiled crookedly. "I'm not real good
with needles”

"Almost done. | was asking about your brother . . ."
"Weve e-mailed but we haven't met yet."

The syringe was aquarter full, the entire matrix of Winston Ramirez's lineage concedled in that small
amount of blood.

"He'staken aposting in Afghanistan, too,” Winston went on. "He's going to arrive aday after me.
Between me and you, maam, it'sweird—like, we ask each other the same questions at the sametime.”

"But you must be excited about meeting him?"

"l am. But d o I'm alittle scared—maybe wewon't geton.. . ."

"Twin brothers, smilar hobbies, smilar ambitions—youll like him."

"Maybe, maybe not."

Juliapulled the needle out and pressed a cotton ball against the welling puncture, then taped a plaster



strip over it.
Winston pulled on his shirt, then bent over and clicked the tape cassette off.

"Thisis off the record, but maiam, have you ever wondered why the department's suddenly got
someone like you on the case”?’

Senaing adight threat under the question, Juliadidn't answer.

Winston continued, "l guessit's because of what happened in Brazil |ast year. A ot of taxpayers
dollarswent up in that operation—arfew guys at the top probably did some heavy-duty soul-searching
afterwards.”

"What operation in Brazil ?'
He buttoned up his shirt and grinned ateasing haf-smile.

"If you don't know, | ain't telling.”

Juliasat in a Starbucks at the edge of one of the gated communities south of the border. The gridwork of
mock-M editerranean mansions with recently planted bougainvilleatacked againgt their stucco wallswas
visble from the freeway, the fecund irrigated landscape a vivid emerd d—the artifice of the great
Cdlifornian dream. Outside the fence, the native scrubland was aburnt brown.

Sipping her coffee, Juliastudied the marinesfile. Thetwins biologica parents both had crimina
records, with the father showing characterigtics of extreme violence, suggesting agenetic basisto the
twins violent disposition. She needed to locate the parents, take blood samples and brain scans, and find
out about their own parents—the twins grandparents. Juliawas excited by the notion of tracing the
lineage of thetrait until she noticed afootnote a the bottom of the page: Parents deceased. It waslike
coasting down aroad only to discover it was adead end.

The thought led her to her own ancestry, to amemory of Stting on her father's lap and questioning him
about Lavinia Huntington and the awkward expression that traversed his face as he evaded some of her
guestions. What had redlly gone wrong with her great-grandmother's marriage, she wondered now.

Her coffee was cold. Juliastared out at the M exican gardener fastidioudy blowing leaves from one
sde of the path to the other. It was one of those timeless sunny days that transformed everything—the
sky, the freeways, the malls—into oblongs of color: salmon-red, beige, paeindigo. Looking around, she
redized she wasin alandscape of consumerism, with dl the recognizable totems found in any corner of
the country: McDonald's, Dunkin' Donuts, In an' Out Burgers, Riteway, Borders—a two-dimensional
environment that felt unanchored and impermanent, asif it could al float away at any moment. Is
everything expedient, Juliawondered—marriages, houses, cars, identity?

Crushing her polystyrene cup, she attempted to dismiss the sudden image of Klaus clowning for her in
the mall car park. Asrecollection jabbed her sharply between the temples, she understood exactly what
Winsgton Ramirez had meant by the phrase "moraly wronged”; she knew hisanger.
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Mayfair, 1861

Colond Huntington stood in the center of his study, holding aoft a skull whose cranium was carefully
marked into divisonswith red ink, like the topography of arecently discovered planet. Behind him, the
glassdoors of the digplay bureau housing his collection of skulls and artifacts stood open.

Hamish Campbell, dressed in a striped sack suit, sat near the Colonel, writing negtly into a
leather-bound notebook. Laviniasat by the fireplace.

"Asyou know," the Colonel said, "I am an associate member of the Anthropologica Society of Paris,
but despite my friendship with Monsieur Paul Broca, | disagree with his notion of measuring intelligence
by the size of thebrain. | Sdewith Brocasriva, Louis Pierre Gratiolet, who believesthat brain Size bears
no relaionship tointelligence.”

Surprised, the young man looked up. " Surdly you don't also believe thereis equa intelligence between
men and women, even between races?’

"Isthat so preposterous?!

"Preposterous? It's ridiculous. Y ou just have to observe the behaviors of savages or of women. For
example, have you ever seen aman lose hislogic and engagein afit of hysteria?!

"Have you ever observed a boxing match, my good fellow?"

"Regularly, sr. And I'll have you know, | regard pugilism as ahighly sophisticated and controlled ritua
that requires consderable manifestation of intelligence.”

"Perhaps,”" conceded the Colonedl, "but, unlike Gratiolet, who till believesthe intellectud inferiority of
women and natives can be measured by earlier closure of the skull sutures, | suspect our capacity to
measure intelligence istoo narrow. There has been far too much emphasis on the importance of
craniology in anthropology; | myself have been guilty of this. However, | do not entirdy dismissthe
importance of phrenology, particularly in the diagnosis of pathology—but | digress.”

"But, with respect, Sir, you cannot afford to doubt your own research. That would make you a heretic
within the movement,” Campbel | blurted, distressed by the Colond's argument.

"Indeed. It should be noted that Gratiolet is a self-declared Royaist, whereas| regard mysdlf asa
follower of Gladstone. Is our destiny to be shaped solely by the size of our brain, our race or our sex?|
find mysalf wondering whether nurture has rather more to do with shaping us. Of course, whether such a
utopiawill ever exist where such a hypothesis could be tested remains to be seen. Somehow | suspect
that such anation isbeyond the vison of most Homo sapiens.”

Intrigued, Hamish walked over to the bureau bookcase, where he picked up asmadl stone axe, itsflint
tied to the roughly hewn handle with reeds.

"Sir, you do redlize that if your ideas were proved correct, over one hundred years of study would be
rendered irrelevant, perhaps even vilified as hocus-pocus?’ He swung the axe asif to emphasize his

point.



"Of course he does!" Laviniasprang up and took her husband's arm. The Colonel, bemused by
Hamigsh'sirate tone, calmed her then turned back to the young man.

"Believe me, | have not come to these conclusionslightly. My close observation of the Bakairi led me
not down the path of racia superiority; to the contrary: of course there was poverty, of course there was
ignorance, but there were other intelligences operating of which we have little or no understanding. Not
inferior, not necessarily superior, smply profoundly different.”

The Colondl walked over to the bureau bookcase. "' usualy keep thislocked for | am ashamed of its
contents. | have not collected a skull for agood ten years.”

Flushed and confused, Hamish pointed out asmall skull with jutting frontal development. ™Y ou cannot
believe that a prognathous skull with asmall cranium can possibly house the sameintelligence as, say, a
Napoleon?'

"l repeat, Sir, | am not entirely convinced one can measure intelligence by brain szedone. Infact |
shall go one step further and suggest the possibility that intelligence may not be confined to the brain but
exist in other parts of the body, both visble and invisble, including the soul.”

"What? Now you areamystic aswell asan idedist?'

The Colond laughed at the expression of indignation upon the student's face. " At the moment, | am
content with the role of Doubting Thomas. Please don't ook so distressed, Campbdll. | hope | haven't
thoroughly disillusioned my one fervent admirer?"

"Tothe contrary, you have merely fueled both his curiosity and hisimagination. Thetime with the
Bakairi tribe must have been most formative."

"Indeed, | am collating my notesinto abook, with the help of my wife, whoseintelligence | have
never questioned.”

Hamish turned to Lavinia "l beg your pardon, Mrs. Huntington, | didn't mean to dight the weaker

"] shall assume it was acomment madein ignorance not malice, Mr. Campbel.”

"So | amforgiven?'

"Y ou aretolerated but not absolved of your presumption.”

The Colonel broke into alow chuckle as he closed the bureau, locking it with asmall brasskey.

"My wifelearned her scientific skills at the side of her father, the eminent naturaist Reverend Augustus
Kane. Now, | believeitistimefor the gentlemen to retire to the library, where agood claret and acigar
may lead to more frivolous discourse.” Sensing an unspoken tension between the two younger people,
Colond Huntington hurried them out of the study.

Hamish exhded, sending athin stream of cigar smoke through the bluish atmosphere. Sitting opposite the
Colond, hisfeet comfortably perched on an ottoman, he contemplated the room. It was the perfect
literary gentleman'sretrest: acircular space lined with bookcases from ceiling to floor, al carefully
ordered according to subject, which was exactly how Hamish would organize hislibrary, when he had



the fortune to afford one. The books themsalves reflected the Colondl's diverse interests: Plato, Socrates,
Epicurus, aswel as more contemporary titles such asMacaulay's History of England, Darwin's Beagle
Diary, Uncle Tom's Cabin, Lady Montagu's Letters from the East, and many othersbeside. To the
young student, the collection was an exhilarating insght into the mind of hismentor.

He glanced furtively a Huntington, who was stretched back in his chair, the quintessence of aman a
hisintellectua pinnacle, courageousin hisopinions, resolutein his pursuit of origindity. Would Hamish
ever achieve such easein hisown skin? Would he ever belong so unsdlf-conscioudy?

One of the Colond'strouser legs had ridden up; the vulnerability of this strip of flesh suddenly seemed
s0 seductively within hisreach that it took al Hamish's resolve not to lean across and caressit. Instead,
he glanced over & the leopard skin covering the parquet floor and found himself wondering how
Huntington might look naked uponit.

Trying to exorcise the sdlaciousimage, he glanced up to the mantelpiece. A sculpture of afemae
figure squatted there. Looking at her pointed breasts, swollen belly, and rather pronounced vulva, he
assumed she must be afertility goddess, atrophy from some exotic expedition—the Pecific Idands

perhaps?

Therewere saverd other artifacts around the room: amummified head with wisps of hair trailing
behind its shrunken ears; atotem pole embdllished with severa bearlike creatures; a bow made from
bone and hide—each contributing to the ambience of the library as a place of learning and bizarreritual.
The most spectacular was a canoe strung from the rafters above their heads, a hollowed-out log etched
with gticklike animas and figures, and smelling faintly of charcodl.

The Colond followed Hamish's gaze. "A buria canoe, they would place their dead in it and send it
burning down the Amazon. | commissioned that one for mysdlf. The shaman inssted. He told me that
now | had eaten and shat with them, | would have to bury two souls: my black one and my weak white
ghost brother.”

Thetwo men laughed. Again, Hamish fdt the excitement of approva, of belonging.
"Interesting how the Cedlts, too, sent their dead across the water,” he said.

"It isone of the eternal e ements, water. We float in the womb, and at our degth they send usfloating
back out into that greeat lake."

"Colond .. ."
"James, cal me James. | think we can dispense with formdities.”

"James, | am seeking a podition to further my studies. The subject | have chosen for my doctorateis
fairly contentious and | need to prove | have both the support and the tuition of a respected professond.”

"What do you want from me exactly?

"An endorsement for my first published legflet.” He placed the manuscript that had been stting on his
Iap onto the ottoman. "And | would like to volunteer myself asyour assstant for a period—say, a
year—before | go up to Oxford. If you wereto agree, | would consider it agreat honor.”

"Doesit not concern you that we are of differing opinionswhen it comesto craniology?'

Hamish tapped his cigar into the ashtray and studied the underbelly of the canoe. Hisfather wasa
timber merchant who had made amodest fortune through supplying artisans with the best and most
seasoned woods. Hamish thought of him now, how he would be fascinated by the exotic nature of the



wood hanging above. A man born and bred in Lancashire, the merchant had been determined to ensure
that his only child would become a gentleman. He had succeeded to the point that father and son had
become estranged. Hamish recalled now with shame his pomposity and his mortification at hisfather's
dialect and rustic manners. To his secret regret, he knew he would be embarrassed to introduce his father
to Colone Huntington.

The wood merchant had made enough money to send his son to Eton, but not enough to guarantee a
dipend that would alow Hamish the trgppings of acity gentleman adl hislife. Thus Hamish had made his
way by capitalizing on his charm, hisgood looks, and intellect. He had ingratiated himself with the
wedlthiest boys at school, engineered weekend invitationsto their country estates, charmed their
mothers—many of them young and beautiful—in the thousand ways a handsome young gentleman could.
In short, Hamish Camphbel | was gifted with al the attributes ambition required; something Huntington had
recognized in hisfirst encounter with the young man and of which he had initidly been most suspicious.

Now Hamish needed anew patron. The relationship with Lady Morgan had suddenly become
complicated, and he was running out of Strategiesto avoid aphysica liaison. It was adilemma; Lady
Morgan was besotted, and Hamish was genuinely enamored of her wit and ironic socid commentary.
Y et here before him was a benefactor who could aso function as his mentor—an entirely different
proposition, and one that was infinitely more exciting. But could Hamish afford to dly himsdlf with
someone whose controversid views might prejudice his own future publications?

He glanced at the painting that hung above the walnut desk and immediately recognized in Icarusthe
young James Huntington. It must have been painted when Huntington was not much older than himsdif.
The splendor of the youth was undeniable: his pale skin shone like Carraramarble; the fine dusting of
dark hair that led down to his sex was rendered with such painstaking detail asto suggest each individua
hair prickling along the skin. Hamish marveled at the ddlicacy of the brushstirokes. He could amost smdll
the sweet sweet of the young man as he contemplated the great expanse of crisp morning air, the shafts
of therising sun transforming the valey spread before him into atantalizing patchwork of emerdd hills,
towers and citadels set againgt adistant sea. No wonder |carus jumped, thought Hamish, and he was
filled with agreat exhilaration at the wed th of opportunities now spread at his own fedt.

Laviniawaked down the gairs after checking on her deeping son. Through the haf-open door of the
library she could hear the two men in intense discussion. Tantdizingly, the conversation was not fully
audible.

Laviniaglanced around to see whether any of the servants were visible; the corridors were empty.
Silently, she moved closer.

"Well, isit such adilemmathat you cannot answer?' The Colond's rumbling baritone rolled acrossthe
gentle hiss of thefireplace. An ember crackled.

"l am prepared to embrace your findingsif | am ableto arrive a them through my own observation,”
Hamish sad, "asyour assgant.”

"How very noble of you," Huntington replied, astounded by the impudence of the young man. "And
what do you imagine your tasks may be?"

"I would be your persona secretary.”

Outside in the corridor, infuriated, Lavinia gripped the doorknob. Surely James can see through the
young student's obsequious manner, she thought, fighting the impulse to interrupt.



"Areyou sufficiently advanced in your field that you believe you can offer acontribution to ascientist
whose experience spans decades?’ the Colone continued.

"Forgive my audacity, dir, but | have been told by my professorsthat | have an origind eye.”

The Colond stood up and poked the fire. As he did so, he caught the reflection of the doorway in the
mirror over the fireplace. He could just make out the pae phantom of hiswife's dressin the diver of
shadow between door and frame.

"Lavinia, would you careto join us?' he asked without turning.

Laviniaentered the library sneezing a the thick cigar smoke. She placed hersdf in front of Hamish
Campbdl, who immediately roseto hisfest.

"My husband has an assstant. He has no need of another.” She could not contain the tremor in her
voice.

"My wife has extraordinary hearing. | am thinking of offering her servicesto Scotland Yard."
Hamish repressed asmile as Laviniaglowered at her husband.

"Oh, do st down." The Colond strolled to alarge globe in the corner and began to spinitinan
attempt to dispd hisirritation. "Intruth, Lavinia, it would benefit me to have an assstant with forma
training, as well as someone who will be able to help me present my lectures.”

"But | can do that."

"My dear, it isessentia that my work is respected, especidly given its controversid nature. | cannot
possibly expect my fellow anthropologists, particularly the less enlightened ones, to take me serioudly if |
employ my wifeasmy assstant.” He turned to Hamish. ™'Y ou understand my quandary?'

"Indeed." Hamish hoped hisreply was sufficiently diplométic.

"What remuneration would you expect for your efforts?’ the Colone continued, ignoring Lavinias
evident anger.

"Merdy the cost of my transport from Idington, sir, and enough to cover my inks and pencils.
Luncheon, | expect, would be provided, and any other additiona expenses would be negotiable,”
Hamish answered tentatively, glancing at the furious wife.

"Thenit isagreed: you may start on Monday."
"But what about my work on your book, the months | have labored?' Laviniademanded.

"Y ou are now free to dedicate yoursdlf to the many ddlightful pursuits of asociety wife. | am surprised
you are not more enthusiastic about the arrangement,” the Colond concluded, smiling.

"l cannot believe you would insult my intellect thisway!" Furious, Laviniamade for the door. "I take
my leave, Mr. Campbell. No doubt | shal have the pleasure of your company thrust upon me
regardless.”

Hamish, being of amodern senshility, did not take offense,
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Los Angeles, 2002

There werefifty cases pinned up: twenty-five sets of twins. Under each army-file photo was pasted a
synopsis of the soldier's active duty; hisfamily history including any evidence of violence or abuse;
medicd higtory (pargphrased into aneat page emphasizing genetic iliness or maformations); a
photographic printout of his DNA blood andysis, tracking circulating hormones and mood-controlling
neuropeptides like serotonin, endorphins, adrenaline, and noradrendine; and brain scans and EEG
responsesto violent visua imagery.

By asystematic survey of total gene activity profiles and computer andysis, Juliahoped to locate one
gene—or possibly anetwork of genes—that was repeated in dl the interviewees, linking their specific
behavior pattern to agenetic origin and thus proving it was a heritable trait.

The pinboard was the first thing you noticed when you entered the room. The collection of charts
looked like some sort of bizarre topographical map, Juliathought. Some of the subjects were smiling;
some gppeared entirdy vacant behind the eyes; and some of them seemed barely grown men. As dulia
searched their faces she was surprised to find herself flooded with a sense of protectiveness. She paused,
mortified.

Asastientist, she had learned to objectify the people involved in her research; it was a necessity as

any emotiona involvement could influence the outcome. Have | been too detached in the past? she asked
herself. Does my enthusiasm blind me to the needs of others? Wasthat why Klaus|eft?

Pushing her doubts to the back of her mind, she returned to her work. But her anxieties stayed with
her. She couldn't ook at these soldiers anymore and see them merely as vessalsfor chemica codesfor
form and behavior; they'd become victims of genetic predeterminism. What made an individual capable
of killing without remorse, she pondered.

A tentative knock on the door interrupted her.

"The Human Genome Project's principa objective isto determine the sequence of the three billion
nucleotide base pairs that make up the human DNA,, identify the 20-25,000 human genes embedded in
this sequence, and to store thisinformation in databases for further research and for the betterment of
mankind—"

" 'Advancement’ might be a stronger word than "betterment.’ "
"| like betterment, better, even better than betterment.”
"Stop being cute. Y ou were doing grest up until then.”

They were gtting at asmall Formicatablein the corner of Julias office. Gabriel had his notebooks
spread out, his beaten-up laptop open and running; he was reading aloud from aterm paper on the



debate around the ethics of genetic selection. His cell phone stuck out of his shirt pocket and hisjeans
were dung dangeroudy low.

He scratched his head, fighting adesire for a cigarette, then took the opportunity to surreptitioudy
examine Julia as she leaned back in her chair. Shelooked sadder than before, if that was possible. It was
asif someone had stolen her energy, the very eement that defined her.

Gabrid thought about the travesty that had been his parents marriage; was thisthe kind of misery he
had to look forward to?

Perversdly, he noted that thisair of defensel essness suited Julia; it softened the edges of the
dispassionate professionalism she usudly emanated. Her long dim legs were stretched out before her; her
black hair hung to her shoulders and was dightly messy, asif sheldd run acomb once through it that
morning and not touched it since. She was handsome as opposed to beautiful, he decided; the Structure
of her face was too strong to be called pretty; only her wide mouth and sea-green eyes saved her from a
certain masculinity. She had aface full of stories, he marveled, storiesthat begged to be caressed into
being. The sensual note continued as his eyes wandered across the breadth of her shoulders and he found
himsdf cdculating that she must be amost exactly his height—how would that be in bed?

Stop, she's your mentor, he cautioned himself; nevertheless, it was her intelligence that he found most
exciting—the unique combination of scientific rigor and imagination. Secretly he wasterrified he lacked
that extra component—the ability to break away from preconceived ideas and look at aproblem
laterally. Wasit fearlessness, or smply aquestion of practice? Whatever the answer, he hoped to absorb
alittle of her dchemy and useit to his advantage.

He glanced at the information board. A navigation of genetic disturbance was what Juliahad cdled it;
Gabriel hadn't been sure whether she was being cynica. Sometimes hefound it difficult to tel. Themen
stared back at him defiantly. Some of Julia's subjects weren't much older than him, and some of them
looked L atino, too. Remorseless killers or heroes?

Either way, they dl had thelook of the outsider, the ostracized. No matter what Juliathought, Gabrid
was convinced that nurture was the bigger villain.

He shifted his gaze to the window; in the distance he could just see the top of the quadrangle and the
fountain. It was one of those warm summer days when you could dmost smell the faint scent of
eucayptus on the breeze, the air shimmering with avibrant buoyancy. Thewarm curve of sunlight faling
across hisface made him restless.

Julidsjacket hung over achair where shed thrown it that morning. Heliked theway it looked: it
made him think of the woman he remembered from childhood: intense, alittle reckless, but dways
focused. Julia had dways shown a passion Naomi's other friends lacked. Gabriel regarded most of them
asresigned old hippies. Julia had been different. She was renowned in the way he wanted to be,
eccentric in her thinking—and she worked in an industry that would affect future generations for decades
to come. There was no ambiguity about the fact that he found her intengity eratic.

"So you think I'm cute?"
"It doesn't matter what | think."

"Don't say that; it'sanegation of the Salf, and | mean that in a Buddhist way, nothing to do with
Nietzsche"

"Y ou are precocious.”

"Apparently. Okay, I'll change 'betterment’ to ‘the advancement of mankind.' Or should | go 'human



oecies?"
" 'Mankind's kind of sexist. How about Homo sapiens?’
"Yeah, | likethat, that'svery Planet of the Apes. What do you think about the rest of the paper?”

"I think it'sgood, but alittle unsophiticated. The structure of DNA is more complex than that, asis
the sequencing of the genes on the chromosome. We may be able to identify which gene or genetic
mutation makes someone susceptible to schizophrenia, but we don't yet know the trigger that causesthe
geneto comeinto play. To make things even more complicated, the very same gene might have a
positive function in another human being—say, to fight off a particular disease. Therefore, to talk about
isolating genetic disorder and breeding it out is not a viable future scenario.”

"Then why spend so much money on the Genome Project? Why open the box if you're not going to
play with thetoys?'

"Becauseit hel ps us understand disease, so we can streamline medicine, and also evolution. In away,
| think it unitesus. . ."

"How?'
"Well, for agtart it proves weredly do spring from one mother."

He grinned, thinking about his own mother and how he loved her and would fight to the death to
protect her, but couldn't stand living with her.

"The mother of dl mothers. Mind if | smoke?' Without waiting for her reply Gabriel produced a
cigarette and alighter.

"] guess I'm confused. On the one hand, | can see the advantages; on the other hand, | can foresee a
world where every potentia parent will have to go through a screening process before being alowed to
procreate, or maybe even get relocated to an areawhere their unborn baby's skillswill be morein
demand. | mean, | have agrandfather who committed suicide, a cousin with obsessive compulsive
disorder, and my dad's serioudy word blind—where does that put me as a potential gene donor?"

"| think the word you're looking for is'father.' "

"Whatever. | mean, how do you fed ? Y ou've got to have some family skeletonsin the cupboard,
right?'

"Naturdly, but because | know the genetic probability of that propengity, | can change my lifestyleto
factor that in. Knowing alows meto make an informed choice. Genesinteract with environment; it's not
oneor the other.”

"And what about those guys?* Gabrid pointed to the pinboard. "Why would agene that alows
someone to detach emotiondly during violent conflict be successful in an evolutionary sense?

"The answer to that is obvious. Somewhere in history, evolution favored an early Homo sapiens who
defended histribe, perhaps even colonized another tribe, ruthlessly. Sometimes| think of genesas aletter
that gets handed down the generations, but the | etters get scrambled dightly with each ddlivery, dtering
the meaning. Okay, back to red work," she said, indicating the pinboard. "Thefirst thingswe haveto rule
out are the obvious candidate genes that have aready been associated with antisocia behavior, violence,
etc., like MAOA and any other possible hormonad links."

"I'velabeled and filed the DNA sampleswe have so far. Do you want me to run them over the
microray aswego?'



"That would be great. Minefor MAOA and any other heightened expression that shows up.”

Gabrid threw his cigarette butt out the window. Then, without turning, he asked the question held
been wanting to ever since he'd walked into the room. " So what happened between you and Klaus?|
remember meeting him asakid and he seemed aredly nice guy."

He swung back to her and watched her tidying her desk, her cheeks burning.

"C'mon, try me. | am wise beyond my years when it comes to matters of women and men. Believe
me, if you'd sat in Naomi's kitchen for aslong as| have listening to my mom and every other jilted
woman from here to Haight-Ashbury, you'd be wise, too."

She put down her files. "Okay, so what's your advice then?'
"Becomealeshian. Men arent worth it."

He threw the comment out and waited, hislong angular face set in amorose tightness that he knew
she would not be able to read.

"But you'reaman.”

"Yeah, and if you had as much testosterone pounding through your body as| currently do, you'd be a
horny, confused bastard, too. He left you, right? No warning, no signs.”

Juliafolded her armsresolutely. "I don't want to talk about it.”

"Maybe there were clues, but you were just too terrified to go there—you know, fear of
abandonment and all that crap.”

"l said | don't want to talk about it.”
Therewas a silence. Outside, aplane climbed itsway up out of the afternoon’s smog.

Gabrid, staring at the pinboard, thought about his parents divorce. José, hisfather, had |eft Naomi
when sheld reached the age of thirty-eight, but the indications had been there before. There were so
many differences between them. Hisfather wasfirst-generation American and wrestled with the
traditiona expectations of the Latino women held grown up around. Expectations that Naomi—a secular
Jew who came from alineage of domineering women—had found quaint &t first, then repressive. Then,
when Jos€'s career as a painter took off and Naomi found hersdlf a home aone with ayoung baby, she
began to blame José for her own lack of artistic success. By the time Jose introduced his new dedler to
the family—a dynamic L atino woman ten years his junior—Gabrid, even as a seven-year-old, had
recognized the demise of the marriage.

"It suits Naomi to think of my father as pathological.” The earnest tonein his voice surprised even
himsdf. "But sheswrong. If shed read the Signs, she could have saved the marriage. | believe that, |
redly do."

" Sometimes things happen that you can't explain,”" Julia countered gently. " Sometimes people just
aren't honest, good, or courageous. Even the ones we think we know redly well."

"Does that mean you believe in the concept of amorality?

Shelooked at him. It was a genuine question; aleap into the abstract that had taken her by surprise.
She thought about the soldiers she was interviewing, about war, holocausts, and al the other morally
cardess and culpable acts human beings had committed against one another, and in that moment, looking
a this boy-man stting awkwardly astride achair, the afternoon coming in the open window behind him,



sheredlized that shedid. Shedid believein amorality.
"Does agenetic disposition to kill without emotiona regret absolvethekiller?' Gabrid perssted.

"It'snever that Imple. Externd events, acombination of genetic factors—all comeinto play to trigger
an action—"

"—or reaction." Gabrid finished her sentence.

34

Mayfair, 1861

WEell, Mama, you would not believe the crusade | have been forced to undertake by my husband
and his co-conspirator to establish myself in this uppity village of Mayfair. | amto host an At
Home—a high tea of cucumber and water cress sandwiches for a select group of eminent guests.
Surely there can be nothing more dreary, and all of the persons | wished to invite have been
dismissed by Lady Morgan as too "bohemian™ or not of "our" class. Naturally, doctors and
lawyers are not to be allowed entry. Any single man has to be a baronet, a peer, or at least a
commissioned officer. Lady Morgan is partial to the dragoons, and, as the Charge of the Light
Brigade and the current misfortunes of the Russian Empire are still of interest, she assures me she
will do her utmost to secure an actual eyewitness. Frontline raconteurs, she calls them, and tells
me such gentlemen are invariably handsome and penniless but essential for ambience.

| have sent over forty cardsto all manner of mansions and city palaces—an exhausting and
demoralizing experience. Lady Morgan is convinced that the majority of the invited will attend, if
only to gape at the exotic Irish renegade. It is a travesty: she has decided | must have an
impeccabl e lineage and has commissioned a family tree from a draughtsman who specializesin
such forgeries. It is an impressive piece of foppery, with a family coat of arms of a mermaid
seated upon a unicorn, and an ancestry going back to the King of Connacht himself. Papa would
die of embarrassment if he should hear of it. Lady Morgan hasinsisted | hang it in the parlor,
where the high tea isto take place. | just pray no one will ask me about my illustrious forebears.

Even more mortifying is the rumor Lady Morgan has deliberately planted suggesting Jamesis
on the brink of publishing a book as scandalous and as controversial as Charles Darwin's.
Suddenly everyone wants to meet the young wife of the man who may be the next candidate to
take the scientific world by storm. If only it were true, and if only James had let me continue as his
assistant. The ennui of piano lessons, sewing, and endless trivia about who is about to marry
whom shall yet be the death of me.

My husband has banned me from both library and study and | now have only dear Aidan to
entertain me. | should not complain; the child is a delight. But I miss the hours of industry by
James's side more than | could have possibly imagined.

Our marriage is much changed, and not for the better. | do not trust this young man James has
taken into hiscircle, and | fear we grow further apart by the day—

"Mama" Aidan's exclamation brought her back to the room. Playing at her feet, he held up atoy



rabbit. "Kiss" he demanded.
Reaching down, she embraced the toy, then softly closed the lid of the whispering box.

It was late and most of the household had retired. James had not returned from hisclub and Lavinia, in
nightdress and dressing gown, unable to deep, found hersdf pacing the corridor. Before sheredlized it,
she was standing outside the door of James's study. The door, a portal most recently locked from her,
now stood tantaizingly gar. The faint scent of cigars and other masculine odors—Ieather, boot polish
and lemon-scented cologne the Colonel was fond of wearing—drifted out of the room, drawing Lavinia
into the sphere she so missed. The glowing embers of arecent fire still shone from the hearth and she
could see the scattered papers of hiswork abandoned on the desk. She paused, breathing in the scent,
then stepped quietly into the study, locking the door after her.

It wasasif her husband had just left the room. Running her hand aong the leather of the armchair, she
imagined that she could still fed the heet of hisskin, the weight of hisbody still impressed upon the
cushion. She wanted him then, wanted his arms around her, hislips on her mouth, her neck, her breasts.
She sank into the sest, her thin Slk nightdress riding up between her legs. Lit just by the dying fire and the
dreet lamp shining in from outside, the Colond's primitive artifacts looked like beatiful, libidinous
onlookers, consensud in their own erotic writhing.

Lavinias hand wandered down, caressing her thighs. She imagined her hand was James's hand and
that he was taking her there—in the most sacrosanct of al histerritories. She was wet, lost in the fantasy,
pleasuring herself. She opened her eyes, her gaze fdling upon a smooth ebony figurine of aman, his
polished head glistening in flicking light. She reached across and picked it up from the low table before
her, then spread her legswide, one over each arm of the chair. She ran the head of the figurine up her
thigh and across her sex. The satiny touch of the polished ebony became her hushand'syard, the
thickness and weight of it familiar against her skin. Then, imagining his urgency, his measured strokes, she
pushed the head into her, faster and faster until exploding, shefelt hersalf contracting around the smooth
wood.

Afterwards, shewiped it with her nightgown and placed it carefully back onto the table where she
hed found it.

The day of the At Home had arrived and Lavinia, stiff from stting upright for three hours and profoundly
bored by the chatter that dominated her parlor, felt the irresistible desire to jolt the two young heiresses
Sitting opposite out of their concelted sdlf-righteousness. A pair of smugly rotund eighteen-year-old twins
aptly named Celeste and Clementine, they were the daughters of an immensely wedthy merchant. Lord
gpare me such ignorant women, Laviniathought. Have they no interests beyond securing a husband? Her
mind turned to her husband and Hamish Campbell ensconced in James's sudy—how she longed to be
there rather than enduring this parody.

She leaned forward. "All aristocracy has blood on its hands. Thereis not one family south of the
Scottish border that does not have some history of endavement. The French understood this. And now
America, whose own Declaration of Independence took its cue from the French Revolution, isin the
throes of abloody civil war. Mr. Lincolnisabrave man indeed.”

At which Clementine dabbed afew tears from her eyes. Her sster, however—a more corpulent
verson of Clementine—puffed up her skirtsin readiness to defend her father's reputation as the owner of
severd cotton plantationsin Americas South aswell as one on theidand of Jamaica

"Papaisagood man," she announced sanctimonioudy. "Why, he gave dl of the davesapicnicfor last



Easter Sunday, and we had raised the pork ourselves."

"l have seen men dying of starvation, and you talk of the seating arrangements at the Derby Day
banquet asif it were ameatter of life or death.” The compulsion to shake the Ssters out of their twittering
complacency threw Laviniainto afurther rant.

"Which proves my hypothesis correct,” Lady Morgan interrupted, with an eyeto the ssters
chaperone, adowager of great socid influence who, at that moment, was fortunately having trouble
locating her ear trumpet, "that an Englishman, unlike an Irishman, would die of embarrassment long
before hedied of starvation.”

There was an awkward pause during which Laviniaslently vowed never to trust awoman who
regarded human suffering as gppropriate materid for awitticism. Deciding to ignore the comment, she
turned back to the ssters. "Tell me, how has your dear papa educated you?"

The twins exchanged flustered glances: the Irishwoman confused them; she was so unpredictablein
her conversation. Clementinefinaly spoke up.

"Well, Celeste has awonderful soprano, and Mamaisforever boasting of my needlepoint.”

"But what of intellectual matters—books, the classics, the pursuit of science, thearts. . . Areyou
redly devoid of dl curiogty?"

"Papa does not approve of books, oh no, not at al, heisaways reminding us that a bookish woman
will drive a hushand away. He has educated us for marriage.”

"My father educated me asif | wereaboy. | am fluent in Latin and have agood understanding of
mathematics, biology, and the physical sciences. | can only imagine how you must view the world without
the benefit of such faculties?' Laviniasvoice wasfull of mock sympethy.

While Celestetried to work out what the word "faculty” meant, Clementine glanced at Lady Morgan.
"But surely that would be most unusud, even for an Irish Lord—"

Lady Morgan, determined to avoid further socid chagrin, interjected before Laviniahad the
opportunity to answer. "Mrs. Huntington'sillustrious father was the most ddlightful eccentric who did so
wantamdehar.”

"Their name means 'Sons of the Sun' and their goddessis Evaki. They consider her the guardian of both
the day and the night. At night, she keeps the sun hidden in her cooking pot; in the morning, she releases
it, thus creating the day. If we agree on the connectivity of al of these gods, who in other mythologies
would be Evaki's match?"

In the sllence of the study, Colond Huntington and Hamish Campbell were examining the tribal
groupings and icons of the Bakairi.

"The Egyptian goddess Bagt, the Irish Aimend and Sul,” Hamish answered, proud of his knowledge.

"Exactly. Y ou see, under the skin humanity's dreams are identica. We dl dream the same
symbols—of the god we would like to become, of the monster we fear we might redlly be."

Secretly enthraled by the notion of encountering his mentor'sinner demons, Hamish looked down at



the notebook, hoping to concedl his sudden digtraction. "Mrs. Huntington has done an extensive job on
thefirg few chapters," he said. "I hope | can continue the task in such a professona manner.”

"Y ou are generous. Her writing style has atheatrica flair it istrue, but it isexact observation | require,
not dramatic ornamentation. Confidentialy, your work is superior.”

Exhilarated by the praise but not wanting to show it, Hamish carefully studied the various artifacts on
the table, paying particular attention to two huge Y akwigado masks made from tree bark and daubed in
white, red, and black. Next to them sat asmal figurine of aman. Made from ebony, the polished phalic
head held a certain fascination and Hamish couldn't help but extend afinger to stroke the smooth satiny
surface.

The Colonel watched him. The symmetry of the youth's face was a source of endlessfascination. He
observed how the light caught at the blond down that ran across the upper planes of the boy'sface; the
hair became coarser asit dipped into the hollow between cheek and jaw, then flared out with an erotic
violence across hislips and mouth. The azure of hiseyeswas so degp it did not look to be natural, and
hisdark brow served to illuminate the gold of hishair. There was something perturbing about extreme
beauity in either sex, the Colone philosophized. It was like athird presence, an independent entity
separate from the observer and the observed.

"1 have read about your experience with the Bakairi,” Hamish said, bresking the extended silence.
"Y ou consumed alocd halucinogen?'

"It is called ayahuasca, made from the vine Banisteriopsis caapi, apowerful narcotic. The
experience taught me that our perception of the known universeis defined by our cultural understanding
of it, and that done.”

Hamish Campbell showed a certain inquisitiveness that the Colond recognized as being one of his
own mogt powerful characterigtics asayouth: an enthusasm for the mystical.

"But to have experienced such intense transportation . . ." Campbell began, then fatered as he met the
Colond's gaze.

For amoment, the two men looked at each other, each fighting the compulsion to touch the other.
The tension was broken by abell ringing e sewherein the mansion.

"l believewe are cdled to dinner. | ingst you stay and eat with us,” the Colonel said, distracted by the
sculpturd quality of the young man'swell-formed hands.

"But | am not dressed . . "

"I have adress coat of dark broadcloth which you may borrow." The Colond placed ahand on the
youth's shoulder in a gesture he hoped would be seen as paternal, despite the tremor that ran through his

body.
"l am not sure your wife would find my presence a your table desirable.”

"Poppycock! Besides, itis my table.”

Thetablewas set formally, and dl eight candlesin the walnut and silver Dutch chanddlier that hung over
the long mahogany table were blazing. Set defiantly in the center of the jacquard tablecloth was a heavy,
flamboyantly molded silver epergne, its stand supported by two Rubens-like femaefigures. A pair of
candelabrastood either side of the epergne, their light setting the five or six crystal decanters and the
glver sarving dishes aglitter.



The dining room itsalf was asquare room, heavily paneled and draped with thick blue velvet curtains.
Consoles and side tables crowded the walls, some covered with family memorabiliaand others with
siver serving dishes. A painted firescreen stood before the huge hearth, to shield the diners nearest to it
from the hest.

Theimmensty of the table was emphasized by the fact that only three places were set for dinner, each
with fine crystal glasses, and heavy silver forks, spoons, and knives on either side of the green
Wedgwood plates.

Lavinia, in alow-cut, short-deeved mudin dress, a smple choker of jade around her neck, sat to the
right of her husband, picking at her plate of oysters. Hamish Campbell watched her, wondering at the
strained awkwardness between husband and wife.

"Y our kitchen boasts agood cook,” he complimented Lavinia, and picked up the handwritten menu
Mrs. Beetle had prepared. "Oysters Katharine, cream of celery soup, fillet of sole with Gruyere,
pheasant Mandarin with carrots Vichy, followed by gooseberry fool and a savory—you indulge your
gues.”

"Lady Morgan has been talking to our cook," Laviniareplied dryly. "Lady Morgan has begun to
dictate much of what happensin this household; she has eveninssted that | subscribeto the
Englishwoman's Domestic Magazine. It isfull of information—from recipesfor ginger beer through to a
hundred usesfor an old mudin dress. A tdented individual, she has even managed to establish asalon of
voyeurs, al of whom are breathlesdy awaiting my husband's forthcoming publication. We only pray that
you are aspeedy and proficient midwife, Mr. Campbell.”

Hamish laughed politely, but noted that the Colond remained Slent.

Lavinia, ddiberately ignoring her hushand's discomfort, continued. "Indeed, | mysalf have been
recongtituted, grammatically parfait, and am to be served up with the appropriate amount of relish. | just
wonder how long society will remain intrigued by this enigma Lady Morgan has so successfully
congructed.”

It was hard to keep the anger out of her voice. How could Jamesimagine she would be content to
pursue such bandity? How could he regject her contribution to hiswork so easily? | must play his game,
she thought, then find away back to his study.

The Colonel, choking on acrust of bread, coughed into his napkin.

"From the number of times the doorbell chimed, | assume the At Home was a successful
undertaking?' heinquired, now concerned about Lavinias manner.

"Inthat dl forty guests gppeared, yes. However, three left prematurely due to an impromptu lecture
on the evils of the Confederacy.”

"Given by yoursdf no doubt. The departed have my sympathy. Lavinia, you realy must learnto
separate the political from the persond.”

"Therewaslittle of the persond about today's gathering, and Lady Morgan's efforts on my behalf
have been entirely politicd.”

For amoment there was only the clinking of glass and the noise of the diners eating. A footman,
whose sole duty was the pouring of thewine, filled Lavinias goblet then moved on to the gentlemen.

"So, Mr. Campbell, what new and extraordinary things did you learn today in my husband's study?*
Laviniareturned to the fray.



Unused to the tumult of matrimony but an expert on the nuances of charm, Hamish mustered both his
courage and hiswit. "1 learned about the Bakairi and aritual caled Lemaquely, where a Spirit will advise
awoman on how sheisto behave within the community—and list her persond shortcomings. Any
scolding from the Spirit is regarded as an honor. So you see, even the Bakairi have aLady Morgan
Soirit.”

All threelaughed, and the Colondl took Lavinias hand.

"There, my dear, you can take comfort from the fact that the Bakairi have their socia codes, just as
we haveoursin Mayfair."

The play of her husband's fingers across her wrist caused Laviniaasmall flutter of arousd; he had not
touched her since their lovemaking after the ball. What did Hamish Campbel| promise her husband that
she couldn't offer? Intelectuad companionship? The possibility of reliving hisyouth through the younger
men?

"It seemsto me that women are freed from their responsibilities only when they are merry widows or
eccentric old spingters,” she concluded. "Therest of us have to make do." She turned to the student. "Sir,
| would exchange the drawing room for the study any day.”
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After the men had again disappeared into the study, Lavinia sat down to read. The crackling of thefire,
the incessant ticking of the clock, the rustle of footsteps outside, and the faint, distant cry of arat catcher
all contributed to a certain restlessness—even the words on the page seemed to flutter like moths.
Glancing up from the page she decided she could not stay amoment longer in this mausoleum, deprived
of conversation and company, while in the room above the two men navigated the wilds of the Amazon.

Jumping to her feet, Laviniapulled on along hooded cloak and made her way to the stables, careful
to avoid the seemingly omnipresent housekeeper, Mrs. Bestle.

Laviniasat in the enclosed carriage, her face concedled by her hood. Outside, from Curzon Street al the
waly up to the notorious Shepherd's Market, groups of prostitutes lingered around doorways and
shopfronts, their outrageoudy painted facestinted yellow by the gadights as they paraded hopefully for
passing trade. Staring out, Lavinia searched for one particular girl whose visage was engraved upon her

memory.

In the driver's seat, Aloysius was surly with disapprova. "No good will come of this, madam, I'm
telling yer. Tisaman'sworld and best left that way," he shouted down to her, as, to hisdisgust, an
ancient whore winked up a him, her copious cleavage mottled and wrinkled.

But Lavinia, fascinated by the vulgar gaiety of the women and the manner by which they marked their
territory, sometimes spitting and shooing off competitors, was enchanted. These women appeared to
enjoy afreedom that intrigued her. It was a pageant, she decided, and there were many characters she
recognized: the ingénue with her virgind white gown; the duchess with her fleshy jowls and paste; the
bohemian with her loose hair and floating robe under which her naked shoulders shifted provocatively.

"Lady, you shopping for someone or are you herefor yoursef?' A pockmarked face loomed out of



themis.
Lavinia, startled, shrank back. "1 am looking for someonein particular.”

"Someone's particular or someone's peculiar?” the prostitute chuckled, reveaing abroken tooth
within the deep crimson mouth.

Aloysius shook hiswhip at her. " Away with you!"

Laughing, the whore vanished into the night. The coachman shivered; it was getting colder. "Madam,
we should be leaving. The master will be wondering where you are!™ he called.

At that moment, atal dim figure emerged from adoorway and dipped between the mingling
sreetwalkers, her face illuminated for an ingtant by the gadight. Lavinia, forgetting herself, stepped down

from the carriage and ran toward the woman, her skirts becoming soiled in the puddles of mud and horse
manure.

Catching her by the shoulder, Lavinia peered into the woman'sface. It wasthe girl she had seen
walking with James outside the bookshop, but close up her features were heavier, her skin coarser, than
Laviniahad imagined.

"May | help you?'

The well-spoken ato voice disorientated Lavinia.

"Will you talk to me?"* she asked. "Just for afew moments?”

The girl hesitated as she assessed Lavinias expensive dress, the fur-trimmed cloak.
"1 will pay youwell," Lavinia pleaded.

"Asyou wish, but | have an gppointment later.”

Inside the coach, the girl appeared even taler and more awkward. She lifted her black net veil
embellished with sequins and sat back againgt the leether asif she were accustomed to such luxury, her
long gloved arms draped elegantly across the back of the seat, her limbs arranged with a self-conscious
ar. Her perfume was a strong musk laced with lilac; it filled the carriage and seemed an extension of the
dramatic face paint and clothing. There was something about the severe angles of her face that reminded
Laviniaof her husband's Amazonian masks. Was this what James had been attracted to, these

unabashedly sensud planes? Watching the whore, Laviniatried to imagine her husband making loveto
such abeing. It was all too easy.

"l want you to tell mewhat my husband likes," Lavinia said, hoping the whore would not be ableto
read her expression in the half-light. The girl laughed, taking care to cover her flawed teeth with her hand.

"My bravefriend, | know many husbands. Which isyours?'

Again, Laviniahad the uncomfortable impression that the girl, who appeared no older than hersdlf,
was superior in both experience and years.

"Colond Huntington. | saw you both together several weeksago.”
"Ahh, so the Colond hasfindly married, and one so young and pretty."
"Y ou have known him for along time then?'

"Indeed, severa years. Heisagood and kind patron. But you look unhappy—really, thereisno



"Surely a philandering husband is a source of unhappiness.”
"Ah, so thisiswhy you have sought me out. To discover why he makes love to me and not you?"

Lavinia, unable to speak, nodded. The young woman smiled enigmatically and then, without aword,
pulled her wig off. It was then that the masculine angularity of her countenance was explained. Amazed,
Laviniacried out.

"Do not distress yourself, my dear. | am sure he caresfor you in hisway. Besides, | have not seen
him for agood month. No doubt he has become one of those 'reformed' gentlemen.”

The transvestite pulled out an elegant pocket watch attached to hiswaist by agold chain. Ashe
opened it to read the time, Lavinianoticed it was engraved with theinitis AC.

"Now that your question has been answered, | will haveto leave you. But first | have aquestion for
you."

"What could that possibly be? Unless you wish to question my inteligence?’ Laviniareplied angrily.

Smiling gently, the youth placed hishand over Lavinias, as concerned as any gentlewoman might be
in the circumstances. "Y ou mistake me. | do not pass judgment; | merely wish to make an inquiry of my
own. Do you have an older sister, or an aunt perhaps? Y ou bear aremarkable resemblanceto an old
employer of mine, also an Irishwoman.”

"I have neither Sster nor aunt.”
"Y our mother?"
"My mother died when | wastwo."

The youth pocketed the five guineas Laviniagave him, then peered closer at her face, searching her
features. He Sghed. "Remarkable.”

Replacing hiswig, he opened the carriage door and climbed down. "Y ou may remember meto the
Colond. I am known as Polly Kirkshore." Then, smiling whimsicaly, he dipped away into the night's
embrace.
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Los Angeles, 2002

A butterfly hovered and skipped over the surface of the swimming pool, incongruous againgt the
background of tel egraph poles reaching up beyond the wire fencing, its multihued wings catching the
sunlight, the long tips of itswingstrailing behind—awinged messenger of the natura world.

Juliasat marooned in a cane reclining chair, the blood sample sheld come for safely stored in the
briefcase at her feet. Lieutenant Colond Axel Jensen, a bulky sixty-year-old whose |egthery tanned
gomach fell in gentle ripples over hisloose swimming trunks, sat beside her, ice clinkingin hisglass. He
smiled, reveding immaculately capped teeth. Juliaknew they were capped because the day before shed



met hisidentical twin, whose teeth were comparatively decayed.

The house, located in aquiet street in Van Nuys, was acollison of painted sted and stucco. The
concrete and grass patio curved around the pool, and diding glass doors revealed an open plan kitchen
with asunken seating areafurnished with lesther sofas. There was even abar with abamboo canopy. It
was the ultimate playboy's den circa 1972, and, judging by the pedling paint and chipped pooal tiles, it had
not been renovated since then. Axe Jensen, the personification of old-world masculinity, appeared a
natura extenson of hisenvironment.

After glancing down to check that the tape recorder was working, Julia peered into hismirrored
sunglasses. "' So, tel me about what happened in the Gulf."

"Well, | wasin command of an airborne ranger unit, professor. People like us—soldiers who are sent
in behind enemy linesto locate and diminate the brains of the beast—were the eite. Were there
becauise we want to be. We're trained hunters.”

"All the other survivorsfrom your unit developed PTSD, except you."

"They aso developed Gulf War syndrome, athird testicle, and al kinds of other shit. Don't get me
wrong, I'm not saying it doesn't exist; I'm just saying there's a psychology that's better suited to thisjob.”

A jet roared overhead, followed by the screeching departure of a coterie of crows that had been
perched on the telephone wires.

"l guessI'm ararekind of creature,” Jensen went on. "Every timel wasin combat, something would
goclickinmy head and | just carried out my missions as efficiently as possible and asruthlesdy as
necessary. Y ou'veinterviewed my twin, Lance—L ance the accountant, | call him. Y ou want to know
why | think we are smilar? We both hate mess, Professor Huntington. Lance hates messy numbers, and |
hate messy situations. He likes correcting the sums; | kill to savelives. That'swar. | have agift, but I've
used it for the common good. Another margarita, maam?”

He hdld up hisempty tumbler, the dice of lime on the edge of the glasslike adefiant balancing act.
Juliasmiled. "No, thanks."

"Then you won't mind if | do. And you can switch that damned thing off." She clicked off the tape
recorder.

He stood up lazily, muscles bunching in the varicose-vein-laced calves, and sauntered to the wet bar.
Reaching for the plastic flask of tequilawith one hand, he pulled open the bar fridge door with the other.

"Thisreport of yours. . ." He poured the tequila, then the margaritamix, into the glasswith the
practiced gestures of the habitua drinker. A bowl of limes sat on the counter, dready diced and waiting.
". .. areyou keeping the names of the soldiersinvolved out of it?' He swung around, anew drink
miraculoudy in hand.

"Absolutdly. All information remains confidentid.”

"Pity. | liketheideaof immortdity. My nameimmortdized in the pursuit of science. Theonly damn
way thisnameis going to be remembered.”

Shefelt him watching her, like apredator sniffing out vulnerability in its prey—yet she sensed heliked
her. Glancing around at the neglected, inherently masculine surroundings, she wondered whether it wasn't
smply because she was female; her maroon summer dress aseam of color that blasted through the
washed-out concrete, the bleached cane chairs, the desiccated cactus leaning againgt the stucco.
Suddenly claustrophobic, Julia checked her watch and stood. "1 should be going. Be good to avoid the



afternoon pile-up on the freeway. Thanksfor cooperating. I'll ring you later with atime to comeinto the
laboratory, Lieutenant Colond."

"Sure. They can say what they like about Axel Jensen, but they can't say I'm unpatriotic.”

She held out her hand and he shook it. He radiated a mix of chesp cologne and dried chlorine cut
with thefaint smell of coconut. The familiar aromareminded Julia of acertain generation of men—her
father's generation—and she found that she had warmed to the soldier, regardiess of hispalitics.

Senaing the changein her dtitude, he held on to her hand amoment longer than necessary. Julia
pulledit free.

"Onelast thing," she ventured. "Therewasanincident in Brazil last year . . ."

The lieutenant colond's body language dtered ingtantly; the first time that afternoon he appeared of f
guard.

"They briefed you on that?"

Julia hesitated and in that split second he read the lie. Taking her by the elbow he started to lead her
to thefront gate.

"I'm retired now. I'm way out of the loop, just an old dog waiting to die. It paysto play dumb,
Professor Huntington, that's one thing I've learned. Don't be the branch they want to chop off—because
they will doiit. | guaranteeit.”

Juliadrove down the freeway andyzing the two interviews. Lance, the accountant, sitting in his
immeaculate office, where even the paperclips looked asif they'd been filed, appeared dmost autisticin
hislack of socia interaction. But he had identical mannerismsto his soldier brother, even downto a
twitch under the left eydid. Both men had married at the same age to similar-looking women; both had
musica abilities; both professed to afaith—for Lance Jensen it was evangelism; for Axd Jensen, nihilism.
Lance had |eft the army before he experienced any action, but was it possible that, in an extreme
circumstance, he would be able to kill without experiencing remorse afterwards? Or if the mutant gene
function existed, might it be lessened in the identical twin—only triggered by an extraordinary Stuation?

The thought led Juliato her own family. If her great-grandmother murdered her husband, what did
that mean in terms of her own genetic inheritance?

I'm dipping into paranoia, Juliatold hersdlf. If thereis such amutant gene function, the chances that
I'veinherited it are dight—amost negligible.

As she parked the car, the image of the lieutenant colonel's face when she asked him about the Brazil
incident—the way it hardened, the sudden detachment that infused his gaze—came back to her, and
lingered dl afternoon.
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The hum of theincubators was comforting. Julialoved this sensation of being in the kernel of activity; the
|aboratory was a sanctuary, aquiet place of study where she could escape and exist entirely within her
work.

Having stained the chromosomes in selected cdll samples from her subjects, she was now carefully
mani pulating the dish under the lens of the microscope. A small screen next to it displayed the
magnification process, alowing her to focus her attention on the chromosomes arrangement and
juxtaposition as she looked for any irregularities or distinguishing festures.

After recording her microscope and DNA analysisin her workbook, Juliastood in the middle of the
laboratory and stretched out her arms. The sudden inrush of the outside world terrified her—knowing she
had to keep busy before the insdious sense of loss that haunted her crept back in, she packed away her
notes and went to her office. She booted up her Iaptop, then Googled five words: Brazl, 2001, US
Foecial Forces. The only result was a concise description of asmall squadron stationed outside of S&o
Paulo. No mention of any "incident.”

Juliawas tempted to phone Colond Smith-Royston, her contact at the Defense Department, but Axel
Jensen's words troubled her. It would be foolish to assume she could trust the Defense department
officid entirdly.

Logging off, sheleaned back in her chair and redized that for the first time in two months she had
nothing to do. It would take forty-eight hours before the next phase of her experiments could proceed,
and the thought of driving back to an empty house on a Sunday was unbearably depressing.

AsJduliawaked up the hill to the observatory, she wondered whether she wasthe only single personin
the whole of Griffith Park. Large Latino familieswound their way out of the crowded car park, their
dark-eyed children trailing behind, some chewing on twists of sugared churros, others clutching huge
batons of ice cream that dripped white streaks down their T-shirts. Couples of every nationdity were
clustered on park benches staring down at the view, or promenading along hand in hand; the young men
jaunty with self-importance, the girlsin their Sunday finery. Some hobbled dong intight jeansand high
shoes. Otherslooked asif they had come straight from church, with neat freshly ironed blouses and
pleated skirts, their hair corn-braided, asif after the worship of God came the worship of Nature.

Juliagtarted along her favorite track. 1t snaked through the hillsin lazy bends and sharp corners,
passing small ravines and twisted trees set low in the natural scrubland. As she climbed higher, the groups
of grolling families disappeared and soon only the dedicated walkers and joggers accompanied her. The
air grew cooler and the sound of the city fell away. Breathing hard, she paused, resting her hands on her
knees. Below dtretched downtown Los Angeles, the last of the afternoon sun bouncing off the
skyscraperslike arunning seam of quickslver, an afternoon mist beginning to taint the air with asoft
green.

The mechanica croaking of frogs radiated from a pond beneath awooden bridge. Julia squatted and
dared at the miniature ecosystem. It wasllittle more than aglorified puddle, the brown water tangled with
weeds, a Coke can hdf buried to one side, forming an exotic jetty. A microcosm that seemed entirely
separate from the world above. Watching the progress of atiny emerad beetle that was ba anced
precariousy on the can, Julialost herself. Then, as she stood, she remembered thiswas the very place
she'd stopped to catch her breath six months earlier with Klaus.



They'd paused to look out over the city; the endless panoramahad seemed like an optimistic
metaphor for their future. She'd leaned againg his chest fedling profoundly content, the scent of him faint
againg the smell of eucalyptus. The distant car hoots and city rumble drifted up like forgotten smoke.

"Enjoy theview, darling. Life's about to get very busy," shed said, referring to her looming trip to the
Middle East and Klauss latest writing commission. But Klaus had remained silent, and when she looked
at him she'd seen that he was absol utely distanced from her, his gaze searching the view below. In that
moment, she'd had the uncomfortable impression that he was looking for dl the possibilitiesthat had
eluded him—romantic or otherwise,

Now sheresdlized his behavior was probably an indication of discontent, one of the signs Gabriel had
mentioned.

Winston Ramirez's voice sounded in her mind, asif bubbling up from the mud, from the noise her
wa king shoes made as they hit the ground: one foot, two foot, three. What you've got to understand is
the ease of killing if you have that extra capability to put thingsin a box. Thisis my killing box.
Thisis my love box, my hate box, my family box. A good soldier doesn't confuse them. Ever. It's
impersonal. But you know what: If someone wronged me, really wronged me, and it did get
personal, | could kill, then walk away. It's that extra capability. You can't fake that. You've either
got it or you ain't.

Juliaknew how that kind of killing felt. She'd experienced it in Afghanistan, and she could understand
the motivation that might make aperson kill again.

After pulling into the driveway, Juliarested her head on the steering whed, dreading entering the empty
house. Crickets and the faint drone of somebody's lawnmower faded up from the silence. Suddenly there
camethe dam of adoor from somewhere inside the house. Jolting upright, she reached into the glove box
and pulled out the wrench she kept there, then climbed out of the car, gripping it tight against her chest.

As she moved tentatively toward the front door, Klaus emerged, holding a cardboard box. He
stopped and stared at her.

"What are you doing here?' Julia demanded; it had been two and a half months since he had left and
she was shocked to see him now.

"| left abox of tools here, sorry. Anyhow, | till own half the house, remember? That investment
remains unresolved.”

Juliastepped toward him. "Klaus, we had agood marriage.”
"Dont."
"| dill loveyou.”

"Please don't make thisany harder." He didn't look at her, but focused somewhere around her
forehead, asif he were gazing into the distance. "We can't talk about thisnow. Not like this."

"Then when?Y ou refuse to see me. How can you just annihilate ten years of marriage? Our future, all
that we planned for?'

He picked asnail off the garden wall and threw it over to the neighbor's sde. An automatic habit from



when they wereliving together. Hes il territorid, he ill cares, Juliathought, grasping at any hope.

"Everything that needs to be said has been said.” He still wouldn't look at her. ™Y ou needed meto be
someone | just wasn't, Julig, and | went dong. I've spent more than haf my life pleasing women and

denying mysdf."

Stunned, Juliasat down on the car hood, her hand till clasped around the wrench. She didn't
recognize her husband now as he dowly turned purple with rage, al traces of intelligence dissolving from
hisface. Now he looked at her, jabbing afinger at her accusingly.

"And you know what ese? The only mistake | made was in being too weak to leave you earlier!”

Screaming, Julialifted the car wrench and lunged toward him, her fury filling her with an extraordinary
srength. Klaussface immediately stretched into acaricature of fear.

"Y ou'refucking crazy!" He pushed her back down onto asmal shrub, the branches scratching and
cutting into her back. Kicking him away she swung wildly with the wrench as he ducked, narrowly
missing the swinging iron.

"I'm fucking crazy?' sheydled. "Do you know whét you've done?"

Suddenly arms grabbed her from behind. "Whoa!" Gerry, the neighbor, pulled the wrench from Julias
hand. "'| was wondering where this got to. Y ou guys borrowed it about five years ago and never gaveit
back."

Nobody laughed. A police helicopter circled overhead asit always did at about 6 p.m. The noise of
Klaus and Juliagasping for bresth merged with the best of the rotating blades.

Gerry dropped his hands and laughed nervoudy. "Wow! Wdll, I'm impressed. Y ou guys do great
argument.”

Julia, her whole body shaking with grief and rage, lunged for Klaus again. He stumbled back.
"Enough, Julia, enough!" Gerry grabbed her.

Ignoring him, she continued trying to reach Klaus. "What's in the box? Whét are you taking away

Shewheded around, Gerry il trying to hold her; their struggle resembled abizarre ballet, except its
violence made the choreography frighteningly unpredictable.

"If you don't stop, someoneisgoing to call the police,” Gerry hissed in her ear.

Klaus stooped to pick up the carton. "These are mine, Julia—photos from before we were married,
before | knew you. That'sal | want, the rest isyours. | can do without the memories.”

Hewalked toward his car. Juliatwisted in Gerry'sarms.
"Don't go! We cantak! Klaus!"
Heturned. "Get some help, Julia

She broke away from Gerry and ran full pelt toward Klaus. Weeping now, she clutched at hisarm.
He pushed her to the pavement. As his car sped away, the trees, the street and the sky seemed to come
crashing down upon her.
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Mayfair, 1861

The photograph was of the Colond, with tribal elders standing either sde of him clad in painted wooden
masks large enough to concedl their heads and shoulders. Long strands of dried grass were attached to
the masks and ran down to the ground, completely hiding their bodies and any other indication that they
were human. The painted faces of the mythological crestures—dark forehead, astreak of white from
brow to chin, asmple ova symbolizing amouith, circles or curved streaks for the cheeks—stared back
at the viewer, snister, not of thisworld.

Hamish gazed at the Colond's figure dwarfing the tribesmen, his eyes blazing as he stared beyond the
cameralens, beyond the known world. The young student, soporific from dinner, imagined how theritua
might have been—the gyrating natives, the masks swaying mesmericdly in theflickering fire.

"The day before, we had dl fasted to purify our bodiesto prepare them for the Spirits," Huntington
explained. "Gilo, my guide, who also worked as my trandator, sat with mein aclearing they had made
especidly on ariverbank. The shaman was aman of about forty years, which isold indeed for the
Bakairi. He stood only four foot eleven inchesin height but had aferocious nature. He was atrue
gtatesman. He promised methat | would see my Spirit, the gods of my people. At the beginning of the
ceremony, we dl performed a dance to cleansethe air of evil and to entice the spirits to come up from
theriver and enter the masks that the twenty-one shamans wore. Campbell, you should have seen how
the young boys dancing swept up the red dugt, stirring up a cloud in which shadow became spirit
became man became shadow again. It was extraordinary. Then, after the drumming stopped and al the
jungle birdsfilled the clearing with their shrill screeches, the chief shaman stepped forward. 'l am the
embodiment of Evaki, | am her page!’ he chanted. 'Y ou, white ghost! | will dance your past, | will dance
your future!" "

The Colone paused, the memory transforming his expression. Outside, a coach and horsesrattled
pas, creating an avaanche of hoof-fallsthat hung for amoment then faded.

"And did he?' Hamish leaned forward eagerly.

The Colonel hesitated; whenever he had related this experience before, he had aways censored it.
Why did he now fed the need to confessto this youth? Wasit the desire to be unburdened? To admit to
an epiphany that he, aself-declared atheist, regarded as spiritual ? Perhaps he was looking for absolution
... but to be absolved by an apprentice, anovice haf hisage?

Could heredly trust him? He studied the youth; the look in Hamish Campbdl's eyes, the open
enthusiasm that played across his features again reminded him of hisyounger saf. The Colond decided to
continue without expurgation.

"Inamanner, | think | experienced both my future and my death there. Asthe shaman began to mimic
my wak, my dightly hunched shoulders, the perplexed knot of my forehead, the swing of my traveling
dtick clearing thefoliage, | could see myself: prejudiced, burdened by al the preconceived notions| had
carried into the jungle six months before. Then, suddenly, | saw mysdlf at ten, done, fearful; then a
sixteen, bursting with al the arrogance of youth; and then, like ripples across ong's reflection in water, |
saw my own death mask. | tried to flee but | was fastened to the ground asfirmly asaninsect to a



specimen glass. | could not tell you whether | stood there for hours or days, but | can tell you | saw their
goddess of death, Calounger, with her skull head and burning eyes. | saw their gods, Campbell, | swear
it. Thisscientific rationalist witnessed the very fabric of another culturesbdlief. | tell you, thereisnot one
truth but many.”

Therewas abegat. The Colonel, embarrassed at having sounded so youthfully impassioned, set the
mask down and waited. He must believe | have lost my sanity, he thought. What anidiot | have been to
endanger my reputation. Finally the student spoke up.

"What I'd give for such an experience—to throw off the shackles of the conventiona world, to see
into another senghility!”

Rdief flooded the Colone's body. He fdt intoxicated, inspired by his companion's obvious
enthralment.

"What would you give?" It was arhetorical question. The Colondl had sensed dready what Campbell
would offer.

Hamish glanced at Huntington. The man'stone was brazen, and yet it was a delicate moment: to
presume wrongly would be certain socid suicide.

"| think that as an anthropologist it must be considered an essentid part of onestraining. To
experience such aprofound ingght through asingle rituad—"

"And alittle ayahuasca," the Colond interjected, smiling dightly.

"—and under the guiding hand of amentor, to understand that the known world can be so easily
usurped—for something far more exhilarating and dangerous. . ."

"Indeed.”

The two men laughed, adeliberate ploy to break the suddenly charged atmosphere. Each felt a
nervousness not unpleasantly laced with elation and erotic desire. Asthe Colond leaned forward, his
knee brushed Campbell's flanneled leg, an dmost imperceptible contact that both were excruciatingly
aware of.

"l can makeit happen,” he said softly and quickly, before he had time to regret the words.
"And that could only be a source of both pleasure and ddight,” Hamish replied unflinchingly.

The carriage pulled in behind the mews. It was past midnight but Laviniacould seelights il burningin
the windows of Jamess study. Aloysius helped her out of the coach. She stood for amoment in the
moon-drenched courtyard, the cold air suspending al reflection. Shelooked asif the wind might flatten
her like a paper doll, the coachman marveled. He wondered at the conversation that had passed between
the curious boy-whore and his mistress. Then, anxious she might catch achill, he stepped forward.

"Madam?'

Dragging her eyes back from some distant place, Lavinialooked at him, and it was asif shewas
looking & him for thefirst time asan equd, in every way.

"Aloysius, | have been naive." Her voicetrailed avay until only the steaming breeth of the horses and



the creaking of the wind through the branches could be heard.

Aloysius stood there, hisarmsturned to stone not able to take her as he wanted, but frozen like some
huge clumsy giant, sllently cursing thisland and its people for the injustice and unnaturadness of it dl. Then,
to his great amazement, Lavinia stepped forward and rested her head againgt the front of his greatcoat.
His heart fluttered like the wings of atrapped bird until she turned and walked into the mansion, leaving
him standing in amaelstrom of his own bewildered emotions.
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Los Angeles, 2002

Theradiologist carefully manipulated the probe while watching the ultrasound screen. Julia, looking up a
the celling, tried to pretend she was somewhere far away, not with her heels hoisted up in stirrupsand a
mechanica deviceingde her vagina

"Of course, a your age alate miscarriageisawaysarisk," Dr. Weingtein, the gynecologist, said.

"Doctor?' Theradiologist, an earnest Chinese-American woman, rested the probe againgt Julia's left
sde. A faint throb began to punch back at the apparatus. The gynecologist peered at the screen. A small
whitish mark blocked the faint scan of along serpentliketrail: Juliasfallopian tube and ovary.

"How long since the miscarriage?”

"Three months, doctor,” the radiologist replied before Juliahad a chancetto.

"Hmmm, can welook closer at the other Sde?"

Again the probe circled—like a horrible mechanica pig hunting for truffles, Juliathought bleskly.

"Areyou gill with us?' Dr. Weingein, an amicable man in hisfiftieswith astring of quaifications after
his name and areputation as one of the best at Cedars Sinal, touched her shoulder. He smiled but the
concern dipped through his eyes anyhow.

"l bdieve0."

"Good. Get dressed and see mein my surgery in ten minutes.”

The celling to floor windowsin Dr. Weinstein's consulting room showed a panoramic view that stretched
toward Miracle Mile and the poorer suburbs that made up East Los Angeles. He frowned at Julia.

"Julia, you should have comein sooner, when you firs felt pain.”

"Sorry, I've been in such amessthat | don't eventhink | redized | wasin physical pain. How bad is
it?"



Dr. Weingtein sighed. Held been her gynecologist for over fifteen years and behaved more likea
surrogate father than a doctor.

“I'm not going to lie to you—your womb has sustained some damage that we didn't initialy pick up.
The good newsisthat we can fix the infection with antibiotics. The bad newsisthat it has |eft scarring on
both tubes.”

"1 won't be able to have another pregnancy, right?"

Dr. Weingtein looked down at his desk then absentmindedly said, " Given your age and the damage
the miscarriage has caused, pregnancy isno longer an option. I'm sorry, dulia.”

It was what she had suspected. But hearing the actua wordsin Dr. Weingtein's precise tone was far
more distressing than she'd imagined. She focused on a photograph on the desk of the doctor at his son's
bar mitzvah. | mustn't lose control, | mustn't break down in public, shetold hersalf. In the midst of her
risng grief, she noticed absurdly that the doctor and his son had the same ears. A sharp pain shot through
her verticadly, but she knew it was emotional. What was |eft? Her career. Wasthat enough? It didn't fedl
likeit; not now. A greet rage began its bitter wave through her body.

"Ligten, you've had abig shock," the gynecologist elaborated. "But thingswill get better. They will. |
know it'sacliché, but timeisagresat heder."

You betit'sacliché, Juliathought, hating him in that moment for his glibness and the conceit of aman
who had afamily.

Sensing her distress, hetook her hand. "Julia, have you ever thought about turning to some kind of
spirituaity? Faith can be agreat comfort, especidly at timeslike these."

"Y ou know me—the last atheist in southern Cdifornia," shejoked, her cracking voice betraying her.

Outsde, in the narrow corridor between the reception and the surgery, findly adone, Julia collapsed
againg thewadll, holding her sorrow againgt her asprivatdly asalover.
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London, 1861

The Colondl smoothed out the sheet of paper and stared down at its blank expanse. Then he dipped his
penintheink and, pensively, dmost shyly, wrote acrossthe top: Advice from an old father to a young
son.

Dearest boy, he continued, | amwriting thisas you lie asleep in your cot in the nursery, a mere
babe, but | am imagining you to have grown into a fine young man. Some instinct—the
premonition of an old soldier, if you will—instructs me to immortalize my authority in case | am
no longer of thisworld by the time you are of age.

Follow my advice, my son: always live according to your true nature, whatever the cost to the
loved ones around you. To do otherwiseisto live alie, and | have discovered thisto be untenable
and unethical.



Exercise both your curiosity and your imagination, for there are no greater gifts; and no
greater wisdom than the breadth of experience— earn not by example but by following the
courage of your convictions.

| do not know what you will think of me. | know | have been weak and fallible, but | have
never lacked valor, either on the battlefield or in other arenas of human affairs. When you look
upon my writings and my portrait, do not make a myth of me, but see me as a man. And, like all
men, | have been made vulnerable by my humanity . . .

He heard the dam of the front door in the distance, footsteps ascending and then filling the hal lway
outsde. Lavinia, returning from the park with the nursemaid and Aidan. Quietly, the Colond closed his
writing desk.

Where things decayed and loved ones lost
In dreamy shadowsrrise,

And, freed from all that's earthly vile,
Seem hallowed, pure, and bright,
Like scenesin some enchanted isle,
All bathed in liquid light.

As dusky mountains please the eye,
When twilight chases day;

As bugle-notes that, passing by,

In distance die away;

As leaving some grand waterfall,
We, lingering, list its roar—

So memory will hallow all

We've known, but know no more.

The booksdller was right: Abraham Lincoln was a better statesman than poet, Lavinia conceded as
she sat reading on the window seet. Gazing at the journa, she was reminded again of her encounter with
Polly Kirk-shore. Why had the whore asked if Laviniahad asister, or even amother? Could it be that
her mother was living, perhaps even herein London?

She replaced the book on the shelf and perused its companions. Pressed up next to George Combe's
definitive text on phrenology, The Constitution of Man, was a book whose spine read: Flowers, herbs
and cacti of delirium: the New World flora of a tantalizing and dangerous nature. The feathery
head of aflower protruded from its pages.

Intrigued, Laviniapulled the book down. Settling back into the sun-filled warmth of the window sest,
she turned to the inventive bookmark. The page showed an illustration of the ayahuascavine,



Banisteriopsis caapi.

Laviniaread on.

In the northeast of Brazl, the natives wor ship a goddess called Jubbu-jang-sange. To
conjure her, the shaman will brew a magical potion made from the root bark of Mimosa
hostilis mixed with the ayahuasca vine. Although not poisonous, fatality has resulted when
the potion is taken with other hallucinogens, such as opium or peyote.

She paused, wondering at the properties of a goddess who promised her worshippers the ability to
see with the eyes of God and who aso held the hidden danger of death. Was this part of her seduction;
towalk at the edge of one's human existence and stare Degth fully in the face? To taste immortality just
for afew hours? Was Death fema e to these people? The ideafascinated Lavinia.
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They had agreed to meet at Trafdgar Square. It was not covert so much as convenient: they wereto
driveto the Royal Academy together. AsLady Morgan sat waiting in her carriage, she stared up at the
Nelson Column. A monstrous act of pomposity, she thought to herself, remembering the square asit had
been twenty years before. Her late husband had been an associate of the architect Charles Barry, who
had complained bitterly about Nelson's plinth being imposed upon his design. In the end, celebrity had
triumphed over art and the column had been erected, to loom over Barry's design forever.

What narcisssm, Lady Morgan observed, thinking about the egocentricity of the great seaadmiral.
Admittedly Nelson had saved England from the clutches of Napoleon, and perhaps from the dismantling
of the British aristocracy (here Lady Morgan shivered and crossed hersdlf; several of her husband's
cousins had logt their headsin the French Revolution). But sometimes, in secret, very unpatriotic
moments, Lady Morgan found herself wondering what would have happened if Napoleon had invaded.
Certainly both fashion and food would have improved, and there was a certain philosophical intensity and
moral laxity about the French that Lady Morgan secretly admired. The English vilified the Corsican, but
realy he was far more than just amalevolent dictator, she concluded. Perhaps this was how history was
shaped—accidentdly; awhirling balerina pirouetting from one battle to another, collgpsing into thearms
of whomever won. Wasfateredly so arbitrary?

Lady Morgan glanced across the square. It was crowded with the usua throng of carts drawn by
heavy draft horses, plumes of their sseaming breath cutting into the air asthey strained under their various
loads of cod, wood, and vegetables. Severd flower girls stood on the Street calling out their wares,
wearing cheap straw hats with poppies woven through the straw. Street peddlers ran between the city
gentlemen in their tails and top hats. The ubiquitous clerks scurried dongside, armsfull of papers. A
chimney sweep and his climbing boy loitered nearby, the sweep flirting with abarrow girl who stood over
abrazier of roagting chestnuts. A matchstick girl, tray hanging in front of her, shouted sporadicdly, while
amuffin man, ringing hisbell furioudy, added to the pandemonium.

Hordes of urchins darted amongst the pedestrians, sooty-faced, barefooted, their torn trousers held
up by string. They whistled, cheered, and generally caused havoc.

A peder kept vigil, his horse prancing nervoudly asthe carriagesrattled past. A cartload of night soil



trundled by, sending awave of noxious air toward the open window of the carriage. Lady Morgan lifted
her perfumed handkerchief to her face. Just then she spotted a crossing sweeper running before a
wdll-dressed young gentleman whose good |ooks and groomed appearance set him apart from the
crowd. His back bent obsequioudly, the sweeper cleared aside the horse droppings and debris that
covered the pavement ahead of the man.

They reached the carriage and the crossing sweeper put out his mitten-covered hand for atip. By the
time the man had paid him, there was an urchin offering to open the carriage door for him. Hamish
Camphbd |l angrily dismissed him with awave. Hoisting himsdlf into the brougham, he took a seat opposite
Lady Morgan, dightly bresthless from hisbrisk walk.

"Why, we have become quite clandesting,”" he remarked as Lady Morgan offered him her lips. He
kissed her on the cheek instead and, flicking thetails of hisplaid frock coat clear of the seat, |eaned back
againg the cushioned upholstery.

"Clandestine? It is only married individuas or unchaperoned virginswho need be clandestine” Lady
Morgan retdiated. "No, I'm afraid we have become quite estranged. And that, my eusive friend, isn't
nearly asexciting.”

Hamish pulled off his cream kid gloves and rubbed his hands together in avain attempt to dleviae the
cold that had cramped hisfingers. He had been avoiding this encounter for aslong as he could; it was
only when Lady Morgan's manservant visited with a second request that he had acquiesced.

"Areyou feding neglected, Frances?'

"Fedling neglected? Why, | am neglected. I've had no escort for the past two operas, and I've had to
resort to becoming that tedious child bride's unofficial socia secretary. And, as we both know, the
husband isfar more fascinating. N'est-ce pas?"

Sensing atrap, Hamish remained silent. The confessions people threw carelesdy into such lapses of
conversation had always astounded him and he knew Lady Morgan hated silence amost as much as she
hated being ignored. He stared out of the window, painfully aware of her gaze, then felt her hand on his
knee.

"Y ou do understand?' she murmured softly.

Hamish noticed a smdl boy feeding the pigeons, accompanied by his uniformed nursemaid, and
thought of more innocent times.

"Frances, we have never been lovers.”

Floored by hisdirectness, Lady Morgan blushed, something she couldn't remember doing for years.
"No, but | thought . . . itwasimplied. . ."

"Therewas nothing implied."

She watched hisface closing against her and decided upon another tactic.

"My dear boy, you cannot imagine what joy it gives me just to have you sitting here by my sde. And
we have enjoyed such extraordinary conversations; | had hoped it would lead to greater intimacy . . ."

Hamish wasintensdy aware of the socia repercussions of incurring her wrath, and decided it would
bewiseto dlow her hand to linger on histhigh. Herecaived asmdl but not inggnificant stipend from
Lady Morgan, not to mention the advantageous introductions she facilitated. However, she was
renowned for her possessiveness—atrait Hamish had known about when he embarked upon hisoriginad



campaign. But some eventsin life could not be controlled or circumvented, even by the most ambitious of
men.

"l am Colond Huntington's assistant. Thejob isdemanding.”

"Indeed. So demanding that you cannot see mein the evenings, nor even visit Highfield Manor.”
"1 will hunt with you, if thet'swhat you wish."

"You know what | wish. But | understand. As | know well, Jamesis trés amusant.”

Hamish winced, asmadll tic gppearing under one eye.

"I want you back in my salon,” Lady Morgan said bluntly. "AsI've said many atime, | anan
understanding woman, probably one of the most forgiving in Mayfair. God forgive me my guilelessness.”

"Indeed, Frances, you are known for your good grace.”
Hamish couldn't keep the sarcasm from his voice. She decided to ignore the remark.

"But, my dear," she gave hisknee aplayful squeeze, "I think the red question iswhether the young
wifewould be so understanding. After dl, sheis one of those tiresome women who is foolish enough to
believe sheisin love with her husband.”

Hamish placed her hand back onto her own lap. "Madame, are you attempting to blackmail me?

Hisvoice, deceptively friendly, was in complete contrast to his query; atechnique he had observed in
his benefactress when she intended to disorient her enemies. Recognizing the mimicry, Lady Morgan
threw back her head and laughed. The boy was quick and could redly play the game, she
acknowledged, redlizing that it wasthis very trait that had attracted her to himin thefirst place. Now she
desired him more than ever.

"Would | bethat gauche? But | should warn you, there are some men who are like light white wine;
delicious as you drink, but, aas, soon evaporate from the palate. Then there are those rareindividuas
who resemble aregd claret: complex, full-bodied, perhaps difficult at first but completely seductiveina
way that can haunt one an entire lifetime. Be careful, my friend."

She caressed his cheek lightly, then opened the carriage door. The day and itstrividitiesrushedin, a
welcome reprieve for Hamish, who now only wished to be somewhere el se.

"| believe thereisatimein on€e's life when one becomes profoundly aware of one's own mortdity, and it
isat thisjuncture that one may enter a state of such mora dissolution that oneis capable of doing
anything or becoming anyone merely for the experience of sensation. In my case, the premature degth of
my mother ignited a desire for experience—to toy with degth, to lose mysdlf in pure sensation. And, my
friend, | did. It was Ssmply good fortune that | retained enough wit to record my experiences for
posterity. My adventures became my study and then my profession. However, at the age of forty-five, a
great sadness pardyzed me, the most extraordinary sense of futility pervading every action. | decided |
needed an heir, someone who would carry my lineage through future generations. | had tired of
short-term pleasures, of affairs, of masculine encounters. . ."

Here the Colonel fatered, causng Hamish to glance up from the oars.



They had hired aboat to row on the Serpentine—an innocent pastime for two friends on abreezy
Saturday afternoon. There was little one could do, out there in the open, surrounded by grassed parkland
that had begun to crackle with the approaching season. It had been the Colond's intention to talk about
very uninnocent thingsin an innocuous landscape, the landscape of his adolescence.

"It was a that point that | decided to get married,” he went on. "Lavinias youth attracted me. |
suppose | expected areguvenation of my own spirit, an infection of enthusiasm.”

"And did you?'

Hamish, watching aman on the bank tossing bread to a swan, held back his own nervousness. Such
restraint, he thought; if only he knew how restrained | am.

“Initidly, there was an excitement. She reminded mewhy | had sought meaning in human behavior
and cultures. But perhapsit isafutile exercise to categorize, to impose alogic upon the prima instincts of
Man."

"Phrenology isagenuine science, James. It isresearched, substantiated, asis anthropology.”

"Or arethey colored by Man'singdious need to define everything and everyone? We are changdlings,
my swest friend; evolving entities, not fixed by Nature.”

The Colonel paused again, the shadow of aweeping willow crossing hisface asthey floated past the
bank. Hamish thought he spied a pensiveness that softened the determined jaw. Then, quietly, the action
hidden within the confines of the rowboat, the Colondl reached across and took the younger man's hand
between hisown.

"l havetried to beresponsible,” he said.

The landscape seemed to exhal e before they spoke; the weight of their words brushing againgt lips,
the incrimination of implicit desire thickening the air. Hamish squeezed the Colond's hand, the dightest of
movements.

"Y ou cannot be what you are not."

"Ahh, but who am 17" The Colond's whispered reply was a question that required no answer.
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Los Angeles, 2002

The diner was popular with the Sunday crowd—fashionable young coupleswho lived at the foot of the
Hollywood hills. Dating from the 1930s, the restaurant was decorated with signed photographs of the
various celebrities who had eaten there. The waitresses, wearing gprons trimmed with whitefrills,
hovered around the glass-topped tables edged with silver chrome. Charlie Parker played out of an
old-fashioned coin-operated record booth in the corner, the robotic arm swinging over the vinyl to land in
the shining black groove and releasing avoice from over forty years before. Some tables had strollers
parked next to them, the bewildered babies marooned in them gazing wide-eyed at other children
perched on their parents laps, many screaming for attention. Filled with the scent of frying bacon
undercut by the aromaof maple syrup, the whole restaurant was dive with conversation and laughter.



Juliasat donein acorner booth, reviewing her research notes. Sheld goneto the diner after her
customary trek through Griffith Park. The diner was a place she used to frequent with Klaus and one
sheld only just plucked up enough courage to return to, determined to reclaim some of her territory. A
boy of about three, dressed in denim overalls and oversized sneakers, wandered up to the table; his eyes
wide with solemnness, he offered Juliaa sugar container. This could have been my son, she thought,
blinking back sudden tears.

The boy watched her with afascinated perplexity, wondering at the shifting expression on this strange
woman'sface. Before Juliahad a chance to take the sugar container, the child was swept off hisfeet and
carried away by his disgpproving mother.

"Jlig?"

Recognizing the voice, shelooked up. Carlastood in front of her table, looking almost as shocked as
Julia

"l wasjust dtting over there. . "
Juliafroze, too anxiousto look behind her in case Klauswas at the sametable.

". .. withmy father," Carlaexplained, sensing her gpprehension. "I was on my way to the restroom
when | saw you."

"What do you want, Carla?'

Carla, shifting nervoudy, put out her hand. It hung in the air, unspeskably smdl againgt the immensty
of the gesture.

"I heard about the miscarriage. Julia, | am so sorry.”

Juliawas speechless. She glanced at the exit; she could walk out, but she was still waiting for her
breskfast, and as the restaurant was crowded it would be impossible to leave quickly with any dignity.

"How dare you? Do you have any ideawhat you've done?' Julia's angry tone attracted the attention
of the people at the next table.

"Julig, | sweer if it could have been any other way—"

"Y ou expect meto believe that? Y ou have no notion about love or friendship. Now get out of my
sght.”

Carlawaked awvay. A moment later, Juliasaw her leave with her father.

"One serve of crispy bacon, two eggs sunny side up, hash browns with one side of pancakes.” The
waitress, indifferent to the lingering tensonintheair, in pigtails, bright pink lipstick, her teeth covered by
metal braces, noigly plonked the plate downin front of Julia "Enjoy."

Assheate, Juliatried to lose hersef in her research notes but found her mind wandering to Lavinia
Huntington. How had that young woman survived standing in the dock, listening to the accusation of
murder? Had sheloved her husband? Was it possible that James Huntington could have driven her to
murder? Suddenly furious with her own circumstances, Julia put down her fork, and after leaving money
onthetable, left thediner.



The magnetoencepha ography equipment covered the shorn heads of the nonidentica twinslike bizarre
space helmets. Wires ran down the back of their necks and into two computers that sat sde by sdein
the laboratory. The two men were watching alarge screen showing footage of one soldier killing another
with abayonet. They were separated by a partition so they could not be influenced by each other's
reactions.

Juliaand Gabriel studied two monitors, one for each man, showing amagnetic mapping of the regions
of the brain that were firing synapsesin response to the visud stimulli.

An arealit up on the left monitor. Gabrie leaned closer. "Subject B."
"His name's Ronald—Ronad Mack. His brother is Sammy,” Juliasaid.

"Y eah, whatever. Rondd'samygdaajust got al excited, suggesting he might be experiencing an
increasein fear and anxiety.”

"Nothing's regigering in Sammy’'s."
"Sammy's the ace commando, Rona d's behind the desk, right?

Julianodded. She pulled out the printouts of the brothers gene activity profiles; the specific gene she
had isolated was circled in red pen. Sure enough, Sammy's DNA showed high activity of aprevioudy
uncharacterized gene she was beginning to suspect was the gene function she was searching for. The
same gene showed adifferent activity profile on Ronad's chart—a clear indication that their individua
reaction to violence was geneticaly wired.

"Check this out—there's no variation in the MAOA expressed, which means. . .7

"It's definitely amutant gene function.”

"Exactly. And I've decided to chrigten it: ANG-1. ANG standing for anger.”

"So now we have aname for the Minotaur in the labyrinth but we still haven't actualy caught sight of

"That, my friend, may take months."
"| gtill suspect there's another factor involved, one we're not testing for yet.”

Juliaglanced at Gabrid, surprised by his confidence but sensing he might be right. Perhaps she had
underestimated him; he had the same focus sheld had at his age—the right kind of meticulous curiosity
and tenacity needed to make agood scientist. To her annoyance she suddenly saw him asaman, and an
attractive man, at that.

"Ah, but here's the paradox: are we hunting the Minotaur or isit hunting us?' he asked, theintensity in
hisvoiceintriguing her further.



"I know | may seem an unlikely candidate for scientific progress unlessit'sin the area of roboatics. . ."

The audience—a mixture of business delegates, scientists, and various industry
representatives—laughed uproarioudly. The Candidate, famous for playing an android in ablockbuster
action filmin the late twentieth century, laughed with them, his squared jaw wide, teeth glinting
unnaturdly.

"Oh please," Juliamurmured sarcagticaly to Andrew, who looked particularly resplendent in a Gucci
suit held obviously purchased for the occasion.

"Givethe guy some respect, hesademigod.” Applauding enthusiasticdly, Andrew's gaze never |eft
the stage.

Isolated in her cynicism, Juliaglanced back at the Candidate, thoroughly unamused by the
sycophantic display of hero worship. The conference hal was festooned with banners advertisng
Xandox's company logo—a double helix composed of glittery slver arrows—and posters of the
Candidate. The giant pharmaceutical company had staged the event in an attempt to seduce the
government into passing legidation that alowed contentious research, such as sem-cedll and genetic
manipulation, under the guise of promoting working relationships between commerce, politics, and
science.

"| believe that with sensible and faith-sensitive legidation, we can see this sate leading theworld in
thisrevolutionary and exciting fidd. Scienceisbig business | am big business!”

The crowd erupted again, swept up by the Candidate's rhetoric. Even Juliahad to admit he had a gift
for infecting everyone with his cdebrity, asif by supporting him onewasingtantly €l evated from the
bandity of everyday life and propelled into apardld glamorous universe—fame by proximity.

"So |l wantyou guys. . ."
You guys—thereit was again, she thought, the insidious suggestion of the personal.

"...toloosen your ties, drink as many margaritas as you can—after al, Xandox ispaying . . ."
(Another big laugh here)) . . . talk business to each other, make deals—let's put Cdifornia.on the map

agan!”

The Candidate waved, then was swiftly escorted from the podium by four squat, muscular
bodyguards.

The two geneticists pushed their way through the crowd to awaiter. Grabbing two margaritas, Julia
handed one to Andrew.

"Wheat the hell isfaith-sengtive legidation?" she asked.

"Stem-cell research, swestie, it's the next ticking clock. The President wants the industry to use adult
gem cdlsonly, or embryonic stem cellsthat are dready in storage.”

"There are problemswith that."

"Sure, but the guy's got the pro-lifers breathing down his neck. Hey, as we know, the path of
progressislittered with bioethica potholes.”

Andrew scanned the crowd, looking for the right industry representative to lobby. Unlike Julia, he
was good a working the room. Watching his face alight with enthusiasm made her fed guilty. Juliaknew
she should be doing the same. Events like these were inva uable opportunities to canvass for more



funding; she couldn't remember ever witnessing this many power brokers together in the same room.
"Jesus Chrigt, isthat Professor Bedelmayer over there?' Andrew whistled in awe.

A towering figurein his early eighties, Bedemayer was universadly feared. Presdent and co-owner of
Xandox, he'd studied aongside Crick and Watson at Cambridge in the 1950s, and held an MBS
(Harvard) and aPhD (MIT). He was one of the few men in the States who had the influence to
completely bury aresearch venture or kick-start it with full funding. In short, he was considered adeity.

Julia swung around and tried not to stare. She had only seen the man once before—on the front cover
of Forbes magazine.

Andrew took abig swig of hismargarita. "Okay, so he's at the top of my dance card, followed by . .
" He shamelesdy rotated 360 degrees, then reversed 30. "Sony over there—they have adivison | want
to get sponsorship from. | have an idea about nanotechnology being able to speed up detection
processes. What about you? Girl, you have to get out there and mingle. Besides, you're the only one here
withlegs”

Reductantly, Julia surveyed the smal clusters of businessmen, then noticed a short man striding toward
her.

"Damn, I've been spotted.”
"Who?'
"Starboard. Some rep from Xandox, | owe him acal. Cover mewhilel losehim.”

Andrew glanced at the man who was now about twenty yards away. "Heisrather attractivein a
bearish kind of way."

"Please, Andrew."
"Just remember, you owe me, big time. Now vanish.”

Andrew moved in front of her and smiled in an overtly sexua manner a the representative, who,
confounded, stopped in histracks. Juliadisappeared into the crowd, weaving her way to the other sde
of the hdl, glassin hand. Someone grabbed her arm.

"Professor JuliaHuntington?? I've been looking for you."
A bullish man in chinos and an expensive Raph Lauren suede jacket cornered her.
"Jonathan Jenkins" Juliasaid. "A dubious pleasure.”

Jenkins was the head of the claims division of an insurance company for whom Julia had once written
areport on DNA and its uses in insurance claims—something she'd regretted ever since.

"l can livewith that," Jenkinssaid. "I hear you've landed avery interesting commission for the Defense
Department.”

"Y ou insure the army now?" Julia replied deadpan. Jenkins broke into unconvincing laughter.

Cornered, Julia scanned the crowd—and thought she sighted an escape route. A manin his
mid-thirties, sun-tanned, standing by himsdf near adrinkstable, smiled at her. Juliaautomaticaly smiled
back, even though she didn't recognize him.

"I need to circulate," she said. "Y ou know how it is at these events.”



As she stepped away, Jonathan Jenkins grabbed her arm—tightly. "Don't be such a party pooper,” he
hissed.

"Hey, Julia, we have a conference call a nine," the sun-tanned man called out as he strode toward
them. Hewaswell built, his casud clothes hiding abody that |ooked threateningly muscular, and there
was avigor about his movements that suggested to Julia he could possibly be military. Now closer, Julia
could see that the attractive symmetry of hisface was muted by anose that looked asif it might have
been broken once.

He glanced at hiswatch. "That would be right about now." He put his hand firmly on Jenkinss
shoulder. "Now, if you would just let go of the lady.”

Reuctantly, the insurance representative released Julia. " Sure, can't keep businesswaiting,” he said,
and turned to face Julia, the threat transparent in his countenance. "Well be tracking your progress,
Professor.”

Juliawatched him vanish behind the suits.
"I'd thank you," she said, "except | don't know you. Or do 1?7
"Not yet, but relax, I'm on your sde.”

Therewasan air of quiet intensity about him, afeding of self-containment. Julia.gleaned he wasntt
entirdly comfortable in crowds.

"And it's an honor, Professor Huntington, to have rescued you from some B-grade gorillain achegp
auit. I'm assuming he wasn't the boyfriend, right?" In that same moment he noticed her wedding ring.
"Oops, sorry, you must think I'm acompulsiveflirter. | didn't seethering.”

"I'm separated . . . recently.”
"My condolences."
"Accepted.”

He smiled, his blue eyes crinkling up againgt the tan, and Juliaredized, to her intenseirritation, that
shefound him attractive. She waked away and took refuge behind a huge fern. He followed.

"Can wetak about your research? | believe | have some information that could prove very ussful.”
"Which particular research? My laboratory coversalot of aress.”

Hisrelaxed attitude disappeared in an ingtant. He took her arm. "Hey, I'm risking my neck just talking
to you, and | haven't got much time, so if you cut the bullshit, I'll cut the bullshit. This report for the
DOD—it'sgoing to affect alot of people. A lot of people | care about. Can't we at least Sit down and
trade information?"

"Who are you? Military?'

"Kind of "

"How do | even know you're U.S. military?’

He pulled out acard and held it up. Sheread it quickly before he dipped it back into his pocket.
"Okay, so you're Delta, but that 1D is obsolete.”

"Y ou know your protocol."



"l haveto."
"l was court-martiaded at the end of last year, for my involvement in Brazil "
"Y ou know about the incident in Brazil ?"

Astwo men wandered past, Julials companion brokeinto a Bronx accent. "That'saredly brilliant
way of mapping gene clusters—maybe | can incorporate that into my ownwork . . ."

The men disappeared through the exit door. Juliaturned back to her mysterious cohort.
"You redly have reed my work."

"Yeah, and | know my aphabet too. It'svitd wetak."

"How do | know whether | can trust you?"

"You don't."

"Do you have a phone number?"

"Dontworry, I'll find you."

On the other side of the hall, Gabriel stepped tentatively into the auditorium. He was dressed in abrand
new Hugo Boss suit. He'd bought it on credit; it wasthefirst suit he'd ever owned and the formality of the
outfit made him fed salf-conscious—gauche even. Horribly aware of being the youngest there, Gabriel
touched the invitation in his suit pocket to reassure himsalf. Xandox was his college sponsor.

A femde rep hanging around the entrance scanned his nametag. She spoke briefly into acell phone
then gpproached him.

"Gabrid Menda os? Welcome. The head of the Cdifornian divison is very keen to meet you."
"Heis?I didn't think he even knew of my existence."

"Of course| do." A long-haired friendly-looking man in his late twenties, wearing a T-shirt printed
with a cartoon of feuding microbes, put out his hand. "Wetrack al our prodigies, after dl, you are our
future. Matt Leman.”

Gabriel shook his hand, embarrassed at being overdressed.

Taking hisarm, Matt Leman led him to the bar and, without asking his age, handed him amargarita.
Gabrid, spping the drink, gazed around: some of the faces he recognized from science magazines and
pharmaceutica brochures.

"Congratul ations on the new laboratory position by the way." Leman dapped him on the back.
"Y ou know about that?'

"Likel said, weliketo track our investments. Professor Huntington isthetop in her field. Y ou'll have
access to the best research going.”

"I know, that'swhy | pursued the position.”

"She got lucky, you're going to be the best, too, soon.”

“I'monly inmy first year."

"Vigon, Gabridl. Y ou've got genius; you just need the discipline and vision to take you there.”



"Redlly?' Gabridl's eyes narrowed; no one had ever called him a genius before. He knew he had
ambition but he was aware that he lacked the flare of original thinking extraordinary research
required—the kind of origind thinking Juliawas famousfor. "Y eah, that'sall great hypotheticaly but it'sa
cut-throat arena—just look at al these guystotaly stoked, dl wanting to beimmortalized for the next
magor breakthrough.”

"All the more reason to keep your eyes and ears wide open. Trust me, you'rein theright lab, your . . .
mentor, she doesn't know what she's Sitting on half the time, but aguy like you—young, hungry, with a
cutting-edge commercia senshbility, | just know you'll be doing the right thing at the right time. Ligten, if
there's anything that's coming in—you know, results you want to brainstorm independently, ring me. |
know Xandox would redlly appreciate the on-going rapport.”

Half-gppalled and haf-intrigued Gabriel watched as Matt Leman dipped his card into his breast
pocket. "Now, isthere anyone here you'd redlly like to meet?' The executive put hisarm around
Gabrid's shoulders and swung him back toward the reception room. Gabriel looked around; amanin his
elghties stood beside the podium, towering over the men around him with asuperciliousar of power.
Gabriel knew who hewasimmediately.

"Theareal'minterested in is biology and genetics. Take greenhouse, for example—why can't we
bioengineer atreethat's genetically manipulated to absorb large quantities of carbon dioxide? I'm telling
you, theréds money in greenhouse.”

"What did you say your name was, kid?"

Julig, recognizing thefirst voice, looked over to the podium, where she was amazed to see Gabridl
conversing with Professor Marvin Bedelmayer as casudly asif he were hisrecruitment officer.

By the time she swung back to her companion, he had completely disappeared. Confused, she
glanced around. There was no sign of him. Who was he? Obviously some disgruntled ex-Delta Force
guy, but why cometo her? Even if she did locate the mutant gene function, how did he think it was going
to affect him and hisfriends?

Julialooked at the other delegates—they seemed obliviousto her encounter. For one bizarre second,
she wondered whether the man had been a manifestation of her own imagination. Just then Gabriel's
voicetraveled acrossthe hall again, bresking into her thoughts. Determined to prevent what she
perceived as professiona suicide, she marched toward the podium.

Gabrid caught sght of her. "Oh, here comes my Ph.D. advisor, Professor Huntington."

Bedemayer wiped athin sheen of sweat from hisface with alarge handkerchief. He was grosdy
overweight and the temperature of the room was affecting him. He peered a Gabriel, awry grin playing
over histhick lips. "Y ou look mighty young for aPh.D., son."

"I'maprodigy, Sr." Gabrid turned to Julia. "Professor, | wasjust telling Professor Bedelmayer here
about how | intend to work for Xandox—after my doctorate's finished, of course.”

People had begun to turn and stare. Blushing furioudly, Juliafaced Beddmayer. "I'm terribly sorry,
Professor Bedelmayer."

"What for? The boy's got chutzpah. Besides, he'sthe only one here that's had the ballsto come up
and talk to me. He's been telling me someinteresting things. Hey, kid, when you come into Xandox for
the job interview—say, in five years time—you make sure you bring that genetically engineered tree,
okay?"

The onlookers broke into laughter. Gabriel, suddenly humiliated, struggled with his embarrassment.



"I'll dothat, Sir."

Julia placed her hand on Gabrid's shoulder. "Gabrid, I'll see you outsde.”
"BU"

“"Now!"

Gabrid disappeared toward the door. Juliaturned back to Bedel-mayer.
"Jia—"

"Huntington. | know. Interesting area—genetics and violence.”

He watched her, one thumb in apocket, hisarm rested across his huge stomach. Benegath the benign
gppearance shimmered absolute power. Juliafet hersalf suddenly trembling.

"Excuseme, Sr. | should go find my precocious assistant.”

44

Gabriel was standing outside the building, esting an orange from one of those packing-box stalls
constructed by an innovative Mexican; a hopeful outpost beside atraffic light. Juliahad never bought
anything from those standsin her life. Trying not to show her disapproval, she strode over to Gabrid. The
gdlholder, adiminutive man of about fifty, hisface amap of sun and poverty, his clothes ill dusty from
the drive across the border, sat on an upside-down milk crate, asmall portable radio filling the air around
him with tinny Mexican pop serenades, voices from awhole other world.

The vendor looked critically at Juliathen back at Gabrid. " Tu novia esta bonita, pero es muy vigja,
hombre. (Y our girlfriend's pretty, but she'sold, man.)"

Gabrid grinned, knowing that Juliadidn't understand aword.

"S! Pero como yo lo veo las mujeres son como el vino, entre mas viejo mejor (Y eah, but good
women are like agood wine, they both get better with age),” he replied.

Both men broke into laughter, which infuriated Julia as she sensed the joke was about her.
"Gabrid, you had no right turning up at an event like that. How did you get in anyway?"

"Actudly, | wasinvited. | was sponsored by Xandox, remember?’ He plucked another orange from
the stall and threw it to her. "Here, have an orange. What's the big drama? Bedelmayer liked me, plusit
just might inspire him to throw some more money your way." Helooked down at histrousers
thoughtfully. "Did | overdress?"

He lifted one trouser leg and Julia saw that he was wearing lime-green socks. He grinned.

"l figured I'd never getininmy jeans," hewent on. "1 heard arumor Bill Gates might be there. Maybe
if wego back in, I could find him and tell him about my computer modeling idea?"

"No! Now, do you need aride home?'

"Mwm"



"Isthat ayesor ano?'

"Well, yesin that I'm not really into the one and a half hour ride back on thebus, and noasindol
redlly want to St next to a pissy woman for an hour? Admit it, you're angry.”

"Furious. But don't despair, with that kind of audacity I'll probably be knocking on your door in about
ten years time asking you for ajob."

"Probably," he replied straight-faced asthey reached her car.

Juliaclicked the doors open. "Get in, brat!"

"Only if you promiseto stop off for adrink with meinthisredly cool Latino bar | know."
"Absolutely not."

A Mexican flag was draped above the bar, framed by photographs of famous footballers—Oscar Perez,
Rafael Garcia, and Manud Vidrio. At the gpex of thisrainbow of athletic celebrity hung agarish painting
of Jesus Chrigt with the traditional bleeding heart and crown of thorns, beneath him the Gaudal upe
Madonna hovered in crimson and blue, faintly reminiscent of the reproductive organs of some bizarre
fruit.

A smdl TV to theleft played afootbal game, the commentary in Spanish, while on the other side of
the bar, surrounded by tables and chairs, aguitarist was busy seiting up for the night on atiny stage which
wasredly aglorified corner.

"He'sthe best," Gabrid said, "you should hear him. Angels spesk from hisfingers.”

"l hadn't figured you for a poet.”

"Yeah wdl, babe, I'm full of surprises. What would you like?"

"Ligten, I'm buying okay? | figure the chances of being arrested will be considerably lessthat way."
"Inthat case I'll have avodka martini, no olives and as dry asthe desert.”

Juliaordered the drinks. Behind them the guitarist started to play—an exquisite flamenco that spunin
cool flurries around the snatches of Spanish he murmured into the microphone.

The bar, about the size of an average lounge room, began to fill with patrons: agroup of |aborers,
boots till dusty; afternoon office workersin suits, acouple of art sudents. There was even afirefighter,
gill in uniform, who sat quietly down, placing his hemet below the small glass-topped table. Mogt of the
crowd were Latino.

"How do you know about this place?’ Juliasaid.

"My father brought me here once. He taught me the art of listening, whereas Mom taught methe art
of not ligening."

Shelaughed, trying not to react to how handsome he looked in the half-light. He nodded to a pretty
young barmaid who smiled back seductively. Noticing the flirtation, Juliawondered how much
experience held actudly had with women.

"Naomi doestak alot,” shesaid.
"Mogt of it rubbish. | love my mother but | don't think she's the most emotionaly evolved cregture.”
"That's harsh. How is Jos&?'



"You remember him?'

"Sure. | knew your parents when they were first married. He wasredl fiery back then. Actualy he
wasalittle scary.”

"Hejust bdlievesin principles. He's had to fight for everything he has. Everything. That generation had
to. It'sdifferent now. Now it's cool to be Latino. Mom hates him. She thinks he sold her out; did the
usua malething, traded up for ayounger woman."

"And didn't he?'

"Mom let hersdf go. She gave up on hersdlf and the marriage long before José left her. Anyhow, if
that'strue, how come younger men like older women?"

"They do? That's newsto me."

"l do."

Julialaughed, then wondered if he wasflirting with her.

"Gabrid, you're nineteen. A twenty-two-year-old would be an older woman to you.”

Again, hefdt hisfingersitching for acigarette. He glanced away. Sheredly had no idea how
condescending she was, or who he was. He decided to take arisk.

"Ageisirrdevant," hesad. "What'simportant is the intengty with which we experiencelife. So many
of my older friends have switched off that intengity. It'slike their expectations of their environment, their
relaionships, their jobs, even the way they see, has begun to limit their actua experience of those things.
They stop seeing, stop becoming excited. So they stop learning. Does this make them more adult than
me? Look at Einstein—he was as curious and as excited as a child until he died.”

Julia searched his face thoughtfully, wondering if the intensity he was talking about was youth or an
imaginative zest for knowledge thet, in most people, got blunted by caution. Did it matter? Just hearing
him made her nostdgic for her younger sdif.

" Sometimes things happen that make you lose your faith.”
"Isthat what happened to you?'

"Hey, I'm ill excited by my work—more than excited, profoundly inspired—but I'm aredist now.
And that'samuch harder thing to be. It means you're responsible for everything—luck, hope, belief.”

Gabrid gtared a Julia, noticing for thefirst time that her lower lip wasfuller than the upper. If it hadn't
been for the watching barmaid—an exgirlfriend—he would have kissed her. Instead, he dipped hishand
across the table and touched her, atentative curl of hisfinger againg her skin.

"Y ou haveto leave alittle room for spontaneity.”

Startled by the undeniable trickle of desirethat had started to creep across her palm, Juliapulled her
hand away.

"l should get you home."

They stepped out onto the pavement. Dusk had settled over Silver Lake. They had aview down a
canyon populated by aforest of dwellings, dl idiosyncratic in their design—1920s mansions, Cdifornia
bungaows, 1970s apartment blocks. At timeslikethis, Los Angeles reminded Juliabizarrely of the hills

of Tuscany.



Gabrid dipped hishand around her waist, an awvkward movement that |eft her momentarily
unguarded, then pulled her into an embrace, his mouth searching for her lips. There was no ambiguity
now as she found hersdf enveloped by his soft hair faling over her face, the tequilathumping in her head.
And, to her amazement and shock, she opened for him, felt that ingtinctive rush of longing, hislust
powerful enough to trigger her own. His erection hard againg histrousers, ingstent as he pressed himsdlf
againg her; his hands everywhere, in her hair, under her blouse, reaching for her breasts; the beauty of
him, histongue, lips, his skin ridiculoudy soft, awondrous contrast to the muscularity of historso.

Julids body was thrown violently into memory, this sweetness of lugt, of being wanted, of wanting.
But as sheran her fingers down his body, she found his hips absurdly dight beneeth her hands, hisskin
too smooth. She closed her eyes and tried to lose herself. But couldn't. Thiswas not her husband, the
familiarity of hisbulk, of his scent. There was a desperate edge of nervousness to Gabridl's embrace that
was dl wrong. She pushed him away.

"We can't."
"Why not?'
"It would be exploitetive.”

Lost for an answer hetried to kiss her again, but she turned her face away and he missed, his mouth
awkwardly clashing against her cheekbone.

"Julig, I'm not achild and you couldn't corrupt meif you tried.”
But she was dready walking toward the car.

45

Mayfair, 1861

The church filled with the pealing of bells. Knedling, Lavinialooked up at the crucifix and wondered at
thelives of the saints. did they experience corporeal passions? She remembered thetrias of Saint
Anthony in the desert, and Jesus's temptations in the wilderness, but what of the femade saints? A large
sk bonnet suddenly blocked her view.

"Arethere sparks crackling behind me?' Lady Frances M organ whispered theatricdly. "For | am sure
| am about to be struck down."

"Lady Morgan?' Laviniaglanced around; the priest was speaking to a parishioner on the far side of
the church.

The doweger clattered her way aong the pew to St next to Lavinia. The priest—young, recently
appointed, and well formed—hurried past. Lady Morgan arched her neck as her gaze followed his

progress.

"l am so pleased the Protestants don't demand that their clerics practice celibacy. It seems such an
unnatura restriction upon aman, even aholy one" Sheturnedto Lavinia "l should imagineitisto do
with the notion of dedication. One sacrifices dl for the worship of God. Sacrificeisaterriblething. | don't
believeinit, nor in martyrdom. We only live once, my dear. Thereis no redemption in suffering. Now, |



believe agroll down Regent Street isrequired. Thereis nothing like the purchase of something frivolous
to counteract an attack of religious fervor."

"l have my man with me."

"He can follow with the phaeton. The wind has blown the stench of the river away from the city and I,
for one, need to oust the cobwebs from my bones."

They stepped outside, where Aloysius was waiting beside the carriage, his cap tipped back, his eyes
closed as he turned to the sun before another cloud obscured it, his countenance luminescent initspae
beaty.

Lavinia coughed politely. But Lady Morgan had aready observed a subtle shift in the young woman's
poise. Taking Laviniasarm, she propelled her gently down the street. "We realy must find you an
occupation—charity work perhaps?' she announced, glancing back at the coachman who was now
swinging himself up to the carriage. "And quickly,” she concluded.

Laviniawas perplexed. What had the aristocrat observed that she, herself, was unconscious of ?

"Trust me, my dear,” Lady Morgan continued, "thereis nothing more joyful than being exempt from
the marrying game, the race to land arich husband. Because, my dear friend, asthe weaker sex, that is
what we are dl driven to: to seek the shelter and support of the male. And what afeckless sex we are.
Economics drives the world, not the ridiculous notions of passionate love the novelists and poets peddie
to us. | wasindeed blessed by the benevolence of my late husband, for his premature passing allowed me
to discover my vocation.”

"Y our vocation, Lady Morgan?' Laviniaventured, wondering what that might be, other thanto act as
catdyst for the scandals of Mayfair.

"It ismen and the study of them, to put it bluntly. And | have not regretted a second of it, no matter
what that lewd scanda sheet Punch might insinuate. For, you see, widows have amora duty to enjoy all
the pleasures |long-suffering wives are denied.”

Laviniaglanced back at Aloysiusdriving aongside them, Stting up on the phagton seat and oblivious
to their conversation. Lady Morgan's carriage followed behind, flamboyantly embellished with her late
husband's family crest and a pattern of fleurs-de-lis.

"|sthat how you perceive me—as along-suffering wife, Lady Morgan?

"My dear, you are the very archetype. And that is precisaly why | am telling you that we women must
not allow the peccadilloes of our hushands to oppress us.”

Taking careto hide the distress that suddenly gripped her, Laviniaturned away to admire amilliner's
window display.

"The Colond was, arguably, the most accomplished of my sdon. Heisan extraordinary individud,
Lavinia"

The young woman gtarted, for it was the first time Lady Morgan had used her Chrigtian name. It led
her to believe the aristocrat was, for once, speaking entirely without irony.

"And extraordinary individuas have extraordinary infatuations,” Lady Morgan went on, "as| have
recently experienced mysdlf. | am losing someone very dear to me, just asyou are. Mr. Hamish
Campbell ismy touchstone of youth; he wasto be my last indulgence. But | find now, to my greet
chagrin, that | cannot do without him." She took Laviniasarm. "So now you know: even the most cynical
of ushave our follies™



The phaeton pulled away from Hanover Square and made for St. James's Square. Although there was
dill afaint chill in the breeze, it was evident to Laviniathat summer had arrived. The streetswere full of
coupleswaking arm in arm. Laviniaenvioudy watched aman and hiswife promenading: the
synchronicity of their stride indicated a seasoned knowledge of each other, the ease of trugt, she thought.
The husband was portly in tails and atop hét, his brocade and satin waistcoat gleaming like the breast of
apunchy cockerd, hiswife fluttering beside him.

A few yards on, ayoung clerk skipped around a couple of girls, both skittish in striped damask. The
young man's antics drove the girlsto laughter, and they fled their pursuer, their ringlets bouncing. A
watching rat catcher, histraps hanging from his belt, lounged againgt alamppogt, pipein hand, while his
terrier sngpped at the passing girls.

Courtship was everywhere; even the pigeons nesting precariously on the ledges of the soot-blackened
buildings seemed to be elther engaged in the act of fornication or in contemplation of it.

And what of my marriage, Laviniawondered, isit just a pretense? A sham union? Wheat right did her
husband have to banish her from his study and his bed?

Was Lady Morgan insnuating that James and Hamish Campbell were lovers? Horrified, Lavinia
contemplated the possibility. She had hoped the encounter with Polly Kirkshore was an abnormality, a
weakness for the exotic in which her husband indulged occasiondly, an indulgence that would not destroy
their marriage. The notion was barely tolerable, but she had found alogic within hersalf to accept such
behavior. But if Jamess friendship with Hamish Campbell wasthat of an intimate nature—she
remembered how Hamish Campbell had looked when the Colond complimented him. She knew that
sensation, that excitement at having won arare tribute. Was James redlly capable of such abetraya?

The breeze lifted amass of dead leaves, discarded newspapers, chicken feathers, and an abandoned
child's bonnet blackened with horse manure; the mediey whisked down the cobblestoned road like a
whirling dervish. Watching, Laviniacould only think of this spinning confusion as hersdf.

Prospero'sface, lit by the gasfootlights, was instantly transformed into awizard's head of shadow as he
lurched toward Caliban to grasp a handful of the half-man, haf-beast's matted hair.

"Abhorred slave," the actor's voice rumbled across the stage.
"Which any print of goodness wilt not take,

Being capable of all ill! | pitied thee,

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour
Onething or other: when thou didst not, savage,

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble like

A thing most brutish, | endow'd thy purposes

With words that made them known. But thy vile race,
Though thou didst learn, had that in't which good natures
Could not abide to be with; therefore wast thou
Deservedly confined into this rock,

Who hadst deserved more than a prison.”



Cdiban reded blindly under Progpero's hand, and for amoment Laviniafelt agreat rush of empathy
for the ragged creature, here depicted as a primitive man, amanifestation of primal emotions unfettered
and unchecked. Cdliban cannot help himsdf, she suddenly redized, heisthe victim of his mother's
polluted seed. It was an epiphany that depressed her grestly.

Cdliban, agreat mane of hair hanging down his naked torso, whirled violently, like a Minotaur
cornered in alabyrinth of hisown making, yet he could not reach Prospero.

"You taught me language; and my profit on't
Is, I know how to curse. The red plaguerid you,
For learning me your language!"

Was thiswhat was meant by “the noble savage'? Laviniawondered, thinking on the Bakairi and what
complexity her husband might have inadvertently brought to their pristine world.

Laviniawas distracted by arustling from the box next to them, which had been empty at the beginning
of the play—conspicuoudy o, as thiswas the opening night at the Strand Thestre and the famous
thespian Charles Kean was playing Caliban. Peering into the semi-darkness, Laviniarecognized the box's
recent arrival as Lord Arthur Clinton—Hamish Campbel | had pointed him out to her at the ball so many
weeks before. But who was the young woman sitting on his far sde? She wore adark blue velvet gown
with an elaborate collar of diamonds and pearls, one languid hand draped over the edge of the balcony.
Asthe woman leaned forward to gain a better view of Kean, Laviniarecognized her: Polly Kirkshore,

Laviniaglanced sdeways at her husband watching the performance through opera glasses.
"Don't you know her?" she whispered, indicating the couple.

A dartled expression crossed the Colond's face for amoment, before he collected himsdlf.
"Don't be absurd. | barely know Lord Clinton."

Lifting the operaglasses, he turned back to the stage.

The foyer was crowded. Its walls were hung with red velvet and large gold chanddliers dripped candle
wax onto the milling spectators below. The Huntingtons stood pressed against the gilded banigter, the
Colonel searching the facesfor the possibility of advantageous commercia encounters.

Staring down into the throng, Laviniacaught sight of Polly Kirkshore as he pushed hisway toward the
ladies parlor. His coiffure and shoulders stood out among the surrounding women. Lavinia observed that
the transvestite's grest deceit lay in the confidence with which he moved, completely a easein the socia
milieu. Helooked like any wedthy debutante, perhaps alittle tal, perhaps dightly ungainly in thefeet and
hands, but if one had any doubts they would surdly be dismissed by the natura arrogance of his carriage.

"I must reacquaint mysdlf with afriend,” Laviniatold her husband.
"Bequick." The Colond turned back to the crowd.

Theladies parlor was alarge low-cellinged chamber, itswallslined with mirrors. Uniformed maids
stood beside arack of steaming face towels, while a ssamstress, knedling, mended atear in awoman's
skirt. Severd women reclined on chaiseslongues, fanning themselvesfurioudy. Polly Kirkshore sat at a
dressing table, fadgtidioudy regpplying rouge to his cheeks and lips. The youthfulness of hisskin and his
impeccable grooming made him a personification of feminine beauty—something many of those present,
al ignorant of histrue sex, aspired to.



Laviniasat on astool behind him and caught hiseyein themirror.

"| suspected it was you in the next box. How isthe Colond?' Polly Kirkshore lowered hisrouge.
"He doesn't know you."

A very dight vulnerability ran acrossthe transvestite's face.

"They never do. | suppose hewill not know mein thefoyer ether.”

"Do you think my husband could love me or any of my sex asaman should love awoman?' Lavinids
voice was barely awhisper.

"I believe we are not fixed beings but creatures whose affections lie beyond the dictates of Society.
Besdes, my friend, there are many loves, therefore he must love you in his own particular manner. But
you haven't sought me out for this question aone?"

He applied paint to abeauty mole just below hiseye. His green irises and painted eyelids reminded
Laviniaof an Egyptian goddess, his beauty amplified by the studied ruse.

"Y ou asked me whether | had an elder sister or amother in London,” she replied softly.
"It was nothing, merely aremarkable resemblance.”

"Butif I did. .. haveamother. . ."

"If you did, | am not convinced you would want to claim thiswoman.”

Lavinialeaned closer to avoid being overheard. Some intuition told her to trust the youth. "'l havea
whispering box—a smple ornament they gave me after they told me she had died. For years| have
spoken into thisbox, to amother | imagined would embody al of the qudities one would wantin a
parent. Now | have discovered that | have lived my lifeinimagined projections. | no longer wish to be so
credulous.”

Without turning from the mirror, Polly Kirkshore reached into hisjeweled purse and pulled out asmall
pencil. Turning histheater program over, he scribbled down aname and an address.

"I know her only as Meredith. She would be about forty years of age. | believe shewas originaly
from Anascaul.”

Pally, watching her amazed face through the looking glass, dipped the paper scrap into Lavinias
hand.

The bl rang for the next act. With no more to say, the two rose.
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Aloysius opened the carriage door. As he helped Laviniadown, he held her gloved hand longer than
necessary.

"Pardon the impudence, madam, but another letter has arrived from my brother and | was wondering
whether you had thetime. . ." Hisvoicetrailed off as his courage failed him.



Lavinia, distracted by the events of the evening, had entirely forgotten his presence.
"Of course, come to my study once you have seen to the horses. No one will be about at thistime.”

She smiled sadly, leaving the coachman wondering about her happiness.

"The tenth of May, in the year of our Lord eighteen sixty-one.

It was a week ago, brother, that the bugle call took us into battle, the first real engagement in
over two months. The Union was to storm Camp Jackson, outside of the Confederate city of S.
Louis, and there was much civil disorder. | had not slept the night before, knowing that the
infantry would be the first to face the muskets and bayonets of the enemy. We Irish had armed
ourselves with prayer, hardtack, and some good whiskey a rogue foraged from the other side, but
there was not a man amongst us who did not feel fear in that terrible silence as we waited for the
order.

As for the fighting itself, Aloysius, | am beginning to believe there are fellow soldiers who feel
a horrible excitement at killing. | have seen them slaughter the enemy asif he were less than a
hog. | am not one of them. It is only the loss of a comrade that can madden me enough to treat
the dead like wood and the living like animals. There is no joy in bayoneting another man, be he
Confederate or otherwise. It wasterrible. A quarter of our platoon was slaughtered by musket
fire, and many will die later under the sawbone's knife, but we have secured the camp.

Now thereisrioting in &. Louisitself. The Union isthe invader here, not the liberator, and |
see the hatred in the faces of both men and children. Ireland is as distant as the night stars.

| am glad to hear of your employment and that you have not gone the way of many a young
Irishman in a city not renowned for its hospitality. | trust that you have remained a good Catholic
and ask you to remember mein your prayers.

In great affection, your brother Seamus.”

Laviniafolded the letter and pushed it across the desk toward Aloysius, who stood with his back to
the fireplace, his hessian shirt tucked into hisriding trousers. Picking the paper up awkwardly, hehiditin
a pocket.

"Thank you, madam. | would have asked Mr. Pooleto read it, except | have no desire to confirm his
prejudices about the uneducated Irish.”

"Indeed, he isawithered stick of a man who worships nothing but the starch in my husband's collars.”
"Asfor the housekeeper . . ."
"Pray havenoinhibitionsfor my sske."

"Well, they say she has the second sight, which speaks through her gout-ridden knee. If | wereyou,
madam, I'd be careful .

They laughed, the congtraints between them vanishing momentarily. Laviniarose and waked toward
an octagonal cellaret; opening the lid, she took out a decanter of sherry and two glasses.

"Not for me, madam. | should get back to the stables.”



She poured two glasses anyway .
"I'm sure the horses can wait."

Handing the crystd glassto Aloysius, shetook asip hersdf, thankful for the soreading warmth that
briefly suspended any outside concerns.

Aloysius, amazed at the delicacy of the glass, held it up to the candle.
"Itisfor drinking, not for gazing at," Laviniasaid, amused.

The coachman, determined not to be considered vulgar through any haste to taste its contents, placed
the glass on the desk and, covering his embarrassment, picked up the stereograph sitting there. Turning it
sideways, hetried to see how it worked.

Laviniadipped astereoscopic card into the gadget, then held it up to hisface, enveloping himin her
perfume. Its scent disoriented him further.

"It isagtereograph, Aloysius,; theimages are made more vivid through the two photographs.”
"A wonder. | can seeasmdl bird suspended above the soldiers, itswings beeting the air.”

"The seriesison the CrimeaWar. The Colonel keeps them as amemento—the point of which
escapes me, as every night he dreams heis back there and wishesit were otherwise.”

Aloysius stared through the two lenses. It was asif he could smell the rotting flesh of the dead cart
horse that lay just beyond the trench, could fed the mud caking on his skin asit had on the young
soldiers. A terrible shame came over him as he redlized that the two infantrymen had quite likely been
killed and he was |ooking upon the faces of the dead. He did not care for the sensation. Placing the
machinefirmly back onto the table, he took alarge gulp of the sherry only to break into a coughing fit.

"Tell me about the friendships of men, Aloysius”

Startled by the question, he carefully placed the glass down again.

"I shdl try, madam, but | am not asocia creature mysdlf. Intruth, | prefer horsesto men.”
Laviniasmiled despite her growing apprehension. "Y ou drive my husband some nights, do you not?"

Aloysius, now seeing the stratagem she had embarked upon, deliberately emptied his face of any
judgment.

"Aye, madam."

"Is he often with Mr. Campbe 17"

"They vist the clubs and sometimes other houses.”
"What manner of houses?'

"l am not at liberty to say, but you should take comfort in that they are the same houses frequented by
most of Mayfair's married men.”

"Cold comfort. | havelost him, | fear." At which her whole demeanor collapsed. Near tears, she
looked down, painfully aware of her trembling hands.

Aloysius, flabbergasted at her sudden loss of composure, spontaneously reached acrossto take her
hands. Then he remembered his place and instead leaned over her with aclumsy grace.



"Na bidh ag caoineadh anois, na bidh ag cacineadh (Don't cry, please don't cry)," he whispered in
Gadlic, not knowing whether she would understand him or not. To his amazement, shelooked up a him
and replied in the same tongue.

"Nach mé an t-Ginseach caillte. (What afoal I've been.)"

"Theman dill lovesyou," hereplied, asdirectly asif she had been aweeping serving girl and he her
brother.

"Youthink?'

"l am sure," he answered, as unconvinced as the young woman before him.

Mama, | no longer know if you are alive or dead, but my imaginings have made a habit of you,
rendering you as substantial as the walls of this bedroom, sitting there listening to me patiently,
and now this habit has become an addiction. Ridiculous, really, to be comforted by whispering
into a plain wooden box, but perhaps that is the very nature of faith.

It isalmost day, and | have had the most fearful night. James quite abandoned me after the
theater, claiming he was to join a game of commerce at his club. He has not returned. The whole
night | have tortured myself by imagining him engaged in all manner of debauchery. Now my
anger has become resignation. | till love him, but | do not want to live in a marriage without
affection. Can | win him back? Could | ever forgive him? | know | cannot live without
him—without hislove or approval. Tell me, Mama, what does a wife do in such circumstances?

Lavinia crouched at the window, the whispering box open on the sill. Every one of her muscles had
become gnarled wood; exhaustion gripped her as the house seemed to inhale and exhde with the
growing dawn.

The sound of gpproaching wheels on the street below brought her to her feet. A hansom cab pulled
up to the curb and a coachman leapt down and opened the door. The Colonel stepped out. Even from
this height, Lavinia could see his face looked worn and haggard, asif he had not dept.

Stamping the ground, the coachman turned his back on the cab, hugging himself in an effort to keep
the cold from his bones. There was something deliberate about his movement that caught Lavinias
attention.

Hamish Campbell emerged from the coach, coatless, his shirt rumpled, his collar collapsed, hiscolor
ashigh asif he were intoxicated—a dishevelment that gave him areckless beauty. Grabbing the Colond's
lapel swith both hands, he pulled the older man toward him. At first, Laviniathought Campbel might
gtrike him, so rough and fast was the gesture. But instead he embraced him, full and passionately.

Laviniawatched transfixed, her face asmall white oval in the high window. Her husband responded,
his hand resting for amoment on the younger man'swaist before pulling away. Without any further
exchange, Campbell climbed back into the hansom cab as the Colonel dipped a coin into thewaiting
coachman'’s hand before disappearing under the portico.

"Y ou waited up, | warned you not to." James stood at the door, shoes in hand. His eyes were bloodshot,
his speech durred. A sweetish smell emanated from his clothes. Laviniarecognized it asthe odor she had
noticed before in his sudy—opium.



" Segp would have been more congtructive.” She turned away from him, distress hollowing her face.
James sat heavily, resting his head in his hands. Shewalked over to him.

"Y ou had affection for me once," she said.

Helifted hisface to kiss her, but she could not respond.

"And | ill have!"

Outside, achurch bell began to ped plaintively.

"Where have you been?'

"| told you—at a card game, at the Carlton. Mr. Campbell and mysdlf were challenged by Lord
Eding and some young squire. | won. Eding's afool—he wagered some hunting lodge north of Carlide
and logt it. | suppose one shouldn't expect too much from the offspring of first cousins.”

"Wasthe card game the only event of the night?' she asked, trying to hide her anger.
"Don't question me, Lavinia. | am weary to the bone."

Suddenly losing control, Lavinia began pounding him with her fists—short blows that rained down on
his head and shoulders.

Only once had such blind emotion overtaken her: when, as a child, she had stabbed the peat-cutter
boy. The expression of surprise on the boy's face came back to her now as sherailed at her husband;
she wanted nothing in that moment but to destroy him.

Astonished, the Colonel legpt to hisfeet and wrestled her down to the bed. He stared down at her
through the film of veinsthat snaked through his eyes, his puffy red face inchesfrom her own. "Have you
entirely lost your mind?*

He dapped her across the face, knocking her back to the mattress. Then, standing, he touched the
bruises now blossoming on his neck and face.

"Y ou are suffering from hysteria. Of thisl am now certain.”

Laviniacurled up and buried her face in the coverlet. The Colond took asmall via from adrawer
beside the bed. Pulling open her lips, he squeezed severa drops of laudanum between her gritted teeth.

"Now go to your room."

Laviniafled, clenching her facein an effort not to weep.

The Colonel walked up to the nursery, profound weariness resounding in every step. Pushing the door
open, he was thankful for the anonymity of the shaded twilight beyond.

Aidan lay folded tightly into his bedding, one hand pressed against a cheek. The Colond, careful not
to wake him, crept over to the cot. The expression on Lavinias face as she had attacked him; atwisted
detachment held never seen before except on the faces of some soldiersin the throes of war, stayed with
him. She cannot be alowed to carry such potentia within her, he thought. I must find acurefor this
derangement.

He brushed alock of hair away from his deeping son's eyes, then silently lowered himsdf into an
armchair and watched Aidan deep until thefirst sunlight did under the room's heavy drapes.
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Los Angeles, 2002

The steam spiraled up toward the pae orange ceiling. A plastic submarine, propeller spinning, circled
Julias knees with endearing intent. The scented candlesin arow aong the edge of the bath were unlit. It
had been one of Juliaand Klaussrituds. apreude to lovemaking in the bath. The thought of lighting them
now made her ill.

The bathroom was at the back of the house, on the ground level. Klaus had planted gardeniaand
roses around the window that ran the length of the bath, so that in the summer they could openit and let
in the scent of the garden. The window was dightly gar now, and in the distance Los Feliz Boulevard
rumbled faintly like afaraway sea

The water was as hot asit could be without scalding her. Juliawanted to draw al pain to the surface
s0 that she would fed nothing, be nothing. The skin on her fingerswaswrinkled and her feet felt like
sand. She rocked herself backwards and forwards, backwards and forwards, the movement was
comforting, asif the axis of the world wastilting with her. Her face was swollen from weeping, her
burning eyes puffy sponges under her fingertips. She knew that if she stopped rocking, Klaussface
screaming with anger would loom up from the milky surface of the bath water, followed by Carla
ganding in the diner, saring at her blankly.

There was arustle outside the window, audible even underwater. Juliasat up, water streaming off her
body. Coyotes? Skunks? Opossums?

The rustling grew louder. Now frightened, she reached across and grabbed atowe . Just then Gabridl
appeared at the window. Julia screamed and he dropped back down.

"Sorry." His muffled voice came from somewhere beneath the window.

Laughing out of sheer relief, the towd wrapped around her dripping body, she opened the window
completely. He lay on his back clutching alarge bottle of tequila, which appeared to be haf drunk.

"It was meant to be aromantic surprise but | guess| messed up. Also, in case you think I'm some
kind of sexud pervert, | had no ideathat this was your bathroom."

He stayed lying, the patch of grass beyond the flowerbed was surprisingly comfortable and he
caculated that it might be sensible to appear vulnerable until he gauged her emotiond reaction.

"Gabrid, it's been arough day and an even rougher evening. | redly need my solitude.”

Julia started to close the window, but before she had a chanceto pull it shut he'd stretched hislong
leg out and jammed his|eft sneaker into the gap.

"Julia, | tole my best friend's car to drive here, Mom has no ideawhere | am and I'm missing my
favorite band. You'vegot to let mein.”

"Promise you won't jump me?'

"On Eingein's grave and the whiskers of Schroedinger'scat.”



Julialooked down: Gabrid resembled a cross between afallen Renaissance prince—his
shoulder-length black hair spread across the surrounding leaves—and atoppled circus clown, one foot
ill caught in the window. He grinned back, one of those eterndly youthful smilesthat split the world into
optimists and pessmigts; the smile of abeginner.

"Besdes, if | continueto lie here I'll catch pneumonia, or maybe rabies from an angry squirrel, and
you'll have an incredible amount of explaining to do to my mother.”

Julia's head disappeared. A minute later he heard the back door being unlocked.
"Yed" hewhispered, punching theair.

She threw on an old jumper of her father's, which had been knitted for him by her grandmother—one of
those early 1960s-style knits with awide neck and loose cables that rippled down to her knees. Juliahad
had it since she was a child, having rescued it from the opportunity shop when her mother had given up
darning it. Whenever she wore the jumper sheld imagined she could detect the faint aroma of tobacco
and shaving soap on the neck—a scent that had instantly placed her back in hisarms.

Wearing it now, she thought somewhere in the recesses of her mind how absurd it wasto wear aratty
old article of clothing that was over thirty years old, however comforting. Unchaining the door, she
peered into the darkness. Beyond the yard, the valleys and hills of Silver Lake were peppered with small
oases of light and activity—other peopleslives. Theview used to inspire her.

Gabrid appeared, shaking the leavesfrom his hair. Julia pushed open the fly screen and he stepped
in.

"Your eyesaredl swallen.”
"Today isKlausshbirthday. | triedtoringhimbut . . ."
"I'msorry.”

"It was stupid really—it's been aweek of accidenta confrontations. | ran into Carla, someone | once
thought of as my closest friend. Everything fedsasif it'sunraveling and | can't seem to exorcise aterrible
fight I had with Klaus. If only | hadn't lost the baby things might have worked out differently.”

Juliaturned away, hiding her face asit folded up in grief again. Pretending not to notice, Gabrid pulled
two glasses from the cupboard, then orange juice from the fridge.

"What are you making?"'

"Tequilasunrisss—Mom taught me. It'sthe only legal remedy to post-separation traumal know."
He handed her the drink, the blood-red orange juice settling to the bottom of the glass like honey.
"Hghting ispart of life. | used to hit Mom dl thetime.”

"Youdid?'

"Sure, and she hit me back. The classic waswhen | was about eeven and my parents were arguing
about something—school fees, | think. Dad hit Mom, then | hit Dad for hitting Mom, then Mom hit me
for hitting Dad.”

"Gabrid! That'sterrible”

"No, that'sfamily. Welivein this fucked-up politicaly correct world that suppresses nature," he said
grandly, trying not to be distracted by the length of naked thigh that had crept out from under the pullover



she was wearing.
"Itscaled avilization.”
"Whatever."
Julia shivered despite the warmth of the kitchen. He touched her hand.
"Areyou okay?"

"Y ou don't understand. It wasterrifying, | realy wanted to kill him. It wasn't so much that I'd lost
control as much as something else had got control of me. It's happened before, with far more devastating
consequences.”

Gabriel moved closer; heldd never wanted someone this much, nor been so calculating about it. With
every other girl it had been spontaneous, ingant lugt, ingtant gratification, but with her it was different,
adult. Fascinated by the soft down on her forearms, hewas finding it hard to concentrate. Dragging his

eyes away he spoke up.

"Anyway, terror isgood, isn't it? | experienceit al thetime. Like the other night outside the bar—you
were terrified but you were enjoying yoursdf. Admit it."

His persona suddenly dipped into the bravado of the adolescent—so patently insecure yet
ridiculoudy audacious. Juliacouldn't help smiling.

"Gabrid, you werent scary.”
"l waan't?'

Deflated, he wondered why the idea was emasculating. Hed hoped she had been alittle
frightened—of the consegquences of them actualy making love.

"Neither wereyou," helied, trying to navigate the excruciating anticipation he fet about making a
pass. When was the right time? It had always seemed to him that such events opened up magicaly: the
man smply moved toward the woman and it happened miraculoudy, without any clumsy banging of
noses, clashing of teeth, misdirected tongues, without the woman pushing the man away in horror.

How do you read women, he'd asked hisfather once. All José had said wasthat it was like the
westher: you look for amoment between the clouds. When the shifting, impenetrable emotions of the
woman momentarily cleared, then you pounced. Gabriel had listened doubtfully. Hisfather was an
old-fashioned L atino who inherently believed that awoman wanted to be taken, whatever she might think
conscioudy. Naomi'sfriends had taught Gabriel otherwise. And then there was Julia complex, distraught,
and intriguingly intelligent. Whatever his head might think, hisbody and its pounding hormones were
propelling him toward one action and one action only.

"Y ou know it waswrong, don't you?' Juliafinished her drink. It had been strong, the tequilaadow
burn momentarily erasing her sorrows. "Y ou know that as your employer and eder, | have
responsihilities, an emotiona understanding of eventsthat gives me an edge over you."

"Right, like that's redly apparent.”
"And. .. it should be specid . . . you know . . . with agirl your own age."

Chrigt, shethinksI'm avirgin. Gabriel dmost burst out laughing. He would have, but Julialooked so
solemn sitting there, her face scrubbed clean, her skin ared and cream patchwork.

And suddenly, there was the break in the clouds. He saw it just as his father had described: an



infinitesmal shift in her features. Fearing that any hesitation might lead to alost opportunity, Gabrie
reached across and lifted her hand. Turning the pam up, he kissed it. Then, standing, he pulled her
toward him, threading his fingers through the loose knit of her pullover, touching her skin, reaching for her
breasts, taking her mouth into his.

Thistime Juliadidn't want to hesitate; she craved the release, to know she was desirable, that he
desired her. And the loveliness of him was wondrous. Marveing, she cupped his head with her hands,
engulfed by the sweet, clean smdll of hishair. His shoulders, on the brink of burgting into their full
breadth, reminded her that he wasn't quite aman, but she was beyond caring. She forgot herself, who
she was and who she was with, as hislips caught at her. Teasing out that cord of sex, the edgy precipice
between lust and desire. Amazed at the fierce trembling that had started somewhere below her belly, she
stared down as he pulled the jumper up to her breasts. Then, her buttocks resting against the edge of the
stoal, his mouth traveled down her body, biting gently along the way until he reached her and spread her,
hislips and tongue greedy for her clit. Gasping, she leaned back against the bench, her elbow amost
knocking over the haf-finished glass of tequila.

Gabrid looked up from her pubic hair, dong the whole terrain of her body asit rose above him. He
thought she looked magnificent, her features softening as her ecstasy came in mounting ripples he could
read benesth hisfingers, againg hislips. He wanted to make her scream, make her take him serioudy, to
seehimasan equd.

Asshedrew close, she pulled him up by his hair then kissed him deeply, hisface and mouth smelling
of her. Without aword, he dipped out of his pants and pushed insde her, his cock rigid againgt hisdight
hips, his soft pubic hair. The shape of him was so profoundly different that she struggled, her body
adjugting to the new parameters, fighting part of her that clung to theillusion that by making love shewas
breaking aspell, severing aviscera cord that still existed between her and Klaus. Irrationd. Animal
knowledge.

Enjoy this. Relax, she argued with hersdif.

But before she had a chance to protest, Gabriel had hoisted her onto his hips. Her legs wrapped
around hiswaist, her arms around his neck. The fragrance of mouthwash, gum, and, strangely, chocolate
risng up as hewaked her, trousers il caught around his shins, in ahdf-shuffle into the lounge room.

They reached the couch; dowly he lowered her down while trying to stay inside her. He succeeded.
They lay therefor amoment, Julials legs wrapped around him, his cock still hard in her, her bressts
pushed up againgt hisface.

"Okay, 0 | suspect yourenot avirgin."

And they both broke into laughter, the shape of him vibrating within her. Then, as he took her breasts
into his hands, sherode him until al was burnt away.

Afterwards, they lay there together, Gabriel curved around her back, Julia staring out into the room, its
familiar cornersnow dien.

"1 would have killed him," she whispered into the creeping darkness, to no onein particular.
"l know." He softly kissed her neck.



PART THREE
THE FALL
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Mayfair, 1861

"No, James, | will not dlow it!"

"It hasto be done. The examination will not be thorough otherwise!”
"But you don't even entirely believein the science.”

"Asatool for diagnoss, | believe phrenology to have merit. You areill, Lavinia, with an ague of both
Spirit and mind.”

Laviniasat onachair in front of thefireplace, her hair loosened around her, her maid hovering
nervoudy with apair of scissorsin hand.

"But my hair, Jamed Theindignity of it! And how, pray, am | to present mysdf in public?'

"We shall purchase awig, abeautiful wig. Please, my dear, | shdl tolerate no argument.”

Lavinia, abruise still visble under hastily applied pearl dust, touched the ends of her long mane.
Could she endure the humiliation? And would she be able to concedl such an outrage?

The Colonel gestured to the maid, who moved forward and tentatively lifted alock of hair. She
paused, scissors open. "But madam has such beautiful hair.”

"Oh, for pity's sakel”

The Colond grabbed the scissors from the maid and began hacking at the great length of hiswife's
hair. Mute with horror, Laviniawatched the locksfal and curl about her feet like the abandoned fur of
someextinct animd.

Minuteslater, Colonel Huntington stepped back from his handiwork. Lavinia, shorn, had the
appearance of abeautiful youth: her large eyes, incandescent with rage; the wide cheekbones,
exaggerated by the lack of framing; her smdll lips disgppearing into the palor of her face. Without
cosmetics, the only hint of femininity was the ddlicate cast to her features, but thistoo suggested a
youthful masculinity. To hisgreat and secret shame, the Colond found the transformation to be of sensua
fascination.

"Mamal"

Both the Colond and Laviniaswung around to the door. The nursemaid holding Aidan in her arms
stood shocked by the fragility of the young woman'sface. The boy stared at his mother, then burst into



loud sobbing, hiding hisfacein the nursemaid's shoulder.
"Come now, come, it isdill your dear mama." Laviniaheld out her arms.

The nursemaid, avoiding the Colonel's disgpproving gaze, carried the child over and placed himin his
mother's embrace, where, after some coaxing, he fell into an awed silence as he reached up to touch the
shorn head in wonder.

Later that day, well conceded under awig that her husband had promptly purchased, and over that a
large straw bonnet, Laviniaclimbed into the carriage.

Aloysius, asssting her, took the opportunity to glance into her face. There was no doubt the young
woman had been struck. For one insane moment the waiting coachman considered confronting his
employer, but then reminded himself that what was between husband and wife should remain there,
whether they be roydty or beggars. Let their quarrdl stay their quarrel, he warned himself, but hisfists
tightened under hisriding gloves nevertheless.

The Huntingtons sat before alarge, heavy-legged Jacobean oak desk that was covered in piles of
documents. Dr. Jefferies was an unprepossessing individua of fivefoot or so, with copious amounts of
hair springing from both his nogtrils and ears, and two thick black eyebrows that bristled like outraged
caterpillars above small deep-set eyes, dl contrasting with asmooth low brow and bald pate.

The physician's head was disproportionately large and wobbled atop a thin scrawny neck from which
hung flaps of wrinkled skin. He resembled aturkey, Laviniathought; one of those absurd, childlike
observations that occurred in moments of gresat distress. A short benevolent turkey. It was a strangely
comforting notion: ashort benevolent turkey could not condemn her asinsane, surely? Petrified as she
was, he might indeed discover an inherent trait she had no control over.

The dimensions of Dr. Jefferiess head were particularly conspicuous when set againgt the gallery that
lined thewal behind him. The room was crammed with models of heads—some, plaster casts of living
beings, others, bone-white craniums. At least a dozen, each mapped with the different areas common to
emotional organs, stood about the room. Here, one labeled The Negro; there, another labeled The Jew,
The Sav, The Indian.

Laviniacouldn't help but be mesmerized. A large skull with deep-set eye sockets that appeared to
gare at one had thetitle Aryan (Germanic) written beneath its pronounced jawbone. Beside it sat a
gmadler skull marked The Anglo Saxon. A whole row rested below these: The Schizophrenic, The
Megalomaniac, The Melancholic, and The Nymphomaniac. Suddenly horrified, Laviniawondered
what she would be labded: The Celtic Madwoman? Did these categoriesredly exist or werethey just

prototypes?

Todigtract hersalf from her growing dread, Laviniaconcentrated on the phrenologist. Had he been
drawn to the science by the gigantism of his own brain? Wouldn't such an ambition be described asa
form of narcisssm? The laudanum, which she had been taking since the night before last, had leaded her
mind but had aso infused her imagination with an eccentric logic.

A small coal fire glowed in an oversized hearth, abamboo screen discreetly masked one corner of the
room, and three of the bookshelves covering the wals spilled forth all manner of tomes and documents.



The fourth wall was hung with a plethora of charts. phrenological graphs, acupuncture charts, and ancient
anatomical diagramsinscribed in Sanskrit.

Dr. Jefferies stood up and came around from behind his desk, reveding the rest of hisworn green
velvet topcoat, tweed trousers, and apair of purple Turkish dippers upon hislarge feet.

"Open your eyeswide, please,”" he requested in the manner of afriendly family physician.

Laviniaobeyed, and he bent to look into her dilated pupils, enveloping her in amiasmaof unwashed
clothes and stale tobacco laced with afaint trace of old beef stew.

"Laudanum, Colond Huntington?" he asked.

The Colond was seated beside hiswife, and had not bothered to remove his Macfarlane overcoat,
which gtill glistened with that afternoon’'srain. "I had no choice. She has developed hysteria, Dr.
Jefferies”

"Quitel" An exclamation that |eft the Colonel wondering whether the good doctor approved of such
medication or not.

The physician straightened and walked vigoroudy over to the window to pull the thick faded velvet
drapes closed. The room immediately took on a covert atmosphere. With surprising gentleness, Dr.
Jefferiestook Lavinias hand and stroked it paternaly.

"And now, my dear, could you please remove your bonnet and wig . . . behind the screen.”

After anod from the Colonel, Lavinia stepped behind the bamboo screen. On the other sdewerea
rococo mirror and amannequin's head—the kind you might find in ahat shop—on asmall console. She
untied the ribbons of her hat and dipped it off, followed by the wig, which she placed on the mannequin's
head. She glanced into the ova mirror. It wasthe first time she had looked at hersalf since James had cut
her hair. Theface that stared back from the glass appeared startlingly young. In amoment of
bewilderment, Lavinialooked behind her, not recognizing hersalf. Then she touched the glass.

What have | become, she wondered. |s this some creature who haslived under my skin dl these
years only to emerge now? Whereisthe young Irish girl who stood a the mirror in her father'shouse al
those months ago thrilling a the adventure before her? Where is my happiness? My spirit? All that had
defined me?

Eyes gleaming, the phrenologist ran hisfingers across the bumps and dight indentations that made up the
landscape of Lavinias skull. Revolted by histouch, Laviniaclutched the arms of her chair to stop hersdlf
bolting from the surgery.

"Fascinating." His breath was a noxious wind that forced Laviniato hold her own.

Taking apair of calipersthat hung on ahook on the wall above the desk, he measured both the
length and width of her skull asdelicatdly asif he were handling an ostrich egg, then scribbled afew
figuresinto asmall notebook.

Reaching back to the desk, Dr. Jefferies picked up a soft wax crayon, which he used to mark and
divide areas on Lavinias skull as dispassionately as asurveyor might draw up aplan for arailway. It was
acurious sensation. Shefdt like an anatomical display, anovety.

She glanced over at James. His expression disturbed her; she had never seen him look at her so
coldly.



"Asyou know, the human brain is divided into twenty-seven organs, nineteen of which are shared by
both beast and man." The phrenologist pointed to a section at the top of the head. " One, the reproductive
ingtinct; two, the love of one's offspring; three, the ability to be affectionate, to have friends. Four,
self-defense, courage, and aggression. Five, the tendency to murder—in animasthiswould be the
carnivorousinginct. Six, guile; seven, covetousness, the tendency to stedl; eight, arrogance, alove of
authority, pride. Nine, vainglory—"

"Quite, quite, Dr. Jefferies" the Colond interjected. "But you forget that | mysdf have been a student
of phrenology. With respect, we are here for adiagnosis not alecture.”

"Inthat case, | shdl curb my loquaciousness, Colond Huntington, and continue my examination.”

The crayon circled abump on theleft Sde of Lavinias head. Dr. Jefferiestsked in disgpproval, then
sent his pen scratching even more vigoroudy across the notebook.

"That protuberanceistheresult of aninjury asasmdl child," Laviniasaid. "1 remember it vividly."

"Thereis no such thing as accident when it comes to the skull. Each indentation or bump isaclear
indication, aclear pathway to an emotion. Therefore, | would appreciateit if the subject refrained from
expressng an opinion during the examination.”

He continued hisingpection, making atwo-dimensond map of Lavinias cranium until awhole
topography was spread out before him, with small [abels and arrows describing each characteridtic.
Finaly, helooked meaningfully a the Colonel, who, taking the hint, turned to hiswife.

"My dear, | think it morefitting if you now adjourned to the waiting room while we discussthe
diagnogs™
"But itismy skull, therefore | believeit ismy right to hear the diagnosisdso.”

"To thewaiting room, please. Therewill be no argument.”

Reuctantly, Laviniadipped on her wig and bonnet then |ft the room.

Dr. Jefferiesflicked up his coet tails ceremonioudy before sitting. After placing histhick spectacles upon
the pinched bridge of his nose, he indicated that the Colond should join him.

The Colonel peered across the desk at the sketch of hiswife's skull. His practiced eye immediately
discerned areas of character development; observations he could not argue with.

"Asyou can seefor yoursdlf, your wifeés skull issmdl, suggesting alimited intelligence. Shehasa
definite leaning toward hysteria, seen here in the distinctive dent in the organ of mora sense or sengitivity.”

The Colond winced, afacid tic Dr. Jefferies noted immediately.
"| assume, as one man of science to another, 1 can spesk frankly?!

"It hasto be done. But I'm afraid | don't subscribe to the notion that asmall skull indicates limited
intlligence. If anything, | suspect my wife suffersfrom asurfeit of intelligence, which sits uncomfortably
with her gender. However, | have noticed that since the birth of our son, and particularly in the last few
months, she has become increasingly distraught.”

"Precisaly. Any hormond disturbance in the womb will contribute to thistype of hysteria™ Dr.
Jefferies pointed to another shaded area on the sketch. "Do you know anything about your wife's mother,
her higtory? Often these abnormditiesrunin families.”



"Lavinias mother died when she was a baby. The Reverend Kane did not like to speak of her, except
to say she was high-spirited and of extremely attractive appearance.”

"l see. Ah, the dangers of marrying below ones class" Here the phrenologist sghed most ominoudy.
"Thisstructurd irregularity is devel oped to the point where she may tend toward irrationa outbursts that
manifest physically. Hasthis been the case?'

"Only afew times"

"Thereis aso negative development in the guile organ located just abovethe ear. Is her menstrud
cycderegular?

"l believe s0."
"But she suffersfrom emotiond polarity, irritability, skin rashes?'
"Onoccason.”

"Thiswould be the heat radiating from the guile organ. Other noticegbleirregularities are the organ of
the memory of facts—this appears to be misshapen, suggesting atendency to distort factsand dl
remembered events; her sense of spatial senghility ismaformed, and there is a considerable indentation
on the organ of the connectiveness between numbers." Helooked up from hisnotes. "Sheisno
mathematician.”

"What woman is?' the Colond retorted, increasingly dismayed.

"More positively, she has avery well-developed organ related to poetic talent, and also for
religion—shown herein this particular protrusion. Both of which could serveto reinin her other traits.”

"Oved!?'

"Overdl, | would say we are dedling with a hysteric who suffers delusons of animaginative kind. This
particular hysteriais dmost dwaysinherited from the mother. Of whom we apparently know nothing?'

Helooked up from his notes and fixed the Colonel with askeptica stare.

"l havetold you what | know. But her father isaclose associate. Although somewhat poetic and a
romantic by nature, heisarationdist of the staunchest kind. He will be most upset to hear about his
daughter's condition.”

"It would be prudent not to tell him, Colonel Huntington. Rest assured, | do not believe your wifeis of
any danger to either yoursdlf or your child. However, therewas acase | read about in The
Phrenological Journal. | believetheyear was 1843 . . ."

Dr. Jefferies reached into his desk to pull out ayellowed |esflet. He opened it to an articleillustrated
by adiagram of awoman's head.

"Mary McDougdl, convicted of murder in 1842." Excited, Dr. Jefferies|ooked up. "Dr. Combe had
the good fortune to purchase her skull after execution. It showed some smilaritieswith that of your dear
wife—except, of course, in the organs of poetry and religion.”

The good doctor smiled, exposing arow of stained and blackened teeth. Colondl Huntington
detected an element of Schadenfreude, and decided there and then that he didiked the man regardiess of
hisaccuracy.

"But we are agreed that sheis merely ahysteric?'



"Weare" With ahint of regret, Dr. Jefferies closed the |esflet.
"And what would you prescribe to contain such acondition?”

"Difficult to say, Colond, given that these are innate traits that will only increase as the subject
matures. Stimulation will only encourage them. More laudanum, perhgps. Musicisawonderful tonic, but
play her only the more frivolous composers—Mozart, Vivaldi and the like. Avoid Begthoven and Bach
to prevent over-encouragement of the nervous system.”

"Laviniahasahungry intdlect. Inthissheismorelikeaman.”

"My dear fellow, do not make thefata error of mistaking pathologicaly unnatural appetitesfor
genuine need. To encourage her in thiswill only worsen her condition.”

"l understand.”

The phrenologist, now humming triumphantly, rolled up acopy of Lavinias chart and pressed it into
the Colond's reluctant hands.

Laviniagazed out of the barred side window that looked out over Harley Street. The reception hall, with
astained glasswindow set above the front door, was little more than a converted ha lway. A tal
sallow-skinned nurse, her starched uniform folded like cardboard upon her bony chest, glanced over
contemptuoudy.

| could leave now, Laviniathought, escape into the anonymity of the working classes. She
remembered a scanda that had swept the parlors of Dublin some two years before, when
eighteen-year-old Lady Milhurst had €l oped with avaet. When news of the notorious couple had
emerged ayear later, the valet was found languishing in the debtors prison, while the young aristocrat
was incarcerated in the Bedlam madhouse, deranged. It was a sobering mordity tale.

What killsdo | haveto survive, Lavinia asked herself. Could she become agoverness, a
companion? She would have to escape to the continent. Calculating al possibilities, she opened the purse
that hung at her belt. It was empty. Laviniawas completely dependent on her husband for both shelter
and food. Panicked, she glanced down at her dress. If she pawned it, it would only bring in enough funds
to live frugdly for amonth. The gold earrings she wore perhagps another month, and then where would
she go? She knew that her father would not welcome her penniless and scandal ous return. Not only
would it compromise hisfriendship with James, it would be the end of his parish and his socid standingin
the community.

And what of her son? She would not dare to take him from hisfather. Despite dl, Jameswas aloving
and attentive parent. What right did she have to deprive him of hischild?

Outside alame beggar woman, no older than thirty years, hobbled past the window pushing abarrow
filled with dl her earthly possessions. An ancient terrier rode atop the pile like aking, with aUnion Jack
tied around his neck. Everyone feared the workhouse, Laviniathought; even therich.

Neverthdless, that night, in the privacy of her own bedroom, before the lassitude of the laudanum
hijacked her senses, she began to compose a letter to the Reverend Kane.

My dearest Papa,

| amwriting to you out of desperation for | fear my marriage is no longer a safe haven



for either myself or my child. | respect the long and intimate acquaintance you have
enjoyed over the years with my husband, but | have found him not to be the man | thought
he was. He is possessed of a dissolute and decadent nature, which he cannot help.

Father, please allow me and my child to return to Anascaul. Without your support, | am
penniless and entirely dependent on the shelter of my husband's house. | know the
implications of my request, but if you are a true Christian you will grant me this.

In hope,

Your loving daughter .
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Los Angeles, 2002

"From what you describe, it sounds like Tom Donohue. He was Delta Force—one of the best until last
year. Then he went AWOL suddenly after a specia op.”

"Wasthere any particular reason?' Clutching the phone, Julia stood at the back door and stared out
at theyard. Gabrid had |eft half an hour before and it was till early morning in California—afternoon in
Washington. Colond Smith-Royston sounded like he wasin the middle of hisday, while exhaustion and
the previous night's tussles permeated Julia's whole body. Leaning against the doorframe, she decided not
to dwell on the mordity of her actions.

"| cannot release that information,” the colonel said, hisvoice dropping into asudden formdity, "my
jobwould beontheline."

"Now I'mredly interested.”
"Don't be. Thisguy isbad news. Do you want me to post some security outside the lab?!
"No, he didn't strike me as dangerous.”

"Heis, just like any zedot onamissonis. If he gppearsagain, you'reto ring meimmediately,
Professor Huntington. Y ou got that?"

"Yes, dr, crossmy heart and hopeto die”
"Julig, you'reto take this guy serioudy, you understand?’

Therewas adistant click on the phone line as Smith-Royston hung up, and Julia had the uncanny
sensation that someone else had been ligtening in.

Sipping her coffee, she sat down on the doorstep and, watching a blackbird wrestle aworm out from
the lawn, wondered how the search for one mutant gene had suddenly become o interesting for so many

people.



Juliawaited a moment before entering the laboratory, feding anxious about how to relate to Gabrid since
their lovemaking the night before. She smoothed down her skirt and pulled at her shirt cuffs. Shewas
determined to maintain the equilibrium in the laboratory at adl cogs. | must retain my authority, she
resolved before opening the door.

The four assstants were in the dry |aboratory, clustered around Dr. Jennifer Bostock's computer.
Leaning over Jennifer's shoulder, staring a the screen, Gabriel whistled in disbelief.

"The guy must have had a pass. Night security iswicked.”

"Has there been abresk-in?" Juliasaid.

"About three thismorning.”

"Why didn't you ring me earlier?" Julia pushed her way through to the desk.

"We thought you might liketo deep in," Gabrid said with asraight face before winking at her. Julia
blushed and glanced at the other students. They appeared obliviousto theflirtation.

"Check this out. Emmanud, the security guy, gaveit to me." Jennifer Bostock hit akey and the grainy
interior of the wet lab came up on screen, theimage angled down from a high point.

They dl leaned closer to the screen as afigure, bardly visiblein the dim light of the footage, hisface
masked, entered. Historch sent aghostly streak through the black and gray recording asits beam
bounced aong the darkened shelves and cluttered benches. For amoment the footage blanked white as
the arc of light swung across the hidden camera eye.

"Isanything missng?" Juliaasked.

"No, that'swhat's so strange.”

On screen, the figure moved cautioudly, poised like adancer.
"Thisguy's professond.”

"Y egh, fresky, eh?"

"Wait, the best part's coming up.”

Theintruder pulled asmal digital camerafrom his back pocket and began photographing. Juliastood
back, horrified. "So do we know what he got?"

Jennifer hit the pause button and the image froze. "Not much, redlly. | don't believe he knew what to
look for. I mean, hetook shots of Oona's whest grass, for Christ's sakel" She snorted derisively. "Could
have been one of those mad animd liberationists again. | don't know why we don't just put asign up for
the guys—you know, something like There are no live animas, smdl children or white supremacists kept
onthepremises.'”

"What about the Defense Department project?”’
The assistants glanced at each other sheepishly. Finaly, Gabriel spoke up.

"Y eah, he took shots of the DNA results. But unless he had access to the research notes, it wouldn't



make any senseat dl.”

Juliasat at her desk wondering who would go to such extremes. Vaco? Her work might be of interest to
the insurance company if agenetic propensity was proven to directly affect peopl€e's ability to work, but
such information was at |east a decade away. Could it be the ex-Delta soldier, Donohue? Could he have
lied to her? Wasiit possible he was working for another government?

There was atentative knock on the door. Gabriel hovered in the doorway, unsure about whether he
should comein. Juliasmiled a him and he walked over to the desk.

"Gabrid, about lagt night—"

He held his hand up. "Please don't make the mistake of underestimating my intelligence. Besides, |
seduced you, so in case you're having doubts you're moraly redeemed.”

"Just promise me you won' tell your mother."
"Sorry, company policy—never sign acontract you can't keep."

He opened thefile he was carrying to reved a series of developed images of DNA: they resembled
blurred bar codes. Juliapulled the lamp across, spilling light over the photographs.

"We mined for ANG-L1," he said, and placed five of the images beside five traced graphs, each with a
name written above it—the source of the DNA.. "Jack Lewis, Mathew Catherton, Kurt Moony, Clive
O'Hare, Carlos Santos—some of them representing an identical twin, some fraternal. All of them top
combat soldiers with extensive frontline experience—high risk-takers, adrendine junkies—none of them
suffering from pogt-traumetic stress disorder. All showing the same genetic profile for the genestested.”

Juliascanned the results, trying to contain her growing excitement, then legpt up and went over to her
filing cabinet. She quickly flicked through the hanging personnel files and pulled out the individua folders
of the twin of each of the named men. She placed these against the files dready laid out.

"Benito Lewis—identica twin—and yes, same genetic profile. . ." She glanced down at the notes.
"Same behaviord traits, saw service in Srebrenica, Afghanistan . . . no post-trauma. . ." She glanced at
another st of files. "George Catherton, nonidentica twin, different ANG-1 sequenceto his brother
Mathew—he has ANG-1B—requested transfer from platoon after frontline encounter in Kuwait and has
suffered pogt-trauma. Looking good, looking good . . ."

"Julia, | fill don't believe this can be the only factor.”

"Relax, nothing's proven until we have theresultsin on dl five hundred. But | want you to narrow the
testing down to this specific ANG-1 sequence difference, and I'll tell the out-of-state researchersto do
the same.”

"There's something else you need to know—a matter of great scientific import.”

She looked up a him, worried he might have made a misca culation.

"| shall probably attempt to seduce you again.”

She couldn't help but smile.

"At your own peril. Just remember, theré's no way thisis ever goingto beareationship.”
"Who said | was after ardationship?’ Grinning, he lft.



Julialooked back at the different sets of research results. Something played at the edge of her mind,
tantdizingly out of reach. She sensed Gabriel was right: there was amissing factor she hadn't added into
the equation; but the more she concentrated, the more it e uded her.

The Vicarage Anascaul, County Kerry
June the 10th
In the Year of Our Lord 1861

My dearest daughter,

| was most troubled by your letter. | cannot believe an individual as upstanding, as
intelligent and as dedicated a father as Colonel Huntington could be the cause of any
marital or domestic distress. You have in the past been given to flights of the imagination
(atrait you inherited from your dear unfortunate mother) and so | aminclined to think
that your correspondence was written in haste during an attack of negative fancy. | urge
you to remain in your marriage and to fulfill your wifely duties to their utmost. You have
had the extraordinary good fortune to marry into an established family of impeccable
breeding, and into a manner of living | could never have provided for you.

Obvioudly there will be sacrifices, especially when there is such an age difference
between husband and wife, but it is one's duty to tolerate a degree of incompatibility
within matrimony (indeed, | have often lectured from the pulpit on this very same subject).
Out of respect for my good friend and son-in-law, but also with the under standing of the
implications for my grandson, | cannot agree to taking you in.

Turning to happier matters, we are in the full flight of summer here and the lavender in
thegardenismost . . .

Laviniasat inaydlow satin armchair, her father's letter, half-read, resting on her Iap. The Colonel moved
toward her and Laviniaturned the letter over, hiding its contents.

"Dr. Jefferies believesyou to be ahyderic,” he said. "A trait inherited from the maternd line. Lavinia,
do you know anything about your mother?

Colonel Huntington kndlt and took one of hiswifes handsinto his own. Her fingers were freezing, he
noted. Since the vigit to the phrenologist, now over amonth ago, they had barely spoken. Lavinia had
escaped to the nursery while he, ashamed and uncertain over his own behavior, had retreated to the safe
haven of hisclub.

Laviniagtared a the fire, the flames now twigting into the shape of Polly Kirkshore's hair, hismouth. If
my mother isliving, she can only belong to that world of criminals and prostitutes, she thought.

"I believe my mother to be dead.” She did not look up, fearing he would see the doubt in her eyes.
"Areyou so unhappy?'



Wondering at the honesty of his concern, Laviniadid not take her eyesfrom thefire.
"Thenight | was at thewindow waiting for you," she said. "'l saw Mr. Campbell and yoursdif .. ."

A cod rolled out of the grate onto the stone hearth. Neither kicked it back. The Colond forced a
short bark of alaugh. Hiswife'singnuation—if proven—was acrimind offense. She was unpredictablein
her emotions and mentd equilibrium, yet if shewereto go to amagidrate. . . Such aposshility terrified
him.

"Campbd| isan enthusiagtic youth, idedigtic in hisbdiefs" he answered carefully, histone deliberately
neutral. "He seemsto have conceived of akind of hero worship for me, which can become quite
tiresome. Perhgpsit is thiswhich has driven your wondrousimagination to al sorts of wild inventions.”

"l wish | could believe you, but you two have an intimacy that is exclusive of everyone."
He caressed her hand, trying not to reved hisfear through histrembling fingers.
"Bdieveme, Lavinia. You mugt."

All of hispast and the possibility of any future seemed to hang upon this conversation. If Laviniawere
to betray him, the Colonel knew there would be atrid, public humiliation; he would lose hisgood name,
hisson, dl possihility of an ongoing professond reputation. He would be imprisoned; hislife would be
over.

"l cannot help but conclude your hysteriaisthe result of agood intellect goneto waste. Y our mind
needs occupation.” He stared up at the painting above the fireplace, wildly searching for astrategy. "I
have been asked to compose a pamphlet for the Royal Society on the botanical specimens| collected in
the Amazon. Areyou interested in writing this?

Having dangled the bait, the Colonel waited, hisfuture suddenly asfragile asthe Chinese porcdan
flower resting on the mantel piece before him.

Finaly, Lavinialooked a him, her face devoid of emation. "Isthe pamphlet to include the plants that
are used in the rdligious ceremonies you told me about?'

"Indeed. | intend to execute one of these rituasin a couple of months.”
"Y ou will take the ayahuasca brew?Y ou will summon the goddess of the Bakairi?

For the first timein over amonth, Laviniaappeared animated. The Colonel smiled, encouraged by her
enthusaam.

"I will try. If you wish, you could observe and take notes."
"Y ou would not employ Mr. Campbell for such atask?"
"From now on, thetwo of you shall work side by sde.”
"Will he agree to such an arrangement”?’

"Hewill have no choice"

"Then | think | should welcome the distraction. Thank you."
The Colonel smiled again morewarmly. "Enough of that."

Trying to conced hisimmenserelief he moved toward her then drew her to her feet and led her into
the master bedroom. Pulling at the buttons of her blouse, he began to undress her.



The laudanum made L aviniaa somnambulist, hovering above Jamess caresses—until he touched her
sex. Then she pulled his mouth to hers, hands, arms, fingers clawing desperately to reclaim the
lovemaking they had lost themselvesin so many months before.

James, overwhemed by the familiar yet estranged body under his hands, could not repressthe images
that flared over hiswife's breasts, her hips, her mouth. A young man—nhis neck, the touch of his hands,
his mouth. James pushed againgt her while secretly craving the hardness of the youth's body benegth his
own.

| can find mysdlf again; | can, and | mugt, hetold himself over and over, while Lavinia, burying her
face againg his neck, alowed hislove-making to eclipse dl but the faintest sense of betrayd.
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The days drifted through summer. Lavinia had rejected most of the socid invitationsthat Lady Morgan
had organized for her. She wanted to believe her husband's reassurances that he no longer socialized with
Hamish Campbell outside of hisresearch.

Before breskfast, Aloysiuswould drive Laviniato Ladies Mile. At the sametime, Colonel Huntington
took abrisk ride down the tree-lined Avenue of Rotten Row. After breskfast, Laviniawould retire to her
Study to pay the household bills, with Mrs. Beetle supervising, while the Colond continued with his
anthropologica work, accompanied by Hamish Campbell.

After lunch, Laviniawould join the two men at their labor. The atmospherein the study was most
uncomfortable. Hamish Campbell worked on one side of the huge center table, his notes and drawings
spread before him. Lavinia sat on the other Side, the herbs and dried fungi in their jars and on specimen
plates creating abarrier between her and the youth.

The two barely conversed, except to exchange the minimal courtesies. If the Colonéd happened to be
in the room, they both attempted to monopoalize his conversation in the most competitive manner.

Gradually James became more attentive, insisting on weekly sojourns to the duck pond at Hyde Park
with Laviniaand Aidan, and caling Laviniato his bed—evidence he had foregone his previous ways and
was giving himsdf solely to her.

Lavinia, for her part, had examined her situation from many angles and concluded that she till loved
him and could not leave him. With each day spent by he husband's Side, she felt her anger and resentment
dissolving. Determined to be an attentive wife, she vowed to ignore Lady Morgan's warnings.

Some weeks later, the Huntingtons and Hamish Campbel | found themsel ves together in the members
stand at Hurlingham to view a polo match between the Horse Guards and a M onmouthshire team.

Shouting encouragement to a cousin who rode with the Horse Guards, the Colonel appeared
indifferent to Lavinia's and Hamish's discomfort. The two sat stiffly beside each other whilethe riders
thudded past, polo sticks swinging, pushing their mounts through the crud twists of the sport.

The Horse Guards had the advantage until a particularly skillful player darted between his opponents,
his gtick whirling like a baton, monopolized the bal and whacked it between the polesto secureawin.



"Damnation! | havejust lost twenty guineas!” The Colond collapsed back onto his segt.

A woman severa rows away turned a hisvoice. "Ahh! The dusive Colond James Huntington!”
Before any of them had time to respond, Lady Morgan was busy weaving her way through the chairsand
picnic baskets.

Once before them, she studied the party with an aggrieved air. "All three of you have been the most
absent of friends” Sheturnedto Lavinia "I'm afraid your presentation to the Queen is now quite out of
the question. Asyou did not respond to my note about the date | had proposed, I'm afraid | was forced
to cancd it."

"| apologize, Lady Morgan. | have been much occupied of late.”

Lady Morgan peered under Lavinias straw bonnet.

"Indeed, Mrs. Huntington, | do hope it was not dueto iliness? Y ou gppear to be wearing awig.”
Laviniaturned abeetroot red and the Colonel stepped forward protectively.

"Lady Morgan, what afortuitous coincidence. Y ou must forgive us, we have dl been busy with my
current academic pursuits. You see, | have now recruited two assstants.”

"How extraordinary, to have two handmaidensto your genius," Lady Morgan remarked, relishing
both Hamigh'sand Lavinias uneasiness.

Behind them, the riderstrotted back to the stables and the onlookers moved gaily onto the grass.
Soon the playing field was speckled with brightly colored bonnets and sober gray and black silk top hats
as spectators diligently pressed the upturned grass back into place, pushing at the clods delicately with
thetip of apointed shoe or the toe of ariding boot.

Lady Morgan led their smdl group determinedly toward the crowd, propelled as much by the
possibility of an advantageous encounter as obligation. The others followed somewhat reluctantly.

"Y ou do both of usadisservice; we are more than handmaidens," Hamish said as he Sdestepped a
pile of horse manure.

"Indeed? James, are you to foist another tome onto the innocent public?'
"Severd, my dear—one on therituals of the Amazonian Indians, another on thejunglésflora™
"Such dedication from dl three of you. The Colond's study must be a veritable hothouse."

The Colond knocked agrassy sod with hiswalking stick; it went flying. Ignoring hisevident irritation,
Lady Morgan continued merrily.

"Whatever your roles, you do make atresjolie ménage atrois.”
Outraged, Hamish took her arm and marched her away from the others.
"Y ou have overstepped the mark, Lady Morgan. Surely | am the true cause of dl this peevishness?'

Opening her parasol, Lady Morgan tilted her dismayed face away from him. Staring down at thetorn
grass—so carefully cultivated, so easily destroyed by agame—she redlized with ajolt that the last
remnants of affection between them, and al possibility of seduction, had evaporated. Feding very old
indeed, Lady Morgan looked around at the crowd, the young women vying for the attention of the
handsome polo players. So much of her identity had been invested in this notion of eternal beauty: a
masquerade she had maintained her wholelife. For two decades she had used her loverslike an dixir,



their youth inspiring her wit, their presence generating an dlure to dress up an aging facade.

Those who wavered she won over with gifts or the tantalizing promise of social promotion. For those
who were offspring of the merchant class, Lady Morgan offered an invauable introduction into an elite
circlethat offered not just prestige but extraordinary professiona opportunities.

"Morgan's Finishing School" was the satirical moniker by which the young blades referred to the
wedlthy widow. An affair with her was an dmost obligatory rite of passage, and most certainly an entry
into the season and its ever-important business contacts. They may haveridiculed her in the clubs, but
many of her former lovers till carried a secret gppreciation for her passion, her ability to enrich ther
notion of culture—both the getting and cultivation of it, and, finaly, for the core of sentimentdity buried
under her famousirony.

Oh, ingrates, al of them! Furious, and profoundly saddened, Lady Morgan forced hersdf to wave at
apassing acquaintance. How wrong | wasto advise Lavinia Huntington to ignore her husband's
indulgences, she concluded, her fixed smile aching as she strove not to appesar in the dightest part
dejected.

"Did you hear me?' Hamish inssted, frustrated by her doofness. "1 will not have my good friend and
hiswifeinsulted."

Embarrassed at being confronted in a public place surrounded by her peers, many of whom would
relish her discomfort, Lady Morgan hoped that her flushed face might pass as areaction to the summer
hegt.

"Mr. Camphbdl, I will not tolerate such intimidation. Does the wife know about the true nature of your
friendship with the Colond ?*

"And | will not tolerate your attempts to manipulate meinto an affection | do not fed. Good
afternoon, Lady Morgan." Hetipped his hat to her and walked away.

Ontheother sde of thefield, Lady Gillingham lowered her binoculars.

"It appearsthat dear Lady Morgan has lost thelast of her flock," the stately dowager remarked to her
younger companion, the recently widowed Lady Dove.

"l have aways thought it prudent to keep one's paramours within the aristocracy,” Lady Dovereplied.

"Indeed. One may expect agrester degree of discretion in theright circles. Not to mention
cleanliness”

Squinting again through the binoculars, Lady Gillingham noted aminute breach in Lady Morgan's
composure, adump of her shouldersthat suggested an unexpected vulnerability. In the next ingtant, she
was as before, gaily laughing and entirely ignoring Hamish Campbell and his companions. However, the
fatal observation had been made.

"It does seem that, findly, poor Frances hasfatered,” Lady Gillingham concluded with satisfaction.

Laviniaimmersed hersdf in anove by George Sand as adistraction from the discomfort of the bumpy
highway. The Huntingtons were returning from the polo match and had offered Hamish Campbell aplace



intheir carriage. Thethree sat in absolute silence. Laviniaimagined herself as one of the author's
misunderstood heroines, noblein her pursuit of love over conventiona expectation to marry for postion
and security. Surely there can be nothing more laudable, she concluded, looking across at the Colond.

The countryside rolled past in aseries of tableaux. Lavinia, drawn from her book by her thoughts,
stared out of the window. A farmer plowed amuddy field; a group of men were busy raking straw into a
stack, the dried grass thrown up like snow in astorm; ayoung girl herded aflock of pigs down acountry
lane, aterrier snapping at the creatures muddy trotters. Laviniathought how Aidan would have enjoyed
seaing the snorting animals.

Asthey entered avillage, the rutted |ane became a cobblestoned road and Lavinia could hear the
horses hooves clattering on the hard surface. They passed a Tudor inn that had probably stood there for
the past four hundred years, the rim of its thatched roof amost buried in the wildflowersthat grew in
clusters around the building. Besideit stood the town hdl, built of Georgian gray stone; next to that, two
tenement-style houses of garish red brick, newly built, the scaffolding still jutting out like an awvkward
skeleton.

A recently congtructed railway station came next, and Lavinia guessed the tenement houses must be
accommodeation for the railway workers. Many of the villages on the outskirts of London were
expanding, boosted by the influx of workers now able to commute on the new railway system.

A duck flapped lazily acrossthe glassy surface of the pond in asmall green at the center of the village.
Soon, even this quintessentialy English landmark might disappear, Lavinia observed.

Thelandau pulled up a aralway crossng, whereasign proclaimed HALT in gleaming red paint. A
moment later, the cry of atrain whistle pierced the air and the locomotive steamed past, asilver-sted
centaur that puffed and bellowed asit stretched recentlesdy into the future.

Laviniawatched the train passing, saw the children's faces pressed againgt the glass, the heads of
other passengersturning like pagesin abook—an el derly matron, grief bowing her head benegth its
black veil; four young soldiers grinning drunkenly; alone adolescent boy dressed in aschool uniform.
Laviniahad wanted to travel to the polo match by steam train, she had wanted to fedl the roar of this
industrid revolution benesth her, but the Colonel considered such travel vulgar. The machine screeched
agan asit streamed away from them and their lives. Somehow, Laviniafdt less emancipated with its
vanishing.

Turning back to the carriage, she saw that Hamish Campbdll's foot was pressed againgt that of her
husband. James was feigning deep, hisface resting againg the leather upholstery. In that moment,
catching Campbell's glance a the older man, Laviniasworst fears about the nature of their friendship
were confirmed.
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Los Angeles, 2002

Juliasat in the car mesmerized by thetraffic light. Lost in intense thought, the engine purring under her
skin as shewaited, the red traffic light as hypnotizing as an errant sun.



Y ears ago she'd learnt that the best way to trigger inspiration was never to search for it directly, but to
look sideways. She'd tried daydreaming, running until al conscious thought had been burnt out of her
head, writing the quandary down and leaving it by the side of the bed as she dept—anything to trick the
mind into taking alatera leap.

Asachild, Juliahad done much of her musing in the back seat of her mother's '68 Mercedes. Every
s0 often her mother would drive south from San Francisco, down the coastline of Big Sur, to escape the
tedium of her job. She would bundle her daughter into the back of the car, dong with atent, an
elderdown, aflask of instant coffee, aportable TV (which they never ended up using) and abox of
oranges picked from the tree in their yard. They would adways sart out late and it would be dusk before
they hit the coastal road. Thiswasthe one part of thetrip Juliareally loved—Ieaning back, her face
upside down as she watched the evening sky descend through the rear window, the stars and the moon
streaming away almost asfast asthey gppeared; the cosmos, the infinite unknown, each galaxy
embodying amillion possibilities. Out therein the great unknown, she could be anyone, do anything.
Aged seven, sheldd seen theimmense velvet night as ametaphor for her own future, which stresked
forward asinevitably asthe white stripe of freeway that disappeared, beat after beat, under the speeding
car.

A couple crossed theroad at the lights. The man wastal with thick brown-blond hair and was
wearing the same comfortable sporty clothes Klaus might have chosen. He had his arm around the
woman. She looked a couple of years younger than Julia, her long legs encased in tight black pants,
expengve sneakers on her feet, aloose duffle coat trimmed with fur around her shoulders. Asthey
passed in front of the car, Julia could see that the woman was pregnant, well into her third trimester—the
stage uliawould be at now if she hadn't lost the baby.

Absurdly it then occurred to her that asingle freak event had sent her life into chaos—like an aberrant
collison of particles. That would have been my lifeif it hadn't been for that one day, she concluded.
Fascinated, Juliacouldn't pull her eyes away from the woman. Only when the car behind hooted
impetiently did sheredize the lights had changed.

She accelerated out onto the freeway. The road ahead widened into a clear panorama broken only
by telephone poles sprouting rhythmically acrossthe terrain. Long dash, short dash, long dash—aMorse
code of wooden posts. They jolted her back to the image of the stained DNA barcodes. What did her
case dudiesal havein common? Dydexia? Insomnia? Low levels of serotonin? Learning disabilitiesas
children? She remembered some of the men had displayed problems with speech and math as children,
but what did that prove? Some had bad skin, and many weretall, but how were al three linked? There
must be one other factor she could search for that would be the clincher, thefinal piecein the puzzle.

An eighteen-whedler truck roared past in the next lane. A bumper sticker on the back, Forget the
Bull Ride the Cowboy, sat next to an old election sticker that read Eat Dick and Lick Bush. Asdulia
accel erated past the truck, she caught sight of the driver in her rear-vision mirror: ahuge muscular
tattooed character sporting agray ponytail—the ultimate male. Ultimate male. The phrase repested in
Julias head. Men with Jacob syndrome—an extraY chromosome, XY Y—were usudly tdl, and often
developed acne. Could it be possible that the extraY chromosome was the missing factor? She picked
up her cdl phone.

"Gabrid, you know that missing factor you mentioned? | want you to test for Jacob syndrome.”



The retired sergeant yanked the metal tag on the beer can, poured himself aglass, then filled onefor Julia
Heflicked away afly and sat back in his plastic chair. The desert sun had shrunk hisface into abronzed
meask of finelines, and the gray stubble on his head was still shaved into an army buzz cut. They were
gtting in hisyard—at leadt, that was how Dwayne Cariton had described it. Drive out and we'll have
iced tea in my yard. Best backyard this side of the Mojave. It was asquare of obsessively groomed
lawn fenced in by wire. Beyond stretched the Mojaveitsalf, miles and miles of red-brown scrub, behind
which the blue hills of the desert loomed.

Two planesstood inasmall airfield just over the back fence: a Douglas A—1E and a CessnaL—19
Birddog, standard Vietnam issue. Their whedl's disappearing into an iridescent strip of heat, they
reminded Julia of tremulous dragonflies about to take off. A control tower—a glorified water tank—was
Stuated to one side of therunway. Cariton's Flying School was painted on the side in green and orange
|etters, now peeling and rusty. Cariton had established the school after his discharge from the army,
shortly after the My Lai massacre.

The sergeant scratched at the plagtic strip taped across the vein where Julia had taken her blood
sample. "Jesus, that needle hurt. Mother! Where's those beer nuts?" he yelled at the top of hislungs,
seemingly to no onein particular.

For amoment, Juliawondered about his sanity and her safety—hisfile had indicated that he lived
aone. But aminute later aFilipino woman, somewhere between thirty and fifty, appeared, sllently placed
abowl of nuts next to the quietly whirring tape recorder sitting on the Formicatablein front of them, then
disappeared into the back of the house, which Julia now noticed was on wheels. Dwayne followed her

gaze.

"Y ep, it was one of those ready-made housesthey ddliver to your vacant lot. Hell, when they rolled
up with that thing, | thought, what the heck, I'll keep it on the trailer base; then | can disappear quickly.
That was back in "72. | needed to disappear back then."

He picked up abeer nut and threw it at a puppy dozing behind an empty chair. "Some of themenin
the platoon couldn't get through the day without being totally bombed out of their brains. Others, they just
loved the frontline adrendine. Then there were those who didn't know who they were until they were
actudly fighting. Y eah, maybethat'sit. Y ou just don't know until you're there, swept up in the smell of it.
Man stepsout of hisrationd mind in thosetimes.”

"And you had no nightmares, no episodes, flashbacks, psychos's, afterwards?’

"Never. | deep like ababy—did before, do now. People are just too fucking senditive nowadays,
livingisadirty busness, dyingisdirtier.”

"M ogt soldierswho went through what you did were pretty roughed up, emotiondly and mentaly. So
that makesyou unusud.”

"Well, them's refreshing words to someone who's been regarded as afreak most of hislife. Theway |
seeit, theré's guys out there who are built for battle. They're not crazy, they're not psychopaths, they're
just warriors—warriors who crave the noble war. And you know what €lse, Professor Huntington, now,
right now in these fucked-up times, our nation needs these men more than anything."

He threw another nut at the puppy.

"I had avigtor the other day—son of an old friend of mine. Angry young gun, one of the D guys.
Sniffing around like adog looking for abitch in heet, asking dl kinds of questions—just like you,
Professor. Onething'sfor sure—if you do find this mutant gene thing, | reckon it's gonna be dynamite.
Don't fancy standing in your shoes, girl."



Gabriel stared down at thefile; he had begun to see a correlation between some of the readings, it was
just thewhisper of an ingtinct but aready he could fed therattling excitement of discovery. It would be
the flip side of the mutant gene, apositiveway of utilizing it. If he was correct, heimagined the
commercid potentia to be enormous, far more extensve than merely geneticaly profiling potentia
combat soldiers.

Sitting there, at the desk, Gabrid envisaged surprising Juliawith awhole proven hypothess, executed
independently of her; in secret, pardle to their primary research. How satisfying would that be? If his
hunch was right, he could prove that he was her equd, that, despite their age difference he was ableto
match her—even challenge her intellect. She would have to take him serioudy asalover then. Now if
only he had someone he could test histheory on, someone who believed in him.

Remembering his conversation with Matt Leman a couple of months back at the conference, Gabrie
booted up his computer and began to compose an e-mail to the head of Xandox Pharmaceuticals
Cdifornian divison.
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By the time Juliagot the blood sample back to the laboratory it was after hours, the night porter wason
duty and the staff had gone home. The place was eerily empty.

Placing Dwayne Cariton's sample in the freezer, she closed thefridge. A noisein her office made her
swing around—the light was il off but the door was now gar. Looking around wildly, she picked up a
scalpd then, feding faintly ridiculous, tiptoed to the office.

"I'm sorry if | scared you." The voice, somehow familiar, was adeep whisper inthe dark. Trying to
swalow her terror, Julia switched the light on. The office chair swiveled around.

"Tom Donohue," the terror sounded out in her own voice.

Still clutching the scalpdl, she stared at the handsome tanned face. He smiled, the disarming smile of a
sincere man—she didn't lower the blade.

"Y ou've been briefed, | see”
"l have, and apparently you're dangerous.”

He reached into his jacket and pulled out a hand gun, which he placed on the desk between them.
"So areyou. | read the Afghanistan report.”

"That was meant to be confidentid ."

"The military's apromiscuous world. If you weren't ascientist, they'd probably be trying to recruit
you." Heindicated the scalpd. "Y ou planning to trim my toenails?'

Shelowered the blade. "It was you, wasn't it, who broke in last night?"



Inlieu of an answer, he stood and walked over to the pinboard, ran hisfinger dong itsrim. "Kurt
Moony, Wington Ramirez, Jack Lewis. | know some of these guys. Some of them | actualy care about.
How about you?'

"What do you want?'

He sat on the desk and began tapping it with hisfingers. arapid little drum roll. He turned back to the
pinboard. "Psychopaths, cold killing machines, or smply men lacking a piece of heart?'

"Y ou've got three minutes to convince me not to ring Smith-Royston,” Juliasaid.

"Nice guy; pity about the palitics." He pulled out a cigarette packet. "What did they tell you about
me? That I'd fallen out of the tree? Gone AWOL ? Logt the grand design?”

"Something likethat. Y ou can't smokein here.”

Heignored her and lit up.

"Wdl, | guessfrom their perspectiveit'sdl true. Frankly, I've never felt morelucid.”
"Okay, now it's down to two minutes. Surprise me." She edged closer to the phone.
He glanced at her, and for amoment he appeared fdlible.

"About ayear ago, one of our junior diplomats went missing in S&o Paulo. Kidnapping isrifein that
part of theworld. Last year was particularly bad due to the nationa e ection. President Cardoso had
problems—yproblems he caled upon the U.S. to help with. Therewas avillage, asmal Bakairi Indian
outpost on the banks of the Parantinga River—we were led to believe alocal drug lord had taken refuge
thereand wasusing it asafront for his operations. The junior diplomat who went missng—well, hed
been alittle outspoken abouit this particular drug lord. Seems held had a kid brother who died of crack
cocaine. So we got theintel he was there and worked up an extraction plan. Normally | craved those
black ops—the more dangerous the better—but this one was different.”

"Who's ‘'we'?'

"A ten-man Delta squad; top of the evolutionary tree, Professor Huntington, the very best. | wasin
command. We were dropped by abird upriver then traveled down by canoe in the middle of the night.
The settlement was located in the center of thick jungle and we were told there were hidden gunposts
protecting it. We arrived at 3 am., suited up in camouflage with our NODs hanging around our necks.
We crept up through the foliage to the central cleared area of the village. We didn't see the gunposts but
we'd deliberately avoided their marked locations. The village itsdf wasn't what we'd expected. There
were these spherica huts made of reeds—about twenty of them clustered around. It was like stepping
back ahundred years. | mean, there was nothing—except one antenna coming out of one hut—to tell
you what century we werein. | remember that antenna because it waswhat | clung to in the moment.
Tom, | remember tdling mysdlf, it'safront, the activity'sal underground, some buried bunker where the
hostage will be right now, chained, his head covered by a sack that smells of shit, fear hacking away at
hisreligion. We'd been briefed to expect guards, but as we circled the huts we found none. And it was so
quiet. I'm telling you, when we reached the center of the group of huts, with no sound &t al but the
crackle of the jungle, it spooked even me. Then there was amovement, aquick darting, and thisterrible
face came out of the dark—screaming mouth, huge eyes. Patrick—he was the younges—he jumped on
it, knife ready. It was an old man—some mad tribal e der wearing this crazy wooden mask. It took usall
by surprise—we'd been briefed to expect machine-gun-widding pimpsin flak jackets. Therewas
something so out there about this man's fury, his fucking mad blind courage. | suspected he wason
something, some kind of local hallucinogen. He struggled like awildcat, but Patrick finaly took him down



asslently ashe could. Not slently enough though—suddenly, al hell broke loose. Villagers Sarted
running out from the huts—men, women, boys, even old men armed with machetes, knives, sticks. Well,
my boys panicked and started firing. When the screaming stopped, there was only the wail of ababy and
those whispering trees, those horrible whispering trees. | gave the order to search the hutsfor the
entrance to the bunker. In the fourth hut we found atrapdoor leading down to asmdl dug-out, but al it
contained was a couple of rusty AK—47s, afew tribal masks and a stack of |esfletsin Portuguese ranting
about land rights and some loca mining company. No cocaine baron, no kidnapped American diplomat.
It had been a setup. The villagers were armed because they were defending their land, and it turned out
the Brazilian officia who'd given ustheintel coordinates had some powerful mining friends who wanted
them moved. We cleaned up as much aswe could, |eft the appropriate cluesto makeit look likealoca
raid. Shot the two remaining witnesses because they'd heard our voices, knew we were American. The
Brazilians found the body of the diplomat aweek later, dumped in some trash can in a S&o Paulo Sum.
Don't get me wrong, Professor, I'm a pragmatist, wouldn't have had my job if | hadn't been. But thistime
we had our own casualties—not on the day, but within afew months. Of my ten-man squad, three went
AWOL : one shot hiswife on leave, two committed suicide. Four devel oped psychatic episodes:. three of
them resigned voluntarily; the fourth was committed to an ingtitution. The eighth man took up heroin
full-time. Only two of us devel oped no symptoms whatsoever. One went straight onto covert operations
inthe Middle East, and the other filed the report. He also asked for an inquiry, but was warned held be
facing acourt martid, not aninquiry, if hedidn't shut up.”

"Theat wasyou?'

Donohue didn't answer. Instead, he stood and pulled out a photo pass for her laboratory and placed
it on the desk.

"The Department hired you six months later. Y ou see, people like me represent a huge financial
investment—money the Department can't afford to lose. Y ou'll find your mutant gene function—that |
don't doubt. And it would be very niceto be ableto prevent the kind of misery those eight guysin my
squad endured. But | suspect it'll turn out like the Hydra—there won't be just one propensty attached to
your gene function, and somewill be good, some bad.” He sat down on the desk again and held Julias
gaze. "l don't know what I'm defending anymore. Y ou see, when | did, it was easy; now life's got
complicated, my job's got complicated. | know this much: | might lack the ability to fed remorse, but that
doesn't mean | haven't the intellectua capacity to develop compassion. But I'm one of the lucky ones.
Therell be hundreds of thousands out there, for generations, who won't be so lucky; a sub-set of men
targeted for one thing and one thing only, who will blindly follow orders, never fal out of thetree, and
never find their compassion.”

"Y ou want meto stop my research,” Juliasaid.

"I'm asking you to congder the human consequences of releasing that information. There, now you
know the truth. Tom Donohue is adangerous idedlist, so strike me down.”

He stood and started for the door.
"If you don't know who to trust, keep the gun. It wasn't me who broke into thelab last night.”
After hed left, Julia opened the chamber of the Magnum and spun it. There were no bullets.



London, 1861

Thelecture hdl at the British Association for the Advancement of Science was alarge auditorium that
had been built to commemorate the coronation of Queen Victoria hersdlf. It contained at least four
hundred wooden seats trimmed with green leather cushions, lined up in neat rows that ran from wall to
wall with acentra aide cutting through from the double entrance doorsto the podium. Thesdewalls
were decorated with wooden plaques upon which, immortalized in gold lettering, were listed the
members of the society asfar back as 1670.

Above the stage was a large stained-glass window congsting of a quartet of panels, each depicting
famous explorers. The first was a scene of Christopher Columbus arriving in the Americas. The Spaniard
(in pantaloons and feathered hat) stood on the shores of the New World holding out what appeared to
be astring of beadsto an awestruck native. The next panel was of Captain Cook at Port Jackson, about
to be speared by an Australian Aborigine; the third (a more recent addition) was of Dr. Livingstone at
Lake Victoria; and the fourth panel showed Marco Polo standing on the Great Wall of China.

The podium below held a piano (used for the occasiona socia gathering, and this evening pushed to
one sde) and along table in the middle, upon which, at this moment, stood alarge decanter of the best
port the society had to offer, aglassin front of each pandlist, and ajug of water. The air wasthick with
cigar and pipe smoke; acloud of which had one of the speakers, the Reverend Gilbert Rorison,
struggling for breath.

"I cannot believe that this creature,”" he coughed, pointing to the pelt of alarge mae gorilla, which his
co-spesker and fellow anti-evolutionist, gorilla hunter Paul Du Chaillu, had displayed in arather gory
fashion, hung from asted stand to mimic the living creature's erect position, "thet this creatureis my direct
ancestor. My learned colleague Paul Du Chaillu will confirm the reasons for my convictions, having
hunted and observed the creature at close quarters—"

At this point, half the audience—the charterists and workersto the left of the hall, who equated the
plight of the gorilla (a creature they had embraced astheir long-lost primate brother) with conflict over
davery in America—booed heartily.

The chairman, the eminent Professor Horatio Thorn, president of the society and famous for his 1830
essay entitled The Breeding Rituals and Gestation of the Egyptian Dung Beetle, hit thetablewith a
wooden hammer. " Can we please have order in the hall! Order!"

At which the audience, after afew shouts of "Murderer!”, relishing the volatility of the debate, settled
into good humor.

"As| was saying," the Scottish Episcopaian minister continued, undaunted, "1 have wondered publicly
in my article on genesis whether Professor Owen—an associate of the good Professor Huxley
here—believes that Man was produced by Creative Law, and in that manner supernaturaly through the
womb of the ape?"

Professor Huxley, aman in hislate forties, one of the Society's more youthful members, sprang to his
feet.

"Semanticd Divineintervention isnot the issue; theissueis evolution. As an anthropologist, | can
assure you that however uncomfortable the notion might be, we are descended from gpes. Transmutation
isaredity, my friends.

Du Chaillu rose to speak. "I have observed these heartless and ruthless beasts at considerable length,



and | can reassure you that no ancestor of mine ever bore any relation to this demonic cresture.”

Again, the crowd roared in indignation. Colonel Huntington, Sitting four rows from the front, glanced
nervoudy at the side door. His student was late. Wondering at the capriciousness of the younger man, the
Colond redized how much he had invested in Mr. Hamish Campbell and how vulnerable that made him.
And now what? He did not know if he could go on repressing his greet, secret desire without falling into
an abyss of despair—with which hewas not unfamiliar. If he wereto pursueit, he risked everything: his
standing as an anthropologist and both their careers and reputations. Y et he found it impossible to keep
away. He had to see him, to know that he was close. It was acompulsion; afata affection.

A movement at the periphery of hisvison caught his attention. Dressed in asummer suit with acanary
ydlow sk waistcoat, Hamish Campbel | appeared the embodiment of youthful confidence. But ashe
drew near, the Colonel could see dark shadows under his eyes and exhaugtion in hisface.

Hamish took the empty seat the Colonel had kept for him and turned his face to the front. The men
barely acknowledged each other.

"Y ou got my message?' the Colond said eventually.

"BEvidently."

The Colond's eyes did Sdeways, furtively searching the boy's face.
"Areyouwd|?"

"Aswadl as can be expected. | amin arrearswith my rent and my servant complains he has nothing
with which to keep the creditors at bay."

"My secretary will take care of it."

Hamish pressed the carved ivory head of hiswalking cane againgt the Colond's knee; it was the head
of ahorse, agift. It was atiny movement, barely visible to those around them, but to the two men it was
momentous.

"| cannot erase my affection for you, as dangerous asit might be to pursueit. But | would rather not
continue working by your side. It istoo great atorture,” Campbell murmured, audible to the Colone
done.

Just then, the audience, following the heated debate on stage—which now had the Reverend Rorison
holding the Bi