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ALL THE KING S HORSES

her. She was, believe it or not, very happy to
neet ne. A a closer |look, she no |onger
resenbl ed Carol. Their common bl ondness and
fragility were striking, but Beatrice had a
closed face, voluntarily so, and not very like-
able. Wereas Garol tried hard to please, and
to please precisely through her vulnerability,
Beatrice was nothing but defensiveness and
aggressi vel y good nanners. Hnally, she pi cked
up a second guitar and began to play as she
checked us out.

Wen Glles and | left, they were still playing,
but Glles had arranged to neet CGarol the next
af t er noon.

It’s nice, when you're tired and a bit drunk,
tofind abigwite bed and to sleep there wth
a boy you love. Besides, this was one of the
things the girl in question had been singing to
us about. V& were happy and in love. In love
wth us, inlove wth Gra, in love in a vague
way, and it was late.

“Are you happy?” | asked Gl es.

He said yes wth his head and put an arm
around ny neck. M too, | was happy.
9

This nedl ey of blue sashes,
ladies, cuirasses, vioins in
the hall, and trunpets in the
square was a spectacle you
only see in novels.
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wne bottle by tapping it gently, over and
over again against a wall. Ve were drink-
ing again. Garol was good on the guitar.
Al of the sudden — nodest!ly — she changed
fromher pleated skirt into jeans. “l buy
themin the young boys departnent,” she
was saying. She sat cross-legged on her
narrow bed, facing us. She sang well, and
classic songs: girls wo are beautiful at fif -
teen, their boyfriends gone to war. G@Grls
who lose a gold ring by the riverside, crying
about the seasons passing, who never give
up on love. Grls who go into the woods,
who are still dreaned about on ships that
never return fromsea.

| told nyself she was no idiot, congratu-
lating nysel f for di scovering such a charm
ing creature. Anyway, Glles was into her.
H' d bought her all those pickles and was
speaking to her in his seductive, serious
voicee. | was into her too. M feelings
rarely went further than this.

She drank correctly, this girl, for atvwen-
ty-year-old. Sonetines straight fromthe
bottle to show she was a |iberated wonan.
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usalot. Qur youth confirned his own, | guess.

And ne, | was trapped in a conversation wth
his wfe

“You nust neet ny daughter,” she was say-
ing, “She's anost your age, but still so
unf or ned. Your conpany would do her a
worl d of good.”

I ndul gence and boredomdon’t usual ly mx. |
weighed the lady’s dull friendiness. Agirl like
that —and so out of it too —it was hard for ne
to picture. But you have to be interested in
people. | asked vhat the little girl was up to.

“Painting. | guess she has talent, but hasn't
found it yet.”

“Like her dad,” | said rudely. This was when
| learned she wasn't the daughter of Fancois-
Joseph, but the product of a previous nar-
riage...| ended ny sentence by warnty assur -
ing her 1'd love to neet Grol. Vds ny wil -
i ngness faked? | wshed Glles was in ny place.
He seens natural ly nicer than ne.



ALL THE KING S HCRSES

nanagerial capacity, or by stupidy offering
advi ce.

Not hi ng works better than a trap avoi ded.

The detachrent |’ m capabl e of when nmak-
ing water run or finding cups would slyly dis-
tance ne fromthe group di scussi ng obscure
editions. Together we served a dark liquid
that provoked friendly indignation. (bjects
of their general reproach, we inevitably felt
li ke acconplices. To exploit this advantage,
| turned the conversation to Gxrol, a little
ironically, speaking of the offspring of great
peopl e. Francoi s-Joseph, happy to busy hi m
self wth her again, wouldnt shut up.
D sconcerted, she kept quiet. | gathered
that she lived far from here, in the 16th
arrondi ssenent, and that she played guitar.
Glles was quiet too and watched us wth an
interest 1 recogni zed.

But 1 was the one who offered to take the
grl inou taxi. Ad wen Glles caught up
wth ne in the hallway and asked what we
were going to do next, | answered:

“Sore, of course.”
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Joseph,” she answered and undul ated grace-
fulyinher char.

Francoi s-Joseph was so sensitized to her
shyness that | couldn't hel p getting behind his
avkward attenpts to pry her out of it. He had
probably been stuck for a long tine in this
false position. Mybe it was because she was
the object of such annoying attentions that |
began to watch Garol.

A tventy-year-old girl easily nakes it clear
to fifty-year-old nen that they’'re out of the
picture, and this one better than anybody. |
took advantage of the nonent she went into
the kitchen to nake coffee. | hel ped.

| was submitting hal f-hearted y.

Sanding up, she was so small and anazi ng-
ly slim The nussed bangs, the short blond
hair, and dressed in a vwhite, childsize shirt
wth an open collar under a blue sweater, she
| ooked hal f her age. Her cl unsiness was stud-
ied: Garo wasn't naking coffee but chaos,
ostensibly. This was to give ne a chance to
fail, either by exposing the slightest nmanage-
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“Do you like her?” | added.

| got the sane yes. That was nornal .
Because, in fact, if Glles ever stopped |iking
the sane girls | did, it would have introduced
an el enent of separation between us.
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| don't knowhow! realized so quickly that we
liked Grol. 1’'d never heard anythi ng about her
until the day before, in alittle galery packed
w th those peopl e who al ways show up at the
openi ngs of painters destined to be unknown.
The few ex-friends | net there were precisely
the ones | woul d have |iked never to see again.
In a voice that was too loud and wanted
intensely to sound worldly, the gallerist was
tal king about her shoes, so that an inportant
visitor would understand she was already dis-
tancing herself fromthe failure she felt com
ing. ntrary to custom this opening was not
doubling as a cocktail party: there was nothing
to drink.

Wen | scanned the roomfor Glles, | sawthe
painter talking to him aninatedy. A little
group was already formng around them This
was a bad painter and a charming ol d nan, the
product of an obsol ete nodernism Glles was
answering him wthout seeming bored, and I
admred his ease. The old painter had al ready
been forgotten a generation before ours, but
this didnt discourage him He |iked
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And she watched ne from the corner of her
eye, no doubt waiting for the nonent | woul d-
Nt be able to hide sone sign of jeal ousy. She
sanginaslightly lower voice now alittle nore
child-like. The tobacco, she said. But | knew
it was to please. And, also to please us, she
remenbered sone touching anecdotes to
show us how young she still was, how naive,
how she still put her faith in the good, poetic
people. Her guitar was a faithful aninal that
folloned her everywhere. She didn't under -
stand or |ike anything besides painting and the
sea. And, of course, a stuffed bear.

At three in the norni ng someone knocked at
the door. The racket we were maki ng shoul d
have brought out the nei ghbors an hour ago.
But it wasn't the neighbors. Another Garol
appeared. Sane hei ght, sane age, sane skin-
ny, not very innocent, teenage allure. Sane
cl ose-cropped bl ond hair.

The doubl e entered, |ooked at us unsmling-
ly, and changed in a flick of the wist froma
skirt to jeans, probably bought in the sane
young boys departnent. So this was Beatri ce.
| assured her 1'd already heard so nuch about
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place. He seens naturally nicer than ne.

Fnally, after nentioning Beatrice, her daugh-
ter’s best friend who wote real ly good poens
for her age, and to whomshe was pl anning to
gi ve the R nbaud book she’ d just bought, she
invited us over for dinner the next day.

*k*

The dinner was fun. Francoi s-Joseph, no
| onger worried about the fate of his canvases,
was living it up. Hs friends paraded out - in
the usual order - all the ideas fromthirty years
ago, which was nice. People fromthose tines
gi ve such a big place to dark hunor that even
their stupidity can cone off as anii guous.
Wien the charns of the wonman who sold the
pai ntings but didn't serve us any dessert were
sarcastically evoked, Fancoi s-Joseph praised
her big hips.

“Not like you, Grd,” he sad “You still
don't have nuch to distract the gentlenen.”

“But style is catching up to ne, Fancois-
Joseph,” she answered and undul ated grace-
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| don't renentber talking inthe taxi. | felt good,
| was tired. Glles would naturally take over now
if only out of politeness. The story was easy to
follow Ve passed the Pigalle, were there was
an all-night deli. Ve got sone wne and sone
salted alnonds. V¢ had to give this night a
party feeling. Girol asked us to buy her pickles,
as a favor, observing our surprise. QGlles ordered
an extravagant quantity, plus sone onions in
vinegar, sone capers — who knows what else -
and of fered themcerenoniously to her. | added
ny contribution in the form of red and green
pinentos, not ugly to look at and, for no extra
cost, uneat abl e.

Each in our role, charning, charned, we
clinbed eight flights, turned a lot of corners. V&
arived in an attic. As she should have, Gra
lived in a maid s room which she payed for by
giving lessons to friends' kids. So she enjoyed
her total freedom she said. Her parents woul d-
nN't have refused her staying wth them but in
that case she woul dn’'t have been able - for her-
self or for others — to boast such a fiery claim

V¢ were sitting onthe floor, like Indians in the
little room Qlles showed Grol how to open a
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