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PROLOGUE 
 

Harvard, Mozart and the Monarchy had led him into the old black-bricked mansion with the 
black front door to which by tradition, he had no keys. Imperious portraits lined the walls of his 
home, closely watching their successor through time. A whiff of power drifted down dimly-lit 
staircases from its awesome past. It was intoxicating and orgasmic but now a lost scent was 
pulling him away.  

He stepped across the floor of the narrow room, a room with tall windows and Big Ben 
framed in the distance. This was his Study: A freezing fulcrum of power by day, that grew into a 
magical concert hall at night. Leaning lightly against the long windows, he watched the coppery 
glow of halogen-lit London. His dark solemn eyes wore a distant look. Darkness and mist had 
arrived together in their slow spiral around Big Ben, reincarnating Dickensian London. If only he 
could have lived in that time—with the gaslights, and the scent of smoke and the crackle of 
burning leaves. He caught a note from the wind as it played against glass. A chord struck inside 
and he turned away from the windows and moved to the Roland synthesizer that stood by the 
pillared fireplace. He had to play once more before taking that long journey upstairs to the 
cramped coffin-like apartment that hung empty in the rafters of the great Georgian house. It was 
time for some Night Music. And time to decide if this was ambition’s end.  

Coiled bare over the keyboard, his fingers blurred over the Roland’s ivory keys producing a 
symphony of power. Designed by the rhythm of the flames from the fireplace, glistening beads 
of sweat mirrored off his translucent skin and wrapped him with ribbons of color. His moist body 
shivered as the gust of beating emotions reached its crescendo and wide waterfalls of energy 
streamed into pure melody.   

Suddenly, an absolute vacuum of silence. He froze, entombed in a moment of acute clarity. 
The answer filled his space—he had to break through those carbon-reinforced windows that kept 
out both bullets and air. These walls would never have warmth. This could never be home. Never 
be Camelot. He couldn’t let himself get any older here—it was time to let the house go. He 
changed the settings on the synthesizer to automatic. Tonight, Mozart would give way to the 
Beatles in the dark room that overlooked St James Park. Night Music would become A Hard 
Day’s Night.  

He moved to the centre of the study and stood motionless for a moment on the oval Bukhara 
carpet that adorned the mahogany floor. His body began to shiver as the music from the 
electronic piano ricocheted off the walls. He moved slowly at first, then faster and faster, 
becoming relentlessly feral, dancing in the dark.  
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SOMEONE ELSE  

London Today  

t’s New Year’s Eve, and I ride through the dawn in a black bullet-proof car. With a life of 
their own, my fingers drum a silent rhythm of Night Music on the misty window. Patterns of 
clear glass appear and a slate-like emptiness filters through as we turn into the Mall. All I can see 
is a wide, lonely road at daybreak, with Buckingham Palace slowly rising over the morning mist.  

The Jaguar slows, and we glide past the vast gold-tipped iron gates. Sentries dressed in 
scarlet, with their heads in tall fur hats, smartly present arms.  

Welcome, Sir Richard Hall.  
A crunch of rubber on gravel and the car stops at a door to the side of the central courtyard 

away from the imposing columns of the Grand Entrance.  
“Welcome, Sir Richard,” says Tony Archer, the King’s new assistant secretary. He is a slim, 

boyish young man with an attractive smile and glittering brown eyes. He leads the way up a 
small, semicircular, gilded staircase and through a long corridor decorated with soft watercolors. 
I’m about to meet the artist.   

We arrive at the twin doors of the Audience room. A light knock, and they swing open for 
me to enter.   

Standing ahead is His Majesty.  

“Richard, Richard.” His voice is low. He comes forward and rests his hands on my shoulders and 
gives them a gentle squeeze. “I’ve waited so long for this.”  

I step back and give him a slight bow. He acknowledges it with a small smile and leads me to 
the far end of the room. We sit next to full-length garden windows with the diffused light of a 
chilly gray day falling on us. I feel a little strained. It shouldn’t be so-we’ve known each other 
too long. Still, there’s an imperceptible formality between us. The familiar ornamental room with 
its elaborate canopied ceiling and exquisitely carved furniture somehow lacks its usual warmth. 
This morning the vast sitting room seems cold, and his tired face is even more drawn than usual.  

You look so old, my friend.  
And what about me Rosaline? How do I look?  



Not quite old?  
“Well first things first. May I, Sir Richard, invite you to form my government?”  
“It will be my honor to do so Your Majesty.”  
A broad crooked smile spreads across his lean face. “Howdy Prime Minister,” he drawls. The 

distance evaporates as laughter bridges the gap and the old ease returns. “And have you managed 
to have a look at these?” He hands me a bunch of tabloids with a crooked smile.  

“Audience with an Old Polo Buddy” scoffs the Mirror.  
“The King’s Favorite Baronet” sniggers the Express.  
“Sir Richard Juggles to Success,” sneers the Sun.  
Not a friendly welcome at all, but they don’t dampen my mood. The Audience room has 

turned warm at last, and I settle further into my armchair. His ancestors stare down at us from the 
alcoves with eyes that reach out to us through the ages, dark intricate portraits painted by masters 
of their times. We divide the silence, savoring the victory for a while—two old friends sharing 
the pleasure of one having become the Prime Minister.   

“Coffee, Richard?” he says, and I think it’s a gentle reminder. By tradition, the first Audience 
with the Monarch ends immediately after the swearing in, and the new Prime Minister is required 
to proceed to form his government without further delay. I start to rise, but he does not give me 
leave. He presses a bell by his side and a valet appears with a porcelain mug embossed in gold on 
a silver tray.  

“Colombian as usual, Prime Minister,” says the King. “As you like it.”  
I sip the special royal blend. Yes, it’s perfect. Black and sweet. The warm aroma pulls in a 

lost time. My eyes become moist.  
Harvard Mornings. Winter cold. Steaming Colombian. Rose’s warmth. And those special 

packets of Royal Colombian, every month…  
He sent them for you too, Rose...  
Tiny shafts of light finally find their way through the windows. A ray of sunshine touches my 

eye. I blink, nudged by reality back to the present.  
“They’re waiting for you at Downing Street, Richard.” The Audience is over, and we stand 

together.  
“All the best Prime Minister.”  
“Thank you Your Majesty.”  

The doors open for me, and Tony Archer is waiting outside with eager eyes.  
“Congratulations, Prime Minister,” he says as we go down the gold touched Prime Minister’s 

Stairs that have traditionally led every new head of government out of the Palace.  
“See you again soon Tony, and how’s your new job? Not bored are we?” I say as he holds 

open the door of the Jaguar.  
“Not at all sir.” There’s an adolescent tingle in his voice. “It’s great here, and I’m having a 

fine time bothering the Palace Oxbridge. A Harvard man at No.10? They can’t get over it!”  
I nod and smile. The clouds have disappeared, and the sun’s out. It’s turned into a crisp, 

clear, London morning with birds sailing high in the blue sky. I wish I could share their lonely 
view. But, I’m in another time. In another movie.   

I’m someone else.  
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SOMEWHERE TO DIE FOR  
 

Harvard, September 1975  

So this is Heaven. In all their wisdom they’d paired me with a Greek God with flowing, 

blond hair and a tight, black T-shirt that sharpened his Olympian torso. The walls around him 
were decorated with life-like posters of Che Guevara and Charlie Chaplain, and he stood by a 
wide window overlooking Harvard Square, totally immersed in The Hero with a Thousand 
Faces.  

Suddenly, the book was thrown aside. There stood Apollo himself.  
“Hi. I’m Gregory Templar. I’m from California and since they didn’t need another rebel at 

Berkeley, I landed at Harvard instead!”  
“Hello. I’m Richard Hall from England,” I replied blandly, distracted by the picture before 

me.   
He grinned. “Yeah, I hear you sound something like that. My great-granddad was from 

somewhere over there. Reason enough to be lumped together! God and Harvard be praised.” His 
smile seemed friendly enough but somehow missed his clear blue eyes. He looked closely, 
curiously, at me, and I felt strangely bare.  

“So what are you doing here?”  
“Music.”  
“Beethoven etcetera?”  
“No, music in general and Mozart in particular,” I said stiffly. I didn’t want to insult the 

bloody chap on day one, so I was short but polite.  
Gregory raised both his hands, palms towards me. “Hey relax man, I was only kidding! By 

the way, I’m here to study religion.”  
A priest? I gave Apollo a long stare and suppressed a grin. He suddenly looked much less 

radiant. A cool breeze from Harvard Square came through the window, and I realized he had 
beaten me to the better bedroom.  

“I’ll take the other room,” I said. “The one without a view.”  
Gregory Templar stepped aside with a flourish. “Take this one—I don’t need no windows. 

I’m at Hah-vad, you see. And you can call me Greg pal.”  
“Thanks a million, old boy, and you can call me anything but Dick!”  



He laughed and shook my hand, but his eyes were still studying my face.  

Straus Hall was rumored to have an exciting pedigree. JFK lived here for a while, but nobody 
knew exactly where. Therefore, he could easily have occupied my room overlooking Harvard 
Square. That was good enough for me. Settling into my dorm meant getting my trunk and my 
piano up to the second floor. I didn’t break my back thanks to Gregory who, Atlas-like, carried 
my world on his shoulders. He also unhooked his posters from my wall and transferred them to 
the adjoining bedroom. I wondered if I should sex up the empty spaces he’d left behind with 
Marilyn Monroe and James Dean but decided that a picture of Buckingham Palace would do 
better since my best friend lived there.   

I looked onto Harvard Square watching the passing parade on a growing September morning. 
It was an elastic feast of swelling numbers traveling over red-bricked sidewalks with a backdrop 
of fall colors and vine clutched buildings. Such a lovely place. Such a lovely place. In a strange 
way it reminded me of Yesterday…  

My bedroom, back home in England, rested like a stone oval hat on a building older than 
Harvard. Five hundred square feet of attic space was lined with long windows, through which on 
clear nights I could spot Venus placed like a sparkling solitaire between a million tiny stars. Up 
there it felt like I was a part of a never reaching end…  

I closed my eyes and thought of my father, at our last supper together, sitting before me like 
he was carved of his mansion’s stone:  

“Richard, my dear, dear boy, America will take you away.” His displeasure reached across 
the ancient oak table, over silver candle stands and crystal glasses that bounced rainbows of 
light. “Don’t you see you must follow me into politics and get to parliament one day? Politics 
and Economics at Oxford is what you call an education. It’s the lodestone of a political career. 
Neither music nor America will get you anywhere.”  

Silence was my answer, eloquent and complete.  
Harvard. It had to be Harvard. My highway to heaven, somewhere to die for…Our eyes met, 

and we sensed a common loss. It was time for us to cry.   

I opened my eyes. Yesterday was gone and it was time for class, my first at Harvard. I had 
nerves that balanced on a razor. They had empty names for courses in this part of the world: 
Music 51, Music 101, and Music 201. It was going to be Music 101 today. Surprisingly, the 
room seemed only a quarter full, though I’m sure that was an optical illusion given the size of the 
place. This was no classroom—it was a fancy auditorium. No hard seats here with tables etched 
with messages from the past. But there was real music here. I could feel the electricity. I looked 
around at the eager, confident faces. Talent. Quality. The best of where they’d come from. Sweat 
trickled down my back. My mind suddenly turned into a cosmic swirl of a billion notes, and I 
started to hum Yesterday for no reason at all. A small nerdy type next to me sneered.  

I stared back coldly. “The Beatles are brilliant,” I said. Blast! That was too loud. I had 
forgotten the acoustics. My whisper streaked clearly across the room.   

Professor Jacob Mier stopped talking about composition in the middle of his sentence. There 
was total silence in the room. He peered at me through his bifocals and then looked down to 
study his class plan. “Ah yes, Richard Hall. Britain’s young musician of the year, I believe. Why 
don’t you share your thoughts with us Mr. Hall?”  

“I was commenting on modern English composition, sir.”  



“Indeed?”  
“The Beatles, sir.”  
That got sniggers all around. He was going to kick me out. But the Professor’s eyes were 

twinkling. I was not about to be obliterated. He removed his glasses and smiled. It was an 
indulgent smile.   

“I know of you Mr. Hall. Your application for admission intrigued us. Now let me 
remember… Ah yes. You wrote, ‘What could be more exciting than a knot of music and 
politics?’ Well, that gem of an ambition made you different, but you never mentioned the 
Beatles?” He kept his bushy eyebrows raised. “So who is your favorite composer young man?”  

A harmonious sliver of Night Music sparkled inside me, curiously prodded by the bright 
morning light coming through the arched windows of the class.   

“Mozart, sir.”  
“So Mozart it shall be.” He pointed to the piano on the platform by the side of the room. 

“Let’s see what you’re made of Richard Hall.”  
There was not a sound in the acoustically perfect room, not even the rustle of paper. My 

fingers moved with incredible energy. Amadeus was in constant release, and we gave them Night 
Music. God, I loved Mozart’s maniacal presence and his magical sound…  

A breath of silence and wet glistening eyes. Their applause arrived like an unstoppable Tsunami. 
They were on their feet. They were all cheering. More. They wanted, needed, more…  

I stood up and started to sing, “It’s been a hard day’s night…” with my fingers waltzing and 
my body swinging before the grand piano.  

They froze. This was Music 101—Harvard’s great introductory music class. The Beatles 
were not allowed in this hallowed hall…  

Yet, propelled upwards by some unseen force, their stillness erupted into lusty, lawless 
ovation. They were laughing and shouting and singing and dancing wildly on the tables.  

Welcome, Richard Hall.  
Welcome Amadeus Mozart.   
Welcome to Harvard.  
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WELCOME  

London Today  

Welcome Richard Hall. Welcome Prime Minister. Welcome to 
Downing Street.  

heering crowds checkered in shafts of sunshine line the road to No.10.  
Look at him! Over to the left, the man in the cowboy hat and the oversized brass bugle! I 

smile with amused pleasure. Yes, I hear what you play, right through the din of this carnival—
it’s “Hail to the Chief!” You’re American! I roll down the window and give him a special wave. 
Whistles and cheers spread through the air. He stops and lifts both his hands to the skies.  

Thank you. Thank you dear sir, I was once from there too.  
And… look, look at her! That incredible young thing with wild golden hair and an oversized 

red pullover holding a banner—“Viva! Viva! Richard the Lionhearted!”  
Thank you. Thank you my dear, I wish I could hold your hand.  
The Jag’s smooth advance is interrupted by a sudden jerk, and I lurch forward. A young 

unshaven hulk in dirty overalls jumps before the car and with a wild swing throws something. 
Bloody hell! I instinctively raise my forearm as something splatters against the windscreen. It’s 
not a bomb or even a brick…humiliating eggy streaks of yellow smudge my vision.  

“Fuckin’ Bloodhound!” he screams, as he is quickly dragged off the road by couple of 
policeman. But he has darkened the welcome…  

We move ahead and I spot the camera crews and reporters bunched together a few yards 
away from the entrance to No.10 and I wonder what I’ll say – the whole country’s watching, 
wondering what I’m all about. I must put on a good show, but my head begins to throb as we 
slow to a halt.  

Black bricked No.10.  
A little jerk, a small click and the door opens with a rush of cold air on my face. Flashing 

cameras, thrust out microphones and waves of voices push at me. Unaccountably an old lyric… 
“Everybody’s talking at me…” spins in my mind as I get out of the car.  

God. Midnight Cowboy! Soundtracks from yesterday’s life play today.  
Don’t stop, Richard! Don’t turn around. Go inside. But I stop. I turn around on the steps of 

10 Downing Street and wave to the world.  
“A great lady once stood here with a prayer of St. Francis of Assisi that I must repeat again to 

all of you: “Where there is discord, may we bring harmony. Where there is error, may we bring 
truth. Where there is doubt, may we bring faith. And where there is despair, may we bring 
hope.’”  



Thunderous cheers from the crowd behind the barricades roll towards me.  
Yes. YES. That worked. Thank God! But my head hurts.  
“And I’d like to add that we have a duty to uphold our traditions, our values and our 

institutions. I swear before you today that your new government will preserve and protect your 
heritage with all its might.”  

A roar of appreciation rises again, and I scatter away shouted questions with a smile and a 
wave. The black door with its lion’s head knocker and polished brass numbers opens and I enter 
my new home. Rumor has it that while a new Prime Minister enters from the front, the Ex leaves 
by the small rear door at the other end of Number 10. I brighten at the thought and my head 
clears.  

The staff have assembled in the entrance hall and line the long corridor that leads to the 
central staircase of the house. In the time honored tradition that dates back two hundred years, 
there is a roar of applause all around, but phantom cymbals clash again in my head.  

“And welcome again, Prime Minister.” The Principal Private secretary, John Clayton, shakes 
my hand. Dressed in charcoal gray, with a full head of white hair, he seems solidly, 
bureaucratically reliable. A grand portrait of a distinguished looking gentleman of yore stands 
alone on the wall behind him.  

“Who is that? One of my predecessors?”  
John Clayton’s eyes twinkle. “No sir, that’s George Downing, a property speculator who 

built this house and owned the road outside. He acquired the rights to the site during the 

Interregnum in the 17
th

 Century, when the Monarchy was deposed. The man was widely regarded 
as a profiteering rogue.”  

“How interesting.” I give the rogue a closer look.  
“He was also a Harvard graduate, Prime Minister.”  
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STRAUS HALL, HARVARD  
 

My Prince,  

My new life has begun at Harvard. I don’t have a room to myself here. I share my digs at Straus 
Hall with someone who looks like Apollo and wants to be the Pope! Religion is his thing. Now 
what happens when you pair an atheist composer with a Catholic priest to be? Well, this is 
Harvard, a monstrous match of eccentric humans. Weird things happen here! Greg is from 
California and grew up rough in Bolivia and Chile. His father was a roving parish priest who 
spent a lifetime spreading the gospel to the tune of guns. So, unsurprisingly, my roommate is a 
wee bit of an anarchist: Woodstock, student power, people’s power, and etcetera. At the same 
time he was reciting every psalm worth praying aloud! Greg Templar’s a confused reactionary if 
there ever was one! But I have to say that he is very, very, pious in most matters. For example, 
mention anything remotely pornographic and he gets fidgety. I think he’s ready to explode! 
Anyway Greg has decided I should be his first religious guinea pig. To humor him, I’ve agreed 
to visit his parish, somewhere on the outskirts of Boston, ALONE! He says that once I go there I 
may decide that Mozart is yet another messenger of God. Lets see. I’ll go and try out a half-
remembered prayer.  

Regards, Richard  
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CHURCH MUSIC  

Suburban Boston  

G
reg Templar’s church was small and empty. The pastor was the only other person 

around, but he’d veiled himself in the confessional waiting for somebody to come in. For me, 
being here was not about confessing or anything like that. It was all about Gregory Templar—
and perhaps to find an easy spiritual rhythm to add to the Harvard experience. I suppose I could 
think like that. I was, after all, an obsessive musician who God always avoided.  

So here I was, on an autumn brushed morning, down on my knees with my eyes closed and 
my palms folded, in my roommate’s church. Why on earth was I wasting my time inside when it 
was so gorgeous outside? Should I split and risk annoying the priest? Just as I was wondering, 
the echo of high heels against stone stopped my thoughts.  

I glimpsed a figure in a matt-finished red dress that slinked down her body. Long, black 
boots hugged her calves. She was sleek and sexy, with auburn hair that came down to her 
shoulders, brushing the cheeks of a perfectly oval face on the way. She raised a single, sharp 
eyebrow at me and disappeared into the confessional. I closed my eyes and hallucinated. I 
imagined a naughty voice inside, describing God knows what. Though I knew that this was 
certainly not the place for spicy dreams, my Harvard hormones were in overdrive, and there was 
a vision in there to catch. So I revved myself into an irreverent, hot mode and waited.  

Finally she was done. She stepped out from behind the curtain and stared at me. I felt a little 
foolish, looking up at her from my knees. I gave a weak grin and let loose my fingers. This was a 
good time to stop praying.  

“Hello.” I tried to sound as casual as possible. A stream of light from the stained glass panels 
embedded high on the stone wall, staged her in a bright spotlight. She gave an irresistible 
brilliance to Gregory’s church.  

“Hi there,” she said. Her voice was soft and musical and filled with warmth. It was beautiful. 
“ May I join you?” She slipped down beside me, and I could feel a kind of warmth descend on 
our slice of hallowed ground.  

“Hi…I study at Harvard and this is my roommate’s regular church,” I said, my breath 
becoming a bit short.  

“I’m Rosaline, and I’m from Radcliffe.”   
“I’m…I’m Richard.”   
“I know. Your pal Greg said you might be in here this morning. He told me to keep a look 

out in his church for a guy with sexy eyebrows that meet in the middle of his forehead.”  
I think my jaw actually dropped in exactly the way it was supposed to in such situations. This 

was a set-up!  
“What did he say about me?” I had to know what was going on.  



She grinned, shook her head and whispered, “Can’t say. I’m in a church.”   
“Oh.” I just blinked. Self-control. That’s what all this was going to be about. Now I had to 

say something good. I edged closer. “So Greg sent you here to meet me? Is this a blind date or 
something?”  

“No...” Her smile got wider as she waited for my response. There was a moment of 
uncomfortable silence. I was totally zapped by this. “So..er…Do you come here often…to 
confess?”   

Her laugh was joyously warm in the cool gothic air.   
“Yeah, I occasionally enter God’s space and since confessing happens to be part of the scene 

here, I must confess I dropped by to have a look at Harvard’s latest boy wonder. Mozart himself, 
I believe?  

“No, not exactly. It’s just that I didn’t expect...” I felt myself rapidly reduce into a stuttering 
idiot.   

Rosaline waited for me to finish. Her sweet pout made things even more uncomfortable. And 
then she said, “I take a couple of courses at Harvard in Comparative Religion. That’s how I met 
Greg. He constantly talks about his roommate. Yeah, he set this up, but I have to admit, I was 
dying to see what you looked like, especially when I heard you spend your weekends in New 
York, not only playing Mozart, but doing stand up comedy in a café in Greenwich Village. I’ve 
heard of a lot of strange things, but a comic musical genius?”   

I usually got a curious look followed by a hollow laugh whenever I revealed to anyone that I 
sometimes did a weekend act at the Comedy Cellar in the Village, but she was so different—so 
interesting and beautiful.  

The church bell chimed and Symphony No. 40 started to play inside me, heralding the 
beginning of our bizarre love story. But perhaps, if I hadn’t been completely hypnotized by 
Rose’s tinkling presence, I could have heard Satan laughing with delight in Gregory’s suburban 
church.  
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PHANTOMS AT 10  

London Today  

Everyone’s laughing. I turn away from George Downing’s portrait and stare at John 

Clayton’s solemn face. There is another round of cheering in the lobby, but a discordant sound 
catches my ear. I can hear the unsettling chime of a distant church bell come through the brick 
walls of No 10.  

“May I show you around Prime Minister?” says John Clayton.  
“Yes, thank you John.” My moment, at last.   
We walk slowly through the labyrinth of the two Georgian terrace houses, which stand back 

to back and are joined by narrow corridors, small staircases and enclosed courtyards. Up and 
down through silent, long passages I can feel the ghosts of my predecessors and their whispers of 
welcome. We finally reach the Prime Minister’s apartment upstairs, suspended in the roof of 
No.10. In 1937 Neville Chamberlain, in all his wisdom, decided that the servant’s rooms ‘over 
the shop’ would be the ideal place for the Prime Minister of Great Britain to live.  

It’s small and cold and repulsive. Oh God. I’d have to sleep here alone. I can’t breathe in this 
space. I need the warmth of a place where my feelings can flow. The study on the first floor—the 
long narrow room, full of light with three tall windows and Big Ben pictured within them is 
perfect. I’ll live and work there! And my Roland will fit perfectly by the pillared fireplace.  

I feel relieved at the thought. With a murmur of music starting somewhere in my brain we 
retrace our path down the original eighteenth century main staircase that connects us to the 
ground floor of the house. Portraits of every past Prime Minister line the wall. I pause slightly 
before each of them. Gladstone, Disraeli, Churchill…  

John Clayton gives me an unnecessary smile. “The portrait of the PM of the day is never part 
of the Collection.”  

I consider a reply but I let it pass.  
We reach the heart of Downing Street. The Cabinet Room is on the ground floor at the end of 

the building. By tradition the new Prime Minister has to be left alone here at this moment, to 
mind his own destiny and that of the nation.  

“I’ll leave you now sir.”  
“Thank you John. Give me an hour and then we’ll begin. My things should be here soon. 

Will you let me know when they arrive please? I have a digital piano that I’d like to unpack and 
move to the study.”  

A question suspends in the air.  
“Yes?”  
“I…I didn’t know you played, Prime Minister.”  



I stare soundlessly at him. I want to smile but I don’t.  
He flushes, and his eyes widen slightly. “I’ll be in the office if you need me sir.” With that, 

John Clayton quickly withdraws.  
I like him.  
Finally I’m alone in the silence of the room’s awesome past, at the long oval table full of 

history, with Robert Walpole on the wall looking down at his successor more than two and a half 
centuries into the future. The arrival of a new Prime Minister is curiously exciting. Continuity 
and change. Anything more is frightening.   

The Old Man’s unexpected and dramatic death got me in this chair, mentally unprepared to 
rule or defend the realm. I’ve arrived at a disturbing moment in time. For three years we have 
lived with galloping inflation and at the edge of economic disaster. The idea of an American-
style constitutional republic has caught a rising swell. It’s a call that always rises during hard 
times, and we don’t have to see much beyond the Mall to know where all the resentment, all the 
cynicism and a growing desire for a change leads—the King and the Conservative Party have 
become the targets. “Out with the Windsor’s!” isn’t a war cry as yet, but there’s something in the 
air and its disturbing. Has privilege had its day? Has the ghost of republicanism arrived with the 
millennium?   

Congratulations flow in from everywhere. The rest of the day turns into a surreal blur. Friends 
and colleagues are in and out of Downing Street. It’s an exhausting beginning, and before I know 
it, the day dims and night arrives at 10.  
Almost midnight. Tomorrow is almost here. London will be celebrating at Trafalgar. I wish I 
were there too…to touch the New Year with her.  

Rose…Rose…. with Night Music I must tell you I’m now someone else.  
The flames burn in the fireplace. Its pillars glow, and I feel the heat. I reach for the Roland 

and the orchestra inside me overflows. Amadeus! He takes my mind, as always, with a high tide 
of Night Music. I resent that maniacal presence. But can’t stop his magical sound.  

Once again I play Mozart’s distant tune.  
Chained to the frames of another life—  
I’m still Midnight’s Cowboy  
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ELECTRIC DREAMS  

Harvard  

It was X-Rated. With three Oscars.  But Midnight Cowboy revolted my companion while its 

soundtrack replayed inside my brain, calmly haunting me with the heartbreak of its moral tale. I 
tried to hide my tears from Gregory Templar, but I was sure he would never understand my 
empathy for the downbeat tragic drama.  

“Sickening,” he said, as we strolled into Harvard Square after the late show. “Especially the 
part where he hires himself out to that fag kid—how could they produce such blasphemous 
shit?” His black t-shirt, tight to every curve and stenciled with the statement, “Jesus Saves,” 
seemed no less graphic than the movie. I was in no mood to hear him rant, so I decided to see 
what lay under the skin-tight jersey.  

“A Priest? You want to be a Priest? You’re at Harvard and you’re a linguist. How many 
languages do you have? Four? Five? Six? And your career aim is to be the Pope?”  

“That’s right.”  
“Oh come on Greg, you can’t be serious. You’re too fucking sexy old chap! And what about 

all that Che Guevara stuff you’re into?”  
“Cool it, Richard,” he replied, giving me a long look as we walked across the street to 

Harvest, Harvard Square’s most reliable bistro. What a waste. No wonder Berkeley gave his 
intolerant arse the shove. Anyway, I’d had enough of this bull. We were heading to a double-date 
with Rosaline and her sister, Caroline, who neither of us had met before. I was thirsting to meet 
Rosaline again, and I was ravenous. I needed something rare. Rarer than rare. Red bloody rare. 
Moist. It was time for giant T-bones.  

My head hurt like crazy. Midnight’s soundtrack Eve-rybody’s Talking at Me strobed inside 
my head as we walked through Harvest’s arched door. I felt like pounding my skull with both my 
fists to make the pain go away. Then, through the cavern-like restaurant I spotted them at the far 
end, alone at the cramped, mahogany horseshoe bar. The music subsided, but it left an unquiet 
space.  

“I need a drink,” I said as we went across to join the girls. Their backs were bare with dresses 
supported by strings around their necks. The lights were dim, the atmosphere smoky, and 
“Jailhouse Rock” was playing in the background.  

“Hi there.”  
They turned towards us. Together.  
“Christ!” said the Priest.  
And I could only stare. Twins! Carbon copies to the last smudge: flowing auburn hair, eyes 

flecked with gold. Like Greg, both were dressed in tight black t-shirts  



– but with a difference – Radcliffe leapt out with attitude, written across in red. Oh God their 
legs! Long and creamy, smoothly athletic, ready to go the distance. Bloody Mary’s rested on the 
bar in frosted tumblers, with extra long right-angled straws. And when they saw us they started 
to sip, in unison, slowly emptying their glasses and staring back at us with wide innocent eyes. I 
was fascinated by the liquid rising through translucent plastic, leaving ice crystals smeared with 
red, naked against glass.  

Oh Yes. Yes.  
“Hi boys,” they said together as we settled in besides them.   
“Still want to be a Priest?” I muttered, digging my elbow into Greg’s side.  
He let out a low defeated sigh. Greg was going to miss midnight mass tonight for sure.  
Rosaline gave me a peck. Caroline gave the Priest another. So that’s how it was going to be. 

This was perfect.  
“All drinks on us,” I said.  
Bloody Mary’s and Bloody Mary’s. Blood Red and Bloodier Red. Glass after glass. 

Conversation sparkled with the booze, but it was Gregory Templar who took the evening. Words 
came smoothly off his tongue while I floated silently within erotic whirlpools of music that had 
filled my brain, sucking away all my words.  

“Ten thousand spoken languages. Are there actually that many?” said Caroline. Or was it 
Rosaline?   

At first I couldn’t make out the difference. I touched my head; it was hurting for some 
strange reason. I saw the other looking at me with a concerned frown. That one was Rosaline; I 
could scent her difference. She wore the same rosy perfume I noticed in the church. It was like a 
signature that parted her from her sister.   

“Yeah about that many,” Greg said, “and do you know the smallest of those ten thousand 
have only two or three living speakers?”  

The twins cooed together in amazement.   
He’d made it! He’d made it! With both. Goddamn your soul Greg Templar.  
“Bikya, for example, is now spoken by only one family living near Furuawa on the 

Cameroon-Nigerian border.”  
Rosaline’s eyes now turned to the Priest.  
Damn! He’s got her too. You self-serving bastard. How can you do this to me?  
“Where did you learn so much Greg?” I felt Rosaline’s breath brush lightly past my left 

cheek. Her voice was so soft, so fragrant, so full of melody. I wish I had a piano.  
“I can answer that,” I said. “Antlerhill—you know that British boarding school clone they 

have in this part of the world—Greg’s family forced him there for the last couple of years. They 
felt he had spent too much time in South America. Some spit and polish was needed for our boy. 
Get me girls?  

Rosaline and Caroline looked at me, and then at Gregory.  
“Well, Antlerhill and me didn’t get along too well,” he said cryptically.  
I decided to clarify. “He couldn’t take its discipline, conformity, obedience and upper class 

putridity, though he did like its dedication to religion, communal study, rugby matches, and war 
games. So do you know what our friend here did? He stuck portraits of Che Guevara and Mao in 
his dorm room with slogans like, ‘Violence and revolution are the purest acts,’ and ‘War is the 
last possible creative act.’ Unfortunately, the Principal walked in one day! Corrective, coercive 
action was immediately taken. Cold showers and institutionalized oppression was the story of 
our rebel from there on, so he ingeniously hid by cocooning himself in the library and taking in 



as many languages as he could.  
There was a long silence. The twins didn’t know what to say. They were staring at Greg, 

absolutely fascinated. They were his for the asking for sure. I wondered if the Priest had 
experimented with some boarding school sex in this all-male elitist bastion? No, not him. This 
fellow’s radicalism stopped at the closet door. He saw every sexual difference as a kink of the 
ruling classes. My head hurt. I was feeling very strange—not quite in control of myself.  

“And so, Greg, what do you plan to do with all of this after Harvard?” said Caroline.  
I sat up at that. Now the fun begins.  
“I’ll join the Church. The languages will help me get the gospel to those who need it most,” 

he said in a low husky tone.  
Carol gave a strangled gasp and looked into her Bloody Mary, taking a long sip. The Priest 

blinked at her with a shattered expression.  
Rosaline laughed. She hadn’t told her sister about Greg!  
So much for boys from Antlerhill. It was time to take over. But by now all I saw was Red. 

Red sparks raced around in my brain. I needed that steak. “Let’s go have some meat,” I said.  
The girls readily accepted my invitation, and we moved to a table facing the square. Through 

the glass, red neon glowed through the night from the theatre at the far end of Harvard Square. 
Midnight Cowboy started to spin again inside.  

“Don’t say much do you, Richard?” Rosaline’s voice was softly sweet.  
“God sings when he plays,” said Gregory. “This man has no need to talk. “Harvard now calls 

him The Mozart Man.”  
I turned my face away from the square. This time Carol stared at me with round eyes, her red 

lips forming a full O.  
Rose laughed again. She hadn’t told her sister about me!  
“Mozart at Harvard?” Carol gave me a leer and her lips twitched. “You know, I prefer 

Beethoven.” She left her mouth slightly open.  
From the corner of my eye I saw Greg grin. A firecracker? Yes, this girl was one for sure. 

She was made for Beethoven.   
Before I could say anything, Rosaline said, “But I love Mozart.” She had a wistful smile 

playing on her lips. Yes, Amadeus had got some familiar tune playing in her mind. I wanted to 
hug her.  

Like a Rose, isn’t she Amadeus?  
I turned to Caroline. I had to clarify something. “Do you know why Mozart was so damn 

good?”   
Caroline pouted her red lips. I felt like crushing that mouth with mine.   
“You see, Mozart’s love for music was fired by his lusty disposition, and he seduced 

everyone in sight— woman or man! Who'd have thought that guy with the powdered wig and 
dandy costume got so much ass.”  

The girls looked slightly startled. My head was banging. Perhaps I’d said more than I should 
have on my first date in America, if I could call this a date.  

“For God’s sake!” said Greg. “Can't you even talk about music without thinking about sex.   
“God created Sex but Satan improved upon it,” I said with a straight face.  
Rose and Caroline giggled.  
Greg shook his head and pursed his lips. “You’re crazy, man.”  
“So you want to understand the joy of the brilliantly insane? What makes them tick? The 

magic potion is sex! It isn't just fun; it’s the ultimate means of self-revelation. Luther knew he 



existed because he was redeemed. Descartes knew he existed because he thought. We know we 
exist because we fuck. At least I think we do!”  

At this they burst into peals of common laughter  
“Richard’s libido likes to be challenged," Greg said, getting somewhat into the groove.  
“Times are a changing,” I replied smiling through the pain in my head. “After all, I didn't 

invent sex."  
The waitress interrupted us. “And what’ll it be tonight folks?”  
“I want a T-bone now!” I said.  
“Richard, hold it! You’re not that hungry. Ladies what would you like?”  
Bugger off Priest. Phantom cymbals clashed in my head.  
Orders were placed and Gregory Templar took the lead again. He was going to beat me in 

our weird race for the twins. The winner would take it all. This time he talked about the language 
spoken by Christ.  

“Ancient Armanic—still alive in the mountains of Syria—is the mother tongue of perhaps 
ten thousand people today and survives in three villages, about forty miles north of Damascus,.”  

Priest. You’re boring everybody into hell. I let out a sigh.  
Greg went on. “But Richard here is no Christian child. He’s more. He quotes this Eastern 

guy, Gurtoo, every night before he sleeps. Wanna hear his prayer, girls?”  
You’ll burn in hell for this, Priest.  
The twins turned their heads together.  
Don’t do it Richard! Don’t say a word…  
But I couldn’t stop:  
“Where life does not get noticed until death.   
Where death does not get noticed until the neighbors get the stench.  
O how deep can we sleep?”  
I smiled, but nobody said a word.  
“Death’s friendly entrée,” I murmured.  
They didn’t get the joke.  
Hammers inside my head had started to pound reality away.  
“The food’s taking too long. I’ll hurry my steak.” My breath was fast, and I could hear my 

words race over each other. I spotted the waitress next to the bar and walked over to her. She 
seems disgusted with what I had to say.  

“You Brits!” she shook her head.  
Somehow, when I returned there was silence around the table, the dark expanse of Harvard 

Square in the background. The conversation seemed to have gotten lost somewhere.   
“I’m basically carnivorous,” I remarked to no one in particular.  
Caroline and Rosaline looked at each other.  
“No ladies, this is not a mating call, not yet.”  
“What? You crazy or somethin?” Caroline said, pushing away from the table. “Who the fuck 

do you think you are?” She rose from her chair. Her cheeks were flushed. “Screw you Richard 
Hall. We’re outta here Rose.”  

Red’ n sexy. Rare.  
Rose did not move. I saw her touch Carol’s arm. Yes, Rose gave me soft, beautiful, vibes.   
Then good fortune intervened in time to rescue the evening. The waitress arrived with my 

steak. Raw, Red, oozing meat sizzled on an iron platter. The hot plate steamed with the smell of 
evaporating blood.  



“Thank you. That’s fine.” I began to wolf my meat.  
“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Caroline said. “I have to go outside”  
Out with those Bloody Marys! Really. Sexy girls shouldn’t drink so much.  
Rosaline took the knife from my hand and gently placed it by the side of my plate. “Come 

Richard, perhaps it is time to go.”  
We were destined to go hungry though Caroline seemed to have recovered almost 

immediately. Two red spots appeared on her cheeks. Aroused, but not inflamed, she now gave 
me a peculiar look. Nobody wanted to dine anymore.  

“A bit too rare I suppose. But nothing wrong with that,” I said.  
And then I began to see; maybe this was all a little strange…  

My head hurt with music deep and seductive. Soundtracks from the movie replayed again and 
again, louder and louder: “Everybody’s talking at me. Everybody’s talking at me.” An icy wind 
was blowing, and I shivered as we stepped into Harvard Square. Now what? For some reason, I 
was beyond rational thought. I wanted to evaporate like the blood I’d left behind on the sizzling 
iron plate.  

Don’t run Richard. Don’t stop. Just walk away.  
“Richard?” Her hand held mine, gentle as a Rose.  
Rose, Rose… are you sure?  
Tonight I’m Midnight’s Cowboy.  

Time out in my room, overlooking Harvard Square. Nobody spoke as I crouched in the corner of 
my bedroom, near the piano. Rose, Carol and Greg faced me sitting together on the side of my 
bed. For some strange reason the silence was sexual. I looked at the Priest and got a random 
thought. Didn’t he know that God was both male and female? After all, this bisexual world was 
created in the Almighty’s image.   

“There are a hundred billion names of God. Got that?” I said, looking at him. “A hundred 
billion names of Gods and Goddesses. On the Roof of the world- in Lahsa, there lies a cosmic 
wheel, a huge golden prayer wheel deep inside the mountain below the Dalai Lama’s Palace. 
Round and round it moves in an eternal spiral. And with each turn of the wheel the Lamas recite 
a new name for God. And you know what? When they have recited all possible names, male and 
female, every star in the night sky will go out one by one and darkness shall fall on the universe. 
This is the end of time. An endless night…. like death. But how can I be afraid of death when I 
know all its names? Who said that? I can’t remember.”  

“What fucking rubbish. You’re on another planet man,” said the Priest.  
“Screw you, Greg,” I replied.  
“Hey, something’s not good here,” I heard him say. “Look, Carol, Rose—both of you’d 

better split. I’ll take care of this.”  
“No way, Greg,” Rose said. “ Carol and I will stay.”  
“YES ROSALINE, STAY!” I stood up. The edges of my mouth felt moist. I brushed the 

saliva away with the back of my hand. “Do you hear that obscene call of the night owl? Mozart 
will tame him with a little Night Music. It’s hot. Lord, I feel so very hot. I need the blood to run 
ice-cold in my veins.”   

I didn’t care if they were watching. I discarded my clothes in a heap by my feet and moved to 
the piano that touched the window above Harvard Square. Fluorescent white light from the 



square below reflected across my bare body. Ignited, raw musical energy, volcanic and molten, 
flowed out of control. I was there, but yet not there, and I danced at the piano unaware of time or 
anything else till I was flung into a climatic crescendo within a final, shuddering release. My legs 
gave way, and I slipped down on my knees, head against the piano, arms stretched outwards over 
the keyboard. My fingers were still trembling. My head spun out of control. I was so exhausted; I 
couldn’t speak.  

They helped me on the bed and through the murmur of voices I heard her say, “Richard, 
Richard that was magnificent. You must rest now.” Rose’s fingers brushed against my moist skin 
and as she covered me I heard a soft sigh. Carol came beside her and adjusted the blanket. I felt 
her fingers stroke my hair. I looked up at both of them and saw their twin eyes meet with a 
common secret message. I closed my eyes.  

“Maybe I should walk you girls back. It’s three, for God’s sake!”  
I heard Rose say, “Yeah, you’re right Greg. We should go.”  
“But you must stay right here with him Gregory,” said Caroline. I opened my eyes as they 

went through the door. Greg’s blue eyes traced after them, before they turned to me.   

An exploding climax of Night Music fragmented my dreams, and I was suddenly awake within 
electric images and a pulsing release. My eyes adjusted to a hushed silvery mixture of a setting 
moon and the candescence of streetlights that glowed through the window. Greg was asleep in 
the easy chair by the bed. His blanket had slipped off. He looked magnificent.   

Like a God.  
I felt a prickle on my thigh and another on my belly. Cockroaches. Their antennas’ vibrated 

over two spreads of crusty semen. They were two large translucent creatures—albinos, wings not 
quite folded in. What luck! Let’s play their game. A crazy little game.  

They run. To my navel and back down my thigh.  
Almost a race. An amusing prickly contest.  
“What in God’s name…Richard! You got roaches all over you!” With one long stride, 

Gregory was at my side wildly sweeping them off my body. He continued stroking.  
“Richard?” The seminal scent of body heat as he leaned down.  
“Richard?” My hands slid around his waist drawing him down.  
“Richard!” Lips parted. Wet.  
Over the edge, we were across each other. I watched my naked roommate kneel by the bed. 

Hands held high, Gregory begged for some absolution.   
“My God’s Dead! You’ve swallowed my religion! Damn you. Damn you. Damn you!”  
Symphony No. 40 resonated in my being, smothering his curses for my oblivion. Mozart my 

shield. There you are again…  
But it’s too late Amadeus. I’ve poisoned and gone.  
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POISON  

London Today  

Poison—sweet, sensuous and compulsive—rides the air in a halo around the 

distinguished Nobel laureate. She’s as captivating as the perfume. Glassy hazel eyes set off the 
porcelain texture of her face and her tiny five-foot body ripples with feline grace under a slinky 
cobalt-blue dress that clings smoothly over every curve. Hazel Hawthorne, Director of the 
London School of Economics and Political Science and winner of the Nobel Prize for 
Economics, stands by her small walnut desk on the fourth floor of the LSE at Houghton Street in 
central London.  

On the front page of the newspaper is the new Prime Minister with eyebrows that touch in 
the middle of his forehead, like two arrows, arching into the air and meeting tip to tip in the 
centre of the sky. She frowns and gives herself another spray of the legendary perfume. The 
afternoon edition of the Evening Standard has him standing like a knight at the door of No.10 
under a loud banner headline:  

“For King and Country!”  

Over the last eighteen months, Hazel had become The Labour Party’s one-person think tank. 
Her internationally respected position, and the Prize, gave her a remarkable degree of influence. 
People stopped and listened while she passionately preached her gospel of Constitutional reform. 
Hazel Hawthorne was a true Republican. She believed that the time had come for Britain to keep 

pace with 21
st 

century Europe and adopt a constitutional presidency in place of a moribund 
monarchy. Her words struck true. More and more people began take the possibility of a historical 
change seriously, and it propelled her to national stardom. The Labour Party enlisted her imagery 
and sentiments of anti-monarchism that had existed underground. Full of anti-materialist and 
self-denying flavor, these ideas were brought to the forefront during the election campaign. How 
could the Conservatives fight her language of a classless society—an idea that required the end 
of monarchy? How could they possibly fight an electoral battle against the ideas of a dazzling 
outsider—a Professor of Economics who had caught the imagination of the nation? How could 
they fight against the Prize? Labour was all set to seize the moment. She had begun the process 
of a revolutionary change in the psyche of a nation.  

But…  
“Balls.”  
Hazel Hawthorne purses her lips and tightens her hold on the green bottle of Poison. Months 

of planning, the timetable for the future meticulously set out, and now this accident of 
history…Damn you Richard Hall!  



Hazel Hawthorne reaches out and flicks on her laptop. It’s linked from her top floor office to 
a powerful super system five floors below in the air-conditioned, dust-proof basement of the LSE 
building. Through the Pan Global satellite system, it forms a seamless whole with a dozen 
similar supercomputers in England and the United States. She taps a password to enter a highly 
restricted database and keys in her subjects’ ID parameters. The information appears instantly on 
her screen.  

What’s this? Not ordinary or uninteresting. Nor is it the perfectly predictable ladder of a 
privileged life.  

HALL, RICHARD: The only son of the late James Hall, former Member of Parliament and 
Home Secretary. Baronet. Landowner: 200,000 acres. Inherited the Title and Estate after his 
father’s death.  

The King’s closest friend at Gordonsotun, the exclusive Scottish residential high school for 
boys—known for its tough regime.  

Leader and protector. Then and now.  
Studied at Harvard to become a Virtuoso symphonist and was nicknamed: The Mozart Man.  
Not Politics at Oxford, or History at Cambridge. But Music at Harvard?  
Richard. How strange. Were you that good?  
But he rarely played professionally after graduation.  
Why, Richard? Why aren’t you still locked up with your piano? So many years away from 

home. There had to be something more.  
But the computer has nothing more to reveal. Just a black hole of unaccounted years. And 

then…  
One fine day, there you appear, out of the blue. To hunt foxes with your old friend, Richard? 

Or, to play Mozart at the Royal Symphony? No. Of course not. No such luck. Without warning 
politics has somehow become your game. You’re just what the Royals need, and it doesn’t take 
you very long to ride into Parliament, with the largest margin of victory in living memory. 
Thunder always rises with a warning. I should have heard you a long time ago, Richard Hall, but 
who could have thought, so many years ago, you were anything more than another royal 
dilettante? Who could have ever dreamt that decades later you would edge yourself into the 
inside track as Deputy Leader of the Conservative under the Old Man and end your run by 
stealing the election and No.10 by accident? The Old Man’s dramatic death in the full glare of 
TV lights had propelled Richard Hall to the leadership of the Conservatives and to a tidal wave 
of support.  

Hazel Hawthorne holds her bottle of Poison under the yellow glow of the desk lamp and 
watches the liquid move inside the green, translucent bottle. She wonders how Richard Hall will 
celebrate his new job and New Year’s night.  

Balls! Bloody Balls! Green glass shatters against the wall and the sweet, sickening aroma of 
concentrated perfume overwhelms the room.  

Congratulations Prime Minister. Congratulations.  

It’s late afternoon. She must get out of Houghton Street for some fresh air, to clear her mind 
before the lecture. She needs to savor the nice things of life for a while, like re-reading for the 
umpteenth time the headline of a month old newspaper in her favorite place.  



“Hazel Hawthorne Wins Nobel Prize”  

She sits alone on a green bench in Hyde Park smiling at the banner headline. It’s as big as 
Richard Hall’s!  

It’s no longer raining and a rainbow stretches above the calm waters of the Serpentine…For 
once there’s a pot of gold at the end. The band of colors seems to curve over the autumn brown 
of tall trees and end at an island of tranquility—St.George’s Fields is definitely the best place to 
live in London. Oh, to be brushed by an occasional rainbow while having tea on a balcony with a 
view of both the sky above and the greens below! Yes, a thousand square feet of heaven is now 
hers, as is that cobalt blue Mercedes coupe she’d been looking at every day through the show-
window in Mayfair.  

It’s almost five. She must get back! They’re waiting for her in the auditorium. Hyde Park had 
almost made her forget about the special lecture, called by the faculty and students of the LSE to 
honor her for the Prize.  

5 PM. She enters the hall to a standing ovation. The applause goes on and on, and she accepts the 
congratulations with a smile on her face. Her eyes leap from face to face and then stop on 
Professor Gordon Thorburn. Popularly known as ‘Thor,’ his energy sparkles though the hall. She 
can scent his power as she begins.  

“Thank you, thank you. You honor me so. England, today, is ruled by and exists in a 
privileged academy of lesser men. But life is metamorphoses, and our ideal is the greatest good 
for all who live in this land. The time has come for all of us to propel a change, so that the new 
millennium does not swamp us, leaving us to stagnate in tradition and decay with the 
unnecessary pomp and show of the ruling elite.”  

Her eyes fix on Thor. Is he responding? The others don’t matter.  
Yes! His closed fist is in the air. He can see her words—colors and pictures of her tomorrow. 

He gets her heat, wanting more.  
“In these extraordinarily uncomfortable buildings, we will build in the hours days and 

months to come, a polymorphic vehicle of change. You can call it an active movement to propel 
our political system into modernity with the millennium. The time has come to define the place 
of every citizen in this country. The time has come for a clear written delineation of national 

rights that will answer this question: Is there a constitutional place for privilege in the 21
st

 
century? Can democracy allow an unelected class to rule the social fabric of our land and to 
command inherited influence and wealth in the name of tradition and history? These questions 
need to be decided. Not by the politicians alone but by the people.  

“We’ve just finished an election where this was put to the vote, but the old system managed 
to survive. We have a new Prime Minister today, the King’s loyal friend, who has entered No.10 
through an unexpected combination of circumstances and chance, and by the fact that we are a 
cautious nation. But let us not forget that we are still here for peaceful, democratic change, no 
matter how long it takes. That is reasonable, and that is our right. There will be another election, 
sooner rather than later—within months, if we keep on the pressure. So let us renew our struggle 
from this very moment and demand an elected Constituent Assembly for change, where the 
people can have their say and take on the final question of the place of the monarchy in the third 
millennium. Let’s force another election!”  

She can see Thor shiver with anticipation. He is about to stand. Hazel knows she has stoked a 



raging fire.  
“Let the sorties storm out from this old fortress of progress. Let the debate begin again today! 

Should a Republic arise to preserve and protect us all?”   
Thor is on his feet in the eye of her storm. Her eyes link to his, and she feels his rising lust. . . 

.and a surge of power.  
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FLAMES AT TRAFALGAR  

London Today, New Year’s Eve  

Terry wears that fancy windcheater from Harrods he bought during the sale the other 

day, but it don’t cheat the bleedin’ cold. Cost him a penny too, it did. Well, back it goes to 
Knightsbridge where it belongs. He’ll have a thing or two to tell `em at Harrods. Plenty of other 
fancy stuff there too for cheap after Christmas.  

Blast that wind! It’s getting to the bones. Good thing he left mum at home. Much warmer 
she’ll be wrapped up before the telly with a nice cuppa hot soup. She’ll be no fun here. Crib, 
crib, crib, would’ve been the story if she’d come along—and of course, he can’t have her watch 
him kiss all those wild things at midnight!  

Life’s a huge thing here at Trafalgar on New Year’s Eve. The crowds stream by merry as 
ever, not bothered a mite by the cold, and they don’t shop at Harrods! They’re here by the 
thousands, singing, dancing, and shouting, just like every year. But tonight’s different, he can 
tell. Something strange is `appening this New Years Eve. Those flaming torches, thousands of 
flickering flames `ave appeared at the corners of the square and down the streets leading to 
Trafalgar, giving a queer glow to the night. They’re held high by well-clad lads, students no 
doubt. Friendly-like, he offers a young one a swig from his precious bottle, but the fart says no 
and keeps his torch above his head.  

Watch it you asshole or you’ll fry someone!   
But who are they? Why are they here? Where have they come from?  
Terry’s thoughts somehow chill him more ’n the wind tonight.  
Minutes before midnight. Mighty sounds from Trafalgar rise high and slice through his 

earmuffs in waves.  
“Hey, TT” he says to himself, “what’s this?”  
The torches have started to move. Orderly, like troops or something, they collect on the west 

of the square, under Admiralty Arch. Some have spilled onto the Mall, and in the distance, at the 
end of the wide avenue, he can see the halogen-lit glow of Buckingham Palace.  

Midnight arrives with a thunderous roar and with it another year runs away. He feels the 
excitement of being alive and wants to dance on and on, but the torches have started to sway, 
slowly. Flames criss-cross in the air. They beckon him to follow them down the Mall as scattered 
calls start to roll from the crowd.  

“To the King! The King! To the Palace! To the Palace!”  
To the Palace? No! He wants no part of this.  
The torches move slowly down the road, and the chants start to grow. A new ugly mood 



takes hold.  
TT you fart. You should’ve stayed home. You came `ere tonight to celebrate your life, not 

join a friggin march to His Majesty’s House.  
Hey, it’s New Year’s Eve! Hey!  
But why is he afraid to shout that out? It’s time to get out. He shoves on either side. Bleedin 

hell! They won’t let him through…he’s trapped! Caught within the mob. Mounted police appear 
and he hears the deafening wails of a hundred sirens.  

In the midst of ten thousand people, maybe more, Terry follows the glow of the firelights. 
The procession comes to a halt by the barricades before the gates of Buckingham Palace and 
spreads sideways around Queen Victoria’s Memorial. The fire-leaders stand still, torches held 
up. A weird silence descends across the Mall. And he’s friggin frozen and afraid.  

An hour goes by in the cold and nothing happens. It’s then that he knows—tonight’s just a 
vigil. The fires slowly die and with them the shadows that fill the night. Terry melts into the 
darkness along with the rest with a heavy heart, not knowing that from a darkened room, behind 
the balcony, high up in Buckingham Palace a lonely figure watches and silently accepts the 
message.  

Nor does he notice a tall man under a nearby tree, surrounded by the hues of the night light. 
Shadows obscure his face and a fur cap hides his hair. Virtually invisible in the darkness, he 
looks through a small pair of night-vision binoculars, closely surveying the scene on the 
Mall…and the Palace.  
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MIDNIGHT HOUR  

London Today  

It’s the hour after midnight. Mozart drowns the phone’s low ring, but finally my eye catches 

the red flash of the bulb blinking relentlessly. Reluctantly, I leave the keyboard and walk over to 
the oak desk and lift the receiver.  

“Yes?”  
“Prime Minister, this is the duty officer. I’m sorry to disturb you sir. There seems to be a 

problem outside Buckingham Palace. I have the Principal Secretary on hold. He says it’s urgent. 
And Mr. Archer from the Palace is here to meet you.”  

“Could you put John Clayton on please? I’ll see Tony Archer in the study in a moment.”  
“Hello John?”  
“Prime Minister, we have a situation here.” His breathless voice describes an extraordinary 

firelight march on Buckingham Palace.  
“Anyone hurt?”  
“No sir, no violence. And now, nothing at all. They’ve all gone.”  
“Where are you?”  
“Right by the Palace gates, sir.”  
“I’ll be with you shortly.”  
“Prime Minister, if I may suggest, there is really no  
 

need at all for you to come. Everything is completely under control. The press are all over the 
place; perhaps it may not be prudent.”  

“Expect me in half an hour.”  
“Yes sir.”  
So this is how it is to begin. I feel my body tremble  
 

as fury volts through me. I ring off and buzz the  
switchboard. “Mr. Archer may come up to the study.” At the Roland I switch the orchestra on 

playback.  
Symphony No. 40. Mozart, my shield, I need you again.   

His low, quadraphonic brilliance orphans the violent sparks that consume my mind. In a few 
minutes, a kind of peace settles, and I pick up my clothes that lie by the piano and dress. The 
shirt I leave unbuttoned, still needing the heat from the fireplace to touch the skin on my chest.   

A light knock on the door.  
“Come on in, Tony.”  



Tony Archer enters the fire-lit study. He stands silent  
 

for a moment, struck by Amadeus’ sensuous accent. I smile at the fragile figure and step towards 
him. “He…His Majesty…He didn’t send me. I…I came  

on my own. I had to talk to you sir. I thought I should let you know he’s just standing there, 
looking at them. He hasn’t said a word since they came.”   

“Easy, easy boy.” I gently hold him round his shoulders. “It’s okay. It’s okay. Nothing 
happened. The crowds have gone. It’s all over.”  

I pour him a stiff Martell, and we sit by the window. He holds the glass with both hands. 
Fingers wrap tightly around the heavy crystal and he closes his eyes, slowly sipping the fiery 
amber liquid. I look at the tense handsome face and feel a flush run through me. I reach out and 
touch his face lightly and feel a slight tremor as he senses an inexplicable chemistry.  

The phone buzzes on the desk—and the moment passes.  
It’s the King.  
His voice is calm. “Richard, could you come by tomorrow morning please?”  
“I’ll be with you at eight, Sire.”  
“Thank you Richard.”  
I replace the handset and turn to the King’s young assistant.  
“His Majesty’s fine, Tony, but perhaps you should get back. He may need you.”   
“Yes, Prime Minister,” he says softly moving past me towards the door, looking down.  
And I feel a rising urge to reach out.  

Alone again.  
Flames flicker in the pillared fireplace and cast their shadows on the four walls of the long 

narrow room with windows that overlook London. I must rest for a moment before I leave. I 
must let the crescendo pass. Through the windows, in the distance, glows Big Ben. I turn up the 
synthesizer, and the throbbing music tides through me as I stretch on the floor by the fireplace. 
The soft fur of the rug caresses my back and the surge rises within. My fingers drift down, 
playing lightly over skin. I move instinctively with the rhythms of passion that surround me, till 
my body arches in release with the crescendo.  

I call out his name.  
And from the embers that light my empty body, I hear Rose call out mine.   
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SCENT OF A ROSE  

Harvard  

ichard? Richard?” At first I didn’t hear her. I was at the other end of my room leaning out 
of the open windows over Harvard Square. I was left holding the embers of the night, and I had 
to let the morning wind sweep midnight’s trail.  

There was a tentative knock again at the door.  
The voice was light. “Richard, open up!”  
And she walked into my room with the scent of a Rose.  
“Hi Richard,” said Rosaline, throwing her arms around me. I hugged her letting her go after a 

warm minute. And then I took both her hands in mine.   
Last night?  
Fractured visions of the night pieced together in my mind like a half forgotten dream. Distant 

faces appeared through a tunnel. And like a light at the end of a dark cavern, her face shone 
clearly. She was here last night.  

“I met Greg jogging outside. That guy sure has some legs!”  
“And a body like a racehorse,” I said without thinking.  
Her eyes touched mine. “I suppose so. Well, he insisted that I join him for coffee instead of 

coming up here. Got all worked up when I said no and seemed kinda agitated. So what’s up?”  
“He’s charged.” I let my words hang.  
“What?”  
“Oh nothing. Last night upset him. I upset him. Let Greg be; he’ll get over it.” It was time to 

let the Priest go.  
Rose look closely at me and was about to say something but went no further.  
“Oh yes, where’s Caroline?” I asked.  
“She’s asleep. Tired. So I thought I’d come by alone.”  
“I’m sorry…” I said, suddenly troubled. One was before me, but somehow I couldn’t really 

see the other’s face even though they were twins. I had somehow lost her as a person. All I could 
recall were vibes of red at a restaurant and broken, naked visions of last night in my room that 
overlooked Harvard Square.   

“Don’t worry about it,” she said “but I thought you might need to talk. There’s someone I 
know at Massachusetts General. He can help you deal with what happened at night. We can see 
him this morning if you want.”  

She had an uncertain, uneasy smile. I loved that sweet look.  
“Thank you sweetheart.” I stretched forward and gave her a kiss on her forehead.  
Her eyes widened. I don’t think she expected that.  



“Let’s go,” I said. I would do this for her—for the scent of a Rose.  

All great hospitals look frighteningly alike: mammoth buildings, ambulances at the door, doctors 
in white, patients being wheeled in and lucky ones like me walking in on their own two feet. We 
had made a mistake. Somehow we had missed the main entrance and entered Emergencies under 
a wide porch. We were told to go to the end of the building down a long neon-lit corridor and 
directed to take the elevator to the fourth floor. I felt something stalk as we walked through this 
monstrous building of the sick. It was busy and warmth bleakly signaled its absence. I thought I 
got the ugly aroma of formaldehyde and death preserved as I passed closed doors. All cold 
reminders of mortality. I shivered as I entered the elevator.  

Floor four. The doors opened, and there was a polished, discreet sign on the light blue wall. It 
read: The Psychiatric Centre.  

Now I know what fear is. I thought I heard a cackle of crazed laughter through the closed 
doors that lined the corridor. Streams of faces passed by me, and they all seemed to have that 
distant look.   

Were there all madmen here?  
So I felt like a madman as Rose and I entered the door marked, Dr. John Burns M.D.   
Phantom cymbals clashed inside my head…  

An hour later the ordeal was over. It was confirmed. I  
was crazy.  

“A cuckoo trapped in a cuckoo clock,” I said.  
Her fingers tightened firmly around mine. “Nonsense.”  
Rose, Rose, thanks for pretending that last night did not arrive. I need you so much. I need to 

love you. I need you to love me. But do I know what love is? Of course I do. It’s love’s music 
that I play. Here comes Symphony No. 40 inside me. Mozart, my friend, here you are again.  

Her fingers held mine tightly, and I realized that I was not alone. What a strange state to be 
in, to discover one fine morning that I have a scrambled mind. And to be told pleasantly by a 
plump, agreeable doctor, that I suffer from “episodic, maniac depressive psychosis.”  

Could anything sound more frightening than that?  
But when I received the news, I felt nothing. I did nothing. I didn’t rave or rant like a fucking 

lunatic. I didn’t scream or cry or tear at my hair or attack the man who smiled and told me I had 
a “fine madness.” Really, how could he smile and look at me with such cheer?  

“You’re a musician, I understand?”  
“Yes, Doctor.”  
“Something like Mozart?”  
“Yes, Doctor, something like that.” I started to laugh. He seemed to find something peculiar 

with my amused response and peered closely at me.   
Rose started to giggle. “We call him The Mozart Man, Dr. Burns.”  
And she giggled again. What a beautiful noise. It covered her so well.  
Dr. Burns assured me that many like me had this “fully suppressible” malaise. I did note that 

he did not say “curable.” Lithium, the wonder drug, he said, would bring joy and happiness back 
into my life.   

That’s when I decided to get up and leave. Hadn’t he heard me laugh? Hadn’t he heard Rose 
giggle? I had all that already right here. Couldn’t he see? I’d had enough of this madness! Then 



my eye fell on Rosaline by my side. She looked at the doctor, then at me. A slight frown. So 
concerned, so loving. I felt her squeeze my hand. No. I had to bear this for her.  

A prescription was placed before me. A pill a day.  
For the rest of my life?  
“And don’t you forget, Richard, we must meet again next Monday.”  
“Thank you Doctor,” I said, without saying yes.  
We left and made our way out of the hospital by the same scary route, weaving our way 

between the same scary stream of people. Not for a moment did Rose let go of my hand.  
We were met outside by a bright Boston morning, with sunbeams streaming through leaves 

that were turning into brown. The golden fall highlighted the auburn of her hair. To this moment 
now, I have never seen a prettier sight. A slight breeze blew over us, and I caught her perfume—
the light sweet fragrance of white roses and something else. Something complex. Indefinable. 
Unique. Natural. It sparked my mind and the notes appeared instantaneously. Tiny strands of 
music friskily rode her scent. But as I pressed against her the music inexplicably vanished, and I 
wondered why.  

“I love it,” I said. “Your perfume. It’s like the scent of a Rose.”  
She gave me a delighted smile. “I made it, Richard.”  
“What do you mean you made it?”  
“Exactly that. Just a bit of chemistry, a nose and lots of imagination. DeVerge Perfumes—

that’s the family business and fortunately for me, I find it exotic and exciting.  
“Rosaline DeVerge! You’re something else. thought my Florence Nightingale was headed 

towards medicine as her natural profession.”  
“Medicine? Why?”  
“Well, for one thing, minding oddballs like me.”  
“Stop it Richard!” There was a tinge of pink on her cheeks.  
Yes, she was sexy like her sister. But, not as Red as her twin.  
“Hey…I’m sorry,” I said. I wanted to hold her so much. She was for real.  
There were no words left to speak. Love was in the air, and her arms were suddenly around 

my neck. Our lips came together, and the Boston rush-hour traffic streaked madly all around as 
we held each other tight by the side of the road. I had found somebody but Amadeus 
unaccountably stopped playing in my head.  

Harvard Square. An hour later the sun, low in the sky, had begun to cast its reddish glow across 
Cambridge. A nip braced the air, and the noise of fun was all around. Friday afternoon was high 
time. This was Harvard’s heart and a lovers stop. We stopped by a cart and the old man handed 
us Polish hot dogs with a hint of spice. We passed on the relish and mustard so we could taste the 
real thing and sat on a tiny bench just big enough for the two of us. From there, we could watch 
the passing parade.  

Memories of Leicester Square flooded through me. One day I’d take her there to taste burnt 
chestnuts in the cold, and then we’d dance the night away at the Hippodrome. I’d lead her 
through Chinatown, and we would sip Irish coffee at Piccadilly. And then, late, late at night we’d 
take a room at the Ritz and snuggle under the goose down, loving each other through the night. 
Yes. I would take her home for Christmas.  

“Let’s show you Toronto,” she said instead, entering my dream.   
“Toronto? Where’d that come from?”  
“It’s home. That’s where Mom lives. That’s where the fragrance begins. DeVerge Perfumes, 



remember? Toronto Nights! You and I shall live there in sin.”  
“At your mother’s house?”  
She giggled. “She has the Palace, but I have the nest, a tiny little one you should see that 

almost touches heaven. You’d love it! ”  
“Let’s go! But first have some hot Colombian with me up there.” I pointed to my room that 

overlooked the Square. Its windows were open.  
Love. Love. Love.  

We looked out through my window over Harvard Square and felt the cool evening wind in 
our hair.  

“I’ll love you forever,” I said, just like that.  
“No. Tell me that you love me now.” She held my hands and kissed each finger one by one. 

“Play for me Richard.”  
I stood empty at my piano. Oh God, I tried, but for some strange reason those kissed fingers 

on ivory keys make no sound. Something had happened. They remained frozen over the keys. 
Mozart had vanished. My world had stopped for Rosaline. Love had somehow stopped my 
sound. It had stolen my sound.   

I stood still. Defeated. Rose pulled me to the floor besides my piano. Her kisses of comfort 
moved down my body, but I remained uninhabited.  

After Rose left I pulled my piano to the window facing the square and stood by the keyboard. I 
watched her walk slowly away and my fingers began to move with a life of their own. Soft 
sounds of love floated down after her.  

A Little Night Music.  
She turned around and looked up at me, captured by Amadeus, who now filled the space she 

had left behind in my room over Harvard Square. One day I would take her to England. I’d play 
for her by the gates of Buckingham Palace and my Prince would watch us from high above.  
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GUARDIAN  

London Today. Past Midnight.  

Agiant Viking-like man stands under a tree surrounded by the hues of the night light. 

Shadows obscure his face and a fur cap hides his hair. Virtually invisible in the darkness, he 
looks through a small pair of night-vision binoculars, closely surveying the outcome of the 
march outside the Palace - the crowds and firelights long since gone.  

A black Jaguar escorted by a dozen outriders with sirens at full blast screeches to a halt 
outside the gates of Buckingham Palace. Prime Minister Richard Hall emerges wearing a steel 
grey turtleneck, black trousers, silver Nike’s with fluorescent orange swooshes and a cold smile. 
Surprise. In an instant he is awash with TV lights and surrounded by dozens of reporters all 
shouting at once, thrusting microphones at him.  

The Prime Minister raises both his hands and an immediate silence shrouds the air. Words, 
unconcealed and menacing, ricochet off the walls of Buckingham Palace. “Britain is now at war. 
Let that be heard and understood. Those who disrupt the natural tranquility of this land will 
experience the full might of retaliatory justice that’s swift and sure.”  
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FATHER DEAR FATHER  

Straus Hall, Harvard  

Dearest Father,  

I’m very worried about you. That you should land up in Cromwell Hospital with a heart 
problem so soon after my departure is deeply disturbing. But I’m sure you’ll be up and about 
hunting foxes soon enough! Get well soon! You’ve promised to visit me, and Thanksgiving’s not 
too far away. And don’t forget you promised to get me some transport here. I think a black 
motorcycle, preferably a Harley Davidson, will be perfect to get around Cambridge and Boston. 
Don’t worry Pa, I won’t fall off!  

Harvard is both a bit of heaven and hell.  
On some days, life’s just great. Just the other day, I was invited to play my own compositions 

before the faculty of the Department of Music. Afterwards, Professor Jacob Mier gave me the 
greatest complement ever:“Richard Hall,” he said, “you have a huge, flawed presence that 
makes your music so good that it stays on. You are, without doubt, the most edgy talent to enter 
my class in thirty years.”  

Father, I can’t believe he said that!  
But unfortunately, on other days, things are not so good. The devil seems to take over. Please 

don’t get perturbed by this. I know you always suspected that mother passed something other 
than music onto me. Of late,I’ve begun to act like her. I couldn’t quite understand her state in the 
months before she died—after all I was only twelve then—but today medicines are available to 
control such “runaway passions.” Yesterday, I was given a “new generation” pill to prevent 
Mozart taking over my entire life at Harvard. I realize now what mum went through. She gave 
me my music. It was a priceless gift for which both of us had to pay a price. But Father, now 
there’s nothing to bother about. I take a pill of Lithium every morning and feel like saying 
cheers!  

Oh God, I have to go! I have to attend a meeting of the Young Democrats! Yes father dear, 
your genes too are in overdrive! I’m still Conservative, like you in the British sense, though here 
at Harvard I’m liberal in the American sense of the word. JFK’s influence still filters into 
EVERY freshman’s psyche. He’s my lost hero of Camelot. I have taken several exciting courses 
at the Institute of Politics. They are thinking of renaming it The Kennedy School of Government. 
The advantage here is that I can aim for a double major in Music and Government! That would 
be a first for a Harvard undergrad and ALL my Profs are urging me on.  

I love rowing in the River Charles, especially at sunset. I take my friend, Rose, along often. 
She’s from Canada and she’s a gem. I would love you to meet her.  

By the way, Father, can I call you Dad? American Democrats do that!  

Love, Richard  
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URGENT TELEGRAM  
 

To: Sir Richard Hall, Straus Hall, Harvard  
From: Carver and Co., Solicitors, London  

It is with deep regret that we inform you of the sad demise of your father, Sir James Hall, 
Baronet and Member of Parliament. As his duly appointed solicitors, we bring to your notice 
that according to your father’s will you are the sole inheritor of his entire estate including his 
accounts at Barclays, the family mansion at Harrow and city home at Wellington Court, 
Knightsbridge, London.  

The Baronetcy and Title have now passed to you. We would be pleased to take 
care of all legal and estate matters during your absence. Once again, our heartfelt 
condolences, Peter Carver  
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EQUINOX 
 

Boston, Massachusetts  

oronto?” said Caroline. “You’re taking him home? Sex in Rosedale? Mom’ll freeze his 
balls! Mozart’s not gonna perform in T.O. baby.”  

“Carol, stop it!” Rosaline’s laugh vibrated across the tiny table for two at Starlight. The little 
wine bar, in the heart of the noise of the nightly party on Boston’s Charles Street, was their 
private delight. It sparkled at dusk from old-fashioned, gas-fueled lamps that lined the street out-
side. It was something special—smoky, sexy, and just seedy enough to provide a sliver of 
mischief.  

“This calls for a smoke, Rose…”  
“Carol! No. We could get arrested!”  
“Come on sis, it’s only a little grass.”  
“You know what happens when you take that stuff.”  
“Girls’ gotta play, baby. You’re the one having the time of your life with Mozart, and I’m 

left holding a Priest!”  
“Greg? What’s with him? Haven’t seen him in a while. Hey, you two got something going 

on?”   
Caroline lit up on the table candle and inhaled deeply. “This is wonderful. Try it Rose. It’s 

fun!”  
“Nah, it makes you all weird. Look out! The waiter’s coming. Hide it. Hide the joint, stupid, 

under the table!”  
“Don’t worry. That guy’s high all the time. Hi, Tom, champagne cocktails on ice please—the 

pink specials for Rose here.”  
“Comin’ up.” The scrawny young man gave her a grin, “Have fun girls.”  
“You were gonna tell me about Greg. Out with it Carol…”  
“Yeah. I got that racehorse to bare his stuff a couple of times.”  
“Yes. Yes! Tell me. Tell me!”  
Carol giggled, took another drag and downed her drink. And giggled again.  
“Soft.. softer… softest—before he could even start!”  
“Nooo! I don’t believe it. Not that big, big man with the hard sexy legs.”  
“And with the smallest one you ever have seen!”  
“I gotta hear this, Carol. More. More, please.”  
“A temporary problem, he said, while he changed professions. The Almighty’s no longer on 



his agenda. Says he’s far too evil for the Church, so he’s onto ‘The History of Political Change’ 
nowadays. Greg’s definitely down and out.”  

“Wow!”  
“You haven’t heard all. He’s also freaked because he can’t get a decent night’s sleep because 

of Mozart. Says night after night he’s done in by the maniac’s music. That’s why he can’t get it 
up!”  

“Carol, this is crazy.”  
“So it is. Well, they finally got themselves a divorce. Greg shifted out to a single room that 

was available next door.”  
“Just a degree of separation. Weird. Richard didn’t tell me. He’s on a sort of hold too; he’s 

been very down lately, more so after his trip home for his Dad’s funeral.  
I think he was under pressure there to return and take his old man’s seat in British politics. 
Fortunately, he loves music and Harvard too much and was back in two days.”  

“No. He came back for you Rose.”  
Their twin eyes met for an instant, sending messages  
 

of pleasure and pain. “Carol, I think I need that smoke!” “Yes! We’re twins at last.” Heads 
together, they were wired with laughter. “Hey Rose! Let’s take Mozart for a ride…”  
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CIRCLES 
 

Cambridge, Massachusetts  

motorcycle made an almighty roar under my window.  
“Stop that racket down there!” I stretched, bare-chested, out of the window to see who was 

making that infernal racket. Hey wait! That wasn’t any old machine. That beautiful noise had 
come from the twin exhausts of a Harley Davidson!  

“Hi sexy! Come on down!” Two voices vibrated through the night air, one catapulting up to 
my room.  

Rose? Carol? On a Harley? It couldn’t be. Girls were not supposed to ride around on one of 
those. That was a big, bad, man-machine!  

“What’s going on down there? I can’t come now. I’m practicing.”  
“Now Richard! Now! Mozart can wait, or we’re coming to get you.”  
“Okay, okay. Coming. Coming!”  
“Ride with us, Richard. Pronto!” Hysterical laughter flew up to me from downstairs.   
The neon lights of Harvard Square reflected off shiny metal giving the bike a surreal silvery-

red glow. Carol and Rose were astride the front seat of the gleaming motorcycle. A cool wind 
was blowing through their hair, lifting strands of auburn in a synchronous dance. To 
accommodate a third rider would have been an impossible squeeze on any other machine, but 
this was a Harley Davidson—the biggest, most powerful bike on earth. Riding pillion, I held 
tight against both.  

Twins. Oh God. Twins in motion at a hundred miles an hour at midnight. Round and round 
we roared around Harvard Square. A hundred tumultuous circles of thrill seemed to go on 
forever. And then, at last, we came to a skidding halt under my room. The Harley’s blazing roar 
died. The silence disguised the freedom of the moment. All of us were breathing heavy.  

“Thank you, Richard.”  
“Thank you, Richard.”  
Two kisses from each, on each cheek, each with its own heartbeat.  
“Night, night girls.” What fun. This is what Harvard at midnight was meant to be. I touched 

the warm machine before it orbited away into the night.  
Beautiful.  

I was on my way, and I knew just where I was going. Musical Theory, the History of Music and 



other simple numbers, such as Music 707, stood at the centre of my curriculum. However, 
Machiavelli, Hobbs, Aristotle and the greats of European political thought provided the 
intellectual question marks that gave the other side of my brain its raison d’etre. But it was Rose 
who lifted my days at Harvard. We met every day on Boston’s emerald necklace, the 
extraordinary esplanades on both sides of the banks of the River Charles.  
It was late afternoon, and it was longer raining. We sat on a cool grassy patch by the river, 
watching racing shells cut the surface of the placid waters in their rhythmic endurance passage 
past Harvard university. Above the racing boats with their backward facing drivers, a small red 
plane circled in the clear blue sky and seemed to cut through a rainbow that had appeared like a 
cosmic bridge between Cambridge and Boston.  

“I’ll take you up in one of those. We’ll touch those colors of life,” Rose said, pointing at the 
sky.  

I looked at the tiny red dot in the sky as it took a loop under the rainbow.  
“You can fly that little thing?” The dot headed into the sun and disappeared.  
“Sure. I’m always in flight in Toronto, always circling my nest. Hey, you know what? 

There’s a flying club not far from here. I could take you sky riding.”  
At that moment I thought I could see the clear skies of tomorrow, but I would not disturb 

today.  
“No thanks,” I said, reaching for her hand over the wicker basket from where came a honey-

sweet, fruity aroma. “I prefer to eat these with you down here, anytime.”   
“I’ve never tasted anything like them in my life, Richard. They feel so silky and smooth, like 

eating nectar.”  
“Alphonso Mangoes from India. They came in yesterday with a bottle of Royal Chablis and a 

note that said I should remember him by the Charles! Now try this.” I poured her a glass of wine. 
“Wash that sweetness down with the crispest, driest white on earth. Chablis was made for 
mangoes!  

Our soft kisses mingled into fine flavors of love.  
“Richard Hall, you court like a Prince.”  
“I’ll borrow the lawns of Buckingham Palace, and we’ll do this again there one day my 

Princess.”  
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WILD CARD  

London Today: Buckingham Palace  

“Abdication won’t solve the problem, Your Majesty,” Richard said. “You’d just be 

passing the buck to a young man totally unprepared for anything like this.” The King considered 
this as he guided his Prime Minister into the oval shaped room with glass doors that led onto the 
terrace. It was nine, and they had been talking for nearly an hour. He was surprisingly at peace 
with himself, but Richard was tense and unsettled.  

“Lets take a walk,” said the King, as they moved out onto the terrace that overlooked forty-
five acres of magnificent, manicured lawns. The two men stepped down the stone steps that led 
to the greens. It was another brilliant crisp morning, but Richard didn’t seem to notice. They 
headed slowly towards the most beautiful part of Buckingham Palace, the lake, with its 
collection of pink flamingos.  

“Richard, I don’t agree at all. The boy has his mother’s charisma; he’s the darling of the 
press, and a fresh face is what the country needs, what the throne needs. Follow that with a fairy-
tale Royal wedding and Britain will have both a lovely new King and Queen.” The King put a 
finality in his voice that normally brooked no argument. But he should have known. It made no 
difference at all to his friend.  

“Your Majesty, what we’re fighting against is not a feeling that the Monarchy has had its 
day, but a conspiracy, a well-thought out agenda to disturb the throne. You saw what happened 
last night. That was no spontaneous gathering. A midnight firelight procession? Crazy. How 
stupid do they think we are? That was meant to scare you, and they’re not going to stop, no 
matter who occupies the throne. You may get a transitory feel-good surge with another 
Succession, but I doubt whether the young man will be able to handle any kind of backlash. 
Leave him out of this Sire. It’s not his fight, it’s yours. And mine. I’m here now to preserve and 
protect. That’s something I’ll never allow them to forget.”  

The words had spilled out fast, at a noticeably higher pitch. The King looked at his Prime 
Minister closely, narrowing his eyebrows. “Let me sleep over this for a while, Richard. I’ll 
decide in a week or so, and we’ll go on from there. Anyway, who was responsible for that 
outrageous scene last night? Did the Dangerous Teacher and her LSE gang have anything to do 
with it?”  

“Absolutely. Police Commissioner DeAngeli has confirmed that the boys from Houghton 
Street had gathered to celebrate both the New Year and an expected Labour victory. Their defeat 
turned them towards the Palace. Hazel Hawthorne and her cronies provoked it.” Richard’s voice 
assumed an uneven, excited edge and his words raced ahead. “Her influence has gone far beyond 
the classroom, and she’s positioned herself cunningly. She’s suddenly the radical outsider with 



Nobel respectability, thundering against the ruling elite. Those rabble rousing talk shows 
dominating all the channels have reached millions and given her a remarkable degree of 
influence. When she talks of an elected, constitutional presidency to replace the Monarchy 
people stop and listen. She’s dangerous because she’s the most recognized figure in Britain.”  

“Well, I have to admit, the lady rings loud and clear when she says Britain can’t afford me or 
all this. After all, she should know. She’s got this year’s Prize for Economics!” The King grinned 
crookedly and swept his arm around the Palace and its lawns. “But, you’re wrong on the other 
count. She was the most recognized face around. I can think of one person whose has stolen her 
thunder.”  

Prime Minister Richard Hall totally missed his friend’s attempt to lighten the stress of the 
moment. He placed his hand on the King’s arm, halting their progress down the cobbled path. 
“Sire, she’s assumed the double role of a mass preacher and an instigator. Her almost religious 
rhetoric has brought into the open all the feelings that were—at best—ambivalent. Yes, it’s now 
time to shake her up a bit.”  

Richard resumed a quick stride down the path. It was as though he was walking alone with 
no one by his side. “Downing Street, Downing Street. We hit them from where the power lies. 
She will get the message.”  

The King gave his friend a puzzled glance as he noticed him clench and unclench his fists. 
Richard was always intense, but never as driven, never so wound up. The Prime Minister’s dark 
eyes were fixed, gleaming, unblinking.  

“Richard?”  
There was no reply. And the King felt cold.  
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VIKING  

London Today  

From 1649 to 1660, England was between reigns and had no King. For eleven years, as a 

result of a military takeover, the country became a republic, ruled by General Oliver Cromwell 
as Lord Protector. After Cromwell’s death the ‘Protectorate’ crumbled and the monarchy was 
restored under King Charles II.   

During this Interregnum, St. George’s Fields was a graveyard. Today it houses a magnificent 
set of four low buildings surrounded by beautifully landscaped gardens filled with plants of 
every kind and shaded by tall evergreens reaching into the sky. Come summer, it’s ablaze with 
flowers and a slight, almost intangible scent with an ensemble of nuances impregnates the estate. 
Even in winter, the magic in the atmosphere doesn’t disappear but is replaced with the woody 
perfume of forest fern, which can almost be plucked from the air. St.Georges’ Fields is an island 
of peace, a couple of hundred yards from Marble Arch, down Bayswater.  

And nothing else would have suited Hazel Hawthorne. Her small penthouse in Archery 
Steps, the most secluded and delightful of the four apartment blocks, was comfortable and quiet 
but commanded a view. Oh, to live in London, touching Hyde Park!  

Dawn is more than an hour away, and Oxford Street is empty with no one in blue to stop her as 
she races up the brightly lit thoroughfare in her shiny Mercedes coupe. With a sigh of pleasure, 
she takes a quick circle around Marble Arch onto Bayswater Road and into the Estate. Her new 
sports car purrs its way into the basement parking garage. “A Groovy Kind of Love” is playing 
on the stereo. What a wonderful way to blow a large slice of the Prize!  

It’s turned six this New Year’s morning, and it’s pitch dark. Nothing moves. She climbs a 
short flight of steps to the lift that will take her to the top floor and wonders if he’ll be waiting in 
the apartment. Yes! He’s heard the quick, distinctive click of her heels down the long, corridor. 
The delicate aroma of fresh Darjeeling tea gets to her before she reaches her apartment, and she 
flushes with expectation.  

The door opens and light streams out into the dimly lit passage, carrying with it a long 
familiar shadow. As always, his eyes hold her before anything else. They are blue. Different 
shades of startling blue. Compulsive and arresting. He towers two feet above her, a Viking of a 
man, two hundred and fifty pounds. Long, unkempt, colorless hair and a dense beard touched 
with white gives him the look of a stone-age warrior. Without a word, she is swept off her feet. 
Their lips mingle wetly in breathless fervor. He holds her in a strong bear hug above the floor 
while she unbuttons the brass ring-buttons of his denim shirt. As she’s lowered, inch-by-inch, 



she nuzzles his slightly salty skin. They sink to the floor, her tiny figure riding a perfectly 
molded god of power.  

Afterwards, Gordon Thorburn, known to all as Thor, the visiting Professor of Government 
from Yale to the London School of Economics and Politics, faces her naked and cross-legged on 
the carpet, sipping the fragrant golden brew from the lush hills of north-east India.  

There’s nothing sexier than a naked man with a long golden beard.  
It was during a visit to Yale that a lecture by Thor caught her attention. “Subversion and 

Political Change: Scenarios for the Millennium” so fascinated her, as did his incredible physical 
presence, that she offered him a visiting professorship at the LSE. Gordon Thorburn, Professor 
of Government was seduced and soon said goodbye to Yale and its backyard war zone of New 
Haven.  

Thor was invaluable as a teacher, but it was out of class that he truly came into his own. He 
won and held the minds of those who sat around him in the cafes at Houghton Street arguing the 
politics of the day. His young companions were drawn to his learning and influenced by his 
opinions. As an American, an outsider, his persuasive support for Republican Britain mattered. 
He also had a natural ability to organize at the grassroots and quickly built up a tight, dedicated 
band of followers drawn from the electric, almost revolutionary atmosphere of his classes. They, 
too, wanted to make a difference and would do anything for him. They were his cheerleaders, his 
boys. But Thor was someone who had to be kept in control. Some strange, compulsive, force 
propelled his dangerous mind. Last night had proved it. He’d taken command, oblivious of all 
consequences. And her.  

“That was a bit of a risk Thor, exposing those kids. You could have lost control.”  
“You worry too much, Hazel. It was an opportunity. Our boys were in place, ready to 

celebrate a victory that didn’t come. Couldn’t disappoint them now, could we? Doesn’t take 
much, you know, to change celebration into protest. Still, it went without a hitch. Exactly as I’d 
predicted. Thousands at Trafalgar were attracted like moths to the torches held by the boys. They 
followed like zombies and went home when the fires went off. Just like that.” His fingers 
snapped loudly.  

She nods slowly. “Right you are Dr. Thorburn. But now there’s a problem. A serious one 
called Richard Hall. Yes, last night gave them a fright, but nothing more. It’s not that easy to 
shake the throne. Not with His Majesty’s best friend as Prime Minister.” Thor’s sparkling blue 
eyes turned into cold marbles with her words. “Well Lucifer himself appeared as we were 
leaving. He wasn’t there to comfort no King. No Sir! He hung outside the gates of Buckingham 
Palace like a Doberman thirstin’ for someone’s throat. He had half the goddamned police force, 
Police Commissioner and all, cowering behind him. The bastard really looked as though he was 
ready to go to war—the Royals’ fuckin wild card!”  

Hazel pictures Richard Hall, sentinel-like, guarding the Palace and can’t help a silent shiver. 
The mantle clock chimes seven times and interrupts her thoughts. Something should have come 
in by now. She walks over to the Compaq on the low desk behind Thor and studies the screen.  

Puzzled, she reads the message out aloud:  

RICHARD HALL LEFT THE U.S. THREE TIMES DURING HIS HARVARD YEARS. 
THE FIRST TIME WAS TO ATTEND HIS FATHERS FUNERAL IN THE U.K. ON THE 
OTHER TWO OCCASIONS HE WAS IN CANADA FOR UNKNOWN REASONS. WE 
HAVE A TEMPORARY ADDRESS : c/o DE VERGE PERFUMES OF CANADA. 
TORONTO, ONTARIO,  

FURTHER DETAILS UNAVAILABLE AT PRESENT. WILL GET BACK TO YOU 



WHEN WE HAVE SOMETHING MORE.  

PATHCOM, BOSTON. “Cryptic to say the least.” She turns around expectantly, but Thor is 
deep in thought, his eyes creased into thin slits by a frown.  

“Thor? Thor, where are you?”   
“What? Sorry, Hazel.”  
“Listen. I have an idea. How about a quick trip back to the States? Go and follow the path of 

his past, wherever. You may find something.”   
“Harvard? You want me to go to Harvard?  
Hazel grins. “I know, I know. Bulldogs from New Haven tend to feel ill anywhere near 

Cambridge. But the trail begins at Harvard, so that’s where you start.”  
“I don’t think I need to pick up his god-damned stench from over there. I’m surrounded by it 

here, every wakin’ moment. Trust me, Hazel, those anglophiles at Harvard are hooked by 
Richard Hall and freaked out the moment they saw their first British Prime Minister flash on 
their sets. Before you can blink, they’ll cover up all his dirt and turn him into another JFK ready 
for Camelot. No use goin’ near the place.”   

“Thor… ”  
“But Toronto…now that’s something else. Secrets lie buried there for sure.”  
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TORONTO NIGHTS  

Ontario Canada 1976  

Weekends arrive, even at Harvard. With a carpetbag between us, Rose and I took off 

for Toronto.  
Two hours later, a Silver Shadow was waiting for us outside arrivals at Pearson International 

Airport. The chauffeur matched the automobile. He wore a silver-gray gabardine suit and a full 
head of brushed silver hair. Even the inside of the Rolls Royce was dressed with silver-touched 
leather.  

“A touch too metallic,” I whispered to myself.  
Rose heard and grinned. “That’s mother for you. New money has to be seen. But back seats 

of quiet cars are meant for this.” Her arms caught me tight, and the kiss was forever.  
But I knew the driver was watching in the rear view mirror and that dampened my response. 

Toronto was washed out with gray skies and lashing afternoon rain. The landscape was 
unwelcoming and cold, with sterile high-rises dotting the skyline. Naked trees lined the highway 
with their bare branches forming strange and lonely designs in the air. But there was a quiet 
warmth in the car. Rose snuggled into me, resting her head on my shoulder as we lay back and 
relaxed to the rhythm of tiny drums of water against the Rolls.  

Blast! It suddenly struck me that I’d forgotten the Lithium. No matter. I could do without 
those little blue pills till Monday. Anyway, the damn mind-altering chemical was supposed to 
suppress the libido and that won’t do at all this weekend. Forest Hill. Rosedale.  

The neighborhood was hilly and forestry. Winter had not clawed its way here. The long and 
winding road was lined with evergreens and huge country mansions. What really caught my eye 
was the magnificent, red-bricked school we now passed. I sat up. Upper Canada read the board. 
It looked like a private high school like Gordonsotun, but seemed far more civilized than my old 
hellhole. The boys were playing soccer in the rain. I opened the window an inch so I could hear 
them shout. Joy. Oh the joy of playing in the rain. That was a pleasant memory. One shouldn’t 
feel sad thinking of days gone by, but I always did when I thought of home. Now England 
seemed so far. Father had gone and there was nobody left to go back to. Except…  

“You know he’d like you Rose.”  
“Who?” Her eyes didn’t turn to me. We had just pulled into another universe. A forest within 

a forest, a manicured jungle of carefully matched trees, within which lay Rose’s world.  
“My Prince,” I said. “We went to the same school, something like the one we just passed. 

You’ll meet him one day.”  
“Oh.” She didn’t hear a word. She was distracted by someone at the porch, someone who 

looked like a Queen. Or tried to.  



It was Rosaline’s mother, Elizabeth DeVerge.  
“Rosaline dear.” She pecked a perfunctory kiss on Rose’s cheek. But her eyes, large and 

wide and ringed in purple mascara, pierced over her daughter’s shoulder and held onto me. “And 
who is this unbelievably handsome young man?”   

Cool and charming.   
God. She was not expecting me. How could you Rose!  
“This is Richard Hall, mother. From England and Harvard. My friend. My very good friend.”  
She gave me a long glance. “Hello Richard.”   
Then, “Why isn’t Caroline here?” Her voice turned steely and irritable. “Carol couldn’t 

come.”  
The lady made quite a sight. Big, but not too big. The voice was loud, but not too loud. The 

face old, but not too old. Her dress colorful and loose, but it was her jewelry that made a 
considered statement: oversized earrings, a gold nose-ring and strings of unidentifiable stones. 
Real and unreal—an extraordinary mixture of natural and artificial.  

Was she like that too? I wondered.  
Inside, fur skins covered her sofas. Stuffed animals of all kinds were scattered all around the 

wood-lined drawing room that was designed to look like a log cabin. A reindeer’s head on the 
wall stared ahead lonely and glassy-eyed. Somehow I felt her desolation. And at the end of the 
overstuffed hall, an eight-foot grizzly looked straight at me. I thought I could see blood in that 
half open mouth. It was that real. I didn’t like this. I didn’t like this at all. I wondered if she’d 
ever heard the cry of death?  

“Quite a collection here ma’am,” I said.  
“I’m glad you like them. I’m a collector of exotic species. Do sit down Richard.” She pointed 

to a stool, part of a pair.  
They were stuffed elephant’s feet. I felt totally sick.  
“Any live ones around ma’am?”   
Rose gave a nervous giggle. Her palms were stuck to her sides, almost at attention. Her left 

little finger signaled frantically. I pretended not to see, but it didn’t miss Mrs. DeVerge. Rose’s 
mother now examined me again. Did I spot a hint of a smile?  

“A conservationist I see. Rosaline, your boyfriend disapproves of your mother’s whims.”  
Boyfriend? For Christ’s sake!  
“Yes ma’am,” I said, very softly.  
Now I got an amused look. That was surprising. Rose you’d better get me out of this before it 

gets out of hand. Too late. Too late. I couldn’t stop.  
“Is that blood in that bear’s mouth? I wonder what he had for lunch?”  
Mrs. DeVerge’s mouth opened slowly. She was about to say something. But before she 

could, Rose dropped her cup of tea. Porcelain clattered over the floor in different directions, and 
the liquid splashed at her feet. She gave a louder than necessary yelp. It was the oldest trick in 
the book. And it worked!  

Mrs. DeVerge laughed aloud. “Rose. Rose. Isn’t she sweet, Richard?”  
“Like a honeyed Alphonso,” I replied with a straight face.  
“Yes, I did have some of those mangoes the other day, young man, in Bombay.”  
Touché madam. Now I like you. I think.   
“Mummy, mummy,” Rose said before anything further happened. “I’d like to show Richard 

the Center.”  
“Yes, yes, of course.” Mrs. DeVerge was all smiles. “Richard, let’s show you what I’ve 



created. The DeVerge Center of Fragrances. That will be hers one day—Rose’s and Carol’s. 
They will inherit my beautiful empire.”  

“Oh I see,” I said.  
Then, with what she considered a regal sweep, Elizabeth DeVerge escorted us past the 

mahogany door behind the black, dead grizzly.  
Rosaline gave a low sigh. I guess she didn’t want me to rag mom any further on day one.  
“Sorry darling,” I said. My head had started to ache, and I sighed back.  
She shook her head and walked ahead with mummy, who was talking non-stop about the 

cover story planned by Time. The photography session out on the lawns scheduled at four. 
“Don’t miss that, Richard. Rosaline, dear, wear something nice. Red would be perfect. You must 
be by my side. Mother and daughter together will make a terrific copy.”  

It sure will. I like Red, too, Mrs. DeVerge.  

We raced down an eight-lane expressway in the Rolls towards Mississauga, in suburban Toronto. 
It was a brand new city in infancy—tall empty buildings and wide-open spaces. A stark human 
landscape. I wondered if a man could live a brand new life here. No, of course not. I couldn’t 
imagine me here for any length of time. Warm visions of London’s old buildings and narrow 
shop-lined streets suddenly covered me. Pleasant thoughts of pub hopping and getting drunk at 
Trafalgar Square skimmed through my mind. I wondered what would happen if we let mother 
loose after a pint or two in Trafalgar, color, jewelry, mascara and all?  

What fun. I should suggest it someday.  
The Rolls stopped without a jerk. We were there. The DeVerge Center.  
It was a white, double-storied building, surprisingly small and low- key. Not her style, not 

her style at all.  

76 But, it was the perfume that captured me. It was everywhere, like a halo riding the air outside 
the center. It was the oxygen of this place. Rosaline had an excited smile. Both mother and 
daughter walked ahead, me a step behind. They were lost in their world of make believe, and I 
was all but forgotten.  

Surprisingly, it was Elizabeth who turned around as we reached a small green door. 
“Richard, where are you? Walk with me into my world.”  

“Don’t forget Dad, Mom. He runs the place.”  
Her made-up face twitched slightly. So Dad existed.  
“Frank will be inside,” said Elizabeth DeVerge  
Sure enough, there he was within a glass-walled laboratory located in the center of the 

building. He was big and scruffy, six three at least. He was also the ugliest man I’d ever seen—
the type you’d call Scarface in the movies. A scar stretched from his right ear to the corner of his 
mouth. Lips, thick and dry, dragged down in a perpetual scowl. Two-day old bristle covered his 
unshaven face. A deep brown tan that couldn’t possibly have come from the cold fluorescence of 
laboratory lighting completed the picture.   

He was holding two small beakers up against the light, carefully pouring a light pink liquid 
from one into the colorless matter of the other. As they blended together, a subtle hint of 
perfume, soft as soft could be, floated out of glass.  

He turned to us after carefully placing the containers on a long stainless steel table. 
“Rosaline. Rose. . . Rose! My darling Rose!”  

I was struck speechless. Never had I heard a whisper of a voice so filled with melody and 



love. Never had I heard the quality of beauty in a human voice so overwhelming that the physical 
being faded into invisibility.  

Rosaline ran to him, and he hugged her. So gently.  
Love was in the air.  
O lucky girl.  
“Dad, this is Richard Hall, my friend from Harvard.”   
He signaled me to come close while his arm remained tight around his daughter’s waist. The 

hooded eyes hooked on to me. I held my breath and waited for his sound.  
It came like the hush of an ebbing tide soaking through fine sand on the seashore.“Sweet on 

her? You must be; she’s brought you to me. Call me Frank, Richard.”  
Then he hugged me, a bear of a hug. An enveloping joyous clutch of warmth. “Welcome, 

welcome to my cave. Rose, he smells so good.”  
A musical, wind-bell of a laugh. And I felt an uncommon peace.  
“Frank, enough of all that. Now what is it you’re up to? You haven’t even said hello for three 

days.” Rose’s mother studied her husband and sniffed. “Doesn’t look as if you’ve been home at 
all.”  

“Sensation, my lady,” he said. “The finishing touches to Sensation have kept me here. Only a 
little something more is needed and I’m done. This one will make you richer than rich, dear. 
Today my Rose will help and Richard shall watch. And this time, Elizabeth, you must stay.”  

“Nonsense, Frank. The Time interview is on in a couple of hours. Both of them have to return 
to Forest Hill. Rosaline will photograph with me, and I know Richard will enjoy watching that 
more. Okay, you two, we have half an hour to see the Center, so lets move on.”  

“Sensation needs two hours. They stay.” Frank’s voice had a hushed finality.  
Mrs. DeVerge stopped. “Frankie, Frankie, you don’t really need them,” she said with an 

artificial lowering of her voice, honey-sweet. “You work best alone. We all know that. Rosaline 
should be at Forest Hill. Its good for her image.”  

Mrs. DeVerge was not one to not to have her way. I saw a hesitation. Dad was yielding, and 
Elizabeth was going to win as always. Rosaline didn’t say a word. I sensed she was about to 
move towards mummy.  

Time for me.  
“Like notes that make a symphony,” I said, “this is fantastic. Rose I’d like to watch you and 

your Dad create Sensation.”  
A thread was broken.  
“Richard, really. I’m most upset.” Elizabeth DeVerge glared at me, but I didn’t look away. I 

couldn’t look away. I could see through her.  
She saw that, and her eyes let me be.  
“Mom, I think we have to stay.”  
She loves me. She loves me. Rose, my Rosaline.  
Mrs. De Verge did not say a word. Her eyes rested blankly on me for a moment and then 

jumped to Rose. Then, she just turned and walked out of the Lab.  

Sensation curled through the laboratory over the next few hours. We were lost in the fragrance of 
creation. The master and his notes. Each nuance intuitively placed, each aroma building upon 
another. Father and daughter worked in silent synchronicity as I sat in wonder by their side. My 
mind instinctively danced in tune with them; notes whirled, spirals of silent music spun slowly 
together in a fragrant waltz.  



The music. It played with Rose. Her presence was not silencing my sound! Amadeus! 
Amadeus! I wanted to shout Mozart’s name out loud.  

“I need to play,” I managed to say. “This experience…it was magnificent.”  
I was still in control.  
“Richard is a composer, just like you Daddy.”  
His deep eyes understood. This man felt my need.  
“Music? Then tonight we will dance to music at The Rainbow. And you, my darling flower, 

can be the first to wear my perfume. It’s Saturday night. We can be in Toronto by eleven. 
Perfect.”  

“Mom will be furious, Dad. She must have other plans for tonight.”  
“No more dinners at the Royal York. That’s reserved for British royalty.”  
With a peal of fragrant laughter, Rosaline clapped her hands. I knew what was coming. 

“Father, dear father, how could I forget. May I introduce Sir Richard Hall. Baronet. Four 
hundred years of family behind him.”  

Frank laughed aloud. “Rose you naughty girl. You haven’t told mummy that, have you? Give 
her a call. No. No. Let me. I’ve been waiting for something like this for a long, long time!”  

Elizabeth DeVerge’s voice could be heard clearly. Her husband held the receiver an inch 
away from his ear. He waited a few moments and the crooked grin spread wider on his ugly face.  

“Liz, Liz. I’m sorry we couldn’t make it for Time but Sensation is brilliant. We did it. Your 
daughter is just like me.”  

“Dad. Dad. Don’t overdo it!” Rosaline squeezed her eyes. But father was not going to stop. 
He was having a ball.  

“You have someone over for dinner…? We have to be there? But I’ve invited someone for a 
night out at Front Street. Elizabeth, Elizabeth…wait a moment. I can’t leave this one; it’s British 
royalty. What? No I’m serious. An authentic English Baronet. Why don’t you join us instead? 
Rose and Richard will be there.”  

No! How could Frank do this to me?  
“Eleven at The Rainbow…No, no. This one likes loud music. The York’ll make him 

puke…I’m sorry, I’m sorry. Relax, Liz. I know everyone loves the York, but this one’s on the 
younger side. And very, very, sophisticated. And he’s had enough of the Ritz in London. He 
needs some Front Street action…No, I’m not making a mistake.. Thank you. Thank you darling. 
See you later.”  

Rose’s father was something else.  
“Worry not young man. The wife’s not a bad sort, just a little extra effusive. And a bit too 

fond of flashbulbs and herself. That’s all. Right, Rose?”  
“Dad, how could you! How could you! Mummy hates music and dancing. You know she 

can’t bear The Rainbow.”  
“Not this time, Rose. This time there’ll be Sir Richard at the table.” He gave me a wink and a 

wide grin. “Don’t look so worried son. You can use your title tonight!”  

The line outside The Rainbow stretched two blocks. This was a Saturday night on Front Street. 
Lights, brightly colored clothes, fresh faces, handsome boys and beautiful girls. Somehow Frank 
was at home here. He waved to the bouncer. That’s all it took to jump the queue. We received a 
few scowls. But that was all. Canadians were a sporting lot.  

“The wife’s already here, Frank. Yer late.” The bouncer gave him a wink, and we entered the 
club. Psychedelic lights bathed our bodies. Deep Purple filled the air. Strobe lit shadows pranced 



on the tightly packed dance floor with streaks of laser white stabbing at them. The bar was a 
huge, multicolored rainbow curve that hugged an entire roughly plastered wall. Struggling to get 
their drinks, the standees crowded three deep.  

At a round table for six on the raised mezzanine overlooking the dance- floor sat Elizabeth 
DeVerge.  

She hadn’t spotted us yet. She sat contentedly alone with a small natural smile. She swayed 
slightly to the rhythm of “The Dark Side of the Moon.”  

There was something more to mother than I had imagined. Then our eyes met. In an instant 
she was ersatz again. Her moment was over.  

“Where’s your guest?” she asked immediately as we reached her table.  
“Right here,” Frank said. “Elizabeth, you know Sir Richard, don’t you? May I introduce Sir 

Richard Hall, your daughter’s friend.”  
Rainbow lights colored Frank’s smile.  
“This is a conspiracy, Mrs. DeVerge.”  
Elizabeth DeVerge’s laugh strobed through the disco music. She got up and gave me a kiss.  
Yes, Rose’s mother was human.  

Come-on baby light my fire! Jim Morrison’s soundtrack took over The Rainbow. With primeval 
screams, the dance- floor exploded with writhing bodies—wild abandonment within a 
psychedelic high.  

“I want to take you higher!” I swept Rosaline away from the table as Mum and Dad looked 
on. The dance floor was hot. Hot beyond belief. I wanted to strip off my shirt.  

But I didn’t. I was being watched.  
The beat drummed into me. Morrison’s beat. I screamed out loud.   
“Fi-yer! Fi-yer! Light my fi-yer!”  
Rosaline started to swing wildly with me. “Yes! Yes!”  
Could her mother hear her call?  
“I want to come. Now! Now!”  
Mummy could definitely hear her now!  
Rose kissed me. Hard. And we moved faster. The heat between us grew.  
Now I had to…just the shirt. It was sticky with sweat. I was feeling so hot.  
Off with it. Now!  
Ah, Yes. Freedom. Move baby! Move! Higher! Higher!  
Red, Red. The disco turned red. Everyone formed a circle around us and started clapping. 

“Higher! Higher!” they screamed in unison as Morrison rose to the ceiling.  
Then came—suddenly—a full stop. And it was over. I unwrapped the shirt that was belted 

round my waist.  
“You’re gorgeous,” said Rose. She stroked my face.  
I had to kiss her. Now. Here.  
“YES!!” said the crowd. “Yes!!” And everybody cheered.  

There was silence at our table. Four Blue Lagoons lay cold.  
“I have never ever seen such vulgar exhibitionism,” said Elizabeth DeVerge. “Drink up. 

We’re leaving.”  
“Nothing like a bit of Sensation to light the night,” Frank offered in defense, but it quietly 



bounced away. Nobody was listening. There was too much static in the air.  
Rosaline reached for my hand. “I love you.” Her mother choked on her Blue Lagoon.   
Rose. Rose .Rose. My fingers drummed a new beat on the glass table. I needed to swap the 

world for the feel of ivory keys!  
Suddenly, the bouncer was at the table. He placed himself next to me. “I’m sorry, but I have 

to ask you to leave.”  
“How dare you!” Mrs. DeVerge was on her feet.  
“Joe, Joe, this is most unnecessary,” Mr. DeVerge sat up in his chair.  
“No!”shouted Rosaline.  
“Fuck off.” I said quietly.  
Joe smiled politely and pointed to me. “Just you sir. Not the others. Undressin’ is against the 

rules of the house.”  
“Fuck you!”  
Cool it, Richard. Cool it!  
A rough hand held my shoulder. “Yer outta here kid.”  
I grabbed the large hand. He was strong. He was a bouncer, after all. But it was both of mine 

against one of his, and I had the momentum of rage. And it only had to travel to the table…  
There was a touch of surprise on his face when he found his palm upwards on the frosted 

glass.  
“No!” screamed Rosaline, but the fork was already in my hand.  
A strobe swept the table.  
Down! Down ! Hard! No mercy. Steel in flesh.  
Crucifixion.  
Screams and screams.  
Red. Splatters of Red.  
Smallpox across on my face.  

It was nothing a few Loonies couldn’t do. That’s what they call a dollar here. Actually, it must 
have been a big payoff for them to drop the charges. There were profuse apologies for the 
unfortunate accident, and we promised we’d never come by again. Frank and Elizabeth DeVerge 
remained to settle the incident as Rose and I were hustled out of the back door into the night, a 
cold, windy, Toronto night.  

Rose hailed a cab. “The Harbourfront, please. 10 Queens Quay.”  
Rosaline didn’t speak a word till the Chevy pulled up under the elaborate canopied porch. 

The building was so new that it smelt new, like fresh cactus polish on a grand piano. The beige 
marble floor shone so bright that I could make out my own form.  

“I can’t forgive you,” Rose said in the elevator.  
“Sorry, sorry.”  
Actually, regret was not part of my mental process at that moment. But then, I couldn’t have 

Rose angry. It was midnight with a lot to look forward to. 3205 was engraved into the brass plate 
over the door on the thirty-second floor.  

“My private, private little nest in the sky.” She cracked a small smile.  
Yes.  
I was forgiven after all. Rose, my darling. So you do love me.  
We came to a sudden halt the instant we entered her pad. I remained paralyzed. It was not the 

breathtaking view of Toronto by night. Nor was it the dark attraction of Lake Ontario and its 



quiet union down below with this city of shimmering lights. It was the voice I heard coming at 
me that first made me miss a beat and then got my heart racing.  

“Hi. Mozart.”  
Caroline stood before us in a small, red clingy skirt. Her hair was let loose. Rose’s territory 

was hazy with fragrant smoke.  
“Carol! What do you think you’re doing here?”  
“Cool it, sis. Have some grass. Then let’s all have some fun.”  
She looked at me—long and deep.  
Don’t look at me. Carol. Don’t look at me.  
“Hello again, Mozart.” Her voice was full.  
Amazing. I could barely make them out. Carol’s pot was overwhelming. God, everything 

smelt so sexy. I faced her, and Mozart’s orchestra flooded every chamber in my mind. I was 
ready to explode. With Caroline in red, my music had become a tidal wave.  

How did she do this to me?  
Rosaline pointed to the door. “Carol. Stop this at once and get out of here…and take your 

shit with you.” “Carol, I’ll have some of that,” I said.  
Why do I do this to you Rose? I love you so much. Truly. Madly.  
“Richard don’t… Please.”  
Rosaline sat alone by the fireplace while Carol remained by my side. With a stack of LPs, the 

changer on the chrome table played acid rock. Stoned. I was stoned. I shared her joint. As it 
traveled from mouth to mouth, my mind began to cloud. Rose swam away into the fireplace, and 
I couldn’t see her anymore.. Cold November shafts of light came through curtain chinks 
pinpricking my face. My eyelids were sticky and heavy, and I didn’t care to make the effort to 
open them fully. She lay curled into me. O Rose, what would I do without you.  

“Hi baby.” 
It was Caroline.  
 

The note on the fridge was short and unsigned. You dirty bastard was all it said. She hurt. Rose. 
My Rose. Don’t go. But of course, she’d gone.  

Anger. Misery. Rage. Grief.  
“Baby, come.” A loaded voice came from under the sheets. Outstretched arms called me as I 

faced her naked at the foot of the bed.  
“Yes, Mozart! Yes! Yes!” 
Thighs opened and then she saw my eyes.  
“Richard!” 
I shut my eyes.  
 

“Richard!” 
Thrusts of pain. Again and again. On and on.  
I hurt, I hurt and I hurt. 
Rose, my Rosaline.  
 

 



20 

 

PRISM  

Harvard  

“Rose?” Only silence on the phone.  

Winter. Wild, colorless winter, and there I was crouched in the corner, left distant again. She 
couldn’t forgive Toronto and neither could Carol, who had just arrived next door to meet the 
Priest. I could picture them fused in a common search for comfort. Their sounds came through 
the thin wall that separated our rooms.  

I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to go to next door and attempt to make amends for 
contaminating their lives.  

I waited outside Greg’s door for a moment. Taking a deep breath, I knocked.  
He opened the door. “No you don’t,” he said, ready to slam it shut.  
“Hold it, Greg.” Caroline’s voice came from behind Greg. “I want to have another look at 

that prehistoric Anglo-Saxon savage.”  
This time she sounded literate, not stoned. It had been months since Toronto. She’d 

smothered the scent of my Rose, but she didn’t deserve to be hurt like that. That was no way to 
defile a friend.  

“Look Carol I’m truly sorry…”  
“Sorry for what?” said Gregory Templar, looking down at me. I saw his fists close.  
“Nothing,” Carol said, “except that he’s a raging barbarian.” Now I could see her; she was 

sitting on Greg’s bed.  
You’re not mad enough Caroline.  
Greg turned to her. “What do you mean Carol?”  
“Greg, sweetie. I’m saying that Richard Hall here is like a bull? Get me?”  
Fuck. This was not about me.  
Gregory Templar moved to her. He still had his fists clenched. Not good. Not good at all. 

Something was on here. This chick was out to freak him. I got strange, mixed aromas of sex and 
here I was, caught in-between. This situation had turned even weirder than it was before. I had to 
do something.  

“Hey Carol,” I said, “you’ll be interested in this.”  
A shadow passed her face as our eyes meet. She looked away, and I turned to Gregory 

Templar.  
“Assassins,” I said. . . That should get them off each other.  
It did. Greg unclenched his fists.  
Careful with him Carol. He’s hurt. He’s lost his religion.  
“There’s a valley in Iran, and I’m talking about the time of the Crusades when it was Persia. 



So in this valley there was a tribe, a tribe of assassins so cruel, so savage that all of Christendom 
feared them. They were called The Hashishans.”  

That caught the Priest. Good.  
Carol’s eyes widened.  
Got you too. Got to shut you up for your own good.  
“Get the picture? Assassins. Hashishans. Their payment was in kind—cannabis, hashish. 

Blown out of their minds, they did what no one else would dare to do—murder deep in the 
Christian camps, in the heart of the night, in deadly silence. And later, back in the hidden Valley 
of the Assassins, another orgy of hash until the next time.”  

Transparent frozen pools of animosity fixed on me. “Enough of that shit. Get out. Carol and I 
have to talk.”  

“Is that all Gregory?” she said with a smirk. Her amber eyes glistened like Rose’s. It’s 
always the eyes that say things first.  

Careful, Carol. He’s not me.  
I was uncomfortable leaving her, but I had to go before Gregory Templar threw me out. I 

walked downstairs out onto the square, alone. A cream envelope with the royal crest lay folded 
in my pocket. It came in this morning. I’d read through it a dozen times…   

Dear Richard,  

I have thought so much of you during the last few months. I look forward to hearing all about 
everything when you come home, and I am longing to meet Rosaline. When do I see her? Here at 
Trinity, I try as far as possible to be like any other and share in the everyday life. But you, more 
than anyone else, know that I shall always be a ‘single’ person who prefers to be alone. When I 
go around with people, it’s pretence and I know they know it. There is so much to talk about, 
Richard. Your life out there must be excitingly different, but I think you should come home for a 
few days. We can escape to the best place on earth— Balmoral. Ask Rosaline to come. Tell her 
that I truly look forward to seeing her.  

Warm wishes,  

Yes, my Prince, it would be nice to spend time at Balmoral. It is indeed the best place on 
earth. Rose would love it. Thank you for inviting her. But there’s  
only a small problem.  

She doesn’t talk to me anymore.  
Suddenly I felt very lonely. It had started to snow. Fairytale-like snowflakes fell slowly and 

softly. Winter settled on Harvard and me. Powdery flakes brushed against my face and melted as 
they met tears I didn’t even know were there. But darkness never comes to Harvard Square. 
Here, winter keeps her distance. It’s the place to go to lift one’s soul. To find refuge. Low clouds 
reflected the square’s golden glow, and the sky seemed near—near enough to reach out and 
touch. It was like day, so many lights, so much noise. There were jugglers and street musicians, 
vendors and shoppers. People. People everywhere doing everything and nothing.  

That fellow over there. Sounds of Dylan floated around him, rhythmic and brilliant. Pure 
poetry touched my heart. Music and words flowed at me, blowing in the wind.  

I heard sounds of laughter coming out of a restaurant. Rosaline should have been with me 
toasting to us at the Sunflower Café…but that was only a mirage.   

“Orchids, sir. Some orchids for your lady love?” A scraggly young man with a scratchy voice 



appeared before me. His arms held a riot of color. Orchids in winter at Harvard Square? They 
were so fresh that they looked artificial. I touched them. One white one stood separately. Alone. I 
touched that one again.  

“They’re real, sir. Beautiful. Thirty for the lot.”  
I replied with a grin. “Have you read the book, No Orchids for Miss Blandish?”  
“OK. OK. Take them for twenty-five.”  
I gave him twenty, and they were mine. It was time to head for Radcliffe Yard. Time to woo 

back Rose. Time for her to hear me again.  
It was time to return.  
Whitman Hall. Rose’s dorm. I was looking for the light in the middle room on the top floor. 

It was dark. I decided to sit on the bench in the yard and wait. There would be light sooner or 
later. I buried my face in the orchids and felt the smooth soft touch of curled petals on my skin. 
Strangely, I smelt no perfume.  

Do orchids have a perfume? Or does beauty stand alone? Rose was not alone. I heard her 
before I saw her. It was her laugh that reached me first. A formal laugh. Yes, there she was at the 
steps of Whitman with a man, a young man, but still much older than her. They were saying 
goodnight. Hey! I think he wants to kiss her. He definitely wants to kiss her. No! Don’t let him 
do it! Too late! Oh fuck. He’s kissed her. Come on Rose. I’m here. Can’t you see?  

Of course she couldn’t. I was hiding in the dark behind the flesh of my orchids. They were 
going to do it again! This had gone too far. Should I jump him with a bloodcurdling cry? No, 
Richard, you wouldn’t do that. Lithium is in your blood. You’re sane today. Something else. Do 
something else. Now! Frighten him away but make her stay.  

And my harmonica was at my mouth. It was time for Night Music in Radcliffe Yard.  
My sound bounced off ivy-clad walls. It was soft and harmonic, melting through the 

snowflakes with the warmth of a log fire in winter. She recognized Mozart and looked around to 
find me dancing in the snow. In a circle I went round and round, orchids buried in my arms, a 
mouth organ at my lips. I spiraled in the snow coming slowly closer and closer to her. I was 
within an orchestral serenade gathering momentum towards her. She must have felt the 
approaching energy; she stepped towards me. Her companion falling back.  

I slowed to a halt before her and stopped playing. In a silent plea, I went down on my knees 
and offered her the orchids.  

She held still for a moment.  
“Oh Richard. Richard!” Rose dropped down and held me tight, crushing the flowers between 

us. We rose together as one, the harmonica at my lips again. With Night Music, we began to 
waltz together in the snow. The orchids fell on the ground leaving specks of color in the spiral of 
our path.  

Later, arm in arm, her head on my shoulders, we walked through the night unmindful of the 
snow, not feeling the cold creep through our clothes. But our warmth was not enough to stop the 
chill reaching our bones as we entered Harvard Square.  
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FRENZY  

Harvard  

They faced each other before a low glass table in Gregory Templar’s room. Carol was 

rolling a cigarette.  
“What have you got in there, Carol?” asked Gregory.   
“This will make you harder than hell big guy.” With a final lick on the paper, she finished 

making the joint and snapped on her Zippo.  
His ecstatic eyes followed her as she passed him the loaded cigarette. As he took a long drag 

he felt her tug at his boxers and stroke his thighs. She slid onto her knees and nuzzled the golden 
mat of hair in his crotch. Stoned with sweet smoke, Gregory felt nothing. He was trapped in a 
deep psychedelic cavern. Suddenly, through the kaleidoscope of colors, satanic images of a 
smooth, slim, male body appeared, drawing him into ecstatic hell.  

Infecting. Infesting. Infecting. Infesting.  
He pulled himself away, pushing Carol back. He hung soft and small. Caroline stared at it for 

a second and burst into a paroxysm of hysterical laughter. “Say a prayer, Priest. Maybe God can 
take you higher. You should have asked sexy Richard to stay. Now there’s one as hard as hell! ”  

Something snapped in Gregory Templar, and he threw her against the table.  
“Fucking, feeble freak,” she screamed as her body hit the floor. But like a cat she managed to 

scramble to her feet as the naked giant moved towards her.   
The glass table top rested unfixed on its stand. It was her only hope. She desperately pulled at 

the glass edge and the tabletop slid off the brass stand and into her hands. With all her strength 
Carol raised it high over her head, and as Gregory lunged towards her, she smashed the glass 
onto his skull shattering it into pieces. She screamed and screamed as he staggered back, blood 
flowing down his face and body.  

Fuck everybody, she thought.  
She ran to the window that overlooked Harvard Square and threw it open. An icy blast hit her 

and the clouds in her head lifted a little. This was the end. She would take a few deep breaths, 
close her eyes and jump. She noticed the crowd frantically waving to her from the square.  

“Watch it world. I’m coming!” Carol climbed onto the windowsill, her legs hanging out.  
Wait! She could spot Rose down there with the others calling out to her. She had to hear her 

one last time and feel her sister’s words ride the cool breeze from Harvard Square.  
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SEVERANCE  

Harvard  

Carol? Oh God, Carol! Her legs were hanging over the sill of Greg’s window. Hundreds 

of faces were looking up and a frightened hush had descended over Harvard Square. She was 
backlit against the night, and her white dress had bloody streaks all over. Carol was looking 
down, screaming hysterically. From behind her loud acid rock blasted out of the room. She was 
about to jump. Her hands were bent on the wooden frame, ready for a final push into the air.  

“No! Carol, No!” I heard Rose’s cry behind me as I ran like a madman towards Straus Hall. 
Her sister’s call reached Carol a millisecond before certain death. She stopped.  

I bolted up the stairs two at a time.  

Kicking open the door of the room next to mine, I was met by smoke—sweet, heady smoke—
riding Led Zeppelin’s storm. Greg was standing in the center of the room, naked and moaning, 
blood streaking his golden hair and red rivulets moving down his chest to his groin. A million 
remains of the glass table shivered under the light around him. Hands outstretched, he started to 
stagger towards the window towards Caroline.  

“Don’t touch her!” I shoved the bloody giant away and pulled Carol back from the window 
and into my arms.  

She hung on my neck, her eyes tightly shut. “Catch  
me, Richard. Don’t let me drop.” “Never,” I said, holding onto her trembling body. At that 

moment his heavy body crashed into me from  
behind. I spun around, throwing Caroline aside. I was smothered in Gregory’s wild embrace. 
Spittle’s of red formed at the corners of his twisted lips and his stained pelvis strained uselessly 
against me.  

“You want her, too?” said the Priest as he slid down to the floor. “God in hell. Fuck you.” 
With that, he collapsed at my feet, as though he had been crucified, blood spreading halo-like 
around his head.  

Paramedics in blue and white rushed into the room. Brisk and efficient men in white coats, 
examined the Priest. “Step back, son,” they ordered.  

“Pulse?” 
“50. Steady. Strong.”  
“Pressure?” 



“105/60. Not a problem. Breathing okay.”  
“Head injuries?”  
“Mainly superficial. The big guy’s out cold.”  
A cop at my side gave me a slight nudge. “He’ll live,  
 

kid. ”  
Gregory was efficiently wrapped in a blanket, placed on a stretcher and carried away. They 

were now struggling with Caroline, trying to hold her down.  
Rose was at her side. “Why, Carol? Why?”  
“Don’t bother asking,” a white coated medic said. “She’s freaked out of her mind. Cannabis. 

You can smell it all over the place.”  
He gave Caroline a shot, and she screamed hysterically as the needle jabbed down. “Nothin' 

like a good dose of Valium to bring her back.”  
I could feel her fear. My eyes started to moisten.  
“You can take her away now, officer,” said the medic. “This one don’t need nothin' more.”   
Easy to say. Not easy to do. It took two oversized Cambridge cops to take her.   
She tore one of their shirts. “Bitch!” Her arms were roughly twisted behind and handcuffs 

were roughly clamped on.  
“Hey take it easy,” I said. “This isn’t a movie, mister.”  
“No that it ain’t, Suh,” replied the officer with the torn shirt. “This is Hah-vad. You the guy 

who pulled her back?”  
“Yes.”  
“You did your job fine. Now shut up and come down to the station.” It was four in the 

morning and snowing outside. Caroline was being booked. Harvard and Radcliffe descended on 
the precinct off Harvard Square. A formidable looking spinster from Radcliffe—the Proctor—
and Stephen Stone, the white-haired Professor of Criminal Jurisprudence from the Harvard Law 
School arrived in the chief’s office. Operation hush-up had begun. They were going to call me in 
for my statement soon. What a mess. Gregory and Caroline, with me in between. This was 
absolutely crazy!  

I knew exactly what would happen next. The chief’s door would open and the three elders 
would emerge, the matter settled. The Great Institutions had to escape unscathed. Gregory and 
Caroline would be banished forever from Cambridge, never to set foot here again for intolerable, 
unacceptable, and uncivilized behavior. Thoughts of the worst, of course, would be wiped clean. 
I shuddered, unable to let the fear go. What if she’d jumped?  

And so it was. They took a verbal statement from me. Nothing was really said. Nothing was 
really wanted. It was the same with Rosaline. They were a bit confused with the impossible 
resemblance. The chief kept calling her Caroline - then thought a bit, confusion writ large on his 
jowly face and looked alarmed. He wiped his forehead with a dirty handkerchief, gave her a 
dazed look and called her Caroline again.  

“Rosaline, chief. My name is Rosaline.”  
“Rosaline. Caroline. What the heck. Same thing. Now you listen to me. You get your parents 

down pronto from Toronto and tell them to get your sister outta Cambridge. Lucky for her 
nothing much happened to herself or the other kid. Now get outta here. Your sister stays here till 
your folks arrive…and don’t worry, she won’t jump jail!”   

Bloody insensitive redneck. I said goodbye to Caroline in her cell. Rose couldn’t understand 
why she wanted to see me alone. But I could. Last night had everything to do with me. And she 



needed to talk. What happened that winter’s night was something no soothsayer could have 
predicted. But I could have. I should have warned them both—about each other…  

I kissed her goodbye under the single bulb of the cell while I swallowed my pain. I tried to 
warn you, Carol. There’s nothing worse than a crusader searching for his confession.  

Elizabeth and Frank DeVerge arrived the next morning. Mother was suitably shocked into 
silence and followed her husband, letting him take care of the formalities. I was all awkwardness. 
Frank was as soft and polite as ever, but Elizabeth DeVerge pretended she didn’t see me. 
Toronto’s Rainbow still fell on us. I wondered if she sensed what else had happened that night in 
T.O.?  

By late afternoon, bags packed, Carol was ready for Logan International and her final 
goodbye to Cambridge. Before she entered the limo she softly touched my cheek.  

“Au revoir, Richard.”  
“Au revoir, Carol.”  
We both knew it was not over.  A week passed. I drifted through Harvard Square one 

evening, feeling sad . Rose was still in Toronto helping Caroline cope. But there was some good 
news. Carol would continue on at McGill University. Mrs. DeVerge evidently felt Quebec’s 
snow might take away some of Carol’s heat. She was right, but somehow I could still see her 
racing down Montreal’s streets on the Red Harley. Maybe I’d visit her there one day and take a 
ride. It was a pleasant thought. I looked up at my room and considered what I’d do there the rest 
of the night.  

The room next to mine was lit. I detected a moving shadow. Suddenly, the light went off. 
Darkness. The shadow disappeared. Then, a light in my room came on. My room! What was 
going on?  

I was out of breath when I reached upstairs. My door was open.  
Careful Richard. That’s him in there.  
Fear? Not really. Mozart, my shadow, was with me. Symphony No. 40 glowed inside.   
“Greg?” I kicked open the door and stepped back like in the movies.   
Nobody was in my room. Strange. But something was on the bed.  
A brass cup?  
Liquid streamed over the brim, spreading stains of burgundy red on the white bed sheet. A 

silver cross half-submerged lay inside it, and a large albino cockroach was floating dead inside.  
Goodbye, Gregory. Are you exorcised now?  
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MY PRINCE  

Straus Hall, Harvard  

My Prince,  

It’s been such a long journey. Things have changed so much here. I don’t have a roommate 
any more. Greg Templar left Harvard some months ago after an “incident” with Caroline, 
Rose’s twin sister. It was a messy affair that knocked them both out of Cambridge. Carol will be 
ok. She’s back home in Canada studying Economics. (She was a bit of a wild cat here; that’s why 
it’s so surprising.) Rose tells me she’s quite a financial whiz-kid and has “found herself”at last. I 
can see her joining her mother in the family business. About Greg I don’t know much. This I do 
know: religion is no longer his thing.  

Moving on to other things, I spent a couple of days in Washington DC hearing the American 
Senate in operation. It’s just like Parliament, only the Prez is not a part of its daily operations 
like the PM is back home. I found it unbelievably exciting. The whiff of power was all over the 
place. Its not out of the realms of possibility that I could consider doing what Father did. Yes, my 
Prince, I know you promised him when you went to see him in the hospital on the night he died, 
that you would see to it that I’d return to England and follow his path into politics. A father’s 
last wish and a future King’s promise are powerful reasons to do so, but as you know, at the 
moment I’m crazy with love. That’s all I can think of now! There’s some time yet to go at 
Harvard. But I do promise you—return I will. One day.  

Now a final word before I go. You must be wondering what on earth is happening with 
Mozart? Well, Harvard’s okay for music. I think I’m more of the creative kind where music 
comes out of nowhere, builds up in my soul, fills my body and then gushes out from my fingertips 
onto ivory keys. To tell you the truth, there’s not much more that Harvard can teach me about 
music. My professors understand that and feel that my sound is special and should be allowed to 
develop freely, unencumbered by the structured musical training that’s given in class. As a 
result, I’m taking more courses in Political Science and International Relations. I’m not limited 
by Mozart and am enjoying a full intellectual life at Harvard. I also have enough time to get 
around a bit—by that I mean I’m addicted to Greenwich Village in New York City. I take off with 
Rose every other weekend. I’ve been performing there for a while to get the juices flowing with 
some real people. There’s an underground café that is actually a stand-up comedy kind of place. 
So, in addition to music (Mozart and the Beatles of course) I try my hand at a few jokes and my 
own little comic act! It’s therapeutic. Nothing like a bit of underground laughter to lift this 
melancholy soul!  

Cheers, Richard.  
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UNDERGROUND 
LAUGHTER 

 

New York 1977  

“So, do you ever dream of me?” she said, as we walked through the heart of the 

Village towards Washington Square. That was out of nowhere. We were on one of our regular 
trips to New York for my act in the Cellar.  

“Come on, lie to me Richard!” Rose stopped and faced me in the middle of McDougal Street. 
Her breath hung expectantly in the air between us as the jostling Saturday night crowd pushed 
past. “Gotcha sweetheart!” She giggled.  

Without waiting for my reply, she swung ahead into the crowd, leaving me with my mouth 
slightly open. She was not going to allow me to answer that! I looked around trying to spot her 
but by now she was lost somewhere ahead. I knew I didn’t have to chase after her.  

The Comedy Cellar in the guts of the Village is the place I love most in the world. After all, 
where else can a Harvard musician lead a double life as a weekend jester to lift his soul? It was 
small box-like room in a basement off McDougal in Greenwich Village and was easily the most 
popular comedy spot in New York City, if one was to judge by the length of the queues outside 
every night. I spotted Rose close to the stage waiting for me, wearing her usual weekend Village 
attire: a pink turtleneck pullover with a huge butterfly made of tiny diamantes that sparkled 
under the Cellar’s dim lights, light blue denim jeans and purple lipstick that I think looked 
horrible except for the fact that it had a delicious raspberry flavor, whenever I got the chance to 
taste! As I stood on a wooden box under a single burning hot Argon spotlight, I gave Rose a 
wave, and she blew back a kiss. There were a lot of tourists in tonight, many with cameras. I 
targeted a couple in the front. The man had a Union Jack pin on his lapel and a huge camera 
resting on the table in front of him. A dark pint of Guinness sat next to it. Brits! Oh Yes! I looked 
at the audience and then turned to him and said, “This good gentleman from England was 
overheard before the start of this show telling his wife, ‘Dear, let me take your picture in the 
nude with my Nikon. You can have fun seeing it later.’”  

The gentleman in question looked as though he was ready to run. He drained his beer and 
tried to play ball by giving me a huge frightened smile.  

Good show sport, but wait till you hear what’s coming…  
I turned to his wife, gave her a sweet smile and grinned at my audience. I could hear a giggle 

or two of anticipation. “And this good lady here patted her hubby’s old Nikon and replied, 



‘Dickey dear, let me click your you know what and you can enlarge it and see it later!’”  
Uproarious laughter tore through the basement, everyone in the cellar having built 

themselves up over the last few minutes. Here everybody had to laugh. It was part of act. But 
nobody did it with more mirth and delight than the lady in question. Her cheer literally 
overflowed as she knocked her husband’s drink over his Nikon while rising to give me a 
standing ovation and a flying kiss.  

Over the next thirty minutes I dug out every last laugh in the packed cellar till I was sure I’d 
not left a sliver behind. In a weird sort of way it was the same sort of satisfied release I got after 
playing my music before a crowd.   

I finished my show with a few minutes of Mozart, as I always do here on McDougal street, in 
this cramped underground café. It was a kind of signature, like one would put at the end of a 
letter. It’s strange. Comedy can stress an audience, especially those in the front row trying to 
avoid eye contact with the stage lest they become the center of fun.  

Symphony No. 40. Amadeus, there you go again, turning an evening’s laughter into a deeper 
joy.  

When they rose to their feet they didn’t stop clapping till I stepped out of the circle of light 
and off the stage, turning cartwheels across the floor. Over the applause I heard Rose call out for 
more, and I knew at that moment she loved me a million times more than yesterday. She helped 
me up on the other side and ceremonially offered me a cigarette. There was a sudden silence in 
the dark basement. In full view of the crowd I took a slow drag and blew circles of white sweet 
smelling smoke at the black ceiling.   

“Hey, this is so good! What do I do now?”  
“You got to take me higher my love,” she said loudly, taking my hand. We ran out of the 

Cellar chased by rising tides of laughter.  

It was a wild and windy night in Greenwich Village with the bright lights blazing away the cold, 
leaving a fairy tale essence to the air that was both exhilarating and cleansing. There was only 
one thing I could do at that moment. I stopped in the middle of McDougal for the second time 
that night, turned and drew her to me. I hugged her and held her, and we swayed as the crowds 
brushed by. Her face was on my shoulder and our breath held still in a cloud above us. The 
moment was deeper than any kiss.  

This could only be love.  
“You’re the one,” she said pressing herself to me. Then, without any warning, she threw 

another one of her random questions at me and expected an answer then and there. “Hey, 
Richard do you read old love letters? Are you that type of guy?”  

I caught her eye in what was becoming a game—a foolish lovers game.  
“What do you think?”  
“No. Definitely no. You had no girls before me and therefore you’ve got no love letters. 

None. Zilch.”  
“So I guess I have to write my first love letter tonight,” I said. Her hand was warm and tight on 

mine. We’d almost reached Washington Square, and on our left twinkling pink lights decorated 
the entrance of a tiny shop. The signboard above the jazzy doorway read, Jane’s Tattoos.  

“Tonight? Hey, that’s a great idea,” she said coming to a sudden halt. “So what’ll you 
write?”  

“Just my name.”   



“I want it now!”  
“You have to wait for it!”  
“Can’t. I want to read it now, in permanent blue on my arm.” And she dragged me past the 

multicolored bead curtains that shielded Jane’s Tattoos from McDougal Street, leaving me 
speechless in the heart of the night.  
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ROSEDALE  

Harvard and Toronto 1979  

Winter turned to spring and summer. One year folded into another and yet another. 

Time changed. Suddenly, Harvard was older, and so was I. For some reason we never did make 
it to England. Every winter I thought I’d get home, but Rose always ended home back in 
Rosedale. I never went along, still subtly unwelcome after so long, and since I couldn’t bear 
crossing the Atlantic without her, I held on alone in Cambridge waiting for her to return.  

And when she did, life ran warm under my Eiderdown. But music I kept as a separate 
pleasure. When she was with me, love always took over, leaving Amadeus in retreat. Sometimes 
we questioned nature’s peculiar ways, but it didn’t matter because when she was not physically 
there with me I was left bursting with creation. Love’s lingering scent was my inspiration.   

My own compositions had created quite a stir. I played often, solo and in orchestra, with the 
Boston Symphony. She was always there hidden in the audience, but I could filter all the sounds 
around and hear her applause. One day I’d compose a symphony for her—for us—and call it 
Rosaline.  

But now time had moved on past Harvard Square.  
My thoughts kept going back to England and to Father’s friends. I remember they often used 

to come home with Pa, after a hard day in Parliament, for some Scotch and to hear me play 
Mozart. Would they want me back? Would they say, “We need you here, Richard. Come and 
join us in the Conservative Party and one day you will take your Father’s place in Parliament. 
Richard, that’s what your Father always wanted.”  

Politics and Pedigree? Sir Richard Hall. Baronet and MP? Yes, I could return home. Father 
could have made it to the top. It would have been exciting to live at No.10, but there were too 
many single malts after mother’s death.  

Mum. She was just a sweet shadow left in the corner of my mind. I wondered what she 
would have said of Rose? Perhaps she’d have said, “It’s been too long. Bring her home, Richard. 
Bring her home.”  

Yes mum. Perhaps it’s time.  

We walked in silence by the Charles. Joggers passed by us as did the rowers. So Rose, where do 
go from here? Cambridge is over. I could hear Rosedale call her, but I needed Leicester Square. 
And The Royal Albert Hall. And the houses of Parliament. And Buckingham Palace. Yes, it was 
time for me to go home. So, where would she be happy? The old mansion in the country or the 
apartment at Knightsbridge? No contest. Rose would love living next to Harrods.  



“Come home with me, Rose,” I said, “to England.”  
She searched for my hand. It was always there.  
“Rose, I love you.”  
Her eyes were wet, reflecting the golden glow of the setting sun sinking low over Harvard 

and the Charles. The boats were just silhouettes now and the joggers had  

109 become dark shadows. She nodded her 
head and we were in each other’s arms as 
Symphony No. 40 resonated through me.  

“Rosaline, how could you? How could you? He’s no good. Some bloody Brit who’s never done a 
man’s work in his life. You’re crazy, crazy. Do you hear? He’s a goddamed musician. You want 
to marry a musician?”  

“Composer, mom.”  
“Whatever. Look what you’ve got—you and Caroline. This empire. My empire. Do you 

know what they call me? The Princess of Scent. That’s Newsweek, last week. I’m a Princess. 
You hear that? After me, all this is yours.  

“Mom, take it easy. You’re no princess, and you’re far from dead. And Richard is a Baronet, 
an authentic English Royal. And I shall be Mrs. Baronet. Or, Baroness Rosaline, or whatever. 
But yes, the wedding will be at Rosedale, with Toronto and all your friends.”  

“And, mom, there’s something more.”  
“What more can there be you stupid girl?”  
“You’re going to enjoy visiting London, mother dear. My new home is opposite Harrods.”  
“What?” mother screamed.   
“Yes!” The phone dangled off the hook, leaving mom talking to herself as I swept her 

daughter off her feet and onto the bed.  

Oh God. This could only be heaven. Forest Hill in the fall when a lush forest of green turns to 
burnished brown and becomes a burnt, golden, crackling carpet of sunset hues.  

It was the perfect time for a perfect wedding. For Mrs. DeVerge it had to be the event of the 
year. All of Toronto—at least everybody who was anybody—would grace the occasion. A 
couple of Prime Ministers, past and present, and the Governor General and…  

“Is he coming? Is he coming to Rosedale, Richard?”  
“He can’t. But he’s giving us Balmoral, his castle in Scotland, for a week for our 

honeymoon, Mrs. DeVerge.”  
“How can he do this to his best friend? Call him! Call him! Tell him he must come.”  
“His mother won’t let him, Mrs. DeVerge.”  
I kept a straight face but Rose couldn’t. Lovely, excited laughter sprinkled all around her.  
Mrs. DeVerge smiled. “And you, Richard, will now call me mummy.”  
There was another round of uncontrolled amusement from the delirious bride to be. “Come 

on Richard,” Rose said, “call mummy, mummy.”  
I could feel the color on my face turning into a warm shade of pink. “Mummy,” I said for the 

first time since I was small. And the moment was over as quickly as Elizabeth DeVerge’s 
exuberant kiss.  

God, there was so much lipstick on my cheek. Everybody loved me.  



It looked as though all the flowers in the world grew at the DeVerge estate. There was sweet 
perfume in the air. It was a beautiful Sunday, and Rosaline glowed in bridal white with the 
freshness and joy of a wife to be. A giggling circle of friends surrounded her. I looked at her in 
the way only a groom could, just before the moment.   

“Hi, Richard.”  
Sweet Jesus. Carol!  
The brush of her lips on my cheeks left me tingling. Her voice was soft and warm. It was as 

though all the rough edges of her vitality had smoothened with time.  
“Carol, how are you? Where have you been? It’s been so long.”  
“I’m with mother now. I did finally join the family business. How nice you look, Richard. 

Rose is a lucky girl.”  
“Oh come on, Carol. I’m the lucky one. But thanks all the same. And you look absolutely 

gorgeous.”  
She was so beautiful. Like Rose.  
She actually gave me a shy smile. God, the years had changed her. Where was that singe in 

her voice that made me love to shiver? She even sounded like Rose now.  
Look at her Amadeus.  

The ceremony took place on a stage by the pond in the front lawn of Rosaline’s home. There 
were more guests than I could imagine.  

At exactly one o’clock a hush descended over Rosedale, but the birds kept on singing. I loved 
that.  

“I now pronounce you man and wife. Richard, you may kiss your bride.”  
I did. And Rose was mine.   
I heard a cry near by. It was Elizabeth DeVerge.  
I heard a sob. It was Carol.  
I saw a slight smile. It was Frank. But his eyes were sad.  
Sounds of laughter and claps of joy spread all over Rosedale. All of Toronto was here to 

celebrate with me. I rushed to the mike, pulling Rose up beside me.  
“Rose is mine! Rose is mine!”  
There was a moment of surprise from the crowd, but they gave way to the excited groom 

with a huge roar of approval. That stirred me even more, and I swept Rosaline in my arms. The 
band started to play on cue and the mood was set. There would be music and fun and food and 
drink. Bottles opened with a thousand frothy pops and pink champagne sprayed onto everybody.  

We drank and danced and floated through our day. This was heaven.  
Evening fell and a myriad of colored lights replaced the flowers of the day. The show went 

on, a little slower, a little easier.  
“I shall have this dance with my son-in-law,” said a familiar voice. Rose gave way.   
“And you shall look after her well young man.” That was said with a smile, but it was an 

order.  
“Yes ma’am. That pleasure will all be mine,” I promised as Elizabeth DeVerge surprised me 

with the rhythm of her dance.  
“And may I have this one now mother?” Elizabeth yielded to her daughter without a word. 

She moved to the side of the floor but continued to watch us.  
“How lucky she is to feel such love,” Carol said, turning her face up to me.  
What could I say to this beautiful woman who looked like my wife?  



What could I say to Carol who wished it were her wedding day?  
“And may I have my husband back?” With Rose’s tinkling laugh, the twins hugged each 

other. I’d had much too much of that pink champagne. I was seeing double images.  
As one.  
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ILLUSION  

Toronto 1979  

“I’ll call her Illusion” said Rose. “Let’s take her on a night ride.” We were on 

Toronto’s tiny Island Airport that lay opposite the Harbourfront. While I marveled at crystal-lit 
Toronto, reflecting off the still, dark expanse Lake Ontario, her eyes were on a red, toy like, bi-
winged airplane next to us. It was her mother’s extravagant wedding present. Rosaline was 
ecstatic, but not me. The smaller the airplane the more nervous I become. I normally sweat it out 
in 737, but now I was supposed to fly in something called Illusion—and flown by my wife! She 
said she’d been trained by Frank who flew fighters in Korea. Sure she was a damn good pilot, 
but to climb into that…thing, with a cockpit no bigger than two of me put together? And fly in 
the dark? Impossible!  

“Richard, don’t you know what this is? It’s a Pitts Aerobatic!”  
A Pitts Aerobatic. Did I hear correctly? Had her parents gone mad?  
“You think I’m crazy? I absolutely refuse to put my foot in that thing.”  
“Richard, please, just one quick pass. Come on, I never imagined you could be so chicken. 

Do this one for your new wife!”  
I felt like running, but I had to give in. I gathered whatever courage I had and twisted my 

way into the back seat of the tiny flying machine. It felt as though it had been constructed out of 
balsa wood like those hobby planes I’d seen hanging on wires in the show-windows of toyshops.  

“Don’t I wear a parachute or something?”  
“Don’t be ridiculous, Richard.”  
I nearly had a heart attack as we raced down the runway towards Lake Ontario and Toronto. 

The roar of the single propeller was the most frightening, unmusical sound I’d ever heard in my 
life.  

Oh Christ. Jesus Christ. Lord Almighty, save me from this, and I swear I will believe in you.   
Suddenly, we were in the air. Rose’s little red plane buffeted and rocked hard. We headed 

over Toronto and the glowing skyscrapers that lined the shores of Lake Ontario.  
“No! Rose, for God’s sake, take me back!”  
I doubt if she could have heard my scream over the tornado-like roar that twisted around the 

open cockpit of the biplane. Even if she did, I knew she would have ignored me. I closed my 
eyes as she banked to the right and took a full lazy turn around the Harbourfront. Suddenly the 
noise died down to a smooth hum. We seemed to slow in the sky, almost floating. I think she was 
trying to calm me, but I could do without a meltdown in the sky.   

“That’s Queen’s Quay. And that’s our building down there, right across that little stretch of 
water from the airport. Isn’t that wonderful! Want to see it  



again, Rich?  
“No. No!”  
Rosaline’s plane gave a sudden, frightening, bump in the air that brought everything in my 

stomach to my mouth. My dinner spouted forcefully onto my legs as the plane dipped sharply 
and floated downwards towards the landing strip. A long minute passed and then with a 
surprisingly light touch we were racing down the runway. My eyes were screwed tight and 
remained shut even when we stopped.  

“Oh you poor silly darling. What a mess.” Rose held her sides laughing as I scrambled off 
the plane. “I’ll let Carol try her out tomorrow.”  

Tomorrow.   
I woke to the sound of happy giggles and the smell of hot Colombian. Rose was juggling a 

steaming cup and a croissant in one hand and a cordless phone in the other.  
“Carol. Fifteen minutes, or I’ll take Richard instead. Okay. Okay I’ll let you take her up. 

You’ll love her. She purrs like a Siamese. See you at the Island…yeah, yeah, I’ve not 
forgotten—lunch with mom at one. See you later alligator.”  

Alligator? I hid my grin under the blanket. And my erection. The two of them were welcome 
to that propeller driven machine. I would watch with my binoculars. Or better still, maybe I’d go 
down and take a look at my favorite wedding gift—the black gleaming machine without a 
propeller. Thank you, Carol. Forever. For the Harley. You knew that it was the thing for me. And 
knew that it had to be all black. You and I will race down Yonge Street. You on your red, me on 
my black. But for now it seems as though both of you have other plans up there.  
Picture-perfect Toronto. Hundreds of sailboats were out under the bright Ontario sun, riding the 
frisky white-surfed waters of Lake Ontario. Now that’s something I’d love to do with you Rose. 
We must go sailing, this very afternoon.  

I took a nice hot shower and missed her soapy skin sliding against mine in the steamy cabin. 
Champagne cocktails and love bites for breakfast would’ve been much sexier than riding 
Toronto’s sky. I flashed a glance at my watch. Yes, they should be ready to go by now. Maybe I 
could spot them from up here.  

The bay window on the thirty-second floor of 10 Queen’s Quay gave the illusion of being in 
the control tower of Toronto Island Airport. Actually, we were separated by a mile of water from 
the Harbourfront to the airport runway that jutted into the lake. I could see of every kind with 
tiny figures scrambling in and around their sporty airplanes flying machines.   

Now where in hell were the twins?  
I grabbed my binoculars. Ah! Got em! The telelenses pulled the bright red aircraft close 

enough to touch. Hey! They were stroking the damn thing. I got an immediate tingle in my groin 
and grinned. They looked very, very sexy, dressed in their beige aviators and matching 
sunglasses. Now which one was Rose? That one on the left, or could that be Carol? I couldn’t 
believe it. I was married to one, but still couldn’t make out which of them was my wife! I stood 
naked and wet, with the binocs pressed to my eyes and looked out of an eight by eight sheet of 
sheer glass, trying to decide.  

If I stood here and they flew past, would they be able to see me? Not a good idea. What if 
they did actually see me like this? Not a good idea at all to turn them on in flight. I quickly 
pulled on my trousers. Wait! Something was going on near the airplane. They had both climbed 
in a moment ago, but suddenly one of them jumped out, fingers pinching her nose. Laughing, she 
waved to the other in the cockpit to carry on. Oh no! My puke was all over the back seat. The 



jump seat must have been stinking to high heavens. I began to feel very sick with last evening’s 
memory.  

The biplane rolled to the head of the runway, turned, and raced down concrete, the sun 
glistening on the windscreen. Lift off and a smooth bank to the right, and soon it headed towards 
Toronto, Queen’s Quay and me. A nice, little, red toy, but I thought planes were boy toys? What 
on earth was she doing dancing in the air out there, dipping her wings to the right, and then to the 
left?  

I felt sick without being up there.  
A goddamned loop. Okay. Okay, I see you. We can all see you. You’re very good. Who are 

you trying to impress? Me? Not on your life. You’re good. You’re very, very good, Rose. Or is it 
you, Carol, out there?  

She was almost vertical, like an arrow heading upward into the sky. The biplane made an 
amazing sight, streaking into Ontario’s blue yonder. It was now a small speck in the cloudless 
sky, and it took a perfect loop. Then another. And another…  

Suddenly, the tiny red dot grew bigger—pointing vertically down. Okay, that’s fine baby. 
You’ve had your fun. Come-on. It’s over. Pull up . . . Pull up!  

NO. GOD. PULL UP! PLEASE PULL UP!  
But the red toy plane dived down faster than my mind could think, hitting the waters of Lake 

Ontario before I could breathe.  
Exploding into a million pieces of red.  
No! No! No!  

I ran down thirty-two flights in a vacuum, a white, silent vacuum, stumbling through the foyer 
across the road to the Terminal at the waterfront. It took ten minutes. Eternity.  

I bent over the jetty vomiting into the water. A motorboat headed towards me. I looked up. I 
could see her hold the rails tightly. She was not wearing her sunglasses. I saw another in her 
amber eyes. And I knew.  

Rose. Where are you? Don’t go. Don’t go.  
A little more time. Please…  
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SOMEWHERE 
 

Toronto 1979  

he cold waters of Lake Ontario lay still before him. It had been two months and all he could 
do was to sit on the water’s edge through the day and into the night. Day after day. What was she 
thinking when she fell from the sky? Did she cry out his name as she died? The lake was blue 
and clear, but he could never see his own reflection. She was always there looking up at him.  

Caroline sat silent by his side and shared his empty time. He’d often ask her if she could see 
Rose in the dark still water. She always looked down and with a small sad smile said, “Yes.”   

As evening came they headed home, to Rosaline’s home. From high upstairs he could see the 
lake and couldn’t take the pain. Carol slept by his side, comforting his body and soul. And 
sometimes when they touched, he could feel a heat from the fireplace. Did Rose see them 
through the flames? He was dead, too. Could she see that he, too, had gone somewhere?  
Carol awoke in Rosaline’s bed, missing the smooth feel of his lean warm body. She knew his 
Djinns had called. His search for Rosaline had begun.  

“Goodbye Richard,” she whispered. “Keep well.” Her palms laid gently on her stomach. The 
movements had not yet begun, but she knew that one day soon, she’d feel a stir. And it gave her 
peace to know that he’d left something behind.  

Rose, Rose. Baby will be yours too, and will carry your name.  
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QUESTION  

Toronto Today  

The DeVerge Center. It’s a freezing Ontario morning, but Thor stops for a second before 

the revolving doors, enjoying the wheels of warmth curving out from within. His call from 
London requesting a meeting the next day with the CEO of DeVerge Perfumes was accepted 
without hesitation. Caroline DeVerge would be pleased to receive Professor Gordon Thorburn of 
Yale and The London School of Economics at the company’s headquarters in Mississauga.   

Thor enters the hushed, atrium-lit hallway of DeVerge with a tiny downward curl of his thin 
lips. The blond, almost colorless, beard and light-blue eyes give him a look of avoidable 
coldness, like the January air outside.  

“Mr. DeVerge will see you now, Professor.”  
Mr.? He’s not here for Mr. DeVerge.  
“I think there’s a mistake. I have an appointment  
 

with Caroline DeVerge, your CEO.” “I’m sorry, Professor, but she’s been held up in 
Toronto. The chairman of the company will see you  

instead.” The secretary politely opens the door and leads Gordon Thorburn into a stark, 
fluorescent-lit office, where a man stands gnarled and weathered as an oak, with a deep scar 
running down his ugly face.  

The hand that greets Thor has the tiny tremble of time.   
“Professor Thorburn. I’m Frank DeVerge. My daughter’s apologies; she had to take my wife 

for an unexpected check-up this morning.”  
If God had a voice, this heavenly whisper would be his. Thor swallows his awe. He was not 

prepared for this.  
“I’m sorry to hear that. I hope it’s not serious?”  
“Everything is serious at our age, but Elizabeth will be fine. She has a dedicated daughter 

who, as you know, now runs this company. Of course, I do stand in for her now and then, like 
today. Well, Professor Thorburn, what is it that you want to know about us? Our European 
headquarters are in London. You could have gotten everything you wanted there.” There is a 
glint in his hooded eyes and he gives a low amused laugh. “Or, perhaps this visit has nothing to 
do with us. It is something else, isn’t it? ”   

Has the old man seen through him before he’s had a chance to sit down?  
“Well, sir, as a matter of…”  
“Do make yourself comfortable, Dr. Thorburn. Please sit right here, next to me so these eyes 

can see you clear. Ah, you are impressive. I did some research on you before you got here. You 



taught Conflict Studies at Yale and now Politics at the LSE? That’s an impressive record. It must 
make you very special.”  

“Thank you, sir.”  
“Someone had to come, and I thought it would be CNN, but here you are leading the pack, so 

to say. I shouldn’t be surprised considering the LSE’s position. So, Professor, let me make this 
easy for you. It’s Richard, isn’t it, who bothers you?”  

You’re good, old man. You’re very good.  
“Touché, sir. Yes, Prime Minister Richard Hall is our main focus of interest. By ours, I mean 

The Director of the School, Hazel Hawthorne, and many of our students who study politics there. 
It’s been an extraordinary month in Britain. The country was a breath away from extraordinary 
change, when out of nowhere comes a Harvard-educated musician turned politician, whom 
nobody really knows and who somehow is able to halt history in the making. Yes. I’ve come 
here to discover more about Sir Richard Hall. I understand Toronto was his home for a while 
after Harvard.”  

There, it’s out. Now let’s see where you stand old man.  
Frank DeVerge decides to stand and look down at Thor. The suggestion of softness has 

dwindled enough to empty his personality of warmth.  
“It’s difficult to speak of Richard here, Professor Thorburn. Some memories are too painful 

and best remain forgotten. But, I guess something will have to be told. With all the interest 
surrounding him everything will be known soon enough. Let me show you something.”  

A gold-framed photograph is placed gently on the glass table between them.   
“That beautiful young girl, Professor Thorburn, that’s my Rose, Caroline’s twin sister. 

Richard and Rosaline had been married only a day when she was killed in a flying accident. Tell 
me, could anything be more tragic?”  

Thor is shocked. Richard Hall married Rose DeVerge after Harvard? Distanced and 
distracted by time, his stunned eyes freeze on the photograph.  

Secrets emerge. But the old man hasn’t finished.  
“Richard was destroyed. He was a dead man, staring at the lake through the day and walking 

the streets of Toronto by night. Only Caroline could get through to him but even she could hold 
him only for a while. Then one day without a word he was gone. Just like that. We never heard 
from him again. ”  

Caroline DeVerge and Richard Hall? More secrets hidden in the shade.  
A light knock on the door. Someone doesn’t wait for an invitation to enter. Thor turns round 

to see a young man with McGill in Canadian red across his sweatshirt.  
Frank DeVerge notes his visitor’s puzzled look.  
“Jason, meet Professor Thorburn from The London School of Economics. Dr Thorburn, this 

is Caroline’s son, my grandson, Jason Rose DeVerge.   
The resemblance was not striking. But it was there for anybody who was close enough to 

give a hard second look and was interested enough to see. He was boyishly tall and slim, not 
quite as handsome as his father, but with the same sensuous, smooth look. What gave him away 
were those eyebrows touching in the middle of his forehead—like two arrows, arching into the 
air and meeting tip to tip in the center of the sky.  

Impossible! Or is it? What do we have here?  
Adolescent brown eyes rest curiously on Gordon Thorburn.  
Hall’s echo, but not him. Not black like him.  
“McGill, I see. That’s as good as they come.”   



“Yes sir, I’m a freshman.”  
“And what do you do there, Jason?”  
“Economics. Then onto business school I hope.”  
“Of course, the family business.”  
“Oh, we’ll see about that,” says Frank DeVerge in an all embracing whisper. “Jason has a lot 

of time to decide. One never knows what life has to offer.”  
“True. Well young man you may be wondering why I’m here—”  
“—No, Professor. Let his grandfather enlighten him.”  
Jason looks from face to face. “What’s all this about?”  
So he doesn’t know? This kid will know the first time he sees Richard Hall up close and 

personal.  
“Jason, we were having a little chat about Britain’s new Prime Minister, Richard Hall. He 

was married briefly to aunt Rosaline.”  
“So he was the one. Hey, that’s…Wow, that’s fantastic. You mean to say we’re related to 

Britain’s PM? Hey grandpa, that makes him your son-in law! Mom must know him, too.” Then 
something clicks and he looks at his grandfather while raising a single sharp eyebrow.  

“How come nobody told me about him, Grandpa? Anyway, lets give Richard Hall a call or 
something. Why not? He’s family, right?”  

The question hangs orphaned for a moment. Then a tender smile and his grandfather nods his 
head.   

To his surprise, Thor finds he rather likes the boy, bright little bastard.  
You don’t deserve to have something like this, Richard.  
“How do you like Montreal, Jason? Lovely city. Looking forward to getting back after the 

winter break?”  
“Shit no. Sorry, um…no. I think it’s minus ten or something crazy like that now.”  
Just a few crazy degrees from hell? Ah, a sudden idea. No time to think. He must take the 

chance…  
“I have an idea that you may like, Jason. How does a transfer to LSE. sound? It’s the best 

school in the world for applied economics, and London without a doubt is the place to be in on 
this planet.”  

A thump on the glass table and Frank DeVerge is on his feet.  
“Dr. Thorburn. Please! Please don’t confuse Jason. McGill is fine. His mother studied there, 

and the DeVerge’s have their roots in Quebec and Montreal. The cold is part of our lives.  
“Grandpa? Hey Grandpa, Professor Thorburn wasn’t—  
“—Dr Thorburn has to leave. We shall continue this discussion with your mother.”  
“Grandpa please…”  
“Jason,” He says so softly, it silences the boy.  
Gordon Thorburn nods and heads towards the door. Enough for now. He has to get back to 

London. “Goodday, Mr. DeVerge. It’s been a pleasure. My regards to your daughter.”  
“Goodbye sir.” Jason shakes his hand. “And thanks”  
“Take care, kid.” Their eyes meet and Thor gives Jason Rose DeVerge a wink before the 

door closes behind him.  

A red Ferrari growls past him as the taxi leaves the gates of The DeVerge Center. A woman is 
driving. Should he turn back? No. No need to confront her now, no matter how much he needs 



to. Jason may get scared off. The kid feels something—London, LSE and Richard Hall— all 
impossible to resist. Nature will take its course.  

I wonder how you explained away his father all these years, Caroline DeVerge?  
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YESTERDAY ONCE MORE  
 

Toronto Today  

om, please. It’s a real good idea. You know how I hate Montreal. I can’t stand the cold. 
It’s hell. And now we’ve discovered a relative, The British Prime Minister. He can keep an eye 
on me.”  

Oh Jason. He’ll know the moment he sees you.  
And so will you.  
“Jason, we’ll talk about it when we get back to Forest Hill. Right now you’re needed at 

home. Grandma’s in the hospital and is asking for you. I’ll bring grandpa in the Ferrari.”  
“Okay, mom. I’ll take the Harley!”  
Richard. Oh god, Richard. Her eyes sting and she nods.“Drive carefully, and give your 

grandmother a kiss from me. Tell her that Grandpa and I will be with her soon.”  
As he waved goodbye and ran out of the room, it was Richard Hall she now saw in her slim, 

handsome, young son.  
She removes her thin turtle framed glasses and brushes away a tear. A few strands of grey-

streaked auburn hair fall across her flushed oval face and she turns to her father.  
“Jason has to be kept out of this. We can’t let Richard into our lives again. In any case, he 

never was in Jason’s. I have no intention of confusing my son with what’s in the past, and that 
will most certainly happen if I allow him to go to England.”  

Her father blinks. Like her, he can see yesterday’s shadow move back towards their lives. 
“Jason smells something, Carol. I don’t think you can keep the boy away from his father. Not 
now. Someday, something must draw them together.”   

“No. I can’t let that happen. And I will not allow him be used in any way. This Professor 
Thorburn you met was so transparent. The LSE has become a center for politics, not economics. 
The moment he saw Jason he must have seen the resemblance. I wish I’d returned a little earlier, 
I would have put an end to this nonsense.”  

“Carol, think for a moment. What would you have done? What could you have done? He’s 
excited by the thought that Britain’s new Prime Minister is family. Any kid would be. Have you 
seen the news? Richard is everywhere. Boys like Jason need their daily dose of adrenaline and 
when they get the scent…you know what happens. They never let things go. You should know. 
You’re the mother of an adolescent. You were more than one yourself. Remember?”  

She paused. He’d never brought up yesterday before.  



“I was someone else then, Daddy. And I let someone go.”   
“You sure were, but he had to go. You knew that— or the lake would have eaten away his 

years. Rose’s memory had to fade forever for Richard to stay alive. And it took some courage 
not to tell him about the child who was to come.”   

“But—”  
“But now’s the time to give Jason the truth. You’re strong enough to do it and face his 

answer. Then, let him go meet his father.”   
“No. Never. They’ll use him. The LSE is at the center of the unrest. He can’t go to London. I 

can’t even begin to imagine what could happen when he meets Richard. No. I will not involve 
Jason in their war.”  

“He got involved the day Richard Hall became Prime Minister.” A sad smile touches her 
father’s old scar. “And so have you been, my dear—all these years. Now it’s time to know what 
happened when he left you and Toronto.”  
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SHADOWS OF MANHATTAN  
 

New York – Yesterday’s Years  

My Prince,  

How can I describe this damaged life?  
Here I am on the Maple Leaf, riding the tracks to the end of her journey, New York or 

wherever. I don’t really care. It’s seven in the morning, a cold dawn has broken, and I’m leaving 
Toronto behind. It’s been four months since we lowered her into the ground, surrounded by gray 
leafless trees. Just thinking of her like that makes me fear death.  

I’m a coward.  

My Prince,  

It’s dark. It’s ten. I’m alone in Manhattan and, it’s cold How do I leave behind a life that had 
not even begun? Here I am, west of the park, in this warm hotel where I can feel the sounds of 
New York four floors below. But inside me there’s an absolute silence that devours every thought 
I have. So I’m grateful for the sounds of the night that come through the windows. They’ll keep 
me from going mad. I’ve bought myself a bottle of Black Label, but I haven’t decided if I should 
get drunk. Maybe there’s no point. You see, I don’t want to forget.  

My Prince,  

I walk the avenues. Times Square is just a few blocks away, but it takes me four hours to 
reach. Lights and bars, girls and boys, empty my body on the way. My mind blurs. The music no 
longer plays…did I tell you that? No more Night Music. Amadeus has vanished.  

My Prince,  

I have a companion. The emptiness—it got to be too much. But you won’t approve. He’s a he 
you see. I was skating in the rink at Rockefeller Plaza and we literally bumped into each other. 
He’s fun. He’s physical, but he also likes poetry and music and we spend long evenings together.  



My Prince,  

I think I drove him away. I think Rose drove him away. He left today quoting Shelly on Byron 
on a little yellow note he posted on the fridge. This is what it said, “Richard, you are an 
exceedingly interesting person but ‘as mad as the winds.’ But I’m NOT as ‘mad as the winds,’” 
That much is true. Lithium flows with my blood and it keeps me well without Rosaline.  

Surprisingly, I don’t feel that morbid. If one exists in New York, eventually one has to live. 
Now I think it’s time to write to myself. Is there any point in penning letter after letter to my 
Prince when they lie unsent, hidden in my drawer?  

I don’t always feel damp and drizzly, even today, when the clouds hung low over Macy’s. 
Kids, three of them, were outside the store with one of those new portable electronic pianos. 
They should’ve been at school but instead they were tap dancing for New York in the rain. They 
got my heart. I had to join them. And then…Amadeus!  

He appeared again deciding to join the fun. And like before, he took over my fingers and the 
piano. In the falling rain he captured the street show: proceeding from minor to major, from 
misery to joy, shaping the plot of Symphony No. 40 before Macy’s doors. His audience was the 
shoppers who forgot all about going home and the three boys who danced incredibly, impossibly, 
in rhythm with Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart!  

Now that the music’s returned, I get a few bucks performing in the Village where yesterday 
lies buried in the Cellar with yesterday’s act. Now it’s only Mozart. It gives me something to do 
that’s not too scary. The Village Voice has somehow picked up the old Harvard nickname. The 
Mozart Man adds to the atmosphere of the place—so everyone says. So be it. I don’t mind my 
five minutes of fame. Actually, it’s quite nice to be recognized. To be noticed. But I must remain 
careful not to stretch too far from Rose or myself. I can’t believe I’m talking about her so easily. 
She will never become a half-forgotten dream. Never.  

Something happened to me there the other day. A shithead club owner refused to pay me my 
due and hired someone else. Ha. Try to catch Mozart playing for any old hack musician! So, I 
started to play outside. Naturally, everybody stayed out with me. Even those who were inside 
came out. Then the shithead called the cops, who asked me to clear out. They wouldn’t do this, 
normally, at least not in the Village. But, the crowds had spilled onto the road, expecting a 
presidential candidate to pass by. George McGovern was to dine at Mario’s, opposite the club. 
I’d vacate the street for McGovern, but first I’d welcome him with music. The cops objected 
half-heartedly, but, hey, everything’s cool in The Village.  

Mozart would welcome the Prairie Populist.  
George stood for more than a moment outside Mario’s. Dr. McGovern knew his music. He 

entered the bistro only when I finished and after I gave him a small bow. Cheers filled the air—
for me and for him. I knew he was going to lose the election. Anyone could see that.  

Politics is always interesting. I remember how I enjoyed hearing father’s stories when I was a 
kid…and my excitement when he first took me along to Parliament…and the words of the Prime 
Minister when he shook my hand. I was only thirteen then.  

“Richard Hall, what do you want to be when you grow up?”   
“Like Father, sir. A Member of Parliament.”  
“And more, perhaps, Richard Hall.”  
For days his scent of power remained over me, even when I played. And being a dreamer, I’d 

dreamt I was the Prime Minister playing a piano.   
I had momo’s the other night with this beautiful creature called Kuma Tashi who said she loved 



Tibet and New York. In turn, I said I loved Rosaline and London. And then, over steamed 
Tibetan dumplings and a strange intoxicating wine with a hint of aniseed, I told her my story.  

Then she surprised me. “Do you miss Caroline?” she asked.  
“Yes,” I replied without thinking.  
“Then why are you here?”  
“Don’t you see?” I said. “It’s because of Rose.”  
And I knew that she could not see. That night I remembered Carol, but I knew I was still in 

refuge.  
Kuma’s a refugee, like me. For her, it’s a political battle to reclaim Lahsa so she can go 

home. She’d joined McGovern’s New York campaign and the Democratic challenge. She asked 
me if I’d join her.  

“Not that it would make much of a difference,” I said.  
She didn’t like that at all and asked me if I was a Republican.  
“No,” I said, “not really. Though in England, I’d be a Conservative.” But here, I assured her, 

I was surely a Democrat. Just like her.  
Kuma hugged me with delight. But I think she knew. The good Dr. McGovern will be 

obliterated come November.   
It’s so sad. China vs. Tibet. Nixon vs. McGovern.  
McGovern humiliatingly slipped into history and time called my friend, too. Kuma Tashi left 

for Dharamshala in the hills of Northern India to fight her battle besides the Dalai Lama. She 
cried at JFK when I kissed her goodbye. I promised her a promise I might not keep—that I 
would see her again and that we would trek together to the Valley of Flowers that nestled near 
her land in the Himalayas.   

She also made me promise that I would return home.  And I promised a promise that I could 
keep.   

I’d drifted through years that I dared not count and melted into a million other lives. Life had 
become an ordinary tune. One evening I sat by the river looking away from Manhattan. Liberty’s 
green glow was the brightest light I could see. She glowed in the distance, and I felt a rush of 
blood. Could there be a more magnificent sight than the sun sinking slowly beside her? A lone 
ferry in shadows made its journey back past her. If only I could fill the air around her with 
Mozart. Symphony No. 40 could make heaven answer. But as I stood looking out across the 
Hudson, I imagined another beacon.  

Big Ben glowed.  
Postcard London strayed into my heart. The telephone boxes were still red and so were the 

buses. Someday I had to become someone else and get back to where I belonged, before 
everything had gone and I was left alone, convicted within dreams that I couldn’t even see.  

So late that night, I asked myself if it was lonely here.  

 

 



31 

 

ICARUS  

New York and London 1982  

Itrudged up five flights of my elevator-less Village studio, flopped on my easy chair and 

switched on my Trinitron.  
My Prince! He flickered into view, filling the screen with his crooked grin. He was cutting a 

ribbon somewhere in his Kingdom. It started an uncontrollable symphony of nostalgia that made 
me lift the receiver by my side and call him. It’s something I hadn’t done in a long time, because 
I was sure he’d ask me to return.  

I guess I expected and was ready to confront the inevitable as we came to the end a joyous 
half-hour of banter and good cheer.  

“So, Richard, when are you coming home?”  
“Soon, my Prince. Very soon.” What else could I say?  
That was it. I had to decide soon. I was not one to make vague promises, especially to my 

Prince, but I hoped I would be able to get some help tonight. An all-party group of politicians 
from London were visiting New York. It was their last night in town and they were taking the 
booze cruise out to toast Liberty. I’d been hired to  

137 bring along Mozart. Someone got the 
bright idea—nothing like a Brit to entertain 
the Brits! God help them. And me.   

It was a balmy tropical evening, perfect for Pina Coloda or Jim Beam on ice, but I guessed these 
guys would stick to Chivas Regal. There were parliamentarians of various shapes and sizes and 
political hues - a fair slice of Westminster’s cheesecake. They milled together at the jetty waiting 
for the chain to open and let them onto the sparkling white launch that rocked ever so slightly in 
the calm waters of the East River. At eight exactly, a fresh faced young sailor gave the go ahead 
and they slowly filed up the gangway, suitably attired in Bleeding Madras cottons and flowery 
Hawaiian shirts. The Captain, in a sparkling white jacket adorned with gold braids, received his 
honored guests and led them without any delay into the glass-lined stateroom in the heart of the 
ship. He’d give them a grand time tonight. Yes, he’d handled a lot of these types. They’ll loosen 
up as the evening became night.   

I hung around on a raised corner of the rectangular room. Velvet drapes hung as my 
backdrop, and my portable Roland synthesizer stood ready. Like the Speaker of their House, I 
commanded an unrestricted view of my fellow Britons. I looked around. No young girls to add to 



the fun and the evening. No boys too, of course.  
How silly of me.  
I was steaming in my monkey suit, a white shiny sharkskin coat with black trousers and a 

bow. I was dressed to entertain. Two hundred an hour was not bad for an evening’s work. And, if 
they boozed long enough, they could pay for a Concorde to Heathrow. Hail Britannia!  

“Hey, you. Over there, young fellow.” He beckoned me over. The Right Honorable Member 
of Britain’s Parliament had a full Scottish accent. He must have been about forty and looked 
classy and distinguished in a pinstriped suit with a carnation fitted like a signal in his lapel. He 
also had a full, unkempt, Einstein-like thatch of pure white hair, but his unlined face was 
pleasantly young-old. His pizzazz lifted the evening air.  

“So what’s a handsome devil like you doing here with us farts?” He gave me a cheery smile.   
“I’m here to play for you sir,” I replied with a typical nasal Village twang.  
It had been years and years and years. Time had given me a different accent.   
“What fun. Hey fellows,” he turned with a loud guffaw to his parliamentarians. “Fellows, 

look what we have here. A playboy!”  
The rest tentatively stepped forward towards me, including a couple of smart women. I hoped 

they were all like him. I was their babysitter for the evening, paid to entertain at any cost.  
“So, young man, let’s see what you can do.”  
I stood behind the piano. “Here goes, folks,”  
It would have to be Hot Chocolate before Mozart to get the juices flowing.  
For starters, You Sexy Thing.  
Fifteen minutes of pop reverberated with lively rhythm across the stateroom. The pace was 

set. The only one who seemed to be in the groove, enjoying the happy noise was the young Old 
Man who swung alone with a glass of scotch on the small wooden dance floor a few feet away 
from me. The others looked on amused but were not confident enough to join him. For some 
reason his carefree chemistry touched me kindly inside.   

It was time to introduce the real Richard Hall.  
“And now ladies and gentlemen, if you could all sit down please.” My Village drawl turned 

mid-Atlantic. Closer home. That should get their attention and it did. They looked slightly 
surprised, as though my tone was a little too polished for a two-penny entertainer. The Old Man 
was just beginning to warm up, and he continued to swing alone on the floor.  

“Hey boy. We’re having fun here.” He gave me a half-mischievous, light command. This 
man was not ordinary; he was used to giving orders. I think I recognized him from reports I had 
heard over the BBC. He was a prominent Scottish Member of Parliament from Edinburgh—an 
outspoken, combative rising star of the Conservative Party.  

“There’s more to come, old boy,” I said in a voice that was no longer mine. He stopped 
immediately in the center of the floor with the sound of pure Oxbridge.  

“You’re British,” He said quietly, looking thoughtful all of a sudden. His eyes did not leave 
me for a second as he sat down.  

So there they were, my British Parliamentarians seated stiffly before me, uncomfortable in 
the small cushioned chairs, silently awaiting my move.  

I could’ve been their Prime Minister.  
Symphony No. 40. I promised you that, Liberty. We were almost next to her. Now would the 

heavens answer?  



Half an hour later they were all crowding around me, slapping me on the back and shaking my 
hands violently. Everybody was talking at once, but the Old Man remained still and silent. His 
wet eyes were still locked on me. He could feel. . . he could see what I was.  

He came upto me. “Who are you?  
“I’m Richard Hall. Sir Richard Hall.”  
“Sir Richard Hall?”  
Not a sound could be heard in the stateroom except for the steady hum of the boat’s engines.  
“Yes, sir. I inherited the title”  
“Are you by any chance related to a former colleague, Sir James Hall?” The Old Man took a 

step forward and gave me a close, searching look. The tears had vanished, and his eyes were now 
sparkling. He was on some other trip.  

“Yes. His son.”  
He smiled slowly. “So you are James’ long lost prodigal son who vanished in America.” And 

then he forgot his smile and his humor. “Sir Richard, how can you possibly be here, doing this? 
Were you ever at Oxford? Cambridge? The Royal Academy of Music before you got to 
America?  

“Cambridge.”  
He smiled. “I thought so, your education shows.”  
I grinned. “Cambridge, Massachusetts. Harvard.”   
His smile remained frozen for an instant and then he laughed.  
But yes, you’re right. How can I possibly be here?  
The Captain intruded and broke the moment. He cheerily invited us all on deck. We were 

about to circle America’s symbol, the reason why we were all here.  
Liberty’s green glow fell on us. The hum of the diesel engines wound down to a soft hum. 

We started a final, slow circle before heading back home.  
“Home!” I shouted to no one in particular. We were on deck leaning in a line on the rails, 

each one of us receiving Liberty’s special, private blessing.  
Everybody looked around in surprise and smiled affectionately when they saw it was me. I 

was their discovery, a lost common son. But their looks turned to shock as I stripped bare before 
their eyes.  

With a fresh wind brushing my body I climbed the double rails and balanced unsteadily, arms 
akimbo, in Liberty’s glow as she passed by. Then like Icarus, I flew above the dark waters for an 
instant, before diving down to begin my journey.  

Home.  
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PHOENIX 
 

I was close, so close to the sun. Blinding light reflected off my wings and like Icarus, I was 
now in flight, but I wouldn’t fall and drown. The Atlantic stayed far, far below the 747 as it 
headed towards England.  

It was time to reach home.  
It was time to become someone else.  

“Wellington Court, Knightsbridge please,” I said. “Coming up mate, `af hour 

and you’re home with the wife.”  
With that, the black, comfortable, London cab escaped from Heathrow. I fended off his 

cheery, seven-in-the-morning chatter about the wife, the kids, the dog and the bacon, eggs and 
kippers that would greet me.   

“You Americans do `ave kippers back home?”  
God, it’s been so long. I’m from where you are mate.  
“No. I’m from here. Back after years.”  
“That so? Lost yer English you `ave, sir.”  
I smiled to myself and remained silent while he continued his endless cheer. We were on the 

M4 speeding south, and I lowered the glass to feel the fresh wind of my alien, native land.  
“’Arrods. There it is. Good stuff there for the wife.”  
I was still the Outsider, but nothing seems to have changed. Harrods looked its same, stately 

self. Yes, I would go there and shop. Today.  
“Twenty quid, sir.” We stopped almost exactly opposite the great store.  
Christ! Forty dollars? Some things had changed.  

“Oh, thanks mate!” said the driver looking at the extra five. I 
smiled. I’d been away too long.   

Wellington Court.  

The same slow lift with the folding iron gates. The same teak door on the fourth floor with 
the brass plate.  

 



Hall.  

Simple in brass, just as I remembered it.   
The Yale clicked smoothly and I was in. 
The musty smell of time.  
Black shadows and white sheets covered everything. 
 
Rose, Rosaline welcome me. Please. This is home.  
Silence. 
Welcome home, Sir Richard Hall.   
 

It was time to follow Father’s path. He had always wanted it and so had my Prince. And now so 
did I. Now I could clearly hear the distant drumming that had always echoed somewhere in the 
back of my mind. I was back home and destiny demanded my place in politics and parliament. 
Privilege was the name of the game. The Conservative Party would not require me to climb all 
the rungs of the ladder.  

My Prince could get his way with Margaret Thatcher even though they didn’t see eye to eye 
most of the time. The Iron Lady found him a little “left wing,” as he found her to have “fixed 
views” too far to the right for his liking. Maggie knew that, but she also knew that he would be 
King. At first she refused, but my Prince was not the sort to be put off by politicians. He 
persuaded the Prime Minister to speak to me first, and then to the “right people.” After all, I did 
have the right pedigree, which was exactly what the Tory culture required.  

I obeyed the summons from Downing Street, and I was ushered upto the study on the first 
floor without delay. It was fascinating. It was a long and narrow room with tall windows and Big 
Ben in the distance, like a perfect, framed picture. But I couldn’t stand the flowery wallpaper. 
Would definitely change it if I could.  

“Come in,” said the Iron Lady. “From Harvard, I understand. That’s unusual, Sir Richard.”  
“Yes Prime Minister.”  
“You remind me of Alistair Cooke and his Letter from America.”  
“Yes, Prime Minister.” I think she liked me. I think I’d got her.  
“I have a feeling you’ll be useful in the House.”  
“Thank you Prime Minister.”   
My meeting lasted all of two minutes and the ticket for the by-election was mine. And I 

would win.  
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BAPTISM  

London, 1977  

The middle-aged Member of Parliament with the full shock of white hair, was popularly 

known as “The Old Man,” - though it would in actual fact take him over thirty years—well into 
the first decade of the millennium—to become both old and the leader of Britain’s Conservative 
Party. He was seated on the far corner of the last row of the backbenches and watched his 
aristocratic protégé with pride.  

The newly elected Tory member of Britain’s House of Commons stood tall and strikingly 
handsome as he read out the oath in a clear, mid-Atlantic tone.   

“I, Richard Hall, do swear that I will be faithful and bear true allegiance to Her Majesty, 
Queen Elizabeth, her heirs and successors according to law, so help me God.”  

The Old Man caught an unusual phenomenon. Never had he seen a new member command 
such attention during a mundane swearing in. All eyes from both sides of the House were riveted 
on the slim figure as his easy voice cut through the chamber. Something was different here 
today. The rumor-mill had been working overtime about Parliament’s first Harvard-educated 
member, one who had suitably shocked the delegation of parliamentarians on New York’s East 
River with a stunning display of musical talent followed by an unaccountable display of his 
athletic abilities.  

Yes, thought the Old Man as he recalled that extraordinary night on the Hudson. This one 
was different. This one was destined to get it all. He could see it just by looking at him. Some 
call it charisma; others call it presence. It was obvious that Richard Hall had both—and a 
pedigree to match.  

Visions of JFK?  
Yet, the Old Man couldn’t help a strange, frightening, sense of Déjà vu.  

 

 



II 

Deliverance 

 

TODAY: Three decades later  
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THE DARK KNIGHT  
 

Seven days to D-Day and the Tories are far, far be-hind—and without a chance. The 

Labour Party is re-taking the country. Stirring hidden aspirations and resentments into a steady 
boil, they are ready to scorch their way into power again and move towards constitutional 
change. Look beyond the Mall and see where all the resentment, all the cynicism and an 
exploding uncontrollable desire for change will lead. They are the targets, the King and his To-
ries. They’ve become everything that should not be. The Conservative Party has to be kept out of 
power—forever in opposition. And the Republican war cry will sweep the nation.  

It’s countdown time. The Conservative Leader, the Old Man, wants his shadow Foreign 
Secretary out of the frontline. He needs Richard Hall intact afterwards to lead His Majesty’s 
Opposition. He’ll ride into battle alone, to the very end. Defeat, and then back home to 
Aberdeen. But it’s death that comes as the end—without warning, like a flash of a blade at 
Labour’s jugular…  

The final debate is on, with millions hanging onto their sets. “Prime Minister, you betray King 
and country!” the Old Man says. Cold bitter words strike the Labour PM and he flinches. 
Cameras close in on the Old Man, catching every twitch of expression on his lined face. The 



microphones absorb every inflection of his gritty, angry voice. His mouth opens to deliver more, 
but without warning there are no words—just a desperate gasp for breath and a helpless 
realization that the end of life is a heartbeat away. A momentary, instinctive struggle for 
immortality, and he falls forward before a million eyes. It’s over before anyone can take another 
breath.  

The funeral’s two day’s later in rainy Aberdeen. There are black umbrellas, flowers and wreaths. 
It’s biting cold as many say goodbye. But the show goes on for La-bour’s Prime Minister as he 
continues the campaign far away in Wales. Thousands wait to hear him. He can’t let them down, 
can he? He won’t make it to Aberdeen. Decency is cast aside. But that’s not acceptable, not in 
the face of death. The people are not that anesthetized. He quickly realizes what he has done and 
flies to Scotland to call on the the Old Man’s widow. She refuses to receive him and the whole 
affair turns into a public farce in the full glare of TV lights. Britain watches with cynicism and 
disgust and the Conservative roller coaster ride to oblivion slows.  

Richard Hall quickly takes over the Tory leadership and the rest of the campaign. Telegenic 
and enigmatic, his equanimity touches a nation. Phoenix-like the Conservatives soar in the polls 
to devour Labour’s impossible lead. Predictions of total defeat turn to the possibility of a photo 
finish. Anything can happen in politics…and it does. Look at him now. An amazing majority of 
five and here he is, a dark knight in shining armor who now lords over 10 Downing Street.  
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DJINNS 
 

Hail batters the sheet glass window on the fourth floor of the old building overlooking 

Houghton Street. Outside, the wind has reached gale force but not a whisper gets through the 
double-glazing. Hazel’s wood-paneled study is comfortable and warm. She looks outside, 
imagines the cold and gives herself a small shiver. It’s strange. Why can’t she feel the room’s 
warmth?  

A light knock at the door.  
“Come in.”   
She had specifically ordered an uninterrupted hour, no calls and no knocks, so this had to be 

important. The door opens and her secretary enters with a spring to her normally lethargic gait. 
Trembling bony fingers hold a cream envelope with a red seal.  

“A letter, madam Director.” Her dull voice is laced with a charge. “The messenger asked me 
to deliver it to you without delay. It’s from the Prime Minister.”  

A clap of thunder rolls outside and torrential sounds beat against glass. A cold draft manages 
to whistle though a crack in the double-glazing, and she feels heat through the parchment of the 
envelope.  
Dear Professor Hawthorne,  

I’m hosting a reception this evening at No.10 and would be delighted if you could join me. It 
would also be a pleasure to have a private dinner with you in my study immediately after 
cocktails.  

I apologize for the short notice. Would 8 p.m. be convenient?  
I look forward to meeting you.  

Regards, Richard Hall  

That sounds like an order, Prime Minister.  

Champagne flows amongst soft formal congratulations in the Green Drawing Room. Flowers 
placed on small Chippendale tables brighten the staid atmosphere of the party. She spots the 
Prime Minister near the doors under the portraits of two of Britain’s great military leaders, Lord 
Nelson and The Duke of Wellington. Richard has a distant look, and she thinks he is easily the 
sexiest man in the room. Their eyes meet but he seems to look through her for a moment, and 
then, a slight rise of the glass. A small salute.   

She slips through the guests to him.  
“Prime Minister. I am honored.”  



“Professor Hazel Hawthorne. Welcome.”  
No words of congratulations from either of them— for her Prize or for his Victory. There is 

an uncomfortable moment of silence. He just looks at her with dark solemn eyes.  
And then:  
“Ah, Poison… No, it’s Tendre Poison you wear tonight. The lady from LSE seems to have 

softened with the Prize!” He wears a subtle smile and she is surprised by his pleasant humor.  
“You certainly know your perfumes, Prime Minister.”  
I knew someone once, years ago, who loved soft perfumes, like the one you wear tonight.”  
He seems away for an instant. Then, he returns—a sudden loss of warmth and an icy note, 

mark an inexplicable change. “But it’s the scent of power that’s truly intoxicating, isn’t it, 
Hazel?”  

“Pardon, Prime Minister? I don’t think understand.”  
He points to the portraits above the doors. “The two heroes up there, Nelson and Wellington. 

They stopped Napoleon. The man never really made it in the end did he? True power was always 
just that little bit away.”  

She flushes, but before she can say a word he raises his glass again. “I look forward to dinner 
upstairs; I’ll have someone bring you up shortly.”   

An hour later, Hazel finds herself being led up to the study. Soft, unrecognizable music drifts out 
of the room. The door is ajar and the Prime Minister is saying goodbye to a good-looking young 
man with ruffled hair. He looks familiar but she can’t quite place him. Richard Hall has changed 
out of his formals and now wears a loose white silk shirt.  

“Welcome, Hazel.” An unexpected brush of lips against her cheek sets her on edge, but his 
passing breath is moist with Cognac and another alluring scent that makes her tight face relax.  

“Ah, Hazel. I see you’ve noticed. That’s my favorite cologne, Calvin Klein's One. It has a 
mysterious quality that’s equally alluring to man and woman.”  

Again, the unexpected.  
“And Hazel, this is Tony Archer, His Majesty’s Assistant Secretary. Tony, you know 

Director Hawthorne of course.”  
He offers a hand, and she takes it. The young man’s hand is soft and delicate. She notices the 

oversized gold ring on his index finger. It looked old and expensive.  
He looks down. Flushed and nervous, he wordlessly hurries away.  
Does she make him that uncomfortable?  

Burning flames paint the pillared fireplace in flickering shades of orange. Two chairs stand near 
three tall windows of the long narrow room, and halogen-lit London glows outside with Big Ben 
in the distance.  

A book, The City of Djinns, is in his hands. He sees her questioning look and smiles. “It’s the 
story of Delhi. An attractive title wouldn’t you say? The Djinns are from Muslim folklore; 
they’re supernatural beings that can take human form and influence human affairs.”  

The electronic piano near the pillared fireplace is playing. Fathomless quadraphonic music 
floats from white keys that disconcertingly move up and down on their own. Low mystic notes 
create a complex tense of disquiet around Richard Hall.  

Carefully constructed atmospherics?  



“The music, Prime Minister?”  
“It’s Richard here, Hazel. Please. Ah yes, I can see you feel my notes. May I tell you 

something about what you hear? The Shiite Muslims have a day of mourning, a holy ritual, 
where the men beat themselves raw to cleanse their souls. Allah, the compassionate, hears their 
cries of pain and with His infinite compassion grants them forgiveness. Maatam, they call it—
their compulsion to inflict pain on themselves. That’s what you hear tonight, a hymn of 
absolution. We all deserve absolution sometime, don’t we Hazel? ”  

Absolution? What on earth is he talking about?  
“It’s cold outside, so let’s reverse the order a bit. A Martell before dinner?”  
“Yes, thank you.” Again, the unexpected, but nice. She warms to the thought as she tries to 

unravel his words.  
He pours another drink for, and she finds herself raising her glass. A touch. A tiny clink, 

crystal on crystal. There is liquid amber and a short silence between them as they sip the cognac. 
The music fills the gap between them with its undertone of unease.  

Then, without a warning, words catapult at her. “Trafalgar Square. The march on the Palace. 
There’s no absolution for something like that, Hazel. Only crucifixion.”  

The single, hard blow leaves her breathless.  
“We’re at war, Hazel,” Richard Hall says softly. His second strike, merciless and 

unrestrained, now leaves her completely exposed.  
“Prime Minister, this is outrageous! I take strong exception.”  
“Perhaps. But first we must eat.” With a nonchalant smile he reaches for the phone.   
“You’re vegetarian, I understand.”  
Eat? Now he asks her to eat? She’s ready to wretch.  
“Vegetable lasagna,” he says, not giving her a moment to recover, “but you won’t mind if I 

have a steak would you?”  
Dinner is served almost immediately on a small round table set for two. Her back faces the 

fireplace and she has a direct view out of three tall windows. Big Ben  

157 dominates the distance, like a full 
moon on an inky night. Her chair is placed 
too close to the flames and her back burns, 
even as a chill touches her body.  

Moist and steaming with aromatic notes, the lasagna, baked in a blue Wedgwood dish, is set 
before her.   

His T-bone steak has come on a sizzling iron platter set in a walnut frame. It looks rare. No! 
The dish is red hot but the damn meat is raw. Tiny specks of red tint his lips as he eats. Her pasta 
threatens to revolt up her throat.  

Richard Hall wears a disturbing smile. “And yes, Madame Director, there is a member of 
your staff. Professor Gordon Thorburn. Formerly from Yale, I understand.” He cuts a small, neat 
piece of bloody meat. “Never could stand those Yalie’s. I should order his arrest….”  

Chest heaving, Hazel pushes back her chair, but before she can recover and speak, his voice 
comes at her again with bestial heat.  

“…for high treason. Against the Crown and the nation. Although we’re sure he engineered 
the march, positive proof still eludes us. Lucky for him this still happens to be a democratic 
country, so I’ll have to think of something else. Right Hazel?”   

With that, Richard Hall wipes his mouth, leaving smudges of red on the white napkin.  
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ARCHERY STEPS  
 

Her tongue circles a little faster around the purple rings tattooed on his terse erection—

the rings of Saturn he calls them. She finds all this weakly erotic. From between his legs she gets 
the faint masculine aroma of Tabac. It doesn’t help. She needs a more equal accent, like One, 
and she can’t help feeling someone else’s feral scent— obsessive and disturbed, swirling with 
music.  

“We’d better do somethin’ fast before he shafts the lot of us,” Thor says later, as they lie 
together on the carpet. “At least we’ve gotten some dirt from Toronto.”   

“Dirt? What did you get that we can actually use? A kid out of nowhere? A bastard boy from 
a dead wife’s sister? How does it matter? I suppose you can try to get the kid over if the mother 
lets him go, but I can’t see how we can use him.”   

“Let the father meet the son he doesn’t know he has.”  
“So what?”  
“Then the father will lose his new little boy.”  
“No!” she gasps, goose bumps crawling over her body.  
“What do you mean, no, little lady? Call it an opportunity.”  
“Thor, let’s get this clear. No!. I don’t even want to know what you mean.”  
“Hazel, Hazel, calm down. Nothing’s going to happen to him. Give dad a chance to get real 

close to his new son and then we’ll we give our LSE freshman a chance to travel the world. A bit 
of work for awhile, perhaps a project far away in Zaire or Bangladesh, something like that—after 
dad’s got used to him. Then arrange to keep him incommunicado, let him disappear for a few 
days. That’s easy enough to do out there, even if dad’s the Prime Minister. It would keep Richard 
fuckin’ Hall choked up and give us some time to breathe. Disappearing teenagers can make the 
world stop for new dads. That’s for sure. So, as I said, there’s an opportunity here, darlin’.”  

Hazel hesitated.The Viking was moving ahead of her revolution.  
“We’ll see about Jason DeVerge later,” she says. “What we have to do now is the problem. 

We know Hall’s unpredictable, but there was something more I saw at No10. Something odd.”  
“Odd?”  
“That man’s not normal.”  
“I know he’s not normal. He’s as abnormal a bastard as can be. People like Richard Hall 

don’t happen in any fuckin’ normal life.”  
“No, I don’t mean abnormal like that.”  
“You mean abnormal like a little crazy? No, Richard Hall is very crazy.”  
“Thor, I’m serious.”  
“So am I.”  
“Well, I don’t mean crazy like crazy, but as I said— odd, just odd. He seemed on the edge: 



high pitched, aggressive and crudely insulting. And to top it all, it was the weirdest dinner I have 
ever had in my entire life. The raw steak, all that fatty coagulated blood pockmarked with little 
white pods of raw garlic…it was ghastly! Thor, the man knew I was vegetarian and smiled when 
he saw I might throw up across his table. And then there was the music. I’ve never heard 
anything like it before. It was his, no doubt about that, and it was brilliant, but so darkly 
compulsive, like a black hole sucking in everything around.”  

“So you saw The Mozart Man.”  
“No. No. He wasn’t playing Mozart. It was his personal accent, an accent with demons 

inside, like…”  
“Satanic Verses?”  
“I think he’s unstable, Thor.”  
“I never thought anyone alive could scare you little lady. Again, I say we got a lot from 

Toronto. There’s the kid and a dead wife and a twin sister who is the kid’s mother. A crazy 
cobweb of a past. He’ll crack completely if we use the boy.”  

“Thor, get that out of your mind. He’s the bloody Prime Minister. I do not want him after us, 
guns blazing. We have to win a political struggle; it’s the Crown we want. I don’t want this 
converted into war, him against us. We can lose, against this man we can lose. Don’t you see 
that? So be clear. I will not involve the boy.”  

“Hazel, cool it. Let’s not waste time on classroom semantics. Getting Jason over will blow 
his mind. Then, all we need is to give him one good push—”  

The phone buzzes.  
They both turn toward the instrument on the wall. It’s seven in the morning and not quite 

light outside. She wonders who would call at dawn and lifts the receiver slowly.  
“That’s impossible! Mounted Police at the School? He’s gone mad!”  

An hour later The Director of the London School of Economics summons Professor Gordon 
Thorburn to her office. She looks at the mirror on the wall. Her face is exhausted and drawn with 
anger and disgust.  

“Yes, you’re wounded all right,” she says aloud to herself, “and cornered.”  
Another reflection appears. Hazel Hawthorne turns to face Thor.  
“Get the boy. ”  
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RAID 
 

THE TIMES  

Prime Minister, Sir Richard Hall, has launched an all-out attack against the anti-

monarchists led by Hazel Hawthorne, the combative and charismatic head of the London 
School of Economics. Repeated police raids have disrupted classes at the school over the last 
two days and many students stand accused for participating in the “March to the Palace” and 
turning the traditional New Year’s Eve celebrations at Trafalgar Square into an ugly threat to 
the King.  

The P.M. faced a barrage of protests in parliament for his “undemocratic and dictatorial” 
style and “unforgivable overreaction” against the students of the famous institution, but he 
made it quite clear in the British House of Commons last night that “no student may 
participate in such a despicable event and then hope, by virtue of his youth, to get off scot- 
free.” He also made it clear that no individual, no matter how high or popular, “could escape 
the full might of the law and its consequent penalties.” That the new Prime Minister has the 
country’s Nobel Prize-winning Director of the LSE in his sights is equally clear. Britain is in 
for trouble.  
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BURN RATE  
 

It’s raining and an icy wind tunnels through Oxford Street. Waiting for the march to start, 

the young punk with orange spiky hair finds shelter under Selfridge’s porch. The barriers are up 
and more than a hundred men in blue with Kevlar shields and truncheons are marching infantry-
like from Marble Arch down to England’s High Street.   

Something’s bad here, the punk decides. Something’s going down. He can hear the drums. 
With the wind from Oxford Circus comes the rising thunder of protest. They’re on their way, 
moving up from Houghton street, protesting against the raids on the LSE. He’d give anything to 
get into the store’s warm insides and to have a look at the cool skate-board in the show window, 
but he must see this.  

Like him, they’re young. They’re wild. But, there’s a difference between them and him. 
They’re angry while he just wants that sexy board in Selfridge’s window. He fingers the earring 
on his left ear. Gosh! Look at them. They’re lusting; they’re lusting for war like some fucking 
soldiers. He stays rooted outside Selfridge’s.  

Hey. Peace guys, peace.  
A glass storefront breaks across the road. Stone missiles ricochet against the shields that 

protect the symbols of the law. Truncheons swinging, the men in blue rush into the storm.  
Fuck this is not happening! Not outside Selfridges!  

A shot cracks though the air, and a violent push launches him against Selfridges’s glass show 
window. There is an instant of numbness and then he sees blood. Oh fucking hell, it’s his! No! 
He was only looking…this is only a dream. But it’s so cold. He feels so cold as he falls…down, 
down, through a tunnel.  

Selfridge’s, Selfridge’s…Where are you?  
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FIREFLY  

Dearest Mom,  

Got up this morning with a headache because I forgot to turn up the heat. That’s Montreal 
and McGill for you! I think hot buttered rum followed by sizzling, spicy, Tandoori shrimps at the 
Curry House downtown should excite me more than an hour of Homer. I would’ve definitely 
bunked class, but my yellow Beetle decided to disappear under four feet of snow! This can 
happen only in Quebec. Why, why, didn’t I learn to ski! My friends are having a ball outside on 
the slopes of McGill, but for me, indoors it is for a while. I have music playing around me. 
Lately, I’ve found Beethoven soothing and Mozart exciting. They take me through the boredom of 
days like this. Plenty of imagery in sound right? Yes, I’m growing up Mom! I see the snow 
outside and dream of our last visit to Goa and eating fried Kingfish on the beach and swimming 
in the warm blue of the Arabian Sea. By the way, did I tell you I have a new girlfriend? She’s on 
exchange from Oxford for a term. Dennise is Jamaican. You should see her. She’s tall, nearly as 
tall as me, and has that summery Caribbean look that all human beings should have.  

Hey Mom, guess what? Two things actually: First, the most unusual present I’ve ever 
received in my life—a firefly in a bottle! Dennise returned with it from Kingston a couple of days 
ago, and I’ve been under my blanket looking at it in the dark ever since. It’s amazing. Dennise 
says he’s a he. Evidently in their world the he’s have brighter glow! Wonder not, mother dear, 
Dennise is also under the blanket looking at the firefly!  

It’s a joke! It’s a joke! Just to put you into a good mood when you hear this: I sent all my 
transcripts to Professor Gordon Thorburn some time ago and I’ve just received a reply. I know 
you won’t like this, but here it goes. The LSE has accepted me as a transfer student, mid-term. 
That’s very unusual. And they’ve offered a full scholarship, including boarding and lodging in 
one of their residences off Houghton Street in Central London. I’ve been asked to join 
immediately, as the winter term has started. Mom, I can’t let this opportunity pass. Everyone at 
McGill— yes, all my Professors— say Go! Go! You don’t have to worry. London’s cool, 
especially for a guy like me. You know how I hate the cold here. And my Beetle’s buried here.  

So Mom, I guess I’m off today. By the time you get to read this... Sorry for letting you know 
at the nth moment, but I hope you understand. If I’d told you earlier, you’d never have let me go. 
Please, please, don’t be too upset and don’t worry. It’s only England, and I have family there. 
Will Sir Richard Hall know me? Do I call him Uncle? I’ll look him up one of these days. Why 
don’t you give him a call and tell him I’m there? He was your brother in law after all.  

Love, Jason  
Caroline DeVerge sits at her desk in her office at the DeVerge Center and as she reads her son’s 
email she can see the hands of the clock completing its certain circle of time. She feels an 
overwhelming dread. Jason will be drawn to Richard. That much is certain. But what will happen 
afterwards? Will the uncontrollable emotions let loose by a reincarnated reality damage them 
both? Or, will the spark of a firefly arriving from yesterday bridge the distance of time? Richard 
has to know about Jason. And it can’t be done on the phone.  



She will take Jason to London. Her heart lurches. She can see a lonely, long road that never 
disappeared weaving its way back through coated visions of another life. She had taken that road 
before, and it would lead her again to his door.   

Richard. Oh God, Richard…  
The phone rang, cutting through her thoughts.  
“Madam, your mother. She’s been rushed to Toronto General in coma.”  
“Get Jason! Page him at Mirabelle Airport; he’s on his way to London. Stop him if you can 

and tell him to meet me at the hospital! ”  
But she knows it was too late. Her son is already in the air.  

The grand old woman looked frail on the respirator. “She’s sinking slowly,” the doctor says, “in 
and out of consciousness, but she may recognize you. You can sit by her side.”  

Caroline holds Elizabeth’s hands. They are still warm.   
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DELIVER ME  
 

ason Rose DeVerge loiters though WH Smith’s well-lit bookstore on the arrivals level of 
London Heathrow’s Terminal 4, still fifteen minutes to go for the bus into Central London. He is 
tempted to take a cab, but at 60 pounds a ride…?  

He needs a newspaper.  
Let’s see what’s up in this town.  
KING RICHARD AT WAR!is the Mail’s headline, below is a photo of the Prime Minister. 

Jason stares at him. Lifelike, in 3-D color it covers the front page and leaps up at him. His heart 
starts to race as he absorbs the face. There’s something about Richard Hall that’s more than 
vaguely familiar. He’s never seen him up so close. He dismisses a crazy thought and stares hard 
at the face again.  

Ridiculous Jason, don’t be fuckin stupid.  
It can’t be.  
Mom, this isn’t possible is it?  
Those eyebrows that met like arrows in the center of the sky?  
Oh shit. Oh shit.  
The bus be damned he’ll take a cab. His heart is thumping wildly. Where is he to go to now? 

Not Houghton Street. Oh no, no, no. Not into the frying pan. Bastards. Screwed him right 
through, hadn’t they.  
Fuckin’ bribed him outta McGill. He had to THINK. He had to get himself away from this mess.  

You should have told me mom. You should have told me. Yeah, I would’ve been shocked, 
even angry, but I could’ve handled it. I wouldn’t—couldn’t—have blamed you. I love you. You’re 
my mom. Oh shit, whata mess. I should’ve stayed put in the goddamned cold!  

He keeps staring at the photograph. A teardrop stings  
The Mail.  

Dad?  
“Pardon me sir. Where may I take you?” says the taxi driver.  
Somewhere expensive. Large. And totally unsuitable for a prospective LSE undergrad.  
“The Meridian, please.”  
Mom always stays there whenever she travels.  
“At Piccadilly? You got it sir.”  

It was the largest room he’d ever stayed in. Deluxe. Total luxury. He crashes onto the huge king 
size bed and grins, for the first time in two hours. Three hundred pounds a day! But mom can 
afford it. After all, this is partly her fault. And she can share the room when she comes. But first 
they must talk. Now. He reaches for the phone by the bed.  



“Mom. How could you? Didn’t you know I’d know the first time I saw his face up close? I’m 
not destroyed or anything like that, but I do feel strange, a bit like a bastard you know. Sorry. 
Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. I meant I’m a reincarnation or something. I guess you know 
how I feel… confused and all that. Mom I love you...come soon, I need to know it all. Then we 
can meet him, together.”  

“Darling…Darling…I have some bad news. Grandma’s very unwell. It looks bad, but I think 
she  

171 may fight it. I need to be with her till 
she’s out of danger. Come back Jason. 
We’ll talk here and I’ll tell you everything. 
I can’t look after both of you.”  

He feels a pain so bad.  
Don’t die grandma. Please.  
“Jason, it’s not safe. Get back to Heathrow. Now!”  
“Mom, I’ve something to do.”  
“Jason!”  
“Sorry, Mom. But you know I have to. Bye… Talk to you later.”  
His jet lag was in overdrive. Only fifteen minutes, he promised himself as he snuggled 

himself under the blanket. Then he’d make the all-important call with a clear mind…  
He dreams of clear blue waters touched with green and small surfy waves and naked girls on 

water skis. Unfortunately he can’t see himself anywhere around. No matter, the soft pillow 
between his legs will do for the moment. He curls deeper into the soft blanket for a moment 
more of luxury.   

He starts awake. It’s late. Almost nine. He’d been asleep  
for eight hours! Is it too late to call? No. This can’t wait.  

“No.10, how may I help you?  
“I’d like an appointment please.”  
“Who would you like to meet, sir?”  
“Prime Minister Richard Hall, please. I’m sorry to call so late, but this is a personal call. I’m 

a student from McGill University. I’ve just arrived from Montreal and since the PM is a relative, 
I’d like to meet him, if possible.”  

Formal and polite enough, and the relative bit should do it. Jason, you’re clever. Good 
enough to get a Rhodes! Yes, Oxford’s the place to be. And screw the LSE. After all, you’re on 
his side, considering…  

A small pause.“Your name sir? The Prime Minister is busy at the moment but will get your 
message later tonight.”  

“Jason Rose DeVerge, and I’m at the Meridian.”  
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DEJA VU  
 

Big Ben’s glow changes when my eyes touch its distant form. It becomes Liberty, 

bridging the feeling of time. Then, something corrupts her luminescence and she fades away, 
giving way to today. Molten thoughts in conflict. An unforeseen tragic reaction on Oxford Street. 
How dare they do this in freedom’s name? How can they believe they have the right to do what 
they please and plunge this land into chaos? So where then does absolution lie?  

My eyes fall on the Tibetan mask on the wall, the mask of the dead. The mask they wear in 
the ground until the next life, the mask of reincarnation. It’s deep purple, but the light reflects 
magenta. And a half forgotten face. And fragments of a dream.  

Mozart. Rosaline. Mozart. Rosaline.  
My mind explodes into a kaleidoscope of sound. Creation. Absolution. My fingers blur over 

keys, producing a symphony of power that sears through the air. Beats of creation cascade 
through my body within a rising crescendo. Today the music is absolute—like creation itself. 
Rosaline. This is you, Rose. This is your symphony, Rosaline. Now! You’re here! Yes. 
Absolution…  

You’re alive again.  
Films of moisture bring goose bumps over my body. I keep my eyes closed and let the flames 

from the pillared fireplace warm my skin while I sway by the Roland humming softly to myself.  
Rosaline’s exquisite release leaves me empty. Her notes linger like the fresh scent of white 

roses on my body. This must not end. I’ll sway by the Roland and savor the heat by the fire 
through the night.  

I buzz the reception. “I won’t see any files tonight. Please put everything on hold till 
tomorrow.”  

“Yes, sir. And Prime Minister, there was a call earlier this evening. A young man who said 
he was your relative.”  

“Relative? What relative?”   
“Sorry, sir. He’s a student from Canada, a Jason Rose DeVerge. I just thought I should 

mention it since… I’m sorry to have bothered you, Prime Minister.”  
Torrents of blinding pain obliterate everything. I can barely whisper. “I’ll talk to him. Now, 

please. Now.”   
“Right away, sir.”  
I feel a wild thumping in my chest and a savage, pitiless thirst. Rosaline plays around me, 

bathing me in a cold sweat.  
Rose. Beautiful. Eternal. Present.  
And now… Jason Rose DeVerge?  



Impossible. Impossible. God. What is this?  
Deliverance? “Hello?” His voice. Oh God.  
“Hello, Jason. This is Richard Hall. Uh, we’re related, I understand?”  
“Yes sir, I’m Caroline DeVerge’s son.”  
Bolts of lightning crack through me. A sudden tear appeared through space and time 

releasing embalmed visions of another life.  
“Jason… I’ll have transport ready to pick you up in  

fifteen minutes. Okay?” “Yes, sir!” “Jason?” I can’t let go. “Do you, do you look like...  
like your mother?” My mouth is completely dry. I hold  
the receiver for life. “Yes sir. And …” “Yes?” “And like you, sir.”  
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OLD DELHI  
 

The phone rings as Jason inspects the knot of his tie. “Mr. DeVerge, this is the reception. 

There is a message for you from 10 Downing Street. A motorcycle will be here in a few minutes 
to pick you up.”  

“I’ll be down in a moment. Thanks”  
A bike? More fun definitely, but he would have thought he rated a car at least!  
Downstairs. There it is in the porch. Wow it’s a Harley!  
With a throaty, powerful gurgle from its vibrating exhaust, and bursts of white clouds 

hanging in the air, the black Harley Davidson controls the entrance to Le Meridian. The rider has 
his goggles and helmet on and his head is turned towards the glass doors of the lobby. There’s a 
moment’s hesitation as Jason emerges and then a gloved hand waves him over.  

Jason feels a rising excitement as the machine swings out onto Piccadilly. With a powerful 
throb, it races ahead, weaving between cars. The wind beats sharply against his face, but he is 
shielded by the leather-jacketed rider. A sudden sharp turn jolts him out of his euphoria. That 
turn was taken at seventy! Too fast. Much too fast. And now they are doing at least ninety, 
vibrating with an all out roar through a narrow back street.  

“Hey man, slow down! I’m not in that much of a hurry!”  
His driver raises a hand, and the bike skids to a halt at the corner of two roads, besides the 

large glass windows of a dimly lit, deserted, restaurant.  
Old Delhi, glows a green neon sign.  
“Welcome to London, Jason Rose DeVerge.” He removes his helmet and goggles. Dark eyes 

sparkle with moisture and between them his arching eyebrows meet like arrows in the center of 
the sky. He wears a smile that says everything, and he steps forward. Warm arms wrap around 
him, draw him close and hold him tight. Gentle fingers ruffle his hair.  

Pleasure. Surprise. A sense of comfort, of belonging, like never before. Jason had never been 
held like that.  

Something is right tonight.  
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INTERSECTION  

MOM! MOM!  

Dawn won’t break for some time yet. It’s almost four and here I am on the net. But no, I’m 
not back from an early, early, breakfast—I’ve just returned from dinner! Pink champagne, 
Tandoori Lobster and slow-fired lamb with aniseed. I’ve spent the last six hours with the most 
beautiful person in this entire world--after you.  

HIM, mom, HIM.  
We talked and talked and talked. It was so unreal. Suddenly I had a father, reaching out to 

touch me, almost as though to reassure himself that I was really there. Neither of us could 
believe the impossible had happened. By the way, was he always a Harley freak? Like you? One 
day I’ll tell you about the ride Britain’s Prime Minister gave me through the streets of London. 
Whew! And you must tell me if I have ESP -- I got a crazy a vision of you and him zipping 
someplace, somewhere on your Harley!  

Mom, he was so interested in me. He wanted to know everything. His eyes never left my face 
all evening as I told him about me. He laughed and laughed at the funny things in my life, and I 
could hear his silence when I told him about my sad days. But Mom, he never said a word about 
himself. That was so weird. Not a single word-- and I was dying to know. About you. About aunt 
Rosaline. He laughed a sort of peculiar laugh when I said I’d always been told that my dad was 
a traveler, an adventurer who got “lost” on a journey and never returned home.  

All he said to that was, “That much is true.”  
So about two hours into the dinner, I’d finished off the champagne and he’d changed to 

Black Label. My head was swimming, and I just HAD to ask and so I did. And this is how it 
went…  

“So what do I call you?” I asked him.  
He gave me a slightly puzzled look and then a smile to beat all smiles.  
I held my breath.  
“Call me Richard,” he said. Then he saw something in my face and said, “For now--until it’s 

time for the world to hear you call me Father.”  
THEN do you know what I said?  
“That’s cool, Dad.”  
He looked at me in shock. No, mom, I was NOT my usual, ‘I’ll do the opposite to what you 

say self. I really couldn’t help myself, I HAD to call him that, just once!  
“Sorry, I meant Richard.”  
“Touché son,” he replied, and his smile said he understood.  
Mom, something happened to me at that moment in Café Old Delhi. I think it happened to 

him too. We saw ourselves and what we’d missed in our lives. Why? Why didn’t you tell me 
earlier? And why didn’t you tell him about me? Anyway, you’ll have to tell me the whole story. 
The WHOLE story of your life, and his, and Rose’s. Do you know he always calls Aunt Rosaline, 
‘Rose’?  

Well, suddenly we found it had turned three! It was time to go home. Home. His home. And 



mine too? I suppose I can’t call it that. Yet. Don’t worry, Mom. You’ll always be first. Toronto’s 
first. Always. But a guy can have two homes, can’t he? He must have had at least four doubles 
over dinner, and I started to worry about the ride back on the Harley. But I’d forgotten he was 
Prime Minister. Had I looked outside, I’d have known. The street had been cordoned off, and a 
sleek black Jag was waiting for us at the door.  

On the way home he said that one day he’d take me to Speaker’s Corner at Hyde Park, show 
me around London and “feel like a normal human being—for once.” Why does he talk like that? 
Mom, he looked so sad all the way to Downing Street.  

When we got to No. 10, they all looked at me as though they’d seen an alien. Not that there 
were too many people around, but still, if you count the security guys that followed us in half a 
dozen cars and at least ten outriders on bikes…  

ALL of them were wondering for sure.  
He got a big kick out of all the curiosity. He wore a small, amused grin all the time.  
“This is Jason,” he told them, not clarifying. I hadn’t a clue how he’d explain me away, but 

then I realized they didn’t have to look that hard to see the resemblance. They knew from his 
smile that he was teasing them and that I was someone real close. Yes. Wouldn’t they freak if 
they knew! He just kept on grinning, enjoying every moment and then gave me a gentle shove 
and said in what I suppose he thought was a fatherly tone,  

“Say hello, Jason.” And then led me up a magnificent stairway to his study.  
I swear I heard all sorts of murmurs behind me.  
My new Dad seemed to enjoy my discomfiture. “Let them figure out this little mystery for 

themselves tonight. Tomorrow, we’ll call you my nephew from Toronto. Just a temporary 
technicality, right son?”  

“Right Dad…Sorry! Sorry, Richard.”  
This time he was not that amused. I guess he’ll have to learn how to be dad.  
Then we got to the study. There was Big Ben in the distance and an electronic piano by a 

burning pillared fireplace. He switched on the synthesizer, and suddenly there was beautiful 
sound all around. I’d never heard anything like it.  

“That’s Rosaline,” he said  
I must have looked confused.  
“The fourth and final movement of my symphony. It’s called Rosaline.”  
Did you know, mom, he’s a musician? I mean a real one. A composer.  
Then he said something weird. “So your Carol's…Caroline’s. Not Rose’s.” He had a sad, 

strange little smile. I felt for a moment like he was not talking to me—only perhaps to himself 
since there was no one else around. Then he looked past me and into the fireplace as though 
there was someone there.  

Man! That was so, so, weird. What could I say? So I decided to make the scene quite clear. 
Dad or not.  

“Caroline. She’s my mother,” I said. Maybe I sounded defensive but this was a heavy scene. 
Mom, you’d better explain all this to me. SOON. Anyway the next moment he snapped outta 
whatever it was and ruffled my hair. He’s so warm and nice. Feels like a real dad. Only I can’t 
call him that. Not with him as Prime Minister and with all the trouble he has all around. It could 
become a scandal. I’m his son because I’m his son. You’re his wife’s sister, and something more. 
I think I get the picture. We really, really, have to talk about this!  

Bye for now, will email you soon.  

Love, J Mom, hi. Me again,  



I’m so happy that Grandma’s fought it. I really love her. Tell her that from me, and tell her 
that I’ll be back as soon as I can. Have you told her about Richard? Yep, I’ve had to get into the 
habit of calling him that. Dad won’t do for now—too much of trouble out here.  

Hey, by the way, he’s asked me to move in. I live in the Prime Minister’s apartment up in the 
attic of No. 10, and he sleeps in his study downstairs by the fireplace. Weird, ain’t it?  

Past midnight you can hear the music play. He’s quite a composer, but he only plays 
Rosaline and sometimes Mozart.  

Mom. Hi again.  

It’s been a few days. I know. Sorry. Sorry. Sorry. Things are plain weird here. Yknow he’s 
obsessed with her—Rose, I mean. Can I ask how you fit into this weird, weird scene, and why on 
earth did I come about? I’m damned curious about the whole story between you and Dad.  

Mom, I think you’re avoiding London, now that you know I’m safe. Why? Come. You must! 
You should meet. Again. Yes, that would be cool. He has a lonely life here. When he’s not Prime 
Minister, meeting tons of people through the day and doing all the things world leaders are 
supposed to do, he talks to no-one except ME, the King, and His Majesty’s Assistant, a Tony 
Archer, who comes by often. Archer’s some sort of electronic whiz kid and they seem to get on so 
well. They’re always tinkering with the piano at night in the study. I don’t like him much. He’s 
much too suave and smooth. I think I intimidate him. He’s always trying to shoo me away from 
the study.  

Really, I wish I could say I’m the boss’s son! Anyway, everyone else is cool. I have the run of 
the place, and they all seem to have accepted the PM's nephew as a permanent houseguest.  

That brings me to the problem. School. The LSE. I haven’t raised the topic with Richard. 
He’ll blow if I say that I’m expected there. There’s literally a war on between this creature 
called Hazel Hawthorne and Dad. She’s out to get him, he says, getting more than a little 
paranoid whenever he talks of her. I’ve seen her on TV. She’s on the screen about ten times more 
than Dad or anyone else. You can imagine the scene out here! It’s a constitutional change she’s 
really after, not Dad. He’s just totally in the way.  

You know Mom, Dad has this intolerant streak. Actually, I didn’t like his raids on the LSE. 
Really, how could he do that? Can you imagine raids on McGill by armed mounted police? I’m 
tempted to ask if he’d approve of a raid on Harvard. Yes, he was at Harvard! But I suppose you 
know that.  

Okay, mom, I’ll cool it. No point hassling the old man. He’d freak if he heard me call him 
that; he’s quite vain you know. Very conscious of his looks. By the way, he’s maintained himself 
well. I don’t think he looks more than forty, and that’s something considering he’s over fifty.  

Well, what do you say mom? Ain’t that nice? Dad’s not a regular guy. But he’s great and 
cool. You know that.  

Right?  
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KRYPTONITE 
 

Big Ben glows outcast in the distance, almost swallowed by the evening mist, and I lean 

against the window searching for the red streaks of light as dusk fades before me. But the notes 
of Rosaline can’t stop echoing inside.  

Jason Rose DeVerge. How nice that sounds. Carol…dear Carol. He’s yours, and mine? Oh 
God. Like a firefly he appears—a sudden little atom of light who wants to call me dad. He 
dilutes the night and the absence of light.  

“Ah, there you are, son. Did you like the room upstairs?”  
“Oh, it’s cool. Real comfy.”  
Jason sleeps in the empty bed upstairs, lending his warmth to that clammy flat in the rafters. 

It gives me a certain peace. He did, of course, give me a peculiar look when I told him the 
apartment upstairs was free and that he could use it.  

“So where do you crash, Dad?”   
He doesn’t like calling me Richard and often slips in a “Dad.” Hearing him, I don’t feel so 

empty now. I just hope he doesn’t drop it in public one of these days. It really won’t do if the 
PM's nephew from Toronto starts to call his uncle “Dad.”  

“I always ‘crash’ here in the study, my boy.”  
He looks around. “But I can’t see a bed.”  
Now, that I find a little irritating. “There’s a little pullout near the fireplace, Jason. It’s quite 

comfortable.”  
“But the pad in the roof, it’s so cool. Prime Ministers are supposed to sleep there.”  
I take a deep breath. This boy doesn’t give up. “It’s too cool. That’s precisely the problem 

Jason. I hate central heating. I like the study—and the fireplace. And I like to lie by a crackling 
fire and feel the heat, ok?”  

He gives me another curious look. God, my head hurts. I have a new son, a teenager at that, 
but I have to send him off now. Someone else is due.  

“Jason, I have an idea. I’m busy through the day so why don’t you take the Harley and 
discover this town.”  

“Hey, Dad, thanks! You mean it? You know this is really weird. I was thinking of asking 
you. I ride mom’s all the time, you know. It’s a red Harley.”  

“I know. And mine’s black. She gave it to me. Off you go, and don’t crash it.”  
“Wow. Mom gave you your machine? Red and black? This is weird, weird.”  
I can’t help smiling.“ Bye, son. Take care.”   
I wonder what would happen if he knew.  
And what the fuck’s keeping you, Tony?  
But thank God, you’re late. My head hurts. I need the fucking Lithium. Tony.  



Skin on skin, flesh against flesh against burning heat from the pillared fireplace. He gives a 
low cry as the rhythm of my movement forces to a halt. With a surge of empty pleasure I hold 
tight against his back in this seditious exchange of heat. His full lips are warm and moist and his 
breath has the acidic, sweet smell of strawberries. But…  

“It’s time to go, Tony.”  
“But I’ve only just come? Nothing but a prick, that nephew of yours.”  
Suddenly my Djinns dress in red. Boiling angry RED. Wild sounds bound through my head 

and, instinctively, I stroke his neck with slow burning madness. His body trembles against mine 
as he feels me hard against his navel and writhes with mistaken desire.  

Somehow my fingers stop moving and I let him go, still mad with anger, yet filled with 
hunger. I know I must be mad. Here am I consumed by a desire beyond expression, satisfied 
slightly for a while and still unable to crucify this victim of my infidelity.  
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SHADOWS 
 

The throb of the Harley fades as Jason switches off the ignition.  

That was good. That was really good. Thanks, Dad. What a surprise. I never thought you’d 
let me. London at night. Racing through the streets. The small hidden ones made only for the 
Harley and him. He would live here forever. Goodbye Toronto. Goodbye Montreal.  

He races up the stairs. Dad’s probably busy, but matters of state can wait. He opens the door 
to the study. Silently. Just a crack. A grin sneeks across his face. He has to tell him about the 
ride. Now.  

He hears music.  
Sounds strong and urgent.  
And in the fading red glow of the pillared fireplace, moving shadows.   
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SHOCKWAVE 
 

Six in the morning and I wake to an unmistakable, muffled roar in the back garden, 

below the study. Big Ben glows in the inky night. Dawn has yet to break.  
Jason is on the Harley. With angry bursts of acceleration the bike is spinning round and 

round the grass.  
The kid’s gone crazy.  
I open the window and a cold wind sears through me.   
“Hey Jason! Up here. Pronto!”  
He hears. Oh yes, he heard me. A quick look up and away, and he revs the Harley in another 

mad circle of power.  
“Jason!”  
And another. And another. And another.  
He enters the study without his light. Eyes that remind me of Rose look blurry red.  
“What all this about?”  
“You,” he says standing away.  
“What’s the matter Jason?” I say softly, but he flinches.  
“I’m moving out.”  
“What!”  
“To Houghton Street. To the LSE.” And he turns and walks out.  
No! Stop!  
Stop him Rose…Carol! Stop him, Carol!   

“Prime Minister. Jason left this letter and asked that it be sent straight up.”  
I stare at the cream envelope that’s placed before me and look through the window. Night 

again. The light had gone, before I could savor it and darkness has found me on my own again 
with Big Ben in the distance and the flickering fire in the pillared fireplace. Black shadows dance 
across the walls.  

I slit the envelope. It’s a flowing crawl of a hand. Free and clear.  

My dear Dad,  

I must still call you Dad.  
To have discovered you was the greatest thing that ever happened to me. I’d found Dad—a 

father at last, all for myself. Then tonight I came up to your study, and found you had broken all 
the rules.  



Suddenly I got nowhere to hide. Now you can understand why I can’t stay. My admission to 
the LSE was fixed before I knew about you. I’d come here to attend school and nothing more. 
Now, if I could, I’d return to McGill.  

That’s fate, I suppose. I sound old don’t I? That I am, actually. I’ll be nineteen in two weeks. 
Anyway. You’re still Dad. Whatever. And I will come to see you. Whenever.  

Jason.  

God. Jason. Jason, my boy. I’m so sorry.  
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DISGUISE 
 

A misty afternoon spreads across London’s West End with a pleasant drift in the air. 

Cool moisture touches Terry Tarpy’s face as he strolls off Shaftsbury Avenue, under Dragon’s 
Arch and into smoky Chinatown. The thought of Peking duck, delicate and crisp, smoked with a 
hint of lemon grass has led him here.   

TT, you’ve been working hard you have. Selling chestnuts outside Harrods in the cold to all 
those rich folk is no easy business.  

He stops before a small glass window and admires the calm sea-green atmosphere inside The 
House of the August Moon.  

Bleedin’ `ell, it’s only money after all. Yes, he’ll spend a long, comfortable, London 
afternoon here. How could he have missed this little gem? Terry presents himself an invitation 
and enters with a deep expectant sigh. The restaurant is empty save a round table in the corner lit 
by the gray winter light falling from the skylight above. He’ll take a spot near the three of them. 
It’s not nice to eat alone.  

And then, he can’t believe his eyes. It’s The lady from LSE! He’s seen her, heard her, a 
million times over the telly. But now, today, he sits next to her. What is she doing here?  

Hey, TT, famous people eat too. And sometimes ordinary folks do get a chance to see `em up 
close. Like this.  

This is good fortune.  
She is between two men. Her dress is the color of Jade, like the tablecloth, and she stands out 

like yellow on red. A beauty she is with those green eyes.  
And then, his eyes move onto him and he forgets to breathe.  
He’s a giant, like them bastards who used to beat him up for fun in the bad old days when 

he’d started life on the docks. Terry shivers and tries to sip his fear away with scorching Jasmine 
tea.  

Black. Gold on black. The Giant wears black with golden hair that falls across his shoulders 
like a woman’s. And those eyes—like cats’ eyes they gleam. Hard and frozen. Godless.  

Terry shivers again and runs his tongue over his lips. Then, he also notices another man. 
“Doctor,” they call him.  

“He’s in disguise,” the doctor says, “an on and off disguise. Opposite moods, feelings and 
actions in a spin cycle. It’s very, very, difficult to comment without a session, but it feels like a 
bipolar disorder.”  

Ms. Hawthorne picks on the crispy seaweed, and the Giant chews slowly on expensive crab-
claws.  

“And what’s bipolar in my language, Doc?” says the giant.  
The doctor studies him for a few seconds. “It’s also known as manic-depressive illness. 

Bouts of depression are followed by furious energy. It’s a painful rollercoaster of emotions that’s 



common among artists, writers…”  
“—So he’s crazy, right? A fuckin mad, musical genius.”  
“Wrong.” The doctor sends a scornful sneer across the table. He is not afraid of the giant at 

all. “Their view of the world is like that seen through a kaleidoscope— brilliant, but sometimes 
fractured. They answer life’s questions with vigor and hold tremendous conviction about the 
correctness and importance of their ideas. This can result in impulsive, indeed, reckless behavior. 
Agitation and delusional thoughts often take over creating unaccountable chaos in their personal 
and professional lives. But don’t call them mad, or crazy, or whatever. You can’t fix labels with 
such ease, Professor Thorburn.”  

“Sure doc. But it’s Prime Minister Richard Hall we’re talking about now. No way can we 
tread soft here.”  

Bleedin hell TT…What in hell is the giant saying!  
The doctor gets up to go, but his professional opinion had not shocked `em even some. 

Nobody says a word for a minute. In silence they open fortune cookies at The House of the 
August Moon.  

Bleedin’ load of rubbish all this is! These things don’t happen…Come, come, Ms Hawthorne, 
you don’t believe this crap. You can’t. You got the Nobel Prize.  

“Use the opportunity, Hazel,” the professor called Thor says. “Let’s get him now; go for it! 
Something more on the streets—controlled chaos, sporadic trouble here and there around the 
country—and then, top it all with Jason’s disappearance. The guy will go completely nuts. He’ll 
overreact. And bet you the people will protest. The papers will scream and his goddamned party 
will have his head and then we…”  

“—And we shall be responsible for violence and destruction that could bring the country to 
its knees! No, Thor. I’ll have none of this.”  

Good for you, Hazel! There’s me lady! The big bastard’s the one who’s bonkers, not the PM, 
poor man. This Thor’s a bloody anarchist.  

The tablecloth is suddenly swept away and splatters of hot tea singe his neck. The Giant rises 
to his full height. His eyes steam like the tea. A Viking on the warpath. Ms. Hawthorne also 
stands to her full height, all five feet of her, and faces him with hazel eyes tinged with fire.  

A tiny fist, as hard as a ball bearing, hits the table. A sharp sound.  
She’s cracked the bleedin table!  
Oh bleedin, bleedin, hell. What a woman. What a woman! She must’ve done it before on 

bricks. Now she does it on Formica.  
The giant with the blonde hair looks very surprised. And a frightening silence there is all 

around.  
Man and woman stand face to face, at war they are.  
“You’re out of here, Gordon Thorburn. Out of the school. Out of this country. Go spill your 

gut in New Haven, not here. This country is not a playground to test your theories.”  
“Fuck you, little lady. You’re gonna be screwed by a maniac, God bless you!”   
He strides out and she calmly collects her things and follows.  
Oh yes, TT me lad, something much, much, more than a disagreement here. So much of filth.  
Were they lovers yesterday? He wonders.  
But things are out of control.  
Today.  
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BLIND LEAP  

It’s like flying.  
Hazel Hawthorne looks out over London. A white sheet of fog hangs below the fourth floor of 

the LSE, but the sky above is a startling blue. The emptiness helps drain her mind, but the 
brilliant glare hurts her eyes, forcing her to turn around and think again.  

Richard Hall is a genius. Mozart reborn. His music can celebrate any life but that obsessive, 
seminal, guise as the dark knight of the Crown makes him unstable and dangerous in office. 
What about the King? Does he know the truth about his friend, his friend who defends him with 
such passion? Does he know that his Prime Minister can become his greatest problem? To 
charge into battle against an irrational and unsound leader could bring the country to an abyss. 
The Revolution would fly out of control. She had tried to explain that to Thor.  

She feels a tingle and then a shiver. Thor. Such a powerful man, not easy not to want. Not 
easy to wipe off. But how can she mate his compulsion to force change beyond care and 
consequence with her synchronous steps in history’s steady pace? She had to let him go.  

Well, back to work. There’s a student on hold outside waiting to see her. She presses the 
buzzer, and soon there is a light knock.  

“Good afternoon, Madam.” A slim, tall boy with dark wavy hair introduces himself. “I’m 
sorry to have disturbed you, Professor Hawthorne,” he says. “My name is Jason DeVerge. I was 
supposed to meet Professor Thorburn but he wasn’t…”  

It requires all her self-control to remain composed. She stares for a moment without 
responding at the handsome lad whose eyebrows meet in the middle of his forehead and who 
stands politely at attention before her. Yes, the resemblance is there. This is indeed Richard 
Hall’s blood.  

“The Professor has returned to Yale,” she replies with a smile, waving him to sit down. “I 
hope I’ll do instead. I’ve been expecting you.”  

“Ma’am, I thought I should tell you before I join that I’m... er… related to the Prime 
Minister. His nephew. So if…”  

She’s impressed. That required courage.  
Nephew? Well done, boy. Yes, you could get away with that. She studies him closely. Now 

she can see a deeper resemblance.  
“Jason, at the LSE we have political differences with Prime Minister Richard Hall, not 

personal ones. You’re welcome to study Economics here, young man. I think you will enjoy your 
time here and have much to contribute to our community. I have a class on in a few minutes 
which you may attend right away.”  

“Thank you so much, madam.”  
“There is one thing before we go, Jason. Take care. Don’t let your relationship with the 

Prime Minister get around. Problems have multiplied after the raid on the school. Let’s be clear 
about that. You’re too close, and your family ties won’t make you too popular around, right?”  

“Yes, Ma’am.”  
“You connect with me, directly, in case there’s ever a problem and… Yes, young man, 



you’re late for school. You were supposed to be here a week ago.”  
Jason avoids her eyes and studies the green bottle of perfume on her desk.  
“I...er...was here in London. At No.10.”  
She should have known he’d head there first.  
“Does the Prime Minister know you’re here at the LSE?”  
The handsome face tenses. Bright eyes darken and the smile disappears. There’s a sudden, 

sullen change. Jason looks down, fiddling with his fingers.  
“He knows,” he whispers.  
It is there that she knows that something is wrong, and she rises to leave for her morning 

lecture in the main auditorium.  

Hazel commands attention like a god.  
“Welfare economics. The human touch. The role of women, of health, of education, 

especially of children in the inner cities. That’s what is important today. And that’s why good 
governance and peace in the land are prerequisites for growth.”  

A hand goes up at the back of the class.  
A question? But she hadn’t finished as yet. The floor isn’t open as yet. Besides, they never 

question her before she stops speaking.  
“Yes, over there at the back. Something to say, I see.”  
Heads turn to stare at Jason Rose DeVerge as he stands. Now why isn’t she surprised that 

Richard Hall’s boy has risen to question her?  
“Professor Hawthorne, does this country lack good governance?”  
What are we trying to do Jason?  
“Aha, the new entry from McGill I see. Well, Mr. DeVerge, we don’t see much government 

around. And not much peace either.”  
A buzz runs through the class, and he remains standing.  
“Haven’t I answered your question young man?”   
“Not really ma’am. The Prime Minister’s not been around for long.”  
Jason. Jason. Defending the PM in the LSE? Didn’t I warn you?  
“Granted. But isn’t he responsible for causing confusion and chaos in the name of the King? 

Don’t you think that a codified law is now necessary to mark everybody’s rights and 
responsibilities in the constitution?”  

“Perhaps maa’m, but if the PM and his government is responsible for the state of the nation, 
why bring in the King? Why disturb an institution that’s lasted so long?  

Clever boy! I like you. But let’s end this before you give yourself away.  
“So we have a Canadian monarchist in our midst. You’ll be glad to hear that in my opinion, 

the King is innocent in this case.”  
Laughter swings through the class. She raises a finger. She’s not finished.  
“But not the Prime Minister,” she says looking at Jason Rose DeVerge, who returns to his 

seat, smiling in retreat.  
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NINETEEN  

Mom,  

Please, please don’t worry. There’s nothing wrong, and I’m fine. Yes, I decided to move out 
of No.10 and, yes, it did have something to do with Richard. No, we did NOT have a fight, but I 
can’t talk about it. I don’t want to talk about it. Is that possible? Let’s put it this way, I decided 
that I was shocked into reality.  

It’s time to get down to work now. I need a degree. Did I sound depressed on the phone? 
Come-on mom, you know I’m cool and life’s cool. Has to be in January! Ha! Ha! See, I’m okay. 
Yeah, it would be nice to have you here, but grandma comes first. I’m glad she’ll be home soon. 
Give her a big “Hi” from me and a kiss.  

Love. Love. Love. Jason  

Mom,  

It’s great to wake up nineteen this morning. No, I’m doing anything particular.- It’s just like 
any other day. I’ll be back at school in an hour. There’s a really interesting class this morning. 
You guessed it—Hazel Hawthorne. No, she isn’t bad at all. Richard knows I’m at the LSE, and I 
suppose for him it’s a kind of betrayal, but it’s nothing like that. I’d come to England to study 
economics at the London School of Economics. That’s all. If it makes you feel more comfortable, 
I do visit No. 10 now and then. He’s Dad after all. But things have cooledoff a bit on either side. 
No mom, PLEASE don’t ask me again. I’m not ready to explain why. But yeah, I sure wish you 
could be here. When are you coming, now that grandma’s home?  

Hey, sorry I have to sign off. There’s someone at the door…catch you later.  

Love, J.  

Mom!  

Guess what? I answered the door. And there was this messenger with one white Orchid and a 
tiny little red box and he said: “Happy birthday, Jason. It’s waiting for you downstairs.” Before 
I could ask “what?” he was off. Still in my boxers, I took the stairs two steps down at a time and 
out through the front door completely forgetting winter and the white flakes falling all around. 
And you won’t believe it. I still can’t. There before my eyes was…A BLACK HARLEY!  

The keys were in the red box.  
It could only be HIM…  
Dad!  
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LIGHT AND DARK  

February.  

The light of day vanishes too soon, and I stumble through the dark days feeling for light. 

Light and dark. Both so precious and the same, in a relative sort of way. Jason passes by 
Downing Street during the day. And then comes Tony in the night. Love and lust in this 
boulevard of dark desire.  

A green light blinks on my private line.  
“Dad,” says a voice that sounds like me. It has tinge of warmth. “You shouldn’t have. It was 

too much. But thanks for the Harley. Thanks a lot.”  
I feel what a father feels. “Just carrying on a family tradition. Happy birthday, son. Let us 

celebrate tonight.”  
“Sure.”  
“At eight, in the Pillared Drawing Room. Just you and me.”  

At eight that night, as we step over the intricate Persian carpet, I point to the inscription it 
contains:  

“I have no refuge in the world other than thy threshold. My head has no protection other than 
this porch way.”  

We smile at one another as I softly recite the words. We know that each of us has to give the 
other shelter.   

There’s a chocolate cake on a small round table standing alone in the center of the room. 
Besides it a golden-hued mini-disc shining on polished wood, sparkling under the light of the 
chandelier.  

“Hey, what’s this?” he asks. “Gosh. This is yours. From Atlantic!”  
“Yes, that’s Rosaline. They’ve put her onto disc. That’s the first copy.”  
“This’ll freak everyone. It’s gonna get planet Earth spinning out of orbit. Britain’s Prime 

Minister turns out to be the millennium’s Mozart? Wow, Dad you’re an original. You’re the only 
one.”  

I smile at Jason Rose.   
“Dad… Rose? You loved her very much didn’t you?”  
Not now. Not now, Jason. Please.  
“Yes.”  
“Toronto. That was home?”  
Please…Stop.  
“Yes, but only for a brief moment,” I say.  



He has come between me and the past he summons.  
“Dad, I have an idea.” Excited eyes shine into mine. “Give Toronto Rosaline at The 

Hummingbird Center. Go play there and tell the world about her. And you.”  
The boy wants me back. So many years. So many years. I can still feel the cool winds of the 

Lake in my hair. I try and smile at Jason Rose, but the pain… nothing can pass by it. Nothing can 
kill the beast.  

There are no candles for my son’s cake, but I have a much better idea. He watches bemused 
as I search for the cognac . Ah, there I can see the bottle.  

I liberally splash Martell over chocolate.  
“Dim the lights, son. Let’s do this properly.”   
A luminous hush descends on the pillared drawing room. I reach into my pockets searching 

for my Dunhill.   
“Pass my lighter over, Jason. Right behind you on the mantelpiece with that pack of 

cigarettes.”  
“Camels? Didn’t know you smoked, Pa.”   
Pa? Deeper terms of endearment. Thank you, Jason Rose.  
“One of my dark secrets. Now you know.”  
He avoids my eyes and looks down at his cake. I take the lighter from him. A mild tremor in 

his fingers passes into mine. A flash of flame from the Dunhill. With a dull whoosh the cake 
fires. It’s a small fire with a blue heart.  

Happy birthday, Jason Rose.  
And then the harmonica is again at my lips, twenty-five years on.  
All you need is love. All you need is love.  
Thank you for him. Thank you, Carol.  
He laughs and sings happy birthday to himself. And then he clasps me tight, his head against 

my shoulders, his hair softly brushing my cheek. “Thanks Dad,” he says into my ear softly.  
“I’d love to sail with you on Lake Ontario.”  
“You will; you will one day.”  

We didn’t hear the door open until we heard his voice. “Excuse me, Prime Minister,” he says, 
surveying the scene. He looks straight at Jason with a curl at the corner of his lips.  

“Tony?”   
Jason. I’m so sorry.  
“Jason, you know Tony Archer.”  
Dense adolescent clouds, low across the sky, head towards each other. I have a crazy 

thought. Sons and lovers. I can’t look at Jason’s face.  
Do you have a message for me from His Majesty, Tony?”  
“No sir, I thought I could help you with the music tonight.”  
No. No!  
“You come here a lot, don’t you? At night?” Jason says this with a silky tone and an illusive 

smile. A load pitilessly weighs my heart. Tony looks surprised and gives Jason a curious look.  
“Not tonight, Tony,” I say slowly.  
“Not tonight, or any night,” Jason says softly, moving between us with bloodshot eyes.  
Tony steps back, curls his lips, turns and leaves.  
“Well that was that,” I say to my son, who starts to dig savagely into the flambéed Black 

Forest.  



“Fuck him,” Jason replies, his mouth full.  
I say nothing and light a Camel with a flick of the gold lighter. The charred smoke of toasted 

tobacco spreads around.  
“Fuck,” says Jason “This just can’t be.”  
“Is that your problem?”  
“Yep. You with that fuckin prick.”  
“Relax, boy. This has nothing to do with you.”  
“It has everything to do with me. Watch me.” With that Jason strides out of the door without 

looking back.  
The party is over. I stub the Camel and watch it sizzle to an end in the half-eaten piece of 

Black Forest cake.  
Just once more son. One deep hard drag, and then I’ll burn him out.  
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HOT BLOOD  

Mom,  

I’m blown out. I’m sweating with rage. He was so, so sweet. The party was just for the two of 
us—the Beatles and Happy Birthday and then Mozart. It was an evening with my Dad, playing 
the most joyous, fun music I’d ever heard. I mean it was the type of sound that could lift anybody 
onto the dance floor. Imagine the scene mom. I was so happy. My first birthday with my Dad. I 
felt that I was living inside a cloud and drifting all over the place.  

And then the door opened. And in walked the person who had caused the problem in our 
lives. So, I guess I have to reveal everything now.  

Mom, this guy is not a nobody. He’s the King’s Secretary, computer whiz and one of those 
live-wire types who makes himself indispensable in all sorts of ways. He looks and acts good—in 
a first time-on-the-screen film star kind of way. The problem is that his influence is not exactly 
what one would expect from the King’s trusted liaison man with the Prime Minister. Don’t freak 
out mom, but know what?  

He’s seduced Dad.  
It’s true. I’m angry and horrified, to put it mildly. I could kill that arsehole. Sorry for that 

Mum. This is a problem that has to be solved. NOW.  
I think Dad is buckling under pressure. He acts kinda strange. I think the mix of genius-level 

music and his obsessive desire to defend the realm— and by that I mean the King—is driving him 
too far, too fast. This boy scene he’s into is probably one of those outlet things. What he needs is 
a girl and now! But in the meantime that prick (sorry) Archer needs to be handled.   

He’s come between my Dad and me.  
Once again I’m out of No. 10. Back to my digs at Houghton Street. I’m ANGRY. But not with 

Richard— though I guess he doesn’t know that. He needs help. And who does he have except 
me?  

I have to do something…  
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ARROWS  

he Mercedes is cobalt blue, like the sky at dawn. Hazel has cocooned herself within an 
oversized magenta Shetland turtleneck. A thickly knitted yellow scarf is wrapped around her 
head, preventing the rush of icy wind getting through her hair. The car’s top is down, and it purrs 
past Debenham’s on Oxford Street.  

She had worked through the night alone, but felt fresher for it. The dark was her time. To 
fantasize. To think.  

Since the day of the defeat she had heard the constant pleas of the vanquished for 
redemption. Yes, she carried a responsibility for the disaster, even though her role had been to 
push from the rear. Now circumstances had forced that position to change. She had to come out 
and lead from the front.   

Now she has no option but to officially take over as Labour’s Leader and become its 
candidate for Prime Minister and lead the Opposition. They are relying on her to force another 
early general election. And this time they have to win. Richard Hall is too reactive, maybe even 
unstable. He cannot be allowed to remain. This time around it will not be a mere ideological 
battle. The stakes are too high for the country, and she is the only one who could take him on.  

Yes, these are interesting times…   
The loud roar of a motorcycle interrupts her thoughts. Wasn’t that the one she’d noticed 

parked at the gates of the LSE, besides her car? It was the only other vehicle at the school at that 
unearthly hour. Now it rudely swerves past her, but the traffic lights ahead shine red and it skids 
to a stop.  

Hazel grins. If she were on that machine she’d be colorblind! You want to play, do you? So 
red will become Green!  

With a turbo snarl, the Benz crashes the lights and races past the bike. But a second later, the 
motorcycle is abreast her with a throaty growl, and they’re tearing down the road in a dead heat. 
The helmeted rider glances to the left. His eyes are off the road for an instant and he misses a 
small mound of ice hidden in the shadow of a burnt out street light.  

“Watch out!” she shouts.  
The bike jumps in the air, wheels snarling loose. It skids back onto the road with a tearing 

screech, swivels 180 degrees and then hits ground, swinging wildly around. Metal screeches, 
sparking on tarmac, and the rider flies though the air. A millisecond later, he lands on the wide 
footpath in a deadly sprawl before a huge brightly lit glass window with Debenham’s 
mannequins looking silently down at him. With a howling scream of rubber she jams the Benz to 
a halt and jumps out.   

Thank heavens! He’s sitting up, shaking his head. The helmet saved him.  
“My Harley!” he shouts, looking at the bike’s spinning wheels  
“Screw your Harley.” Her strong small arms help him up.   



He gingerly removed the helmet. “So sorry ma’am. My fault.”  
“Jason! Jason DeVerge! Is that you?” She’s stunned for a microsecond and then holds him a 

little tighter. He had known it was her all that time through the crazy race. Every kid at school 
knew her car.  

“Stupid, stupid boy!” She’s angry now. “ I could have run over you and how on earth would I 
have explained that to your father?”  

Jason DeVerge looks at her with widening eyes. She can’t help smiling at his horrified look. 
“Don’t look so shocked Jason; you look like Richard Hall. Anyway, thank heavens you’re okay.  

“Hell. I’m real sorry, ma’am.”  
“Come along, young man. We’d better get your scratches fixed up. That dangerous machine 

of yours also seems fine. Get back on it and follow me—slowly.”  
“Yes ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”  

Ten minutes later she is dabbing Dettol over the  
scratches on his back.  

“Ow!”  
“Come-on, you’re not that delicate Jason!” She laughs and throws away the cotton. “And if 

you want to smell nicer, there’s some Tabac in the bathroom on the mezzanine. Run up and clean 
yourself up. Then, let’s have breakfast together.”  

He’s back in a few minutes and splashed liberally with cologne.  
“This is one fancy place ma’am. You sure have taste.  
“Why thank you Jason.” She smiles warmly.   
I like your son, Richard Hall.  
The delicate fragrance of freshly brewed tea hangs in the apartment.   
“Tea? Jason or something else?”  
He prefers coffee, Colombian, but it doesn’t matter. And he’s starved. He wonders what’ll it 

be? Bacon and eggs? Kippers? A minute steak with hash browns?  
“Whatever is going, ma’am.”  
“Well, we have Darjeeling Orange Pekoe tea, whole wheat toast, freshly churned white 

butter, homemade strawberry jam and fresh kiwi fruit!  
“That sounds perfect!  
She grins as he blinks at her healthy table and watches with pleasure as he digs in with gusto.  
“Time now for explanations young man,” she says when his plate is clean. “What were you 

doing at school at five in the morning?” With their steaming, lemon-flavored tea, they move to 
the terrace, overlooking firs. Jason has his nose in the oversized mug. He doesn’t reply for a 
moment and inhales the aromatic fog that rises from the porcelain container, sipping the golden 
brew. Through the trees, an orange, morning sun rises over Hyde Park.  

“I’d just finished with the library, where I was all night, and was gettin' on my bike when I 
saw you leave in the Benz. What a beauty! It complements you ma’am.”  

“Why thank you again, Jason. Nice of you to say that. So you couldn’t resist a race, eh?”  
He gulps his tea and gives her an embarrassed nod.  
“And can I ask what was so important that it took away a night’s sleep?”  
He shifts and looks down.  
“Yes, Jason?  
“I kinda got absorbed in a book, and before I knew it, the night was gone.”  
“Really? Now you must tell me which book on economics can keep you awake so long. Mine 



I hope!”  
“Not really, ma’am. A sort of book on psychology that caught my eye.”  
“A sort of book on psychology caught your eye in the library of the London School of 

Economics? Now I’m really interested. Come on, Jason.”  
“Touched With Fire, by Kay Jamison. It’s about mental illness and the artistic temperament.” 

His eyes moisten and he turns his face away.  
Left wordless by his pain she wraps her arms around him. As she holds him there is a short, 

sharp ring of a bell and the door of her apartment opens without leave. Eyes: pale darts of ice 
freeze on her and then turn to Jason. He stands at the door, stroking his beard.  

Thor!  
“Now, Now. What have we here? The plot thickens. Oh how it thickens!” His deep mirthless 

laugh leaves a resounding silence.  
What is he doing here?  
She gives him a formal nod—a cold suggestion of  
welcome. “Jason, this is Professor Gordon  
Thorburn.” She places a vague wave between the  
giant and the boy. “Both of you have met in Toronto,  
I understand.”  
Jason’s eyes are sparkling with excitement. “Hello again, sir. I was…”  
“I was wondering whose beautiful machine is parked next to the Benz. You must let me ride 

it sometime. Glad to see you kid.”  
“Wow. Certainly, sir. Anytime. The keys are hanging over there on the wall. Great seeing 

you, sir! I was really disappointed when I heard you’d returned to Yale.”  
“Really? Where’d you hear that?”   
Bastard. She can see that Jason senses that something is up.  
“Er... around. It’s all about school.”  
“Oh? So you heard I’d been fired by the good lady over here?”  
Another laugh. The low unamused sound fills her space at Archery steps.  
She takes a breath. “That’s for later, Thor.”  
“Right. Hey, Hazel, don’t those eyebrows over there remind you of someone?” Thor grins 

and opens his mouth in a frozen, artificial O.  
“Jason, I think you should go now.” She has to get the boy out. Now.  
Jason ignores the order and walks upto Gordon Thorburn. “Professor Thorburn, sir. May I 

ask you something?”   
“Sure, kid.”  
“Yes, I’m Richard Hall’s son. You seem to know that.” The young eyes are touched with 

flint. “But do you know whose side I’m on?”   
“His side?” says Thor, grinning.  
Jason’s blunt boomerang cuts the air. “You didn’t think otherwise by any chance did you, 

sir? Of course, I’m on my Dad’s side.” Jason now wears his father’s subtle smile.  
Thor stares at him surprised. His grin fades into a scowl.  
And Hazel watches David and Goliath as they begin to duel…  

“Balls,” says Thor ten minutes later as Jason leaves flushed and humiliated after the unequal 
altercation. She had completely failed to stop the shouting match over her head.  

The door slams shut. “Balls, with a short fuse.”  



“Thor, why on earth did you have to say that to him?”  
“That’s what Richard Hall is, a fuckin' mad dog.”  
“You said he deserved to be shot like one.”  
“In a manner of speaking.”  
“That was his son, Thor.” She can barely control her anger. “You were talking about the 

Prime Minister. It could land you in jail forever!”  
“I was talking about fuckin’ precious Richard Hall to his little bastard. And I don’t give a 

shit.”  
“Out, Thorburn.” She says, between her teeth.  
“Not so fast girl, just you wait. There ain’t nothin' better than this.” Thor folds a piece of 

paper into an airplane. “Why the fuck am I here, is that what you’re thinking, Hazel dear? Well, 
have a look at this…”  

He launches the paper plane with a leisurely flick, and it floats towards her. Perfectly 
targeted, it hits between her breasts. She flinches at the light touch and picks up the smooth 
photo-paper. It shows an infrared night shot of a man leaving a building. Wellington Court reads 
the sign on the brickwork.  

Richard Hall!  
The man in the photograph has his face hidden under a large hat, but she can make out that 

it’s him. A young man, vaguely familiar, is pressed close to him. The boy with the big gold ring! 
The...  

“He’s screwing His Majesty’s Secretary,” says Gordon Thorburn.  
“Thor, that’s the most outrageous thing I’ve ever heard.”  
“Trust me,” he says. “I know for sure. And don’t ask me for more. Take my word for it. Look 

at them. Cozy twosome, ain’t they? I’ve been watching them go there every week.”  
Thor comes beside her and points to a window in the photograph. “That’s his love pad on the 

fourth floor. We got him, baby! And that’s why I’m back, back into the salvation business. I’m 
not gonna leave it to the press to expose him. No siree! No fuckin’ around. No losing control this 
time. He’s all mine now.”   

What could he be planning?  
Now she has to keep the Viking under close watch. And there is only one good way to do 

that.  
“You’re back where you belong, Professor Thorburn. For now…”  
Suddenly his big arms are at her waist, lifting her into the air in a spiral.  
No, this was no dance.  
“England is ours,” he says, holding her high like a doll with her feet far above the ground. 

“So you do your job Hazel Hawthorne. And I’ll do mine.”  

 

 

 



53 
 

SIGNAL 
 

The Cabinet meeting has lasted late into the evening. It’s dark and overcast outside, and 

the increasing staccato of rain against the bullet-proof double glazing of the windows leaves 
continuous, soundless, patterns of water on glass.  

I remain silent whilst they squabble. Finally, I start to drum the smooth glass paperweight in 
a constant dull rhythm on the red file before me. One by one, the confused babble of voices dies 
out and their eyes turn to me.  

There is an embarrassed silence and the ministers of the crown wait for their Prime Minister 
to speak. I don’t. Not for a full minute. And they shift in acute discomfort.  

“I’m the one who has to call for an election, not her,” I say at last.  
The Chancellor of the Exchequer, the senior minister in the room, is as always combative, 

but his clipped Oxbridge has lost some of its suave smoothness.   
“Prime Minister, our majority is down to four, and once she’s sworn in as Leader of the 

Opposition in the House, she can bring us down.”  
“And then she’s under Walpole here, sittin’ in this chair.” I shake my head. “Scared shitless 

ain’t we?” I’m all New York now. The old Village burr appears out of nowhere and they look at 
each other. My accent distances me from them.  

“Excuse me, Prime Minister.” The Principal Private Secretary has entered uninvited. I give 
him a hostile glance. Nobody ever interrupts an emergency Cabinet meeting. John Clayton 
comes around the table and silently hands me a fax.  

A lost wind from another life blows out from the paper.  

My dear Richard,  

You will be sad to hear that Mother passed away today peacefully in her sleep. We lay her to 
rest Thursday afternoon in Rosedale next to Rose. Please look after Jason. He loved her very 
much.  

And look after yourself too, Richard.  

Love, Carol  

Carol? Elizabeth? And Rose… Oh God. 
Oh God.  

I have to leave this room now as Yesterday starts to play again. I rise with a nod of apology. 
There’s a momentary pause while they wonder. As I leave the room I can hear the Ministers of 



the Crown continue to debate their destiny, unmindful of my departure.  

THE EVENING STANDARD  

The Director of the LSE, Hazel Hawthorne, filed her nomination for the leadership of the 
Labour Party. She will take over as Leader of the Opposition within a fortnight, after which 
she is widely expected to mount her challenge for No.10 by pressing for a dissolution of 
parliament and a second general election to bring in a clear peoples’ verdict on the future of 
the Constitution and the place of the Monarchy within it. Meanwhile, the key architect of 
Labour’s last defeat, Prime Minister Richard Hall, left this morning on a sudden private visit 
to Canada with the comment that, “First she abused the democratic process as an extra-
constitutional center of power and now she wants to adulterate Britain by another call to 
chaos… As Prime Minister I shall not allow that to happen. We’ve had an election. The 
people have given their verdict. And I have sworn to uphold that verdict. I’m here to defend 
His Majesty and the Crown, and the Constitution that has cemented this nation through the 
centuries.” 

 

THE TIMES  

Funeral in Toronto: The Hall Connection.  

The Prime Minister has left for Toronto, Ontario on a private visit to attend the funeral of 
Elizabeth DeVerge, the flamboyant fragrance queen of yesteryears. Her perfume empire 
stretches the globe today under her daughter, Caroline DeVerge. There is much speculation 
about the PM's connection with the grand old lady, and talk of a family relationship is making 
the rounds, fuelled by the appearance of the young man who hitched a ride with the PM to 
Canada. He has been identified as Caroline DeVerge’s son, ironically a student at the London 
School of Economics and a frequent visitor to No.10.  
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ECHO  

Toronto. The time has come.  

In a way, I have lost my way back home to secrets that lie silent in the shade. It’s strange. 

I’ve never had a place that I could really call home. Jason, besides me, looks so sad that I feel 
like holding him. It’s his first brush with death and the shadows that come with it. Symphony 
No. 40 plays lightly inside me as I fly again like Icarus, but this time with the sun.  

Carol, I wonder how you look?  
You must be so beautiful.  
Like Rose.  

The sky is clear, the ground a broken white and the bright winter sun takes a bite out of the wind. 
The reception is low key. There has to be something, private visit or not. I suppose Britain’s 
Prime Minister has to be welcomed.  

But no one says ‘Welcome home,’ or even ‘Welcome back.’   
Nobody knows Toronto was mine for a while.  
We drive to Forest Hill in silence. We don’t talk. I just look out sightlessly at Toronto 

through my window, watching the trees blur by while I make my way back to the world I had left 
behind in darkness.  

We pass an old, distantly familiar school building. The boys are playing soccer in the sun. Shouts 
of fun rise above Upper Canada. I lower the window so I can let the wind that brings in 
Yesterday dry my eyes.   

They stand at the porch in the afternoon light, waiting for us to arrive so they can begin 
Elizabeth’s last service. I hear Frank’s heavenly whisper as I step out at Forest Hill.  

“Son…son…”  
I clutch him tight. “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry…Dad.”   
He smiles through his pain when he hears me call him that and Jason runs forward and hugs 

the beautiful woman who stands by Frank’s side. She turns.   
Rose? Oh God, Carol.  
We stand face-to-face, bridging distance and time.   
“I had lost my way, Carol,” I say, lower than a whisper. Then we are in each other’s arms, 

and I know everyone is looking.  
“Richard.” Fingers stroke my face. “You’re home, you’re home.”   



“Dad…” Jason says.  
But I can’t let her go. I can’t let his mother go. I hold Carol tighter.  
But Elizabeth is waiting, and we move in silence to the place where she will rest. There 

would be no priest to conduct her service. A member of her family would lead her service. It was 
Elizabeth’s last order.  

Besides the open grave I whisper aloud Joquim Millers’ words of comfort as Rose’s mother 
descends into the earth next to her.  

What is this rest of death sweet friend?  
What is the rising up and where?  
I say, death is a lengthened prayer,  
A longer night, a larger end.  
Then, down on my knees, I start to cry on the earth next to her where Rose sleeps and rest my 

head against the white orchids I’d brought for her. I need to feel her heartbeat. I need to hear her 
call my name from below.  

“Richard,” says a voice from above. It sounds like my Rose.  
I look up and close my eyes.  
“Come, Dad. We must go now.” Jason helps me up, and then his mother takes my hand. 

Caroline leads me back to the house as winter darkness hugs Rosedale.  

I am still drawn to the city that should have been home. I have Toronto for two whole days 
before I get back to England and my job. It’s arcticly sunny. That’s the way T.O. always says 
hello, but today her lake decides not to send the winds. It’s crystal blue high above, and I want to 
walk the streets of my town and feel like everybody else. Carol and Jason will come with me. 
Through the French windows of my bedroom on the top floor of the Mansion, I can see them in 
the sun, walking by the pond and feeding the ducks. I get that pleasant feeling of family. I roll 
the windows aside and with my fingers between my lips I send them the loudest whistle I can 
manage. My first attempt since Harvard! My sharp sound streaks past them, and they wave, 
calling me over.  

“Hey, where’s the cheer?”  
They are not smiling. I see tears. Of course, so it had to be. They have to have time to mourn. 

I should know how death can clutch and not let go.  
“Richard, you look really fresh!” She gives me a light kiss on my cheek.  
“Carol… Carol.” I hold her face in my palms and kiss her again. And again. I keep her 

tightly close while Jason keeps smiling. And not once in the light of this day will I mention 
Rosaline.  

“Let’s start with some cafe latte,” I say, inviting them for a day out.  
“There’s a Starbuck's on Bloor,” Carol says.  

An hour later we walk down Bloor – the trees have grown over time and the commercial strip 
has become a boulevard. Yesterday starts to play inside me. Jason raises his eyebrows as I 
whistle.  

“My song,” I say. “The Beatles were the greatest.”  
“Like you, Dad.” He grins and vanishes somewhere, leaving Carol and me to share a sinful 

cafe laced with cream. She sits before me on the small round table near a glass partition that 
seamlessly divides the coffee and the books. Together we sip and dream.  



She’s still sexy beyond time. I reach out and touch her fingers.  
Then I hear music softly surround us. It’s playing all around in circles. Suddenly everybody 

is clapping. Starbucks has decided to play Rosaline for me.  
“Richard, how beautiful. You’re still Mozart,” Caroline says.  
Yes, I’d forgotten that for a moment.  
“Thank you for coming, Prime Minister,” says the manager.  
Yes, I’d forgotten I was that, too.  
“Let’s go home,” I say. I really wanted to get home.   
Jason appears next to us. “You okay, Dad? Sure it’s okay if I don’t come along? Mom, I 

thought I’d visit some friends.”  
“Go ahead, Jason. I’ll take Richard.”  
She now drives a Red Ferrari, and she gives me a sexy grin as she jumps in. “Home here we 

come! Richard, hold tight and feel this baby move!”  
Fire was fire. Fire is fire. But I wish we had her Harley. The Red one. A spark flashes in my 

head, and I realize we are racing towards Forest Hill and Rosedale.  
“No Carol, home’s that way.” I point backwards, to where Yonge Street touches my Lake.  
“Are you sure Richard? Can you?”   
“I must. I can.” Yesterday rises in crescendo, unforgiving and violent.  
Like a moth to a flame I feel a compelling heat. Dark clouds gather, blocking out the 

afternoon sun. Queens Quay again in the barren cold. Suddenly I am afraid to see where I was 
before—to become again what I was before. Mozart plays wildly inside in frantic anticipation, 
and I wear an unsteady smile of disguise.   

Everybody is looking at me when we entered the foyer. Hushed whispers of curious 
recognition rise. It’s Britain’s Prime Minister they see. But they don’t know this was once home. 
The marble floor still has that mirror-like quality. But when I look down I see a reflected 
difference.  

Rose’s space, cocooned in a cloud, looks as beautiful as it had a lifetime ago. It sparkles with 
electricity and Toronto shines outside in the fading light with a special candescence. With a 
crack of expected thunder, lightening flashes over the lake and phantom cymbals clash inside my 
mind. I need Yesterday once more.   

But again, Carol stands in the way.  
Once again, a lawless lust. A common thirst.   
We flush with reincarnated desire.  
Forgive me, Rose. Forgive me. You see I’m still the same.  

The phone rings. Again and again and again. I am forced to answer.  
Jason!  
His breath is heavy on the phone. “John Clayton is desperately trying to reach you. The King 

has announced his abdication.”  

London’s always grey at dawn. And I feel disturbed and sad as we speed west from Heathrow. 
Really, Your Majesty, Prime Ministers resign. Not Kings. We had a fight to fight, but you sure 
have lit the fuse old chap.  

But there is no going back now. Carol and Jason sit on either side of me and we ride into 
London in each other’s silence. Her hand rests on mine. Jason looks from the corner of his eye. 
No one is alone anymore.   

At 10 Downing Street I introduce Jason’s mother and leave them wondering again. The girl 



at the reception, the young pretty one with tortoise-shell specs, gives me a dreamy look. A 
newspaper with our faces lies on her desk. John Clayton is “charmed” to meet Carol. He wears 
the same tired old smile, but has a light in his eyes. They are all images that please. Jason gave 
his mother the rounds of my home. Strangely nervous, he tells me he that he can’t stay. I’ve been 
away three days and two nights. Not so long, but the top can never stop spinning. Headlines wait 
for me. Yesterday’s and today’s:  

“An Old Flame?”  
Carol and me in each other’s arms. 

 
“A Family Afar?”  
Close, too close. All three of us outside Starbucks. 

 
“Look -Alikes?”  
Jason and I looking the same. No one hides forever. 

 
“Three Tories Resign. Hazel Will Force Early Election.”  
Yes, she will. 

 
“ABDICATION: Checkmate Hazel?”  
Game set and match, Your Majesty? 

 
“Rosaline captures nation’s heart. Bravo, Sir Richard!”  
Oh God. Oh God.  
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DUET 
 

The bike has a hot roar, so it’s impossible for Jason to hear what his passenger is 

screaming into his ear. Harleys are addictive, but his lies cold in Hazel Hawthorne’s basement—
roadworthy, but in need of a touch-up. So here he is racing past Green Park on ol Dad’s. He’ll 
have it back soon at Downing Street. This had taken some doing—and some persuasion. He’d 
got on the phone the moment he got to Downing Street from Heathrow and told his companion 
that he needed to talk—and that there were secrets to be revealed. About him and Richard. And 
that had proved irresistible. It was the perfect bait. He had to end this once in for all. Dad had to 
be protected, and he was the only one who could settle this mess. Permanently.  

So now they fly past Hyde Park to his companion’s secret hideout where they can be unseen. 
That was a real bonus. Now he can easily carry through his plan for tonight to protect his own 
and solve the problem. With a signal pat on the thigh, they stop before an old, brown-bricked 
building in Knightsbridge.  

Soon they’re in one of those cage elevators, exposed and slow. Anybody could see them. 
Jason’s eyes dart in panic.  

Nobody around and floor four at last. Thank God!  
Hall says the brass plate on the door.  
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.  
He didn’t even know this place existed. Now he’s really cornered. He can’t draw blood here.  
They’re in. The door shuts.  
Oh shit, this was never meant to happen. His partner turns around with an expectant grin, and 

Jason loses control. Hysterical spasms of fury rack his body as he confronts Tony Archer…  

Jason rides into Downing Street and parks before the door. The tall man dressed in blue nods a 
welcome and opens the door. He’ll take care of the PM’s Harley.  

“The PM's in the study,” says the night clerk noting the time. It’s 8.30 pm. “Your mother’s 
sleeping in the guest room. She’s had a long day. I think she likes No.10.”  

“Thanks. I’ll see her at breakfast.”  
Up the stairs, two at a time, Jason feels eyes—every one of them a Prime Minister past—

looking through him from the walls. He shivers at the thought and stops for a moment outside the 
study. No music, but he’s in.   

On to the attic.  
The apartment is cold. Somehow unheated. No wonder Dad can’t stand it. He’s right; it’s 



cold and cramped and coffin-like. But right now Jason’s desperate to shower. He needs hot 
needles to dig into him and kill the stench of the night.  
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SPIRAL 
 

The flames in the pillared fireplace have become glowing embers. The files are done 

but, no, tonight there will be no music. I need something else. I need to feel London, to see the 
lights of Piccadilly, maybe stroll through the tinsel throngs of the Trocadero and then spend 
some time at HMV’s superstore and watch them hear Rosaline. The Times had placed Rosaline’s 
release on the front page. She was at the top of every chart.  

Rose my Rose, you’re finally music and here at last.   
But I can’t go to Piccadilly. I’m the bloody Prime Minister. I can’t have fun at Friday’s noisy 

bar. I’m the fucking First Lord. It’s like death, this cocoon here. So I must do what I always do, 
go where I always go—to that fractured bed for a final touch. Just once more. And then I must 
end all this, once in for all. Permanently.  

“Jason came in a while ago, Prime Minister. He’s up in the apartment,” said the voice from 
the reception.  

I’m a little surprised. Why didn’t he stop by on his way up? He could never resist dropping 
by. Should I go up? I look at my watch. No time for that. It’s almost ten.  

“Thanks. Please let him know that I have to go out. I’ll be back in an hour. And yes, please 
inform the Palace that I regret I am delayed tonight.”  

Like nights before he dresses to blend with the night and with the Harley throbbing beneath 
him he pulses unseen through London’s arteries towards release and resolution. The bike is 
strangely warm. He had not used it for some time and there is only one other person who can ride 
the Prime Minister’s precious Harley Davidson.  

Jason?  

Less than an hour later, Richard Hall is back. He enters from the back entrance, parking the 
Harley by the lawn. The night clerk stands when The Prime Minister passes. He notices red eyes 
and a blank look . The black leather jacket is open and the dark, bottle-green shirt has a large, 
darker patch. The whole shirt hangs limp and wet. He is breathing hard and climbs the circular 
staircase slowly, tiredly.  

Richard Hall passes his study, pauses for a moment outside, shakes his head and continues to 
climb up to the apartment. He needs a shower. He needs to cleanse, body and soul. He needs hot 
needles to dig into him and kill the stench of the night.  

They met at the bathroom door. Father and son. Jason is splashed with his Aramis. With a 
tiny smile he says, “Hi Dad.” Wordlessly, Richard Hall fondles his hair. Jason gets a familiar 
smell: stale sweat and something else. Where had he been?  

“I’ll see you in the morning Jason. I have to go.”  



Out again? It is nearly eleven. And his father’s eyes are bloodshot.  

I’m late. Very late.  
With a familiar crunch of gravel, the Black Jaguar comes to a halt. Tony won’t be here 

tonight for sure.  
Upstairs, I enter the familiar, ornate room where an endless musical chime signals that it’s the 
hour before midnight.  

My friend gives me a warm handshake. “There you are, Richard.”  
“I’m sorry I’m so late, Your Majesty.”   
The King looks curiously at me, “You’re all right, I hope, Richard?”  
“Yes,” I say, as he leads the way down and out into the dimly lit gardens of Buckingham 

Palace.   
A bonfire by the lake. Two chairs by the burning flames. A bottle of Martell for me and a 

light mango sherbet with a touch of Chablis for him. We will talk into the night about his 
abdication. And tonight we will also talk about family.  

Within the sweet, chargrilled fragrance of the marshmallows we roast in the crackling fire, 
we talk about England and ourselves. Both of us have stories and secrets to tell. But most of all, 
both of us have dreams to let out. For him, painting and fishing in the rolling greens of Balmoral 
after he bows out. And for me, playing Mozart by the lake that touches the city of shimmering 
lights, the city that I now want to call home. Again.  
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KNIGHTSBRIDGE 
 

Terry imagines he feels the cold, and that’s not so hard to imagine on the escalator that 

moves upwards to Knightsbridge station and to the wind outside. He’d return the bleedin’ 
windcheater to Harrods if he could, but the store will be shut. Too late to change the stupid thing 
in which he froze that night after being caught in the friggin march. He’s not surprised. He’s had 
nothing but bad luck since New Year’s Eve, the night he found that black cat with evil eyes at his 
door.  

Knightsbridge—where night after night he sells smoky chestnuts, burnt just right, over his 
portable coal-fire—is his stop,. He stands still on the escalator with his duffel bag of chestnuts in 
one hand and the foldable roaster in the other as it lifts him to the exit.   

Terry, you’re not going to sell any chestnuts tonight, you’re not.  
All the people are off the streets, what with the World Cup on the telly. Knightsbridge is, for 

once, deserted at eight. Bad luck. Bad friggin luck again. Damn that cat.  
It’s bleedin’ late, but he has to admit to himself that he is bleedin late `alf the time. 

Sometimes it’s mum, sometimes his girl at Jo’s Tea Bar who always pours him an extra cuppa of 
Earl Gray. The list can go on and on. So, on this empty night, he will walk the high street 
because it makes him feel up there, like them rich shoppers who stream out of Harrods doors 
laden with green shopping bags and go home to their comfortable homes. Nice to be able to do 
that.   

He steps off the elevator. Sure enough, that cold, cold, blast he had imagined freezes him 
right through Harrods’s fancy windcheater. It makes his eyes water and as he shields them he 
bumps against heavy metal. Hey! Someone had parked a motorcycle in his place by the road.  

Bleedin’ `ell, this is no common bike! It’s a Harley Davidson!  
He gets a friggin hard-on whenever he spots that sexy beauty. He runs his rough hands over 

cold, smooth steel, and his fingers nearly get stuck. This machine should be hot and throbbing, 
not cold and dead like this. He decides to set up his stand near the bike before beginning his long 
march down Knightsbridge. He will light the coal when he returns, just in case a customer comes 
by.   

Walk Now says the green light above, and he crosses the road.  
Wellington Court says the sign on the brick of the building on the other side.  
Hey Terry, what the bleedin `ell is this? Another Harley? So many sexy machines at 

Knightsbridge at eight!  
He can’t help giving it a stroke or two. But this one is warm. Nice.  
He walks for a long, long, time through Knightsbridge. It’s one of those moments that 

everyone has. He wonders who he is and why he is— for no reason at all. Nothing wrong with 
thinking like that. Everybody thinks like that sometimes. He continues his thoughtful march 



through the high street near where he’d like to live. Then, suddenly, it’s midnight. Harrods, silent 
and empty, rests on his right. He’d taken many circles. Four hours! He had started a little after 
eight. Yes time flies, it does. He would now roast some chestnuts for himself and then go home 
to mum.  

Hey! The cold bike is still there. He looks across the road, The hot one has gone. Someone is 
hurrying out of the brown building—a moving shadow in the dark that he barely notices. He’s 
too distracted by the aroma of his roasting chestnuts. He imagines he feels their charred heat with 
every bite. Sweet and smoky they are.  

Terry, you old fart; tonight you’re imagining a lot!  
He hears a throaty roar next to him. Hey, there is someone on the bike, must be the one who 

came out of the building. How come he didn’t stop by for some of his chestnuts? The smell of 
roasting honey should have got him here, no matter what. But the Harley races away in a blink, 
and Terry gives himself a long sigh. He may as well pack up and call it a friggin wasted night.  

Without any warning the sound of sirens splits the night. Blue and white cars flash red and 
screech to a halt near the brown building. The fuzz! He’d better split fast! Then a white van with 
a red cross wails to a halt. Flashes of red hit his eyes every regular second. Hypnotized, he 
watches the gates of Wellington Court. Oh no! They’re coming out with someone covered in 
white. Big dark blotches are spreading over the cloth. Dead. Bleedin hell. Dead. Somehow, dark 
visions of the Harley remain in his mind’s eye. No, wait a minute, there had been two Harleys at 
Knightsbridge—one hot and one cold.  

Terry feels a fearful suffocation. And he’s not imagining it.  
Terry Tarpey looks up at the steel and glass renovated wonder and takes a long breath. He’s 
never had occasion to come to a place like this. Anyway, this cold, glassy, monster doesn’t look 
that friendly. But then, New Scotland Yard is not supposed to be bleedin comfortable is it?  

He was near Harrods last night as usual to sell his chestnuts. Yes, he’d better make that clear 
to the cops; that’s why he was there. He’d brought a small bagful of the stuff with him to make 
sure the cops understood. What he saw might have meant something or nothing, but it would 
help.  

After all, Terry, it’s your duty- a model citizen you are.  

The Digital Police of the New Age offer him hot tea and make him relax in a room with bare 
gray walls and a small table with two chairs. It’s not an interrogation room with one-way glass or 
anything like that, just an empty room with an elderly, fat inspector with a walrus moustache and 
small green eyes that never stay still.  

He doesn’t like those eyes.  
Terry tells him of two Harleys at Knightsbridge. One belonged to someone who came out of 

the building at the time the poor young sod fell to his death. The Sun had given the whole story 
this morning. A sort of eyewitness he was to the murder. And murder it had to be. People don’t 
jump out of windows opposite Harrods, that’s what he tells the copper quite clearly.  

“Two? says the policeman with green eyes. “Two Harley Davidsons? Are you sure?”  
“Yes. Yes. Two Harleys, they were.” A bit thick this cop is.  
“And what time would that be?”  
“Two of ‘em around eight on either side of the road. The one outside the station was still 

there at midnight. The Harley outside the building must have left early. I thought I heard it start 
around eight fifteen, just as I started my walk around Knightsbridge. I only saw it once.”  



“Interesting.” Green Eyes scribbles a bit on a pad. “So did you say you saw someone come 
out of Wellington Court and ride off on one at midnight?”  

“Yes, he left the building after midnight, crossed the road and took off on the Harley outside 
the station. Can’t remember a thing about him, I can’t. I was more interested in his machine.”  

“You didn’t notice the number plates, I suppose?”  
“Oh yes, I did sir.” Terry smiles victorious. It’s a small, satisfying, victory. He did remember 

a number. But he couldn’t for the life of him remember if it was the cold Harley outside the 
station or the hot one outside the house.  

“Good man! says Green Eyes. He looks excited. “And the number, Mr. Tarpey, did that 
belong to the Harley Davidson parked outside Knightsbridge station at midnight? ”  

“Don’t have a clue, I don’t. Could have been either.”  
“It’s very important. Please try.”   
Terry looks helplessly at the troubled man in blue. He can see that he’s given Green Eyes a 

headache, but then it’s not that simple to be a cop, is it?  
Terry takes out his bag and offers the poor man some chestnuts.   
Cold and terrible they are, of course.  
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BREAKFAST AT 10  
 

It’s buried at the bottom of the front page with a small  
Photograph of Tony. I lay the paper across the breakfast table. Without expression, I absorb a 

death.  

The Sunday Telegraph  

King’s Assistant in Fatal Fall  

Tony Archer, assistant private secretary to His Majesty, was killed in a fall from an 
apartment in Knightsbridge last night. The half-clad body of the 24-year-old Royal Official 
was found by the police in the quadrangle of Wellington Court. The apartment on the fourth 
floor from where Archer fell to his death also happens to be the former home of Prime 
Minister, Richard Hall. Hall lived there as a young Member of Parliament when first elected 
to the Commons. There have been no comments from the police except that investigations are 
continuing. However, it is known that the apartment in question is still owned by the Prime 
Minister.  

“He had the key,” I say.  
Jason lowers his eyes to his plate. Fried eggs, sunny side up, have started to congeal. He 

looks up, about to say something. Then doesn’t. 

 

The Evening Standard  

This morning the Prime Minister expressed his shock and profound regret at the tragic 
death of the King’s Assistant, Tony Archer, last night. He knew him well, since Archer was 
assigned by the Palace to co-ordinate the communication between His Majesty and No.10. The 
Prime Minister also confirmed that Archer had access to his flat in Knightsbridge, which he 
had his permission to use whenever he worked late at the Palace. The King’s assistant is 
reported to have lived in the country, two hours out of London, with his parents. He was not 
married. The police have not as yet come out with any further information and are awaiting 
the coroner’s report. But the usual speculation is there, under such circumstances: Did Tony 
Archer take his own life? Or, was it taken?  
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HELIX 

Hazel wonders why Jason hadn’t picked up the bike. Boys can never be separated from their 

mean machines very long. Oh yes! He’d been away in Toronto, but he must have come by 
sometime after his return to check it out. She would see him in class today and remind him. She 

allows herself a little sigh of regret. There is not going to be much more of this for her much 
longer, and it hurt, visions of No.10 notwithstanding.  

A hundred pairs of hands clapping in rhythm welcome her as she enters the lecture hall, and 
she finds herself submerged within a standing ovation. Her class, it seems, also has the same 
vision. Then she spots Jason at the back of the room, the only one whose hands are still. But he is 
standing with the rest, a subtle smile.  

Thank you, Jason DeVerge. Thank you, my boy, for your courtesy.  
“Life’s become interesting, hasn’t it?” she says easily, and laughter rolls across the room. 

“Well okay, since I’m sure all of you won’t work till you know… Yes, the rumor is true. Today 
is my last day as your Director, and unfortunately, as your teacher.”  

“Hooray for Prime Minister Hazel Hawthorne!” shouts the pretty girl at the back, near Jason. 
She gives him a friendly dig as she shouts, but he doesn’t join her.  

“You know young lady,” Hazel says, “there’s an ancient and venerable principal in 
economics. Never count your chickens before…”  

The class erupts into another round of laughter and another standing ovation. She looks at 
them with pride. They are all behind her, all except the one who stands with the rest but smiles 
like his father.  

Without warning, someone appears at the door, asking her leave to enter. “Excuse me, 
Madam,” says the blue-coated figure.  

A hush descends on the classroom. Not again. Not Today. You can’t be doing this again 
Richard Hall. Goddamn you!  

The policeman approaches her, whispers an apology and the reason for the intrusion. She is 
concussed with the blow. He walks to the boy at the back of her class and has a silent word with 
the terror-struck student.  

“No! Stop!” screams the girl next to Jason, as he is escorted out of the hall.  

“I’m sorry Madam Director; we’ll have to keep him for questioning,” says the deferential voice 
from Scotland Yard on the phone. “It shouldn’t take verylong.”  

Hazel Hawthorne slams the car phone onto its base. How dare they? And in my class? The 
cobalt-blue Mer-cedes is bumper to bumper with the police car, and she can see a white face 
pressed against the rear glass.  

I’m here, Jason. I’m with you. And so must be your father.  



60 
 

CAPTAIN BLACK  
 

Tony Archer was pushed out of the window around midnight. Of that Police 

Commissioner Julian DeAngeli was certain. Forensics had found the footmarks of another 
person in the pile of the carpet near the window. Then there was the witness: your ordinary 
onlooker, as reliable as they come. He saw someone leave Wellington Court and take off on a 
Harley Davidson a little after midnight—the estimated time of death. That someone was their 
prime suspect. Finding a motive would come later.  

They had traced the plates of one of the two Harleys seen at Knightsbridge that night. It was 
registered to Jason DeVerge, but it was the other motorcycle that posed a problem. Their witness 
had not noticed the number, nor did he remember to which of the two Harleys the number-plate 
belonged.   

So which Harley Davidson was it? And was its rider the Canadian boy from the LSE who 
seems to be some kind of a relative of the Prime Minister?   

The vague kinship could complicate matters.  
Julian DeAngeli wishes he were a constable on beat at Leicester Square and sucks deeply on 

his empty pipe. He decides he will not give up smoking while he waits for word from Jason 
DeVerge’s interrogation.  
“Yes, I was riding a Harley,” Jason says to his interrogator. “Yes, I was there that night. Yes, 
Tony Archer and I…we came over together.”  

“Why?”  
Jason knows he can’t give a good answer to that. He’d lost control and jumped on the King’s 

Secretary, screaming that he was going to the King to tell him all. That had got Archer groveling 
and pleading on his knees.  

“We had some differences, and...”  
“—What differences? What happened on Saturday night, son? We’re only trying to figure 

out how he fell to his death.”  
“I was at Wellington Court for only fifteen minutes.”  
“Now you don’t have to reply, Jason. You have a right to a lawyer as we explained earlier.”  
“I got nothin’ to hide.”  
“Best out with it, Jason.”  
“Well, there was some sort of... er… I kicked him around, nothing more. Hell, I got nothing 

more to say. It was a personal problem I had to solve.”  
“This is a police inquiry, son. Nothing’s personal. We need to know how he died. Jason, we 

have to decide whether this is to become a murder investigation.”  
Jason shivered. “I…I didn’t do it…I had nothing to do…”  
“Okay. Let’s move on for a moment. You see, Jason, we have a problem with your story. 



You say you were out of Knightsbridge by eight fifteen, but a Harley Davidson was seen parked 
outside Knightsbridge Station till midnight.”  

“I didn’t park the bike outside the station. I parked it outside Wellington Court. And I told 
you, I was there only fifteen minutes and got back home by eight thirty.”  

“So where were you after that? At the LSE at Houghton Street?”  
“No, at Downing Street.”  
Nobody moved. Absolute silence. 
“At Downing Street? You sure, son?”  
“Yes. At No.10. I live there sometimes, you know.  
 

My mom is staying there for a few days.” They did not know. “I was exhausted. Jet-lagged. We 
had returned from  

Toronto early that morning. I was back by eight-thirty  
and didn’t move out all night.”  “Did anybody see you there?” “Of course.” Every movement in 

and out of No. 10 is recorded.  
Jason had nothing to do with the death. Unless he’d left  
again unseen. Improbable, but not impossible. “Did you go out again?” “No. I just told you that. 

I was tired and went back  
and crashed.” “Right. Just double-checking, son. One more thing.  
You parked the motorcycle at No.10, you say?” “That’s right.” “At eight-thirty?” “Yes. Yes, 

around that time.” He looks down and wets  
his lips.  

“You thirsty, Jason? Look, don’t worry. All this is routine. Tony Archer died around 
midnight, and you were back at Downing Street well before then. If what you say is true, you’re 
clear—so relax.”  

Jason’s eyes flicker towards the door. 
“Something wrong Jason?”  
He looked down again.  
“Okay son, we’re almost done. The Harley, Jason,  
 

when you returned to No. 10, where did you leave it?” “At the front entrance with security.” “Is 
that where you always leave your bike whenever  

you visit No. 10, Jason?”  
“No. I have a separate parking space near the back lawn.”  
“So why the change of location?”  
Silence. He looks up. His eyes are wet.  
“Jason?” The interrogator leaned forward, looking into his eyes.  
“The Harley that I rode that night was not mine. It’s always left at the front entrance to 

No.10. I… I’d borrowed it for a while.”  
“Who does it belong to, Jason?”  
The interrogation team had to feel his fear. Jason stared blankly ahead and whispered, “It 

belongs to the Prime Minister.”   
The head of the interrogation team is a pro. He does not even blink.  
But the bike with Jason’s number plates was also at Knightsbridge. How could that be?  
“You own a bike, Jason, don’t you?”  
“Yes. Yes, I do. It’s also a Harley Davidson.”  



The inspector nods very slowly.  
“And where may that be now?”  
“It’s parked in my director’s space at St. George’s Fields, near Hyde Park. I haven’t checked 

it out since I returned from Toronto.”  
“Come again, Jason, Whose space?”  
“Professor Hazel Hawthorne’s, sir. The Director of the LSE. You got me outta her class.”  
This time the inspector blinks.  

Commissioner DeAngeli is tobacco-clad within the smoky aroma of Captain Black. They had 
identified the second Harley, the one whose number they hadn’t got. The boy had been riding the 
Prime Minister’s Harley Davidson that night. He had parked it outside Wellington Court for 
fifteen minutes, had some sort of a scrap with Archer, and was back at Downing Street well 
before nine.  

So the question now was: Did the PM’s Harley Davidson go out again after he returned? And 
did it go to Knightsbridge again? And if so, at what time? And, who was riding it?  

And now Jason’s Harley, the one at Knightsbridge that night, the one the witness can identify 
because of the license—now turns up a Hazel Hawthorne’s parking lot! Or at least that’s where 
Jason said he’d left it. Christ! Loose threads entangled all over, and with that, the boy made his 
life even more miserable.   

Leicester Square was too close. Commissioner Julian DeAngeli wished he were a country 
constable on a cycle in Loch Ness, searching for the monster at the crack of a Scottish dawn.  

Now he needs to ask the PM a question. Or two.  
And he needs to ask the woman who could be his successor a question. Or two.  
This has become a bloody nightmare.   
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SERPENTINE 
 

It weaves like a snake through London’s Hyde Park, and even in winter, when all except the 

joggers seem to be in hiding, it retains a pleasant peace. As always, Hazel has come here to think 
amongst the green benches with the ducks lined up in a row awaiting their share of peanuts on 
the edges of the Serpentine.  

The Commissioner had been soft, but brutally frank. His questions were unbelievable. 
Unbelievable because they were being aimed at her. She had come to Scotland Yard protect her 
student, not to get involved.  

He had told her it was murder—and that Jason DeVerge’s motorcycle was seen at the scene 
of the crime lay parked in her space at St. George’s fields!  

She spots Jason heading towards her. She’d had a private moment with him at the Yard. 
Enough time to reassure him that everything would be fine. “Meet me at the Serpentine before 
you go home. Jason, it’s very important you speak to me first. You’ll find me easily.”  

And there he is, coming towards, her holding two steaming paper cups.  
“Just tell me, yes or no,” she says. “Did you have anything to do with it?”  
“No.” He stands before her. He hasn’t offered, nor has she taken a cup.  
“What about your Harley? It was spotted at the scene of the crime.”  
“It’s still where I left it, after it was damaged the other day on Oxford Street.” The boy has a 

composed flat look.  
“You didn’t return and take it…?”  
Silence. A slight shake of his head. Then tears. “I took my Dad’s. I was there for a few 

minutes. Tony Archer was fine when I left.”  
Hazel stood and took the tea, and Jason sat besides her, staring straight into the water. “He 

was there that night. I know he took out the Harley after I returned.”  
No! She composes herself immediately, surprised by her instinctive, silent, defense of 

Richard Hall.  
The boy is sure his father did it. He’s telling me the Prime Minister did it.  
Richard and Jason, both there? It made her stomach churn.  
But the boy’s too clean. It has to be Richard.  
But Jason’s motorcycle was also seen at Knightsbridge that night.  
Hazel gazes into the dark waters of the Serpentine.  
Then, suddenly, an icy thought coils and tightens around her neck.  
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WEB 
 

“Hello, Prime Minister? Can you hear me, Sir?” Phantom cymbals clash 

murderously in my head drowning every feeling into extinction. My mind is tired beyond 
thought and exhausted beyond expression.  

“Please meet me tomorrow, Commissioner. Yes, you may confirm his story and continue the 
investigation at No.10.”  

Jason? Oh my God. Why was he at Knightsbridge? Jason was not held, only questioned. And 
tomorrow, I have questions to answer to the Commissioner. A problem of two Harley’s at 
Knightsbridge on Saturday night: Jason’s and mine.  

“You were there!” I shout into the bathroom mirror.   
My hand has a vicious motion of its own. The mirror cracks and my face reflects, torn and 

monstrous within the crazy web. I can see the water in the basin swirl with bloody streaks of red. 
The door opens. Jason enters and stands behind me.  

“You were there.” His fractured voice cuts through my back.  
“And you were there,” I whisper through clenched teeth. I’m bleeding and our swollen eyes 

meet in broken glass.  
My head resounds with lethal cries. I turn around dissolving into fear with jagged visions of 

Tony’s death.  
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TRINITY 
 

G
ordon Thorburn sips steaming tomato soup in Café Rouge behind Selfridges and smacks 

his lips. Red drops fall unnoticed on his collar. He is enchanted by the music in the background. 
Magnificent. He’s not one for music, but he needs only one word to describe this: Real. Thor 
looks around. The others are captured, too. Yes, there’s something to this sound.  

The intrusive voice from Capital FM rudely interrupts the moment. “That was the sensational 
Rosaline by guess who? Our very own Mozart, Sir Richard Hall. Yes, people that Richard Hall! 
So run to HMV, VIRGIN, or wherever, before it sells out.”  

There is an incredulous buzz though the room. Can’t keep outta the news can you, Richard? 
Well, just you wait, folks. Wait till the shit gets out. Curtains down. Your performance will end, 
Prime Minister.  

The waitress arrives at his table bringing his ordered lamb drenched in Burgundy. He smiles 
at the sizzling sauce and thinks of Jason. And last night.  

Hard luck boy, but you did tell me I could use your bike. Destiny had to have a beginning, 
and an end.  

It was past midnight when he’d driven Jason’s Harley into the underground lot of St 
George’s Fields and parked exactly as it was before. All and all, the night had been quite a 
joyride. He’d been waiting outside Knightsbridge station for Richard Hall to keep his regular 
Saturday rendezvous with Archer when:  

A motorcycle skids to a halt outside Wellington Court. It’s the Harley! But hold on, it’s only 
eight. You’re early tonight, Prime Minister. And, I see you’re carrying your Saturday date with 
you. Getting bold ain’t we, Richard?  

What? Hold on, that’s not…  
Jason! With Tony Archer?  
Jason, instead of Dad? Well, well, look who’s become a bad boy now.  
But this is not good. What if the kid spots his bike parked outside Knightsbridge’s tube stop 

instead of in Hazel’s parking lot at St Georges Fields? He’ll recognize it for sure.  
Thank heavens! The youngsters are in too much of a hurry to look across the street. In any 

case, he and the Harley are hidden in shadows and by the last of the late evening shoppers 
crowding past him into Knightsbridge Underground. He’ll wait and hope Richard Hall keeps his 
time. Only then can he make his move. But Jason could fuck up everything.  

Eight fifteen. Jason’s out on the run, alone. Good! But that was quick. Hey boy, why the 
frenzy? Slow down, kid, or you’ll crash that bike! I want you outta here in one piece. What 
happened? Not intruding on Dad’s time, are we?  

Now, Richard Hall, he’s all yours. It’s your turn. Are you coming? Will you follow last 
week’s schedule? Every Saturday at ten. I’m counting on it. After all...  



Ain’t we all regular creatures of lust and time?  
Yes! A Harley again. Thor checks the indiglo dial of his Timex. A few minutes after ten, Dad’s 
time. The tall, slim figure, unrecognizable, with his helmet on, parks the machine and strolls into 
Wellington Court.  

This one’s in no adolescent hurry.  
Got you, Richard!  
Ten-forty. Richard Hall emerges, with his helmet on and head down, and walks to the 

Harley. The bike takes a circle and he’s gone into the night.  
Now, it’s the Viking’s turn, but he’ll wait a while to let the air clear before he makes his 

move.  
A quarter before midnight. Thor takes the stairs to the fourth floor of Wellington Court and 

knocks at the door. “A message for Tony Archer, Secretary to his Majesty. From Jason 
DeVerge.” That comes on the spur of the moment. Thank you, Jason. His entry has become a 
little bit easier.  

A bruised handsome face opens the door. A lover’s quarrel? Who could have done that to 
such a pretty face? Father or Son? He wonders.  

“I’m Jason’s friend,” Thor says. “May I come in? This may take a few moments.”  
The door opens. Tony Archer stands aside and he enters the apartment. The boy’s bare 

except for denim shorts.  
A lingering scent of Aramis.  
The lurking odor of abuse.  
And secrets in Trinity.  
Thor gives him a long look and strokes his beard. “Who did that to you, boy? Ah, I think I 

can guess…must’ve been the son. Angry was he? I wonder how he found out?” He comes close 
and strokes Tony Archer’s face.  

“What? Whose son? Keep away you bastard!” says Archer.  
He places a huge hand against Tony Archer’s chest and pushes him back against the long 

glass window that overlooks Harrods.  
Tony’s bare back presses hard against glass. “What are you doing? Who the hell are you?”  
Thick fingers spread on his chest. Pushing…  
“Stop! Please! Don’t hurt me. We can work this out. Please, take this; it’s valuable. It’s 

antique gold, given to me by His Majesty himself.”  
Tony wrenches the ring off his index finger. “Here take this; it’s yours.”  
He looks backwards and out through the glass of the window in uncomprehending panic. His 

eyes meet Harrods twinkling lights. The pressure builds. His back presses cold and hard against 
the glass of the tall window. Terror. Now he tries to scream. But it’s a gurgle of horror.  

“It’s not gonna hurt.” Thor’s voice is soft.  
“No! Please! Noooo!”  
Tony goes through shattering glass. The smooth body is streaked with swift, sudden running 

gashes of red as he tumbles, falling into the night with a final piercing shriek.  
Thor removes a sliver of glass carefully from his palm and sucks away the blood.  
“Nice boy,” he says.  
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FRAGILITY  

he PM's in the study, Mrs. DeVerge.” Caroline nods her thanks to the man at the desk and 
takes the steps slowly to the upper floor. Powerful waves of Night Music reach her before she 
gets to the door. She enters to find Richard at the Roland near the burning fireplace. He is 
dressed in a black jacket, black trousers, a white silk shirt, and a red bowtie. Barefoot, his feet 
are in slow motion, in a kind of a mild dance, and his eyes are shut tight. He has an audience of 
one. Jason! Her eyes widen slightly.  

Quietly, she sits next to Jason near the window where Big Ben glows in the distance. Her son 
places a finger to his lips and squeezes her hand, not letting go.  

The Mozart Man again. She knew what was coming. Mozart had to give way soon. Was he 
still like before? Would this become the room over Harvard Square? Had time made a 
difference?  

It was as though he had heard her. He looks hard at her and turns the Roland to automatic as 
he moves to the centre of the study and stands motionless for a moment on the oval Bukhara 
carpet that adorns the mahogany floor. Then with a clap of electronic thunder, Night Music 
becomes A Hard Day’s Night in the dark room lit by the flickering orange heat from the pillared 
fireplace.  

His body begins to shiver as music ricochets off the walls. He moves slowly at first, then 
faster and faster, becoming relentlessly feral, dancing in the dark. Mozart. Beatles. Mozart. 
Beatles: spinning spirals of energy. His feet are in crazy motion. The music suddenly stops and 
there is absolute silence. Richard Hall stands still and opens his eyes. Dark and brooding, they 
rest on Carol as he moves unsteadily back to the Roland.   

“Rose?” he says through closed dry lips and staggers.  
Together they rush to hold him as he supports himself over the keyboard, pressing down onto 

the keys with both hands. A confusion of ear splitting electronic wails screech from the 
concealed quad phonic speakers on the four walls.  

“Rose! ROSE!” he shouts, shivering.  
“Richard. Richard, its me. It’s me.”  
His eyes focus on her. A hand glistening with beads  
 

of sweat reaches out slowly and strokes her cheek. The  
dark whirlpools clear. “Thank you, Carol. Thank you again.” “We’d better call someone now,” 

Jason says. “Don’t even think of that, Jason. I’m okay now.  
Carol, I need the Lithium.  

It’s on the bathroom shelf.” He lies covered on the bed in the master bedroom on the rafters 
of No 10. They watch his silent, steady breath and the rhythmic rise and fall of his chest. Then, 
they silently leave the room when they see he is at peace. “Was he always like this?” Jason asks 



as they silently close the bedroom door behind them.  
“Richard was always made of many things,” Caroline says carefully. Jason had to be 

shielded from yesterday. But she knows her son is not going to accept that. Not after tonight. She 
can’t prevent tomorrow.  

“He sort of cracked up, mom. He thought I was responsible for Tony Archer’s death until I 
told him the cops knew that Archer died around midnight, long after I’d got back here. And that I 
didn’t leave No.10 again that night. But when I said that I knew he was there, he couldn’t take it. 
First he got into a rage and then suddenly went silent. And then, he told me everything that 
happened at Knightsbridge that night. Mom, I could see real pain. He really liked that guy, but it 
was only when Dad said he was at the Palace with the King at the time of Tony’s death that I 
knew that he had nothing to do with it. I was so relieved. I couldn’t stop calling him Dad, again 
and again. That’s when he started to talk in sentences so fast that they were almost a jumble of 
words. He said he loved me so much that he could only make me understand with music. Then 
he dressed up and we came down here.”  

“And…Mom, the Lithium? You knew about that?”  
Caroline looks sadly at her son. It was time to tell all. It was time to tell Jason Rose DeVerge 

about Harvard and Yesterday.  
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HIDESIGN 
 

ueensway, London: an atmospheric, multicultural, street of life and fun. Hazel drives slowly 
looking out for a stone, ivy clutched arch that will signal the entrance to a hidden by-lane. She 
realizes that she has never really got the chance to sense this bright road that sparkles with a 
dozen nations. She had almost reached the end of the cramped, noisy street without having 
spotted her turn.  It couldn’t be far. England had started again with Whitley’s, a loud building of 

21
st

 century boutiques and multiplex cinemas. Yes! There it is, opposite that ghastly structure. 
She takes a sharp right, into a mews so narrow that the rough walls on either side could have 
shaved off some of the Benz’s metallic blue. And, at the very end, in a small square yard she sees 
a blue roofed cottage out of a village postcard.  

It’s Gordon Thorburn's house.  
Will he be there?  
It rests in total silence. The lights are out. No matter. She has the key. His with her, hers with 

him, but she has never used the brass key she now holds between her fingers. Three years of 
union, and she’d never visited this house. Thor had never once asked her over. But, come to 
think of it, she had never given his place a thought.  

The formality of a knock.   
Nothing.  
The key turns smoothly, and she is in a dark hallway. If she doesn’t turn on the lights, it 

won’t make her an intruder, will it? No, of course not. So, should she wait till he comes? Yes, of 
course. But then again, it’s essential to look around. Now.  

Downstairs is well furnished, yet she can’t stand the quaintish, flowery, cottagey look. Thor 
should have had more imagination. Solid colors would’ve been more like him. Out of nowhere, 
she wonders what Richard Hall would have chosen. Perhaps mathematical, geometrical 
designs—every line and circle with its own personality.  

Yes. That would have been his choice.  
Little prickles goose bump on her back.  
That would have been hers, too.  
She moves up a creaky wooden staircase so small that it could have been made for her. Ah, 

the study and the bedroom. The whole scene is becoming threateningly like Hitchcock’s Psycho. 
Isn’t Thor supposed to jump out from behind the curtains somewhere about now? She had better 
make this quick.  

The bare study surprises her. Is she looking for something? She supposes so, if only for the 
satisfaction of finding nothing. No computer in sight. And a paperless workplace too, except for 
a newspaper on the desk. No books at all. This is very strange, indeed impossible, for a college 
professor. Just one coffee table hardcover lies on the large Rosewood table. The Lincoln Center 
reads the title. She flicks through glossy pages of history, architectural detail and color plates of 



New York’s cultural heart. A bookmark sticks out somewhere in the middle of the book and 
curiously she opens the page. The Avery Fisher Hall. Arguably, the world’s biggest and grandest 
concert hall. Why on earth?  

The newspaper on the desk answers her question. It’s this morning’s Mail. On the front page 
is an old, but surprisingly sharp, black and white picture of a large building with a crowd under 
the porch. They’re watching a handsome young man in the rain play on a portable electronic 
piano. The name on the building is Macy’s. The slim musician outside has that same subtle 
smile.  

The Mozart Man!  

This exclusive picture will be recognized without any trouble. Yes, it’s our very own 
Richard Hall as a young street musician in New York City. We now have the full story about 
the Prime Minister’s early life, which has been the subject of intense speculation on both sides 
of the Atlantic from the day he first stood on the steps of No.10. Richard Hall majored in 
Music at Harvard where he was recognized for his prodigious talent as a composer and 
virtuoso symphonist and was nicknamed ‘The Mozart Man.’ After graduation he married his 
college sweetheart, Rosaline DeVerge…  

The Mail had got the whole story. Bad news for her. She could see the romantic tragedy being 
built around him—the love of his life, tragically killed before his very eyes the day after the 
wedding, and his musical search for refuge on the streets of New York, till England called out 
for his return.  

Everyone who can cry will when they read this.  

…The Mail understands that the Prime Minister has been invited to inaugurate the newly 
renovated Avery Fisher Hall at New York’s Lincoln Center on March 12, with a solo recital of 
his brilliant piano  

257  
symphony Rosaline, which has caught the hearts of millions over the last few days. The US 
President and a host of other dignitaries are expected to honour Britain’s Mozart Man in his 
first public performance since his early years in the smoky cafés of New York’s East Village.  

Richard Hall is fast becoming a cult figure. With the New York concert just a few weeks 
away, the international prestige and applause that must follow will definitely make his 
political status within the country impregnable.  

That’s all I need. She looks at her watch and glances again at the thick book on the table. Thor 
must have rushed to Whiteley’s and bought it when he read the morning papers. Why? No time 
for that now. With a quick, final look around, she’ll leave. Hazel turns into the small bedroom; it 
is illuminated by a skylight about the size of the long narrow brass bed that lies below it. Nice 
and neat. She opens the cupboard. Absolutely clean. She peeks into the bathroom. He’s left. No 
toiletries anywhere. The shelf is clean, except—in the corner of the basin, in the soap dish, there 



is a thick gold ring. It’s the one she’d seen on Tony Archer’s finger at No. 10.  

Gordon Thorburn spots the sleek Mercedes Benz coming out of the mews.  
What the fuck? He turns around in the back seat of the black cab and watches her car race 

away through Queensway. He suddenly remembers the ring and turns back from Notting Hill 
Gate. How could he be so careless? There was no scope for mistakes now. But what the hell was 
she doing at his house? He’d better hurry.  

He knew the ring had gone before he entered the bathroom.  
Instead, Poison hangs in the air.  

United Airways flight 173 to JFK streaks upward through the clouds and London falls away.  
The big man in 5A with the blonde beard orders a Virgin Mary. He looks like a Viking, 

thinks the stewardess.  
“On second thought,” he says, “make that a double Bloody, and then I’ll chase it with a 

Manhattan.”  
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MAESTRO 

ulian DeAngeli, Commissioner of Police, sucks deeply  

on his cold briar as clarity refuses to come. Mozart plays from the radio on the bookshelf, 
while he reads through twenty pages of background material on the man who he will soon 
interrogate. No, interview. He has to decide if Britain’s Prime Minister is a suspect. That would 
become an unending nightmare. And then, there was the lady from LSE. He had felt her natural 
power when she had sat coiled in the chair before him. That tiny woman was capable of anything 
and wanted everything.   

Politics. Power. And of course, The Kingdom.   
Who pushed Tony Archer at midnight? He sighs his umpteenth sigh over the last hour when 

the mature voice from Classical FM interrupts his thoughts:   
“And now to the pick of the day. It’s No.1 on Britain’s charts. And for the first time in recent 

memory a piece has found its way to the top of all charts in Europe in three days. Here comes Sir 
Richard Hall’s magnificent, Rosaline.”  

Julian DeAngeli stops thinking while he is lifted on a musical journey to glimpse the 
universe.  

For the first time in years he wipes his cheeks.  
A buzz.  
What? Now?  
“Didn’t I say I’m not home, dear?” he tells his secretary. She should have known better.  
“I think you will want to take this one, sir.” Sir Richard Hall receives him in his study. Bright 

winter sunlight streaks through the windows. The sky is a brilliant blue and Big Ben towers 
majestically in the distance, perfectly framed within the three tall windows.  

And the Commissioner feels a presence: Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.   
Symphony No. 40 in G minor plays from the corner by the fireplace. He is fascinated by the 

electronic piano. Its keys are programmed to move automatically—up and down with a life of 
their own.  

“Prime Minister, I’ve come to inform you that we have had a break in the case.” Not quite 
true. After the call he’d received at Scotland Yard this meeting had become unnecessary. It was 
not Britain’s Prime Minister he had come to meet. He had come to honor Harvard’s Mozart Man.  

“Who killed Tony?” The eyes are black and dead.   
“According to information received just before I arrived here, Professor Gordon Thorburn of 

the London School of Economics is involved. He was at Knightsbridge at the time of the boy’s 
death—on Jason’s Harley Davidson.”  

“Really? Who says so?”  
“The Director of the L.S.E.”  
“Hazel?”  
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SELFRIDGES 
 

She loves her weekends and rises late, knowing that soon this time shall fade into 

forgotten luxury. On Monday at ten, she becomes Labour’s Leader, and with her first appearance 
in the House, the battle for the Constitution and the Crown begins. But tiny arrows of doubt dart 
within her.  

She had a dream last night that she was part of a different universe, so palpable that it had to 
be a parallel reality. There was Sir Richard Hall, in full armor, at a piano on a raised stage at 
Hyde Park, playing for his life. He is playing his symphony for his dead wife, with a million 
people all washed with tears and listening to him. And later, when it was over, they filed past 
ballot boxes that circled the park. The beautiful nightmare made her shiver as she woke to the 
sounds Rosaline on the clock radio.  

How do I fight you now Richard? You’ve entered their hearts.  
The chime of the doorbell. “Who is it?”  
“Special delivery, ma’am.”   
Orchids? All white. Like winter. And a letter.  

Dear Hazel,  

These are in anticipation of Monday. I feel a good wind blow. Winter and snow somehow 
make me think of flowers, and orchids are my favorite. In The Times this morning I read that 
Selfridges is having a special promotion of “Rosaline,” my symphony. You may have heard it 
around. Yes, perhaps I can earn a living again as a musician, in case my current job goes to 
someone else!  

She had to smile at that.  
I thought I might be able to tempt you to join me at Selfridges in the music department, on the 

fourth floor at noon today, if you’re not otherwise occupied.  

Yours, Richard Hall  

How strange. And she knows she must go—for the Maestro.  

She’d seen Selfridges pass through the years. The old lady had become younger through endless 
facelifts, but had finally decided, enough! This is how I’ll be forever. Yes, that’s how things 
should be. A social invitation from Mozart himself! Hazel couldn’t believe how things had 
turned. What a relief to get out of the arena for a while. A fancy coat, lined with Merino wool, 
nothing less was definitely the order of the day. She has to dress smart for Richard Hall. She 
smiles to herself as she steps on the escalator to the fourth floor. This afternoon would be an 



experience to remember, with Richard and Rosaline. She’d heard the symphony again and again 
on the radio, and for now Richard Hall to her was what he was always meant to be: The Maestro.   

Floor four. Books on the left; music on the right. She sees her tall elegant rival in the crowd 
with a beautiful woman and the handsome young lad who looks like him. The Mozart Man. 
That’s what they called him on the radio; that’s what everybody calls him now. Hazel stops and 
listens in wonder to the magic in the air that makes them call him that.  

I’m the PM, but I’m embarrassed by the crowd and the far away look on their faces as they listen 
to Rosaline. My head hurts with music. There’s a sudden hush when they see me. And then a 
rolling buzz and claps of welcome. Then all at once, everybody’s talking at me. It’s the Mozart 
Man they see today, not the Prime Minister.  

Hazel…?  
There she is, over there by the display of a thousand plastic disc boxes made to look like a 

piano. She has one in her hand. She has her own crowd of admirers in a circle around her. Our 
eyes meet and we smile. Thank you, Hazel, for coming. This extraordinary woman could be his 
friend one day. What a nice afternoon. Ah, I see crystal and cheese. Pink champagne and little 
morsels of Gruyere topped with caviar. Well done, Selfridges!  

“Hello.” A little boy pushes himself under the bodies that surround me. He’s holding a new 
harmonica. A nice one. Like the one I played for another boy the other night. Like the one I 
played for Rose in another life.  

“Hello, young fella.” I say.  
“Hello. I’m Joey.” He looks wide-eyed at me.  
“That’s a nice mouth organ, Joey.”   
He beams. “Yes, but I can’t play it. ”   
“But I can.”  
I kneel down so that I’m face to face with the excited eight-year-old.  
All these years. Look what I missed. I know what’s going to happen. Silence descends on 

Selfridge’s fourth floor. The music is switched off, and I can hear everybody breathe. The 
harmonica rests lightly on my lips and down on my knees I play for the little boy. And he sways 
as I play. My life is being played before my eyes.  

Joey loves it. He claps and has to dance. How beautifully he dances round and round me, 
giggling with pleasure. He and I are caught together in a common spell at London’s Selfridges.  

Then Hazel Hawthorne comes through the unending applause and warmly hugs me. And I 
see a chasm close. Much has happened at Selfridges today. So what more can there be, except a 
few more sips of bubbling pink champagne? Now I wonder if I can gather up enough energy and 
get back to my tiresome job at Downing street.   

“Fuckin' Monarchist! Fuck your fucking music!”  
A hunk in blue overalls jumps out of nowhere, heading for me. He swerves for a second 

before an agent reacts instinctively and hurls himself across the room to bring him to the ground. 
But not before the man gets a clear shot at me.  

A missile cracks against my head…  
A blur and I feel a shooting pain inside my head.   
Thick yellow sludge streaks my face. That’s not my brain. I’m still there.  
Humiliation. I tremble with anger in a surge of heat when, suddenly, sharp arrows of pain 

and red strike through my mind.   



I hear distant screams and a terrifying haze of fading sound and sight. And a slow dropping 
veil.  

I’m falling.  
Oh God, no! I’m falling. Into a dark chasm…  

266 
 

 

 



68 
 

DEEP BREATH  

There’s a cool mist rising, and I feel myself taking a deep breath. I’m awake. There’s a mask 

on my face, and fresh Alpine air streams into my lungs.  

“Prime Minister… Prime Minister?” someone says, and I open my eyes to a gentle light and 
realize with unnecessary amusement that I’m not dead.  

“He’s awake,” someone says. “Good.”   
The stethoscope dangles from his neck as he bends over me and shines a sharp light into each 

eye. I blink. Twice. And see him smile. So I’m all right. I don’t feel like thinking much further.   
No visitors. Not even the King.  
No coffee. Not even instant freeze-dried Colombian. But there’s orange juice. Absolutely 

fresh. And toast with marmalade. And some weak Darjeeling tea. And the Sunday papers. All of 
them.  

“And don’t let them get you too excited, Prime Minister,” says a plump, rosy-cheeked nurse, 
pleasant enough to be grandma.   

Banner headlines everywhere.  
“The PM's Sick.”  
Well, I know that.  
“It Takes an Egg to Give Him a Stroke!”  
That’s the News of the World. With a flush, I pass. 

 
“P.M. in Hospital After Attack at Selfridges”  
The Sunday Times naturally. That’s more like it.  

The Prime Minister was rushed to The London Clinic at Harley Street on Saturday 
afternoon after an assault by an unidentified man at Selfridges during a special promotion of 
his hit symphony, Rosaline. The assailant threw a harmless object at the PM that evidently 
caused a sharp rise in blood pressure, resulting in a minor, transient ischemic stroke that did 
not require surgical intervention. According to the hospital spokesman, the Prime Minister’s 
blood pressure on arrival was an alarming 240/ 130 and emergency measures were required to 
bring it down to avert a potentially serious situation. The spokesman also made it clear that 
the PM has been advised to take complete rest for at least two weeks.  

Also present at the time at Selfridges was Labour’s Hazel Hawthorne, who is expected to 
begin her bid for No.10 on Monday morning with her maiden appearance in the House as 
Leader of the Opposition. She accompanied the unconscious PM in the ambulance to hospital 
and remained there until he was declared out of danger. Westminster is buzzing with 
speculation about her next move when she enters Parliament. With the Conservative majority 
reduced to one and the now certain absence of the Prime Minister from the political stage for 
the next fifteen days, the government can fall at any time.  



So what now Hazel? You’ll be in the House in an hour doing your job, and I’ll be left looking at 
you on the tube from a goddamned hospital bed.  

The smooth sound of a saxophone filters softly through hidden speakers. The pounding in my 
head has finally stopped. The doctor returns. Dr. Sir Geoffrey Benson, personal physician to the 
King, is here today, under His Majesty’s instructions.  

But before I can ask him anything…  
“Lithium. Prime Minister,” he says, “Ms. DeVerge informs us that you have been taking that 

medication for some time.”  
“For years and years.”  
“Under medical supervision, of course.”  
“Of course.”  
He knows that I’m lying.  
Politicians lie, doc.  
But nothing is forever. Not even the secrets that lie in the shade.  
“Prime Minister,” he says, “we may have to change that under the present circumstances. 

There are more suitable drugs available nowadays, more compatible with the treatment needed to 
control your blood pressure and prevent a damaging stroke. You were very lucky this time. And 
we would need to make a specialist revaluation of the condition that necessitated the use of 
Lithium.”   

Dr. Benson looks me in the eye. I can see he’s very competent, very composed. Coldly, 
clinical.  

“I need a little time,” I say. “A month. That’s all. Do I have it?”  
He gives me a slow look and a small sigh. “Prime Minister, you were fortunate. The 

symptoms of your stroke lasted less than twenty-four hours without any loss of functions, 
intellectual or otherwise. That happens with the lucky few who return home without any 
disability. Most have mild disability, and the rest are severely disabled for the rest of their lives. 
Prime Minister, you have to be very, very careful. It could happen again, anytime.”  

“Sir Geoffrey, I need to get out of here, now. I have a little more to do for England and his 
Majesty, and also something for myself. I’m to play in New York at the Lincoln Center. In a 
month, I’ll do anything you say. You have my word.”  

He smiles gently and gives a small nod. “I’ll discharge you on Wednesday. No excitement. 
No stress. And I’ll try to keep you on minimum medication for the time being.”   

But his eyes look sad. I take a deep breath and get a sense of my marching destiny.  

Time filters slowly. The war’s about to begin and here am I in bed, about to see myself get 
fucked on the fucking TV within the hour. Shall I throw this bloody glass of bloody tomato juice 
at the bloody screen and see it explode into little bits of glass all around?  

I laugh at the thought—almost like an insane person, and get an insane idea from these crisp 
white sheets while I see the real world play out there without its player.  

Look at them! They’re going to vote you into hell, Richard Hall.  
Didn’t someone say: Reality to the lunatic is your equivalent to insanity?  
So help me God, but I know what I must do.  
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VISIONS 
 

The visions conjured by her presence in the House this Monday morning have packed 

the places. Still over half an hour to go, but every seat is taken, and she can feel all eyes on her 
on the front bench that seats Labour’s members. She keeps a steady smile and her eyes scan all 
the King’s men on the government side.  

But the empty seat opposite Hazel Hawthorne has reduced the moment. Nonetheless, there’s 
electricity in the air as they wait for the speaker to call on the Leader of the Opposition to make 
her maiden statement. And they expect her to command the house and decide their future. What 
will happen today is unprecedented. The new leader will table a motion of no confidence today, 
and for the first time in living memory, Britain’s Prime Minister will not defend. There are 
uncertain looks from the government benches. Their knight is down.  

No one can tell for sure what will happen: Do they have the numbers to get through? What’s 
going to happen in thirty minutes?  

For Hazel, the uncertainty is strength, an opportunity to call into question the whole validity 
of constitution by convention: everything is tradition, precedence. Even the existence of the 
King, the House, the Prime Minister and his cabinet. Everything. Nothing really should, or  
has a right, to exist.  

But it does. And that’s what comes in her way.  
Hazel Hawthorne waits for her moment, thinking about change. But first she must take 

charge.  
Amorphous tones dwindle into an expectant hush as she rises to speak at the wooden, brass-

edged dispatch box on the table in the gap between the two front benches. And without exception 
everybody notices that she’s so small that much of her will be hidden.  

A tiny laugh from somewhere. And another. And another. Then pandemonium in the 
Opposition. She flushes with humiliation.  

“Order! Order!” shouts the Speaker rising from his seat, turning from side to side. But no-one 
is listening. His voice is lost in the pandemonium...  

Confused, Hazel drops her papers. She kneels to retrieve them and disappears momentarily 
behind the dispatch box. A roar of laughter.  

And the House is lost.  
Then, incredibly, from behind the Speaker’s chair and into the storm, strides the tall, 

distinguished figure. He is dressed in dark blue, his black hair wetly gelled back and shining in 
the light. Hazel Hawthorne sees The Prime Minister of the United Kingdom standing still by the 
Speaker commanding his universe like a god into silence.  

Through the vacuum with an easy step, Richard Hall makes his way to take his place. A 



subtle smile and a slight bow and the world around him erupts into sound. Five hundred men and 
women rise together within the thunder of their welcome, and she must lead that applause.  

He has stolen her moment.  
But he waits for her to speak.  
Hazel Hawthorne waits for the cheers to fade.  
“Welcome Prime Minister. You look good.”  
And, so he does. The House is on its feet again and the Speaker does not call for order. 

Richard Hall stands tall and bows his head, acknowledging the honor. Today they had assembled 
for her. Today they were here for change, but now she has to wait. She knows the cameras whirr 
behind her and that at this moment the whole country is on its feet applauding the rising Phoenix.  

“Today, Mr. Speaker, was to be a day of no confidence. But it seems that that vote has 
already been taken and that the people have spoken through their House.” A roar of approval 
from Treasury. And a rolling murmur of surprise from the other side.   

A cardiogram of unstable emotions.  
Then, a timid thumping of desks. It’s evident; she has not carried them all. Hidden smiles 

abound. Their House is back to normal. They’ve cast aside the momentary spell, and its time for 
politics again.  

“My position before the nation is clear,” Hazel begins. “Everyone knows what I stand for. I 
think the time has come, not to rip Britain apart over the future of the monarchy, but to begin a 
move to have our constitution before us as a written document. As part of the process, an elected 
constituent assembly should review the political structure of this country—and the place of the 
Crown within it. This is the only true and democratic way we can bring about change in our new 
millennium. There can be no black and white solution to tradition, only a black and white 
solution to the invisible anachronism that we call our constitution. But this is not the right time to 
bring matters to a head. This country needs more time. Let us continue this debate over the next 
few months, let it seep through the bricks of our nation, and then let the people decide.”  

Tentative nods. They’re thinking, where’s the revolution? But they begin to understand. She 
must ride Richard’s growing swell. For a while…  

He wouldn’t have made it through a motion of no confidence, if he had not appeared and 
captured everyone. And so she made her call for the sake of credibility. Yes, it would be better to 
wait for a while.  

Well, Richard, you’ve earned yourself some more time at 10.  
She takes her place as the Prime Minister rises to reply.  
“Mr. Speaker, I would like to thank all the honorable members and especially the remarkable 

Leader of the Opposition for your good wishes that were showered on me this morning. I’m 
deeply touched. But the withdrawal of the motion of no confidence is surprising. I believe today 
the Opposition has not fulfilled its constitutional duty to oppose.”  

For a stunned instance, there is absolute stillness in the House of Commons.  
Goddamn you Richard Hall!  
But inside her there’s an almost inexplicable admiration.  
The Prime Minister had not come to the House to make peace.  
He’d come to declare war.   
“Mr. Speaker, I would like to inform the house that I will, after this, proceed to Buckingham 

Palace to recommend to his Majesty that this House be dissolved and that we go before to the 
people once again and seek their final judgment.”  

Only visions of oblivion could bring such silence.  
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SCULPTURE 
 

Sundown is here. Orange and red in formidable fusion against darkening London and 

Big Ben. It’s not yet time to go, but I’m consumed with desire.  
New York, New York. And Liberty.  
I’m parched with expectation, and sandpaper grazes inside as I stand still at the windows 

looking out over London. Flames in the pillared fireplace, freshly stoked, crackle behind me and 
the Roland plays its own tune with the flickering shadows that play on the walls. I feel their 
reflected heat. And a scent from the past. Carol’s soft hand touches me.  

I turn to her and smile. “You smell different today,” I say. “A different Sensation.”  
“Richard! Do you still remember Rose’s perfume?”  
“Absolutely. I can feel every note. But it’s different today, more vital and present.”  
“It is. I’ve worked on it. I’m still building on those vibrant notes. They need to work again.”  
Like you and me.  
“I have a fabulous idea. Bring your colored bottles into the study tonight; let’s create 

something new. You blend a perfume here while I play some Night Music.”   
Caroline’s look has the answer I need.  

A concert of senses. An opera of notes. Perfumed music mounts the air. My fingers touch the 
keys as she blends her vitality into her scent. Little glass bottles in a rainbow of colors stand 
together before her like sculptures of desire.  

But the flames in the fireplace still hold on to me, and I imagine someone else dancing in the 
intensity of its blue core.  

Rose, I’m playing for you, too.  
Caroline watches me watch the flames.  
“Richard, is something there?”   
I just draw her close, and close my eyes so I can’t see into the fire. We sink together before 

the heat, comfortable at last. Impressions of light, of sound, of taste, of smell blend us as one. We 
whisper in chorus.   

The moment, like the music and the scent, is too expressive to dissolve away and leaves 
behind this love affair.  

But when I open my eyes and look into the pillared fireplace, I know that I’m still gnawed by 
yesterday’s remains.  

Rosaline.  
And you.  
And I.  
Three sculptures.  
In illegal love.  
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LEVIATHAN 
 

Agiant is a giant anywhere except in Central Park. On any day, even in icy March when 

the cold wind blows and before spring even thinks of playing a tune of warmth, huge men, as 
heavy and menacing as imagination can draw them, orbit the frosty expanse. There’s nothing 
unusual about them here, but they rate a glance of unease. So would have Gordon Thorburn. But 
not today. He looks different. No longer a Viking. Not quite so striking. The long golden beard is 
gone, revealing a surprisingly fresh, all-American face.  

Until someone looks into his light blue eyes and feels disquiet.  
Thor’s been jogging in Central Park for the last hour. He misses the luxury of London and its 

time, but not much of that is left over there. Suddenly, there are startling changes across the 
Atlantic. Dark gray clouds hang low over the park. He moves quickly towards the newsagent, 
towards the swarthy Sri Lankans huddled in the kiosk behind his magazines.  

Time has Him on the cover:   
Sir Richard Hall with an alluring smile.  
People has Him on the cover!   
“The sexiest political animal alive,” it glosses.  
Gordon Thorburn flicks through the magazine and sneers.  
Fucking dilettante.  
Thor hails a taxi as thunder rolls across the park and manages to squeeze into the yellow 

Chevy with his pile of papers. The heat is on full blast behind his neck. He hates it, but prefers 
not to intimidate the nervous looking driver.  

“833 Broadway,” he says.  
Manhattan is gridlocked at nine am, but he has the papers. They’re the same—all filled with 

Sir Richard Hall. The new messiah of music, and Harvard’s Mozart Man, is returning to play for 
America at the Lincoln Center tonight. And a tickertape welcome is waiting for him, the first 
since Nelson Mandela. But the worst is on the front page of The New York Times:  

Richard Hall Will Win By Clear Majority  

A poll conducted by the BBC from a representative sample of 58 constituencies throughout 
Britain has shown a massive 10% swing towards the ruling Conservative Party headed by 
Prime Minister Richard Hall. Translated into seats that would bring him back with a clear 
forty to fifty-seat margin. This is a blow to the newly elected leader of the opposition Labour 
Party, Hazel Hawthorne, whose position until now was of a Prime Minister in waiting. Prime 
Minister Hall seems to have raced ahead with a fortuitous combination of circumstances. His 



quick recovery from a potentially serious stroke after a public assault by a Labour supporter 
and his dramatic appearance soon after in Parliament have boosted his popularity. But more 
than anything, it’s Sir Richard Hall’s cult status as the new Mozart of Music that’s given him 
the charismatic edge. His masterful composition Rosaline has been a worldwide sensation and 
has made Britain proud. Its Prime Minister is now is hard to beat.  

What have you done Hazel dear? All those years of planning and now you’ve gone soft. There 
goes history—and our place in it. We’re nothing now. Now there’s only one way.  

Thor permits himself a crazy grin. A Professor of Government on loan from Yale to British 
academia homing in for the assassination of the millennium?  

Yes Richard, we’re all crazy now. We’re talking about how to mow you down. Plain and 
simple.  

But Gordon Thorburn’s no motiveless homicidal maniac. He’s a Professor of Politics. Of 
History. With deathless reasons to hate.  

Richard Hall had usurped his Revolution and snatched away his place in history. He’d 
obliterated his destiny in order to pull down the last great relic of the old millennium and to end 
Imperial Britain. It would have been The Event—the watershed of the new century, and he, 
Gordon Thorburn, would have been its hero.  

The victory parade down Oxford Street. Millions at Hyde Park. The monarchy is over. He 
rides with Hazel through the cheers of an entire nation, his name etched for eternity at Marble 
Arch. It would have been worth it to be born.  

It would have been Thor’s salvation. Salvation from Richard Hall. Instead, now he’s left 
enraged with his damaged dream and grid locked in a battered yellow cab on Broadway with 
visions of the last of the great Viking raiders attacking Britain’s heart once again. But he’s no 
fuckin’ Carlos. No experience in this line of work. Except of course, he’s lying in wait, like a 
jackal.  

Thor feels a rush of adrenaline. It’s time to repair his fractured vision.  
And find retribution.  

The cab finally swerves to a halt.  
“833 Broadway sir,” says the driver with a smile. “Twenty dollars.”  
“From the park?”   
The man on the front seat blinks with discomfort. Thor hands him ten and opens the door 

only to slam it shut again.  
Goddamn NYC!  
It’s raining. It’s freezing and windy as only Broadway can be while winter washes away. 

Everything bites here. When all is over he’ll be gone, harpooning sharks in the deep crystal blue 
Caribbean or wherever. A Viking in the sun. The feel of heat through water with the sun burning 
his back while he hunts beneath the waves. Thor feels good for the first time that morning as he 
runs into the porch of the brownstone, papers over his head, cold rain drenching Richard Hall’s 
pictures to pulp. He throws the wet mass into the dustbin by the elevator.  

His loft is woody and warm and bare. The dining table is made of oak—unpolished, pale and 
raw. On the front wall is an enormous art deco of a Leviathan, a strange, geometric, multicolored 
image of a biblical sea-monster being hunted by tiny men with spears in little boats. Artistic, in a 



New York kind of way. Light streams in from the tall window that stretches up fourteen feet and 
touches the roof. It’s not barred. All windows are barred nowadays, but not this one. It’s live 
with volts. If anyone tries to come through he’d die.  

A hot chocolate milkshake with a dash of brandy. That’s breakfast.  
And Thor's still thinking…  
Tonight? Or tomorrow?  
He settles before the Sony, hanging slim against the wall. It’s an enormous six by four 

plasma display of moving reality in full color. And naturally, who else can it be dominating the 
air?  

He’s here. And the rain has stopped for a New York welcome. Ticker- tapes shower instead, 
all the way down Madison. Thor shakes his head. What's with this man? He’s not the Pope.  

“New York's giving him THE welcome,” shouts the excited voice from the TV. “Yeah! 
Yeah! Hello Mozart Man. Thanks for coming. You look good. You look so good.”  

Richard Hall is in an open Lincoln, totally unmindful of the cold, waving at the skyscrapers 
above and the footpaths on either side. Not too many people, but there is plenty of tape on the 
street as the cavalcade of cars and outriders races through the broad avenue with the smiling 
figure in black.  

“He captures the city of his youth again! The Prime Minister has two full days before he 
returns to the heat of his election campaign back in the UK. Tonight’s the night that New York 
awaits. And tomorrow he’s to visit Columbia University and the Village, shop at Macy’s, walk 
down Fifth and take a dinner cruise on the Hudson. Sir Richard Hall will re-live all his romantic 
and wonderful days as a New Yorker.”  

Thor is on his feet watching the spectacle on his Sony. 3-D sounds from the TV fill the room. 
He switches off the set and turns to the painting on the wall.  

“That’s your final applause, Richard. Oh yes, the hell starts now!” Thor yells. His eyes stay 
soldered on the indefinable sea creature of the Old Testament hunted by man, the Art Deco 
Leviathan that dominates the room at 833 Broadway.  

A gun? No. Not even that long range ancient Remington that hangs on the wall, with the 10x 
Leopold scope running half the length of the barrel and capable of drilling a hole in the center of 
Richard Hall’s head at two hundred yards will do. That’s an assault rifle from the old days meant 
for hunting harmless doe-eyed deer for fun. He grins at the thought of taking that into the Avery 
Fischer Hall.  

No rifle disguised as a walking stick in a false leg or anything jackal-like, like that. It’s not 
that day and age. No gas balloons that explode in the auditorium as New York’s culture vultures 
welcome the maestro’s arrival, or while they applaud after he plays, obliterating everyone 
including the assassin.  

No, no, there’s too much fiction racing through his mind.  
Coming to think of it, there’s so many ways to kill.   
So here’s a good one to think about…  

The Concert of Concerts. Royal. Sophisticated. Designer dresses. Diamonds. Light 
conversation. Intelligent talk in the foyer before the event. The clink of crystal. Men in black and 
white with bows, all looking alike. And then at last, the performance. The Maestro, the Mozart 
Man, is alone on stage with his polished grand piano shining with cactus oil. He, too, is dressed 
in black with a white silk shirt and a blood red bow. There’s sweat on his brow as fingers fly 
over ivory keys heading towards the climax.  

And then, without warning, at the crescendo…  



Eternity.  
The universe explodes.  
The shockwave from the piano blasts into his face.  
Bloody mangled oblivion.  
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LUMINESCENCE 
 

They await their man in black. Soon, New York will honor Sir Richard in the Lincoln 

Center’s Avery Fischer Hall, newly renovated, especially for tonight: two thousand, nine 
hundred seats. A hundred more than yesterday for the glitterati, for the very important people 
from everywhere. They are all here for the master of music, for the Mozart Man. They take their 
seats with hushed excitement. It’s time to be part of history. A diamond studded, unescorted 
princess gives the others who sit by her side a tight uncomfortable smile. Their scent is not right. 
But then, she should have been up there, within the great curve of the balcony. If only she could 
have got the right tickets.  

Without warning the lights dim, and everybody turns into shade. There is only a spotlight, a 
luminescence on the stark stage. It’s him, before his open Grand Piano. Behind him, heavy 
burgundy curtains cast dark shadows across the stage. Tonight he’ll begin with Mozart and end 
with his symphony, Rosaline.  

Its time for me to play in Mozart’s shadow. But I have trouble understanding this familiar, 
tangible world of time. Somehow I can’t fix this moment. Amadeus, are we the same soul at 
different times, differently behaving copies in different universes? Hamlet, you’re right. There 
are more things in heaven and earth than I can dream of!  

But at this moment New York waits for me. Time now for the Mozart Man.  
In wonder, they hear him play Night Music. The symphony washes everyone clean, music so 

real that they can feel its person. Yes, blessed they are to have heard this moment at New York’s 
Lincoln Center. Then, Mozart gives way to Sir Richard. From Mozart’s dying notes, the maestro 
rises before the piano to play Rosaline.  

Two thousand, nine hundred people forget they exist. They are drawn to their feet with him 
as one, lifted by sound, by the force of Rosaline, into the eye of a heavenly storm, traveling back 
through time, discovering how they happened to be.  

There’s a second of absolute silence in the Avery Fischer Hall, as though the air has been 
sucked from the chamber. Sir Richard’s tears are theirs as he bows on the other side of the 
crescendo and everybody sees…luminescence.  

Rosaline.  
I stand at my keys to welcome Rose.  
I see them all rise before me. I hear their applause.  
You’re here, too. I hear your applause. You’re with me.  
Rose! Rose! MY ROSALINE…  
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BLUE MOON  
 

ood evening, Prime Minister,” says Captain O’Hara of the River Princess as he welcomes 
us for a dinner cruise around Liberty. He’s especially proud of the estate room below deck. 
They’ve done it up for Britain’s Prime Minister, to make him feel at home.   

And take him back to medieval times?  
A knight in full armor with chains and an impressive iron shield stands guard at the door. On 

loan from the Metropolitan, I suppose. I notice his sword is missing. Instead, he carries a battle-
axe. It shines sharp, perfectly deadly though the centuries, and I can’t help thinking of how 
savage we were in the name of honor.  

How many heads were his count? I wonder. Suddenly I see red. Arrows of pain sear through 
my head. They haven’t stopped striking since last night, last night, when she was music.  

Rose, Rose … I thought I saw you again.  
Again a long needle of pain through my brain and everything goes black for an instant. Now 

light again. Something’s wrong, but tonight must go on.   
The round table is small but laden with food. A silver dish two feet across groans with a 

roasted pig.  
“Wild Boar?” I ask the captain with a smile.  
He blinks and looks embarrassed. “ We’ve also put in a piano for you, sir.”  
Yes, of course, I’m also The Mozart Man.   
“Thank you. That was very thoughtful of you.”  
“Everything’s laid out for your convenience, Prime Minister, and you won’t be disturbed for 

the rest of the evening. Enjoy your cruise.” He nods and leaves us with ourselves.  

Three knights at a round table. I pour blood-red Chateneauf de Pape into silver goblets and 
propose a toast to New York and Liberty. Yes, tonight I’ll show them Liberty. Tonight they’ll 
see her my way.   

“You’ve done this before,” Jason says. It’s not a question.  
“You’ll play for us tonight,” says Carol. It’s also not a question.  
I give them a certain smile. And it’s not an answer.  
“Oh, I’ve tested these waters,” I say with some mystery. Maybe later, I’ll tell them the story 

of Icarus’ flight into the night.  
The pain. The pain. Arrows strike incessantly into my head.  
Not now. Please God, not now.  
Our breath steams the window that faces Liberty’s green glow. Heads together, we watch her 

get slowly bigger as we draw close. Behind her and high above, thin clouds veil the sky. And as 



they move across her path, the moon seems blue. I don’t get an easy feeling looking at a blue 
moon, but tonight I’ll give them Night Music through the violent sparks in my mind. I move to 
the piano they have placed for me by an oval window. I can see Manhattan shimmer in the 
distance. My fingers touch the ivory keys and Amadeus comes alive.  
My body shivers with pulsing energy after the crescendo. I close my eyes and sway by the piano. 
We float in Liberty’s green glow.  

“I’ve never heard anything so beautiful,” Carol says when the music fades.   
I give her a bow. That was for her, and another lost.  

“Hey Dad,” says Jason, “let’s go on deck. I’ve got to see her glow close.” His eyes shine. 
Liberty’s got him, too. “Hot buttered rum, mom, sil vous plait! See you later folks. I must fly.”  

Deja Vu. In a way. Jason bounds up the steep steps into a strange stillness that sits on the 
deck. He seems alone. But that’s not possible. With Britain’s Prime Minister on board, there 
should be some security up here. The British Secret Service and the FBI had deputed two agents 
to accompany them on the cruise, but there’s not one here.   

He looks up at the bridge that juts over the deck, a futuristic glass bay window, halogen-lit, 
and needing only the Captain to command her electronic heart.  

But it’s empty. Nothing moves inside.   
The first mate? The three other sailors on this automatic ship are absent too. That’s 

impossible. Never ever an empty bridge on water. That’s the first rule of the sea.  
The autopilot. The boat’s programmed to circle the statue, that’s it! They must be having a 

drink in the Captain’s cabin. But the Captain has no cabin…  
“Hello, Jason.”  
His low icy sound freezes the air. He sits on the bench below the brass rails. A dark shadow 

with a glowing ball of light ricochets back and forth against Liberty. Someone’s there with a Yo 
- Yo! The boat turns and Liberty illuminates him in yellow-green. He’s wearing a shiny black 
diver’s suit with a mask pushed up on his head. He’s bald. His beard is gone, and his face is 
streaked with black. Unrecognizable. Almost. And besides those massive thighs, resting on the 
starboard wooden wall of the River Queen, is the squat barrel of a harpoon gun.  

Thor! Paralyzed, Jason forces himself to breathe.  
“Not a sound, boy,” Thor says, “or you’ll feel what the sharks feel when six inches of 

spinning steel spears into their gut at two hundred miles an hour.” He fondles the sleek and 
deadly weapon holding it by the circular compressed air cylinder that runs its length like an 
inverted scope.  

“Nine of those sharp shiny beauties inside this barrel.” He smiles thinly. White teeth glisten 
sharply behind the thin cracked lips.  

“Five left now, more than enough for the rest of you. Whadaya say, boy? You’re not that 
scared are you? ”  

A polar chill of a growing horror hits Jason. “No, please...”  
“Move over there,” says Professor Gordon Thorburn of Yale and the LSE, pointing to two 

crossed poles behind him, poles normally used to secure banners or a flag against the wind. 
“Let’s get you on the cross boy and wait for Dad together. Then we’ll watch him go crazy.” He 
walks to Jason still swinging the yo-yo as the boat takes another circle around Liberty.  

“I’m feeling breathless here,” I say. “Let’s join Jason up on deck.”  
Carol’s at the wooden bar, scooping butter into brass mugs. “Go ahead, Richard. He must be 



getting impatient. I’ll bring up the rum. That’ll keep us warm outside. Five minutes.”  
I give our guard, our Knight Protector with the shiny battle-axe, a pat on his long shield as I 

move to the steep staircase. He rocks with a clink of chains, almost toppling. I hold him tight to 
prevent a disaster and get his cold feel of steel. “Mind that axe old man,” I advise my knight 
before I open the door to move on deck.  

I’m hit by an impossible sight beneath a blue moon. Jason is tied to the flagpole on the prow, and 
the Hudson parts beneath him as the River Princess cuts through the waters that reflect Liberty’s 
glow. And besides him, a Leviathan in a diver’s suit with a gun.  

“Who the hell are…?” “We meet at last, Prime Minister. Gordon 
Thorburn for your pleasure tonight.” A distant note jars from somewhere 
far…  

His voice.  
His face.  
His body.  
Harvard. Oh God, HARVARD.  
It can’t be…  
“Priest?” 
“Hello again, Richard. Hello again.” 
“Greg!Oh God, Gregory Templar!”  
“Not any more. Richard. Now I am Gordon  
 

Thorburn. You infected me. I lost my religion, my profession. I lost Harvard. So it was no big 
deal to lose my name.”  

“Greg…”  
“—Then I built everything up again. And what happens a lifetime later? I lose them all again 

and more. My revolution, to you. Again. So, now it’s time for retribution, wouldn’t you say, 
Richard?”   

“Fuck you,” I say within the air of mounting fatality. “Hey boy, on the cross. We’re not like 
him are we? Not Lucifer’s boys contaminating everything we touch?”  

A fire scorches inside my head. Unable to think, I move forward.  
“No! Stop!” Jason cries, as I see Gregory Templar lift the barrel of the gun in his left hand 

with an expectant smile.  
Crazy, but I’m going to die anyway, so I continue to move forward.  
Suddenly, there’s a violent push on my back, and I stumble aside. Behind me and then in 

front of me, a war cry curdles the night…  
Shielded by three feet of cast iron—the Knight’s shield—and with a battle-axe held high, 

Carol charges forward with desperate energy. Her frenzied scream stops the giant for an instant. 
Like looking down at the finality of the End from a Harvard window, she faces oblivion again.  

Shocked, Thor steps back and fires.  
A dual whoosh of compressed air.  
Merciless titanium arrows of death of the third millennium deflect uselessly before the crude 

shield of the second as she stops for an instant, her arm curved above her head. Her primeval cry 
drowns Thor’s uncomprehending gurgle of horror when, with wild force the battle-axe, swings 
down.  



And I see the Priest’s finger tighten on the trigger again—while his head is split in half.  

Arrows of fire rush through my head.  
Everything turns Red.  
There’s a blinding light of an exploding sun…  
And I see my mind atomize.  
Oh God. Oh God.  
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HORIZON 
 

Time trickles slowly through the long dark tunnel of the next day and an uncertain 

intimation of mortality coldly lingers over New York. An assassin from Yale. The Prime 
Minister from Harvard. And his medieval defense against death. Then the tragic finality of the 
stroke that damaged the hero. The city remains on vigil with a cold rain falling on Manhattan like 
tiny knives.  

The New York Times  

Sir Richard Hall remains in a serious condition with a massive stroke provoked by the 
assassination attempt on the Hudson last night. Two weeks ago the Prime Minister had been 
hospitalized in London for a similar transient event from which he had recently recovered. 
This time, unfortunately, his condition is far more serious. A hospital spokesman made it clear 
that the Prime Minister is in intensive care and would remain incapacitated for several weeks. 
They are unable to determine at this point if a full recovery will take place at all, but they 
remain ‘hopeful.’ 
 

The Mail  

“To the Polls Without the Knight”  

Richard Hall was flown home last night after two weeks in the United States. There is good 
news and bad. The good news is that New York’s Mount Sinai Hospital was filled with the 
sound of his portable keyboard, but the bad news is that he is unable to communicate 
normally. His doctors are reasonably sure that his intellectual facilities are unaffected since 
MRI scans don’t reveal signs of permanent damage. But recovery from the stroke will be slow 
and will take several more months. Our Maestro remains inviolate. But not so our Prime 
Minister. Sir Geoffrey Benson, personal physician to His Majesty, announced this morning 
that it would be impossible for the Prime Minister to resume his political career and that 
though he is expected to recover, he “now needs to live a calm and easy life...” 

 

 



The Guardian  

“Hawthorne Leads Labour to a Bitter Victory”  

A spiritless nation has turned to Hazel Hawthorne and Labour. Ironically, the margin of 
victory was the same as the Tory’s December triumph, – 5. It is unlikely that any 
constitutional change will take place in the near future. The victory has been bitter in Richard 
Hall’s shadow, but the people’s message is clear. Britain will stay as it always has and The 
Mozart Man will continue to rule Britain’s heart. 
 

The Times  

Buckingham Palace announced last night that His Majesty will relinquish the throne next 
week and assume the title of The Duke of Windsor. The Coronation of the Prince of Wales 
will take place on the same day.  
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REINCARNATION  

wilight paints the horizon into ribbons of orange and red, and I feel I’ve seen these colors of 
heaven before. Light still has some life left and in the soft autumn air my baton rises and falls 
with the orchestra from the Roland, which stands alone before me under the cover of the old oak 
tree. I wear a loose-brushed silk shirt and face my Roland on a low wooden box with the 
sprawling lawns of the estate behind me. My hands blur through the air in circles of rising 
passion. Sweat and soft silk cling together to my body, and I shiver. And when the pulsating 
crescendo releases itself into pure melody, I sway on the podium, as the notes float away with 
the cool breeze of the settling evening. Through the music I feel their presence behind me, 
standing in audience under the darkening shadows for Mozart and me. The Prime Minister stands 
a step behind my friend who had once been King. I love them all. But there’s only music now. 
Just me and Mozart playing as one in the shade.  

“They’ve come to say goodbye, Richard,” Caroline says.  
The time has come. This is my moment. At last. At last.  
“Dad,” says Jason. “Dad, we are taking you home.”  
I know that tears glow somewhere within my eyes. I look up into the sky, searching. There’s 

a single star in heaven that shines.  
She must be Venus.  

At last, an ocean away I sail with the cool winds of the lake in my hair. Carol and Jason sit by 
my side. Evening falls, and the water is as dark blue as Ontario’s sky. There’s a carnival of lights 
in the distance, Toronto on her waterfront celebrating life.  

A lone seagull floats lazily homewards and circles down around us.  
I look up at her, with a smile.  
Goodbye, Rose.  

Promises are sometimes kept.  
Toronto, here I am, my amputated soul one again. Evening falls and the lights brighten as we 

move towards shore. They know I’m back, sailing over time through shades of yesterday. 
Somehow, it’s always in the shade that I seem to play out my life. But now they sit close to me, 
and I feel nearer home and see the end of my masquerade in the shadows. I’m not empty like 
before. Thoughts and music entwined turn my mind. Many sparks light my consciousness. A 
familiar energy there, but I must prevent a storm.   

So in the fading light I reach into my oilskin case for my worn copy of Neruda, to read poetry 



and his most beautiful lines. Then at the Harbourfront I shall turn and face my lake while Rose 
lives luminescent under my poet’s blue stars that shiver in the distance.  

visit www.executingmozart.com to order the paperback. 

 
 


