


CESARE AND The CHINESE,

Cesare was & slim, good-looking young men with dark hair
eand & delicate, slightly curving nose. He was quite tall, and
moved softly and lightly. I used to see him in a trattoria,
usually with & women of Chinese origin. He would smile towards
our table most politely, with a little nod of his head. ItAwas
impossible to imagine him doing anything abrupt or harsh, In
everything he seemed delicate and thoughtful, and perhaps a bit
submissive. He lacked the blind, staring quality of other Romans:
far from being lost in his senses he seemed inglese, in the Italien
meaning of the word---rather cool and formal. In fact, I often
wondered if he was wholly Italian, and if perhaps he didn't come
from the Veneto or the Alps. But he told me one day, when I asked
him, thet he was a Roman 'born and bred'., His father was a big
landlord and owned several blocks of flats in Naples and Palermo.

Cesare wasn't & very young men, He was in his early forties.

But he gave the impression of a youthful shyness and insecurity.
onee

dueing—thw—wer—after—the—armistite
I remember when he told mgAEEffb

govermmEnt,, he had walked from one side of Italy to the othe%f
e

mostly along difficult mountaln paths, with no monEXl,E§§§£éEEET

tna$;£§§21m£ge I already had of him---as innocent of any harshness,

and shyly withdrewn from the world---was sustained by his descrip-
fad a

“tion, @as hidmeant it to be perhaps, so that I saw him aazkind of

romantic wanderer for a moment, his uniform in rags (he'd been

an officer), hatless, but still smooth end trim-looking, strangely

) as #1.«gx‘§§.u4
beautiful, not sweating or hungry or irritated

wauld B,
et [

He and the Chinese woman always sat in a corner of the

trattoria, quietly, sometimes never once addressing each other;
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and they rarely joined another party. I took them for a
married couple who were & bit bored with each other. Bgzwgpen
someone told me that they weren't married. And & littl%4he
invited us up to his flat., It was an awkward, cold-looking place---
just two rooms. These set out to be artistic, With useless
imitation-beams across the ceiling and a bookcase sticking out in
the middle of the room with a settee in front of it, all jegged
and devised, without any intimacy at all. The Chinese woman was
a pale, thin creature with a cracked voice, and she spoke in
painfully complicated sentences, trying to use big words and convey
pretentious idesas, I couldn't concentrate on anything she sqiga

—gné rad-B PoetAng? ofz st PPty frod-erZ; She would talk about

books or pictures or the latest film, and everything seemed

sy%hened through a dusty brain. The things she said didn't seem
A ;
to come from life or people but to be connected with technique or

¥ —
porlormdnce 0B ¥te-br machinery of some kind, Her semtences
were €7 jagged like his room, and she kept referring to people

as being 'sensitiged' to things or 'unsensitised'. She said she
hed & high degree of sensitisation to noise, meaning she couldn't
stand the radio in the courtyard; she wasn't sensitised at all
to human presence as obstruction of the psyche, meaning she could
wWork with other peopie in the room; She spoke in a breathless
way all the time as if she couldn't get sufficient moisture into
her mouth and was trying to whip a dead heart into life again,
She had strangely hollow eyes with only & reminiscence of the
Chinese in them, darkee than the rest of her face; and she sat
hunched up, ﬂer shoulders angular, her chest caved in. We heard
that she'd once been one of the loveliest women in the city, with
a plump, rich body that mede the Romens gape wherever she went,
She'd come to Rome in the war, and had stayed afterwards out of
love for the city.

She talked to me about this.
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gé' 'It was some city in the wer---it's never been the same
since---I'm sure it wasn't like it befére, éither---the streets
seemed different-—-'. .

I said I thought this was the glow war put on things.

It made everything a glowing scene---the background of death,

Bhe nodded end said, 'I guess I was looking for it to
happen again, but short of another war it wouldn't. Anyway,
it's been & graduel let-down ever since---', and she cast & slow,
narrowed look, so dusty and tired, across at Cesare, who sat
talking to my wife, his head back against the settee in a way
that gave him a helpless and even frail look.

I asked her when she'd met him and she said just after the
war---a long time ago now (with another dusty sidiglance at him),
Their work had become connected: he was on some trading scheme
that involved Shanghai, where she was born. They'd worked for
months in the same office--—'Then...; she é;g;&rWith a smile,
and shrugged her shoulders siowly without adding anything.

There was a silence, and I looked across at him,

'We're talking about you,' I said. 'How you met.'

'Ch, yei' he answered in English,rwitﬁ the seame slight
American accent as the Chinese womaqc,yor a moment, watching
his face, I felt a rush of friendship towards him, for that
Italian qua&&fy I head Zome to recognisgf@? a certain clear-brighE’
ana’dazzljxgnyet mysterious intelligence. Then it disappeared,
like a brief giddiness.

'I'd just come back from China'.

*Oh, you were in China, t00?" )

'Yes. For about two years. In Hong Kong.'

'Really? You met Buwei there?!

He paused for a moment-—-nothiné seemed to take him unaweres
/_Q/
or disturh his delicate calm---and #f@m he nodded gravely. He
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could as easily have met her on the street in Neples---I had a
sudden impression of him as & liar.

In a curious---perhaps eastern---way the Chinese women

seemed to know everything about him. Sometimes he looked like
a child at her side. Apparently, she knew both his wives well---
he'd been divorced once and separated once, She even seemed to
collect an encyclopéaic knowledge about him, all the time storing
it up in her peculiar English machine-panguege, which he may or
may not have taught her himself. He liked her to speak in English;
wirkar®y, Itelian seemed tvulgar' to him/Wand he knew;‘)

no Chinese, Even when shé was aﬁay from Rome she seemed to be
protecting him still, and people said #&% he never went a day
. %
without writing to her: even, that he kept a diary for herpf
his most intimate doings, in symbol-language.
Yet he wouldn't tolerate a mention of her when she was

/w'
away., He screwed his nose.-up eZigBtAP, with disgust. * It was

an 'old* affair: stale, Yet it had proved itself stable.

about each other if they could help it, except to show a little
sign of disgust. Perhaps she felt proud to use the odd language
he'd taught her: it was light and timeless, like a strange
western Buddhist tongue---perhaps that was it; it wasn't ugly

for her as it was for us, since the language wasn't alive for

-

her in any case.,

She gazed at Cesare. from a distance, at his corrupt, Roman
Y
face poking iﬁé kindly or delicate or boyish mask, according to
n . aceordivg o .
the needs of the moment (that isalwhat kind of women there was in
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the room). Perhaps the machine-language was the best way of
ws€
describing the peculiar machinery of his lifé{lgs it would have

been to describe his room, and the fake art he put on his walls.

She seemed to feel an exquisite power ofer him, but being Chinese

she had no taste for power in our sense:, sheMaenttclo2iberatety
o 5 i for
,K‘c - exQredsinglenyihing. ge was simply &n exquisite eXperiench

In fact, she relinguished whatever power she had over him every
day, every hour: she grasped at nothing. She stayed in his
flat when he wanted her to; left it when he gave the word,
The stay might last a week, six months, hardly a day. They 1led
e strange life, |
a

I used to think of them as twWwo people sitting in the crazy
no-man's-land between two religions, so gripped by whatﬂlay on
the other side of the frontier than they never came to terms wikh
what lay on their own . Cesare had wanted to be a priest once,

%
but, as he saiQy demurely, with a flattered glance downwards,

'passion' had stood in his wey.

e saw them several times after that, and they seemed to
get more and more irritated with each other, Sometimes he gave

her a cold, level glance, or deliberately didn't answer a question, bwt

¢ a—piesenre—roEo— .Eﬁgjgé%med to smile inwardly, and talked on in
S her droning voice as if he weren't in the room. They looked
too tired of each othefﬁz;;;’%b have a quarrel,

Often she would go away, for weeks on end, to Austria or
Switzerland for the cood mountains, and he would eat in the tratt-

oria alone. Then she went to China for many months, and he

started up with another women.
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This new woman was a friend of ours: she came from Greece
and hed a lazy, self-indulgent, morbidly sensuous character, with
& handsome but nervous face and childish, light-blue eyes which
she “beptiners cést down in affected modesty, with the hint of a
wry smile, as if she quietly approved of ## impropreity dbut

s
couldn't t&iig&oa as much. She was separated from her kmmRzkdnx
A

husband, and for nearly four years now she'd been going 22232 with
one man after another, sometimes falling iﬁ love, or saying she
S omatfer

fell in love, and sometimes treating it aslélraw sensuous adventure.
She had firm, well-rounded hips and & full bosom, and seemed to
grow more sensuous in body with every man: until she met Cesare.

Every new affair was #&weys the most important experience
she'd ever had, and she liked to give her friends all the details,
Then theridyould be an estrangement, a crisis during which she
wGUy look[tired and ill, than there would be anrother men end hhe
process would start all over egein. She was interested in a man
most, it seemed, when he was fed up with her,lggz'the moment he
seemed to need her she cooled.

Actually she and Cesare had known each other for some years,
1wbimote

—
but not ogemamaiisfzﬁﬁsgﬁiﬂg terms., A few weeks after the Chinese

woman left he asked her to dine with him---not at the usual

trattoria---and they were soon spending the night together at his
flat. She had told people openly that she was going to 'meke &
line for him'. ' )
Sometimes he slept at her flet, sometimes she slept at his.
They had dinner together almost every evening, and often he took
her to night-clubs, She would bpbone him at his office, and he
would show'impatience if she had’ﬁade én appointment with eanother
man. Then their affair suddenly became secret. They never went

to the usual trattoria and for weeks she said nothihg about him.

He hed asked her not to give him publicity, as she'd gi%jn it so




7.

generously to the other men. For one thing there was the
Chinese woman, who mustn't hear of it, and then he had a certain
cpositiog to keep up. Hé was shrewd enough to see that her pub-
liéity wasn'f always flettering.

As alwéys at the beginning of an affair she was demure and
girlish, casting her eyes down a.lot and looking quietly---even
theatr;cglly---happy. But gradually it was clear that anxfaies
bad-obidted.  The trouble, it seemed, was this: he was m?‘"

P!

. . /W B
like her . in Wj#s character. He was gog¥ interested in a woman

when she was cooltﬂavﬂimg andvﬁggxxm&nxEﬁvﬂezectedyﬁer when she

was warm., ¥mxxw His wives, she sa{g;ﬁzéhe publicity-service was
starting up agaiayégggﬁ made the mistake of showing warmth.
ddatﬂlso she began to find out that he' Aquite &s many women 8&s
$he'd had men. I was surprised to hear this, remembering him in
the trattoria, so meek and retiring.
Her usual# way of giving & man publicity was to ask her

friends for ‘advice'. And she began to ask us for advice.

When she rang Cesare up & great mény times in the deay, scmetimes
once every three minutes for three hours or more---there was a
lazy persistence sbout her---or made & scene at his office, or
waited outside the palazzo where he lived to see if other women
went in, he was brusque and cold with her, and told her not to

T pet i, > But when she mede

be 'vulgar'@ hhpih e
other appointments and stayed out the whole night he would ring

her flat repeatedly and leave messages with the maid, and then
shout at her furiously for being a %¥whore?.

Slowly her body changed., She #&ad lost the round, fleshy
look in her hips, and her chest began to look sunken, in the
same way &as the Chinese woman's, Her eyes took on a paler

— V¥ - Wed
and dimmer look, &%k her hair s=eemed more straggly. She began

{ /
Sacha A '
to wear loose é&ze$ses in the Téhnties style, no longer the tight,
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erotic, Roman dresses she'd worn before. She spoke softly,
always seemed tired. She even begean to look schoolmarmish,
wearing flat, healthy walking shoes and buttoned blouses.

She told us that Cesare was always ‘'correcting' her. He
could only bear her to wear certain pale colours, and considered
most of her clothes 'crude!', And he made her little gifts which
subtly suggested the correction he was after. He had a way of
looking at a woman with a secretly appreciative warmth in £is
eyes, as if he saw something in her that the other men hadn't
seen. He seemed to say, 'But how strange you never realised
before---didn't you really know that you had all these little
gifts---is it really true no one told you about them...?* And
of course an attractive woman couldn't brush that off. She
began to feel that she was dazzling and exquisite, byt only if
she followed his directions.

. It was only one more step for him to use this as blackmail,
supposing he hadn't designed it as blackmail from the start.

She fell over herself to do whatever he suggested. She rushed
out and bought the hideous tartistic' colours he wanted. She
began reading the books he liked, even Proust. He told her he
was essentially 'proustian': there were certain vulgarities he
couldn't bear, and what could be more Proustian than that?

She began to talk more carefully, as he asked for more ‘'spiritual'
forms of conversation.

She told her frejinds that she'd never had a man like him.
He exhilarated and excited her without precisely satis%g;ing her,
The more he criticised her and threw up his hands at some
‘vulgarity', the more she felt the obscenity of her own person
and tried to tone it down in some way. And the pleasure in
this was that the moment they were in darkness together again,

even if it was only for & few moments, she was & 'shrine' &gain.



Her other men had given her rounded hips and warm appetites,

but she didn't wantbthis any more. By being attractive now

she fell short of being a shrine. So she ceased being attract-
ive. It was the most tremendous boon her vanity had ever had.

But the moment she was ready to do anything for him, he
cooled and made other appointments. He told her he had to work
late at the office. She phoned the office and found he wasn't
there. ~ Or he said he was going to work at home; &and she found
he didn't get home until after midnight that day. She wasn't
sure he was going out with other women; he always threw up his
" hands if she suggested it. But several things happened to make
it obvious. He was seen at a night-ulub wWith a womén from
Bechuaneland, the wife of an official, She weas & striking dark
women with thick hips and & provocative, burning gaze. Still she
didn't believe it. He was so convincing when she saw him again!
He would look at her as if to say, 'And you, with all those gifts
I've told you &bout, you really believe I could be seen out with
her?! Of course, he knew the women, but no more than that.

And, being flattered again, the 'shrine' came back into its own,
especially if they/géé;jzéent the night é&gether.

He even introduced her to the Bechuanaland lady; séwm she
foun%AStriking but not}the 4bromiscuous type'; @&and in any case
she had thick hips, which she knewaigsizftgign't like. They
even became friends in a mild waylauqﬂs{%went to the Bechuanaland
lady's house for drinks, though they were both careful never to
discuss Cesare.

Then she would promise not to spy on him orgdoubt his word
. again. He would say, 'Why, yes, she chéses me, she's in love

with me, but 1 know my tastes!' And he would lean back and
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smile at her lazily, his eyes making & tiny dark sparkling

movement, and put out his hand in & gesture of compassion---

compassion for the other »—

T. P lo
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woman., After all, if she celled him a liar, she dethroned

2l
herself as well---there was that to think of:,(%thron¥ every
{er :

little compliment he'd made[ .
But et the same time she played her own game as well, #when=-
ever he seemed to b%&ying she mAade an appdintment with another
man, and when he seemed really cool to her---meaning he didn't
—
even trouble to pay her compliments, but looked at her ##&gh bitter{j
{@@Qgga?and said, 'My God, you lbok ghastly tonightit--she would

stay awey for a day or two. The spying became recip cal and

perran
obsessive. They began to realise that the otheghwas as practised
and unscrupulous a lisr as g themselves,wezezn A Woman Who knew

them both, after listening to one of her long stories about his

lying end treachery, said with a smile, 'Siete fatti 1l'uno per
lr'altro'---you are made for each other. - '
They began to live like man and wife, out of mutual fear,

T2
mere-thenlangtiingzedse, - He spent nights at her flat, and she

nights at his, They agreed to try 'an experimental period of

marriage' to see how far they were z&€2¥Z¢ compatible. But the
bleckmail and strategy went on. She began smoking & lot, which
she'd never done before. She wandered round from friend to
friend. Her face was sallow and drewn, and days at the sea mede
no difference. Late one night she rang us up saying she had
to talk to someone, could we come round &t omce, otherwise she
would throw herself out of the window. I said,.go, we were
tired and had to work the next day, but rather theam throw herself
out of the window why didn't she come round to us for a few
minutes? She said she couldn't because she had a temperature,
and rang off. I began to get anxious and after a few minutes
rang her back. But she seemed to have forgotten our conversation.,
Bhe spoke lazily---Cesare had just talked to her, she said---and

she added & little curtly that she was tired now and wanted to
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sleep.

Number One then came back from China. Everybody expected a
crisis, but apparently her affair with Ceéare, which had gone on
for twelve years now, was at last over. Or so it was thought.
But someone who knew her well pointed out that this had often
been thought before. Anyway, she and the Greek women met &and
found they'd known each other long before, in a vague way,

They even breakfasted together at Cesare's flat, after he'd gone

to work---to the astonishment of his maid. They didn't talk

about him, but both knew the other knew, Number Two femained

in sole possession. Or so she thought. The Chinese woman had

nowhere to stay yet---she hadn't found a flat, and was constrained
Turt for adew ~glls,

to sleep there, fixing up a divan in the sitting room. ,

Cne morning Number Two, after spending the night at her own
flat, went to Cesare's 'just to eheck up', before the maid was
due to arrive. No one was there, but under the bed she found
a Chinese handkerchief, which she said only a women, and peBeR@Ly
& Chinese wgﬁégzgwould carry ebout with her, Then she found
Number COne's toilet equipment---including & pessary and contra-
ceptive tablets---in the bathroom. This wasn't necessarily a
proof of anything but, &s she said, 1t went 'a damned long way.!
But then Cesare had told her that hié relation with Number One was
like that of a brother. Also it didn't seem likely to the
Greek woman that he would want her now---after all, she had lost
Her looks. But the contraceptive appearatus Wqéfried her, and in
the evening she tackled him about it. He gave her a still gaze

and then said slowly and coolly, 'You're quite disgusting.

I never wish to see you again.' She went home, end after an
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hour or so/{ arrived from Cesare's flat with all her belongings.

She at once retaliated by sending her meid with all his belong-

ings., The affeir seemed closed, but aftér two days he rang her up

and invited her to dinner as if nothing had happened. The period

of the tf%}l-marriage was thus over, and they were back at the '

lover-stage, seeing each other secretly a few times & week.

There was the old thrill of seeming to deceive the Chinese women.,
ot friis! wen

.As/shglsaid, it wasy/better then the trial-marriage.

She spent gre night with him at his flat, when Number One was
in Torino for a Eew days, and next morning she was just about to
leave ,®keEm after he'd gone to the office, When the maid called
after her casually,i'You'll be here tomorrow then?'  She turned awed

and sensing something,said with equal casualness, ;No, Why?!

'Oh, it doesn't matter,' the maid said, 'only-il signore

sadd to buy enough bread for two tomowrow,.'

'For tomorrow's breakfast?*

'Yes,! )

The maid didn't seem to realise what she'd said---or
perhaps she did. Number Two murmured, 'Oh, he might have made a
mistake.! Then she went home and decided to lay a plan, and
catch him out once and for all,

She phoned him in the evening bevause not doing so might
have aroused his supicions. He told her he was going to work at
home, on something very impdrtant, and she said she wouldn't
disturb him, and would go to bed early herself. They spoke
politely to each other end agreed to see each other the following
day, when the worst of his work would be over. She hadcthe key
to his flat, an extra one, and added that she would return it to
him tﬁe next day.

She was very sleepy and had an early dinner, quite alone,

which was unusual for her, She was silent and collected, with-
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out her usual restless indecision., Then she went to bed, at
about nine o'clock, and set the alarm for two o'clock in the
morning. She went to sleep at once é&nd woke up, perfectly clear
anq eé%getic, even before the alarm went off. She took a taxi
across the river, and dismissed it & hundred metres or so before
Cesare's palazzo. She did the rest on foot,keeping close to the
massi ve stone hmik&xxg"%alls in case he saw her from his window.
She'd put on soft, low-heeled shoes. There was no light from his
window, but she knew he took the precaution of always buying |
thick curtein material, She didn't take the 1lift up, in case the
noise put him on guard., Out%%de his door, on the fifth floor,
shgzéited and listened. There wasn't a sound, and no light showed
underneath. She turned the key, and went in on tiptoe. There
was no movement at all inside. She knew every corner of the flat
and needed no light to go straight to the bedroom. The door wes
opén, as it always was at night, to make & breeze from the window
of the sitting room. She went swiftly in and waited for her eyes
to grow accustdomed to the dim light. There were two people.
Cesare was in his place, and the head next to him was dark.

In fact, it was black, She walked'EE;;;;;—;;Xser. vias it the

woman from.Bechuanaland° She stepped forward to meke sure it was

Jh (Conet, agler
really her---there m;ghb1be-other blé@@ faced women/he&w&szrﬁtl
628 —
ezxeptedqin-g.«and knocked over a big lamp at the dide of the bed.
1

It crashed down, and Cesare woke up at once, She ran to the door,

but het'd seen her.

'Vatene via,' he said in & clear voice, 'e non fare una

4

scena.' Go away and don't m&ke & scene.

He said it in a patefnal way---firmly, like a doctor order-
ing a prescriptione. As it happened it was the best.tone he could
have adopted. It mede her feel ashamed---dethroned and deshrined.

The Bechuanaland lady---if it was the Bechuenalend lady---sat up,
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/% .
blinking, as Number Two ran to the front door shouting
'Bugiardo!t--~liar} at the top of her voice,

- ~
Now she knew, And she began to piece to gether all the

/ A
other lies he'd told her, wondering if hefftold the seme lies
&
“Boktrer to the other woqgn. !After she'd been back in her own

flat for an hour she de01ded to ring the Bechuanaland lady at

her home. KWWuLthOUShﬁ/[ she might just have

come 1ngf?§he didn't soun@leeepy. Had it been her after all?,
V
Trere2were o ,amyﬁﬁme%gﬁmﬁ‘fhe bedroom kad

e was sudslewdy e ) el .
curtains had been drawn.A 80 she said nothing and put the phone

down. [jf

le ! a
|
I ey
LI N SR
still
thedy d—e—keyand-might—cause more—trouvie. —Suv her

1

ref ectiLns_msa%—dd.

The next day she came to us for 'advice', Should she ask

the Bechuanaland lady point-blank whether she'd slept with him,

or should she ask Cesare himself? On the other hand, if the
Bechuanaland lady thought there was any doubt in her mind she

Would FExmmuxsExs Bt once say no, and Cesape was in any case &
liar, So neither of those plans would do. Then she hit on some-
thing else: she would phone the Bechuanaland lady and esk her

casually, 'Did Cesare say anything about me last night?! And

(
*J

she could easily reply, 'Oh, I'm sorry, I thought he was going to

if the other woman said, 'But we Weren't together last nlght

have dinner with you!X He said something of the sort.! It

was rather ingenious.ii And it was effect%zi;D

The Bechuanaland lady replied at once, '0f course he 4did!l

- . _
hat do you think??' When Number Two asked how longcit had been
going on, she said; 'You'd better ask him that, darling.!

She left him alone that day, both at the office and at
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home ., Instead she phoned the Bechuanaland lady again in the
evening and told her with & rush how Cesare had been lying to her
2ll these months, and how he'd told her that she (the Bechuanaland
lady) had been chasing him and seemed to be medly in love with

hi% T

. lady laughed coolly at this, without rancour, and said, 'He worried

Y
The Bechuanaland

thé life out of me, And he's been doing so for months. Ever
since his Chinese woman went away. He used to ring me up every
dey.!* Then she added, 'He told me the same about you. He sadd
he wasn't interested in you at all really, but you kept wérrying
- him, and he was afraid of what you might do to yourself if he

suddenly dropped you.! |

They began to work on his character reciprocelly, Evenings
were pieced together over which he had lied either to one of them

AY

or to both g Armemee2- 2%, They even compared him as a lover and
ot

reached the/conclusion€‘Zhe 'tried to satisfy many because he

never satisfied onel', & neat phrase, They found the poor man's

diary, which he kept for the Chinese woman, listing his intimate
“THeae
doings. They were certainly intimate. By hard work the two
n\ 0‘1443 )
women found the key to the code he was using, 1 thqutrange
1tens N
hieroglyphics: the d#emy carefully recorded the women he'd met,
n
those he'd kissed and those he'd spent the night with, using
Condidton ., , '
different symbols for each g&#g#,. S meant success, they dis-

[ amd one \+HUN' (w.{am-wumca%i-)\/od‘u,é)\\‘

L ) o /
covered, 2HU meant two unsuccessful hours; 2HUN meant two
wl

\ unsuccessful hours with Natalie, the Greek woman; %¥M '3MSN meant

three successful minutes with Natalie. How they found the key
nobody knew: they said they did it by following his character as
s o akeedelar fotlews a wak.
they knew it [ They #4244 put certain dates---one SMSC%gx (C meant
A

Cynthia, the Bechuanaland lady)--together and looked at their own

“\V . .
appointment books. His mistake was to use initials like that.

Ji Sometimes there was simply the letter S, with the words che gioial



4.C

/6.

¢ o)
written after it---how wonderful! And Netalie began to give
the book all the publicity she could.

To solve matters, the Chinese women moved back to his flat
completely: she answered all calls for him, and with inscrutable
tact laid false trails for him, telling poeple that he was away
from Rome when he was in his office, and in his office when he was
sitting at home. The Greek woman couldn't penetrate the Fastern
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barrier she put round him, and gave up soon. ) Numher-@se/could
talk her machine-language ageain: 'the cohabitative urge which in
the frustrated ego can become obséssive', a sly dig at Cesare,
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 JAgain he was in the trattoria sitting middly at her side,

hardly saying a word, only giving her a look of disgust now and
then.




