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Kam | | e Peni ne paused on a term nal wal kway above
Aurora Airport's circular pit of confusion. Guatenala at
| ast. Beyond the |arge wi ndows franmed by broad banana
| eaves, the volcanoes off to her left jutted into the sky,
stark and threatening in the hot afternoon sun. She
squinted to see if the purple cones were snol dering, and
detected a small vapor cloud. Could they be primng for a
fatal exhibition |like that of Muwunt St. Helens in her hone
state of Washington? Awakening St. Helens had leveled its
perfectly symretrical top and renoved from her recent life
yet one nore thing: the pristine and snow peak that had
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fl oated above a blissful childhood. The clear recollection
of that fiery transition sunmoned other sharp nenories of
the drastic changes in her life, some random acts beyond her
control, sone precipitated by her own bad judgnent.

Her eyes cl ouded and she shivered in the sultry heat,
for a nonent imagining herself held in Charlie' s arnms while
erupting St. Helens sent curling black clouds into the sky
at his back. The two of them had been watching fromhis
hotel roomin Portland where she had gone to neet himin one
of his hurried global touchdowns. Enigmatic Charlie was
forever arriving and departing, often dropping out of sone
tropical, white-suited zone into her raincoated world.

Still, she could not inmagine himtroubling to follow her all
the way to Guatemal a. She could hardly believe that she
herself had taken this radical step. It was the inheritance
coupled with a | arge anobunt of personal dissatisfaction that
had pronpted her abrupt decision to cone; her great aunt's
Guat enal an bequest, the death of her parents, and Charlie.

Her thoughts of Charlie were now those of a shady life
i ncreasingly suspect, but once so very prom sing. She had
al l owed herself to remain incredibly naive about him al nost
to the end, her usually insightful judgnent skewed by a
rel entl ess passion. Could she have been m staken? Wat if
the conspiring eastern | awer she had al nost married were
not really an underworld figure, as she had cone at last to
bel i eve? But of course he was. It was undeniable. Mre
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t han once she had stunbled onto his threatening tel ephone
conversations and slipped away w thout his knowi ng. He was
surly and tight-1ipped about the nysterious conglonerate for
whi ch he worked. Wth her jolting discovery that he carried
a .38 pistol in his briefcase, her paranoia grew and col ored
the smal |l est details of his existence. The patronizing and
pat ernal way he evaded her questions had becone so very
annoyi ng, even though he could be nearly irresistible in the
process. Wuld he try to find her? Not difficult, but why?
Wth a healthy dose of caution, she considered herself free;
he did, after all, have other wonen to distract him

Their paths should never have crossed in the first
pl ace. A freakish accident had brought themtogether. His
car ran over her purse when the strap came unbuckl ed as she
was rushing across the street in front of the American
Museum of Natural History in New York. She turned around
and cried out, "No! Ch, no!" The purse held her gold watch
with a recently broken clasp, a cherished gift her deceased
grandnot her had given her years ago for her high school
graduation. Everything was smashed, and she gat hered up her
bel ongings with tears in her eyes and dashed to the curb.
He later told her he had |iked what he saw in his rearview
mrror and that was why he stopped his car and ran back to
her. Thus began the tenpestuous coast-to-coast affair --
she, held down to her coll ege teaching position, was not at
liberty to come and go as freely as Charlie -- which soon
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escal ated into a proposal of marriage. The happy nonents
woul d fade; as |ong as she was free, unreachable, wthout
t he continual flane of passion burning away cl ear reason.
The nmenmory of her unchecked ardor and bad judgnent could
still, as now, inflame her pale skin. Then the sudden

t hought of her dead parents intervened, ice on hot coals.

She reached out to the iron railing, grasping it and
| ooki ng down, whispering, "Anewlife. Anewlife."

A jangl e of Spanish voices rose up fromthe |ower |eve
as she listened nore intently, searching for a famliar
word. Strangeness thrust itself upon her in the thick,
muggy at nosphere. People noved dreanlike: a scol ding worman
inared skirt, pulling at an angry, weeping child who had
removed his sandals; two perspiring nuns in khaki, dragging
t heir supply boxes over the yellow stone floor; a ragged
beggar bei ng shoved through the doors by a shouting guard;
confused bodi es turning, crossing, neeting and parti ng.

She felt disconnected fromreality, realizing for the
first time how closely her identity was |linked to pl aces:
her parents' big ranbling house on a Seattle hill; her
uncl e' s shady orchards and horse-cropped nmeadows in eastern
Washi ngton -- those glorious country summers goi ng back to
earliest chil dhood; cherished nenories that securely rooted
her in famliar places and tines, coloring her adult vision
with a deep sense of famly attachment. Now the Seattle
house was sold. There could be no turning back to the once
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secure warnth of famly, or ever again the unsurpassed joy
in working and | aughing with her parents and her nother's
younger brother on the farm It was always those early
experiences she harked back to for strength, not the nore
recent ones containing so much unhappi ness: her parents
fatal car crash, her m splaced devotion to a faithless and
di sreput abl e I over, the unvarying and thankl ess routine of
teaching English to distracted coll ege students.

When he hugged her good-bye at SeaTac Airport, Uncle
Jasper had said: "You're like a tight string ready to snap,
ny girl. Go busy yourself with your windfall; it's a chance
not many get. You've got a fine mnd and a good heart
worthy of the task."” That warm prai se and bol stering
assurance was very nuch needed as she rushed off into the
unknown. Now, as she repeated those conforting words to
hersel f, she strai ghtened her shoulders with determ nation.

These people...their desires can't be so different from
my omm. |'Il find out what little differences there are and
sonmehow. . . sonehow overcone them | will nmake this work.

For a nmoment, she felt the weakness of fatigue sweep
over her and was distressed, al nbst angry, at how easily she
coul d succunb. She bent to snmooth the winkles in her danp
skirt with forceful hands, raising her head just as a small,
wiry man rushed up to her and renoved his hat.

"Seforita Penine?" he said, extending his hand.

"Yes...si. And you nust be Sefior Tomds Nervo. How do
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you do?" She spoke while shaking his wel cone hand.

"Si si, encantado, sefiorita... But forgive ne, Sefiora
Catalina Bartel told nme that you do not speak Spani sh.

"No, and I amsorry, but I'll learn. The | anguage |
studied nost -- alittle French -- is not so different from

yours. "

"A matter of opinion, Sefiorita Penine. Perhaps it is
so for you, a teacher: la maestra. How is that for your
first Spanish | esson?”

"Perfect. Teacher: la maestra. Your English is very
good. | hope sonetinmes you'll be ny teacher, Sefior Nervo."

The congeni al and di mi nuti ve man who had been her great
aunt's executor in the recent probation of her will, and
al so her very good friend, waved his hand with a nodest grin
-- froma face, to her relief, resonating with kindness.

“I't will please ne to help you in any way that | can.
But you must call ne Don TomAs as your great aunt did. It
pl eases me. | miss her...but of that later. Now we nust

begin. The drive is long and the day is hot for you. Not
even hungry dogs go out at this hour...only tourists,” he
added with a twinkle in his jet eyes.

He | ooked very Indian, indigena, as they said here, yet
he must be called | adi no because of his m xed bl ood and
Western dress. There were still many pure Indians in
Guat emal a, but few pure Spani sh.

They clinbed into an old Mercedes sedan and were driven
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with haste into the countryside by a practiced but al oof

l adino. He joggled themw th expert but carel ess abandon
over all the known shortcuts. The |arge, green car was

i mmacul ate and confortable with its soft, buff |eather
seats, so relaxing for atired traveler to sink down upon
Its exterior shone beneath the rapidly accunul ati ng dust
li ke a proud grande dane with a sunptuous past.

"This couldn't have been Aunt Cathline's car," Kamlle
said, positive of her assertion although she had no real
evidence for making it.

"No, no, seforita. It is fromthe finca of Sefior Andar
Steinl 6we. He hears that you are conm ng and sends his big
car in respect for Dofla Catalina who was his friend, and
sonetines,” Don Tomas gave a curious |laugh, "he was al so her
eneny. "

"Kind of him" Kamlle said, thinking again, and with
slight inpatience, how nmany nysteries there were that would
have to be slowy unraveled. A question sprang to her |ips
that had to do with her sketchy know edge of CGuatenmala: this
finca owner, Steinlodwe...weren't the plantations of nmany
weal t hy Germans taken away for collaborating with the Nazis,
and weren't they thrown out of Cuatermala during World War
I1? She was, however, too tired to speak, instead |eaning
back and staring out the wi ndow, letting snall factories,
shanties, and finally wavi ng banana | eaves and bri ght
crinmson splotches of bougainvillea slide by in silence.
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Fri ends had warned her about com ng to Guatenala. Her
parents woul d probably have been against it, although they
m ght have cone thenselves if there had not been the fatal
accident on a California freeway. Her pained heart gave a
si ckening lurch, but she opened her eyes wi de and stretched
her head back to relax the nuscles in her neck. Their
nearly unbearable deaths had ultimately left her with a
carel ess bol dness, an al nost reckless daring. |If the end
could cone so abruptly on a sinple vacation, why should she
fear even the dark political strife of this country? The
i nheritance held forth such prom se, although it was
di sturbing to think of her great aunt's death as her own
salvation. Still, this chance for escape was a tinely gift.
| f she was running, there was a tinme to run, even toward the
unknown.

Kam |l e was sure there would be no great mysteries in
her great aunt's life style. She expected nothing frivol ous
beyond the gates of her deceased aunt's estate. A premature
wi dow and chil dl ess, Aunt Cathline had brought her nodest
fortune to Guatemal a from Engl and as an idealistic young
socialist. Very quickly her high-m nded ideol ogy was cast
aside by the earthy needs of the Indians. Her letters
insisted that the Indians had taught her "the truth of
life," a harnmony with nature that was |long forgotten in
pl aces of the world thought nore civilized.

Thi s amazi ng woman had conme into Kamlle's world only
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once, in Seattle, when she had detached herself from her

| ndi ans | ong enough to sweep through North Anerica beggi ng
nmedi cal and school supplies. Kamlle had been little nore

t han a baby, but she renmenbered the high, refined voice and
the clear, direct gaze of the pal est blue eyes. She could
al so recall watching her aunt's |long, graceful fingers slide
expertly over the keys of her nother's prized rosewood

pi ano. She had been in awe and nore than a little afraid of
this tall, forceful woman wearing unusual, brightly col ored
Indian textiles and thin silver jewelry. Now she was sure

t hat her aunt nust have been a unique free spirit, one who
possessed the strong will to give up all the conforts of the
famliar and plunge into the unknown. She had taken great

ri sks and made herself useful in a world where so many
drifted in selfishness, sharing little with the world's
deprived multitudes. Could she, the grandni ece, emul ate
this dauntless relative, dare to follow in her footsteps?

#

During nost of the trip, Don Tomas had said little,
kindly allowwng Kam|le to dream out the w ndow as they
clinmbed over the shadowed nountains of pine and fir, or to
doze off, now and then awakened by a sharp curve or rough
jolt. Later, I'lIl get to know all of this countryside, she
t hought. Now I'malnost too tired to be curious, although I
can sense the envel opi ng beauty and promse. Still, it's
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all a blur flying by, a great nystery.

Once again she fell asleep, this tinme nore soundly, and
only opened her eyes when the sl ow ng Mercedes was purring
down a long drive lined wth tall royal palns perhaps eighty
feet high. The straight, slender trunks with bl ackened,
feathery tops were sil houetted agai nst a pi nk-edged hori zon,
short-Ilingering dusk.

A | arge bl ack dog, just discernible in the shadows,
gave one long, howing bark as they pulled into the circular
driveway, past the high walls of a sprawling hacienda. 1In
the heat of the day, it would present an inposing, white
Spani sh edifice with a burning, red tile roof, but now it
| ooned before her in a soft dusky rose, and the broad, dark
| eaves at its grilled windows fluttered a friendlier wel cone
t han m ght have been offered in blazing noon |ight. A great
chandel i er sparkled through the salon glass to the right of
t he towering, carved nahogany entrance doors.

"Ch, lovely,"” she nuttered, still in the throes of
sl eep. "But where am|1?"

"Perdonene, seforita, for not telling sooner. Your
destination is too tiring over such nountains to do wthout
rest. This is Casa d' el Tigre. W are at the finca, La
Guarida d' el Tigre, which nmeans The Lair of the Tiger. The
owner, Sefior Andar Steinl déwe, in whose car you ride, has
offered to keep us for the night. | will leave early in the
nmorning in the car of nmy son, who is here conducting
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business. You may sleep later. After the desayuno, that
is, the breakfast, the finquero and his friend wll
acconpany you on his way to another of his properties. It
i s near your hacienda. Now there will be a | ate supper.
They have asked for you to join them It is customary to
dine at ten o'clock here. Do you feel agreeable to this?"
"You nean, am| up to it?" Kamlle tried to smle in
her groggy state. "All | really care about is sleep...but |
suppose this would be very inpolite. So, I'll do ny best.”

"Bueno, sefiorita," Don Tonas said with a pl eased
expr essi on.

They followed the driver who carried one of her pieces
of luggage, a single piece she assuned woul d get her through
this night and the foll ow ng day.

Upon reachi ng the door, the |uggage was i mmedi ately
taken in tow by a feisty, bow egged |Indi an woman naned
Maria, who grinned and waved whil e | eadi ng her charge down a
long corridor. At its end, they stepped around the | arge
perimeter of an indistinct garden full of sweet and sharp,
musky aronmas. A little further along the |oggia, Mria
flung open a door and turned on the |ights of a spacious
roomthat snelled of fresh, resinous wax. Small orange
lights |ike soft candle flanes sprang on in their carved
wal | sconces, illumnating a shadow white roomwith a
snoot h fl oor of w de-planked teak, a raised, flower-tiled
hearth, and a capaci ous nmahogany bed with a patterned beige
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coverlet. Beside the bed was a deerskin rug and a hi gh-
backed chair over which was thrown a thick wool en bl anket
woven in black and white ani mal scenes. These appointnents
Kam |lle found charm ng, their sinple natural elegance a very
uplifting confort to her fatigue-dulled spirits.

She opened the cl oset door and was greeted by the
wonder ful ly pungent aroma of cedar. As she was inhaling
deeply, Maria rushed forward to insist upon hanging up her
clothes. The little servant was hol ding one hand over her
mout h, fromwhich a tooth was m ssing, and wavi ng the ot her
inthe air. Next, Maria hurried across the roomand cried
"Bafio" as she opened the bat hroom door and pointed to the
inviting, spa-sized, blue-tiled tub.

"Gracias,"” Kamlle said, thankful for this one
beauti ful word: bath. She dove through the door, tugging at
her cl othes and grabbing up the nusky-sweet, brown bar of
Spani sh soap. Humm ng soft, random notes, she turned on the
Spi got .

The warm wat er so rel axed her tired nuscles that she
al nost fell asleep. Certain she had stayed in the bath too
| ong, she still rubbed herself slowy, dreamly, wth a
white towel nearly as large as a bed sheet. She stood under
a lighted wall sconce, exam ning herself before a handsone
ol d cheval glass placed in the corner of the room

Her body | ooked gol den-orange in the light, a slim
wai st, even a few ribs showi ng -- she had recently been too
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nervous to eat very nuch -- but firm round breasts with
sharp, crinson nipples. Her fine, wavy blond hair was still
dripping a bit, and she flung it back, studying her shining-
cl ean, oval face. For a nonment it was as though she were
| ooking at a stranger. She made a nocking face, pursing a
generous, bl ood-infused nouth that rarely required |ipstick,
the result of biting at her |ips when nervous. Perhaps
because of her fair conpl exion, people were always surprised
to find that her al nond-shaped eyes were not blue but anber.
Her cheekbones were hi gh, her nose, nmuch to her annoyance,
slightly upturned. She sighed with tiredness and patted her
cheeks. "Wake up," she said in a |ow voice. Wke up
sl eepyhead, she continued in silence. This is another tineg,
anot her place, but you aren't dreaming. Try to stay awake
| ong enough to eat and say graci as.

| wonder how formal the dining is here, Kam |l e thought
as she squinted into the aromatic cedar closet in the dim
[ight. Her unyielding wardrobe sinply hung there offering
little. The rest, such as it was, remained in the car.
Let's see, a German...finquero, Don Tomas called him
probably stiff-necked and authoritarian, very proper. Mny
Germans love titles...all that rigmarole. Unfortunately, |
never thought of fashion at all.

She had finally donned a white toile dress with a
flaring skirt. The dress appeared to have red pol ka dots,
but if one | ooked closely the dots becane little red
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cherries with tiny black stems. The three-quarter sleeves
clung softly to the shoulders and billowed out at a gathered
base, and the neck plunged a little. This, with dark red
punps, was the best she could do. Still, renmenbering the
earthy costune of Aunt Cathline so | ong ago, she felt
overdressed. She needn't have.

The finquero, Sefior Andar Steinldéwe, and his friend,
the widow Frau Ursula Bilder, were el egant specinens: he,
tall, tan, and blond in a dark plum velour jacket over a
grayed-violet shirt and, incredible as it seened, a shaded
alizarin tie that worked rather well; and she, full-figured
and vivacious in a noss-green chiffon gown, a classic Gernman
beauty and well aware of her el egance.

What can | say to these people whose world until this
nonment has been so very far fromm ne? she thought. But the
fi nquero, whose accented voice was not harsh and grating, as
she had expected, but |ow pitched and nellow, was in a good
hunmor in the presence of his charmng German friend, and he
easily directed the conversati on.

"You have | arge shoes to fill over in the nountain
val | ey of Dofia Catalina's, Mss Penine."

“I"l'l have to wear ny own shoes, however small they
are," Kamlle answered with a tired smle. But the tone of
her voice had been faintly arrogant, and she w shed she
could recall it. The two studied her in a growi ng silence.

Stei nl bwe was one of the first in Guatemala to show her
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ki ndness. Wiy was she responding in such a defensive way?
Was it this strange m x of starkness and A d Wrld opul ence
t hat overwhel ned her, or was it nerely disorienting fatigue?
Perhaps it was both. Already she had sensed an earthy
primtiveness in this wild country that was far fromthe
sophi sticated Spain she had experienced in her travels. Now
this splendor. The ornate silver gleaned and the carved
crystal sparkled as she reached for a glass of pale citrine
wi ne and drank a rather |arge amount, a wel cone diversion

"Your land...your home...this room" she said, lifting
her hand and turning it palmup, "are beautiful...all so
very...beautiful."” Her own voice sounded strange to her.

Steinl éwe laid down his fork and | eaned back, his head
angl ed over his left shoulder, | ooking at her with a steady
concentration. "I amglad you think so.

"To our new nei ghbor," he toasted, lifting his glass,
and Kam |l e drank another |ong draft, again thankful for the
Wi ne.

“"I"mvery grateful for your kindness," she said, but
only half hopeful. Moreover, she was di sturbed by a grow ng
feeling of insignificance and by the scrutiny directed at
her fromthe end of the table where Steinlowe sat. |'mlike
a passing curiosity, she thought, only an outsider, a
foreigner. He doesn't expect to treat ne as a nei ghbor.

But why do you care? she asked herself. Eat with as nuch
civility as you can nuster and very soon this night wll
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end.

The fatigue sat heavily upon her as she struggled with
a large, bone-handled cutting knife. How inpatient she was
to get away fromthe table. She had expected to see Spani sh
food; instead she was eating roast duckling in cherry sauce,
and at such a |ate hour that she was sure to have unpl easant
dreans. The day had been far too |ong, enervating. The
knife slipped and clattered on her plate. The handsone Frau
Bi | der held her napkin to her Iips and coughed lightly, her
head noving so that the candlelight flickered over the
straw bl ond hair swept atop her head in a flaw ess coil.

Kam |l e saw that Andar Steinl éwe was frowni ng at her.
For all his consideration and ki ndness, she still found
hersel f grow ng angry that she had to sit there in her
festive white cherry dress and smle, while her head felt
as if it weighed a thousand pounds. She was equally annoyed
with herself for not having a better nastery of her fatigue.

"This was inconsiderate of us. You are really tired.
Pl ease |l et me cut your duckling and then you nust go at once
to bed,"” Steinléwe said, preparing to rise fromhis chair.

Kam | le, for sone tine now fully a wonman, suddenly
found herself reduced to a peevish child. She tried to wave
away her offending host. Wl aware that it was nostly the
fatigue setting her off at his patroni zing nmanner, her
irritation was still difficult to suppress, especially with
Ursula Bilder |ooking at her as if she were a pitiful waif.
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"No please, I'll handle this, thank you. 1'm al nost at
my limt." She drew herself up with cool dignity. ™I™m
afraid I'munused to eating dinner at this time of... this
late hour...but if it's the custom..1'I|l learn to do so.

"I thought Sefior Nervo would dine with us,"” she went
on, changi ng the subject and halfheartedly attacking the
duckl i ng, which smashed uncut under the weight of her knife.

"Don Tomés begs forgiveness. He has gone with his son
to the village of his sister who is taken ill with fever.

He will meet you at Esperanza tonorrow. "

How coul d she expect himto come tonorrow when his
sister was seriously ill? She decided the best response was
none, hoping that no further conversation woul d prol ong her
m sery at being propped agai nst the table, half dead.

As they ate in silence, acconpanied for the nonent only
by the clinking of silver and china, a serious-faced steward
brought in nore wine. Steinlodwe stood up, nodding at his
servant and reaching for the bottle. He cane toward her
with a purposeful stride, fingering back a wave of unruly
hair as he approached.

"Gewlrztramner...a little nore and you will sleep.”

| f Kami |l e had not been half asleep al ready, she woul d
have | aughed. The el egant di ning room spun around her. She
had al ready drunk two generous goblets of wine. Lifting her
head, she | ooked up at the tall, rather nenacing figure who
| eaned over her chair, filling her glass. His eyes were so
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pale a gray they easily captured the gold fire of the
candl es burning in the huge silver candel abrum before her.

"CGo ahead, drink it," his wy voice encouraged.

A languid Kamlle stared into the nolten eyes and was
held for a second in an enotionl ess state sonewhere between
blurred dreamand reality. Then very quickly she felt the
heat in her face, the heat of the candles, of the room of
Steinl 6bwe. Her confused eyes fell at once upon his lithe
hands. Although the nails were clean and neatly tri mmed,
the large, finely-shaped hands were well used and tan, not
the skin of a dilettante, but of a man who had worked his
hands w t hout favor, rendering them obedi ent and suppl e.

She lifted the sparkling glass and drank, letting the
candl e-i nfused, anmber wine drain into her veins. Now she
was freed by the sheer idiocy of drunkenness from hunting
through a formal garden of words for sonething to pick and
present. Her head swam as everything began a sl ow spin, the
pl ates, the candles, the room the inmense beauty of Ursula
Bi | der who seened to grow | arger and hover above the table.
She | ooked up fromher blurred, unfinished plate, |oosely
aware of her foolish condition, as Steinl éwe refilled her
gl ass.

"Very nice Ge...tramnwirtz...Gewirtztrammel..." she
stammered, lifting the glass yet again and drinking.

St ei nl 6we was | aughi ng, a deep, thoroughly self-

i ndul gent | augh, but she no |onger cared. She was far from
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home, a honme that was gone forever, far from everything, and
tomorrow and tonorrow and tonorrow woul d be an endl ess
struggle with mysteries. What did it matter if tonight she
drank herself to sleep al nost before renoving her travel -
weary body fromthe formal dining hall of a formal Gernan
finca? This lofty, so-called finquero could |augh hinself
into oblivion, even if at her rising expense.

However rude it m ght appear, she had just enough
reasoni ng power |eft to know that she had to escape before
she made a conplete fool of herself. Mrnuring an apol ogy,
she | eaned forward and gripped the table, rising from her
seat at the sane nonent that Steinldwe quickly eased back
the chair and took her slack body by the shoulders. He drew
her against him supporting her with an arm around her back.
Even in her exhausted state of inebriation, she thought she
saw himw nk at the i muacul ate German frau. Yes, he had
definitely wi nked, rude, but now she found herself yawni ng.

"Wait for ne in the sala, Usula. | amjust going to
show M ss Penine to her room"

"Not necessary...thank you...think | renmenber the way.

"1l just--"
"Ch, | think not," Steinldwe assured her, again with an
out pouring of laughter. "You really need a little sleep.”

Swayi ng, she nodded in the direction of Frau Bilder as
he adjusted his grip on her shoulder. Her feelings were so
raw that his touch burned in waves that travel ed down her
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spine. It was necessary to go along w thout further words,
docil e, for she knew that whatever she said would cone out
wong. She felt his eyes upon her as they went down the
long hall and through the garden. There her senses were
agai n assaulted by cool ness and a sweet, nusky aroma of sone
exotic vine, in her imagination growng wild and swift,

engul fing her body in a lush, heady tangle. An inescapable
shi ver crept over her, not fromany col dness but froma
rushi ng sensuousness. Her step faltered. H's armtightened
around her shoul ders. The long, woeful cry of a peacock

fl owed over them piercing the darkness |ike the screamof a
woman in hideous pain. Kamlle cringed, feeling as if she
had made the cry herself, as if she were letting out a
sorromful wail for all the tinmes she had held it in.

Drunken, maudlin tears sprang into her eyes. She pulled
away and hung onto the railing, brushing against a bench in
t he darkness and then easing herself down upon it.

"Wait a mnute...| really...really drank too nuch, Herr
Steinléwe. | think you...you didn't help."
"The neal was a mi stake. Please forgive ne. | should

have sent sonething light to your roomand | et you sl eep.

It was ny selfish curiosity. But the wine...that was not a
m stake. Tired as you are, you would not sleep without a
great deal of it...because you are in a strange pl ace.

wel | know that feeling. | amsorry...and even sorrier

have | aughed at you."
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Wth the tears still wet on her cheeks, Kamlle put her
head back and | aughed herself. "No, | nust be pretty
anusing. |'mdizzy. What a day! Wuat a long...a strange
day. You've been...| appreciate your kindness. Everything
is swming. | think I"ll just...just sit here a mnute
and--"

"No. You will go to bed quickly while your head is
still winding into sleep. This is no time for reflection.”

"Yes...right," Kam |l e agreed, standing up on shaky
| egs and allowi ng herself to be dragged al ong.

He opened her door and switched on the orange wall
sconces. "Do you need anything? Shall | call WMaria?"

“Not hing...nothing...dear little woman...legs so short.
Not hing...so tired. You speak with no con...contractions."”

He chuckled a little, then hesitated while Kamlle's
clumsy grasp tugged at her back zipper. It slipped out of
her fingers which seemed swollen to grossness. Renenbering
that Steinl éwe was still in the room she flung herself onto
the bed fully clothed.

"Wait. You will spoil your dress. Let ne..."

He rai sed her up and held onto her shoul der while he
unzi pped t he dress.

"Can you do the rest?"

"Yes," she said and began to giggle, pulling the dress
of f over her head in one sweeping notion and throw ng
herself down in her satin slip. Everything was spinning.
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He pulled off her shoes. She felt her body being lifted and
snel l ed a col ogne that was |ike bay rumas her head rolled
agai nst his shoulder. She nuzzled there a nonment, murnuring
softly, then caught herself up, |aughing against his jacket.
Her inhibitions had drifted away and she was responding to
his charismatic manliness with a fleeting pul se of desire.
She wanted to sleep. Throwi ng herself back on the pillows,
she felt those deft long fingers cradling her head and
pulling the conbs fromher hair. Then she heard, felt, saw
not hing at all.

#

Kam | | e' s desayuno was served to her in bed. Steinlodwe
and Frau Bilder waited for her with an unobtrusive patience
that was not at all German but certainly Spanish. Wen she
was at last fully awake, she tried to hurry. Wile doing
this, she tried to renenber if she had done anything really
shaneful the night before. Never had she wanted sl eep so
badly, and the gentle wine did indeed bring unconsci ousness
wi t hout her usual soul searching. She had only the faintest
headache fromits effects, but that would soon be driven off
by caffeine fromthe two cups of delicious, very rich black
cof fee she had drunk. Alas, her actions of the previous
ni ght descended upon her as she was repacki ng her dinner
dress. Steinlowe had hel ped her to her room assisted her
in a nost famliar way, and, even nore disturbing to her, at
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t he edge of the shadowy garden he had seen her fast-changi ng
enotions fluctuate fromone gushing extrene to another. How
i ncredi bly naive she nust have appeared. Probably they were
| aughi ng at her over breakfast. Still, it was Steinldwe who
kept pouring the wine. She gave a helpless little shrug of
| aughter and took one last sip of the nbost wonderful coffee
she had ever tasted. Was this not a coffee plantation? She
tried to sunmon | ess personal thoughts as she finished doing
her hair. A few fragnments of nore recent history surfaced.

Why had Steinl d6we's peopl e not been expelled fromthe
country like the other Germans? She renenbered readi ng
about it. During the Second World War, President Ubico's
concession to the Allies was to throw out the Nazi-I|overs of
Guatenal a and to confiscate their beautiful and lucrative
fincas. Yet Steinlowe's prosperity seened undi m ni shed.

Her specul ation was halted by yet another tw nge of
renmorse: should she apol ogi ze for |acking the robust skil
of her host in drinking wne...or say nothing? Last night,
pitiful as it was, would probably be her last fling for a
very long tine. She bit into a thick, round slice of cake
that turned out to be incredi ble banana bread, fresh and
scrunptious with large crystals of sugar on its crust.

St ei nl 6we was paci ng besi de the Mercedes when Kamll e
arrived ready for departure. Frau Bilder, wearing a slim
gold sundress with a creamjacket, was ensconced on a
pill owed stone bench in the breakfast courtyard. She was
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drinking sonmething red froma tall, frosty glass and | ooked
conpletely at ease and ready for nothing but pleasantries.

Kam | | e had put on her sinplest beige wap skirt, a
white bl ouse, and sandals, and had braided her hair into one
thick plait suitable for accommbdating a hat. She was
carrying a plain straw hat and weari ng no makeup. Her
cheeks were flushed with a slight enbarrassnent at being so
tardy. She smled a sheepish smle and said good norning to
everyone present, including Maria and the driver, Palo, then
offered to ride with Palo in the front in order to give
Stei nl bwe and Frau Bil der nore room

“I will ride with Palo,"” Steinloéwe informed her with a
polite smle as he opened her door.

She slid over near the far w ndow and opened it,
calling out: "Good-bye, Maria. | |oved your coffee and
banana bread...delicious."

"She does not understand, ny dear," Frau Bilder said
with an ingratiating smle. She called Maria over to her
side of the car and explained in a carefully enunciated
voice: "Le gustd a |la seforita | e desayuno."

Wal ki ng around the car, Maria presented a w de grin,

di spl aying the enpty space of her m ssing tooth. She waved
her hand in a manner that seened to beckon Kamlle. Then
the car pulled away, and Kamille | eaned back, still smling.

The big Mercedes was soon clinbing out of the high
vall ey into blue peaks. The |light changed; nore intense.
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Everything in her vision was crisp and clear, as the earth
fell away into the valley in startling green precipices.
They passed nen alone or with burros, and the backs of the
men and the beasts were equally |aden with cornstalks.
Sonetimes only two thin bowed | egs stuck out from beneath a
great mountain of cornstal ks, noving al ong the roadside |ike
a curious wal ki ng hayst ack.

St ei nl 6we spoke on occasion to Pal o and soneti nes
turned his head to the left toward Frau Bilder to coment on
sonet hi ng, but had not yet | ooked at her since she entered
the car. He wore trim khaki slacks and a white shirt with
the sleeves rolled neatly to the el bows, and one tan, bl ond-
haired armthrown in a casual manner over the back of the
seat. His hair glinted like the ticked fur of a tawny
animal, curling at the nape with a natural trimof unnussed
appeal. It was not as brutally short as her college Gernman
prof essor Herr Haltmann's had been -- why had she thought of
hi n?  Per haps because he had been interested in her. He was
nmet hodi cal and neticul ous, as she had come to think of so
many Gernmans, and she wondered if Steinl dwe were the sane.
She had not nentioned to anyone that she knew a little
German, because the know edge had fallen into such disuse.

Before college Kam Il e had worked for a tine in a |l aw
office, and thus she was one of Haltmann's ol der, nore
serious students. She had admred him and he had nore than
admred her. He asked her to coffee and then to dinner, and
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finally, to her enbarrassnment, to sleep with him He was a
dynam c teacher and interesting to be with, but she was not
attracted to himand unable to continue the rel ationship.

Charlie's face flashed before her. She dropped her
head and stared at her hand where the ring had been, then
rai sed her gaze to the beckoning green slopes. She had cone
so close to marrying him even know ng that he woul d never
be faithful. He was darkly handsone, urbane, and qui ck-
witted, and the nysterious things about himnust at first
have been an exciting attraction. She later realized she
woul d never really know his true nature, had been afraid to
guess what he m ght beconme? She had said good-bye to himin
a note because she was in too nmuch pain for a confrontation.
He had lied to her with confidence because he believed she
could not do without him-- his m stake, that self-assured
center of a world not hers. He had given her a huge di anond
ring, six carats, which, he said with great anusenent, he
had won in a poker gane. She had accepted it with amazenent
and disbelief. Wat arelief to drop it into the envel ope
with the note and leave it, with trenbling hands, in his
| arge and Spartan, chrone-filled apartnent.

When her parents died, she was catapulted into the
real mof clear reason. Her position teaching English at a
private college suddenly stifled her. The horror and
finality of death awakened her from a nonotonous sl eep that
had gone on for years. Now, for the first time in so |ong,
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she felt alive and eager for discovery. This norning,

| ooking in her mrror, she felt different, filled with an
excited anticipation. The very earth here, all around her
outside the wi ndows, was a marvel ous, haunting, primtive
pl ace of rough beauty and fresh prom se.

"What are those nountains over there?" she asked,
unable to remain silent a second | onger.

"Los Altos Cuchunat anes, not the highest nountains, but
t he highest range in Guatemala. They run north northeast.
Over 3,000 neters high, or as you would say--"

"About 10,000 feet," Kamlle finished for Steinlowe.
Happi ness spread t hrough her as she stared out the w ndow at
the fierce horizon. Cuchunatanes -- what a |yrical word.
The nountains were singing their name to her. She gl anced
dowmn at a little wisp of fog still drifting in the valley
i ke a gauzy white curtain fluttering over a jewel case.

Steinl bwe turned around to his right for the first
time, so that he was facing only Kamlle and not | ooking
past Frau Bil der.

"You will be living in one of the high, green valleys
of the Cuchumatanes...a very beautiful valley but often
sharply cold...quite renote."

"Good!" Kam |l e exclainmed with happy antici pation.
“I"'mfamliar with cold, cold nmountains...very beautiful
ones. .. but none of mne had a steany jungle at its foot."

He studied her a nonment, the gray of his eyes charged
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with her enthusiasm "W are com ng into Huehuet enango.
This is Thursday, a very good nmarket day. Wuld you like to
stop?"

"Ch, I'd love to...if it won't affect your plans."” She
answered with such exuberance that Frau Bilder drew in her
breath and nuttered sonething in German which Kamlle
t hought neant such a girl, but the mld aspersion could in
no way assail her high-spirited nood.

"Ursula, you will like it, too," Steinléwe said. "A
surprising anount of traffic comes through here, although
there are only about twelve or thirteen thousand inhabitants
in the i mMmediate town. The Mexican border is only eighty
kil ometers away. That is--"

"About fifty mles," Kamlle interrupted with another
of her anused smiles. |'mnot as dense as you i magi ne, she
t hought, but her real enthusiasm banished any feeling of
of fense or resentnent at his repeated condescensi on.

He had put on a light tweed jacket, and they were
wal ki ng through the square when Steinl 6we st opped and, for
the first tinme, offered Kamlle a broad grin.

"Pl ease excuse ne," he said with his perfectly
enunci at ed, but neverthel ess accented, English. "I forget
that you are |la nmmestra, as Don Tonas already calls you
Sonme North Americans who cone here have no...no idea of the
sinplest things...but you, whom| would expect...and yet,
you are such a...a Kind."
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Even though he had just called her a child, perhaps
even a baby, in German, nothing of the sort could unsettle
her on a day rare as this one, and she would prove herself.

"Yes, a child' s curiosity is endless, and so is mne at
all this... Go on explaining. | want to know everything."

"And in time you will. | amsure of it," he said with
hi s head angl ed down to her and his eyes | aughi ng.

"What is that curious stepped tower over there?" Frau
Bi | der asked in a high, sweet trill. She held her shading
hand above her |avender eyes, smling up at Steinlowe.

"Huehuet enango is al so the name of this departnent, and
that unusual edifice is the departnment’'s governnent
bui | di ng. Huehuetenango in the Mam | anguage neans 'town of
the old people.” The Mam I ndi ans have been here a very | ong
time."

"It's fascinating to contenplate just how |l ong...and
all that's gone on," Kam || e said.

Frau Bilder hurried off to see if she m ght be
permtted to clinb the tower, while Kam |l e stood | ooking
around her with poundi ng heart.

"It can't be just the altitude that's affecting ne,"

she said. "Wat is it, the air?...the light? | can't see
enough. .. take in enough of everything. It's all just...]just
so marvelous. | |love being here."

"You have the sane high spirit as Dofla Catalina...after
you have had a little rest. D d the w ne hel p?"
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The previous night was surfacing at last. Kamlle
bl ushed. "Yes, thank you. It was sonmewhat of a good idea.
| think you're a bit of a psychol ogi st, Sefior...Herr

Steinléwe -- | don't know which to call you."
"I'f you were German you would say 'Herr," if Spanish
Sefior.' But you are a norte...a norteanericana whom | put

to bed last night in ny owmn casa. Surely that entitles ne
to Andar."” He |aughed at her startled face.

"COh," she said, with a small grinmace at the unsettling
menory. She put her hand up to a flushed cheek, dropping
her head to stare at the cobbl es beneath her shoes.

"Andar, please,” he insisted.

"I'n Washington it would be so easy to say your given
nane, but here somehowit...it seens--"

"Say it."

"Andar," she said with cautious voice, staring straight
into the suasive gray eyes and then watching his nouth curve
into a smle no | onger al oof.

"There. You see...just as easy here."

"I"'msorry. | guess |I...| feel the convention here
more strongly than...than | coul d' ve ever inmagined."

"Only because you are uncertain. Perhaps it nmakes you
unconfortable. Then say it when we are al one.™

"That would be even nore difficult.” She was bl ushing,
a frequent chem stry neither her life nor will would ever
change.
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He turned to the tower, trying to determne if his
friend had made it to the top. "Then think it," he said
over his shoulder. "Whenever you say Steinldwe think Andar,
just until you know ne better."

"Steinldowe -- stone lion," Kamlle nmused to herself.

"You know Cerman."

“"Not really...well sone. | haven't used it much. Now
"1l have to concentrate on Spanish."

"You had better learn a little Mamwhile you are at it.
But nust | call you M ss Penine?"

“I...hmm ..l suppose...yes," she said, watching Frau
Bi | der approach and wi shing she would hurry.

"W will see," he said, reaching out to take Frau
Bilder's arm

"One doesn't get inside the tower. They guard that
building as if it contained the Ring of the N belungen,™
Frau Bilder said with perturbed voice.

"You did not say the right words, Ursula. There is
al wvays a way."

"Well, nmy Spanish is not as good as yours."

"It is good enough. Let us acquaint Mss Penine with
the marketplace. May | call you Kamlle? After all, we are
practically neighbors, and it is such an el egant nane to be
left in silence.” One gray eye flashed a triunphant w nk.

Hi s expression made her think of Charlie's when he had
j ust beat her soundly at a gane of gin rumy. She stared
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hard at him until she saw Frau Bilder's | ook of interest.

"Pl ease do, then," she said with a standoffish air,
which by nowit was hard to affect, for she was beginning to
feel a strange hunor com ng from deep inside.

Everyt hing touched on the hilarious: Steinldwe and his
ravi shing German frau, the cherubic golden sun, even a plunp
lizard falling at her feet out of a rosebush. How strange:
alizard in a rosebush. It must be an omen. Qrens were
obviously ranpant in this |land where one was forced to think
so often of the contrasts of nature. She was grow ng very
I i ght headed and nearly stunbl ed, thankful that no one had
noticed, until she felt Steinlowe's tight grip on her arm

"Do you realize you are dizzy? Do not |augh too nuch,”

he cautioned, but with enjoynent in his eyes. "Really, you
will hyperventilate...even in this thin air."

"Ch please, no, don't tell ne not to laugh. |It's the
one thing I've been wanting to do." She spoke with such

candor that she had to | ook away as his pleased eyes
travel ed over her face.

In the market pl ace she wanted to know what everything
was, all of the curious baskets and bl ankets filled with
nuts and pods and fruits and roots, and why he didn't eat
t hese things every single day. They were all so beautiful.

Frau Bil der agreed that the entire mlieu was quite
wonderful, a subject for a rich painting. She then set off
to bargain for a pair of |eather sandals. Soon, she was
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deeply engrossed in the nysterious process of gradually
shifting prices that was al ways expected in the marketpl ace.

Kam ||l e | ooked up at Steinl 6we whose di scerni ng eyes
were far away, searching for sonething in particular. He
has a fine, nmellow sense of hunor when he chooses, she
t hought, but there is an unapproachable quality about him
She understood very well how one kept to one's self in order
to avoid entangl enent or pain, and had al ready deci ded that
it was what Steinléwe did. Still, she could also feel the
war mt h snol deri ng beneath that very trenchant surface. He
stood with his hands in his pockets, calmand smling a
little, but she was so aware of himthat it startled her.
Hi s unusual face invited study, striking, long and | ean but
not overly thin, an El Geco face that only a very tal
person such as he could carry well; the arresting shape drew
attention to the intelligent, linpid gray eyes, and to a
faintly cleft chin. Her focus lingered on the provocative
fawn col oration scul pting the sensual fullness of his nouth.
Her eyes often returned to that expressive nmouth, or, in
followwng him to the short curl of tawny hair at his neck,
so clean and natural that it made her want to... Her head
drew back with shock, for his eyes had found her out,
demandi ng to know if she approved of what she had been
studying. Turning away wth heated face, she let her gaze
travel over the marketpl ace.

"Don't you ever...ever eat any of this wonderful
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pot pourri ?" She spread her arnms around her. "You don't
just eat duckling in cherry sauce in the mddle of the night
al ways. ..do you?"

He broke into a delighted riff of laughter at this
obvious retaliation. "I will never hear the end of that, |
suppose. | could have done worse, fed you plenty of com da
tipica, native food, and you woul d be sick today, Midchen.

Try a little at a tinme," he warned, still quite amused.

It had been so long since she felt free to | augh |ike
this. Just now, just in this one nonment, all her worries
and sorrows were laid aside. Even the air tasted deli cious,
the high, thin air that made her spin as she |aughed. His
hand gri pped her arm and she started to explain that she
wasn't dizzy, or if she was it didn't matter; she needed the
| aughter. Her sentence was never conpleted. For seconds
their discovery of the affect each had on the other bound
themtogether. Shut away in a private world of startling
enotion, they couldn’t | ook anywhere but at each other.

"My God, how good you nmake ne feel!" he exclai med above
t he returning hum of voi ces.

He drew her behind a stall of hand-woven textiles and
ki ssed her nmouth so hard and deeply that if he hadn't caught
her she woul d have fallen backwards into a stack of crude
pottery water jugs. She hung onto his jacket, touching the
cloth with sparks shooting through her fingers, then saw
that he was as stunned as she. He kissed her again, |onger,



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 35

softer, so thoroughly that the marketplace vani shed from her
senses. A low sound of pleasure was uttered agai nst her
nmout h, and she nmurnured back like a small violin. This was
madness. Her |ips stung, her knees buckl ed, and her heart
was crashing against her ribs. Pushing herself away, she
stunbled and felt his firmarm steadying her. Again she
could think only of Iaughing. She put her hand agai nst her
t hr obbi ng nouth and turned away, staring at nothing. She
was dazed, wal ki ng al ong beside him touching things,
finally gesturing and |aughing with the Indians who so | oved
to barter. Everything turned over in her mnd like the

pi eci ng together of a dream sharp fragnments but al nbst out
of reach. Wat was happening to her? Slowed tinme was again
gat hering speed, the blazing ball of fire bouncing across

t he heavens too quickly. She would never forget this day,

t he playful black eyes of the proud Indians, the intense

bl ue of the sky, the white clouds drifting over the dark
mount ai n peaks. WAs Huehuet enango at the very top of the
wor | d? She saw an Indian shout and wave his wild arns.

"What's wong with hinP"

"Aguardiente, distilled fromsugar cane. Makes them
crazy and | eaves a pretty bad hangover. Dofia Catalina tried
very hard to teach the Indians noderation, but it is their
costunbre, their custom and a part of their celebrations.”

The sun poured over Kamlle, and now she really did
feel a powerful dizziness, alnost as if she herself had
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drunk too nmuch of the potent aguardiente.

"Put on your hat or you will get freckles...possibly
sunstroke,” Steinl dwe ordered with gentle voice as he
wat ched her for signs of what, she wondered, |unacy? "The
sun will boil your brain up here."

"What about you? Wiere's your hat?" she denanded.

"It is already too late for nme, but for you there is
still hope." He grinned.

H s eyes and his hair glittered bronze in the sun, like
the stone and the lion of his nane, eyes that |ooked too
deeply in one instant and in the next held no clue of any
virtue but sharp hunor. She understood that sonething
irreversi ble had happened to her, and her joyous | aughter
di m ni shed by the smallest part as she felt a little trenor
of fear.

He had found what he was seeking, and she foll owed him
and watched with fascination as he bartered in Mamw th an
I ndi an woman at a textile booth. The words he spoke were
oddly sibilant; he used his hands turned pal ms up when he
was finished. Both seller and buyer seened pleased with the
transaction. Kamille found that the purchase was to be a
gift for her. Unwinding a small, blue and white, woven
tapestry, she saw that it displayed a man, wonman, child, and
smal | pig beside a sinple hut and cornfield. All stood
beneath a sun spreading its astral rays of life, and a
little cloud giving forth rain.
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"If you study this you will understand everythi ng dear
to the Indian. There is hardly a thing nore inportant to
himthan is depicted here...and you, Liebling, are smart
enough to appreciate the truth of it."

He renmoved his jacket, threw it over his shoul der, and
wal ked over to Frau Bilder. She was proudly wapped in a
new green shawl, like a radiant yell ow bl oom unfol ding from
its calyx. So startling was she that Kam|le could only
stand and smle in appreciation.

She | ooked down, pondering the honmely tapestry in her
hand -- her first and nost inportant Guatenal an treasure --
then at Steinl dwe's recedi ng back, all form dable, work-
honed nuscl e beneath the taut, white shirt. The quick
know edge of what had happened sent snmall arrows of grief
shooting through her wists. A small pain because there was
yet no tinme for reflection, and the laughter still wanted to
well up in her throat. Tonight she would lie alone in a
strange bed sonewhere out there in a high, cold valley. The
sun nust have done its danage after all, for she wanted to
go there at once, to lie alone and think of nothing but this
day. It was the nost perfectly etched day of her life, and
had al ready given her nore than she had ever dreaned of
possessing. She could ask for nothing nore, except a place
t hat wel coned her.
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Kam | le's first view of Esperanza nearly took her
breath away. The road tw sted up anong w nd-whi pped, barren
vol cani ¢ crags, passed through a gap and dropped down into a
sloping enerald valley, a high, sweet-aired valley that hung

in the clouds. It contained a patchwork of green apple and
pear orchards -- she had never imagined that she would find
appl es and pears in Guatemala -- and fields dotted here and

there with Indian ranchos, the snoke of their fires rising
al nost strai ght up.

"There is the hacienda,” Steinldwe said, pointing to a
square white building with a red tile roof, surrounded by a
grove which he said contained pine, spruce, and cypress.

Kam |l e could just nmake out what appeared to be a
courtyard of wal ks and gardens inside the square and, off to
the south of the main building, another |Iong white structure
with a bright tile roof.

"La escuela," Steinlowe said, "but of course Esperanza
is much nore than just a school house, as you know. The
estate narrows at the north end of the valley and funnels
down into a lower valley, thus it has varied climates. It
is a fully working finca which can produce many crops, but,
as you al so know, mainly coffee.”

"Esperanza is a coffee finca?" Kamlle said.

Steinl 6bwe's face registered conplete incredulity. He
gl anced at Frau Bilder who returned a know ng | ook.

Kam | le flushed. "But | thought..." she said, and then
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fell silent, feeling utterly confused. Her head was burning
wi th astoni shnent, and with questions, but she knew t hat her
conpani ons were already amazed at her ignorance. There
coul d be no plausible excuse for being so poorly inforned
and ill-prepared. In her distress she had failed to do the
research that was so typical of her usually inquiring mnd.

St ei nl 6bwe pondered awhile in silence, staring out the
w ndow, so that Kamlle was able to glinpse his solem
profile. Then he went on in a |low, steady voice with a few
nore pi eces of information.

"El Tigre Pequefio, our hacienda of The Little Tiger,
was once owned entirely by ny famly, as is La Guarida d' el
Tigre. | now share Little Tiger, after a fashion, with the
governnent. It runs al ongside | ower Esperanza for a nunber
of kilometers, so you see we are nei ghbors, even though
nmust spend nore tine at La Guarida d' el Tigre."

Kam |l e stared far bel ow at the | ong, white school house
whose resourceful teacher she had | ately imagined herself
becom ng -- this duty she had felt herself quite capabl e of
mastering, even with her tenporary |ack of Spanish. But a
coffee fincal For the first time she was really afraid.

Was she expected to run it? Deeply frustrated, she w shed
Frau Bil der were not present. Perhaps then she could reveal
alittle nore of her growng anxiety and learn if it was
justified. "Herr...Steinlowe," she heard hersel f al nost
stammering, "Who is the adm nistrator of Finca Esperanza?"
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"You are," he answered. "O course, Don Tomas and his
son will help you. Over many difficult years Dofia Catalina
hersel f | earned everything she needed to know to turn
Esperanza into a profitable resource for her school. She
ran the place entirely by her own wits, except, of course,
for her |aborers. Later, Don Tomas and then his son cane

al ong. She trained excellent |adino teachers, sending them
away to be schooled. The school is well-staffed. Al
Esperanza really needs is a capable adm nistrator...one who
can run it with the genius of the grand ol d Dofa."

Kam |l e's stomach was churning. She thought the | ast
remark terribly unfair. He was frank to the point of
cruelty. D d he think she was so | acking in sense as not to
have realized the gravity of her situation? Wat on earth
had gone wong? Many of Aunt Cathline's letters were
m ssi ng, she knew, a discovery she'd nmade in searching
t hrough her parents' papers when she had actually nade a
feeble effort to | earn sonmet hi ng about Esperanza before
departing. Now she struggled to renmenber what her parents
had told her. Little snatches of information from casua
conversations began to drift out of fragmented nenories.

The rest of the drive to the trim white haci enda was
spent in heavy silence. Kamlle knew as the car canme to a
stop that her face reflected her apprehension, her ignorance
of the kinds of tasks that |lay before her. She, therefore,
managed a rather transparent show of enthusiasm
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The charm ng Spani sh house with its handsonme white
arcade and | ong veranda seened, despite its carefully tended
appearance, to leer at her. The school was nmuch | arger than
she had i magi ned, a bona fide place of serious |earning.

And the grounds! | nmacul ate, perfectly mani cured and | ush.
Every trimbush and fl ower bed cried out to her for a
constant and wel |l -informed nonitoring, beginning this very
nmoment | est sonething get out of hand.

| nsi de, the house was cool, snelling of cedar and a
trace of the sweet copal incense she had inhal ed al ong the
road. It was furnished with the unique crafts of the
| ndi ans: carved woods, textiles woven with the comon back-
strap hip loomthat existed in every village, clay bows and
delicately engraved gourds, handsone sisal floor nats
resting on shining plank and red tile floors, and the
fireplaces trimmed with blue tiles as rich and deep as an
evening sky. The ceiling fans were turning at a sl ow speed.
Everything was in a state of perfection. A red-eyed Indian
worman nanmed I xil stood at the door with her hands fol ded,
smling and weepi ng.

Pal o brought her |uggage to the spaci ous nmaster bedroom
where she found a note on her dresser, which had been
brought over earlier by the son of Don Tomas. The feverish
sister was dying, and with deepest apol ogi es he excused
himsel f for a few days. She frowned at this om nous news,
with a rush of pity for the kindly Don Tomas, and for the
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harrowi ng experi ence of | oss.

The house woul d take sonme getting used to. She wal ked
through it Iike a hushed visitor at a nuseum How could she
take command of this place and all the fields that |ay
beyond before they took command of her?

Steinl bwe and Frau Bil der were served cold guava j uice,
brought by Ixil to the veranda. Kamlle w shed they would
go so that she could flee to her roomand sulk. But at the
sanme tinme she wished that Steinl éwe would stay a little
| onger and say sonething conforting to her, sone revel ation
that would clarify everything, or at |east provide assurance
enough to face the awful truth of her position.

Finally, they were |leaving, but only after Frau
Bilder's curiosity was satisfied by a tour of the house.
Steinl bwe had offered Kam Il e nothing but unconmtting
pl easantries, and her heart was sinking. She sat in the
cool salon, staring into space. To what renote place had
her little hut in the clouds, her dream of a sinple school,
vani shed? Surely this place was renote enough, but it was
| arge and demandi ng and conplicated. Presently, she heard a
sound and | ooked up to see Steinl 6we standi ng before her
with a small piece of her |uggage, which he had purposely
| ost anmong Frau Bil der's packages during the unloading.

"An excuse to have a word with you al one,” he offered,
and the warnth of his smle made her heart leap. "I thought
Don Tomas woul d be here to explain things. Poor fellow |
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will come tonight after Ursula has settled into one of her
novels. | amnot far off. If you clinb the hill above your
bui |l di ngs, you can just make out ny hacienda. | wll not

have eaten. WII| you have a |ight supper with ne?"
"Wn't Frau Bil der object?"
"She does not concern herself with everything | do."
"My house, ny food are yours, but | can't promse to
dine with you. | haven't nuch appetite at the nonent."
She arose from her chair, folded her arns, and | ooked
out across the veranda through the |arge, arched w ndow.

He touched her shoulder. "But you will eat with ne.
will bring sone wine. Ixil will know what to fix. She is
an old treasure, but still nourning the Dofa."

"As | am More than ever,"” Kam|le answered.

"I cannot understand how you could know so little about
Esperanza. It is not at all like the Dofia to | eave you in
such ignorance.”

"The fault is mne."

"You can fill nme in later. | nust go. Take a siesta
...S0 that you can stay awake for supper," he teased, trying
to make her smle. "And do not worry. Don Tomas and | wil|l
not let you finish this place.”

"How encouragi ng," her bitter voice hurled at his back.

He returned with hurried steps, putting his fingers
under her chin to lift her bent head. "I amsorry, Kind."

The apol ogy fed her msery. She trenbled on the verge
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of tears as a hollow feeling of al oneness swept over her.

"I amas surprised as you are," he said with softened
words, his finger tracing the length of her flipped nose.

"But | should not have been surprised,” she answered,
lingering in self-ridicule.

"No, no, | amspeaking of us...you and |."

She tried not to look at him to verify anything.

He bent over her and again |ifted her crestfallen face.
“"Now you will have to kiss ne good-bye...please."

Bereft and in need, she acted w thout thinking,
standi ng on her toes and bringing her lips up to his
inclined face. A little dazed, she found his warm nouth
encouragi ng, the tightening of his arms reassuring. Then,
al nost imredi ately, the effect was as startling as the
earlier kisses, leaving her linp with excitenent.

He put his fingers in her hair, rubbing the back of her
neck. "Ah...and this is why | tried to | eave so hastily. |
must go. Adi6s until tonight."

As soon as his conmandi ng franme had passed out of her
new y acquired haci enda, the house resunmed its indifferent,
museum personality. Kamlle decided to take a bath and soak
away the trenbling. But first she got out her Spanish
dictionary and said a few words to Ixil on the subject of
supper, giving her shoul der a reassuring pat.

The tub, in a large bathroom just off her bedroom was
actually a w de-ledged, rectangular well of orange tiles
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with delicate flowers. She lay with her head back and
propped against a rolled towl, watching the steamrise and
breathing in the unusual scent of Spanish soap; it was
becom ng a favorite aroma. Hi gh above her, the | edge of a
f an- shaped wi ndow held a potted vine which cascaded down the
white wall, flourishing in the warmsteam Al at once, she
had an odd sense of déja vu, that she had been in this exact
spot before, that, at least reclining in this restful tile
basin, she was home. How many of her aunt's dreans and
schenes had been hatched in the steamand froth of this
private sanctun? It would be easy to fall asleep like this.
A siesta, Kam || e decided, was an excellent idea. Wy, when
di sturbing times cane, did she always desire endl ess sl eep?
It must be a very natural animal release, restorative. The
hi gh, mahogany bed had a mattress stacked with soft feather-
beds; slipping between them a drowsy Kanmlle felt herself
falling through clouds, layers of them thick and bill owy.

Sonet hi ng touched her arm She started and sat up,
confused by her surroundings. The room had grown darKk.
I xi| stood over her with a small, flickering candle, having
obviously feared to frighten her by switching on the |ight.
The old wonman's lined face, slightly grotesque in half
shadow but still benevolent, broke into a welcone smle.
Sonmehow her crooked teeth made her all the nore endearing.

" Sefior Steinl 6we here,"” she said with | abored voice.

"Ixil, do you speak English?" Kam|le asked, surprised
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and thankful, at the nonent welcomng any famliar words.
"Ch, si, sonme English Dofia teaches ne, but she say old
dog is hard for new tricks."
Kam | | e | aughed. "How nice...oh, how nice that you can
speak English. Soon | hope to speak Spanish. You can hel p.
"Lord, how could |I have slept so | ong? Seifor Steinloéwe
will think "'mreally a very |lazy woman."
She dressed with haste, putting on a pal e blue wool
skirt and matching cow - necked sweater, for she felt the

evening chill. Wanting to appear as mature and capabl e as
she had appeared to her classroons of students, she drew up
her | ong wavy hair -- perhaps the pigtail had nmade Steinl dwe
call her a Kind -- and coiled it atop her head, but it was

not as obedient as Frau Bilder's stunning coiffure. Little
strands fl oated down around her eyes.

"Ch, darn! It won't stay."

"I fix," Ixil said, giggling for the first tine.

Her fingers were deft and conforting. Probably she had
often done Aunt Cathline's hair. She seened very famliar
with the task and an expert with two sinple conbs.

St eppi ng into the dark-beanmed conedor, Kamlle was
surprised at its sinple elegance. A fire sparkled on the
tile hearth. The large dining table was pulled against the
wal | out of the way, and a smaller, nore intimate table was
set before the fire. It contained heavy crystal w ne
goblets on a blue cloth, and there were terra cotta plates
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and an opal escent gl ass vase of m niature pink rosebuds.

St ei nl 6we was snoking a pipe as he relaxed in a
| eat her - backed side chair. He stood up, his eyes filled
with a pleasure so obvious it gave her a heady satisfaction.

"The fire was in here, so | did not wait in the salon."

"I"'msorry...you nmust be hungry,"” Kam || e apol ogized in
a sonmewhat shy voice. "You know, | bathed and went to sl eep
al nost imredi ately after you left and I just woke up...and
that thanks to Ixil. | think it's pure escape."

"It was certainly good for you. You are what is called
a knockout, nicht wahr?...very lovely for such a Kind."

Kam | | e frowned.

"You do not like it when I call you that."

"I suppose | don't mnd so nuch. |It's just that now
want nore than anything to think |like a wise old woman. "

"Only experience will grant such a wish. Do not | ook
so worried. Let us have supper before we say anything
serious. | brought an inoffensive Spanish table w ne, vino
tinto, to go with Ixil's warm bread, salad, and sopa...a
very good garlic and sausage soup...easy to eat."

"You seemto know the nmenu here very well."

"Yes. | have cone nuch further than Tigre Pequefio to
have Ixil's cooking and the Dofia's conversation."

"M ne won't be so interesting."

"Pl ease do not denean yourself. It is not in keeping
wi th the | aughi ng Madchen | found i n Huehuet enango."”
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"I was al nost giddy there. Mybe it was the altitude.”

"But you are higher up here. It could not have been
me?" he asked with a half teasing disappointnent.

Kam | | e bl ushed and asked, "How is Frau Bil der?"

"Quite content. She took her supper in bed, along with
an engrossing book. | amfine, too, thank you. | spent a
t edi ous anmount of tinme conducting business on the tel ephone
whil e you were dream ng of ny appearance.” H's |ow resonant
voice carried with its levity a touch of sarcasm

"I know all Germans aren't like this."

"How many ot hers have you known?"

He uncorked the wi ne, poured, then sloshed it around in
the goblet and tasted. "O course, it could have decanted
awhi | e, but not hing bad ever happens to Spani sh table w ne."
He grinned, and Kam |l e assuned that the previous question
coul d go unanswer ed.

"The other Gernmans?" he prodded.

"I knew a German professor in college. That's really
all,"” she said, lifting up her glass to be filled.

"And naturally he was in |love with you. You had a
long, irresistible pigtail and the same sensuous nouth you
are smling with now, and he could hardly teach for thinking
of you...as | have thought of you...all afternoon.”

She recoiled fromher excitenment wwth a brash response.
"I amnot going to fall in love with you, Herr Steinlowe."

"My God, call ne Andar if you are going to be so
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forward. There is no other living thing present |arger than
a nouse. You could lead ne on a little just to exploit ny
brain. | mght be useful."

"I could never do that."

"No. You could not. You are a Kind, a straight,
honest woman-child fromthe state of Washi ngton...where
appl es remai n appl es and peaches renmai n peaches.”

"Woman-child! You can't get away with that!" Kamlle
excl aimed. The laughter was rising in her throat. How did
he manage it, so effortlessly causing her carefully upheld
persona to nelt away? Subtle changes simlar to those in
t he mar ket pl ace were affecting her vision. The fire burned
liquid bright, and the uncoiling pink rosebuds in the mlky
gl ass vase were striking, so beautiful she had to touch them
with her fingertips. There was an inescapabl e noi stness
formng in her eyes, |aughing eyes that saw Steinl 6we's nood
augnented by her own. He pulled out her chair and |ingered
a nonent behind her, so that her neck twitched. She had to
busy her nervous hands by unfurling her napkin and snoot hi ng
it over her |ap.

He sat down and lifted his glass, offering a toast.

"Salud y anor y tienpo para gozarl os."

“Whi ch nmeans?”

"Health and love and tine in which to enjoy them™

She clinked her glass against his waiting goblet and
set upon a supper of very different flavors. Delicious food
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t hat was acconpani ed by hunorous thrust and parry all the
way through, interspersed with bits of |ocal infornmation.

Finally, Steinldwe pushed back his chair and said, "Now
that | have you where I want you, how is your backbone? Can
you take a little bad with the good?"

"I guess I'll have to," she replied, feeling an anxious
pang very close to where her heart nust be.

"Let's go into the sala with our precious esencia that
you know as coffee. | asked your nozo, Mguel, to light a
fire in there."

The sal a at Esperanza was much less formal than its
counterpart, the grand living roomat La CGuarida d el Tigre,
but it was, nevertheless, quite pleasant. Beneath the dark-
beaned, white ceiling the bright tile floor shone around the
edges of thick rugs woven of fine nerino wool. There was an
assortnment of confortable chairs and couches covered with
spongy, tanned hides, and a great rug of stitched deerskins
t hrown before the open fire.

Stei nl 6we knelt, set his cup on the hearth, and
notioned for Kamlle to sit beside himon the soft furs.

"This does not | ook |ike a business conference,"” she
said, her voice ringing with exasperation. "D d you really
conme here to tell me anything helpful? Is there anyone here
whom | can trust?"

He remai ned unperturbed as he renoved his suede jacket
and deftly unbuttoned and turned up the cuffs of his white
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linen shirt. Still silent, he pulled off his el egant boots
and sat gazing into the fire with long | egs drawn up and
arnms cl asping his knees.

"You do not know who | amyet, but you can trust ne."
"Because you are a prosperous German who runs |arge
fincas? A remarkable feat according to ny sketchy know edge

of Guatemal an history,"” Kamlle said wth a new bol dness.

"That is for another time."

She saw that his face had hardened with an enobtion
approachi ng anger, and said, "I"'msorry. | didn't mean
to...to be so personal."

“"Mean to be! | amdown on your hearth with my boots
off, Kamlle."

"I like so many of the things you say," she offered,
spont aneous, but with a strong need to be aneliorating. The
swi ftness of her own remark did surprise her a little, but
not the desperate need to nmake peace, to have a friend.

"That is personal enough for the nonment," he said,
giving a brisk laugh and rubbing the heat fromhis arns.
Then his voice grew serious and demandi ng.

"Kam | le, how did the Dofia ever choose a woman of your
profession for a job where such a different kind of
experience is required?”

"“I"ve been thinking about that. You see, Aunt Cathline
wote nmany letters over the years...and after..."” She took
a deep breath. "Last year ny parents were killed in an
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aut onobi l e accident -- | really have trouble saying that."

"I amsorry. Yes, those words nmake everything return
| amvery sorry, Kamlle. And after that?"

"I think my parents were..." Kamlle sighed and noved
back fromthe heat. "I must sound so naive. Wll, | my be
a bit green...but...but ny mnd works just fine. You can
see that |I...l wasn't born yesterday."

"But you are hardly Methuselah. | have no quarrel wth
your intelligence...only your experience in this matter."

"When | rather hastily decided to cone here, | tried to
| earn nore by reading ny aunt's letters. Too late, |
di scovered that many of them were m ssing. Today, | felt so
foolish to be told things | should have known. Later, |
tried to recall conversations | had with ny nother about ny
aunt. She was ny maternal grandnother's sister. M nother

often chatted about her, but ...l didn't always |listen
carefully. Still, | now believe that Aunt Cathline wanted
nmy parents to retire early and conme here. | do recal

sonething |ike that, but | never thought ny parents took the
offer very seriously. | could be wong, of course. They
were to have a sort of life estate of the property, and |
was to have the remaining interest...which I now have. |
suppose Aunt Cathline expected nme to cone here eventually
and carry on wwth things. M parents nust have intended to
sit down and discuss it with me at sonme future date. They
probably al so thought | was paying nore attention to their
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comments. In the little free tine | had, I...1 was often
away...quite involved in...in other things. Half the tine
l...well, anyway, | just didn't give it ny full attention."

She | owered her head and stroked her hair, an old habit
t hat surfaced when she was nervous or distressed.

"I really ama Kind, after all...aren't 1?...in the
nost ignorant sense.”

"No. It is ny expression for your honest, childlike
ent husi asm ..wonderful. Mst adults lose it."

H s gray eyes shone with approval as he reached out to
lift her chin and, by his | ook, soothe away her |ong face.

"Kamlle, if you will forgive nme, | wonder how nuch
better your parents would have been at running this place.

It is not exactly a retirenent hobby."

"They were both college instructors, as | am and |
think that Aunt Cathline wote them volunmes of information
whi ch they may have kept in their offices. They certainly
could have run the school. Dad spoke pretty fair Spanish.”

"And so, | amsure, can you run the school. You appear
very capable in that area...but the school's Iife blood is
that shrewd old woman's expertly working finca."

"I know that now. | have to do it sonehow. | can't go
back. | sold the famly hone. M Ilife...there's nothing--"

"Li ebchen, do not | ook so sad. Even ny callous heart
cannot bear it. God, | want to...let ne..." He took her by
t he shoul ders. "Please |ook at nme."
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This time she refused to |ift her head, know ng that
her eyes would be |ike wi ndows upon her stirring thoughts.

"Wn't Frau Bilder be wondering where you are?"

"Why do you bring up Ursula every tinme | get near you?
She is not ny wife."

"She's certainly something to you...your guest...your
friend...and deserves consideration.”

"OF which she gets plenty. Yes, she is a visiting
guest and we are friends. Please |ook at ne."

"I can't."

"Do you not know that refusing to | ook at nme nakes your
feelings known anyway?"

“I...|] suppose so. | can't just...do this. Can't you
tell me sone of the things | need to know? Ch lord, I--"

"Kamille...l think...l would rather hold you in ny arns
t han say anything el se now. "

“"No, tell ne everything, please. You...you know things
that you don't want to tal k about.™

"What a psychic little nose you have."

"Tell nme...if you care at all."

"Ah, you want to use ny caring but not partake of it."

There was a long silence during which the only sound
was the crackling fire. Then he spoke again, and Kanmille
was surprised at the hardness in his voice.

"There i s soneone el se who shoul d have been here to
greet you today, but | amnot surprised at his absence."



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 55

Now Kam |l e's eyes nmet his with surprise.

"At last | have your attention. Your eyes are topaz.
That surprised nme when | first |ooked into them | thought
t hey should be blue...but, no...they are so warm"

The hardness had vani shed fromhis voice. She was held
fast just as she had feared, swinmng in the softness of his
smle and the liquid fire of eyes that kept so nmuch back
fromher. She tried to |ook away w thout realizing that her
hands were pressing against his chest. It shocked her, the
need to touch him the excuse of pushing himaway to do so.

"Well, Kind," he said, laughing with a quick
under standi ng. "Never have | seen...no, never have | seen
topaz faceted with such a warminvitation."

Deeply enbarrassed, she pulled her hands away. "Please
don't laugh at ne. Don't you realize... |'mjust so...so
vul nerable right now Tell ne what you canme to tell ne."

"What | really canme to tell you? | have never seen
anyone so alive...so open...so eager for life. | amaquite
fascinated. | want to know you. | think our feelings are

the sane. Ever since the market...no, for me, ever since
you wal ked into ny conedor and drank so nuch of ny w ne--"

"Pl ease! You don't understand anything about nme. |'ve
got so nmuch to do. |'mchanging a whole way of life, and
|"'mafraid of...of ... Ch God, I'm-"

"Kamille, listen to ne. Listen! | do understand. |

will help you. | intend nothing |ess."
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"Then don't take advantage of ne. | need a friend...a
friend! Stop this other thing...this other--"

"No! You stop. Be as honest about this as you are
about everything else...our feelings.” He took her by the
shoul ders and held her at armis length. "Despite all your
Aufregung...your...your excitement, that sad loneliness is
in your eyes. | love to nake it go away. | can. | have
al ready. See how you are with ne...how we are together. So
alive and happy. Al in an instant, we have found sonet hi ng
very good, Liebchen. | want it to conme first."

Kami |l e | ooked at him a steady gaze now, yet shivering
with frustration at her weakness and desire. "You are
keepi ng sonmething fromne...sonething inmportant.”

"All right...all right, yes...yes, | am | amsorry,
but first I want to...CGod, | want..."

He had pull ed her against himand was sliding his nouth
over hers until she was shaki ng beyond control. Al through
t he afternoon she had fought the notion of such a thing
happeni ng agai n, yet now she was filled with an enotion so
consunmi ng that there was not room enough left for even the
faintest scruple or protest. It was like falling, falling
fromthe top of a dizzying nountain. H's hands gripped her
shoul ders, his nmouth burning wherever it touched, |ips,
eyes, throat all afire so that she could think of nothing
but the heat, the inescapable and relentless heat draw ng
her into himdeeper and deeper. Finally, there was little
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strength, thought, breath left in her. Gasping for air, she
had to pull away, and in that nonment she tried to protest.
"Pl ease, no. Andar, please!"”

"Do you want nore? Do not lie. You are hungry."

"What | want is... | can't do this...l don't--"

"Pl ease be honest. This norning, even before the heat
of the sun, | felt the warnth of you drifting all through ny
casa. Last night when you wal ked into ny comedor the room
caught fire. Ah, what a dammed ronmantic you have nmade ne!"
He threw back his head and | aughed. "I am anmazed. Wat a
problemthat it should be you. You do not know. ..you cannot
understand... If only you had cone from sonmewhere el se."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Nothing...nothing...only it is said... No, nothing.
If I want you -- Oh, yes -- we can...? My | have you?"

“No," she said, pulling herself free. This refusa
only caused a repetition of his ardor, holding her, Kkissing
her until her unwilled hands slid over his arched back as
she struggled to hide quick gasps of breath.

"Your words are not honest, Liebling...but your touch
is. You have your arns around nme. Do you want nme?"

"Yes...yes...yes, | do. Oh, this is--"

"Then forget all the rest...first, let us have this
understanding. Cone, let me lie with you."

"I can't. | don't know what |I'mdoing. | can't just
go through life...letting enotion take hold of...doing
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whatever... Ch, | didn't expect this...anything like this,
not you...not you here...anywhere. But you--"

She was startled to find herself hurled up against his
danp shirt, the faint aroma of citron, of Spanish soap, and
the sweat of arousal filling her nostrils with an utterly
provocative comm ngling of inescapable scents.

"Andar. .. pl ease put me down."

She heard a |l ow groan. H's hands | oosened their grasp
and he stepped back, |eaning against the wall with his arns
fol ded against his chest. H's face was in shadow. She
stood trenbling a nonent then noved cl oser and saw that he
was suffering wth need, trying to get control. "Just you.
Just you," he muttered. How could it end like this when her
own desire was as great as his? A soft, conmi serating cry
i ssued fromher as she noved, alnost fell, into his arns,
letting himcarry her away to her high, feathered bed.

"Take off your clothes...or | will," he said as he
stripped off his shirt and sl acks.

Lyi ng noti onl ess on the bed, she watched his broad
shoul ders appear in the soft light of the night lanp --
bronzed shoul ders and back, fair buttocks, |ong, sinewy
thighs. He turned toward her, his total nal eness naking her
racing breath stand still. H's hands were already lifting
t he sweater over her head, then cane the skirt, sandals,
satin, until all was peeled away and he knelt running his
hand down the | ength of her body, watching her trenble
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beneath the touch of his hands. Fingers searched through
her hair, pulling out conmbs, twining it first in a rough
grasp, then with tenderness around his fist, letting it fal
over her breasts. H's arns slid under her back, pulling her
up against his startling flesh, rolling over with her across
the bed until he could see into her eyes under the |anp.

"You never intended to tell me--" she tried one nore
time, hearing the foolishness of her voice as he stopped her
words with his hungry nouth. He lifted his head and uttered
with inpatient ferocity, "To hell wth that now Schoéne,
schone Kamlle, this is pain, is it not?...for both of us.

I want you. You want ne?"

"Yes."

"Say it then, the way you | aughed with ne in Huehue --
so beautiful under the sun. Say it...say Andar."

"“Andar, | want you...| do want you...but [|--"

"And what you feel."

"At the beginning | thought you would...would cut nme up
i ke duckling in cherry sauce...then...couldn't think. [|'ve
never known anything so...l wanted...oh, what am| saying?
|--" Her voice broke against his nouth.

He continued to | ead her, draw her out of her safe zone
of caution, demandi ng responses between kisses |ike hot
sparks searing her throat, neck, breasts, exploding over her
uncertain nout h.

"Kam |l e, amada nia, do you know what it nmeans, this
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feeling...feeling so nuch?"

"I can't believe...but I...yes."

"After only two days...is it possible?"

"I thought so after only two mnutes,"” she heard her
own frank adm ssion and knew at that nonent it was true.

"Do you realize...realize what we have found?"

"Yes, | think...yes."

He held her neck and slid his thunbs over her pul sing
throat. "Kind, you will need to...to let our words stay in
your head tonorrow and the next day and the next."

She was shaking, and then he nipped at her lips with
i ncreasi ng demand, her quaking body nelting against himin a
sunpt uous, racking need. Her own voice was a distant throb
in her ears. "Andar, please, oh please, oh please."

"Si, m nueva vida. Conprende? M newlife."

He drove hinself down on her with a soft, guttural
sound like the low cry of an animal in a distant forest,
until the groan becane al nost a chant. "Liebling, Liebling,
Liebling. MW CGod, little nmanslayer!"”

#

The shadowy forest was all around her and yet there was
barren ground. Sonething was com ng, gigantic, dark, and
om nous. It took the shape of a massive human? a bear? an
ape? sonething that had no features, only density, filling
t he whol e dark sky, the entire universe. She had been
running for so long and was tired. Kneeling in dead grass,
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she listened to a voice beside her -- someone she knew but
couldn't identify -- telling her the dark beast woul dn't
hurt her if it could only have sonething unnamed from her.
Subtl e distinctions concerning its intentions were obscure.
Terror gripped her until she was consunmed by the threatening
vi ol ence of the dark powerful beast. It was inpossible to
run any nore. She lay down, pressing herself flat against
the earth, sweating and listening to the trees break |ike
dry weed stal ks as the dark giant pounded toward her. She
tried to scream but her breath was snothered away. Now she
was in the thing's vice-like grip. dunsy, garbled screans
were forced from her closing throat.

“"No! No! Help ne! ©Ch, help ne! Help ne!"

"Liebling, Liebling, wake up. Shh, shh, | am here.
Andar. .. here. Get your eyes open, Kind. You are fine."

"Ch! \Where am1? Charlie? Wuo are you?"

Still paralyzed in half-dream half-wakeful ness, she
struggled to free herself, and found everything strange.

"Kanmi | | e?" he said, shaking her gently and running his
fingers through her danp and tangled hair. "You have had a
bad dream that is all. Liebchen, do you not renenber us?
Have you forgotten Andar?"

He reached over and turned on the lanp while she
cringed in enbarrassnent and uncertainty. Then he | eaned on
an el bow and stroked her face.

"Poor Kind. | think Charlie was a m stake. For a |long
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time you have needed Andar...we have needed each other."
"I"'msorry," she said. "Oh, it's inpossible to relate
the horror of that dream But there was...was nothing in it
very distinct...only the fear...a dark stalking figure."
"Anxi ety. You have been so alone. Everything is new
and strange to you. Let ne hold you."
Kam || e shrank back. "I feel so...so cut off from
anything famliar. You're startling...startling to ne."

"I frighten you?"

“"No, only...Il don't know. ..’

"Are you still in love with him..Charlie?"

"No. | don't want to tal k about him..not now"

"I wanted you so rmuch | could not let you...l thought
if we... | amsorry. You were not ready for this."

"Yes...No! Oh, it seens |I've known you forever...and
yet, | can't believe that |'"'mhere with you...this strange
pl ace...you...strange man...finquero. OCh, so strange. Just
hold me." She dropped her head agai nst his warm chest and
cl osed her eyes. "Please don't let go," she whispered.

“"No...l will not," he answered agai nst her cheek as he
hel d her, stroking her back with slow soothing fingers.

"Kam lle...Kamlle, | wonder why sonmeone |ike you...why
you are not married."

She lifted her head. "You nmean because |I'mso...well,
so ol d?"

He | aughed. "God, no. | amthirty-six. | nean
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because you are so rnuch."

She smled. "No one ever described ne quite |ike that.
| was alnost married...and I..."

After a nmonment of silence, a wave of astoni shnent swept
over her. "Oh, | alnobst nade such a terrible m stake," she
blurted out, and inmediately regretted her remark.

"The man you are running away fron®"

"Please forgive ne. | hardly know what |'m sayi ng,
or...or doing. You'll never believe how much I...how | |ove
reason. Reason...| always insisted ny students use it."

Her hands were nervous again, tracing over his
shoul ders, along his neck and across his lips. He kissed
her fingers. "Do not apologize for anything, Kamlle."

"Did you ever do anything you thought was very...well
very...wong?" she asked.

"Many things...when | was young and foolish."

"Did you ever want to save the worl d?"

"l suppose so, when | was really foolish. 1Is this
going to be a long inquisition into ny noral character? You
are a cautious creature...but I amnot Charlie.”

"I don't think that's what | was doing."

"I think it was."

Leaning over himand smling with a half-hidden
eagerness, she kissed hima long, steadily warm ng ki ss.

"I have no defense against that...fortunately,” he said

when his nouth was free.
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"Don't | eave nme," she whispered.

“Not...going...anywhere,” he said between ki sses.

"Make | ove to nme."

"What is this?" He laughed. "I am Kind."

#

Kam | | e was awakened by an indistinct rustling sound.
She stretched, feeling | anguorous and | azy until the spent
feeling of her body suddenly rem nded her of the previous
illusory night. A sensuous snml|e of pleasure overtook her,
then, as the full realization struck her, she sat up in
shock. She had spent the first night in her new honme in bed
with a German finquero of barely two days acquai nt ance.
What woul d Aunt Cat hline have thought of this? And what had
Aunt Cat hli ne thought of Andar Steinl 6we? She threw back
the covers and started to slip down fromthe very high
fourposter. Then in the dim early |ight she saw him
sitting in her chair pulling on his boots.

"Good nmorning, Kind," he said, eyeing her with distinct
pl easur e.

He was grinning with what she thought for a nonent
m ght be described as the Latin American nale satisfaction.
But how |l ovely was his grin, and he had not acted in the way
a chauvi ni st does when he expects his extrene politeness to
a woman to end in subm ssion, whether desired or not. She
suspected that he was courteous to everyone as a matter of
concern as well as breeding, had al ready seen evidence of it
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in his dealings with others. It was a rather nice quality,
refreshing, especially since she knew that nmen inured in the
Latin Anerican tradition were often hopel essly chauvinistic.

"My boots were standing inside your door when | got up,
and | left themin the sala along with nmy jacket -- | found
that, along with the rest of my clothes, in your closet.
AOdIxil is acurious and tidy little shadow. How she nust
have enjoyed our |overs' sleep, but not as nuch as | enjoyed
finding you there when | awoke."

Kam | le pulled the covers back over her and sank down
beneath her pillows. Onh, nortification! Ws she destined
to have a nockery made of everything she did?

St ei nl 6we got up and | eaned over her with |aughter.

"Conme out, Kamlle. It is no use. | have spent the
ni ght nenori zi ng your body...and you seened rather fond of
m ne, too."

"Turn your back," she said with a wretched shyness.

"Ri dicul ous!™ He |aughed and grabbed the covers,
flinging them back. Hi s eyes traveled over her w th obvious
delight. "Perhaps you had better put sonething on after
all...or I had better take sonething off."

Kam |l e sprang fromthe bed and dove into the closet,
yanking a fluffy robe froma hanger and funbling until she
managed to get herself into it. She was about to fly to the
ot her side of the room sinply out of wild enbarrassnent,
when Steinl 6we caught her and sat in the Ione chair, pulling



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 66

her down onto his | ap.

"WIIl you please light a nonent. | have sonething to
say. You nust get nore chairs in here if you do not I|ike
this arrangenent...it is fine with ne."

Kam | le sat stiffly, but he drew her back until her
head was on his shoul der.

"Your heart is pounding |like a hunmm ngbird's w ngs.

Cl ose your eyes, take a deep breath and listen to ne."

Pl aci ng her head on her hand agai nst his chest, she
uttered a long sigh and gave in to the real delight she had
finally allowed. "I'mlistening."

"Kam | le, you are going to hear unpl easant things about
me fromStewart Bartel, and | want to prepare you for them™

"Stewart Bartel ?" she said with surprise.

"You are not going to tell ne you do not know who he
is?" H's expression was sonewhat incredul ous.

"He's... Isn't he arelative of Aunt Cathline's late
husband? He used to conme here to...to paint, didn't he?
Isn't he an artist?"

"l suppose you could say that sone of his work is art.
| begrudge him praise for his painting of Dofia Catalina."

"You don't I|ike hinP"

"To put it mldly. Five years ago Catalina allowed him
to conme and live here permanently, the poorest judgnment she
ever exercised. But she felt an obligation to her husband's
famly. It was none of ny affair...except as a concerned
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friend. He gave her a great deal of trouble, and he is
likely to give you sonme. | thought he m ght be here
yesterday, but | amnot surprised at his absence. He is
nost likely in Guatemala Gty bar hopping."

"He drinks?"

St ei nl 6bwe gave a sarcastic laugh. "At the slightest
thirst. He goes on periodic binges when his work is not
showing or selling or the wind is not blowing in the right
direction...or when he has a fight with poor, smtten
little Mata, whom he pretends he does not know intinmately.
You wi Il find her nooning about. Al this is not ny
great est concern."

"What is, then?" she asked, |eaning away from hi m and
studyi ng his face.

"That you have been gi ven what he wanted: Esperanza.

He thought it should have come to him and he has been
broadcasting this openly while crying in his liquor. Do not
m stake nme. Bartel is neurotic but quite cunning. 1In the
begi nni ng, he was cl ever enough to charm your aunt -- no
mean feat. You will have to watch him Call me if you ever
need hel p. Don Tonmas will be invaluable to you, and his
son, Rodolfo. Please do not fall in love with Rodolfo. He
is a very capable young man...well -educated, well-mannered,
and. .. handsone. | will be here only a week nore and then
must go back to Guerida d' el Tigre, but I will try to see
you as often as | can. | want to know you...you to know ne.
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| want that very nuch."

"But you haven't told nme what Bartel has agai nst you.
Why?" Kam || e asked. She saw that his open and attentive
face was closing with an expression sullen, alnost al oof.

"Kamille...l cannot bring nyself to wallowin Bartel's
mudslinging. | was going to say nore, but now there is no
time. | stayed too long. | could not |eave you, Liebchen.

How could | steal away in the night when you were crying in

your sleep? | want to tell you in ny own tine. It is a
| ong story...heavy... Sonething not good for you at
present .

"I love the way your nose turns up, Kind."

He took her face in his hands and ki ssed her on the tip
of her nose.

"But there is one other thing | should say now.
Guatenal a frows on foreigners, any foreigner for any
reason, comng in and taking possession of the |and. You
are used to the ways of your country. They are not the ways
of this country. Dofia Catalina was a great resource to
Guatemal a. She was very just to her npzos...all her
wor kers...and nonetarily as fair as she could be w thout
arousing hostility in other quarters. This is how we nust
deal with things here. And as for schools: CGuatenala is
maki ng sone progress with schools, but it has not enough of
them for this reason, the Dofia was tolerated fromthe
begi nning. Do not |let these adnonitions frighten you,
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Kam | le, but...in a manner of speaking, you will really have
to show that you intend to do nore for this country than for
yoursel f."

Kam ||l e stood up. She was cal mer now, serious and
resol ute

"It has always been ny intention, however naive,
to...to make nyself useful here...not rich. You will find
|'"'mnot the |east avaricious...nor aml just a...a stupid
l[ittle gringo, Herr Steinl owe."

First an amused smle then delighted | aughter spread
over his face. "Ah, so it is Herr Steinl éwe when the gringa
feels abused, is it? You nust learn to put a fem nine
endi ng on that word, for you are very nuch a wonan."

Kam | | e bl ushed with enbarrassnent, but her heart was
pounding at his irresistible smle. This easy betrayal of
her fickle heart pushed her toward anger, but when he took
her nervous hand and kissed it she was | ost once again.

"I mght be thought a gringo, too, although |I was born
here as were my father and grandfather."”

"Why do you have such a Gernman Gernman accent?" Kamlle
asked, encouraged by his offering of personal history. "And
how do you conme to speak such perfect English along with
your Spani sh?"

"I grew up hearing German from Gernmans, of course --
the extended famly was a cl ose-knit group. | was educated
at Heidel berg University. As for ny English, | later
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studied at Princeton -- where | could never get the hang of
contractions. Do you know t he east coast of North Anerica?"

"Some...not well. | suppose I'msinply a hide-bound
nort hwesterner...one who certainly never dreaned of com ng
here. | wonder nowif I'lIl be able to stay."

He stood up and pulled on his jacket.

"You wll stay. | wll seetoit.”

He reached for her and she drew back, hardly realizing
what she had done, or the offensiveness of her act.

"Why did you do that?" he asked with hurt in his eyes.

"I don't know...exactly." She put her hands to her
cheeks which were beginning to burn. "Everything has
happened so fast, and I...1'"mafraid that if | get too close
to you | won't be able to think clearly. | really have a
| ogical mnd when I'mnot--"

"Enotionally involved,"” he finished with a satisfied
smle.

Her hand was |ifted and the pal mkissed. Then, hol ding
her wist, he drew her against his nouth so that once again
her knees were buckling and her heart straining to | eap out
of her chest.

"Li ebchen,” he whi spered agai nst her cheek. His
rel ease of her was abrupt, but with noticeable resignation.
“I will be back," he said quickly over his shoulder as his
bri sk boots glided over the shining teak planks. He turned
as he went out the door. "I wll phone you, |a maestra. |
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amsorry that things did not proceed exactly according to
proper etiquette, but | cannot apol ogi ze for taking
advantage of the nmonment. That is sonething a good deal of
living finally teaches one. And anyway...| was hel pl ess.
Enj oy the Dofia's casa, Kind; nowit is yours."

Kam |l e slipped out of her robe and craw ed back into
her soft bed. She was really exhausted, but she coul d not
return to sleep, and lay propped up on her pillows dreamn ng
with her eyes open. Each tine the swiftly noving filmin
her mnd flickered over a nonment spent with Steinl dwe her
heart | eapt and she smled. He rem nded her of soneone;
perhaps in an old film-- yes, a sort of early Gary Cooper
but tanned, a bit weathered, and with a German accent. Only
in the novies, a small voice whispered. What has happened
to me? | can't stop smling, she thought. | am hopel ess,
wi t hout even sense enough to be afraid. Wen a person gets
this bad terrible things are bound to happen, and yet...

Ixil came in later with warm banana bread and rich
bl ack coffee, both as delicious as Maria's.

"Is good," Ixil said with a little crooked grin as she
patted the bed. "Babies in this house.”

"Uno nonento!"” Kam |l e exclained, dropping the sandal
into which she was trying to get her foot. "I have only
just arrived nyself!"”
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Kam || e was eager to see the school, but it was Friday,
her Spani sh was al nbst non-existent, and Don Tomas was not
there to guide her. Perhaps it would be better to wait
until Monday when the teachers and children were fresh and
Don Tomas m ght be avail able. She decided to wander around
by herself after neeting the house and field workers, or
nozos, as they were called. A dutiful Ixil went with her
for the introductions, and when she had made the rounds and
undergone the polite nam ng of everyone who could be found,
she decided to take a wal k.

The hill behind the outbuil dings of Esperanza was
steeper than it | ooked and she puffed al ong, |aughing at
hersel f and prom sing to strengthen her lungs with daily
wal ks. When she reached the knoll she | ooked back at her
green valley and was struck by its delicate beauty. It was
the m ddl e of October and still apples clung to the trees in
the orchards below |i ke Christmas ornanments. The apple
trees made her feel nore at home. The sharp, geonetrica
boundaries of the orchards with their tidy rows of mature
trees rem nded her of her uncle's well-tended orchards
flourishing in the crisp air of eastern Washi ngton. What
was Uncl e Jasper doing now? Sorting through filled apple
crates in his cool cellars, perhaps, or laying in nore
firewood for the big stone fireplace that warnmed the |iving
roomin the light autumm snow. And here she was far away in
a high nmountain valley of Guatemala. Her body felt strange,
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tingling as though Steinl édwe were still making | ove to her,
and the places tender with | ovemaki ng consuned her with a
joyous pain. Al at once, her stomach felt weak. She threw
herself down on the hard earth and |lay | ooking up at cl ouds.
Never had she seen such nassive ones, ball ooning tropical

t hunder heads bunping into the nountains. It was the dry
season, however, and they would soon drift away, evaporate.
Now t hey were brushing over her forehead |Iike cool, clamy
fingertips, and the |aughing wi nd whispered to her, a
curling voice with hushed airy jokes. Always present in her
t hought s was the special place where she had not yet | ooked.
She roll ed over at |ast and | ooked across the knoll and far
down t he descending valley. There, glinting in the sun, was
Steinl bwe's red-roofed casa, unm stakabl e because there was
nothing else like it in the vicinity, the Hacienda of the
Little Tiger, a nodest casa by his standards alone. The

wi nd caught in her throat and her wild heart raced. She

cl osed her eyes, renenbering the words they had spoken in
the previous illusory night. He had nmade a point of asking
her to renmenber their words. Wy such concern that she not
forget? It was alnost as if he expected sonething sinister
to intervene. She smled at her overw ought sense of the
nysterious and stretched out her arns, continuing to stare
in languor at the red-tiled roof of his casa. A frown crept
over her face as she thought of Frau Bilder. At the sane
nmoment, a dark shadow fell over her and she sat up, giving a
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startled cry.

"Ch...sorry. | didn't nean to alarmyou," a very
British voice said.

Kam |l e | ooked up at a thin, sandy-haired man of nedi um
hei ght with sharp, somewhat ravaged features, an intense,
rather hostile nmouth that twisted in a sensual way as he
spoke, and piercing blue eyes. The eyes were already
al ternating between cool ness and outright rancor.

"I am Stewart Bartel, and you, |I'msure, are Kanmlle
Penine. | apologize for ny absence at your arrival, but |
had unavoi dabl e business in the city."

Yes, Kam |le rem nded hersel f, unavoi dabl e bouts of
inebriation. Careful, ny girl, you nust not appear to know
too nmuch. Go slowy. Sonehow you nust becone this man's
friend...or at |east not his eneny.

"I"'mglad to neet you at |ast," she said, extending her

hand which was given a brief and weak grasp. "I was just
admring the view fromup here. | can't get over how
beautiful everything is...and the air...the light. It nust
mean a great deal to you as an artist."”

"Yes," Bartel said, lifting one eyebrow and gl anci ng
down at Steinléwe's hacienda. "Look, do you mind if we sit

here a nonent and tal k over sone things...or were you com ng
back down to the casa?"

“In anhile...oh, but this is fine. [1'd love to talk.
| know this will sound a little provincial, but it's
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wonderful to hear such lovely English.” She hesitated and
went on. "Spanish, too, is a beautiful |anguage."”

Bartel narrowed his eyes, studying her with careful
scrutiny, then his face relaxed in a private concl usion.

“I hope I'lIl see sone of your work soon,"” Kamlle went
on with as nuch enthusiasm as she coul d nuster.

He gave a terse laugh. "It's hanging all over the
casa."

"Ch...well, I"'mstill getting acquainted with the
house. Now there's sonething nore to...to look forward to."

Bartel kicked an angul ar stone across the knoll wth
his thick-soled boot, watched it fly off into space, and
then threw hinmself down on a | ow bed of grass that had been
cl osely cropped by sone wandering animal. He turned to
Kam|lle, his attention riveted on her, cold and steady.

"M ss Peni ne, excuse ny bluntness, but Esperanza is
tenporarily lying idle, stayed by Cathline's order that only
your people run it. It nust get back into production
i medi ately for the next harvest. | do wonder, do you
a...know very nuch about fincas...or coffee...or even about
schools, for that matter?"

Her skin flushed red. How dare this idle, alcoholic
pai nt dauber question her capabilities! There was to be no
pretense of courtesy, no attenpt at fairness. Know ng what
she knew woul d make it all too easy to retaliate, to stand
her ground in belligerence, letting her anger boil up and
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scald her potential eneny. It would be a mstake. Bitter
recrimnations were irreversible. Yet, if she were too
eager and soft, too forgiving, he, who thought he knew her
now as an inconpetent naif, would run right over her, try to
take her over conpletely. She saw with whom she was deal i ng
and responded in accordance.

"About schools | know sonet hing, yes." She | aughed
al nrost with good nature. "As an instructor at a snal
private college, | was often also involved in admnistrative
work. | think it's safe to say I know a fair anmount. As to
coffee, you have nme there. M experience is limted to

brewing a fairly decent cup. That's all. And as to fincas,
well, | did spend a good part of ny life on a farmin
Washi ngton and saw how things got done. | realize that's a

far cry froma large working finca, but I'mreally a fast
learner...and | intend to learn very fast. 1'Il have to.
|'ve recently nmet Herr Steinldwe, and...and, while he
doesn't know it yet, | intend to make full use of his expert
knowl edge of coffee fincas. Since he...well, he appears to
be quite successful, he ought to be a good teacher."”

Bartel's rel axed face had tightened wwth irritation as
he listened, and at the mention of Steinléwe his cheeks went
livid, his eyes narrowed and resentful.

"Yes, | understood that Steinl dwe was here, and | w sh
you wouldn't invite himon the property so freely. W nust
tal k about this Nazi, and | believe you'll conme to see what
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| nean."

"Of course he'll cone again," Kamlle said, "and |
really don't want to hear anything derogatory about him?"

"What? Are you prepared to be an ostrich, with your
head in the sand?"

“I think it would be unfair of me to listen, and really
unki nd of you to make up things behind his back."

"Make up things?" Bartel |aughed, incredulous. "I
need hardly make up anything with his vol um nous history of
evil. It is comon know edge that the man killed his own
father and that he will do anything for land. That Nazi
bastard wants this property. He pestered poor Cathline to
sell it for the last ten years of her steadily weakening
life, and now | presune he is after you to the sane end."

Speechl ess, Kamlle stared into the unyielding, frozen
bl ue eyes, unable to | ook away | est her face crunble in
shock, and yet unable to go on | ooking for fear Bartel would
read everything as clearly and quickly as it swept across
her m nd. She swall owed and dropped her gaze. The ground
wavered and the valley far below rose up to neet her swaying
body. GCh God, she thought, I'mgoing to be sick.

"CGood lord, what is it?" Bartel asked. He face held
genui ne surprise, even alarm

“I think..." she stamrered, "the food...it's...l...1"ve
eaten sonething...disagreeable. |'mnot used to...to the
food. Oh, God...awful!"
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Bartel grabbed her and pushed her down on her knees
near a rocky precipice that dipped away fromthe knoll.

"Keep your head down. Vomit if you can.”

She | ooked out a nmonent in agony, and her rippling
vi sion caught the red roof of El Tigre Pequefio, the sight of
which only a few nonments ago had brought her such pleasure.
The top of her head turned to ice. Her body convul sed as
tears and vomt streaned fromher face. Leaning forward,
she thought of floating away. How good it would be to fal
free, fly over the valley away fromthis black bubble of
pain swelling in her heart. Only in this nonent did she
reali ze how deeply she had been noved by recent events, and
how deeply she was wounded. A reckless, half-conscious
notion of blotting out that terrible agony prevail ed.
Letting her body sway further over the edge, she plunged
into fear and vertigo. It was a dangerous and short-Ilived
rel ease. Bartel's arns closed around her and drew her back.

"Here, let ne...it's all right. 1'Il help you." He
pul | ed out his handkerchi ef and dabbed at her face.
"Certainly it's the food and the altitude and travel
fatigue. You really should have stayed in bed today. Take
my armnow. You nmust go to bed as soon as we're down."

1]
Kam|lle lay in bed all day Saturday w thout eating,
refusing food even when the frightened Ixil sat by her bed
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t hat ni ght, bal ancing on her knee a tray hol ding a bow of
chi cken broth. The distraught woman was convi nced that she
woul d | ose her new m stress as she had | ost her bel oved
Dofla, and that a curse had fallen upon the house. Hol ding
up a spoonful of the hot broth, she tried her best to entice
Kam | le into having just one swall ow.

"Very good sopa."

“"No thank you, Ixil," Kamlle said, turning her head
away, with a convul sing stonmach.

"I do sone bad thing?" the guilty-faced Ixil asked.

"No, no, Ixil," Kamlle insisted. "You are very good
tome. It's not your fault. "Il try...I will...to eat
later. | promse. | just want to sleep. No visitors, no

calls, please...just sleep.”

"Steinlowe, he calls two tine already this day," Ixil
said, giving Kamlle a very penetrating | ook.

Kam |l e winced. "Have you said anything to Bartel
about . .. about us?" she asked with quavering voice.

"No," Ixil answered. "Not his business. First | talk
to Sefior Steinl éwe, then Sefior Bartel talk. He say you very
sick, not to cone here."

I xi| 1 ooked out of the corner of a questioning eye.

"Ch," Kamlle said. She clenched her jaws tight to
stema flood of tears. "Yes, that was right. That's al
right. Please Ixil, | want to sleep.”

Thursday w Il always be a perfect day, Kam |l e thought
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when she was | eft alone. Yes, perfect, just for itself,
just as it was, and as | felt...so happy. | can't throw
that away. How could I have known? Now | see...why else
woul d the lofty, land baron, Steinlowe, have been so
zeal ous, so ardent, especially with his flawl ess U sul a
nearby? | suppose | was a foolish dupe...yes, of course |
was, but | regret nothing. | so needed that day...for a
l[ittle while everything was perfect. |[|'ve no idea what
Bartel neant about Steinl éwe's father...can't think about
it...don"t want to know. He'll be gone soon anyway. .. back
to his grand estancia. Last Thursday |'I|l keep separate
fromeverything else; in nmy ignorance it was bliss. |
shoul d | augh...laugh at nyself...oh, but it hurts too nuch.
The sleeping pills Bartel had left for her were
begi nning to slow her racing thoughts. At first she had
refused them so disliking the idea of chenmicals taking over
her body, but Bartel left themanyway. |In the end, she
succunbed to their rel ease, when she could no | onger stand
the nenories, the guilt and renorse that went coursing
t hrough her m nd over and over again -- for all this she
bl amed herself even nore than she blaned Steinl dwe. The
sudden and constant changes of enotion had exhausted her
wi t hout bringi ng unconsci ousness. W rst of all was the
self-pity, the persistent, devilish voice that kept saying,
"Poor Kamlle, you fool...you fool!"™ Finally, her mnd |et
go of the voices, the renorse, and her body drifted into
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sl eep.
On Sunday, Kam |l e awakened from her chem cally induced
sleep to the faint but sensuous snell of Steinldwe on her

pillow and the nmenory of his warning: "It wll be necessary
to let our words stay in your head tonorrow and the next day
and the next." Her body |longed for him Then, with a jolt
of horror, she renenbered everything. No. It had to stop,

the pain of it. Howcould it have cone to this, the
severity of it? She tried to think how she had been before
any of it happened and swore that she woul d be that way
again, free and unencunbered. But the sorrow, the cruelty.
"Liebling, Liebling, Liebling..." his voice taunted. Such a
very short tine ago she had felt nothing, and she woul d feel
that way again. The linens tainted with her fleeting | ove
were renoved, and her tornmented brain groped for peace.

#

On Monday, Don Tomés arrived with his son, Rodol fo.
The father was tired and sad at the ordeal of his sister's
untinmely death, and Kamlle, in her owm |ow spirits,
guesti oned whet her he shoul d have cone so soon.

"No, it is better that | go on wth ny affairs. The
[iving nust go on," he replied with a stoicismthat, quite
unknown to him hel ped to console Kam || e.

She was relieved to neet the schoolteachers, four
polite and enthusiastic young wonen, and to visit their
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classes filled with earnest, dark-eyed children. A few of
the smal |l est children were playing with curious seeds that
noved, and she wanted to know what these were. Don Tonmas
expl ai ned that they were crincadores, junping beans fromthe
wol f sbane plant. A sinple gray noth stings the bean, and as
its larvae becone |lively they cause the beans to dance. The
chil dren watched as she knelt down to observe the strange
spasnms of the beans. Their |ovely brown eyes crinkled and
their snmooth little faces contorted with bashful giggles of
m schi evous delight at her surprise. Her heart warned as
she | aughed along with them surrounded by their innocent
joy, lifted up by their life-affirm ng enthusiasm Somne
wore their native dress, the little girls with bright red

ri bbons plaited into their shining black braids.

Wth the help of Don Tomés, she went over the
curriculumw th the teachers. Finally, she settled down to
wat ch the shy but eager children recite, read, and pl ay.

She began, in her own eagerness, to be drawn into their
proudly tended academ c sphere. The thought cane to her
that as a sort of principal she could be very useful here,
maki ng deci si ons and sol ving probl ens which m ght otherw se
keep the teachers fromthe inportant work of teaching. But
wasn't that just what Aunt Cathline had done?

There was one troubling incident which had di sturbed
her. She had seen a young boy, perhaps ten years of age,
who was carried to school on the back of another child. His



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 83

|l egs were twi sted at the knees, so that he could not wal k or
stand. She found that his name was Tzuli, and spoke to him
with gentle concern. His bitter smle and taciturn manner
stabbed at her heart, for she knew that wth sone delicate
surgery he would be able to walk. She had seen a simlar
infirmty, had worked with a child nearly the same age in
Washi ngton, and saw how t he orthopedi ¢ surgeon was able to
turn the girl's legs and give her nobility. Don Tomas
listened with interest to her enthusiastic story of a
surgical remedy, and prom sed to do what he coul d.

"Yes, Don Tomés, |'d be so grateful for your help.
want to talk to the boy's parents. There, you can hel p ne.
W have to convince themthat sonething can be done. And

then conmes the hard part,"” she said. "I know of a surgeon
but we'll have to find a way to pay for the surgery.”

"Si," Don Tomas agreed, "That is the nost difficult.
But | believe that sonmehow you will find a way, Seforita
Penine. In matter of fact, | amcertain of it."

The day had passed quickly, and Kam|le returned to the
soot hing qui et of her study in the spaci ous Casa Esperanza,
carrying with her books and papers for her own form of
homewor k. Her appetite was sonewhat inproved, although that
ni ght brought further reason for sleepl essness.

She had invited the Nervos to take supper wth her, and
sat down to dine at a later hour than she would have |iked
so as not to disrupt their custom Stewart Bartel had once
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agai n di sappeared, much to her relief.

Rodol fo was i ndeed a handsonme man with profuse bl ack
hair and a tri mnustache, very dark but warm brown eyes,
snooth olive skin, and thickish lips that often curved away
fromexquisite white teeth in the nost brilliant and heart-
melting smle. He was of medi um hei ght and appeared strong
as an ox. \Wen he shook her hand the grip was firm and
sincere, and he | ooked straight into her eyes with an
ear nest ness that was conpel ling.

Kam || e wondered if Don Tomas m ght be bent upon
replacing his old relationship with her Aunt Cathline with a
new one of his son and herself. |If that is what he wants,
so be it, she thought. He m sses his Dofa, the nutual
rewards of their confidences, their successful routine.

In recent years, Rodolfo had taken on nore and nore
responsibilities for Aunt Cathline, helping with bank
I iai sons, accounting problens, and general overseeing, which
had becone increasingly difficult for her, although final
deci si ons were always her own. Don Tomas, it seened, was
nmore a friend and advisor than a paid assistant, but his son
received a salary from Esperanza.

They finished the late nmeal and went to the sala for
coffee. Alittle pain started up in Kamlle's heart as she
wal ked into the roomand saw the fire flickering on the
hearth and the enpty chair where Steinl 6we had sat snoking
his pipe. They talked a while |onger, switching to nore
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mundane matters, generally getting to know one another, and
with Kam |l e requesting as nuch Spani sh as the comuni cati on
could tolerate. Then as they were preparing to separate for
t he evening, Don TomAs drew her aside in a nost clandestine
way, so that she knew he had received exactly this carefu
instruction, and extended to her a seal ed envel ope from
Steinl bwe. She took the envel ope into her grasp with as
much ease as she could, but her hand had al ready begun to
trenble as she wal ked the Nervos to the door.

Once in her room she undressed quickly, set out her
pills and water on the night table where the envel ope,
boldly printed with her nanme, had been pl aced stil
unopened, and got into bed.

The stationery was of a fine creamvellumw th a snal
red, black, and gold coat of arns at the top -- a lion with
its paws grasping a | arge globe -- and Andar V. Steinl 6we
printed in gold script beneath. H's sweeping letters were
made in an el egant, cursive style with a rather thick-nibbed
pen. The bold black ink seened to resonate with inpatience
and passi onate offense.

Pl ease, dear Kamlle

Renmenber us and read this. Are you
wel |, Liebling? You cannot be if you are
too full of anger, too msled to all ow
nme to vindicate nyself of whatever Bartel
has accused ne. Wasn't this the very
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possibility for which | tried to prepare

you? If you are too ill to | eave the
house, | will cone there. | have no fear
of Bartel whatever. It is only out of

deference to you that | have stayed away,

but 1 have heard nothing fromyou, and |

| nust | eave soon. |If you are well and

do not wwsh to see ne, | will cone anyway

and cause whatever spectacle is necessary

to make nyself heard. If you want to

avoid this, sinply take a horse from your

stable and ride down the valley by the

nort heastern path to the pond in the pine

grove where our properties neet. | wll

be there at eleven in the norning.

Andar
Kam |l e's hand was shaking so badly that the letter
slipped fromher grasp, landing on the floor where it
remai ned until norning. She had taken only one pill, afraid
that she would not awaken in time to carry out Steinl owe's
request. She had known that she would have to face him
sonetinme, and it mght as well be now and away from curi ous
eyes. Still, the fear of seeing himwas al nost unbearabl e,
and the fear of her own uncertain conduct.
In the nmorning the nozo, Carlos, was at the stable and

saddl ed her a gentle white mare naned Cuca. Kamlle had a
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little | augh over his assunption that she would not be able
to stay a high-spirited mount. She was quite a good rider,
havi ng grown up on her Uncle's powerful quarter horses.
Nevert hel ess, she was even nore skittish than the nost
unstrung t horoughbred this norning, unable to touch reality,
unable to decide in what franme of mind, in what shade of
enotion she would finally reach Steinl owe. She rode al ong
dispirited, |ooking now and then at her watch. Having no

i dea how |l ong the ride would take, she had started early,
and being conpletely wi thout appetite had not even bot hered
to carry along as nmuch as a single slice of banana bread.
This enptiness and her recent nal ai se caused her to feel

I i ght headed, and she decided that the nare had been a good
choice after all. Trick riding would not be needed today.
The little mare proved quite trustworthy, keeping her hooves
on the trail once pointed in the right direction. Kamlle
had little to do but ride forward | ooking at the sweeping

| and, a pastinme which woul d have been nuch nore enjoyabl e
had her destination not been so om nous. Her good chest nut
riding boots gleaned in the norning sun. She had worn only
tan jodhpurs and a blue cotton shirt, and soon began to | ong
for a warmjacket in the crisp norning air. A wnd played
about her shivering franme, tugging strands of hair | oose and
whi ppi ng them over her eyes. Tossing the dark gold braid
over her freezing back, she | ooked behind her and thought of
returning for a coat, but she was afraid of arriving | ate.
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The ride becanme a chilling tour de force.

Down, down the long valley the obliging Cuca trotted,
past the tree-shaded, aromatic coffee plants and through the
cool, slanting shadows of the pale norning sun. At |ast,
Kam|le saw a little oblong pond rinmed with dark pines off
to her right, and she rode on until she canme beneath the
trees. There was no one in sight. She disnounted, huddling
under a hummng pine, listening with chattering teeth to the
wi | d cacophony of birds that had been awake for hours.

Finally, at nearly el even she heard hoof beats com ng
fromthe north. There rode Steinldwe in a warm sheepskin
jacket, his long | egs expertly bent against the gl eam ng
belly of a big sorrel stallion. The blood drained from her
al ready cold face as she fol ded her shaking arns around her
chest and | eaned agai nst the shuddering pine for support.

He junped fromhis horse and cane toward her in quick,
| ong strides.

"So you have been ill. \Were the devil is your coat?"

When she didn't answer, he approached nore closely with

a frowning scrutiny. "My God, you are freezing!" he swore,
yanki ng off his jacket and wapping her init. "Ahh, Kind,"
he nuttered, gripping the collar and shaking her with it.
He hurried back to the saddl ebag on his horse and pull ed out
a faded but clean, heavy denim jacket for hinmself. Next he
unroll ed a blanket and put it on the sunny ground away from
the trees.
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"Sit," he ordered. "What a Kind you are, Liebling."

At the repeat of that endearnent Kam |le's head dropped
and huge tears splashed down her cheeks.

"No, Liebchen," he said, reaching for her.

She put up her hand. "Don't touch ne, please. | cane
to get this over with so there would be no...no further
m sunder st andi ng." Having gl anced once at his face, she
turned away as she spoke. Both the sun and the enption in
his eyes had turned the gray to bronze. She felt as if she
were falling backward over a precipice.

"Look at nme...please, Kamlle."

"No. "

"Are you so afraid of what you feel ?"

"I feel...l feel ashanmed.”

She heard his breath catch and then | ooked to see the
anger in his face replaced by di sappoi ntnent.

"So...Bartel told you that | killed ny father and that
| amafter your land."

"How coul d you know so precisely?"

H s |augh was bitter. "I have heard it before. Those
are the two worst things he says about ne."

"There were three," she said with cutting voice.

"Oh," he answered, a single word of disgust. "Wat was
t he ot her?"
“"Never mind. | didn't cone here to inflict pain. 1've

had enough of that nyself. | just want this to end."
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"Has ny | oving caused you pain, Midchen?"

"Pl ease,” she said, with inploring eyes.

"Al'l right, then tell nme the rest of Bartel's filth.
You want to. That is why you are here."

"It doesn't matter...doesn't matter," she answered,
certain that she would soon be hysterical

"Then say it...conme on for God's sake!"

"He called you a Nazi bastard."”

Stei nl 6we | aughed. "I have heard that before, too. W
fat her and grandfather woul d have been surprised to hear it,
t hough. "

"You don't owe ne any explanations,” Kamlle said.

"But of course | do."

"I just want you to know t hat Esperanza is not for
sale, with or without ne."

There was a heavy silence during which she was unabl e
to look at himto discover what effect this statenment had
produced. It was all that needed to be said.

"Ah, Kamlle...you renenbered nothing I told you."

"You told ne nothing!" she cri ed.

"I what! M God, even your heart has frozen. | have
told you with every part of ne what you have so quickly
beconme to nme. | was expecting this. It is why | told you
to remenber our words the night we made | ove."

"So quickly and conveniently."

He shook his head. "It happens that way sonetines. Do
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not twi st what I say. Before | nmet you, | was actually
considering what life mght be like with...with another --
not all that | wanted but...all right...tolerable. After
you it was out of the question.”

"I wasn't that awful to contenplate along with
Esperanza."

"Ch, to hell with Esperanza! | want to shake you. You
have forgotten what you said your feelings were for ne. Can
they be all gone? Tell me!™ He took ahold of her, ignoring
her protests. "O did you never have then? Are you such a
remar kabl e actress?" He let go of her rigid body and | eaned
back, his eyes flashing steely glints of anger.

"Feelings! Feelings! GCh God, feelings!...how | hate
them "™ she cried with her hands agai nst her cheeks. "I want
themto be all gone, so | can eat and sl eep and dream again
wi thout the pain of you. GCh, why did | cone? 1|'mgoing."

"Wait a mnute! It seens we have unwittingly done
sonething to each other...but what? Can so nmuch hurt be the
result of nmere greed and carel essness?”

She |ifted her head and was surprised at the show of
grief in his eyes. Her desire to nove forward into his arns
was so overpowering that she fought to hold herself still.

"Do not look at me with fear...do not! Can you believe
| ama nurderer...that | could...that | have killed nmy own
father?" He stopped and | ooked away, off toward the frosty
peaks of the Cuchumatanes. "It is difficult to... H's own
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nozos, Wi tnesses to his death, denied the accusation. |Is
t hat not enough for you? Then you may see the records.
have themin ny library."
Confused, her heart aching, she cried out, "Please stop

this! It's so personal...painful. 1 can't stand to hurt
you. This has all been so...so awful...so hurtful."

He | ooked at her with sadness. "Part of what |ove is,
Kind. It is vulnerable. Sonetimes daring to |ove |eaves

you Wi th your insides exposed...as | find nyself now"

The jacket had slipped from her shoul ders, and she was
weepi ng openly. "How...how can anything that started out so
well end in...in such m strust?"

He |l eaned forward to retrieve the jacket for her, and
his words stung her heart. "I was wong to cone at you as |
did, but...there was no mstrust on ny part, Kind."

Her inpul sive lips brushed over the cool hand hol di ng
t he jacket on her shoulder. Lifting her face, she felt
herself slipping into his eyes with a welter of |onging and
pain; not difficult for himto read when her feelings so
easily overfl owed.

He started to nove toward her, stopped hinself, and
t hen kissed her, a controlled kiss. Her heart did freeze.

"I have to go...and you, too, |I"'msure...back to...to
our respective lives. Thank you very nuch,” she said with a
wan smle, feeling inept and torn apart.

"For what?" he asked with puzzl ed eyes.
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"For giving ne so nmuch...so nmuch | aughter...pl easure,
in a thinbleful of time. Perhaps you'll forgive ny...ny
failures and one day...one day..." She had tried to say
they m ght be friends, but it seenmed so unlikely that her
i ps quivered and she shrugged, slipping off his heavy
j acket and handing it to him

"No, wear it back. You can send it later."

"I like to feel the cold," she said, throwing it down
and running for the mare.

She junped on and sl apped Cuca, but the little nmare was
al ready eager to get hone, horse and rider flying across the
field. She gave only one discreet glance over her shoul der.
He was still sitting there staring after her.

As soon as she was out of his sight, she reined in Cuca
and pl odded along, dismal. It was over and done with now.
The offended | ook in his eyes and the cool ness of the kiss
she had shanel essly forced fromhimfloated all too clearly
before her. The sun, however, was still shining and the
earth turning, a few white stars of the coffee bl ossons
still opening wide, while her heart was closing, closing
tight. Deep within her there |ingered an inescapable
| onging to believe everything Steinl éwe had told her. |If
she were wong what cruelness she had inflicted. Had Bartel
intentionally done this evil thing? It no |longer mattered
after what she had said to Steinldwe. There nust be a
senbl ance of truth in it; he had et her go with such
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i ndi fference. Esperanza was not worth that nuch trouble
after all. O perhaps he saw at |ast how foolish she was
and was glad to be rid of her. And she was foolish. Wo
but a foolish person woul d declare desire and m strust in
the sane tearful breath? Despite her self-abasenent, she
still possessed a stubborn determ nation to get over the
approaching hurdles. She would strive for Aunt Cathline's
skill and wisdomif it took her |ast ounce of strength; it
woul d surely take the rest of her life.

Upon arriving honme, she called Rodolfo and asked himto
arrange for her to be taken through a coffee finca at a
simlar altitude. Any one of thembut Steinléwe's -- he
was, she advised, too busy with his guest. She wanted a
finca that would show her every phase of the business so
that she would feel confident enough to get Esperanza back
into production. Rodolfo imrediately secured her a visit in
two weeks tine at a finca only an hour's drive away.

The follow ng norning Kam |l e was feeling anxious. She
was unable to settle down in her office and decided to cure
herself with some brisk riding, choosing the lively bay
gel di ng, Fuego, a horse which Carl os said needed a good
wor kout .

"Is he fast?" she asked. "I want a really fast horse
today, Carlos."”™ One as anxious as | am she thought.

“Si muy rapido, fast," Carlos assured her.

"Take off the checkrein, please. Sorry, but | guess we
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need to have a little talk about tack, Carlos. |f ny horses
can't have their heads, | consider thempoorly trained. No
bearing reins, please.”

"Si, seforita,” Carlos said, shaking his head.

"Now we're al nost ready, | think." She wal ked around
Fuego, checking the stirrup strap |length, which she could
readily determine without getting into the saddle, and then
st opped and pressed her palmflat under his nose with a
sugar cube |l eft over from norning coffee.

"Are you a good boy? Are you a fast little old boy?"
she whi spered in his ear.

Fuego bucked a little when she got on, and she | eaned
way down and ran her fingers under the girth to see if he
was playing any tricks.

"That's just fine, Fuego. 1'mglad you're in such a
hel | - bent-for-1| eat her nood, because so am|." She patted
t he gel ding as he paddl ed and si de-stepped around the
courtyard. He snorted and reared up, and Kam || e | aughed.
"So off we go," she said, dipping her backward reachi ng
heel s in and snapping the tips of the reins behind her as
Fuego burst forward with exhilarating power.

Kam |l e had decided to try dispelling her anxiety by
taking the sanme path down to the pine grove and then riding
along the property line to an interesting neadow she had
seen. It was ringed with eucal yptus trees, and she | oved
their aroma. This tine she was wearing a fleece-lined cloth
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j acket that had been Aunt Cathline's, and she had tied a red
scarf at her neck for extra warnth.

Fuego was heading into the slipstreamof his horizontal
nose, but still she encouraged himto stretch out, giving
himfull head and the pressure of her heels. W're flying
now, she thought, and indeed the pine grove was visible in
no time. Her heart ached as she stared at the bent little
pi ne where she had | eaned the day before, but she clicked
her tongue and urged Fuego around the grove. Yes, it was a
good idea, she thought. It was a good idea to do this.
think 1"'mlearning howto rise above old mseries at |ast.

The path she had seen earlier, and inmagi ned taking one
day to the eucal yptus-ringed neadow, wound between sone
narrow t horny places, and she sl owed Fuego to a canter.

They made it through and were soon gal |l opi ng again, picking
up speed. She heard a loud call. Soneone yelling at her?
She gl anced up to her left, shocked to find the obtruding
Steinl 6we riding through a sloping, young coffee field.

She urged Fuego forward, thinking she had enough
di stance to beat even that huge, high-powered stallion and
get clean away and on to her own business. Steinl éwe was
still yelling at her as she raced along the boundary line to
the neadow. Startled to see his horse junp the coffee rows
and tear down the slope after her, she slapped Fuego with
her reins and yelled, "Get ne out of here, boy!"™ Still, he
was conming at her like a madman, and catching up. "Damm it,
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Fuego!" she cried. "Move, horse!"

He was nearly al ongsi de and then he was al ongsi de,
reachi ng down and spreading his fingers around her horse's
reins right belowthe bit. Incredible! She was livid with
anger, as he yanked the reins back and brought themboth to
a fairly rapid standstill. Seeing the wild fear in his eyes
and the ashen color of his face, she was astoni shed.

"What on earth!”

"So, you have proven you are a very good rider," he
said. "Let ne show you sonething."

Still in possession of her reins, he led her forward
al ong the path she had been so swiftly traversing, until
they canme to the area opening into the neadow. Just ahead,
she saw sone weat hered boards |ying flat across the trail.
She turned to her captor with an irritated shrug.

"Di smount, pl ease,” he said, dropping to the ground and
st andi ng besi de Fuego.

"Why?" She gl anced at his jeans and rough work boots.

"Pl ease get down off your horse, Kamlle."

She swung herself off and foll owed himas he wal ked up
to the flattened and half m ssing scaffolding. He kicked
hard at an end of broken board, and it fell away into the
dark area beneath the pile as he stood listening. Finally,
they heard it hit the bottomw th a splash

"It is an old well shaft. Catalina always thought she
woul d use it again and left it this way. You were headed
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straight for it."

Kam | | e | ooked at himfor a nonent and then at the well
shaft, and said softly, "Oh, lord."

"Damm it! | should have told you, but | had no idea
you were going to race over here. You are always full of
surprises, Kamlle. Ws it necessary to nove your horse
t hat fast?"

“"I...1 thought it was," Kam|le answered.

"To get away fromne."

"Thank you...thank you for--"

"Well, now you know where it is. One thing I will not
have to worry about. Lucky |I was here." He |ooked back the
way they had cone and up the slope. "I think I left nmy hat

up there sonewhere.”

"I"'msorry...sorry," she said and felt tears she could
not allow -- they were not for this but for so nuch el se.
Oh, I'mclever, she thought, really clever at dispelling al
nmy probl ens.

She nount ed Fuego, once again feeling inept and foolish
and wondering what else there was to say.

“If I were you, | would either cover it securely or

fence it and use it," he advised in a very business-Iike
manner .
"Thank you. 1'Il lTook into the matter," she repli ed.
"Back to work," he said, swinging into his saddle.

"That is enough excitenment for me today."
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Kam | | e wal ked Fuego on into the neadow, thinking the
aroma of her eucal yptus trees had been well paid for and she
was going to sit there and inhale their fragrance. She
gl anced back at Steinl dwe as his powerful horse bounded up
the hill. "You are a good rider! | will run you a fair
race sone day!" he called over his shoul der.

"Sonme day!" she called back and whi spered, "Wen hel
has penguins. ™

One early norning after two weeks of nonstop busyness,
Kam | | e bat hed quickly, putting on fresh, tan jodhpurs, a
cool, white silk shirt, and her riding boots, for she was
expecting to visit the fields of the finca Copia. Donning a
| ovely ol d Panama straw hat of Aunt Cathline's, she gl anced
in her mrror. The hat |ooked functional, lent a serious
intent to her slight form and suited her perfectly. "On
with tradition,” she instructed the country-girl face in the
mrror with a hopeful smle.

Rodol fo greeted her in dark slacks and white shirt,
hi msel f carrying a bl ack-banded, blond Panama straw hat.

Hi s boots were carefully shined and his beautiful white
smle very much in evidence.

M guel drove, gingerly handling Aunt Cathline's sturdy
ol d Land Rover while Rodolfo sat in the back with Kamlle
and tried to initiate her into the world of coffee
producti on.
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"The region of coffee planted on a finca is known as a
cafetal ," Rodolfo began. "W wll not talk about the
nursery and shoot beds; these you will see. Let us say that
you begin with a caballeria of cafetal or one hundred el even
acres the first year. Each year you plant another
caballeria. During the third or fourth year, sonme of the
ol der coffee trees will begin to flower...very beautiful and
fragrant as you have seen.”

"Yes, lovely white blossons," she eagerly agreed.

"And later in the season these becone the red berries
called cereza. At the end of five or six years the trees
are at their full bearing peak, but always the plants nust
be shaded so that they do not burn in the sun, shaded at
first with corn, then perhaps with plantains, a plant which
resenbl es the banana, or with taller trees which you have
saved when clearing the land for the planting. There are
several crops, and a crop can be gathered as soon as the
rains stop. But there are interferences to be dealt wth,
the grillos, for instance, a plague of crickets which eat
the berries. The best coffee grows between one thousand
five hundred feet and three thousand five hundred feet -- as
you woul d say -- best production at two thousand five
hundred feet, with finer coffee in smaller anounts at higher
altitudes such as the | ower part of Esperanza produces. You
will find when we conme to finca Copia exactly what a quinta
or one hundred pounds of coffee is worth on the market,
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mucho di nero, as we say, but the finquero has costs and
damages. Dofia Catalina's pickers are always careful for
her. They do not break the branches to make the picking
easier."”

Rodol fo expl ai ned that the Dofia had al ways taken good
care of her workers, given themland called mlpas on which
to grow their own corn, and paid themas fairly as she could
wi t hout incurring the resentnent of other finqueros.

"But after the berry is picked what then...what
happens?” she asked with curiosity and grow ng ent husi asm

"They are put into a water tank and the debris that is
with themfloats to the top while the good berries are
si phoned fromthe bottom These go to a hulling tank, then
a fermenting tank, and finally they are spread on cenent
patios to dry in the sun, or sonetinmes machine dried. The
fermenti ng stage causes a tough husk that is |ike parchnment
to crack in the sun. Then the beans are called café en
pergam no, coffee in parchment. Sonme finqueros ship the
beans to a mlIl at this stage; a few have their own mlls.
There the beans mght be kiln-dried again. At last they are
put into a machine which strips off the parchnent. Then
they are carefully sorted and ready for market.

"How nmuch there is to learn,” Kamlle said. "I had no
i dea coffee went through so many stages before it reached ny
cup. "
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The finca Copia was spread beneath distant purple-
shadowed nount ains that sparkled with thinning waterfalls,
these swelling to thundering white splendor in the rainy
season. Much of the |l and was cleared and under cultivation.
Bl ue and gold fl ower beds studded fresh-nmown | awns which
rolled toward the graceful, white hacienda. There were
groves of fruit trees just beyond the row of pal ns which
lined the south side of the broad avenue |eading to the
finquero's home. The elongated casa's w de roofs were sl ung
| ow and tropical in design, wwth a fine portico and an airy
| oggi a flanked on the north by a tennis court and pool.

The adm ni strador cane out to take them around as the
owner had sent apol ogetic word that he was indi sposed. They
foll owed along to the beneficiadero, where the danp coffee
was dried on cenment and stored. There, Rodolfo introduced
Kam |l e, his expressive hands addi ng supportive flourishes
to his words. The admi nistrador was a small, rosy-cheeked
| adino who treated Kamlle with great politeness, and who
apparently knew Rodolfo well. He led theminto the cafetals
on horseback, taking Kamlle, with careful explanation and
Rodol fo's hel p, through the stages of coffee nentioned in
her brief indoctrination on the ride to Copia. Her head was
filled wth new words, facts, and figures. She was pl eased
to feel the fatigue of useful acconplishnment; it had comne
Wi th rmuch criss-crossing activity and a nunber of questions
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that required | aborious answers while standing often in the
sun. Then the owner sent word that she and Rodol fo were
invited to join himfor refreshments, along w th another
visiting planter who marketed coffee with Copi a.

They wal ked toward the sprawl i ng casa where the others
were tal king on the wi de veranda above. There, a generous
assortnent of cool refreshnments and canapés was |aid out on
a long, white-clothed table.

Kam|le was relieved to step between the colums of the
portico and into the cool shade. But as she gazed from
beneath her hat brim she saw a dark blond figure resting in
a white wicker chair. The long, booted | egs extended in a
casual posture made her breath catch in her throat. It was
Steinl 6bwe. At the end of the veranda was Ursul a Bil der,
| aughing and talking with the owmer's wife, a woman as snal
and dark as her husband was | arge and | eonine. Steinlowe
had not yet discovered her presence, and she stopped behind
a large colum, taking a deep breath. There was no possible
way that she could | eave w thout making herself known,
inpolite, and possibly ridiculous. In the next nonent,

Rodol fo found her and | ed her forward, introducing her to
the owner in a very polite and deferential nanner. She
renoved her hat and held it delicately in front of her while
she brushed back a few strands of hair. Then she held out
her hand and of fered a generous snile to Sefior Juan Moreno,
a big, silver-haired Spaniard.
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"Well," he said, with warm |l aughter, "if | had known
how agreeable ny visitor was | woul d have done the squiring
nysel f."

From the corner of her eye Kam |l e saw Steinl 6we
straighten in his chair, and still she prol onged the
i nevitable, pretending that she had not seen him and
continuing to smle and exchange anenities with Rodol fo and
Sefor Mdreno.

"Cone this way and neet ny wife and Sefiora Bil der,"

Mor eno sai d.

"Ch, but I've net Frau Bilder," Kamlle informed him
with a light, affable voice as he |l ed her out to the end of
t he veranda.

When the introductions and polite snmall talk had
fini shed, Rodolfo and Juan Moreno began speaking in Spanish
whil e Frau Bilder was taking from her hostess a pl ant
cutting "for Don Andar's garden,"” she said in her cheerful
German accent, and with a conjugal smle for Steinlodwe.

Ti redness swept over Kam |l e, acconpani ed by a sudden
rush of undesired pathos directed at herself. dancing his
way, she saw that Steinl éwe was draining his glass while
eyeing her over the top of it. She smled and nodded hell o,
carefully skirting his chair and wal king to the far end near
the portico, with her glass of icy guava juice and her hat
gripped in nervous fingers. Placing her hat and juice on a
round wi cker table, she | eaned against a colum and stared
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across the pool at the violet-shadowed nountains. Sprays of
crinmson bougainvillea franed her view, trailing down off the
eaves. She touched a vivid cluster with her fingertips.

The bl oons swayed in a puff of breeze, giving off a hurting

brilliance.

Wt hout turning around, she knew precisely when it was
that Steinl 6we approached and sat in a nearby chair. She
gave one quick glance. He was quiet, sipping a fresh gin
and tonic and watching her. She could feel a grow ng force,
a tension charging the air. Nothing presented itself in the
way of conversation. Putting her head back against a
columm, she took a few deep breaths until she was able to
sl ow her racing pulse. The nountains floating beyond the
| ush grounds beckoned with a soothing purple mst, and the
| ate afternoon breezes carried the heady scent of garden
flowers. Her shoul ders were angled away from Steinl 6we and,
despite all her attenpts at peace, she began to feel as if
sonet hi ng were hamrering at her back. Tw sting around
suddenly, she stared straight into his unwavering eyes.

They reflected the Spanish gold setting sun, eyes fixed and
calculating as a jaguar waiting in the bush. H s earlier
surprise had been recast in an anused intinacy.

"Kind." The German word spoken so softly it nust have
been neant only for hinself. She alnobst didn't hear it, or
heard it several seconds after it was uttered, but the
famliar inplications of the echoing word scal ded her brain.
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"So now you have mastered coffee,” he said in that
astonishing, ironic voice of perfect but accented English.

"Fascinating," she offered with a shy intonation she
hardly recognized. "I'Il never again drink coffee in the
sanme way."

"And when it is no longer fascinating what will you
do?"

"Everywhere | |ook...every day | see thousands of
things | want to know about...to do...l..." She stopped
hersel f, feverish, realizing that she was feedi ng upon the
bright flame of his presence. |If he were to go, she would
again feel only tired and drained. This clear realization
di sappoi nt ed and saddened her. Mre than anything she
wanted the strength to fire her own dreans. But it was too
soon. Her short encounter with himhad sonmehow nmade him
closer to her than any man had ever been, an intuitive
intimacy that had given thema certain possession of each
other. She felt a great longing to draw near him to know
him to know everything -- an unendi ng endeavor, but it was
acconpani ed by the inescapable fear of becomng a victim
She picked up her hat fromthe table near his chair.

"Have you deci ded what to do about the well?" he asked.

"I"'mgoing to fence it and use it."

" CGood. "

“You'll be going hone soon," she remarked.

"Tonorr ow. "
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"Then | probably won't see you or Frau Bilder again for
sone tinme. | hope..." She struggled briefly for sonething
i npersonal, conventional to say. "that you'll have a
pl easant Christnmas."

"Christmas?" He |aughed, standing up and draining his
glass. "In Guatemal a we celebrate it two nonths from now. "

"Yes." She laughed at herself. "Merry Christmas,” she
said and started to nove away. But the uninhibited words of
hi s persevering voice paral yzed her body.

"A while ago, as | was watching you, | was thinking not
of the way we nade | ove together -- | can hardly stand to
think of that -- but of that first night when | put you to

bed in ny casa so tired and drunk."

Kam || e | ooked around, startled, trying to see if
anyone had heard. He didn't seemto care at all, and her
feet were frozen to the tiles as he went on.

"I was thinking of the way you nuzzl ed agai nst ny
jacket with such trust and spoke rather childishly to me, as
if you had known me a long tine. It took all of ny strength
then to | eave you. M God, if you were still like that--"

"Please!" Kam |le begged. "Don't...don't. On, |
wish... [If only none of it had happened.™

She turned away, attenpting a hurried retreat, but he
was across the floor in two strides and bl ocking her exit.

"You do not mean that...Kam || e?"

"Let nme by. How can you...with Ursula here?"
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She tried to nove away, but he reached out and took her
arm and she inmmediately felt her divided enotions in a wld
tug of war. The wetched anbi val ence was unbearabl e, tearing
asunder a heart beating wth fearful anger and desire.

"For heaven's sake! They'll hear you...see you," she
cried in a harsh whisper.

"No, they have gone inside. Listento ne, Kamlle, if
you do not...don't want to draw attention to us. You have
known about Ursula fromthe beginning, and yet you let ne

make | ove to you...let ne--"
"Yes!...yes. | knowit. | know | didn't realize..
| thought..." Thought that he had really cared for her and

not the |land, not Esperanza, she wanted to say but coul dn't
bring herself to say it yet one nore tinmne.

"Maybe | shoul d be accusing you of sonething | ess than
honest, instead of the other way around. Wy...why did you
tell me how nmuch you wanted ne?"

“I...1 couldn't help nyself," she heard her oddly
unfam |iar voi ce concede.

"And neither could I...neither can I."

"But you only...and Ursula--"

"Listen please. W are going to keep running into each
other and we need to get this settled. Wat happened to us
was unforeseen.”

"Was it?"

"Yes! Unforeseen!™ He snatched away her hat and
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tossed it back on the table, then held her arns and | ooked
into her eyes with an intense determ nation. "Unforeseen.
But a rare thing and so...so unbelievably good...and now so
bad for us because we are in love...in love, ny little
Narrin...little fool...and yet you will not...you won't |et
me absol ve nyself. O course, it is not Ursula who drives
you fromnme at all, isit? Is it?"

“No...no. Please, we shouldn't,"” she inplored, her
eyes searching for onl ookers who had not yet appeared. "Not
here, please.”

"Then where? Nowhere! Because | am under suspicion."

He let her go, and, to her dismay, she instantly felt a
sinking rejection. Only his pained eyes and the nmouth she
had so quickly come to love held onto her. Her knees were
weak, her body too unsteady to turn away, even though she
knew t hat he woul d read the di sappoi ntnent, the indecision
on her face, for this close she could hide nothing.

He studied her only a second | onger, then grasped her
hand, pulling her into a narrow and shady al cove that hid
t hem from vi ew.

Stunbling a little, she found herself tangled in the
| arge-fl owered branches of a potted hi biscus. He half
lifted, half dragged her fromthe sprays of florid bl oons
and held her against him A startled cry escaped her open
mout h, not a word but nore the yelp of a cornered ani nal

"Kiss ne. You want to."
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"It changes nothing," she said in as |level a voice as
she could force fromher dry throat.

"Do it anyway...because we both want it so badly."

"l have to |l eave!" she cried with her hands against his
chest and her heart crashing.

"For God's sake, let go! Let go of the lies you try so
hard to believe, Kamlle."

He held her face in his hands and ki ssed her forehead
then her nmouth, hard. Her eyes were cl osed.

"Do not destroy this thing we will never find again..
Neit her of us...ever again. Look at nme! | ask you to | ook
at ne."

She opened her eyes, tilted her face back and | ooked,
knowi ng what he woul d see, know ng what she woul d do,
standi ng on her toes, far too eager, wanting to believe,
letting go of everything but what she felt nowin this
i sol ated nonent.

"Poor Kind. You say one thing and feel another."

He |l owered his head, his nmouth taunting, famliar and
yet unfamliar, so prom sing of reward but |eaving the ful
response to her, making her confess the truth in that
treacherous way. And she did fully respond, her small cry
of pleasure the only confession he would need. Hers were
the arns that first reached out, her touch the one that
first grewinsistent, holding herself to himwth a
puni shing hunger, lost in the strength, the scent, the sheer
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physi cal presence of his body. She felt his anger go.

Hi s restl ess hands noved up her back, finding and
tugging at her adored braid. "Liebling...l have m ssed you
SO0...mssed you. Schone Kamille, ny sweet...sweet Kind."
Her starved senses fed on his words, digesting themas fact.

At last, Ursula' s distant | augh entered her stolen
consci ousness, her ears until that invasive nonent tuned
only to his caressing voice. But Usula s commandi ng
| aught er broke through with a secure, conplacent ripple of
sound, announcing her purity of intent, her unfettered claim
to Steinlowe; it was an open declaration far renoved from
the secretive, wild passion of Kamlle's vacillating heart.

Forcing herself away fromhimw th an aching wench of
contrary feeling, she returned to earth, pressing her
unst abl e body agai nst the al cove wall.

"Li ke thieves," she whispered with tears in her eyes.
The words she had spoken earlier repeated in her head:
couldn't help nyself. | couldn't help nyself. It was no
excuse whatever, nerely the truth.

Her indulged |ips were throbbing. Wth one hand over
her mout h, she sprang away and heard the i nmedi ate protest
of his voice, hard cries that rang with finality.

"No, wait! Kind!' Please! Let ne--"

She reached for her hat and ran, then tried to slow her
rushing feet, heading off the veranda where Rodol fo had cone

| ooking for her. He caught sight of her and started toward
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her with attentive solicitude. They wal ked over to the
Morenos just as Ursula was |leaving themto find Steinl dwe.
Kam | | e thanked them for their kindness wi th earnest

handcl asps and sai d good-bye, trying not to sound too eager
to be off.

As they departed Kam || e thought she heard the | oud,
jovial voice of Sefior Moreno sayi ng sonethi ng about her and
Rodol fo in Spanish to his guests. She | ooked at Rodolfo to
see if he had heard, but he nmerely flashed his nelting white
sm | e as he opened the door of the Land Rover and stood
waiting for her.

|V

Rodol fo had been del egated nore authority to run the
busi ness of Esperanza than Aunt Cathline had ever given him
but Kam |l e had no conpunction in doing this. She wanted
the finca running, and running snoothly, and was not f ool
enough to think she could do it alone. Rodolfo, who took
pride in his excellent English, was repeatedly asked to
speak to her in Spanish, and her know edge of the |anguage
was progressing with increasing conpetence. Don Tomas and
his son were regularly invited to supper where Kam |l e
struggled to converse with themin the nmellifluous |anguage
of Guatemal a, a | anguage whi ch, she observed, still held the
manners and sone of the grandeur of the Spanish crown.

In the nornings, after a brisk walk to the top of the
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hill and back or an occasi onal horseback ride, Kanmlle could
be found at her nmahogany desk in Aunt Cathline's rather
nodest but pl easant, cedar-fragrant office in the school.
There she sorted through the mail, |ooked at textbooks, and
tal ked and drank coffee with the teachers and occasionally
the parents. They would conme to sit and snoke in silence,
searching her face with an open curiosity that anused her.

Many of the Indians cane froma nearby area around the
t own of Todos Santos Cuchumatan; it was high at the rising
end of this enchanted valley so pristine and well hidden in
t he pal mof the Cuchunmatanes Mountains. Long isolated,

t hese Mam I ndi ans had kept their old ways, their idols,

their prayer rituals, and the traditional two hundred and

si xty-day religious calendar. The people of Todos Santos
still clung with pride to their native dress, the colors and
cl ever patterns so pleasurable to Kanille that she | ooked
forward to seeing themin her office every day. She worried
about the children |l osing sight of their unique culture,

just as her Aunt Cathline had. Their custons were therefore
revered in lively classroom di scussions and brief plays,

whi ch Kam ||l e | abored over in Spanish; these were perfornmed
on speci al days when sonme of the parents could attend.

She had learned that the little invalid boy, Tzuli, had
only a grandnot her, but the old wonan did speak limted
English, for she wove textiles on her hip loomto sell in
t he mar ket pl ace, on occasion to English speaking tourists.
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Kam|le went to the market in Huehuetenango to speak with
her, and found her sitting on a burlap sack spinning threads
besi de her pile of textiles. Don Tomas had cone al ong and
expl ai ned in Spani sh what Kam ||l e proposed; essentially that
if they could find the noney Tzuli's |l egs could be repaired
wel | enough to nake himself-sufficient on his feet.

"Tell her | have witten to the doctor; now all we need
is the noney, and | have begun searching for that, too."

Where woul d they ever find such noney, the old wonman
wanted to know. Tipping back her black felt bow er and
squinting into the sun, she waved her hand in despair,
certain that such a feat would never be acconpli shed.

"You nust have faith...hope...esperanza," Kanill e said.
"W will do this thing sonehow. "

The grandnot her wi ped her gnarled hands over her
weat hered face and dropped theminto the folds of her skirt,
| ooking at Kamlle with intense, dark eyes. "Tzuli is
bueno,"” she said, "Muy inteligente."

"I know that he is very intelligent,” Kamlle readily
agreed, for she had found that the boy |earned very fast.

“I...hope," the grandnother said, "Esperanza."

Kam |l e smled and patted the old woman' s shoul der.
She now felt the weight of this hope as a force that woul d
conpel her to strive until she had seen Tzuli wal k. After
this visit to the grandnother, she increased her research

and contacted several nore charitabl e foundations, urging
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themto send donations, and anxiously awaiting tardy
replies.

#

As matters fell into a nore rhythmc pattern, Kamlle
ventured out nore often into the small towns and vill ages,
wat ching the Indians and listening to Rodolfo's informative
hi stories of myths, gods, and rituals. The Indians of her
expandi ng community fascinated her.

The Mam were taller than other Indians, handsone,
proud, and extrenely courteous. They preferred to speak in
soft voices, as |oudness was considered vulgar. The young
worren' s neat, raven-black hair was often braided with
colorful ribbons, and above their full skirts they wore
exqui site, enbroidered blouses called huipiles of a style
centuries old. The nmen's heavy cotton shirts were hand-
woven and sported large red fluttering collars. Black
wool en breeches covered | ong pants woven with wi de red and
white stripes. To this costunme m ght be added, in the
cool ness of norning or evening, a black cloak, and upon
their heads they tied a red bandanna and capped it with a
| eather-belted straw hat. Their enduring sandals were the
traditional Indian footwear that one m ght find engraved,
little changed, on a thousand-year-old Mayan tenple or stone
pi ece. Known as caites, the sturdy thonged sandals, with
rai sed | eather backs to protect the heel, carried these
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constant wal kers over the nost rugged nountain trails. It
was a great joy to see a Mamin native dress walk quietly
into her office and sit down, or to pass a traveler, tal
and silent, on the roads |eading through the valley. They
wal ked al one with dignity, carrying snall bundles or |arge
burdens, or sonetines beside their | oaded burros.

Kam |l e was anticipating the pageantry of Al Saints'
Day on the first of Novenber when she planned to attend a
storied festival in Todos Santos. Learning of the old and
colorful celebrations, which included a horseback marathon
and the traditional Dance of the Conquest, she had nade
Rodol fo prom se to take her there. He was only too happy to
conply, and on the appointed day Kamlle set off with her
ent husi asti ¢ manager.

To reach Todos Santos it was necessary to clinb over a
craggy nountain and drop back into its cradl ed valley.
Rodol fo was driving the Land Rover, and Kam |l e sat beside
him full of questions, her eyes darting everywhere. Wth
gears grinding, they zigzagged high into the clouds above
the terraced hillsides of irrigated vegetable plots,
rattling over a twisting dirt road that froma di stance
appeared etched in the precipitous flank of the nountain
like a fragile knife scratch. Passing over the summt, they
crossed a barren plateau, hoary white with frost, and
carefully descended into a fairy tale valley. A |low, sun-
shagged cl oud rose up, coiling over stone corrals, grazing
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sheep, rocky outcroppings, and gnarl ed, weather-choked
little oak trees. Soon a rancho appeared, then several.
Their roofs were not the red-tiled roofs of the ranchos
bel ow but instead were made of spruce fromtrees which grew
nearly as tall as those of Esperanza. The wild, dark stands
of pine, spruce, and cypress lent a nysterious air to this
renote highland valley with its rustling patches of bent and
drying cornstalks. Kamlle felt as if they were racing the
nor ni ng sun across the dewsprinkled | and, and very soon she
could snmell the resinous aroma of copal incense used in

I ndi an cerenobnies. It was a captivating and pungent odor

i ke no other, enhancing the rough nystery of this tinme and
pl ace. The strong essence of copal signaled their entry
into the lively little town of Todos Santos, which, aside
fromfestival and tanmer market days, m ght have been as
enpty and lifeless as the frosty, uninhabited plain above.

A magi cal throb of exotic sounds filled her ears the
nmonment she alighted fromthe Rover, and she stood by the car
enthralled, listening to the strange warbling notes that
were like bird calls echoing in a wood.

"Ch...fantastic! Wat are those sounds, Don Rodol f 0?"

"Cone," Rodolfo said. Delighted with her interest, he
was in a great hurry to |lead her to the place of the nusic
makers.

"I see...a flute, sweet and haunting as an oboe."

"It is called a chirinma."
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"And what is that, a sort of drun?" she shouted above
the wild cacophony, pointing to a holl owed-out, seal ed |og
with slits on top being struck with a rubber-tipped stick.

"Atun; it sounds two notes. And there is the
instrunment that nakes the rattling noise, the chinchines."

"Wonderful! Wbnderful!" she cried, excited bl ood
flushing her cheeks. "Oh, a marinba -- |'ve played one.

And | think | recognize that little oblong object with
holes. Yes, he's blowing on an ocarina."

"Si, si!" Rodolfo called with happy affirmation, for
Kam | le's high spirit was quite infectious.

"Ch, this nusic...this nusic!" she said with | aughter,
"It would nelt the stoniest countenance."

The burni ng mountain sun had chased away the fog by the
time they had strolled through the town, with the ceasel ess
nmusi ¢ al ways throbbing in their ears and the sweet bl ue
snoke of copal incense filling the air as potently as an
enti ci ng aphrodi si ac.

Kam | | e had dropped her jacket in the Rover and was
wearing only an enbroidered, white huipil, which Ixil had
given her as an arrival gift, and a red, hand-woven skirt
bound with a nulti-colored twi sted sash. Her bare feet were
strapped in Mayan sandal s of soft |eather and she carried a
broad-ri mmed straw hat whi ch Rodol fo now cautioned her to
put on against the unnerciful highland sun. As he did so he
took the hat from her hand and set it gently on her head,
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his bl ack eyes sparkling with the daring of an act that
seened so natural in the rarefied atnosphere.

They wal ked t hrough the crowded nmar ket pl ace, passing
anong the appetizing aromas of the food vendors. Mre
peopl e were arriving by the hour, including a nunmber of
noi sy, canera-happy tourists. Rodolfo bought her a hot
chuchito which was made of corn dough stuffed with spicy
nmeat and wrapped in a corn husk.

"Mm | like it. Comda tipica," she said, pulling
away the corn husk. She blinked wth surprise as, in a
fl eeting noment, her nenory brought forth the sound of
Steinl 6we's nel | ow voi ce pronounci ng those Spani sh words.

"Native food is very good. Another for you?"

"No, gracias. |'d better not," she said with softened
voice. "Alittle at a time."

Just outside the marketplace in a narrow avenue,
Kam |l e spotted a big green Mercedes sedan, sedately
waiting. It was unm stakably Steinléwe's. O course, the
curious Frau Bilder would be hot on the trail of a fiesta
such as this one. No matter. Wth the crowds and all the
confusion, they mght easily escape neeting, and even if
they did, Kam Il e planned to make the encounter brief as
possi ble. Nothing was going to spoil this |ong-awaited day.

They wal ked to the outskirts of town where the
hor seback marathon was already going on. Kamlle was

startled to see Stewart Bartel whom she had supposed was in
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Guatenala City. He was with his Indian girl, Mata, and a
thin | adino to whom he was handi ng quet zal es, Guat ermal an
paper noney equivalent to the Anerican dollar. He appeared
to be placing bets on the marathon riders. Being already
ti psy, his expression was one of distracted paral ysis cast
in the bilious red of the inveterate drinker. She turned
away. Anot her person to avoid.

The purpose of the marathon was a dubi ous one, Kam |l e
decided, but it certainly produced sonme hunorous, and on
occasion injurious results. The rider running the course
had to take a drink of the powerful aguardiente each tinme he
conpleted a turn. The nan who stayed on his horse the
| ongest was the wi nner. Rodolfo warned her that this
questionabl e sport would very likely go on all night.
Sonetinmes the rider was so drunk that he could not nove upon
falling fromhis horse. She was disturbed to see that no
one was in any hurry to pull the fallen nmen fromthe path of
tranpling hooves. She watched with guilty consternation,
sonetines | aughing, sonetines horrified and sad at this
brutal self-infliction for glory. The rider is doing this
cruelty to hinself, she thought, but doing it with such a
chil di sh joy and gusto.

After she had seen enough, they went to see the Dance
of the Conquerors. This spirited revel Kam|Ile found nore
to her liking. Rodolfo explained that the dance teans took
their honored positions very seriously and invested what was
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for thema great deal of noney for rented costunes of
i ngeni ous design. The devoted participants al so spent a
fair anmount of tinme rehearsing for this grand event.

The performers who played the conquerors donned shiny,
pi nk masks with the rosy cheeks, blond sisal hair, and | arge
noses of fair Spanish lords. They wore pluned vel vet hats
and were swat hed in costune trappings fromhead to toe so
that none of their brown skin would show Dancing furiously
inalien, tight-fitting boots, always the Conqui stadores
triunphed over the Indians. The dancing would al so go on
long into the night with the dance teans taking stinulants
and aguardiente to keep themgoing. The wild nusic was so
inspiriting that it soon spread to the onl ookers who had
begun to dance around the edges of the performance and
wher ever there were spaces on the narrow streets.

Kam || e | eaned against a mason wall in the shadows,
intent on taking everything in while herself remaining
unnoticed. Fully engrossed, her keen senses fine-tuned
every stimulus: the haunting nusic, the pungent aromas, the
crisp air and light, the frenzied novenent with flashes of
brilliant color, and the little personal dranmas goi ng on al
around her. She had just congratul ated herself on having
experienced the true anbi ance of a Guatenal an festival when
she felt a tug on her armand was suddenly face to face with
a reeling Stewart Bartel.

"I say, if the little heiress hasn't gone native," he
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intoned in a thick British accent nuddl ed by liquor. "You
do | ook...striking...yes, very stunning. Can you dance?
Let's see if you can dance, luv."

Wil e she made a discreet attenpt to resist, Bartel
pull ed her rigid body al ong behind himinto a crowd of
whirling dancers, many of them al so exhibiting the effects
of the very w cked aguardiente. She grinmaced when she saw
t he crude whiskey flask sticking out of Bartel's back
pocket. Rodolfo had gone to find her sone juice, and
| ooki ng back she saw himcom ng through the crowd. Then she
was jerked away into the rowdy nel ee.

"Stewart, | don't want to dance. Stop it!" she said in
a shouting voice which he pretended he couldn't hear. She
tried to free herself and was amazed to see how strong he
was in his besotted state. He whirled her round and round,
never once letting go | ong enough for her to break free.
"Please let go. |I'mgetting dizzy. Stop! Stop it!"

"Dance!" he ordered. "Dance! Dance! Pay the piper."

Rodol fo stepped up and tried in his polite manner to
i nt ervene.

"Renove yoursel f, enployee!" Bartel shouted, sneering
at him "Qut of the way or you're sacked!" he yelled,
dancing off with Kam || e.

She caught a glinpse of Rodol fo | ooking very perpl exed
as to what his next nove should be, but she could think no
nore about it. Bartel was spinning her around faster and



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 123

faster, and she was beginning to stunble with dizziness.
Hi s reddened eyes had a gleeful, sadistic leer, and his

al coholic breath made her head pitch in nausea as he pulled
her agai nst him

"Let go of me! You let go!" Kamlle screaned. She had
forgotten altogether her attenpt to remain discreet.

As her head was jerked back, she saw the crook of an
arm cone around Bartel's neck from behind; in an instant,
his grip relaxed. dutching at his throat, he was dragged
backwards as he struggled on. 1In a flurry of novenent, he
was thrown to the ground wth such force that he lay on his
back for a noment w thout noving. Steinlodwe stood over him
grow i ng sonmething in Spanish which Kanmi|lle could not nmake
out but which Bartel apparently understood very well. H's
face went a livid crinmson as he wobbled to his knees and
raised a fist over his head. "Damm Nazi...Nazi nurderer!"”
he ranbled on in an enraged voice. Funbling about, he stood
up and reeled back to take a swing, but Steinldwe pushed him
out of his way and turned toward Kamlle. Still intent on
having at his adversary, Bartel pulled the whiskey bottle
fromhis pocket and raised it in the air.

"Stop it! Stop it!" Kamlle cried out, her head stil
reeling with dizziness. She felt a tingling in her scalp
and the ground turned beneath her as she went down on one
knee in a futile attenpt to shake off the dizziness.

Shoving Bartel aside, Steinléwe caught her and steadi ed her.
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Then, seeing her face, he lifted her up above the spinning
ground and carried her away fromthe crowd of staring eyes.

Her head rolled against his shirt, and she saw the | ow,
red-gold sun falling at an odd angle toward the earth. The
cl anor and push of the throng grew distant as he wal ked to
the little town's edge, out to an old stone resting place in
a shadowed grove of cypress. He put her down on the bench,
hol di ng his arm under her head which was angl ed back, for in
all the furious activity she had devel oped a nosebl eed. He
pressed his handkerchi ef over her nose, holding it there for
a few mnutes then folding it away but continuing to hold
her head at a safe angle.

"Merry Christmas, Kind," he said, speaking for the
first time. "I did not approve of your dancing partner.”

Her attenpted | aughter surprised her.

"Hold still. Do not...don't |augh."

"Sadly...you ve told ne this before.”

"Well, do not |augh very nuch...until it stops.
Altitude will sonetinmes do this with too much activity."

He held her head back with a cal m patience, staring
down at her eyes for endless silent mnutes, as though tine
were of no inportance whatever. H's head was franmed by the
early eveni ng sapphire sky, and she saw that now his eyes
had a certain amount of blue in them H's long fingers slid
t hrough her tousled hair. Wthout taking his eyes from
hers, he |owered his head by degrees until his nouth touched



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 125

her lips. This warm arousal was very soon converted into a
deep, hungry kiss, lasting until she gasped with a need to
draw breath through her nouth.

"Where is...Frau Bilder," she asked between breaths.

"Sweet Kind," he said. "Do you not ever think of nme?"

Cl osing her eyes, she nuttered half to herself, "It
isn't me you want."

H's fingers tightened in her hair. "lIsn't it? Are you
trying to ruin ny thoughts? Your powers are el sewhere."”

"I't's you who...Oh, | end up this way whenever | get
near you. Then | have to flay nyself nentally with irons
for it."

"Ah, Lehrerin, you are dramatic. D d you perhaps teach
drama? At the nost serious of times you make ne | augh.™

“I think it's one thing you actually |iked about ne."

"One of many things | | ove about you. Present tense.”

"It's been a strange courtship," she said with an
attenpt at hunorous sarcasm

"I have tried to stay away fromyou," he expl ai ned,
ki ssing her |ips separately because they were parted so that
she coul d breathe through her nouth.

"It doesn't seemthat way," she answered when she had a
chance to speak.

He ki ssed her several nore tines, touching his tongue
agai nst hers with a devastating effect. "Mm dulce,” he

muttered. "Have you been eating cinnanon candy?"
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"If you keep doing that you may get everything you

want ," she said from her hel pl ess position.

"Please stop it!" he demanded. "That is precisely the
reason | amforced to | eave you al one.”

"Then do. My | sit up now?"

"Try it."

She eased herself up. "I think...I think it's al
right. ©Ch, here conmes Rodolfo with Frau Bilder. How very
beautiful she is...as usual. WII you marry her?"

"Damm it, you are tactless. Do you want nme to?"

"Isn't she perfect for you?"

"I prefer the inperfect: you."™ He grinned. "And |ook
at Rodolfo, ny little peasant. He is in love with you."

"Ri di cul ous. "

"Are you blind, Kind?"

She studi ed the anxi ous-faced Rodol fo as he hurried
forward and bent over her. Her confusion was observed by
Steinl 6bwe, now smling at his accuracy. Her face flushed
wi th the unwanted revel ation

"“Andar, Liebling, you have bl ood on your shirt!" Frau
Bi | der excl ained as she handed himhis jacket.

"It has cone fromthis small, upturned nose,” he said,
| aughi ng as he put his hand under Kamlle's chin and tilted
her head back, thunbing a spot of blood fromher nostril.

"Seforita Penine!" Rodol fo agoni zed.

“I"'mall right, perfectly all right," she insisted with
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a light-hearted nmanner. "Just a little nosebleed. Herr
St ei nl 6we has been very kind to this dizzy victimof a
drunken fool. So sorry about your shirt," she added.

"You nust be careful with Bartel," Steinl owe warned.
"He is in a vindictive nood."

"As soon as | find himsober, | intend to have a
serious talk with him..very serious. Sonme things wll be
resolved," Kam ||l e assured everyone. "l was very angry to
see himtreat you so badly, Don Rodolfo."

"I understand aguardi ente, Seforita Penine. Do not
concern yourself," Rodolfo replied.

"Despite this craziness, |I've had a wonderful day,"
Kam | | e announced, smling at the worried Rodolfo with
assurance.

G ancing at Steinl 6we, she felt her face go crinson
He had flung his jacket over his shoulder, holding it by his
thunb and offering her an intinmate smle as he spread his
fingers over the blood on his shirt. She tried to tell him
wi th her eyes that he was being of fensive, naughty was the
proper word, connoting a gleeful, childlike quality which
she had sonmehow elicited fromthis often al oof Saxon. He
woul d have her believe that she was in unwitting possession
of a singular power resenbling wtchcraft. As he w nked at
her and continued to smle, she renenbered his nmouth on her.
Her wrists began to ache. She had to | ook away, far nore
convinced that all the sorcery was his.
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#

"All right, I was drunk and rowdy and di sgusting,"
Stewart Bartel admitted. H s frustration bordered on anger.
He was pacing up and down in his long, white studio in the
pear orchard beyond the outbuil dings of Esperanza. "I

apol ogi ze to you," he went on, "but I'll never--"

Kam|lle did not let himfinish. She knew that there
was little hope of inducing himto apol ogi ze to anyone el se
for his conduct. 1In the wait for his return from anot her of
his flights to the city, her anger, augnmented by daily
contenpl ati on, had been stored up. "If you think I'm going
to put up with constant threats fromyou on your drunken
binges... If you think you can ever again treat ne the way
you did in Todos Santos, then you don't know Kamlle
Penine,"” she informed him "Any nore al coholic stunts |ike
that and you can pack your bags. After the way you acted, |
feel no renorse at...at throwi ng you out."

"Just a mnute, ny dear. You cannot waltz into ny

studi o and--"

"I can and will! | don't care for your...your bigoted
opinions. I'malready famliar with them Wen | heard you
were living here, | was prepared to...to nmeet a human bei ng,

and | was prepared to--"

"l doubt that, not after Steinlowe filled your head
with lies.”

"He spoke nothing but the truth. He doesn't--"
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"Steinlowe! Steinléwe! Wat is this? Can't you see
what he is? MW CGod, you aren't falling in love with that
bl oody bastard? Look, girl, he wants Esperanza. |If
Cathline were alive today she would say the sane thing.
don't care what you think I am Creative people are often
neurotic...insecure...alcoholic, besieged by devils... Half
the tinme | can't nake any sense out of who | am and what |
do. But in spite of that, you nmust believe | amright in
this: Steinlowe did not get to be a rich German | and baron
in Guatermala by falling in love with little school teachers
fromNorth Anerica.”

"You hate hi m because he's strong...self-assured and
successful. That's why you can't stand his trying to help."
"To help!™ Bartel emtted a wild |augh. "To help

hi msel f, you mean. Ah, you are blind...blind! Is it
already too |ate? Forgive ne. |'ve conme at you all wong."

She st epped back unnerved, for Bartel, clad in blue
j eans and paint-sneared sweatshirt, had thrown hinself down
on his knees before her, and there were tears in his eyes.

"Get up, Stewart. Please get up. This is just a
device of yours to nake ne feel sorry.”

"Yes, feel sorry...feel sorry for ne," he inplored.

"Let us be friends. Let us get along.”" He kissed her hand,
with his unkenpt hair falling over his eyes. "I'll take you
around. . . show you wonderful things...orchids...| know where

there are magnificent specinens...and nonkeys, butterflies,
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giant ferns...parrots, jeweled toucans...splendid ruins..

Pl ease cone with me. It's tinme for me to go out and work
again, to be recharged. I'mwasting in this rotten funk
Al'l this business with Cathline -- the unknown quantity,
Kam |l e Penine -- has been horrid. But you've turned out

ki nd, understanding. You can see how | m ght have been
worried...insecure. Al | have is ny work and a terrible
weakness of the flesh. You could be good...so good for ne.
No, no, don't look at ne that way. | nean as a friend, only
as a friend. Please."

"I"'msorry, Stewart. You know | have really heavy
responsibilities wwth the school and the coffee. How would
it look to the others if | just went off into the jungle to
watch you paint? O course, | want to see it all. 1'Il get
toit later, when | feel nore secure about the school. So
many of the children need--"

"Nonsense, the school runs itself, and what do you know
about this finca anyway? Your |ovesick | apdog Rodolfo is
al ready doing a bl oody good job of it."

"Just where do you think you'll get talking like that?
You can't even pretend to have compassion. You're terrible,
Stewart. You don't care about anyone but yourself."

"No, look, I didn't nean it. |I'mfull of anger. [|I'm
bitter now M life hasn't gone so well. | can still learn
to be human. You're a good influence. G ve ne a chance.

Hel p me. Please,” he begged, putting his arns around
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Kam | |l e and shedding a few snall tears upon her skirt.

Even though she started to draw back in disgust, she
also felt imense pity. Here was a wetched body w acked
with msery over a pinched little soul that m ght never
expand, never escape and fly. It was truly sad. Lifting
her hand to touch the dishevel ed head, she pondered for a
nonent and |let the hand fall. It had occurred to her that
Bartel was of such a divided personality that in the next
hour, or surely by tonorrow, he would hate her for having
wi tnessed this groveling inmersion in self-pity.

Bartel sighed and stood up, | ooking around himwth
uncertainty. He turned and wal ked with awkward steps out
t he door and down the orchard row, never | ooking back.

Oh, the hopel essness of it, Kam|le nused as she anbl ed
back to the casa. Had she done any good at all? No, that
ki nd of censure was useless. It was too late for nere angry
words. She was certain that Stewart Bartel would never
change w thout sonme terrible and unlikely cataclysmto turn
hi m around. Nothing had really been resolved. The nore she
| earned about himthe nore he would hate her. She al ready
knew too nuch. He was in danger of falling so deeply into
di ssi pation that he woul d never right hinself, nuch | ess
l[ift a brush. How could an artist with such power of vision
not see the black road he painted with his wayward |ife?

#
Entering the small cozy |ibrary near her bedroom
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Kam |l e stared at the portrait Bartel had done of Aunt
Cathline. Steinlowe was right. It was good. There, hung a
nobl e-faced old woman with a coiled braid of silver hair and
amazi ng bl ue eyes; they danced, they w nked, they sparkled
with life and vitality, the same fervent eyes that Kamlle
remenbered so well from her chil dhood. She studied the

| ong, straight nose, high cheekbones, full, alnost playful
nmout h, and the graceful fingers that had fluttered so
ardently over her nother's piano. Those busy, worn hands
were resting for a noment, clutching a little book as though
hol ding a treasured conpani on at the end of day.

"Aunt Cathline, | w sh you could give ne sone nagic
formula, a few sinple words that woul d snap everything up
into your fine old rhythm"™ she whi spered. She heard a soft
rustle and lifted her head to find the dark eyes of Ixil
wat chi ng her through the open door. [Ixil hurried away.

The Mam were very superstitious and did not like to
have thensel ves inprisoned in photographs or portraits,
fearing that evil could then be done to them She wondered
what this wi zened little woman, still very nuch entrenched
in the old ways, would make of talking to a portrait.
Searching the roons, she finally wandered into the courtyard
where Ixil had taken herself with her water pitcher. There,
Ixil at first pretended thorough absorption in the watering
of a yellowrose. At last, she |ooked up with a question
snol dering in her frank eyes, watching as Kam |l e offered an
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encouragi ng smle and dropped down upon a bench under the
single, tall cypress enclosed within the garden.
Setting aside her pitcher, Ixil snoothed her hands over

her woven, navy skirt. "You talk to the Dofia," she said
wi th cautious voice. "Wat does she say?"
"Ch, Ixil, I wish the Dofia could tell ne so many

things, but it's only a painting and can't help ne."

"You go to the brujo, the prayersayer,” Ixil advised.
"He tell you what the Dofia say."

"But | thought that brujos were al nbst non-existent,

brujos all gone, no nore, Ixil." Kamlle spread her hands.
"Fah!" 1Ixil said, |aughing and waving her armto

i ndi cate what nonsense this was. "Many brujos...nmany. |

know. | take you."

A thrilled anticipation cane over her, the possibility
that with the help of Ixil her curiosity mght finally be
satisfied. |In the course of her discussions with Rodolfo
and Don Tomés, she had | earned of the ancient office of the
prayersayer, keeper of the sacred bundle, a small pouch
cont ai ni ng seeds and rock crystals which the brujo threw out
upon a table and arranged according to certain days of the
Mayan cal endar. The brujo had been specially school ed and
ordained to read the nessages of the sacred bundle and to
foretell events, heal disorders, or bring news of dead
rel atives. Rodolfo and Don Tonmas had nmade |ight of this,
perhaps fearing they woul d be thought backward. Still, they
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told her that some brujos were said to be sorcerers who
woul d do evil for their patrons.

"Ixil, I would love to go," Kamlle said with a quick
ent husi asm
"Tonorrow day after,” Ixil replied, folding her arns
with a new stance of inportance. "I fix."
#

A noi sy rooster crowed. Kamlle opened her eyes and
stretched, renenbering then the prom sed adventure of the
norni ng. She slipped fromher bed and stood before the
small fire Ixil had set burning on her fireplace grate, just
enough fire to warm her while she hurried into her clothes.
She put on her long Indian skirt, huipil, and sandals, then
drank the steami ng black coffee Ixil had brought to her tray
table along with a round slice of warm banana bread. She
bit into the sweet bread, holding it while she pulled aside
the curtain and | ooked out at the fog and the ground white
wi th dew. Sonewhere above in the eastern sky the sun was
burrowi ng through to open up her dazzling world.

At the back gates, where the path |l eading into the
hills began, Kamlle waited while Ixil stepped toward her
bearing a large red perraje which she had insisted would be
needed. Flinging it over her shoulders, Kamlle was soon
glad for the thick shaw's warnth. She recalled how
St ei nl 6we had wrapped her in his jacket, his concerned voice
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scol ding her for com ng away without a coat. Her divided
heart | eapt.

They set off across the valley and up one of the many
little goat-like trails which the Indians regularly used to
reach their ranchos and corn fields. A Mam passed themwith
a silent nod. He was traveling light with only a half-
stuffed shoul der bag, and his dark eyes roved with interest
over the full basket which Ixil carried on her head. The
basket rode with graceful balance atop a thick, flat pad of
cloth called a tzute. Higher and higher they clinbed, still
unabl e to see the fog-shrouded valley below. At |ast they
came to a little stone cabin set off the trail beside a crag
of rocks and stunted pines. Near the cabin was an ol d rock
steam bath, a tradition as old as the Maya cul ture.

"What are you bringing, Ixil?" Kamll|e asked, curious
because I xi|l had reveal ed not hi ng about her | oad.

"Ei ght new corns and aguardi ente. "

"Aguardi ente! But the brujo shouldn't drink it, should
he?"

"Maybe he not drink now, but is bueno. Good thing.
Aguardiente he like best. He tell you good things."

Near the cabin door, a plunp woman knelt grinding corn
on her flat stone. Wen she saw t hem approachi ng she st ood
up and hurried inside. A thin man stepped out, followed by
the woman. He wore the Mam costune with a red bandanna tied
under his straw hat. The wonman darted away to | ean agai nst
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the cabin's rough exterior, crossing her arns and staring at
t hem wi t hout expression.

"This Pap Ixtlan," Ixil said, touching Kam|le's arm
with her fingertips. "My brujo. This Seforita Kamlla
Penine. You give her the words of the seeds, Pap Ixtlan."

The old man pulled off his hat and scratched his white
head while | ooking Kam |l e over fromhead to toe. He asked
Ixil to repeat her name. Then he saw that Ixil was bending
over her basket, and his solem face broke into a hundred
I ines of happiness. [Ixil was unw appi ng the aguardiente.

"Viene," he directed Kam|le, notioning her into his
cabin with a lively step. He pulled a rough bench up to the
hand- hewn tabl e where they would sit as he cast the sacred
bundl e over a handsonely woven cl ot h.

I xil| stayed outside, talking with the old man's wonman.
Kam |l e could hear their soft voices and | aughter.

Pap I xtlan tossed out the seeds mingled with a few
shi ni ng pebbl es and studi ed them arranging themas he took
note of their positions. He began chanting over and over in
Mam calling to the souls in the netherworld or praising the
animal spirits, Kam || e supposed. The air snelled of dust,
wood snoke, and copal incense, sweet, resinous, and
myst eri ous.

Letting her eyes search the room she saw that it was
al nost bare of furnishings. There were drying corn husks
hanging fromthe walls, a corn husk bed, a few stones in the



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 137

corner for wood fires, a clay jug, a bow, a pot, a little
altar with a cross that was placed in one corner, and sone
woven things hanging with a few bundles fromthe narrow
ceiling beans. That was all. The floor was hard-packed
dirt, very much worn and swept clean. A hen clucked into
the room turned its head and fixed Kam|le with a beady,

j et eye, then waddl ed out the door.

"Sefiorita...gringa," Pap Ixtlan said at last, "la Dofia
usted escribe. Yo no leo. You nust read the words. La
Dofia cries for |la escuela, |a hacienda, the land. She knows
not if the gringa does right. She cries.

"Gringa," old Pap repeated, lifting his black eyes and
staring into hers, "there is one who snmles on you...mch
trouble. This person has not his nagual. | know not what
is mal o. Eyes nust be open. There is evil. There is
peligro...danger. A soul travels...perdido...here and there
sin cuerpo...having no body. E fin."

Pap | xtlan sank once again into his chanting, done in a
beseeching, lyrical cadence that transported Kamlle far
fromthe present nonent. She felt herself rising and
falling with the repetition of the words until she was
floating on a steady, hypnotic rhythm Her fast-beating
heart gradually slowed. She sat back amazed and | et the
sound wash over her. Then Pap Ixtlan stood up, touched her
hand, and the incantation was finished.

Trudgi ng back down the danmp trail, Kamll|e pondered her
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experience. "Wuat is a nagual ?" she asked Ixil.

"This is your animal spirit. You nust have. Al ways,"
I xil answered. "Brother spirit...sister spirit...aninmal."

Kam | le was silent, thinking of the brujo's words and
smling now and then at her little flashes of annoyance.
She had to concede that the brujo was very effective, a
speci al kind of professional, one who had nmastered the skill
of bringing his patrons into a shadowy real mof spirits. He
was a psychol ogist. After this nmeeting she was nuch nore
convinced of the power a brujo could wield. Certain people
| earned to have power over others. It was as true a thing
inthe thriving hills of Seattle as it was here on a renote
nount ai n anmong people very close to the voices of the earth
The brujo had gai ned her respect with his ancient know edge.
She knew that he believed everything he said. For him it
was all true, therefore he could nake it true for others.

That evening Kam |l e | ounged in the sala, sipping her
cof fee before hot, snapping fire logs. The dancing fire
tongues invited restful ponderings, and she began to refl ect
on becom ng a part of this land. Wat a wench it would be
if she had to give up now. Even with her pained heart, she
had al ready resigned herself to forging ahead with ever nore
det erm ned pl ans. Held in the sway of drumm ng blue and
orange flanmes flickering above the resinous pine, it took a
while to realize she was hearing a wonan's screans on the
wi nd. Once again they sounded, faint but high and chilling.
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Pul l'ing her warm perraje fromthe back of a chair, she
twirled it over her shoulders and hurried outside, stopping
once beyond the veranda to listen. The cries were com ng
fromthe orchard, fromBartel's studio where he often slept.
Al nost without thought, her rushing feet carried her through
t he darkness. She stunbled to one knee but rose and hurried
on, noving down a rough, cultivated row between the sl ender
pear trees. The studio door was slightly ajar. She pushed
it further, peering around its edge.

On a low bed at the far end of the studio, the
del i cate-boned Indian girl, Mata, was crouched in fear. Her
nude body doubl ed over, clutching the blue coverlet as she
tried to protect herself while Bartel, shirtless, his back
shining with sweat, struck at her with his belt. WMta gave
a noaning cry and rolled over on her back. Mking a futile
grab for his arm she threw herself off the bed onto the
floor, her arms encircling his drunken, |urching calves.

Furious, Kam|lle started to rush forward, but sonething
forestalled her, froze her into place even though she wanted
to turn away. The idea that she was w tnessing sonething
expected had attached itself to her aversion, sonething
accepted, often repeated, and thoroughly understood by both
participants. The girl's resignation amazed her. Moreover,
with her arrogant head thrown back and her plunmp little
breasts swaying, Mata was calling fervent Spanish |ove words
t hrough her tears.
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"Little bitch, bloody little strangling vine...wanna
choke nme, don't you? Don't you? Answer ne, | say! Speak
English!™"

"Yes, Stew, love. Yes, Stew, ny love!" Mata cried, her
dark hair glistening with sweat as | oose strands fell over
her wild eyes.

"Cone here," he demanded, kneeling over her. "Cone
here, you little bitch, you little vanpire bat."

He picked her up, giving her a very rough kiss, then
cast her down on the bed and threw hinself atop her with
savage force. Her body tw ned around himat once.

Kam | | e snapped out of her trance, ducked behind the
door, and started to run. She ran all the way back to the
casa and stood on the veranda, |eaning against the wall and
panting for breath. Her scalp burned and her fingers
clenched with the desire to strike sonmething. It was, of
course, Bartel she nost wanted to strike.

In the norning, Mata was her nornmal but rather sullen
self as she went about her chores, nore sullen than usual
because of Bartel's plans. He was up early and arguing with
Kam | | e about his |atest excursion. He was going over to
Alta Verapaz, he told her, and for this reason he had nade a
point of joining her for breakfast. There, in the high
jungl e, he planned to paint orchids. An entire new show was
in the making, he assured her. This tinme he would give his
agent sonething grand to dangle before the buyers in London
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and New YorKk.

The idea of Bartel painting exquisite sprays of orchids
was repugnant to Kamlle. She thought it an insult to the
orchids. At first she could hardly | ook at him and when
she did glance up she saw an ugly red nark on his neck,
obviously a gift in kind fromMata. None of it was her
busi ness. She tried to put it out of her m nd and get on
wi th the conversation, thereby ridding herself of Bartel.

He was arguing that she nust have a taste of the jungle.

"Why don't you change your mind and cone with nme. 1It's
enchanting, and La Guarida d' el Tigre is close by. [1'lI
probably stop in there to borrow a horse and gui de."

"You woul d have the gall to ask Steinl éwe for a horse?"
Kam | | e asked in amazenent.

"Of course. Wiy not? He's loaned themto ne before
when | was in Alta Verapaz." He studied KamIle, then
delighted hinmself with a fiendish |laugh. "You really don't
under stand how t hings work here do you, girl? You still
believe that Iife is either black or white, good or evil,
fine or foul. Such notions are for innocent little girls,
and you are quite grown up...a woman of sone years--"

"Ch, stop it. | think no such thing. Sonetines we're
all helpless or foolish or... There mght even be a trace
of good buried sonewhere deep inside you, Stewart...but you
surely hate the idea of it."

"Could that remark possibly be a kindness? 1In that
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case, do conme with ne. Don't you want to see how t he German
lord is getting on with his glorious queen of the hunt?

|"ve never yet known a woman to pass up Steinl éwe once she
got within range of all that nusky opul ence.™

"Is there anything sacred to you, Stewart?"

"Not even ny own backside. Life is a ridiculous joke.
"' m surprised, though, that you' re not nore curious about
Herr Steinl owe. The greedy bastard has quite a history.
Look, if you cone with me | prom se to behave. You see,
actually, I"'mnot so sure Steinléwe will spring for a horse
this time, and I know he would if you were there, Sefiorita
Esperanza. You could feel you' d done your humanitarian duty
for the entire week, sinply by helping a destitute artist.
Creation is all that matters. Surely you agree."

"Far fromit," Kamlle said, pulling her peeled orange
into segnents. "There is alimt to artist's license."

"You'll never be a Guatemal an until you've gone into
the jungle, you little coward."”

"I't's not that at all. I'mnot afraid,” Kamlle
insisted as she slipped the juicy orange segnent into her
mouth. "Umm sweet. | have work to do here. | don't want
to bother Steinlowe. And I'mnot all that excited about
entering the jungle with soneone who has so little reverence
for life." She licked her sticky fingers.

"Ch, is that the problen? Look, Steinlowe wll
probably give ne his best nbzos when he sees the conpany |I'm
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keeping. You'll have nothing to fear. WII| you cone?
You'll swear you're traveling with Sir Lancelot, | prom se.”

"You're not taking any aguardiente with you? You do
realize it turns you into M. Hyde, Doctor Jekyll?"

"Good God, aguardiente! |1'mgoing to paint. Paint and
aguardiente do not mx."

"Well..." Kamlle said, gradually warm ng to the idea.
The jungl e was a magnet that had been pulling her slowy but
surely toward it. However, she was nore than a little
nervous at seeking nozos and horses from Steinl 6we, even at
setting foot on his estate. But at |ast the jungle won.

#

As they drove away Mata, who had sul ked in the
background all nmorning, ran up to the car window with tears
in her eyes.

"Let ne to come,"” she begged.

"Certainly not," Bartel said, his face enotionless.
“I"l'l find a nice little girl in the jungle to keep ne
conpany, a deserving little animal spirit with no tongue."
Mat a raved, shook her fist, and wept, but Bartel was
i movabl e. He ordered her to stand back as he jerked the
Land Rover away, |eaving her in the dust.
"You're horribly brutal to that poor thing," Kamlle
could not refrain fromremarking. "You' ve got to treat her

better. | don't know why she bothers with you."
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"It's good for her. Don't want her becom ng too
attached, " Bartel said, giving her a cruel grin.

"Too attached!" Kamlle cried with a groan. "Can't you
see that Mata would Iie down and die for you?"

Bartel stuck a cigarette in his nouth and nmade no
reply, only increasing their speed to a punishing vibration.

H's reckless driving left Kamlle far below the confort
| evel, but he did indeed know how to get where he was goi ng
in the | east anbunt of tinme and by the shortest routes.

Soon they were flying through the busy trading center of
Huehuet enango. Kam lle renmenbered all too well her wal k

t hrough the archways that shaded the sidewal ks and out into
the marketplace in the clear sunlight, where Steinl dwe had
first kissed her and told her to put on her hat. He had
been with Ursula Bilder, she rem nded herself. She wondered
if Frau Bilder had a great deal of noney to go with her
striking beauty, and was i medi ately disgusted with herself.
She had never dreamed that she woul d keep running into
Steinl bwe and find it necessary to keep sayi ng good-bye with
ever nore torn enotions. It was exhausting and extrenely
pai nful, and now she was about to see hi m again.

Her attention was suddenly yanked away from her
troubling thoughts by an inpending disaster. Racing toward
themin a cloud of dust cane a rickety, overl oaded truck.
The road was narrow, w nding, and barely wi de enough for one
car. Bartel quickly threw the Rover into reverse and shot
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backwards, clinbing the banked side of the road at an angl e.

The truck shifted down and eased by on the side that dropped

over three thousand feet to the valley floor. Wen the

truck was gone Bartel turned to Kamlle and withed with

| aughter, jerking his thunb at her. Her teeth were

cl enched, her body rigid, and her hands gripped the seat.
They came down into Sacapul as, a name which Bartel said

nmeant "crunpled grass," a place known for its woven baskets.
The place was arid and hot with stark little whitewashed
houses lining the Chixoy River |ike the bl eached spine bone
of a prehistoric beast.

Qut of nowhere, a snooth-faced woman canme wal ki ng down
the enpty road in her striking costume. So remarkabl e was
she in her white lace huipil, silver necklace, and ponpom
headdress that Bartel slamred on the brakes, swearing at her
great beauty and the |ost opportunity of such a stunning
subj ect for his canvas.

"How | ovely. What is she?"

"Quiché, a magnificent specinmen of aristocratic
wonmanhood, " he answered with regret.

"Maybe you coul d cone back."

"To what? The light, the woman, nothing would be the
same, not even ny frane of mnd."

They wound onward toward Coban where Bartel said they
woul d stay overnight. He didn't want to press their |uck
for an overnight invitation at La Guarida d' el Tigre.
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“I"l'l call Steinléwe tonight and tell himwe're com ng
in the norning. W'Ill get an early start.”

He' Il never believe that |I've taken to jungle touring
with Stewart after the festival incident, Kam |l e thought.
Wl |, he could think whatever he chose. She did want to
snooth out her relationship with Bartel, but it wasn't
simply that. She also wanted to see the jungle and was
afraid that |ater on she m ght not be able to | eave her work
at Esperanza so easily. And after all, Bartel was only
danger ous when he was dri nking, which he had prom sed not to
do. She believed hi mbecause she knew that his desire to
pai nt was strong. Furthernore, she was actually finding him
gquite a perceptive and intelligent guide.

“I't will probably be raining sonmewhere around Coban,"
Bartel said. "It alnobst never stops, but if we happen to
catch a blast of sun you will find the highlands of Alta
Verapaz the grandest paradi se on earth.”

Coban rested on an el evation of 4,500 feet and was
encl osed within even higher hills. At the pass above the
wi ndi ng road | eadi ng down, they had a commandi ng view of the
surroundi ng green cafetals. Perhaps sone of these coffee
fields belonged to Tigre, but Kam |l e decided not to ask.

It would only set Bartel to ranting about Steinl éwe again,
and he was about to inpose hinself enough. For nearly the
hundredth time, she began to ponder their audacity at com ng
to Tigre and asking favors, when she gl anced out and caught
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a closer view of Coban. The town |ay under a gray done of

cl ouds and | ooked like a city sadly dream ng of a glorious
past. Its dusty streets and crunbling mansions were only an
echo of the heyday that Guatemala City and the paved hi ghway
had stol en away.

They did find pleasant roons in a small hotel famliar
to Bartel. It was called La Posada, and the gardens within
the square | oggia of the grand ol d house were refreshing
after the arid drive. Kam|lle soaked in a tub of warm water
until she alnost fell asleep and m ssed a delicious neal.

A rooster in full possession of the norning crowed its
tenure. Kamlle awke smling and | eapt out of bed. She
brushed and brai ded her hair, twisting it into a matronly
roll at the nape of her neck so it wouldn't interfere with
her hat. There would be no girlish pigtail today. She put
on clean jodhpurs and a white cotton shirt and set out a
rain jacket. Then, pulling on her chestnut boots, she stood
before the mrror, eager and flushed with excitenent. "At
| ast you're going to see the real nystery of a wild jungle,"”
she whi spered to herself. A sort of Garden-of - Eden- Rousseau
jungle print ran through her head, and she | aughed at her
chil di sh notions. She was happy, but hardly dared admt to
herself that it was because she was going to see Steinl 6we.
It would be all right. Nothing would come of it. She would
nmerely see himand then go away. She thought of him his
voi ce, his manner. Her face grew serious. She eased into a
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chair, staring at nothing. Perhaps the whole reason she had
come was to see him Perhaps she was like a tired sw nmer
surfacing to breathe. Didn't he have her, then? Wasn't she
gasping for his refined air? That's why he was sitting back
waiting. H s intimte hands, his inescapable eyes. Stop

this, she warned herself, this paranoia...losing control.
He wanted her, he didn't. She wanted him She wanted him
A knock at the door sent her flying out of her chair. It

was Bartel ready for breakfast.

#

They clinbed up the valley for a nunber of mles and
turned into a private, open-gated driveway that ran through
an endl ess, pale green stand of tasseling sugar cane. She
had first entered this gate in darkness. Now she saw t hat
above on the sl opes bloomed mles of coffee. Here was the
ki ngdom of La CGuarida d'el Tigre, the lair of the tiger
i ndeed. She wondered if Steinl 6we had agreed to | end them
horses and nozos, for Bartel seenmed rather norose today.
Deciding to wait and see, she said not hing.

Strai ght down the |ong row of royal palns they shot.
And there stood the grand white casa, nore |like an exotic
al cazar than a hacienda, Kam Il e thought, although its
bal conies were bristling with green | eaves and trailing
bright crinmson bougainvill ea.

As soon as the Rover rolled to a stop, Steinl 6we cane
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across the veranda, clattering down the steps in his riding
boots. He gave a cool nod to Bartel and opened Kamlle's
door with a raised eyebrow, as if he expected to see her
bound and gagged.

"Good nmorning," he said with an approving voice, having

instantly caught Kamille's excitenent. "Come up and have
coffee,” he invited with a conspiring wwnk at Kamlle. "o
on up,"” he notioned to Bartel. "I want to show Kam |l e
somet hing. "

Bartel |ooked about to protest, but changed his mnd in
a slowretreat up the steps, glancing back over his shoul der
while Kam Il e stood in the norning sun, waiting.

When Bartel had turned his back for good, Steinléwe
gui ded her down a pleasant walk lined with towering banana
plants, toward a stone-lined, sparkling turquoise pool.

They never reached the pool area, for he had no intention of
showi ng Kam | |l e anything but his concern.

"What is it?" Kam|le asked, noticing the storny cloud
t hat had passed over his solem profile.

He turned and stopped in front of her, very close so
that she had to | ook up. Too close, she warned herself.

"l suppose you think it none of ny business, but | wll
have to disagree. It is ny business. Tell ne yourself that
you intend to go into the jungle with that maniac."

Kam | | e backed up. "Surprising | guess. | wanted to
see it. He's promsed not to drink."



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 150

"Ch, the hell he has!"™ Steinl éwe threw back his head in
a grow of protest. "I cannot let you do that."

"You won't... You don't have to |oan us horses.
don't blanme you for--"

"You can have all the horses and nobzos you want, but

that will not guarantee Bartel's sanity. | will have to go
with you."

She heard exasperation. "I'menbarrassed that we' ve
i nposed on you. W' Il find horses sonmewhere else.” Kanmlle

turned away.

"Wait!" he said, taking ahold of her arm

The pl ace where he touched stung. She was angry at
that, angry that her knees were turning to jelly, so angry
that she tore her armfree with bl azing eyes.

"Kam | le! | have never seen you like this. Wat has
happened? A nonent ago you were happy."

"I am |I'mgoing to see the jungle. That nakes ne
happy. This does not. Please don't touch ne."

"Li ebchen,” he said, his eyes filled with a very
convincing attentiveness, "do you not think this thing that
happens to you al so happens to ne? Please know that | am
thinking only of you. 1 love you." He hesitated a nonent
then lifted her chin beneath his cool fingers. "How can I
|l et you go out there alone with Bartel? | cannot. The man
is...is trouble, really sadistic, unpredictable. He
tortured you at Todos Santos. M blood boiled. | cannot
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forget what | saw...what | know. "

“I...1 made |light of your help. I'msorry. | was so
t hankful you were there...but Stewart isn't drunk now. "

"Not now, but tonorrow or the next day, what then?"

"I"'mnot afraid of him He seriously wants to paint.
And | want to see...to see everything. W shouldn't have
intruded here. It was wong!" She had frightened a peacock
that had strolled out fromunder a banana stal k.

"You cannot i magi ne how glad I amthat you cane to ne."

"And if we hadn't cone at all?"

Steinl 6we's eyes held a barely contained frustration
that clearly bespoke his loathing for the manner in which
hi s hands had been tied. "Wat if -- sonething |I ask nyself
every day. Wat if something has happened to Kam || e?
Sonmething | m ght have prevented.™

"I"'msorry but | don't believe it. | can't. | can't!
It's such a tidy little renonstrance, so...so... Ch, don't
ook at nme like that. You can still hurt nme, whether it

matters or not."

"Can 1?7 Then there is hope. You have hurt nme a great
deal. | can only forgive you...go on hoping."

"I don't want to hurt you, Andar."

"You...you' ve used ny given nane. Wat can it nean?
Sonmet hing loving? On your nouth it is sonething loving."

“If we hadn't cone here | mght...mght easily have
never seen you again."
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"I mpossible. Not in this world."

"Ch, across a room maybe, but--"

"You think I could not find ny way to your door, that I
would let you slip away from nme?"

"Esperanza slip away?"

"“Ah, how can it be that you cause such anger in ne,
when all | want to do is...is have you...touch you...love
you...hold you in ny arns and make us both happy?"

Tears of frustration welled up in her eyes...too many
tears. She threw back her head and stared at the sky, now
all blue beyond the fluttering banana | eaves. A magnificent
day was in the making for her first jungle experience.

"I want very rmuch to nake love to you," he continued,
wat ching her. "That close there is alnost no mstrust in
you...the only way | can reach your heart."

Her eyes fluttered and she shivered a little then
swal | owed and said, "Wat did you say to Stewart when he
cal | ed?"

"That he could have what he wanted, that it |ooked Iike
a perfect day to show Ursula the jungles of Alta Verapaz."

She frowned.

"I amsorry. You think |I intrude, but | have to."

“I'"d certainly be ungrateful if | thought that."

She sighed. No wonder Bartel had | ooked so sour. Then
she laughed a little to herself, resigned to naking the best

of things -- yes, hopel ess as everything was, she was happy
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that Steinl 6we was conming. "l suppose we'll all get al ong
sonehow. This day already takes ny breath away."

"W will drive to a station further north where ny
nozos keep the cattle horses. Do you want coffee now?"

“No thank you. Are you sure you can put aside your
plans in order to do this?"

"I am always putting aside plans; it is the way of
things. | wish |l were taking only you...just you."

V

The three npbzos chosen woul d serve one as forward guide
and the others in charge of the three pack nules. They were
proud horsenen, good-natured, husky Indians who, Steinlowe
assured everyone, knew the jungle well. The riding horses
carried rifles and rain gear, and the nozos also carried
coiled lariats and machetes, as did Steinl owe.

As they penetrated the silent outer layer of jungle,
Kam |l e had anple tine to think. Sonetines, she glanced at
an animated Frau Bilder, conversing with Steinléwe in brisk
Cerman. She wore khakis and a hel net and | ooked very nuch
I i ke a fashion photographer's idea of a wonan on safari.
Steinl 6we wore a felt hat which he renoved and strung over
his rifle scabbard as soon as they were in the deep shade.
Now and then he whistled rather conplex birdcalls that
Kam |l e was surprised to hear answer ed.

The sounds of the forest changed as it cl osed around
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them Ceibas, giant cedar trees, and the fragrant towering
mahogani es forned a thick canopy where lively spider and
how er nonkeys pl ayed, argued, and scol ded the intruders
bel ow.

"One life up there, another down here, with day and
night shifts,” Steinléwe said as he rode up to Kamlle. She
was wat chi ng the nonkeys with delight.

"These are the first nonkeys |I've ever seen in their
natural habitat...so playful. | love to watch them"

They rode along in silence until Kam |l e spoke again.
"We really had a | ot of nerve, ordering your day. You
shoul d have sent us packing."

Steinl 6we | aughed. "I did, but | cane along. | am
glad,"” he added. "Look there, a norpho."™ He pointed to a
huge nmoth with jeweled wings |ike stained glass w ndows. It
fluttered high above through sun spangl es.

"Ch wonderful!"™ Kam|Ile said, taking a | ong breath.

The air was noist and heavy, mngling sweet and fetid odors.
She thought if she breathed that deeply again she m ght
pitch off her horse in a drunken swoon.

Bartel held a sketch pad and rode behind at a sl ow
gait, giving over conplete control to the ninble horse and
sketching as it carried himforward.

When Steinl 6we was cal |l ed back, Frau Bilder rode up to
neet Kam |l e, dabbing at her forehead with a handkerchief.
"It is steany in here," she said with a sigh
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"Why don't you take off your helnet,” Kamlle
suggested. "It nust be hot, and there's plenty of shade.”

"I do not trust those how er nonkeys. |'ve heard
stories about them" she said with a regretful l[augh. "You
| ook fresh and cool, | nust say. Cever to carry your hat
strung on your back. My | call you Kamlle, dear?"

"Please do...if | may call you Usula."

"Ja, of course. That will be nice.

"My husband | oved jungles. He liked to go into
dangerous places. He was killed in a common aut onobil e
accident...struck by a man who had taken too nuch Schnapps."

"I mvery sorry."

"Ja, | was very sorry, too.

"Are you maybe a little afraid to sleep in the jungle,
Kam | | e?"

"I don't think so, not with all of these clever nen
al ong. "

"You do not feel subjugated by nen?"

Kam |l e |laughed a little. "I can't recall having been
deni ed anything | wanted by the opposite sex...except
per haps honesty. Sone wonen have good reason to conplain.”

"I think you have had a happy chil dhood," Ursula said.

"Yes," Kamille answered with brightening face, "I did.
Lucky for me. | was sonething of a little tonboy."
"Ch, Range,"” Ursula said. "Ja, you seemlike you would

be quite a ronp. Do you have brothers and sisters?”
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“"No. | wish |l did. But it did nake nme very inventive,
di scovering ways to entertain nyself. And the |oneliness
made nme want to go out and hel p others; that was good. When
| was in high school | did volunteer work with invalid
children. | was the one who received the greatest reward
fromit...and then, of course, it nade me want to teach
But what about your chil dhood?" Kam || e asked.

"Oh, | was a spoiled youngest child with two brothers.
| never worked...sinply finished school and married ny
father's young partner in business. | have a son.”

"Ch, hownice. Howold is he?"

"Twelve. He is at school...a good boy."

“"Well, 1 have no husband, as you can see, and no

children,” Kam |l e offered, w ping her danp forehead with
t he back of her hand.

"I nmust ride over and take a peek at M. Bartel's
sketch pad. Do you think he will m nd?"

"He'l|l probably be flattered.™

Kam |l e was now riding just behind the two Indians who
were the vanguard. The one who was called Patulu grinned
and pointed into the vigorous, broad | eaves of a nassive
tw ni ng philodendron clinbing a ceiba. She squinted with
care and saw a small, pencil-thin green tree snake that she
woul d surely have m ssed had it not been pointed out. An
attractive little creature, so delicate, poised for its
lunch. She was gl ad the nbzos were noticing such things.
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The forest was beginning to overwhel mher, stillness
and then bird echoes and then stillness again, the
at nosphere so heavy steamwas visible, rising up in pale
shafts of infrequent sun penetrating the canopy. There were
airy ferns growi ng high above on tree branches, cascadi ng
orchids, and darting colored birds, so tiny, called colibri.
She saw iridescent green, blue, and vermlion noths that
were brighter than the nost dazzling colors one could
invent. A yellow and green parrot squawked overhead as a
how er nonkey went flying between branches, his red fur
fl ashing where the sun could find him She rubbed the back
of her neck which hurt fromso often gazing up. She could
not stop | ooki ng.

"Getting tired?" Steinlowe asked from behind her.

She turned in her saddle and saw that he had rolled his

sl eeves and opened his shirt alnost to the waist. "No, not
tired, but...out of practice...riding any distance.” She
rubbed her neck. "And...ny neck is a bit sore from..from

craning at everything."

He reined in beside her and wi ped her forehead with his
handker chi ef, his bold hand caressing her face. "You are
perspiring, Liebling; it will nmake your eyes sting."

"Thank you." She smled |ike a shy girl and | ooked to
see where Ursula was. She was far in the rear, fanning
herself with a broad | eaf one of the npbzos had gi ven her.

It was inpossible to accustom herself to the strange
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t hreesonme they made. Ursula back there. Steinl éwe here,
and she sonmewhere...sonmewhere in the mddle. Now and then
a frustrated anger would flare up, confounding her, and

t hen, when she felt him possessing her with his eyes, she

al nrost wanted to strike him Sone of this she had created
with her fluctuating, raw enotions, giving herself to him

t aki ng herself back. And on and on went the oblivious
steadf astness of Ursula. Kamlle noved her horse away from
everyone and tried to stay in that position, unable to
resolve anything. Finally, Steinléwe returned.

"What is troubling you, Kam || e?"

"How do you know anything is?"

“I think I have cone to know so nuch in your head."

"Stop it! Leave ne alone...please.” She realized she
was crying a little, angry tears.

"You are tired."

"Get away fromnme. 1'Il be all right."

Left al one, a slow peaceful ness descended upon her. In
anot her two hours of riding she had still not seen enough.
Every turn brought a strange insect, a brilliant bird, or
perhaps a wi ne-spotted orchid of gold. In her present
state, she wanted to keep on noving through her dream
certain that she would wake up and find it gone.

They set up canp by a sparkling black river called the
Ri o Dul ce, which cut through walls of dense growth. Bartel
had di scovered a ninety-foot ceiba strung with garl ands of
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delicate white orchids which he was preparing to paint.

And, Ursula, fearful of the dread pal udi sno, wanted her rest
behi nd spread nosquito netting which she hoped would fend
off the malaria. Her tent was shared with Kam || e.

Deciding to have a wal k along the river, Kamlle found
hersel f at once acconpani ed by Patulu at Steinl éwe's
request, and then followed by Steinldwe hinself. Wen she
| ooked over her shoul der she felt a terrible sense of |oss
and | oneliness, for he had conplied, |eaving her alone. She
asked herself which was worse, his attention acconpani ed by
her suspicion and guilt, or the severance of his devotion,
| eaving her in desolation? | amfickle as a mayfly, she
t hought. Wth aching heart, she turned around, | ooked
directly at him and said, "Can't you cone and walk with
us?" He shook his head fromside to side in nocking disgust
at her capricious nature; this was foll owed by a shrug and
reproving smle, then he cane to her side but remai ned
silent. Soon he and Patulu were hacking out a path with
their machetes. She |oved the quiet camaraderie of the two,
and the way they understood and shared each other's hunor.
Steinl éwe's few words were Gernman, which Patulu apparently
knew wel | enough.

They met an Indian who was carrying an iguana on his
back; it was trussed up with agave fiber. He offered to
sell thema precious clutch of eggs. The conversation was
in a soft Indian tongue.
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"Please tell me what is going on," Kamlle begged with
an eager inpatience.

"He is peddling eggs,"” Steinldwe answered as he pulled
a crunbling leaf fromKamlle's hair. "The Indians cut open
the iguana's belly and renove the cluster of perhaps five or
si x dozen eggs; they are nuch prized."

"But the poor iguana," she said.

"They sew up the wound and seal it with pliant tree
resin. The eggs have soft shells...are nmainly yolk...wll
not harden when boiled. Very rich. Wuld you like sone for
br eakf ast ?"

"If the iguana doesn't mnd too nuch," Kamlle
answered. Sliding into the warnth of his anused eyes, she
found hersel f again |ight-hearted, al nost playful.

"Papilios,"” Patulu said, pointing toward the river.

She saw a brilliant green cloud of butterflies whirling
and drifting across the black river |ike a shimering
mrage, an exotic, costunmed dancer on a dark stage.

She could feel Steinldéwe's eyes on her, enjoying her
ent husi asm as she gasped in delight.

On the near bank anong the tree roots a patient heron
was fishing; another large bird on the far bank fl apped out
of the water, |unbering along with slow noving w ngs.

"Ch," Kam |l e said, blinking her eyes and squinting.

"I thought | saw a crocodile."
"Possibly. Do you like this wild place we call the
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nont e?"

"I wish that...l wish | could wite poetry...so nuch
beauty here," she answered.

"Enjoynment is an art, too. But there are evils in this

paradi se," he cautioned. "Infectious thorns, man-rotting
fungus, poisonous insects and snakes...malaria.” He ended
his dark warning in a lighter vein. "Be careful because you

are haute cuisine for every kind of appetite...especially
m ne. "

Then, as if to substantiate his warning, a dark snake
nearly six feet long with a strip of yellow at its throat
suddenly sprang up near Patulu's foot. H's nmachete fl ashed
so quickly she saw only a glint of steel.

"Barba amarilla," Patulu said, kicking aside the
decapi tated body.

"Yel |l ow beard," Steinldéwe said. "Sorry, but it would
have bitten...too close to get away fromsafely."

Kam |l e's pul se had shot up very fast, still she hated
killing anything for sinply protecting itself. "I think an
her pet ol ogi st woul d be angry. Are they very poi sonous?"

"Very," he answered, slicing a vine fromtheir path.
"You know it as the fer-de-Ilance."
"He's really fast," she said, with a respectful nod at
Patulu. "Miy rapido," she said to Patulu, who grinned.
"The machete is an extension of the Indian's arm He

keeps it razor sharp...to cut his nustache or hack down a
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sizable tree," Steinl 6we told her.

"I"minpressed...and so anazed at everything. | want
to soak it all up. Could we sit on those rocks near the
water, or will an anaconda suddenly appear and enbrace ne?"

"How could he resist?" Steinldowe said, falling in with
her sudden offering of hunor. "You can stay there as |ong
as Patulu or | have not turned our backs."

"Are you any good with a machete?"

"l have handl ed one since childhood. Perhaps | am not
quite as fast as Patulu, but fast enough. He has made it
into an art."

"Your best machete man."

"One of ny very best, assigned to you because | know
how hi gh-spirited you are. You should be tired by now |
t hought you were...but, no, | amnore tired than you."

"Could I lose himif I tried?"

“Not when he is with you. Wat bad idea is form ng
here? You are beginning to scare ne."

"I"m |l ooking for sonething. 1've thought of going off
to commune with nature while everyone else is busy."

"Do not. In the forests of Washington that may be a
fine idea. Here, for the inexperienced, it is suicide."

"I want very nmuch to see a quetzal."

"You mght, if you are lucky...have a quick eye...a
silent horse. Qherwise, you will have to be content with
seeing himfly on the Guatenmal an flag."
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"I won't leave until |'ve seen one...the fanous green
bird. It's what | came for."

"Then we had better build you a hut," he teased.

He sent Patulu back to help with the canp and offered
to be her sole guard while she water-gazed.

She wanted to engage in her old practice of capturing
the present noment, this one so perfect, and locking it up
in her mnd, like a spool of filmto be rerun at will. The
initial attenpt to focus herself was made nore difficult by
his presence, but she sat conpletely still, waiting for the
feeling to cone over her; once achieved, she could nerge
with all the rich stimuli that her senses took in.
Gradually, the wall of green, the sound and flash of water,
t he purple passion flowers hanging thick with humm ngbirds
above the ripples, and she, the canera's eye, all becane one
boundl ess whole. He was there, too, off to the left of her
vi sion, watching, becomng a part of her film In awhile,
she was no | onger aware of what she was attenpting, the
infinite in a rapture of stillness, until she heard a gentle
voi ce and realized that Steinl dwe had been speaking to her.

"Kind, you were so far away."

She tried to explain what she had done and was
surprised to find how well he understood. "Now it is yours

forever," he said. Yes, on a cold highland night before her
fire, she would be able to put herself back into this scene,

with the nost intricate detail
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"You have a...a special gift for holding the nonent.
Such a gift one hardly ever conmes across."”

"A childhood pastine," she said, |aughing. "Now you
are trapped forever in ny jungle head." Her searching hand
found a rock fragnent and hurled it across the water. They
stared at the curving trajectory of skipping circles.

"We shoul d go back,"” he advised. He had been sitting
with his arns folded, the sun striking his light shirt in a
bl i nding white heat. He stood up to help her down off the
hi gh rock were she had positioned herself.

"I can get nyself down," she insisted, but at the sane
nmonment her boot caught and she fell against himwth cries
of surprise and enbarrassed | aughter.

He held her w thout speaking, and for a brief tine she
al l oned herself the pleasure of rel axing against his warm
danp shirt, inhaling the scents that were Steinl owe,
listening to the strong rhythm of a heart that made hers
fly.

"Put your arns around ne, Kamlle."

Her arms rose w thout thought, her hands stroking at
t he fanning nmuscle of his back. H's chin slid over the top
of her head, his arnms tightening around her body, his face
hi dden from any di scovery. He indicated nothing nore until
that nellow roll of accent opened her eyes. "W can go now.
| do it, too, you see, fix nmonments in nmy head that | can
relive." Her face was hot with confusion and desire as she
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pushed hersel f away. She watched himpick up the machete
| eani ng agai nst the big rock. They went back al ong the
fresh-hewn trail in unhurried silence, not touching but with
a charged force pul sing between them

Near the canp she went over to see the tree where a
feverish Bartel was painting. The air was cooling. This
was a cloud forest, just the environnent that orchids |oved,
and their scents increased with the fresh vapors of evening.
The trunk of the huge tree was hardly visible through the
amazing and delicate interconnections of |eafy vines, thick
ropes of fiber, dewy orchids, and the fragile air plants
attached to it. She learned that this giant cei ba was
actual ly dead, strangled, Bartel told her, by a matapal o, a
tree-killing vine which used the tree for support as it
thickened its death-dealing tendrils. The ceiba's interior
was half rotted away and replaced with crisscrossing |ianas
that forned a nmesh nuch like a | adder. Kamlle stuck her
head inside, |ooking up. Above her hung a shadowy dapple of
spiraling fiber ropes and |l eaves wth a splash of gol den sun
at the far top, light at the end of a black tunnel that held
only faint sun patches. Letting her eyes adjust to the
di mess, she reached up, grasping a vine and hoi sting
hersel f over the broad, open-worked | eaves of a
phi | odendron. She put her foot into the mesh and began
clinmbing up the inside wall.

"Better not put your hand on sonething that doesn't
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want it there," Bartel called after her with a carel ess
| augh.

Pi cking her way nore carefully, but willful, she
continued her ascent. Halfway up she called down, "Oh, no!
| wonder... Think | should be afraid of this thing?"

"What is it?" Bartel called froman enshrouded spot far
bel ow.

"It's nearly...a...nearly seven inches across, has a
furry body and eight extrenely hairy...uh...legs."

"Ch, a bird-spider!” he called. "It should have
elicited at | east one good screamfromyou. |'minpressed.
Actually, they don't kill humans...at last report. Better

| eave it alone.”
“I told it I'mjust passing through!" she call ed back.
She coul d just make out Steinl dwe's | ow voi ce speaking
to Bartel.
"Kam |l e, come down!" Steinldwe shouted.

"Sorry! 1I'mnow checked into ny sky chanmber. 1It's
wonderful up here! Everything is drenched in a red-gold
light. | can see an incredible, stylish toucan in one of
those palnms..." She hesitated, trying to remenber the nane.

"Corozo? Yes, a corozo palm..so tall and sky-m nded. On,
there go those tiny colibri...darting everywhere like little
flashing sequins. And noths! dorious jewled ones. | can
see a range of purple nmountains...even snoke froma |onely
rancho. Hello! Hello out therel Onh, | would |Iove to nake



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 167

alittle nest up here and live just |ike the nonkeys."

"You are a nonkey...a fearless little nonkey,"
Stei nl bwe said as her nesh | adder shook and his arns slid
around her.

"See what | nean? On top of the world," she said, now
in a hushed voice. "A nountain peak wouldn't seemthis
grand. Oh, | ook over there! What is that? It's really
beautiful...like a furry stuffed toy."

"A m col eon, nonkey lion; they come out at night.

Soft, nmusky little creatures. People |ike themas pets.”

“"No, let thembe; let themall be. He's staring at us.
He's never seen anything like us here before.” She |aughed.

They clung to the lianas, watching the little nonkey
until a handsonme pair of nmacaws flashed by, their sapphire
and crinson plumage brilliant in the dipping sun. Steinlowe
stepped over to another network of vines to take his weight
of f her foothold, but kept his hands on her wai st.

"You nmake a perfect figurehead for this el aborate
totem Your coiled braid...your tinted face...red-gold in
the sunset...Venus rising fromher ceiba trunk."

"“Ah, finquero, your eyes are glowing red."

They stood in silence, peering down over the twittering
treetops of their private domain, until she felt his eyes on
her and turned back toward him They m ght have been
standing in the mddle of the river or on top of a building.
For a noment she coul dn't renenber where they were.
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“Is it all right if I amthis close, Schdnheit?"

As if they had never been | ocked together in |ovenaking
so consum ng she couldn't allow herself to think of it.

“I"l'l fall," she whispered, turning away at |ast, but now
the tangl e of shinmmering green was only a bl ur.

"I already have, Kind."

He tightened his grip on her waist, raising his hands
so that his fingers touched her breasts. H's nouth caressed
her neck, nuzzling against her braid. A shivering thril
nearly toppled her, but she clung to her |abyrinth of vines,
unabl e to speak.

"I want you so badly | cannot nove," he said with thick
voice. "Howin hell am| to get down in this condition?"

She turned her head over her shoulder and lifted her
eyes, know ng that her face was a mrror of his feeling.

"My God," he said in a |low voice. He pulled her around and
yanked at the tongue of his belt. "Undo your clothes.™

She was dizzy, trenbling, her face inflaned, tugging at
t he wai st of her jodhpurs with one hand, hanging on with the
ot her. Sonehow she managed.

He lifted her against himin one arm swaying with her
in a short back and forth arc, until they were wapped in
dark, pungent tendrils. Her body rocked and was rent into
small, shimrering tatters, a rippling butterfly inpaled on
an intoxicating plant. H's tongue searched her lips. She
felt the deep groan in his throat as he pushed her agai nst
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the wall of the great black cylinder. In a wild fluttering,
she broke apart and di ssolved, her cry stifled by his thunb
across her lips, then their heads were thrown back, his
thunmb still for a nonment pressed agai nst her nmouth. She
clung to him panting with spasns of fast breath.

"Ch, Christ!" he nuttered in a |low, astonished voi ce.

"Apparently, we are supposed to eat!" Bartel called out
fromsone invisible point below their |eafy tunnel

Kam |l e couldn't remenber exactly how she was di sgorged
fromthe vanqui shed ceiba' s dark throat. Her hands funbl ed
and her feet slipped as they descended. Steinldwe caught
her a nunber of tinmes, kissing her each tinme they touched.
When they crawl ed out and found that Bartel had packed up
and gone, he pulled her to the far side of the huge, twelve-
foot-w de trunk and pressed her against thick-tw ning broad
| eaves, kissing her until her hair was tangled in the vines.
He drew back and | ooked at her in anmazenent.

"Eventual ly...when you know ne better...you... WII
you think of marrying?...please?. ..please. | |love you so."

She was unable to speak, felt her eyes ready to spill.

He renmoved a twi g caught in her fine hair, snoothed the
| oose strands back into place and strai ghtened her collar.

"We cannot go on much longer like this, schéne Kanil|e.
Say nothing now...nothing until you can say yes. Pl ease
trust ne and allow ne to straighten things out in ny own
way. She is a long-tine friend. | probably would not have
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married her. Please understand that. | will wait for you.
But hurry, for God's sake. Tinme...precious tine," he added
and ki ssed her spilling eyes, licking the salt fromhis
lips.

She blinked, still speechless, and nodded wth
qui vering nouth, then turned and began to run, Steinlowe
calling after her, “Watch out!" as she |eapt over a rotting
log, like a startled deer chased by sonething hungry.

#

While the others told tall tales of the jungle, Kamlle
sat in silence, toying with the fresh fruit on her plate.
To think that she could have ever inmagined herself ready to
marry Charlie, have believed herself deeply serious in her
relationship with him and wounded and | ong-suffering at its
end. She recalled all those specul ative hours sitting with
her col |l eagues in the college faculty room talking about
doi ng sonething different, daring. She had thought the
daring thing was going to be marrying Charlie. Just now she
wanted to run to her nother, crying or |aughing, or both.
The sudden realization that her soft, gray-haired nother was
dead shocked her. She excused herself, hardly | ooking at
anyone, and went to lie down in her tent. | amagetting old,
she thought, and yet | feel like a lost child, a Kind?
haven't the slightest idea what will happen next, but |I'm so
sad and happy all at once. | can't do any nore crying. It
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makes ny eyes burn.

She awoke when Ursula came in, rustling about to check
the nmosquito netting and finally, seeing that she was awake,
war ni ng her about vanpire bats.

"You know they will conme and take a little blood from
your toes if you | eave them exposed, dear."

Kam || e began to | augh. She | aughed so | oud that she
t hought everything in the forest, all the night shift
di ners, would surely stop rmunching to |isten.

"Quiet down there, you she-cats!" Bartel shouted from
the tent he was sharing with Steinl owe.

Then canme a low, snarling scream a nervous, wailing
conpl aint that danced up her spine. "Wat was that?" she
cal | ed.

"Atigrina on the hunt. She |ikes your sense of

hunor," called Steinl 6we with amused voi ce.

She tried to picture the stealthy jaguar, eyes of
gol den-nottl ed green shining in the nmoonlight, prowing
t hrough | eafy thickets, the keen, wet nose comng first and
finally the long, twitching tail

The I ndians were speaking in their soft |anguage and
t hrow ng wood on the fire, conforting sounds.

"I think vanpire bats are entitled to a little blood
now and then," she said.

"Not mne," Usula assured her.

"Well, maybe 1'Il |eave out one toe," Kamlle said,
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with a playful snigger.

"You nust prom se to tap out your boots before putting
themon in the norning,"” U sula insisted.

"I do promse," Kamlle said with soft |aughter

The noon was very bright and she thought of getting up
to look at it one nore time, but she drifted into asl eep.

In the norning, she shied away from Steinl 6we who,
neverthel ess, cane to give her a leg up on her big horse.
He whistled as they packed to nove further up river.

Bil bo, Kam|le's horse, was a restless, prancing nount
who |iked to nove quickly and was very sure-footed. She
patted his shiny, sorrel-roan coat whenever he snorted, and
talked to himin sinple horse | anguage, causing Ursula to
rai se an eyebrow and | ook at Steinl dwe who only sm | ed.

Kam |l e was riding with Patulu and speaking with himin
alittle Spanish while he pointed out things of interest.

"You will soon be teaching us Spanish, Liebling," were
Steinl 6bwe's first words to her when they cane together on a
narrow trail.

She pursed her lips in a pleased little smle and said,
"You hardly ever use contractions when you speak English."

"Not often...sonetinmes. Mst of my English is for you
Kamlle. No one else needs to hear it. | did often speak
it wwth the Dofla, of course. She did not seemto mnd."

"Ch, but I love...l like the way you speak English,™
she said, still driven to nodify her enthusiasm "It's so
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very...really so perfect."

"I amnot sure of that, but when you have nastered
Spani sh, you will find that my Spanish is nore playful, nuch
nmore relaxed, | think. 1t is a |language in which |ove words
sound nore loving, m querida.”

She | ooked at himwi th a side glance over her raised
shoul der, her lips formng a small curve of pleasure which
remai ned, and whi ch she only discovered after she urged her
horse forward, catching up to Patul u.

Once they stopped while Bartel sketched orchids, and
Kam | | e wandered afoot, relieving herself after having drunk
too nuch yerba maté, |ooking for quetzals, and trying to
menori ze the great beauty of the flowers. She studied the
delicate Monja Blanca, the white nun orchid, Guatemal a's
national flower. The large, waxy flowers were nearly six
i nches across and very fragrant. She cupped a proud bl oom
in her hand, thinking that in the forest shadows it | ooked
i ke the pure white essence of the noon.

They were riding again, into a changi ng | andscape,
com ng gradually onto a high, barren forest floor where
towering, heavily scented mahogani es and i ronwoods were
greedy for light. New species of birds appeared, fluttering
anong the branches. Kanille thought at any noment she m ght
see the magi cal quetzal of exotic |legend, a bird so splendid
that the ancient Maya had made it into a god and worshi ped
it: Quetzal coatl
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Wthin an hour, a nunber of unforeseen things happened.
One of the pack nules dropped half its load and the two
nozos, who took great pride in their packing expertise, each
bl amed the other. Patulu rode back with Steinlowe to settle
the matter. Ursula disnounted to pick a spider orchid,
fearing they woul d soon be scarce, and Bartel immediately
went to work with his sketch pad, calling out the price the
finished painting would bring on the New York market.

| rpatient Bilbo was prancing, and Kam |l e, seeing no
danger in a short ride, gave himhis head. Wth a little
prod from her heel, they disappeared down a slight incline.
Further ahead in a tall ironwod, she was certain she had
seen a green wing flashing, and urged Bil bo forward agai n.
He danced and broke into a trot. N ce to have gall oping
space, she thought, and, eyeing the bare forest floor, |et
himbreak into a |l eg-stretching gallop on the soft earth.
Soon they were over their second rise, and suddenly Bil bo
was |aying his ears flat and rolling his eyes. He reared
hi gh, pawi ng the air, as Kam ||l e caught sight of the object
of his terror. D splaying its nmenacing tusks, an angry wld
pig was trotting toward themat a furious pace. Bilbo
reared again, bucking a little, and took off with |ightning
speed. For several mnutes, |ow branches were flying by in
a blurring rush. Kamlle tucked her head against Bilbo's
bl owi ng mane, her vision useless. Instead of trying to rein
in, she had decided to ride out his terrified flight and | et
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himtire until he was nore nmanageable. This strategy |asted
for awhile, then a |inb swept her out of the saddl e before
she could duck, and sent her tunbling into a ravine.

She lay a nonent, nmentally checking her body. Wen no
unbear abl e pain was evident, she stood up and dusted herself
off. Seeing neither hide nor hair of Bilbo and having no
i dea which direction he had gone, or which direction she
woul d have to go to find her way back, she stood very still,
listening. Nothing but the sound of birds. The ground
around her bore no sign of hoof prints, appearing
undi sturbed to her untrained eye. It would take an expert
tracker with a keen eye to find Bilbo's mark in this dry,
spongy ground.

Don't run in circles, she warned herself. She stood
pat in the mddle of wherever this was that she had | anded,
listening carefully for the sound of humans. Again, she
heard not hing but the occasional echoing cry of a bird. In
the lonely silence of the forest, it becane clear to her
that Bilbo had carried her a nuch greater distance than she
had i magi ned. Leaning agai nst a nearby ironwood tree, she
began a little interior nonol ogue to boost her spirits.

Well, I"'mnot going to run off in a panic and
conplicate things. 1'Il stand here until nightfall, if
necessary. Then what will | do? dinb a tree? Surely
they'Il find me before night. But if they don't... Ch, |I'm

such an idiot! Wiy did | |leave then? He warned ne. He
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warned me, and | didn't listen. Wat nust he be thinking
now? That I'ma silly fool. | deserve whatever happens.
Oh no, not that. "Hello! Hello, I"'mhere!" she call ed.

She | ooked up into the tree linbs and saw a pair of
sapphire-blue parrots plucking at each other's feathers.
She watched them for several mnutes. They were conforting,
very donestic, talking to each other with soft crackling
noi ses, so fond of one another. Nearly an hour |ater when
t hey departed, she was sorry to see themgo. A pair of
wi ngs would come in handy. She could hardly allow her feet
to carry her anywhere. All directions |ooked the sane, and
a few degrees off the correct route m ght place her in the
| ap of sonething worse. She sat down, |eaning against the
i ronwood tree and brushing away a few stray ants, w shing
she could take a nap. A nap! She had really startled
herself. Just fall asleep now, she told herself, and life
will pass you by...or eat you up.

She thought of Steinl éwe, of how quickly he had
consuned her and of how quickly Bartel had sabotaged her
trust in him \Wat did she really know about hin? Al of
t hose runors, deadly runors that were eating away at her
heart. Could she ever believe anyone again? She thought of
hi s apparent concern for others, his attentiveness, his
| ovemeki ng. The thought of his tenderness was unbearabl e.
How could it be false, contrived? If he would only cone to
her now, if he would only care enough to... She waited and
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the static waiting stretched on and on, so fatiguing.

Her head began to nod. Perhaps just a short nap..

What was that? Sonething. She stood up, spinning in every
direction. Yes, sonething...hooves...the snort of a horse.
Then she saw himcom ng over a rise, his head down tracking.

"Andar!" she shouted and began to run.

He stopped at a short distance, |ooked her up and down
as if to convince hinself that she was all in one piece,
then junped fromhis horse. He yanked the rifle fromits
scabbard and fired two shots. @ ancing at her again, he
slammed the rifle back into its |eather sheath and stood
with folded arnms watching her run toward him

"You are horsel ess but nothing is broken | see.”

She stopped dead still before reaching him seeing that
his face was tight with anger

"Did you think I was talking only to hear nyself when
war ned you not to do this?"

"I didn't do it on purpose. Well, anyway I'mglad to
see you," she said, her face bloom ng with enbarrassnent.
"I" msorry about Bilbo, but | only rode a little way, and he
was frightened by a pig. | think he'll find us. Horses
al ways find their way back when they--"

He had noved forward and pulled her into his arnms with
such ferocity that she no longer tried to explain anything.

"Where is your good sense? After | warned you... Wy
did you do that...go off |ike that, Kind?"
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“I...1 thought | saw a quetzal."

"Good God! | will find you one, put it in a cage, and
hang it over our bed."

She pushed herself away from him

"But...l amafraid it will sing nothing but a sad
little song of desire for its lost mate...as | amto sing.
I s that not what your face tells nme?"

"l don't see how !l can marry you, Andar. It would be
so easy that there nust be sonmething wong with it."

"You will always doubt ny intentions. Then marry ne
and gi ve Esperanza to the governnent. They will let you run

it."

“"No! You know | won't do that, not Aunt Cathline's
life work. You know so well. OCh, how can you want ne if
you know | doubt you?"

"I cannot help nyself, or explain it any nore than you
can explain your doubt. Perhaps you would cone to | ove ne
enough to...trust nme."

He placed his armover his horse's neck and stroked it
in silence.

"I didthis all wong. | was afraid Bartel would
destroy us before we ever began, but maybe he has done so
anyway. | nmade |ove to you when | shoul d have waited, gone
slowy. It |ooks very bad, does it not, Kind? But...it is
not just the physical you I want, though, God knows | cannot
seemto | eave you alone. And it certainly is not the |and.
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| keep learning nore things about you that | so |ike -- your
spirit. You give ne a...a heightened purpose. Do you
understand? And | want to help you. You are a fresh...a
natural...a beautiful person all the way deep inside...but

hurt. | wsh... He st opped a nonent, |ooking perpl exed.
"How can you respond to ne as you do and not feel what |
feel? You like making love with nme. This I know "

"Yes."

"But...you do not |ove ne?"

"Ch, Andar, | think you're right -- it's all gone too
fast. Do you know what | was thinking before you cane? At
first, I was sure you' d think ne a fool for this stupidity.
Then | was wondering what to do when night came -- | had no

idea. Finally, I thought only of seeing you again...thought
if I could see your face once nore |I'd never |eave you.

Then you cane...so angry. | thought: this is real life.
This is the way things really are.™

“If I had known, | would have junped off ny horse and
made | ove to you on the spot. It was what | wanted. For
two and a half hours |I |ooked for you and i magined... At
| east let me hold you...let nme..."

Wth eyes lost in his she watched himcone agai nst her,

felt his hands and then his nouth. 1Is it all over now? she
t hought, feeling a little dizzy fromher fall, or fromhim
Is it going to be all over like this? | can't do anything

but what |I'm doing, not this close, never this close.
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She put her hands on his chest and | eaned back. "I
really know so little of you. You deny al nbost nothing..
Oh...forgive ne, but you say so little about yourself."

"Kam | le...remenber the norning we net in the pine
grove and you rode off so angry and | eft ne thinking under
the cold sun? | had already decided to | eave you alone, to
somehow start all over with you after a reasonable tine.
But | kept...kept running into you and wanting you, and |
coul d never distance nyself enough to begin again.

t hought you would have tinme to | earn about ne...to hear
along with the bad things...perhaps a few good things. But
only your mstrust grew. |If | hold you like this nuch
longer | will want to nake love to you -- the only way | can
erase the doubt fromyour face; | will get ny spare bl anket
from Tanzer here -- only too happy to carry us back." He
patted his snorting horse with a fond caress. "I wll
spread it over there and we will lie together, and it wll
be unbelievably good. You are so good to have, Kind. But
you will not give yourself entirely to ne...no, not
entirely...because sonething in you has chosen to...to
bel i eve what your al coholic tenant has told you. Lies.
There is so nmuch love in you. Wy will you not recognize
the sane in ne? VWy?"

“I want to...l want to! There's no one |'ve ever
want ed nore."

"Then why? Why? Ah, but you have told ne why, have
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you not? Wrthout saying it. You are afraid of ne."

He knelt down on the dry, spongy earth, picking up
Tanzer's reins but still kneeling there in thought. In
another mnute, he stood up, unrolled the bl anket at the
back of his saddle, and, glancing at her with resignation,
tossed it over the ground.

She gave hima surprised | ook and backed up, her hands
behi nd her nmeeting the hard trunk of the ironwood tree.

“"No," he said with a grin. "l have msled you. | am
not going to make love to you -- at least, | do not think
am | amagoing to talk to you. Please sit."

"WIlIl they wonder where we are?" she asked, letting
hersel f down upon the far edge of the bl anket.

"No. Patulu has heard ny two shots and knows what |
meant -- that you are found and safe. They can wait. This
is nore inportant.”

He sat cross-|egged, positioning hinself near her
wi t hout touching any part of her nervous body.

"You have been wondering so many things. The questions
are always in your eyes. M father and grandfather were not
Nazi synpathizers. |Inpossible to believe? Perhaps. Hardly
a single Guatenal an believed it, but President Ubico did. |
will tell you why. As for nyself, | was not old enough to
synpat hi ze wi th anyone but ny constant conpani on, a worn,
stuffed bear sent to ne froma great-aunt in Germany.

"When World War Il reared its vile head ny father and
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grandfather tried to warn their German friends, to nake them
see, if not the wongness of it, at |east how nmuch they had
to | ose by supporting Hitler's madness, his overreaching
nationalism M famly had relatives in the United States
who were taking a beating, literally, a few honest nen who

| oved Anerica and hated Hitler, but were crucified anyway
along with Hitler's supporters, as we were crucified here by
both our German friends, who were finally thrown out of

Guat enal a, and by other Guatenalans. At first ny father
hel d neetings anong the German community. He tried to tel
themto shut up about 'Deutschland Uber Alles' and to be
Guat enal ans i nstead of fanatics. He was shouted down,
vilified, and finally ostracized fromthe Gernman comunity--
this while other Guatermal ans were calling us Nazis. A few
still take pleasure in doing this -- Bartel, for instance,
who lately canme to this country and proceeded to criticize
my famly, who have |lived here for several generations,
devoted to both the I and and people. But |I am not concerned
with him He is a self-destructive type which does not
proliferate...though there is always another to take his

pl ace. At any rate, corrupt Ubico was grateful to ny father
for what he tried to do. W were not asked to | eave, nor
was our finca confiscated and turned over to the governnent.
Naturally, we lost many of our German friends. And there
have been -- continue to be -- troubling tinmes in this
country. Because of all the early strife, | have al ways
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been careful to stay out of politics, have kept a | ow
profile, running the business as carefully and hunmanely as
possible. If ny political views are expressed at all, it is
as an equitably-m nded finquero who grows coffee for anyone
who wi shes to pay a fair price. But it is not easy to walk
a tightrope in tinmes of upheaval."

He stopped to brush a few needles fromKamlle's hair.
"Li ebchen, did you hurt yourself com ng off that horse?
Forgive me, | did not even ask."

"No," she answered after a nonment. She was stil
com ng back froma deep immersion in his story -- how
different his |life, his history, was fromher own. She had
to stop and think about the present. "OCh, perhaps a few
brui ses here and there. Luckily, the ground was soft."

Falling silent, waiting for nore, she watched him start
to recline, |eaning on one el bow, and then quickly sit up,

| ooking into the branches of the ironwood tree. "Visitors,"
he sai d.
"Oh, the parrots, dear old friends. | was very sad

when they flew away."
He ran his finger backs down her cheek. "Kind, were
you afraid?"
"Trying not to be...mad at nyself...and nmy horse, too."
"Ah, wild pig. Poor Bilbo. The horses go absolutely
| oco at the sight or snell of jabali...but I would not feel
much synpathy if Bilbo had hurt you." H's hand canme around
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her neck, drawi ng her face toward him Kissing her very
lightly on the lips, he drew back with serious intent.

“"Now. ..ja, now about ny father...if |I can do it
wi thout...w thout--"

"Don"t...not if this is painful...please."

"No, | have to. You have a right to know. Let ne get
it over wth.

"I was twenty-two, young, defiant, fearless, and very
stubborn. And arrogant, too, very arrogant. As far as |
was concerned | had been going to school for an eternity.
At last, | had cone hone fromPrinceton to be a finquero --
not if ny father had anything to do with it. He wanted ne

to be a doctor...| think because ny nother had al ways want ed
it. She sawmnme -- in her great respect for culture and
| earning -- as a venerable adjunct to Sigmund Freud. M

poor nother died of cancer when | was nineteen. M father
was not a denonstrative man -- except for anger -- but he

| oved nmy not her deeply, thought he had negl ected her,

i gnored her wishes. But really, until the time of her
illness, she was quite happy. Nevertheless, | was to atone
for my father's guilt...and, of course, | rebelled. He
wanted to bring a young cousin here from Germany and train
himto nanage "Tigre." | was furious. | knew everything ny
mager years -- oh, excuse that -- neager...nmeager years
woul d al | ow about our finca -- human rel ations, aninmals,

i nsect plagues, coffee, sugar cane, and cattle --, and |
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| oved everything about the life of a finquero. | thought ny
father had forsaken ne. | could not nove him He was a

bi g, red-faced, stubborn man, even nore stubborn than I. |
knew," Steinl éwe said, his eyes dinmng with regret, "that
because | was away at school so rmuch | had lost a certain
rapport with himthat |I had as a boy. He could not see how
i ndependent | had becone...and ready to assert nyself. The
I ndi ans have a saying for a young person when he is stil
unaccountable for his m stakes: he has not yet found his
soul. Well, | had found ny soul...and it was here in the

| and.

"At this tinme, there were many uprisings, fonented by
rebel s who decided that the way to nmake everything equal was
to do away with privately owned fincas...and with finqueros.
In sone cases they were right, but it nattered little to
t hem whet her the | andowners were honest or dishonest. This
sort of thing does not concern a political ideologist...any
nore than the taking of any life interfering with his
i deol ogy concerns him-- blood nust always water the earth
for the so-called greater cause.

"On that fatal day I..." Steinléwe stood up and | eaned
agai nst the trunk of the tree, |ooking out across the forest
floor with the increasing pain of nmenory. There was dread
in his eyes at an approaching horror only he could see.

"You know...|l did not realize howlong it has been since |
t hought of this.”™ An interior voice urged her to put an end
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to the agony he was inflicting upon hinself nmerely to
appease her. But how could she deny himhis vindication?
She waited in silence.

"It was |late afternoon of a very hot day, a day when
heat penetrates everything...everything you touch burns your
fingers. On such days your body feels swollen and your
patience is stretched beyond its [imt.

"W had a guest, a doctor for whom ny father had great
respect. All afternoon he had been holding ne up to this
man, pushing me at himin a nost enbarrassing way. | |iked
the man. He was a fine, skilled doctor, but I was relieved
when at last he rose to go. Then ny father spoke with
freimut..." He stopped and | ooked at Kamlle with an
apol ogetic smle. "Frankness," she said in a soft voice,
very touched by the way his msery had interfered with his
i npeccabl e English and returned himto his native tongue.
"Ja, frankness. He waved his armat nme and said, '| want
you to be like the doctor, not a finquero, not a sun-bl asted
target for the rebel's gun!" You see, ny father | oved our
finca, loved his work, but he was frustrated by the
uprisings, probably quite fearful of them..and, of course,
frustrated by his past: the loss of ny nother and his failed
attenpts to keep his German friends...to nake themrealize,
stop their foolishness.

"I wal ked down off the veranda to say good-bye to the
doctor...in a sonewhat apol ogetic manner. And ny father
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foll owed, still caught up in the madness of the heat and his
own frustration. The doctor drove away, probably by then

eager to be gone. 'This is humliating,' | said to ny
father. 'l have never seen you act this way in front of a
guest.' 'You have driven nme to it,' he answered. He
grabbed ne by the collar and shook nme as if | were still a

di sobedi ent boy. H's face was very red. He repeated, 'You
have driven nme to this conduct with your stubbornness, but
you will do as | say!' Then he pushed ne away."

Steinl éwe slid down the trunk of the tree, squatting on
his heels and rubbing his face with his hands.

"I...l stared at his broad back, turned against nme hard

as a rock wall. "I will not!' | shouted, 'The heat has
gotten to your stubborn brain!" "You will!' he answered,
turning and putting his hands on ny neck. It was then |

pushed himaway fromne with feelings of...of violence.
hurried to the stable where | intended to saddl e a horse and
ride out. The heat of the day, anything, was preferable to
lingering over this horrible, sad nonment. Then...then

heard two shots. | hear themnow. ..two shots, the nonstrous
irony of it...ny father's grisly prophecy... | turned, ran
back, found ny father lying on the ground. There was bl ood
everywhere...gushing froma wound in his chest...another in
the side of his...head. | looked up at the hill beyond the
casa and saw the backs of two nen, |ong black shadows

di sappearing. They carried rifles. | squinted into the sun
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like a madman. Wiy was | still alive? Wy not nme? Wy not
me? M father's head was in ny hands...hot...scal ding

blood...his rattling voice...his last breath... 'Do not |et
themdo it to you.'" Hi s eyes...the soul gone...gone out of
them | was alone."

Kam |l e nmoved toward his slouched formand knelt on the
ground, her arns clasped around him her head against his

chest. "How could anyone?...how could they say--"

"There were two of ny father's ol dest nbzos at the
stable. In fact, | had just called one of themto get ny
horse when we three heard the shots. | sent one to catch up
wi th the doctor and bring himback. He was shocked when he
saw nmy father. | could see by his eyes that he thought I
had done it. Unbelievable! So unbelievable. 1 thought he

knew ne, but people do not judge with cool ness at such
times. | went up on the hill and searched until | found the
shells. | threwthemdown in front of him He talked to
t he nbzos and apol ogi zed. Neverthel ess, the story spread.
Peopl e gobbl ed up the idea. They gloated. You know a Nazi
could easily nmurder his father. He could easily--"
Kam|le's enotion-fired reflex was to stop his nouth
with hers, stop the words, even the pain, the nenory, if
only for a nonent. She drew back from her kiss. "No
nore...no nore. Please...please! This isn't a fair price
you've paid...just to hear that | love you...that | fell in
|l ove with you the nonent | found you standing by ny
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chair...standing in that incredible violet jacket. |
couldn't help it...but how can | believe you | ove nme? |

feel like a...a shallow little brook...all sparkling with

t he sunlight you' ve given...but...but bunmping into rocks and
banks...so uncertain where |I'm going."

"There is pure poetry in your heart, Kind...and not a
t hing shal |l ow about you. | want you...that is certain..

My God, the nost certain thing | know "

They came together in a rushing string of urgent
ki sses, slipping back on the bl anket and staring at each
other in a dazed silence.

"Aren't we supposed to be somewhere?"

“"Not inmportant...right now, " he said between Kkisses.
"And. ..l could not get back on my horse anyway. | am
afraid... Liebchen! Your face is a flam ng hibiscus."”

"I amreally a shy person, provincial in sone ways."

"But not in others.”

He ki ssed her, a long, hungry kiss sliding over her
parted |ips and | eaving her breathl ess, shaking. Her head
dropped back in his arnms, he, staring at constricted nipples
out |l i ned, uncovered beneath her bl ouse. She watched his
long, tan fingers slip the buttons through the holes.

"I't was...so hot...this norning," she offered as an
excuse, then w shed she had not tried to explain anything.

Was her crashing heart audible to him she wondered, as
he ki ssed her firmed nipples, exploring with a devouring
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pl easure. The warnth increased, a flashing sensation of
heat rushing up and down her spine, consum ng her. She
tw sted her body against himand cried out his nane.

"What ?" he asked with teasing voice, "Wat Kind?' Hs
nmout h nuzzl ed her pul sing throat.

Silent, she held himback and funbled wth the waist of
her jodhpurs, nost of her shyness now swal | owed by desire.

"Undo nme, too," he said, watching as she reached out
wi th an unsteady hand and took hold of his belt.

"Hungry little tigrina," he whispered, "but sweet.
Fresh as the Monja Bl anca. ™

He slid his hands beneath her, com ng down to fit her
body with his.

She shuddered, murmuring through dry lips and throw ng
surrendered arns above her head. Her spontaneous body
writhed, dissolving against himw th |onging. He stared
into her eyes, his own shining with questioning amazenent as
she tossed her head and ran her tongue over parched |ips.

"You are sensual, Kind. M God, you are sensual!"

H s pal ns pressed down upon her opened hands as he slid
his nouth across her parted lips in a deep-fused kiss that
eased her into the rhythmof his body. 1In an instant, she
was pulled up tight against himand rocked with an
unbel i evabl e hunger. This fierce wldness caused a snal
fear to break her swelling desire. H s eyes plunged into
hers with a sharp perplexity.
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“"No, do not hold back, Kind. You are hol di ng back.
Gve ne!l Gve nmne! M God, | want all of you!"

Wth thoughtl ess notion then and total strength, she
threw herself into the heat of him higher and higher until
she arched against him crying out at the same nonent that a
muscul ar groan tore fromhis throat. Her breath was
t hor oughly spent, and she gasped agai nst him clutching at
his shirt. He rolled over, careful, still holding her as
she took deep breaths.

"Have | hurt you? Dam! | was too rough.™

She lay atop him smling and kissing him "No, no,
no. I'mlearning you. 1...love...your...nouth. | love the
way you growl ... the way you always grin...a sort of
teasing little curl at the corner of your nouth.”

"And | love the way you cry out with such joy against
my skin...the way you hold your head in the sun," he
counter-offered, "the way you talk to horses...how your
knees bend on a horse...the way your perfect little ass hugs
t he saddl e and--"

"Quch!" she cried, rising up with startled protest.

" Sonet hing stung ne!"

He crushed a | arge bl ack ant racing al ong her thigh and
bent over her hip, sucking the sting.

"I feel strange...oh...little cold chills.™

"Formic acid. Unpleasant for awhile, but it will not
hurt you. W had better nove on, Kind. Before they carry
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us off in pieces. |If the soldier ants had conme al ong our
conpadres would find two cl ean white skel etons | ocked
together in...I think it is called carnal enbrace.”

"Ugh! How gruesone. "

They rode in silence, down out of the enpty-fl oored
har dwood forest. She sat up straight behind him her hands
on the saddle cantle, touching his back only when they
passed over rough places, until he protested.

"You are riding with no confort. Relax...|ean against
me, Kind. Put your arns around ne."

She did so, laying her head agai nst his back, at once
warm y aroused as she had expected, breathing in the sweet
snoki ness and dry-leaf snell of his danp shirt.

"Better," he said, laughing a little.

"Yes," she whispered, rubbing her face against his
back, so content...content to contenplate an endl ess ride
t hrough Eden.

"Look what | have for you, Kamlle," Steinl 6w said,
awakeni ng her with a | ow nodul at ed voi ce.

She lifted her head and saw a shi mer of green. There,
ski mm ng between the dark tree trunks, flew a dazzling male
quetzal. As though preened for an el aborate cerenony, his
long, curl-tipped tail feathers fluttered and fl owed out,
bouncing on the air. He floated down, transforned to an
enerald shaft of light, and Kam |l e caught a thrilling

glinpse of his scarlet breast.
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"Ch, so beautiful!" she exclained in a whispery voi ce.

Steinl 6we reined his horse in the direction of a giant
aguacatillo tree, although they had | ost sight of the
guet zal

"The bird lives on the fruit of this tree. 1t hollows
out a nest on the soft, rotting trunks of the aguacatillos,"”
he said in a softened voi ce.

He swung his | egs over the front of his horse and
lifted her dowmn. They wal ked over the ground, a spongy
carpet of rotting vegetation, until they cane to the base of
the rotting aguacatillo. They |ooked up and, several feet
above their heads, saw the secretive bird' s startling,
bl ui sh-green tail feathers trailing nearly three feet down
the trunk outside the nest hole which had been bored in the
bark. This was the back opening of the nest he whispered to
Kamlle; it was made solely to acconmpdate the bird's
dangling tail feathers which m ght otherw se break when he
fl ew away. He took her hand and gui ded her, with caution,
around the trunk to the front of the nest. The nale peered
out, looking no larger than a small hawk. He wore a
stunning, raised plume crown of feathers on his head and
proudl y displayed the splash of red on his breast.

Stei nl 6bwe | ooked down at Kam |l e as she turned to share
her joy. H's expression was as proud as the quetzal. The
awe and interest and thankful ness on Kamlle's face pronpted
a grin fromhimso broad his nudgi ng cheeks crinkled his
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cl ear gray eyes.

"Li ebchen,"” He lifted back a strand of hair which had
fallen over her eyes, "the quetzal has only one mate. 1In
Mayan nmyth he was created out of green, blue, and red
butterflies as they rested on flowers."

"Where is his mate?"

"Sonmewher e hi gh up, perhaps bringing sonething for the
nest, or watching us. The nale is a good father. He wll
hel p rai se the browni sh-col ored young when they hatch from
smal |, pale blue eggs.”

"Andar . ..thank you...thank you so nuch," she whi spered.

He wat ched her a nonment | onger as she stared up at the
bird, then took her face in his hands and ran his thunbs
over her glow ng cheeks. "I and the quetzal are of the sane
mnd, Kamlle." H's voice was | ow and serious. "But we can
neither of us stand to have our feathers bent," he added as
he | eaned to kiss her inviting nouth.

#

They returned to canp only a few mnutes after it was
di scovered that Ursula had been stung by a rather poi sonous
but nonl et hal scorpion, which had craw ed up her sleeve as
she was resting. She was at first hysterical and already in
a great deal of pain, although Patulu had skillfully treated
the sting with his own nysterious renedy of crushed | eaves,
and calnmed her with a mldly narcotic tea. Now she was
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conpl aining of fever, and Kamlle ran down to the cooling
river wwth Patulu to bring a danp cloth for her head.

"W nust get her back immediately,"” Steinl owe said when
Kamlle returned fromthe river. "She is going to feel much
wor se soon. Bartel does not want to |leave until he finishes
his painting, and I cannot | eave you alone with him"

"Yes you can," Kamlle insisted. "You and Patulu can
travel faster with Ursula, and I'lIl only be sonmeone extra to
worry about . "

“If I leave you here you will be. You will come with
us. Please gather your things."

"No, I'll stay until he finishes, and you can | eave one
of your nmen or both, as you w sh."

"Kamille, | have no tinme to argue with you. | nust
t ake Patul u because he is nore skillful in nedicine, and |
will not |eave you here.”

"Pl ease go, Andar. Wen Ursula is safely in the
hospital conme back...if we're still here. But don't worry.
"1l be careful."”

"You have seen the quetzal you wanted to find. Mist |
drag you out of here?" he said, grow ng inpatient.

"Perhaps I'll see himagain," Kamlle replied in her
firmest academ c voice. "I'mgoing to stay. That is
final."

"Damm your stubbornness!” he swore with exasperation.

Looki ng around to see who might notice, he kissed her a
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hard, punishing kiss which failed in all but arousal.

"Don't worry, ny growing lion, nothing will happen to
me," she said, so inperturbable his concern only increased.
She gave hima little push, her hand half caressing his
chest, then hurried toward the prostrate Ursula, who had
bravely insisted upon riding her own horse.

St ei nl 6we managed to persuade Bartel to retreat to the
previous night's canpsite, but only because he wanted to
finish work on his ceiba with orchids which he was convi nced
woul d bring hima handsone sum \Wen they reached the old
canp, Kam |l e stood watching Patulu, one pack nmule, Ursula,
wobbling in her saddle fromthe effects of Patulu' s sedative
tea, and finally Steinldwe noving away down the trail. He
| ooked over his shoulder at her with an alternating
annoyance and concern until he was swallowed up by the
jungle. For a nonent, she felt abandoned in a sol emm and
eerie masma of creeping vines and prinmtive watching eyes.
Everyt hi ng had happened so quickly that she had not had tine
to think of the overall effect of remaining behind, and a
trenmor of foreboding asserted itself in a small back chanber
of her mnd. Then she heard a raucous conpl ai nt above her
and | ooked up to see a vainly fluffed toucan dipping its
magni fi cent banana yellow, faint rose, and turquoise beak at
her. Her face brightened.

"Well hello, lovely," she call ed.

The shiny black bird hopped back and forth, turning his
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el egant, outsized beak as if he were about to speak, then
with a buzzing chirrup he flewto the top of the cei ba where
he shone regally in the sun.

Continuing to stare up at the exterior of the tree's
hol |l ow cavity, she began to think of herself and Steinl dwe
up there high above the jungle. That thought, together with
t he soreness of her bent neck and her tiredness, made her
feel weak with dizziness, the ground spinning a little as
she reached out for a ficus branch. No man had ever
revealed to her quite the depth of intimacy Steinl dwe had
felt conpelled to share. He was so very different from any
man she had ever known, and there renai ned about him
something utterly mysterious.

Focusing on a nore down-to-earth scene, she saw t hat
the two nozos, Maguey and Cepi, were in the process of
reestablishing the canp, and Bartel was already busily
extracting profit fromhis ceiba.

She deci ded on a cautious walk to the river, and soon
| earned how explicit Steinl éwe's parting instructions had
been when Maguey i medi ately dropped a piece of firewod and
unsheat hed his nmachete to walk with her. Patulu knew a few
wor ds of English, but these two Indians spoke only a little
German and Spani sh besides their native tongue. She thought
of conversing in German, which she hadn't done in sone tine,
certainly having been reluctant to do so with Steinl éwe, but
now she could think of nothing to say that was worthy of
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breaking into the dignified Indian's preferred silence. She
knew that, with these Indians, words were not neant for
smal | talk, but for things that needed to be said.

In the next nmonment Maguey notioned for her to foll ow
hi m and wal ked ahead, parting a clunmp of thick brush and
pointing into alittle clearing. There stood a | arge and
shaggy anteater, sniffing the ground.

"Raro...nocturno,” he said with a soft voice, inplying
that it was unusual to see one strolling boldly about in
dayl i ght hours, for they hunted nostly at night.

It nmust be especially hungry, she thought, whispering
"Ti ene hanbre,” to Maguey who shook his head, grinning in
agreenent as the anteater hurried away.

When she had been sitting by the fragrant, dark river
for sonme mnutes, she admtted to herself that once again
she was pondering her insecure | ove, how deep and troubling
it was. Recalling the two of them standi ng together by the
| arge rock and then their heated | ovenmaki ng overwhel med her.
| am hopel ess, she thought. Perhaps this parting was a good
thing;, possibly it will bring ne to ny senses. Cepi cane to
the water, and she watched himw th interest and content nment
as he fished for their supper.

#
Cepi's white-fleshed fish were delicious, but she al one
was inclined to pull the tiny, pin-like bones fromher nouth
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after she had begun to chew. A little annoying, but she
still thought the flesh very sweet and liked the crisp,
snoky taste resulting fromthe coals of the fire.

"Quite delightful here, now that the Nazis have
departed," Bartel said, |eaning back in his canp chair.

"Ch, please don't start that,” Kamlle inplored. "Herr
St ei nl 6we has been so generous to you. | think you say
these things just to annoy ne. \Wy?"

"I say them because | really dislike him dear girl.
see right through him O course, he has you precisely
where he wants you. You're in love with him any fool could
see. The Gernman goddess is obviously on to you. She
probably put the bl oody scorpion up her sleeve just to get
his attention...drag himaway fromyou."

"You' re disgusting."”

Bartel made no response but slapped a nosquito buzzing
around his head and Iit a large black cigar. She saw that
his face glittered with malice, and she stared into the
firelight, rigid, her anger burning as bright as the flanes.
Hi s accusation had caused her face to flush so thoroughly
that she was thankful for the shadows of the night.

"How can you take such pleasure in hurtful |ies?" she
asked, struggling out of their heavy silence.

Bartel |ooked at her with a cunning smle. "D d you
know that Steinl éwe had a rich young wife -- a rather plain
creature, I'mtold -- who perished on a nountain road at
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night on their way to the hospital ? He probably parked the
car and wal ked away. She was in the throes of childbirth

and both died. | can just inmagine--"

"Stop it! Stop it!"™ Kamlle shouted. "I should have
gone with them \What a fool | am You're a
vicious...selfish... OCh, you're a pitiful excuse for a

human being! You're so afraid | mght care for
him..so...so nean...cruel for no reason. How can you talk
[ike this?"

"l have countl ess reasons to hate Steinl dwe, none of
which | care to discuss."”

"Because they m ght shed sone |light on your own guilt,"”
Kam|le retorted, junping up fromher chair. "I've heard
enough. 1'mgoing to bed."

Stal king off to her tent, she turned up her lantern and
tried very hard to concentrate on a gui debook of Mayan
ruins. She was far too distraught to fall asleep, but she
was al so too upset to read. The words wavered and bl urred
bef ore her blinking eyes. Wy nust she always |earn
intimate things about Steinlowe in the nost degrading
manner ? She was sickened to think of the bl ows he had
suffered, nortified to think of her own cruelty. A tigrina
screanmed a long chilling conplaint, as though it had taken
on sonething far beyond its mastery. Turning off the
| antern, she batted out the nosquito netting in the darkness

and cl osed her eyes, waiting for the rel ease of sl eep.
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#

Was this a drean? No, it couldn't be, yet sonething
was terribly wong. Soneone was rolling her over and over
down a lunmpy path to the river. Then she saw that the way
was strewn with withing snakes. She scranbled up and ran
al ong the shore. Steinlowe was with his wife, a woman with
her face in shadow who wore a long, white dress. They were
strolling, quiet and preoccupied, on the distant shore.
Kam|le felt a deep |loneliness and wanted to call to him
but couldn't. The wife stepped into the sun, her head
droppi ng back against the sky, and Kam |l e saw that it was
Usula. This tine Kamlle did call, and he cane to the
river's edge, carrying a baby. He knelt down, released the
infant into the current, and as it swamtoward her she saw
that it was a crocodile. It canme closer and cl oser, opening
wide its toothy jaws. "No....No! No!" she nuttered and
then tried to force out a scream

Sonet hi ng touched her shoul der, and she gave a | ow
nmoan, openi ng her eyes. There was novenent, sonmeone in the
tent with her. She sat up in a fright, trying to haul
hersel f out of her troubling sleep. At that nonent, she
could smell the disturbing reek of alcohol. CQutlined by the
dimlight of the canpfire, a dark figure | eaned over her and
a hand cl anped across her nout h.

"Don't scream mdear, and I'Il let you go. You hear?



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 202

Don't want his damn nbzos comi ng around,” Bartel said. She
squi nted at his black, unsteady form swayi ng above her.

"God, you've been drinking! | can't believe this! You
prom sed you wouldn't."

Bartel gave an evil laugh. "I said...said | wouldn't
bring aguar...diente...local rotgut. | quench ny thirs' on

oney the ver'bes' gin. Gnl Gn! Never go anywhere 'thout
it. Wnnerful stuff, gin...ab...absolves you of sin...gin."

I n one nonment, Bartel seened able to speak with a
deceptive clarity, and the next he was incoherent. Her
heart plumeted |i ke a heavy stone, for she saw that he was
very, very drunk, w thout inhibitions and conpletely
unpr edi ct abl e.

"Pl ease get out of here.”

Bartel stunbled and half fell half sat on her cot.

"I'f I were Stein...l6...we, yu' d have your clothes
off...off!...drunk or not. Hah, | know better...how ..tuh
treat a wonman...like you."

"Ch, God!"™ Kamlle exclained. Recalling poor Mata's
beating, a derisive laugh, a little too |oud, escaped her.

"Don't laugh at ne!" He drew hinself up in a stiff
rage and sl apped her a stinging blow across the face.

Wth a pained cry she fell back on the cot, horrified
at this ugly netanorphosis, for nowit was clear to her that
the barest civility had been stripped away and here was the
mad beast that |ived down inside. Her face hurt all the way
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t hrough her cheek to her throbbing guns. ©Ch lord, could he
possi bly i magi ne he was beating his little love slave into a
subm ssi ve response? She cringed and opened her nmouth to
cry for help, but with the first utterance he sl apped her
agai n, much harder, and dragged her off the bed by her hair.
He was beginning to revel in the violence.

"Tranp...Nazi-loving tranmp!"

Paral yzed wth pain and shock yet aware that she nust
sonmehow escape, she tried to clear her head. It was too
risky to call for help. She nuttered, "Please |let ne go."

"Ya too' the land | waited for. Thief! Slut! | know
what ya need, heiress whore."

The buckl e of his belt flashed in his hand. She opened
her mouth to scream The instant response of a snmashing
fist knocked her senseless; his |arge, carved-stone ring had
beconme a brutal new instrunment of abuse. She |ay dazed
whil e he reached down and ri pped away the front of her
ni ght gown and began driving his belt across her chest and
shoulders in a wild frenzy. The searing pain ignited a
blinding rage in her and she struggled to gal vani ze herself
into action, but, oh, the ache in her head. She slipped
into blackness then out again, knew she was noving too
slowy. "Help nel" she called into the darkness. Her arm
went back and the fingers groped, closing around the | anp.
She swung it forward with adrenaline-powered force, crying
out at the sharp pains exploding in her head. Bartel cursed
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and staggered back just as Maguey and Cepi rushed in and
pull ed himfurther away. They fought himto the ground and
dragged himall the way back to his tent while he shouted a
string of incoherent curses.

Shivering fromshock, Kamlle thought she was nerely
cold and crawl ed toward her jacket, groping, awkward, trying
to slip it around her. She touched her face and saw her

pale fingers black with blood. "Onh...going to...pass out,"
she muttered. "Andar...Andar...oh, please.” Everything was
an echo, ripples of color and pain. "Something wong...wth

ny head. Andar!" she screanmed. Soneone was lifting her off
t he ground, but she could not hold up her head. It went
down, falling, falling off her shoul ders into bl ackness.

When she awoke it was raining. She was inmobilized by
pain. Every nuscle ached, and her body was covered wth
| acerations and contusions. She stared at a bruised arm and
et hot tears flow. There was sonething strange on her
head. Reaching up with exploring fingers, she felt a
poultice of acrid snelling | eaves fastened there; it curled
down over her face like a kind of half mask.

Bartel was gone, Maguey told her, and Cepi had gone
after Steinléwe. Maguey's black eyes shone with a sad
renmorse. He handed her a cup of steaming tea, an herb of
sonme sort; not long after sipping it through a reed at the
| ess swollen side of her nouth, she felt far away and
drowsy. It was arelief to be raised slightly above the
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pain, to be floating in a cradle of cool air. She stared
out the tent flap, watching the shiny | eaves dripping,
dripping silver droplets in the rain. The long cries of the
bi rds were nel ancholy now. Everything faded, brightened,
faded. Night came, creeping up in between | apses of tine.
She noaned with pain, nostly fromthe |eft side of her head.
Maguey cane with nore tea and a roasted fish which he fed
her inlittle pieces and on which she choked as if she were
eating cardboard. Loneliness and depressi on descended upon
her with the darkness, but the tea nade her sl eep.

In the norning it was still raining. She awke with a
fierce headache and the sudden shock of her condition, and
lay trying to sort out what had happened. Steinl éwe nust
not find her like this. The thought was too horrible to
contenplate. She could not do this to him Trying, with a
dry, feverish voice, to arrange the appropriate sentence in
Spani sh, she begged Maguey to take her out of the forest, to
t ake her hone.

"No, no, Steinlowe viene," he said with gentle voi ce.

Once she crawm ed out to relieve herself of so nuch tea,
and found herself vomting as well. Wth tears of exertion
stream ng down her face, she stunbled back in waves of pain.
Now she lay slipping in and out of dread. Each hour, each
m nute brought their alarm ng neeting closer. He would cone
and find her like this because she had not believed his
words. She was a soft-headed fool, and, yes, Steinldwe had
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been right: Bartel was a maniac. She knew that Steinl éwe
woul d hold hinself responsible, add this to his grievous
anger and react in sone drastic way. Her exhausted, aching
head was again quite nuddl ed, but the narcotic tea carried
her into sleep one nore tine.

#

Awakeni ng with deep depression, she rolled little by
l[ittle toward the wall of the tent and cried. How could
there be any tears left in her? He found her like that.
Leani ng over her and suddenly turning away with nuffled
German curses, he drew his hand across his face.

“I"'m..so...so0 ashaned,"” she whi spered.

"Shh...shh, Kind. WII you hurt if I hold you?"

"Do it...l don't care."

When his arnms came around her she could feel the
terrible violence burning inside him seeping through his
skin, and washing over her pain with dulling force. This
| ove could turn to violence. It frightened her. As he
touched her left armwhere the belt had struck, she w nced.

"God damm him  God damm himl  Christ, | left you here
with that...that...that! | will never forget this."

“I"'ma grown worman. Every mark is...is ny owm fault."
“The hell it is! The hell it is! | will kill him"
"Please don't say that. Were is he?"

"Di sappeared. Vanished. | hope to God sonet hing
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fini shed himoff. It will save ne the trouble.”
"You aren't serious?"

"How can | | ook at you and not be? Wo would bl ane nme?
But just now | amthinking only of you."

"Ursula...is she all right?"

"Strong and healing. It is you |l worry about. You
have a concussion. | nust get you out of here. There is

the problemof...of infection."”

"Is that why | keep...keep fading in and out, or is it
the tea...Maguey's tea?"

"Both."

"Ch, Andar, | didn't...there was no will nmade.
Esperanza is...could you take care of it?...try to--"

"Li ebchen! Mein Liebchen, | did not nean to frighten
you. How thoughtless | am You will get well, Kind. You
will be fine." He touched her closed eyes and forehead with
gentl e kisses and said against her ear, "I love you. | |ove
you, ny battered little Schatz.

"Can you hold still now, while I renove this clever
forest mask?" He tal ked as he worked. "Herr Dokt or
will...cleanse your face with anti-biotic cream..bandage

this poor head. Here, slip this pill down your throat; you
will not fall asleep, just float -- we need you awake.

"For kilometers | wanted to kill...now all | want to do
is get you out of here. Could you sit a horse with me?"

"I could...do...anything with you."
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“I wll renmenber that,"” he promised. "I will help you
dress...then get you on Tanzer." He was smling, but every
time he | ooked at her there was anger and pain in his eyes.

Steinl 6we had ridden in on another nount, stringing
Tanzer along to keep himfresh for the return trip. He
carried Kam|lle out to Tanzer who was held by Patulu near a
| og suitable for mounting without spilling Kam || e.

"W will ride without a saddle. That way | can hold
you close to ne," he told her.

"Wn't that be...difficult...clunsy riding for you?"

“I live on this horse,” he answered, patting Tanzer's
neck. "He would rather go without a week's favorite grains
t hen di sgrace hinself by letting me cone off his back."

He lifted her up, then, still holding her waist to
steady her, stood on the | og and nounted easily behind her.
Hi s arns cane around her body, cradling her against him

"Cone on now, Tanzer. | have kept you idle for this.
Come on...Arbeit zu tun. Help ne get ny woman hone."

A groggy Kam |l e had decided that no matter how it
pai ned her to ride she would do it if she had to bite her
tongue in half, adding another contusion to the long list.
Patul u rode ahead with Maguey and Cepi behind, bringing the
mul es and equi pnent. Sl ow neasured hooves carried them
t hrough the wi nd-brushed, dripping jungle, honeward,
homeward. Just nmanaging to keep her pronmise, Kamlle |ost
consci ousness only once. It didn't last long; turning to
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jelly in his fast grip, she nmuttered, "Sorry," as her eyes
came open. They were on an incline, and Steinl éwe noved
themover to a |l evel place with great care, then stopped
Tanzer. He |eaned around her and | ooked at her face.

"“1'" mokay," she whi spered.

He ki ssed her on the neck, and she began to feel a
little warnth shooting through her arteries along wth the
pain. She ran her hand over his supporting fingers.

"Hm .. hmm " she nuttered, floating dream |y in and out
of here and now. Her waist throbbed beneath his grip.
"Make...love...to...ne." Had she said it out |oud?

There was the | ow tone of his |laughter close to her
ear. "Now | know you are going to be all right, Kind."

Vi

The ni ghtrmarish encounter with Bartel had been pushed
to a vague, dark place at the back of her mnd and Steinl 6we
had been gone three days when Kamille was visited at the
hospital by Ursul a.

"We are Andar's invalids," Usula remarked with a

cheerful, encouraging voice. "Poor Andar takes his
responsibilities very seriously. | amworried... OCh, but
do not mind ne. | amthinking out |oud."

"You don't have to keep anything fromne, Usula. M
head is working again...l want to know everything."

U sul a sat beside the bed with her hands fol ded in her
| ap, | ooking gorgeous and dramatic in a creamlinen suit.
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"Well, you know perhaps that Andar went to find Bartel
O you assuned that he would.™

"I didn'"t hear that he had and | didn't really think
that it naturally followed, but | knewit as if I'd dreaned
it," Kam |l e answered, thinking that she had known it by his
absence at her bedsi de.

Ursula frowmed and twi ned her fingers together,
bounci ng her nervous hands on her lap. Kamlle, know ng
Ursula to be a very decorous person, took these involuntary
gestures as an unfavorable sign. Her heart gave a snal
lurch, accelerating its beat.

"After a day and a half of tracking, Andar returned
wi t hout any trace of M. Bartel. However...the next day
Pat ul u cane through the area where Andar had been, and
he..." She hesitated, |ooking with a searching gaze at
Kam|lle, "he found Stewart Bartel."

"Was he...still drunk?" Kamlle asked.

"He was swi nging by one of his legs in a mass of vines
and orchids covering a steep wall above that dark river."

"Sw nging by one of his legs!"™ Kam |l e exclained. "He
nmust have been intoxicated out of his mnd."

"It appeared that he had fallen or...or thrown hinself
over the side.”

"But you don't nean... Is he...is he alive?" Kamlle
asked with a sharp little pain growing in her stonach

mafraid not, ny dear, quite horribly, horribly
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dead. You see the ants... OCh, | should not be telling you
this. Andar will not approve.”
"Ch, God!"™ Kamlle said, sitting up. "Ch, ny God!"
"Well...he was already nostly skeleton, swarmng with
ants. Oh, | amsorry, Kanille...so grotesque. Sooner or

| ater you woul d have to know. What a nightrmare this has
been. And now...but, no, | think you nust sleep.”

"Tell me the rest,"” Kam |l e demanded with the nuscles
in her cheeks tight and her hands cold as ice.

"No, | should not. | have already said too much
Andar will be so angry with ne."

"Ursula you nust tell nme the rest. Do you think I can
just drop off to sleep after hearing this?"

"It is only that | amworried. You nust not tel
Andar. The policia have been questioning himvery closely
as to how...well, as to how M. Bartel cane to be where he
was. Since Andar was in the area before Patulu found M.
Bartel, and since there is a history of...of discord,

they... Naturally, they have to make such inquiries, and
that is why I... Oh, dear, poor Andar. | amso worried.
Yet, | suppose he has sone influence with the authorities.

Pl ease say not hing."

Kam | | e dropped her head back on the pillows as if she
had been struck all over again. So her worst fears, the
ones she had pushed back and back into a dark recess, were
to be forced into her consciousness. It was all her fault.
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All. AI! She studied Usula for several mnutes in
silence, wondering if Ursula believed that Andar had killed
Stewart Bartel, and wondering if she herself could believe
such a thing. Again she was in agony. Wuld she never be
free of this strangling doubt? It poisoned everything, as
if Bartel could still reach out to her with his evil
accusations. But he was dead, and the gruesone scene, so
clearly painted by U sula, had al ready begun to haunt her.
She renmenbered how he had fallen down before her with his
arnms around her knees, begging her to help himfind his
soul . Then she saw the crazed hand rai sed above her in the
sem - darkness of her tent, and the nenory turned her heart
to ice. But again she saw the ants...

"You and Andar..." Usula suddenly began, and Kam || e
| ooked up startled, realizing how obvi ous her feelings nust
be to this discerning woman. Ursula, who believed herself
affianced to Andar, nust have held herself in all this tinme
only by the firmhabit of good breeding.

"Ch, Usula, I think I do want to sleep now," she
interrupted with a |arge dose of shane. But when Ursula was
gone she did not sleep at all. She tried instead to conpose
a face for Andar. But what face? How?

#
He brought her gardenias, and the gesture sonehow
di stressed rather than pleased her, but she smled, inhaling
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the distinctive fragrance she had al ways | oved. Teasing her
with his eyes, as though devoid of the slightest concern, he
sat beside her bed with one tanned arm dangling over the
chair back. She stared at his hand, |arge and strong, at
the el egant tapered fingers, and her involuntary thought
went to Bartel. She was devastated that this thought coul d
cross her mnd at such a nonent, but when Steinl éwe held her
in his arns she thought of nothing else. His touch could
lift her fromthe darkest place, and he was all she want ed.

"Lock the door," she whispered, and he | aughed, hol ding
her head between gentle hands; then, sliding his |ong thunbs
over her bruised face, his nouth turned grave. There was a
certain sadness -- or was it apprehension? -- in his gray
eyes, mngled with intense | onging.

He nmentioned nothing of Bartel or the police or his
unproductive jungle search, and she was afraid to ask a
single question. Wth only their increasing desire for each
other manifested, it appeared to Kamlle that they were
pl aying a game of silence, dense and threatening. Was her
overw ought i magination carrying her off again? He was only
trying to keep her fromstress, she told herself, to hasten
her recovery with a tranquil environnent.

"I want to go honme,"” she said not long after his first
few visits. "Don Tomas and Rodol fo and you spend too nuch
time doing nmy work."

He shook his head, insisting that he was happy to go on
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checking in at Esperanza, that all was well there. "Your
caretakers are doing a very good job," he assured her.

"If you don't get ne out of here I'll call a taxi," she
threatened. The big green Mercedes was duly put at her
di sposal

She sat beside him w nding through nountain canyons
and staring in silent thought at the dark, sweeping |inbs of
the tall Montezuma firs.

“"It's alnost Christmas,” she said nostly to herself,
catching sight of a pair of deer, a buck and a doe, boundi ng

t hrough the pal e highland grass.

"Kamlle." He took her hand in his. "I have sonething
in mnd, and... | usually give a large Christnmas party.
The harvest is comng... But | am..this time |l wll |eave

everything in the hands of ny very capabl e adm ni strador.
do not plan to be home for Christmas."

She | ooked at himw th surprise and di sappoi nt nment.

"No, wait...listen. You are part of my plans. You
see, Ursula always intended to go hone after Christmas, but
| think she intended to go home with...with quite different
pl ans. There were a couple nore places | had prom sed to
take her... | want you to cone along."

"Me? OCh, but I--" She twined her fingers tight.

"Let ne go on. Esperanza is running snoothly at
present. A change of scenery over the holidays will be good
for you. You have not been very happy -- no, no protest.
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You cannot think your noods go unnoticed by ne, Liebling.
feel responsible...so responsible for what happened.. . but

... Anyway, | have owed Ursula an explanation for sone
time now... Do not look like that. | love you. | want you
with me. We three will nake this one |ast journey, and we
will try to see that Usula parts fromus a friend. She has

been a very good sport. You know | have to take care of
this and... WII you cone al ong...please?"

Kam |l e frowned, thinking of the displeasure her
presence would bring to Usula. She was al so unsettled by
sonet hi ng i nexplicabl e, nenacing, gnaw ng at the back of her
mnd. Still, she said in a voice fraught with worry, "I
don't see how | can refuse, even though I amin sone ways --
oh, lots of ways -- very unconfortable at the prospect.”

"Then help me to make it easier, Kind, by telling nme
what | have not heard in a long tine."

She | ooked or, as she often described it, fell into the
wai ting gray eyes, finding there the sane strain she had
| atel y been experiencing herself. No, help ne, she wanted
to say, help nme because | can't help ny feelings. And
per haps her eyes said this, but her words cane out with
sinple truth, "I love you."

#
Ursula was not as conpliant as they would have |iked,
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but neither could blame her. She resisted any attenpt to
bring matters to a head and went right on with her stubborn
fight for Steinld6we as if nothing had changed. This bold
but earnest maneuvering steadily increased Kamlle's

di sconfort, for while Ursula grew nore openly affectionate
with Steinl éwe he grew nore understanding and patient with
his irrepressible guest. Kamlle, in fact, found herself
regularly fleeing fromtheir conpany, wandering off alone to
nurse a bout of jealousy and awkwardness. She felt inept
and spiritless in the face of Ursula' s expert facade.
Sonetinmes it even seened as if the two conspired agai nst
her, but then she would blanme this paranoia on Charlie.

On their way to the Pacific coast, they had spent
Christmas Eve ami dst the nerrymaki ng throngs of Guatenal a
City. Despite her disconfort, Kamlle could not escape a
rewarding i mrersion in the color and excitenent of the
continuous festivities. There were endl ess church bells
ringi ng, elaborate processions nmarching down the streets and
filing into the cathedrals at all hours, and the night air
was heavy with the sul furous odor of exploding fireworks.
Gorious for two lovers, she thought with a dose of quilt.

On the way back to their hotel after dinner, they were
caught in a pressing crowd, and at one point Kam |l e ducked
into a church foyer to avoid the surge and catch her breath
Bet ween t he cl angi ngs of echoing bells, she heard the high,
pi ous voices of a choir, and then found she was standing
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anong hundreds of potted white lilies. The heady snel
nearly caused her to swoon with its exotic sweetness. She
| ooked down at the seed pearls on the cream |ace-collared
eveni ng dress she had bought that very day because the | ong
sl eeves and hi gh collar covered her bruises. Fornm ng
patterns of flowers and leafy tendrils, the swirling pearls
glowed in the soft |ight of hundreds of prayer candles that
spilled out into the entranceway. Airy w sps of hair,
coil ed high and arranged to cover her bruised tenple, cane
fl oati ng down around her eyes. | feel |like a fragile old
ornanent, she thought, an ornament soneone forgot to hang.
Wth a woeful |augh, she suddenly realized that she had
been foll owed by a handsone, dark |adino, very striking,
whom she had admired in the street because of his beautiful
apparel. He was costunmed in dark tights and a belted, high-
col l ared bl ack velour tunic with volum nous and belling
si xteent h-century sleeves. Entering the foyer, he caught
sight of her and strode over to her with happy recognition,
wi shing her a nmerry Christnmas and offering an appreciative
smle. But as she was attenpting a polite response he
reached out, swept her into his arms, and ki ssed her
squarely on the nouth, rocking her back on her heels.
Ast oni shed and thrown off bal ance, for a nonent she coul d
only cling to his broad velvet shirt, inhaling his strange
cologne. In the sanme instant, she heard Ursula's cheerful
voi ce: "Ah, here she is, Andar. But, Liebling, our Kamlle
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has found an interesting pastinme."” The burly stranger
whi spered sonme Spanish eroticismin Kamille's ear and let go
of her with a good deal of reluctance, then di pped his body
with a nod of his head. He turned to Ursula and Steinl owe,
expl ai ning that he had been captivated by an angel, then
presented his felicitations and rushed back into the street.
Ursul a shrugged and offered Steinl owe anot her of her | ooks.
He stood with his head angl ed over one shoul der, studying
Kam | le. Usula had surprisingly left themtogether,
hurrying off to peek at the ornate nave.

“"Men follow you, ny love. | cannot blame them You
| ook |ike a painting...your gown...you could even...marry ne
inthat. Angelic...as if you belong at the top of an
al tnodi sch...at the top of an ol d-fashioned tree."

"But | feel nore as if | were out on a linb," she
answer ed, straightening her skirt.

"It is not easy to watch a nman ki ss you."

"It isn't easy for nme either...to...to watch you with
Usula. This really wasn't...wasn't a good idea. | w sh--"

He interrupted by taking her in his arnms, but had to
wi t hdraw wi th sudden di scretion when Ursul a reappeared.

Remai ni ng behind for a mnute, Kam |l e stood al one
anong the overpowering lilies and flickering candles, then
wal ked into the street. |In recent nonments, she had felt
nore desired by an adoring stranger than anyone el se.
"Merry Christmas to you, too, dark prince,"” she called into
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t he expl odi ng ni ght.

#

They had driven down to a place on the Pacific coast
called Likin, and made their way to a | ow sl ung, w de-arched
resort hidden in a cluster of palns on a dazzling white sand
bar. The coast there had nmyriad inlets and keys. To reach
their destination -- the long, sun-cured beach -- they had
to take a notor |aunch out through channels lined with dark
mangr oves whose roots were so thick nothing but egrets and
per haps snakes and crocodiles would be able to penetrate
their secretive density. It was the hottest part of the
day. Beyond the rustling, thatch-roofed cabafias, the w nd
was whi pping the turquoise waves to a white froth.

"Let's all take a siesta and neet |later for a swm"

St ei nl 6we suggested. Ursula was quick to agree, as they
foll owed the steward carrying their bags down the interior
arcade to their spacious screened roons.

Everything was light and airy here. Kamlle felt nore
rel axed than she had in days. She took a shower, exam ning
her bruises which were slowy fading, then towel ed herself
dry before her w de seaward wi ndow, watching the crashing
surf. The air was warm but the white ceiling fan offered
relief. She |ay naked atop her bed for awhile, unable to
sleep. Finally, she put on her bathing suit and a beach
j acket and opened her sliding door which | ed onto the beach.
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As she passed Steinl éwe's room she glanced through the

wi ndow, supposing himto be asleep, and was startled. He
was not alone. An opened book was turned over on his bed.
Presumabl y, he had been reading when Ursula entered his
room He was propped on the pillows in his shirt and

sl acks, and Ursula was hol ding his hand. Transfixed for
nmere seconds, Kam |l e stood half hidden by a potted pal m
Usula s |ips were noving but all at once she bent her head
and | eaned toward Steinl éwe and his arnms cane around her.
Kam |l e's paral yzed body sprang to |ife and she fl ed.

"So this is howit feels to be eaten alive with
jealousy. Cruel...cruel,” Kamlle nmunbled to herself as she
hurri ed down the wal k. She wanted to slink away and hi de as
wounded ani mal s do, far away with her suitcase. Instead,
she stunbled off to a convenient bar she di scovered under a
wi nd- whi pped, thatched roof. Half of the stools were in the
SW nmi ng pool -- the better to drown oneself in drunkenness.
She ordered a double rumw th coconut m K.

There was only one person in the pool. He cane out
al nost at once and sat beside her. He was a bl ondish, young
Texan -- at least his duffel by the pool said Texas -- with
a rich wal nut tan.

"This sure is a lonely place. Y all care if | buy
one?"

"No thank you," she answered, but she tried to smle
because she really was grateful for a friendly, uninvolved
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face.

“"Ma nanme's Hollis. Wat's yours?"

Her eyes travel ed over the snooth, nicely-hewn face
hol di ng such honest blue eyes. "Kamlle."

"Sound |ike a Yankee. Wat state y'all fron®"

"Washi ngton. "

"You nean the other one? Lord, that's way up yonder in
the green north. Wat's a nice |ookin'" worman |ike you doin
way down here?"

"Well, that..." Kam |l e began with pondering voi ce.
"I know -- is a long story,"” he finished, grinning and
wat chi ng her drain her glass. "Two nore...nmake 'em doubl es,

por favor," he call ed above her protest.

"What are you doi ng here, anyway?"

"Kinda takin' a lil vacation froman oil rig."

"Ch, a Texas oilnman," she said with a linp smle

"Sure do | ook nice when you smle. You was |ookin' a
little peak-ed...with them bruises and all."

"l had an accident. Good-bye and thanks." She pulled
her beach jacket around her with rapid tugs and slipped off
the stool as the drinks arrived.

"Wait just a mnute! Hey, don't waste this." He
handed her the gl ass and wat ched her hesitate and then
drink. "Can we naybe go for a wal k? Nice to have soneone
to talk to speaks English. And | ooks so pretty...even if
it's a Yankee," he teased.
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m goi hg on the beach. You can walk along if you

want ," she answered with polite indifference.
The Texan grabbed his canvas bag and foll owed her with
an earnest voice. "Got a towel and suntan lotion in here if

you want sone."

"I plan to walk a long way then lie in the sand and
burn to a crisp.”

"Well, I wouldn't go that far. You upset?"

"Let's steer away fromthat subject. Perhaps we could
just tal k about the coconuts floating up on the beach...that
sort of thing."

"Sure...okay. Say, could |I hold your hand? | feel a
little dizzy...all that booze."

"That's what ny grandnot her woul d have call ed a real
good story. How many did you have before | arrived?"

"Ch two, maybe three...kinda |onely, you know. "

"Yes, | know," she agreed.

Hollis stashed his duffel under a palm They wal ked
about a mle then cane three quarters of the way back to the
pal mand threw t hensel ves down on the toasty sand.

"Here, better get on this lil ol' towel,"” Hollis said,
pulling a thin  roll of terry cloth fromhis duffel

By this time the rumand Hollis had lifted Kamlle's
spirits atrifle. H's soft Texas hunor was entertaining.

"Y'all better let nme put sone of this stuff on your
back. Burn real bad here.™
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"Ch all right. Go toit."

"Got sonme inported ale in here, too. Want sone? Stil
cool. It's kinda stronger than beer."

"Al e sounds good," Kamlle said, sliding the sweating
green bottle fromhis hand. She drank the entire bottle and
| ay down on the towel Hollis had spread for her. He began
to smooth | otion over her back, his big caressing hands
surprisingly gentle.

"Feels nice," she said with groggy voice. "If | fal
asl eep, don't let nme die out here.”

"Want anot her al e?"

" Anot her one?"

"Yep. "

"All right," she giggled, reaching for it.

Hollis lay down beside her and put his protective arm
over her waist. It felt nice, unconplicated, conforting.
Then he told her a joke about a kangaroo. She rolled over,
giggling, and realized she nust be drunk. H's slow fingers
wer e stroking her thigh

A shadow fell over them Wth her head to one side
resting on her hand and one glinpsing eye, she saw that it
was Steinl 6we. He | ooked down at her with no definable
expression, his skin glow ng dark against his white, open-
necked polo shirt.

Lifting her head, she shaded her eyes and | ooked back.
She felt dizzy, alittle giddy, and said, "We geht's? Wat
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happened? Did Usula fall asleep?”

He didn't answer, nerely knelt down beside Hollis and
i ntroduced hinself, putting out his hand which Hollis
qui ckly took, making his own introduction.

"I amsorry, Hollis,"” he said. "I know you mnmust have
t hought yourself very lucky, but | amafraid you have
sonet hing that belongs to ne."

"I"'mnot sonmething!" Kam|le shouted with a hot flash
of anger.

"Ri ght now you are sonething," Steinldwe answered.

Hol Iis | ooked at the bruises and nuttered, "Sure don't
deserve her, though.™

"He didn't do it,"” Kam|le explained with dizzy
exasperati on.

"Ni ce neeting you, Hollis. |If you are still around
later I will buy you yet another drink," Steinl éwe offered.

He took Kam |l e's hand and | ed her off, |eaving poor
Hollis staring after themwth forlorn eyes. "I’
Hollis," she called back, but she didn't resist. She had
t he begi nnings of a headache, felt like crying, |ike sobbing

m sorry,

actually, and wanted to get to her room w t hout words.

When they reached her door, still in silence, she tried
to | eave hi moutside, but he cane into her room and | eaned
agai nst the sliding glass with his arnms fol ded.

"Why did you do that? Did you need attention so badly?
|f you need a man let it be ne."
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"Andar, I'mdrunk and I"'msad. Please |let ne alone.”

She threw back the bedspread and tugged at her bikini
with clunmsy fingers while he watched. He noved to her,
reached out around her unfastening the top, then knelt and
slid the bottom down away from her hips with a soft groan.
"I seemto renenber doing sonething |ike this before,” he
said with a wistful [augh. "Your bruises are fading."

It was so | ong since he had touched her, and now he
seened al nost afraid of hurting her. She took his head in
her hands and ran her fingers through his hair and over his
neck, swaying a little, unsteady. He stood up and his
fingers supported her like a rope of fire around her waist.

"Why are you drunk? Wy are you sad? Did you perhaps
see me with Usula? Do you renmenber ny asking you to let ne
do this in my own way? | was telling her about us. Do you
not understand?...telling her |--"

Kam | | e had drawn hi m near the bed and was struggling
with his shirt. He pulled her funbling hands away and
wor ked with quick fingers, renmoving the shirt then the rest
of his clothes in rough jerking notions.

"Are you too drunk?" he asked, pulling her body agai nst
him "You are so hot fromthe sun, or isit... M GCod,
have been wanting you. Wy nmust we hurt each other, Kind,
when we can do this?"

She shook her head. "I don't know | don't know |
don't know what's happened. | can't renenber anything, but
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l...l feel like something wounded. | only want to touch
you. | have to touch you and touch you and touch you."

They sank down upon the bed, their restless hands
stroking skin and hair, their consum ng nouths, their hearts
reveling in what only they could give to each other. There
were no coherent words, only cries of pleasure as their
sweating bodies nerged in one fierce rhythmuntil the |ight
faded fromthe indigo sea.

"Are you hungry?" he asked when she opened her eyes.

"Yes." She | aughed and put his thunb in her nouth.

"Ch...where is Ursul a?"

"CGone. "

He told her that Ursula could not bring herself to
stay, under the circunstances, and had gone on to the ruins
of Tikal, where they were going in tw days. "I have deep
affection and admration for her,"” was all that he offered
concerning their relationship.

They ate Christmas Day supper by torchlight at a sem -
private table on the flagstones above the sea. Kamlle sat
nestled in the crook of his arm listening to a snall group
of nusicians while he fed her chanmpagne and bits of |obster
fromhis plate. Al her senses were tuned to the nearness
of himso that she could hardly taste anything.

"Tell me about you."

"No, tell nme about you," he insisted, "your chil dhood.
You had a long pigtail, alnost white, did you not? You



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 227

clinbed trees and ran through the nud...a little piglet."

"Yes...yes," she answered, laughing. "M parents were
so good to ne. They were so know edgeabl e...such good
teachers. | mss themterribly.” Her eyes were suddenly
noi st with sadness. They woul d have appreci ated Andar, she
t hought, w shing they could have known hi m

"I amsorry. | understand that," he said as his
fingers brushed a tear from her cheek. "They taught you
wel | ."

Even as a very young child, they taught ne...read ne
hundreds of stories, all the classic children's stories, and
Ki pli ng and Kenneth G ahane and...and Heidi. D d you know
Hei di ?" she asked wth a whinsical exuberance.

"W never net...but, | have heard of her," he said,
runni ng his finger down her nose.

"And when you becanme a college instructor did you have
gl asses resting on the tip of this clever, upturned nose?"

"Sonetinmes...l was very serious about ny work...good at
it, too. |'ma good teacher."
"I knowit. | know how intelligent you are.™

Wth a disbelieving | augh, she slid her fingers over
her green silk bodice and asked, "How do you know t hat ?"

"Because you |l ove ne," he answer ed.
She smled and |laid her head agai nst his jacket,
reflecting in silence for a m nute.

"I hope that sonme day | can |look at Aunt Cathline's
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portrait and say with conviction and honesty, 'I've carried
on your tradition, Aunt Cathline. Wth all the energy in ne
|"ve made this school as good as | possibly could.""

"You wll say that," he said with prideful voice, "and
sooner than you imgine. You are a dedicated soul."

“"Now tell ne about you," she urged.

"But | amjust beginning to learn of you."

"No, it's your turn."

"What ?" he asked, shruggi ng and | aughi ng.

"When you were a boy."

His face brightened with happy nenories. "Wen | was a
boy I hunted and fished with the Indians. They taught ne
everything I know of the jungle. | went around hal f naked
and thought | was Tarzan. | was certain that nothing could
harm nme...even when a lot of things did."

Kam ||l e touched his angular jaw with the backs of her
fingers. It was a little bristly and made himstirring and
vul nerable to her. She kissed the place where she had
touched. \Wenever she did this, he responded very quickly,
ki ssing her back and whi spering German | ove words that sent
a pulsing warmt h through her body.

"Were you ever sick?"

"Of course. | drank bad water and acquired parasites
i ke everyone else. | was bitten by snakes and scor pi ons,
fell off horses and out of trees, and kept our poor doctor
at the peak of his skills. That is why doctors are so
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hi ghly revered here."

"Because of you?" she said, |aughing against his hand.

"Al nost solely,” he answered with a grin.

"What sorts of things nmake you afrai d?" She hesitated,
wondering if she had gone too far, feeling his eyes on her
as she | ooked away at the crinson horizon.

He | eaned cl ose and waited for her eyes. "I do not
al ways know if | will have you. That nakes nme afraid. | do
not want to |l ose you. But enough of this. W should go to
sl eep soon, unless you plan not to |leave in the norning."

"I don't want to go anywhere."

"Not even to bed?" he teased.

"Your eyes are very dark tonight, and your nouth
frightens ne a little."

"Do not be nelodramatic, Kind. It is lust. You have
your hand inside ny shirt. Wat will people say?"

"I hope they are enjoying it a fraction as nuch as |."

He hel d the chanpagne up to her lips, watched her
swal | ow, then kissed her danp nouth. "Unmm .. secondhand

chanpagne is better," he said, kissing her again.

She put her head back agai nst his shoulder and smled a
littl e because his eyes were filled with torchlight.

"WIIl you marry ne before sonething el se happens?"”

"Yes," she heard herself answer with renmarkabl e ease.
He lifted her hand and slipped a ring on it, a large

teardrop enerald. She gasped in amazenent. "Andar! Oh,
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Andar...oh, it's...amazing!" Tears nearly as large as the
enmeral d ran down her cheeks.

"Thank God. | thought | would never get this far," he
said with a half-serious show of relief.

He ki ssed her a long joyous kiss while a hushed and
reverent silence fell over the entire dining area. Wen at
| ast they broke apart there was a soft whistle and polite
cl appi ng. Looking sheepish, they both burst into | aughter.

#

They were supposed to neet Ursula at Tikal, 190 mles
north of Guatemala City in the dense | ow and jungle of E
Pet én. But, when their Aviateca flight |anded on the rough
airstrip, Steinldowe was handed a nessage stating that she
had returned to Guarida d' el Tigre to pack her things and
m ght see themthere if they returned in time. Wth her
customary good manners, she pointed out the things she had
enjoyed at Ti kal and wi shed them a pl easant excursion.

Kam |l le felt a rush of shane and sadness as she stood
wat ching Steinl éwe turn the note over in his hand with
frowni ng countenance. He |ooked up, saw her expression, and
smled. "Do not feel bad. W cannot have everything just
the way we want it."

"I can't blanme her. | wouldn't behave as well. If I
i mgi ne nyself in her place | feel sick."

"Do not...don't do that. It acconplishes nothing.



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 231

Come, we will get our things up to the Jungle Inn and take a
jeep to the ruins. O we can walk if you are not too tired;
it takes only twenty mnutes."

Flying in over the green-matted jungle, Kam |l e had
soneti nes seen flashes of water from man-nade reservoirs,
for there were no natural wells in the dry, porous |inestone
of this area. Water was scarce even when the rains cane.
The liquid flash of reflected blue sky beneath the secretive
foliage had suggested the wi nking eye of sone anci ent Mayan
god. The white tenples jutting up out of the enerald
wi | derness were often called Arerica's first skyscrapers.

But when Kamlle stood in the Geat Plaza of Tikal and

| ooked up at Tenple I's high steps |l eading into the sky, she
t hought the sight even nore astounding than the view from

t he pl ane.

They started up the tenple steps, a steep clinb which
Kam | | e t hought sonewhat arduous in the heat but which
deterred her not in the least. The risers were unnaturally
hi gh and exacted a great deal of energy and bal ance. Her
ent husi asm for reaching the top was hei ghtened by the
knowl edge that the structure she stood upon was built by
Mayan architects in 700 A D. "Let's see,"” she cal cul ated,
"from1981 to...nore than twelve hundred years ago all of
this was being constructed and painted in dazzling color"
She knew t hat nunbers were of suprenme inportance to the Maya
and that every proportion in the design had a sacred
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religious significance.

Once in leaning a little too far out, she felt dizzy.
Sweat broke out on her forehead and nausea uncurled in the
pit of her stomach. What was this? She had al ways been the
first to reach the top of any hill, even if it was nore a
matter of stubborn will than strength. Steinldwe turned to
check on her progress, saw her face, and cane back down to
her. He lifted her hat and let it fall against her back,
hol di ng her neck, and blotting her face with his
handker chi ef .

"Do you want to go back down?"

"No! Not for the world. | think I |eaned out too far.
The angle is strange...so steep.” It probably wasn't the
pyram d at all, she thought, because she had been a little

dizzy earlier. So much excitenment and so nmuch Andar. She
smled to herself.

When they reached the top entrance she said, "I read
that the roof conmb is 145 feet up, so we are high." She
stood under the entrance lintel, |eaning against the wall.
The | edge at the doorway was narrow and | eft her with the
feeling of plungi ng down through space.

"Cone inside," Steinlowe call ed.

She entered to find the three tenpl e chanbers narrower
t han she had expected. Above were the grand corbelled
vaults. "The fanmous Mayan arch," she whispered in awe.

"Yes...ingenious. You like architecture?"
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"Of course...and everything about the Maya."

"Then you are in the right country,” he assured her
with lighthearted voice. "Do you feel better?”

"Yes, I'mfine."

“"No one is around to bother us. Let nme kiss ny sacred
princess.”

"And then throw ne down the steps?" she teased.

"Not very anusing." He pulled off her hat, brushed her
hair away from her forehead and ki ssed her there then her
cheek, as if testing her tenperature. "Your cheek is danp."

She swayed agai nst him swall owed, and cl osed her eyes.

"You are dizzy, Kamlle," he said with worried voi ce.

"Yes," she nmuttered with a carel ess | augh agai nst his
shoul der, "because |I've found a lion in the Tenple of the
G ant Jaguar. Everything here is jaguars and serpents.”

"The same jaguars and barba amarilla that are out
roam ng the jungle at this nonent."

They gazed over the wild verdure then down on the G eat
Pl aza, which he told her had a pre-Christian history.

Across fromthemwas the | ower Tenple of the Masks.

"Once these tenples were painted in brilliant colors,™
she said. "What | wouldn't give to see into the past when
everything was new and flourishing in all its grandeur and
nmystery."

"Sone things were not so pleasant in that thousand
years or nore of drama. There was occasional slaughter in
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the cult of the mathematical w zards,"” he rem nded her.
"Just like real life," she coment ed.
From their high vantage point they stood with arns
entw ned, | ooking out across the jungle. How nany secrets
still lay beneath the tangled vines, Kam || e wondered.

"l guess we shoul d make our descent,"” she said with
nore courage than she felt.

"I wll go first, Liebchen. Take your tinme and keep
your head down facing the steps.”

They worked their way down the steep risers, leaning in
agai nst the pyramd in the beating sun, until they reached
the last step, fromwhich he junped and then lifted her,
rewardi ng her with a kiss. Her face was flushed and she was
per spi ring.

"W will not go to the nuseumtoday,"” he said. "I wll
put you to bed and | eave you al one so that you can rest."

"What will you do?"

"First 1 amgoing to call "Tigre" and see if Usulais
there. Do you understand, Kam || e?"

"OF course," she said at once. "And then what?"

"I have a friend here. He will invite ne for a drink,
and we will solve a few of the world' s nore recent
probl ens. "

"I love this place. | feel different here. There's
something magical... And | love sharing it with you."

"Then we will cone back until all the sly Mayan gods
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have whi spered their secrets to you," he proni sed.
#

Upon Kam |l e's return to Esperanza Ixil greeted her at
t he door, bowi ng her head and cl aspi ng her prayerful hands
and then clutching either side of her winkled face with
delight. Kamlle hugged her with gratitude for such a
devot ed wel cone.

Steinlowe left her to her affairs after inviting her to
the Little Tiger hacienda the next evening for supper.

She rushed over to the school, greeted the teachers,
and listened to the children, the younger of whomwere still
singing yul etide songs. Their bright dark eyes foll owed her
as they sang, tender, high voices soaring up to the rafter
beans as she sat enjoying themand breathing in the strong
wax and cedar fragrance of the room A conforting feeling
envel oped her and she knew that she had really cone hone at
| ast.

In the late afternoon with the intense sun plummeting
straight for the nmountain peaks, she forced herself to go to
Bartel's studio. It would not do to |let the fear of going
there grow to a troubling avoidance. Wth poundi ng heart
she pushed open the door and entered. Once again, she heard
Mata's yielding cries as she had | ain exposed on the bl ue-
clothed bed. The girl was gone -- Ixil had said this in a
succi nct voice without explanation. Kamlle intended to
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| ook for Mata and try to confort her, imagining that her
suffering nust be great. Pondering a little nore the pretty
young Indian girl's di sappearance, she sorted with haste
through Bartel's personal effects. She paused a nonent.
Shoul d these things be sent to soneone? I|f so, to whon?

Per haps there was a clue sonmewhere. At the back of a secret
desk drawer, which she had mani pul ated until she di scovered
the nethod of rel ease, she caught sight of a journal with a
marker in it. The sprawling words were witten in blue ink.
Surely somewhere inside was the nention of a fam |y nenber,
a relative. She flipped back and forth through the pages
until her eye fell upon the nanme of Steinldwe. She began to
read the entry, dated nearly two years earlier.

"Today has been hell arguing with that
intransigent woman. It is Steinldwe's subtle
intervention, this neww |l giving remnaining
interest to the daughter of the North American
couple. Anything to keep nme from Esperanza.

A young woman in possession here he could

deal with, since they seemto flock to his
door. | see that the fight is really between
me and Steinl éwe: the drunken artist, as | am
known, and the Nazi con artist. Wwo will wn?
He knows as well as | do that there is nickel-
beari ng ore under the | ower valley floor of
Esperanza, enough to rival the lucrative
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deposits at Lake |zabel. The export value is
undeni able. For the nonment he has the upper
hand. If the |land goes to the daughter, he
knows he can get it. That is precisely

how confidant this womani zi ng bastard is.

| have a fewtricks left, only I nmust stop
drinking. | ama damed bl oody sot."

Wth shaki ng hands she cl osed the journal and, tucking
it under her arm wal ked fromthe room dazed, absently
bumping into things. Thus Bartel reached out fromhis grave
to taunt her with nore deadly poison; a poison that she
could taste, that m ght seep into her heart, driving her
from Steinl 6we forever. |If only she hadn't fallen so
qui ckly under his spell. Suspicion nounted upon suspi cion,
St ei nl 6bwe' s passi onate devotion, his concern, his gentl eness
distorted, warped by a few devastating words on a page. WAs
it happening al ready? WAs her inpassioned heart succunbing
to the creeping fear that Steinlowe was really someone with
unspeakabl e, self-serving interests? Now, because her |ove
was again tainted with Bartel's venom there nust be anot her
agoni zing confrontation, one that already |eft her body cold
as ice and drai ned of hope.

The soot hing shower, the siesta intended after her work
in Bartel's studio were forgotten. She was weak with dread
and fear, her knees al nost buckling under her as she wal ked
straight to the Land Rover. She was on the road before she
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reali zed what had happened. Her long braid |ay across her
breast; fine hairs teased | oose by the blow ng wi nd played
over her fixed gaze. Still dressed in her casual sl acks,
sandal s, and shirt, she cared for nothing but the end of
what was to come. On the seat beside her lay the journal
She had read nothing nore in it, could hardly bear to | ook
at it. There was an acrid taste of fear in her nouth. She
was driving too fast, sliding over |oose debris on the
curvi ng road.

Renenberi ng al nost nothing that had passed before her
during the drive, she found herself in front of the tile-
roof ed casa of El Tigre Pequefio. She got out of the Rover
wi th sl ow novenents and studi ed the house. |Its broad dark
wi ndows | eered back at her. Picking up the journal she
wal ked toward the casa, her heart racing out of rhythm

Steinl bwe cane fromthe yard, wearing khakis over work
boots. He hurried toward her with questioning eyes, but the
| ook on her face brought himto a standstill before he
reached her. "Kamlle! Wat is it?"

She found herself unable to speak and | ooked at him
with a hel pless, frozen gaze. He started toward her, amazed
when she put up her hand and stepped back.

"Who are you?" she managed, her voice strained and
broken. She saw unm stakable fear in his eyes. Fear for
what ? Di scovery? Her body was visibly shaking.

"Cone here, ny love," he said, noving toward her.
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"Nol "

"My God, what has happened? Let ne get near you."

"No! \When you get near ne I'mlost.”

"Cone up on the veranda." Hi s voice had gone strange
and cautious, as if dealing with hysteri a.

Was she hysterical, she wondered as she clinbed the
steps. The journal was held in her fingers |ike sonething
about to catch fire, and she sat ready to spring away.

"What is that you have?"

She laid the journal in her lap, fingering it with
nervous hands. "It was Bartel's."

"Ajournal...wth information that seeks to incrimnate

nme in some further way," he said. H s voice had cool ed.

"Yes," she whi spered.

He knelt beside her chair, the pupils of his eyes |arge
and bl ack, consum ng the soft gray irises.

"Kam | le? Oh, Kind, what are you doi ng?"

"Don't...don"t...don't," she inplored.

There followed a long silence, and then he said with a
sl ow, dead voice, "You do not love nme, Kamlle."

She felt nauseous, overcone by a wenching sadness. "
| oved the Andar you gave to ne."

"Oh, Christ! That is clever. It so easily sets you
free while leaving ne with my guts torn out. You keep
trying me in absentia for the sanme crines." He stared into

her eyes. "O are there nore crimes this time? Yes, | see.
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| said | was going to kill Bartel, so of course | amguilty,
even though cleared by the police. There is sonething in
his journal which proves this, et cetera, et cetera."

Kam || e had never seen himlike this -- angry, yes, but
never so distraught and wild. He stood up and began paci ng,
his boots clicking on the tiles while he put his head back
and groaned. Then, stopping before her, he stared down at
her in silence and disbelief.

She opened the journal and held it out. "I only want
honesty between us,"” she said with gentl ed voi ce.

"No!" he roared. "I will not touch that filth!...not
assault ny eyes with the ravings of a lunatic! | cannot
believe..." H's voice broke and he | owered his head,

running his hand over his face. "Kamlle," he whispered in
a harsh voice of desperation. Then in the next instant a
change canme into his eyes. They were very hard now and
resolute as he spoke. "We were not neant to be." He smled
with bitterness. "Take your evidence and go, poor Kind.
You have made your point. You are free fromne at last."”
She stood up, twisting at the ring on her finger.
"No!" he shouted, throwi ng out his hands. "Stop it!
You have earned it. | have made you suffer...keep it!"
She couldn't get the ring off, felt herself nowtruly
hysterical. "I'll send it!" she cried and ran to the Rover.
She cried all the way honme, an erratic drive through
blinding tears. What had happened, she wondered. Oh, what
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had happened? Since the day she arrived in Guatenmala, life
had been nothing but a seesaw of ecstasy and pain. Now

| eaden pain plunged her to the depths and held her there
whil e ecstasy was catapulted far out of reach. Bartel had
his victory at last, and perhaps even Charlie, who had
taught her so well to mistrust. It sickened her. She

si ckened herself. When she stunbled into her bedroomthe
bed | ooked far too soft and conforting -- the place where
she had first lain with Steinl dwe, so enthralled and well -

| oved. The recollection would finish her now That pain
needed another to dull it. She threw herself down on the
hard floor, tossing with agony. 1In awhile, she groped her
way to the bathroom and searched, with swollen eyes, for the
sl eeping pills she had al nost thrown away. She downed two
of them kicked off her shoes, and crawl ed atop her bed in
her clothes. |[If only she could sleep until she were old as
t he Cuchumat anes Munt ai ns.

VI |

The hi gh peaks were dusted with snow when Kam |l e drove
home one day froma visit to her doctor in Huehuetenango,
having verified the assunption she had had for sone tine
that she was pregnant. How puzzled and nyopi c she had been
over the nausea and dizziness at Christmas. The idea of
becom ng a not her was sonet hi ng she had never really nuch
contenplated until sone tinme after she nmet Steinldéwe. Then
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later still, with a heart full of |ove, she had thought of
replacing his lost child. Now, she told herself with a sad
irony, she was replacing Steinlowe with his child. What
this meant had not really sunk in. Wth the onset of the
pregnancy, she had felt herself becom ng nore hel pl ess and
child-like instead of nore mature. This she attributed to
t he absence of a doting husband or parent, whose coddling
woul d soon have driven her to the opposite extrene. The
hel pl ess feeling had finally abated. For a while she cried
a great deal at odd nonments and vonited regularly at
breakfast but that, too, passed.

Her trusted nobzo, M guel, had been sent to Steinl éwe
with the boxed enmerald, but Mguel returned after the | ong
drive with the ring still in his possession. She slipped it
on her finger, renmenbering every detail of the night it was
given to her, then |l owered her head and wept. She tucked it
inside a | avender ponander and laid it away in a corner of
her lingerie drawer.

The planters around about had continued to invite her
to parties and small dinners or neetings, but she so often
declined for fear of running into Steinldwe that the
invitations dwindled. Oten alone, she struggled to find
sol ace in innovations for the school, especially a snal
natural history nuseumto which the eager children nade
vari ed and sonetines surprising contributions: |ive bats;
hat chi ng i guana eggs.
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Al ways, she went to talk with the boy Tzuli when he
managed to be carried to school. He sat in the classroom on
a pillowon the floor, because it was nore confortable. He
was used to sitting this way in the busy marketpl ace where
he hel ped his grandnother spin. She tried to explain that
it would take awhile to have answers fromthe letters she
had witten on his behal f.

"I have no hurry," he answered. "I do not think of
wal king...that it cones to ne."

H's Iinpid brown eyes | ooked up at her with a peacef ul
i nnocence, but his jaw was clenched tight. How he had
steel ed hinself, she thought, so nmuch so he woul d not even
allow hinmself to dreamof it. She sat down beside himon
the floor and brushed his hair fromhis eyes.

"It's all right to have |arge hopes, l|arger than we may
ever expect to have cone true. But this hope for you to
wal k is not beyond us, Tzuli, not at all."

"You hope, Sefiorita Penine. | wll do what | do."

She squeezed his hand and thought how quick and al ert
he was, and how deserving of so nmuch nore than he possessed.

#

The coffee harvest was over and, thanks to Rodol fo,
things were going well for Esperanza. She did wonder if
poor Rodolfo would flee in disgrace when the condition of
hi s Sefiorita Penine became obvious. Indeed, she worried
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constantly over how the lifestyle of Esperanza's gringa
woul d af fect the school. The Indians woul d perhaps forgive
her, because they thought it unnatural for a wonman of

marri ageabl e age to be celibate, husband or not. As to the
unborn child itself, her desire for it grew nore consum ng

t han she woul d ever have believed. She already thought of
it as a dependent little person who would fill her life with
joy and busyness. dd Ixil went about with a shrewd glint
in her eyes, knowi ng everything in |oyal silence. Her early
prophecy had conme true, and she was not surprised.

The | ast prediction Kam |l e herself would have made was
that the appearance of Mata would |ift her from her wetched
despondency. Mata sinply came out of the blue one day,
standing in the yard bedraggled and in tatters and nost
noti ceably pregnant. Kamlle, though far from show ng her
own pregnancy, felt an imedi ate bond with this soul ful
young girl who was so faithful in nmourning her dead | over.
Wthout a nonent's hesitation, Kam |l e wal ked across the
veranda, took the girl by the armand said, "Cone with ne."
She | ed Mata straight into her tile bathroom for the
gri eving young worman, once proud of her imracul ate
cl eanliness, had been roamng the wilds in desperation and
was covered with filth and lice.

Mat a had | earned her English fromBartel and spoke with
pecul i ar accented expressions which at first froze Kanmlle's
heart each time she heard them After a tinme, she grew fond
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of the British sound in the charm ng young Mam I ndi an's
voi ce, and even found it anusing.

"I wll take you to ny doctor, Mata," Kamlle said as
she scrubbed the girl's scalp and thick black hair that
first day, watching the fat lice drop into the bath water.

"Don't need no bl oody doctor,"” Mata replied with scorn,
and Kam |l e got her first dose of Bartel's |ingual
i nfl uence.

"But you will cone for ne, won't you? He is a good
man, and |'mnot afraid of him"

"I amnot afraid of him too," Mata said with a |arge
smle.

"Ch, where on earth have you been? There are little
burrs in your hair. |I'mafraid we'll have to cut them out.
And you have insect bites all over your |ovely skin."

"Garrapatas and nostacillas,” Mata said, neaning big

and little ticks. "I have old woman kill these quite well,
but nore conme. | go to the sacred ceiba to burn copa

before idols for Stewart. | very busy. | go to the brujo
in the high up, who says Stewart sinply will not speak to ne
now. | have to get clean first...nmy soul clean. | think ny
soul is very clean now. | burn incense. | sing all night
and ask ny nagual god -- this is a clever bird -- to fly

where Stewart is.”
"Ch, Mata," Kanmlle said with tears in her eyes. "You
are so trusting, so faithful."
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"Look at this water. Howdirty it is. Ugh! | really
abhor this. But | amclean all over and ny soul, too."

Mata lifted her dripping head and gave Kam ||l e a broad,
white, heart-nelting grin. Her sad doe eyes began to
sparkle with new hope now that she was reclining in such
fragrant splendor. She held up the bath salts, studying the
bottle. "I like this pink trash you put in. Snells |ike
flowers in the nonte...nice." She |eaned back and cl osed
her sl eepy eyes.

Kam |l e stared at Mata's shining tan belly swollen with
child. A fewiridescent bubbles, so cheerful, rested on the
snoot h mound of stretched skin. The girl was hardly nore
than a child herself, yet in the eyes of nen she woul d be
very much a woman, exquisitely fornmed and very tenpting.

The girl was tired, but Kamlle wanted her to eat. She
asked Ixil to nake Mata a sandwi ch and to give her a | arge
glass of mlk and fresh fruit.

"M |k make her sick," Ixil said. "Her stomach not want
this."

“"All right then orange juice."

I xi| rmunbled to herself as she worked in her |arge,
orange-red and blue tile kitchen. "This place going to be

full of babies. No nman...just woman and babies. Sure sone
how do- you-do. "

Overhearing this, Kamlle |laughed with great relish.
She coul d detect expressions that nust have been her Aunt
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Cathline's, but she heard alnpbst no British sound in Ixil's
speech, for while Aunt Cathline' s voice had been high and
perfectly formed, she had not the strong accent of Bartel.
Next to Kamlle's bedroomwas a little sewi ng room and
she had M guel nove a single bed in there so that Mata coul d
rest safely and be near when her tine cane. Mta was
overjoyed. Her little brown hand slid over the mahogany
bedst ead, and she threw herself onto the soft quilted bed
with such force that Kamlle was fearful for the baby.
" Mata assured her. "This baby
is capital. | think it wll be Stewart again.”

"Really...don"t worry,

"Ch God, | hope not," Kam |l e whispered, rolling her
eyes toward the ceiling.

"I really think you ought to teach ne better,” Mta
said, staring at Kamlle while reclining on her back in one
of Kamlle's printed flannel nightgowns. "I amquite sure
that sonmetinmes ny English is very nmistaken. Stewart did not
like it, and I think it is because he will not speak to ne
now fromthe brujo."

"You think it is why he will not speak to you," Kamlle
corrected her, and thus began the first of endless sessions
in English granmar, which gave Mata nuch pride and Kamlle a

warm fam |ial pleasure.
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One afternoon as Kamlle, Ixil, and Mata were all
sitting around the |large pine work table in the kitchen,
trimmng and cutting up sweet white-fl eshed Guatenal an
pi neapples for the children, Mata asked, "You have sone nman
where you |ive before?”

Kam ||l e | ooked up, startled. "Sone man?"

"Husband...lover? You pretty old, no?" Mata persi sted.

"No! I'm..I'm..l don't knowif I"'mthat old."

" How ol d?"

"I"ve just turned thirty, you little busybody."

"So old!' You |look like sonme girl," Mata said with
surpri se.

"AKind," Kamlle nmuttered, feeling a little pain
starting in her chest.

“"No man?" Mata insisted.

"Yes, yes, | had a man. He was a...a bad person.™

"A bad | over? He beat you?"

"Nei ther of those."

“"Not very bad, | think," Mata said. "You are like
Stewart...too -- what does he say?-- too partica.”

"Just like Spanish: particular,” Kamlle said with
little enthusiasmat being conpared to Stewart Bartel.

"Men al ways bad," Ixil interjected. "Al ways trouble."

For heaven's sake, | ook at your own lover's terrible
faults, Kamlle wanted to say to Mata, but she had no
intention of bringing up Stewart again, hoping he would
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eventual |y be expunged from Mata' s conversati ons.

Yes, Charlie had been a good lover. Certainly, he had
never laid a finger on her, although she thought of him as
dangerous. But he had not really loved her...not in the way
she had been | oved by... What could she be thinking?
Hadn't she refuted Steinl 6we's | ove as fal se.

"Stewart need ne big nuch...but stupid,” Mta broke
into Kam|le's dark perplexity with a matter-of-fact
i ntuitiveness.

"What does this nman? H's work?" Mata inquired.

"Ch lord! He was...is, | suppose, a |lawer."

"Aliar?"

Kam |l e threw down her knife and giggled with Mata and
I xil, who were |aughing right along with her w thout know ng
why. "Ch yes! OCh yes, he was certainly a liar!"

"All man liars. So," Mata said, her lively face
settling dowmn to a sharp understandi ng, "he has too many
woman?"

"Well, that, yes, and a job | didn't like."

"Too many worman," Mata said, convinced of her
assunpti on.

"Too many wonan is here,” Ixil said, "and no nman, not
one...but the jefe out there." She waved her armto the
out si de where, in the distance, Rodolfo could be seen
mounting his horse.

"What do you nean, Ixil?" Kamlle questioned with a
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close look at Ixil's unrevealing face.

"These pifias done,"” Ixil said, punctuating her
statenment by sticking her knife point down in the cutting
boar d.

#

Near the end of February, the finquero Sefior Juan
Moreno's wife called to invite Kanmille to a | arge gathering
at their haci enda.

"I'f you do not conme this tine | will think you do not
i ke us," Sefilora Moreno said with frank persuasion.

"Ch, how untrue!" Kamlle protested. "I haven't
forgotten how kind you and Sefior Moreno were when | cane to

| earn about coffee. | |ike you very nuch."

"Then will you not cone?"

“I...you see, |'ve never invited you here, and this I
intended...l want you to cone, very nuch. | don't know

when, but surely when the school and...and other things are

better under control..." Kamlle's rushing voice halted.
She was falling through the hol es between her words and
feeling the flushed enbarrassnent rising in her face as she
| eaned against the wall, gripping the receiver.

"Of course, we will surely cone one day. Do not
concern yourself. But that has nothing to do with our
invitation to you. WIIl you cone?"

"Wth great pleasure. Wat tine?" Kamlle said,
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utterly trapped. She hung up the phone and coll apsed into a
padded banboo chair. After all her clever dodgi ng she was
finally to be forced into appearing at a place where she was
bound to neet Steinl dwe.

She sat staring at her hands. The nails, she noticed,
still contained sonme purple pignment; this norning she had
been teaching the youngest children finger-painting. Truly,
she had enjoyed herself as nmuch as they, giggling with them
and swirling her fingers through the |Iush purple color she
had m xed herself. "Now this is a dove,"” she said with
cheerful instruction, wi ping off the purple-tipped braid of
an anber-eyed little girl, "La Paloma. See the cloud above?
Pretty. La Nube -- cloud.” Running one of her violet nails
beneat h anot her, she continued to ponder her predicanent.

What happy persona will | present at the Mreno' s? she
wondered, as if she nust begin rehearsing a part for a stage
play. Well, I can only be nyself, she thought with a sigh,
only ny rather naive and, as Mata says, partica self. She
| aughed al oud, but it did not bolster her confidence.

Al t hough she didn't |ike to encourage Rodol fo's anorous
noti ons, she decided to ask himto acconpany her to the
Moreno's, as a conforting foil for her weak knees. Perhaps
now was the tine, after all, to get out before she began to
show her pregnancy, for then nothing would drag her to a
gat hering of gaping |ocal eyes.

On the day of the party, she energed froma dreany soak
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in her tile bath and stood | ooking at herself in her mrror
fromvarious angles. She really only felt that her abdonen
had swollen slightly, for she could see that no one el se
woul d be able to tell at all. 1n what should she cl ot he
hersel f? What understatenent of fashion would conpl enent
her wish to go unseen? The day was warm and pl easant. She
chose a mandarin-collared dress with short sleeves. The
dress had a rather thick lining in the bodice, which was cut
to give special support, so that she would not have to wear
a bra; she hated their constriction, and lately her breasts
were tender and sensitive. The satiny hue of the dress was
a muted, pale beige with tiny shining threads of gold, which
froma distance | ooked |ike thickly creamed bl ack tea. Wen
she tried it on she was surprised at how well it matched the
portions of her hair that had been |ightened by the sun.

The dress col or enhanced the depth of her anber eyes, which
t hensel ves possessed that spangl ed, chatoyant quality of
tiger's-eye gens.

Her face was flushed, her expression nore secretive and
delicate now. \Wenever she | ooked at herself in a mrror
|ately, she always felt astonished at her condition; the
woman | ooki ng back possessed a certain soft serenity that
made her smle. Today she had to keep telling herself that
no one would notice all this nystery to which she was
hel pl essly tuned.

Ixil came to do her hair, twisting it over her skilled
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little hands in a soothing manner and piling it atop her
head. She checked to see that it was not too severe, then
slid her bare feet into a pair of openworked, caranel punps,
glad that it was perfectly acceptable to go around w t hout
nylons -- if one did not break any of the rules it was

possi ble to nove freely, unencunbered by gossip.

Rodol fo's polite eyes flashed over her with deep
appreci ation, and he bowed, holding his hat with both hands.
Kam |l e was so touched that guilt leapt into her throat, and
she hurried out to the car, averting her face.

When they arrived at the Mdireno's, Rodolfo stayed by
her side, introducing her to those finqueros on the fringes
of the gathering whomthe Mrenos had nmissed in their
felicitous introductions. They were all warmy generous
wi th praise and acceptance. Steinlowe was not present, and
she was beginning to relax and enjoy this congenial society
for which she had quietly |onged. Standing where she could
see the guests arriving, she was still wary, preparing
herself for the worst. Eventually, Sefior Moreno cane up,
teasing her with attentive praise and her eligibility for
mat ri nony, and | eading her off to show her the barbecue pit.
A side of beef of massive proportion was slowy turning
under a cloud of blue snoke. Her host then led her to a
| ong table of drinks. She chose a punch, thinking it would
be mlder than a cocktail, but it was anply spiked. 1In no
time at all, she was glowing with good will and feeling
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excessively fond of all nature, especially the gol d-dusted
hel i ot rope nountains in the distance.

A band was playing just off the portico. A few people
sat nearby, listening or tal king; others danced. She stood
by a col umm, sipping her drink and inhaling the sweetness of
white ginger, its fragrance wafted up to her from bl oom ng
clunps bel ow her feet. A steward passed by with nore punch;
| ovely thick crystal glasses, sweating droplets of water and
sloshing with the iced crimson liquid. She hel ped herself,
alittle amazed, but feeling so kindly toward everyone and
everything, even the tall white ginger stalks for saturating
the air with their spice. Rodolfo cane up and asked her to
dance.

"I wonder if | renmenber how," she said with a | augh.

"It is natural as wal king, Sefiorita Penine," he replied
with an encouraging smle.

Wth Rodolfo she found that it was indeed as natural as
wal ki ng. She enjoyed it so nuch that she danced several
nore, and felt her face glowing with pleasure at the rhythm
and at following himso well. He was an expert dancer, and
she told him so.

"Ah, dancing is natural to ne," he said with pride.

But then it happened, just when she was finally not
expecting it, without warning or preparation, w thout being
able to do anything but conply. Steinléwe had put his

polite hand on Rodol fo's shoul der and taken her away. He
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nmust have stood with his drink and watched her. She coul d
snel | the al cohol, although he gave no indication of feeling
nore of its effects than she. How could he cone to her |ike
this, so easily, after so nuch of her cruelty and m strust?

She couldn't Iift her head. Her face brushed agai nst
the soft cashnmere jacket and she stared at his open-necked
shirt. There entered her nostrils the famliar snmell of his
col ogne, tobacco, Spanish soap, causing her to stunble in a
sudden rush of excitenent which angered her. He caught her,
readjusted his arm very nuch felt over her back, and noved
across the floor with effortless steps. The nusic stopped.
He stepped off the floor, still holding her hand, and lifted
anot her gl ass of punch froma passing tray, offering it to
her. She was going to refuse, but it was sonething to do;
heaven knew she needed sonething to keep her hands from
flying around her. She could still feel the lingering sting
of his arm burni ng across her back.

"Eventually you will have to ook at nme," he said with
a small ripple of amusenent in his voice.

She |ifted her steadied eyes and | ooked into his. The
enlarged pupils glittered with apprai sal as he raised an
eyebrow, concentrating hard.

"You seem happy. You are...nore beautiful." He
frowned and shrugged. "Perhaps you are in love. But | was
wong to give you this. | think you have drunk a little too

much. He reached for her already hal f-enpty gl ass.
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Drawi ng her hand qui ckly away, she lifted the gobl et
and drai ned the remainder.

"I amsorry," he said with a | augh, "Forgive that. I
al ways think I nmust watch out for you. It is this upturned
nose. You |look |like such a Kind, such a helpless little
Kind. But it is far fromtrue. You are really...l think
very self-sufficient.”

She coul d think of absolutely nothing to say, nothing
cutting or clever or even polite. In fact, the spiked punch
had gone bad. The drinker's maudlin stage swept over her
prematurely, triggered by the word Kind; it would al ways be

an intimate and pai nful endearnent, and he knew it.

"I'"ve been on ny feet too |long, and, yes, |'ve drunk
too nuch for an enpty stomach,” she finally admtted.

"I wll get you food."

"No!...thank you. | think Rodolfo wll."

For a nonment, he was silent and, she suspected,
practicing his cultivated self-control. Hi s darkened eyes
travel ed over the grounds, searching. "Rodolfo is over
there talking. | cannot believe, however, that he is nore

fond of tal king than of making |ove."

"You' ve just insulted us both," Kam|lle said, turning
away in anger.

"Wait! Forgive nme again...please...ny apology. My I
get you sone food?"

“No, | couldn't...l mean not now...no thank you. Wy
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do you talk to me?" she asked in a hushed voice. "Wy do
you cone near nme? Wy do you--"

"Per haps we have both drunk a little too much,"” he
interrupted with no response at all to her intimte
guestions. "As long as Rodolfo is otherw se
occupi ed. .. maybe we can have a little exercise...get off the
veranda and |l et the night air rain down on our abused
heads. "

He took her hand without waiting for a response, and
Kam | le's entire being was at once concentrated in her
captured fist.

"What is this?" he said, exam ning her fist. "Such a
tight knot of anger. Then have it back. W wll walk."

She followed him really eager to find a spot of
cool ness, to find a haven fromthe eyes which she had begun
to suspect were staring. They wal ked away fromthe torch-
it barbecue, along a row of ti shrubs, and far out across
the lush green lawns. He turned now and then to see if she
was still there, and conti nued.

They cane to a |large cashew tree, a spreading, round
abundance of dark | eaves. Under it, they sat on a bench and
wat ched the sun go down, gazing from beneath the |eafy
branches that held bronze-tipped clusters of ripening nuts.
The party was only a distant hum but the turnmoil of their
silence was scant relief. A nelting red sun fell behind the
peaks by degrees of gold, crinson, mauve, and gray.
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Kam |l e's head was reeling with al cohol and confusi on.

How coul d he have wanted to dance with her, even to speak to
her? And how could she have followed hinf? Wat was she
doing sitting here as if with soneone for whom she cared
deeply? The sky was al nost dark now, and she shivered as he
| eaned close to | ook at her face. Their relationship was as
i npossible to turn around as tinme. Nothing had changed.

Yet she knew what was goi ng to happen, and worse stil

wanted it. Conpletely overconme and bew | dered by her m xed
enotions, she pressed her hands to her cheeks. Her very
bones seened to shudder and cone unjointed; her body now
fragile, brittle as a broken figurine glued together and
about to be dropped again. She realized she was crying.

"It is all right,” he said. "It is just tonight...]ust
whenever we get too close...especially after a | ong absence,
because there is sonething...sonething we cannot find
anywhere el se.”

"Stop it! Please stop it, Andar. | don't know why |'m
here...can't understand why | do this. Oh, I'm-"

"Why coul d you not have | oved ne enough to believe?
Why coul d you not have | oved nme that nuch?"

H's voice was filled with a terrible wench of enotion,
sending her into a dark pool of msery in which she swiftly
sank |i ke a heavy stone.

"God! Oh God!" she cried, |ooking at himthrough her

tears with flashes of anger. "You'll never know how ruch
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l*ve hurt.”

"I know how much. That | know well."

"I try to avoid you...Il try to...to... | try not to go
where you mght be. [|--"

He grabbed her shoul ders and ki ssed her with a | unging,
wol fi sh nmouth, as though feasting upon sonething dreanmed of
through a long famne. He tore off his jacket and spread it
on the ground beside the bench, then pulled her down on top
of it. "Put your hands inside my shirt."

Wth dazed notions she unbuttoned his shirt and slid
her hands over his chest, laying her face there and slipping
her hands around behind his back. "Oh, help ne! Help ne to

stop this," she begged the dark void, begged herself, even
as her nouth whi spered agai nst that inescapable flesh.

He pushed her away from hi mand unbuttoned her dress to
the wai st, rubbing his face over her breasts while carrying
on a frenzied dialogue in between short jags of bitter
| aughter. "It seens | ama masochist. WII | ever get you
out of me? You want ny blood. Don't you? Don't you?" His
teeth clenched a tiny pinch of skin bel ow her shoul der,
broke it, and sucked. She swooned as a tingling sensation
clinmbed the back of her head. "Do it to ne," he demanded.
She pressed her teeth against his shoulder and bit, tasting
a drop of the amazing netallic fluid that drove his life,
and swal l owi ng. He groaned with the pleasure of pain
nmonmentarily canceling pain.
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Sliding his hands over her thighs, he found the snall
bit of |ace she wore and renoved it, his caressing hand
expl oring the noist center of her and nmaeki ng her quiver out

of control. "I want you...need you...we need each other.
May | ? Please? | amnot drunk. My | have you?"
"Yes," she gasped in a ragged whi sper.

"Tell me if | amhurting you. Tell ne what you want.
Tell me, Kind. Kind!"

"You! | want you I want you I want you!" she npaned
with an infinite surge of joy shooting up through her ever
so slightly swollen belly into her throat and spilling out
in a nuffled cry against his spent flesh.

They lay hol ding onto each other, gasping, Kkissing,
drained of strength, still in shock. He discovered one of
his hairs in her nmouth with his probing tongue and pl ucked
it out in the darkness with his fingers. He nuzzled his
head agai nst her while she kissed his danp chest, whispering
very softly, only for herself, "Onh, ny darling.” Too soon,
she heard the far sounds of the world returning and sat up.
He hel ped her dress, letting her finish the buttons.

"Have you slept with hin?" he asked, tucking in his
shirt.

"What! Who?"

"Rodol fo. "

"Ch, no...oh, no...oh, no...please."

"Have you slept with hin?" he demanded.
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“"No! Have you slept with U sula?" she responded,
al ready certain of the answer and feeling the heat rise in
her.

"Ursula is gone.™

"Did you sleep with her?"

"Of course. You know | did. She is not the kind of
woman who goes W t hout sex."

"And what kind am|?" she half sobbed, half shouted in
a fury of self-hatred.

He stood very still, and she could see his silhouette,
a livid black pillar against the distant lights. He knelt
and put his arns around her, hurtful, running his hands
across her back then suddenly letting go of her.

"You are my kind...unfortunately. You are a faithless
little Kind, so erotic, but sadly perverted...with a taste
for con nen...Nazis...nurderers."

Kam |l e was as stunned as if she had been sl apped
sharply across the face. Although bathed in warmair, she
began to shiver beyond control. She stood up, swaying a
little. He held onto her with one hand and snatched up his
jacket with the other, giving it a vigorous shake. "I
wonder what my coat |ooks |ike."

"I hate you!" she cried, tearing herself |oose from him
and running toward the lights. There was a searing pain in
her chest. He hates ne. He hates ne. She saw clusters of
peopl e eating, stuffing food dripping with red sauce into
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their nouths, forkful after forkful. Her stomach convul sed
trying to vomt its contents but there was nothing of any
substance in it. She was dizzy, so dizzy. Snatching up
anot her gl ass of punch and downing it, she headed into the
casa froma shadow side. In the foyer, she searched unti
she found her purse, then waited for visitors to energe from
the | ocked and much sought after guest bathroom

When she finally got inside and | ooked into the mrror,
she was surprised at what she saw. Having expected to see a
crunpl ed and depraved wetch, she found only Kamlle with
sad eyes and nothing in very nuch disarray. She quickly
strai ghtened her hair and dress, splashed water on her face,
and applied lipstick. But her hand was shaking so badly she
had to steady it against the mrror.

"I hate you," she said, looking into her stricken eyes.
"I hate you! | hate you!"

VI

Mat a' s baby started suddenly one norning at four
o' clock. She tugged at Kam |l e's ni ghtgown good naturedly
and rubbed her hand over her swollen mddle. Kamlle
yawned, releasing streans of tears, and stunbled off to wake
I xil, who had delivered many children of the Mam

"How can we get a doctor at this hour?" she wondered
half to herself with a worried countenance.

"Don't need,"” Ixil said. "Plenty babies conme before
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doctors."

"Neverthel ess, doctors cone in handy," Kamlle
i nsi st ed.

As they prepared Mata, Kamlle tried to recall all the
pertinent things she had learned in a first aid training
class. Before long she realized that the | abor was going to
be protracted. WMata cried, so angry when the baby refused
to arrive pronptly.

"Baby knows the father not here to see him Bl oody
shane!" Mata wail ed, tearing at her shift.

"I"'mworried, Ixil,"” Kamlle said. "lI"'mgoing for a
doctor right now"

"Baby is here when you get back," Ixil scol ded.

Ignoring Ixil's calmself-assurance, Kanmlle dressed in
a hurry and dashed out to the Land Rover. Just as she was
pulling out of the driveway, the nmbzo Nino ran up with the
news that the baby had at | ast arrived.

"N fa," Ixil said when Kam|le canme into the crowded
bedroom Three Indian wonen were standing in silence,
wat ching. Mata gave a broad snmile through her tears and was
al ready holding the tiny bundle of winkled skin.

"Pretty," Mata said, "Looks like a little pig."

"Thank goodness it's a girl," Kamlle nuttered, having
feared that Mata woul d nanme the baby Stewart and pretend
that it was her |over incarnate.

The alert Ixil had heard Kam|le's exclamation and
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said: "Grl just nore weeping."

A line of silent Mamwas form ng to have a | ook, and
Kam |l e had to shoo everyone out of the room She took the
baby in her careful arns and sponged it with a speci al
hygi eni ¢ solution she had purchased in preparation for this
event. Al the while, she tried to tell Mata how i nportant
it was not to |l et people grab the baby and breathe in its
face. She wapped it in a sterile, white flannel bl anket
and laid it inits net-covered cradle so that Mata could
catch a wink of sleep before feeding. The entire operation
was |ike a rehearsal, and she wondered who would help her to
reach a doctor when her time canme. She didn't think herself
as hearty a variety as Mata had proven to be. She would
have to prepare with great forethought.

#

The rel ationship between Kanmille and Mata grew into a
bond of sisterly camaraderie, and as the days passed they
shared with Ixil both the delightful nonents and extra
effort the baby had brought into the household. Wen
Kam|le fancied a trip to a nore distant market, she would
take Mata along with her, for Mata was both a good- natured
and a hel pful conpanion. Then old Ixil would tend little
Guacamlla --"That is too large a nane for such a tiny baby,
even if she does squawk like a little parrot,” Kam Il e had
told Mata. She had taken to calling the baby MIlie, which
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Mat a t hought very anusi ng.

On one of her nmarket-fancying days, a fine clear day,
Kam ||l e decided to drive to the busy Thursday market at
Huehuet enango. There she could find certain vegetabl es of
whi ch she had beconme quite fond and for which she |ately had
a craving. She waved good-bye to the little children in her
very popul ar painting class and | ooked in on sone of her
prize math students. Finally, she hurried up to the casa.
Hunting up Mata, who was changing MIIlie's diaper, she asked
if Mata would like to go al ong.

"I wll goif you let nme to dress |like you," Mata said.
“I like la ropa...the...clothes...of you."

"You don't want to wear your lovely huipil and refajo?"
Kam |l e asked with surprise.

"No, no, | want to wear shirt and slacks...with the
hi gh heel s. ™

"No skirt? But what will the wonen say? Perhaps they
will say the gringa is making you | ook strange."”

"I do not care. | think you are stunning...even for
the Mama," Mata teased, patting Kamlle's slightly rounded
abdonen.

"Ch lord, | wonder how big this baby will get,"” Kamlle
ponder ed, |ooking sideways in her mrror.

"How big is the father?" asked the wi se Mata. Her
inquiring eyes were suddenly full of thoughtful observation.

"Atall man, but not fat," Kamlle answered, feeling a
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sharp careen of her heart as she thought of Steinl éwe, and
of the first inmage she had of himstanding at the entrance
to his com da before they went in to dinner: a dark bl ond,
ruggedly nmasculine figure in a deep violet jacket, with gray
eyes so full of light they set her adrift in the pearly
cl ouds of a Washi ngton sky.

She had been about to put on a full snock shirt, but
| eaned close to her mirror to exam ne the small scar between
her neck and | eft shoulder. The sight of it made her wists
and ankl es ache with a confusing angui sh both delicious and
terrible, always producing an unquenchabl e desire that she
could in no way escape. Perhaps he had done this to make
her think of him it was not beyond his sly nature, she was
certain. She had heard that the Indians of San Martin
Sacat epéquez, a little town east of Quezaltenango, had anobng
themtall, arrogant nen who gave their wonmen a fierce bite
on the cheek when they nade | ove, and the wonen were very
proud of this mark. Mata was watching her with shrewd
scrutiny, and Kam || e grabbed her shirt fromthe bed,
pulling it over her head.

"The baby will be just right," Mata said with tactful
insight. She was examining Kamlle's slacks with interest.

"I think my slacks would be too |ong for you, Mata.
" m considered short, but I"'mtaller than you."

"I can fix in atrice," Mata said, sounding so very
British that Kam Il e had to | augh.
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She handed over a pair of her tan slacks, and an
excited Mata went off to nake the alterations while Kamlle
played with MIlie. 1Indeed, the surprising little
seanstress was back in no tine, wearing one of Kamlle's
white shirts with the sleeves rolled and the trim pressed
sl acks. She had even coiled her sleek braid atop her head
and put on new silver earrings.

"You | ook very sophisticated,” Kamlle told her with a
genui ne delight in her beauty.

"What i cat ed?" Mata asked, giggling.

"So-phis-ti-ca-ted. Very pleasing...show ng how smart
you are...how many good things you know. "

Mat a repeated the word slowly. "I like this big word;
a big word neans nore things."

"Sonetimes, but not al ways.

"Mata, you know the wonmen in the marketplace all wear
skirts. Are you sure they will not be angry at you for
wearing sl acks instead of a refajo?"

"You do it."

"I know | do, and Ixil thinks I shouldn't. | don't
Ii ke to upset anyone, but slacks are so practical. |1'mglad
they still fit...just barely."

"Do you think any man would |ike ne?" a coy Mata asked.

"Ch, Mata, you are very beautiful and smart,"” Kamlle
assured her little Mamfriend. She felt a bittersweet

surprise, glad Mata was recovering from Bartel sonmewhat but
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al so worried, for what man deserved Mata? What if she were
to find a man who |li ked too nuch aguardiente? Oh, | cannot
go on worrying over everything under the sun, Kamlle

scol ded herself while she sm|ed encouragenent at Mata.

They drove off to Huehuetenango with Mata singing,
| aughi ng, pointing, and gossiping. Kamlle was thoroughly
entertai ned, |aughing until she had to beg Mata to stop her
antics before they had an accident. In the market the
hilarity continued as they held up vegetables and fruits of
vari ous sizes and shapes, naking jokes and | aughing until
Kam |l e's stomach hurt, although she could not have said
preci sely what was so funny. It was sinply Mata, her
wonderful, fresh spontaneity, her willingness to spring back
to life after sorrow.

"Do put on your hat, Sefiorita Kamlla," Mata warned.
"Gingas has...have the sunstroke."

Kam |l e put on her hat and then bought a delicate
Pananma straw hat for Mata and adjusted it on her head.
"Very sophisticated,” she assured Mata with an admring
smle. WMata | ooked quite pleased.

"Ch, look...such beautiful chilacayote!" Kamlle
excl ai med, pointing to a fruit the color and size of
wat ernmel on but |ike a punpkin inside. "If I buy it will you
steamit with brown sugar? You always make it taste just
right."

"I wll,” Mata said with dignity.
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Kam | | e had bargai ned | ong enough to please the seller
and made her purchase when she | ooked up and, to her horror,
saw Steinl 6we wal king with a tall brunette, a striking wonman
whom she had never seen before. They were | aughing,
speaki ng in German, and carryi ng packages. Steinl 6we was
bar eheaded, his dark blond head easily discernible rising
above the throng. She stared at him the white shirt and
suede jacket, the trimtan slacks and famliar gleam ng
sorrel boots. How handsone he | ooked and how stunning his
conpanion. Kamlle felt suddenly dizzy, drained, honely,
sodden as a lunmp of clay. She ducked behind a stall,
| eani ng against an old brick wall to catch her breath.

"Sefiorita!" Mata cried, looking at Kamille with grave
concern and then back at Steinldwe. "Ahh," she said softly,
understanding com ng quickly into her eyes. "I will find

out who is this nujer,"” she said, stepping quickly away.

"No!" Kami |l e cried above the noises of the market.

"Do not worry about a little thing,” Mata call ed over
her shoul der, wavi ng her hand and swaying off, alnbst with
grace, on her high-heeled sandals. "I amnot so stupid.”

"Ch God!" Kam | le said al oud, cowering behind the
booth. She peeked around the corner and saw little Mata
standing at a nost becoming angle with her bared head tilted
back, one hand shadi ng her eyes, the other on her hip
hol di ng her hat. Just |ike a Vogue nodel, Kam |l e thought

as she watched Mata talking to Steinl6we. H's eyes were
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searchi ng over the marketplace and about to di scover her
hi ding place. Kamille ducked with a swift awkwardness,
| ooking to see if anyone had di scovered her strange
behavior. Very upset with Mata, she thought of running to
t he Land Rover and sul king there, or even driving off.
Presently, Mata returned by a clever, zigzagging route
and reported to Kam || e.
"I cannot understand who that nujer is,” Mata said with
a quizzical expression. "Those bl oody Germans has got nanes
wor se than so-phis-ti-ca-ted. Steinloéwe thinks | am so-

phis-ti-ca-ted also. 1Is he not smart?"

"Ch Mata, I'mso angry with you. | didn't want you to
go over there. Wat did you tell hin®"

"I tell himnothing. | was helping," Mata said with a
st ubborn and di sappointed folding of her arms. "That wonman
does not even speak English, for heaven's sake. | do not

t hi nk he cares so nmuch for her."
"It is none of our business. Let's go."
"W are not finish."

"Ch yes we are. |'mgetting out of here. Are you
com ng?"

"Al'l right," Mata grunbl ed, picking up the half-ful
mar ket basket. "Just when | amhaving a little fun to be

so-phis-ti-ca-ted."
"I wish | had never taught you that word."
"I likeit. And Steinldowe, he likes it also. On, |
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forget. He say to tell you hello. N ce, no?"

"No. "

The sun was slanting over the nountains, and a flock of
bi rds wheel ed, flashing |ike gold sequins above her
wi ndshi el d. She drove fast in silence, with i nages she had
tried to put aside crowding in upon her again: the torn and
bitter enotions Steinldwe had shown her at the Moreno party.
Yet, with the nenory her heart began to pound and her face
flush with thoughts that startled her. How long would his
sudden appearance so easily devour her heart? Her only hope
was to continue to avoid himuntil life had swall owed hi mup
for good. Perhaps this wonan was the one who would... Stop
it, she warned herself. You chose the path your conscience
recommended, now stop hurting, stop hurting. There was
nothing to do but exist in the present nonent, taking each
day as it canme and consigning the future to the deep pool of
life's nysteries.

#

No one at the school had as yet dared to say anyt hing,
al t hough the teachers seened to greet her with a little nore
shyness. Did they know or was it her imagination?

It was the children who had beconme one of her main
sources of pleasure. The natural history nmuseum was an
i mrense success and growi ng into other areas of interest.

"This was a wonderful idea, Seforita Penine," Sefiora
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Ortega, one of the school's zeal ous young instructors told
Kamlle. "I've heard nmany favorable comments fromthe
parents who wi sh their children to keep the beauty of the

| and and custons in their |earning.”

"The children take such interest and pride in the
objects they bring that it's bound to succeed,” Kamlle
said. "Even the parents are preparing things for their
children to bring. It's really a good sign that we have
this kind of famly involvenent, and it's their place, of
course...their museumto do with as they w sh."

The response was truly encouragi ng; as soon as the
proj ect got underway the parents, with as nuch enthusiasm as
the children, were bringing artifacts and ani nal speci nens
whi ch they thought inportant for the authenticity of their
rapi dly grow ng nuseo.

One afternoon as she sat | aboring over her bookkeeping
| edger, a little boy naned Cozca came and stood politely
besi de her desk. His face was a snooth coffee-cream shade
of tender flesh above his tidy uniformof white shirt and
tan pants. As he waited he stared down at his nervous,
shifting feet, covered in brown sandals, and whi spered,
"Serpiente.” Then he |ooked up at Kamille, his dark eyes
shining with eagerness. She smiled a greeting, noticing
that he was carrying a jar with a slotted |id.

"Hel l o, Cozca. Wat do you have there?"

"It is the live coral snake...for the nuseo."
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"Good lord!" Kamille cried, junping up with such haste
t hat she thought of a premature birth. She stared with
fascinated horror at the small, colorful snake which | ay
curled like a pretty necklace in its confining jar.

"Cozca, you have brought this very, very poi sonous
snake in a glass jar. Do you realize what m ght happen if
the jar broke and the snake escaped?”

"l am cui dadoso...care...careful, Sefiorita Penine. M
fadder says we nmust have this snake...if our nmuseo is to
have the truth of the land."

Kam |l e could not help but smle at little Cozca's
el egant way of expressing his earnest desire, and that of
his father. But as she studied the boy's gleeful expression
she sensed his m schievous delight at having startled her.

"I"'msorry, Cozca, | think in this case a dead snake
properly prepared for an exhibit would be better. M nd you,
| am not suggesting that you kill this one. And please be
careful with that jar." She frowned at the way the boy held
the jar, so fearless, against his chest.

"I will see what to do," Cozca said with a smle w se
beyond his years. Still, he hesitated a nonent,
di sappoi nted, perhaps hoping that he m ght be allowed to
t ake personal responsibility for the treacherous but
exquisite little reptile.

"You nust return that to your father," Kamlle directed

with a firmvoice. "By the way, your English is very, very



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 274

good. "

This praise partially soothed his ruffled feathers, and
an ent hused Cozca went off determi ned to render the snake
harm ess with the help of his parents, and possibly by sone
nmysteri ous process of sudden death which Kamlle did not
even want to contenpl ate.

"Don't kill it...please don't!" she called out as an
afterthought. "And please be careful, dear,"” she added.

She sat gingerly back in her chair, sighing with
relief, and began to | augh.

| nhal i ng deeply, she luxuriated for the thousandth tine
in the sweet resinous snell of the roonm s cedar and
mahogany. Beyond her w ndow she coul d see Rodol fo across
the green lawn, talking to NNno. One relaxed |l eg was bent
at the knee, crossing in front of the other, and he was
[ifting his Panama hat and settling it back on his head as
he tal ked. She thought of Ixil's pointed innuendo, ainmed at
Rodol fo as the only man about the place; the only eligible
man she had nmeant. What if Rodol fo were her husband? What
i f Sefiorita Penine vani shed forever into the rhythmc fl ow
of Esperanza, of this entire country, and she becane truly a
GQuatenal teca at last? She still had seizures of fear, the
fear of rejection and alienation. Yesterday, a shy but
concerned Indian girl had asked her if the devil was truly
the father of a baby growi ng inside her as sone of the
ot hers had suggested. This sort of superstition, which was
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ranpant anong the Indians, was what worried her nost. It
could too easily ruin all of her Aunt Cathline's |ong years
of work and nmake her own position untenable. Shouldn't she
have thought of that sooner? How could she so carelessly
have jeopardi zed sonmething so inportant? She grieved, and
it was one of the reasons she dared to contenplate nmarriage
to Rodol fo; a presunptuous idea. Wat nade her think that
Rodol fo w shed to marry a pregnant gringa? And yet, she had
Esperanza, of which he was i mensely fond. The idea had
nore than once crossed her mind, as if she had nothing to do
with its appearance. Then the hypocrisy of the notion would
hit her full force -- it was just what had turned her from
St ei nl 6we, just what she could not rid her m nd of assum ng.
Wiy then did it seem so unbearable in Steinl éwe's case and
not in Rodolfo's. The answer flew at her like a bird with
outstretched talons that raked her heart. She had wanted
Steinlowe to | ove her only for herself because she was so
hopelessly in love with him It was the slightly bent
eternal triangle. Could she growto |ove Rodolfo if he
woul d have her? He was handsonme, intelligent, attentive,
and toget her they nmanaged Esperanza very well. Perhaps
after the child came Rodolfo would... No, she nust depend
on herself now Everything el se was wi shful thinking, the
specul ation of a |lonely pregnant woman who had | earned a
hard | esson. Al those years of cautious |iving and now
this. She laughed aloud with a sad bitterness.
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"“Andar Steinl owe," she whispered with undeni abl e
| onging. How has this all cone to pass? she asked in
t houghtful silence. That night at the Moreno's | would have
done anything you asked of ne, anything, but you only wanted
to punish ne. There is nothing |eft but nutual cruelty.
And the worst torture is the nmenory of your tenderness,
those two days on the beach at Likin. You wanted to know
nore of ny childhood and told nme nore of yours. Unbearable.
Those nenories were repeated in weak nonents when she
| ay al one and sl eepless in her bed. They were powerful
enough to send her rushing out into the cold night air.

#

A night of howing wind. Kamlle clinbed out of bed
and began a restless wandering back and forth through the
chill house. The eerie cry of the wind taunted her,
unsettling, so lonely and haunting. At |ast, she nade
herself a cup of hot chocolate and went into the |ibrary.
She sank down in the big | eather chair behind the reading
desk and stared at Bartel's painting of her aunt.

"Please inpart to ne a little of your wisdom" she

whi spered. "I am making a nmess of things...of ny personal
life at least. |In that departnent, you would not be proud
of me. I'mso sorry."

The cheerful blue eyes stared back at her, always so
full of hope, for wasn't hope the very word in Spanish her
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Aunt Cat hline had chosen to nanme her finca? She stared and
stared at the portrait, trying to renenber sonething,

sonet hing that was tapping away at the back of her mnd. A
heavy tiredness pulled at her eyelids and wei ghted her
feverish bones. Her head sl unped over as she fell into a
deep sleep of frenetic inmages.

She was sitting in the brujo's little hut again. The
dark hen was cackling, and she could hear the |aughter of
| xi| outside the door. Then the glistening, dark eyes of
Pap Ixtlan turned fully upon her. "Ginga, La Dofia Usted
escribe...the Dofla wites to you...you nmust read her words."
Hi s voice was very clear. Once again the chanting began,
repeating: "You nust read her words...you nust read her
words. ..read her words."

Kam |l e awoke with a gasp. There was not a sound in
the room only the wi nd outside whistling over the casa
roof. Looking up in the soft |ight she studied the painting
of her aunt until her eyes fell upon the little book,
clutched with such affection in the hardworking fingers. It
was small and gilt-edged like a diary. A diary! O course
-- It was a diary. And it nust be sonmewhere in the casa.
But where? Her intent eyes travel ed over the bookshel ves,
back and forth, searching, tired but with a grow ng
excitenent. There was no visible evidence of a book |ike
the one in the portrait, but she was not disheartened. She
woul d call Don Tonmas in the norning and ask him for she was
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sure he would verify her strong conviction that such a
journal did exist.

After breakfast, Kamlle lay in her hammock on the
veranda, waiting for Don Tomds. She was playing with little
MIlie, whom Mata had placed in the hamock besi de her
godnot her, Sefiorita Kamlla. The baby curled its tiny hand
around her finger. She could make it smle so easily that
she was sure it was in no danger of devel oping Bartel's
unhappy di sposition.

Mat a canme and touched her hand with gentle pressure
agai nst Kam|le's abdonen. "Wy you not--"

"Way don't you," Kamlle corrected.

"Ckay, but let me to finish. Wy don't you not tel
that finquero about this baby?"

"CGood | ord, no!"

"Bartel not want...do not want ne to have baby. | care
not. | want. Plenty of wonman cone and go with Steinldwe,
but they got no babies. Wy you think he | et you have this
one?"

"Well, he...he has no idea."

Mat a shook her head. "You know what | say: he do not
worry to make this baby. Wy you think, Sefiorita Kam || a?"

"Because we didn't...he didn"t...l don't know," Kamlle
said, puzzled at her own inability to answer. "l should
have done sonething nyself,"” she whispered, but w thout mruch
convi cti on.
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"That man plenty smart. | think he wants to nake this
baby, no?"

n I\b! n

"That man, he want sonething."

"Ch no, first Bartel and now you," Kamille said with a
soft groan. "Please don't talk about this, Mata. And

pl ease. .. pl ease say nothing about this to anyone. You

prom sed. "

"I not say nothing," Mata said with indignation.

Kam | | e handed cheerful, gurgling MIlie to her nother
and lay in the hammock with her eyes closed, thinking of
Mata' s di scerning questions. Wy had Steinl dwe never been
concerned about a child? Ws it nore deviousness? Did he
assune that if such a thing happened she would have to marry
himin desperation? She blushed to think that in their
heat ed encounters a child was far from her consideration
The responsibility was hers now. She would tell him
not hi ng.

Presently, Don Tomas arrived. He sat on the veranda, a
l[ittle nore withdrawn than usual. Kam|le wondered if he
t hought that he had sonmehow failed his Dofia by all owi ng her
niece to fall into personal abuse. She spoke of the school
with excitenment, trying to assure himof her devotion to its
success.

"How i s your work for the boy, Tzuli?"

"Ch, Don Tomés, sonetimes it's so frustrating | could
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weep. M heart breaks for this wonderful child. Letters
keep com ng back to ne telling ne how over-extended their
funds are, how they would like to help but...et cetera, et

cetera, et ceteral!"™ She threw up her hands with a tenporary
dismay. "But | will not give up," she insisted.

"You will be rmuch | oved here,” Don Tomas said quite
unexpectedly. "The Dofla woul d be nobst proud of you."

"I"mnot so sure of that, but oh what it neans to hear
you say it."

"It is only the truth,” he assured her.

At |l ast she brought up the diary and waited for his
reply as he sipped his coffee.

"Ah, si, the diary," he said, leaning forward with eyes
t hat suddenly appeared m schi evous. He studied her with a
careful interest. "I think it was a very inportant part of
her | ast days. This should be nost useful to you. |
t hought you had read it by now, Seforita Penine."

"But | only guessed at its existence. | have no idea
where it is.”

"I's it not inthe library safe?" he asked, now grinning
wi del y.

Kam | | e excused herself and went at once to the
library. Many tinmes she had opened the old iron safe, and
t hought she was famliar with all its contents. This tine
she opened it and reached far into the back, running her
hand over a narrow shelf very near the top. And there it
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was! Her trenbling fingers touched upon a snmall book, the
book of so much nystery. She drew it out and saw that it
was bound in norocco |eather well worn with handling. Al
this time it had been at her fingertips. She al nost wept
with regret and joy.

"So you have it," Don Tomas sai d when she rushed out
onto the veranda, waving the diary. "Then | |eave you to
your reading. Perhaps the little book wll answer nmany of
your questions. In fact, | have no doubt of it."

He smled with twi nkling eyes and bowed with a polite
sweep of his hand. Then, easing his Panana hat down upon
his graying crown, he departed the veranda.

"Ch, Don Tomas!" Kamille called after him "I remenber
once...once you told ne that Sefior Steinléwe was sonetines
my aunt's eneny. \Wat did you nean?”

Hi s face was expressionl ess beneath his hat as he stood
stock still in the drenching sunlight.

"Si, si, I'mafraid it was so, in a manner of speaking.
My English sonetinmes deserts ne. You will see what | nean.”
And with that he settled into his little French car and
rattl ed away.

Wth the diary in hand, Kanm|le vanished into the
library, sinking into Aunt Cathline's conforting |eather
chair. She read with devotion frombeginning to end, as if
she were imrersed in a thrilling novel that could not be put
down. Barely touching a sandwi ch Ixil brought her, she only
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si pped at her guava juice until Ixil came in to scold her.
"That baby need food."
"Ch all right, I'"meating...see?"

She bit into the ham and cheese sandw ch, staring out
at the thundering purple nountain peaks above her vall ey.
Yes, her valley, not by possession but by devotion and a
feeling at last of kinship. So nuch had cone to pass in
such a short tinme. Yet in the handwitten pages turning
under her eager fingers the land had reverted to, would
al ways truly be, Aunt Cathline's: her streans; her cafetals;
her orchards, now enpty-branched, notched with violet
shadows and swelling with tight little buds in readi ness for
the spring flowering which she described in her diary as one
of the greatest joys of her life. Too excited to eat any
nore, Kamlle left her unfinished sandwi ch and read on.

The diary was many things: a cal endar of events; a
personal history; a collection of amusing anecdotes, daily
trivia, gossip; and sonetines a very intinmate outpouring of
heartfelt enotion. But beneath all of this spontaneity
there appeared a conscious intent to set things down that
woul d prove useful to her successor. By the tinme she
finished, Kam Il e had been transported to a crystal clear
point of view, as surely as if she had been taken by the
hand and | ed over a foggy nmountain path and out into the
sunlight. She was filled with a shattering sense of
renmorse, caused nmainly by one passage. This she read over
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and over with an ecstasy and agony that |eft her prostrate:
"I have argued with Steinl 6we again today. This man
drives nme to exasperation. He worries about the fate of ny
land while giving his own away. He has really stuck his
neck out this tine. Apparently it was the only way he could
assure his labourers clear title to their plots of I|and,
whi ch he sold themfor a pittance of work. | have tried to
follow his exanple as closely as | can in rate of pay and
| and access for the Indians, but | nust keep ny land intact
for the sake of the school. Nevertheless, Steinldwe has
deeded half of 'Tigre Pequeiio’ to the Indians with joint
trust to be managed by both the government and the Steinl 6we
estate, with the stipulation that neither can revoke
trusteeship or reclaimthe deeds, which have been nade out
i ndi vidually and al so under a kind of perpetual group title.
| don't understand the legal technicalities, but it seens to
nme a stroke of genius. This man is the nost humanitarian
gentl eman to be found anong all the | andowners of Cuatenal a.
' mashaned to say | woul d never have believed this of a
German. Well, of course, I'"'mEnglish. Still, | argue with
hi m because sonehow | feel that he is letting go of |and
fromwhi ch the Indians nmay not get the benefit. But he
believes it will work, notw thstandi ng general adversity;
unl ess, of course, there is sone cataclysm c upheaval from
whi ch we shoul d none of us recover. And | suppose | nust
believe him He is afraid Stewart will cause sone trouble,
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but I shall see to it that this does not happen. |ndeed, as
Stewart says, there is nickel ore here. | have kept this as
quiet as | can. There is quite enough such ore at Lake

| zabel wi thout tearing up this land. M school nust be as
eternal as Guatenalan spring. In it lies the hope of
Esperanza and nuch, nmuch nore. Poor Stewart is deluded by
greed. Steinlowe and | laugh at this delusion because we
bot h know t he governnent would never let us grow rich on

ni ckel ore.

Steinl éwe, Steinloéwe! [If | were thirty years younger
would be in love with himas all the wonen are. What a
grand team we woul d have nade. Ah, |life is sad and funny
and sonetines terribly hard. He is nade of strong, strong
stuff. What an outsized burden of tragedy he has borne:
wat chi ng his nother waste away so young, and his father's
life bleeding out in his arnms, a man he really | oved; atop
all this, the accusations, nane calling, threats. Then cane
the final blow their car rolling on the nountain ice, and
poor Marta in |labour. Good lord, he carried her down from
there in the darkness, hinself wth a broken armand a heart
full of guilt. After that no wonan seened to interest him
for long. If I could wish himanything I would wi sh him
sonmeone he could |love. But who deserves hin? None of those
i nported social butterflies who keep fluttering around.
believe they | eave himenpty. Ah, it is indeed a shane and
a sadness."
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Kam | le was crying with deep contrition when she
finished this passage for the last time. Al that echoed in
her head were the worst things she had said and inplied to
him and his own words of grief. Proof of |love for himwas
hopel ess now, even if she dared run to himwi th the swollen
body of a distraught and m strustful accuser. "Wy could
you not have | oved nme enough to believe?' The words tw sted
in her heart like a permanently inbedded knife. She sank
| oner and | ower under the pain of their last parting, until
lying sleepless and tornented through the night, she
strained to turn her thoughts to the two perfect days they
had spent together at Likin. 1In the end, she knew that the
nmenory of this, too, would drive her nad

Steinl 6we com ng to her across the sand, whistling a
tune. She had never heard such a joyous whistle, and rolled
over on her back, shading her eyes, to study him

"Is that a Gernman whistle or a Spani sh whistle?"

He stood | ooki ng down at her, very tan and wet,
dripping with sea. "Neither, nmein Liebling. It is the
uni versal sound of contentnent...the way a dove coos or a
stallion neighs. Wy do you ask?"

"I want to say things to you...to hear your voice, but
only small insignificant things so as not to break the
spel | ."

He rubbed hinself with his towel, spread it out, and
dropped down beside her. She closed her eyes and knew t hat
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he was | ooking at her. H s long fingers turned her head and
his salty nmouth cl osed over her parted lips. Hi s voice,
i ke the warm nurnmur of the sea, nade her eyelids fly open.

"You can say anything you want as |ong as you |l ove ne.
There is no spell. | do not like you to think we have
sonething that will go away if we...if we pound on life a
little too hard."

Rol l'ing back to her stomach, she lifted herself up to
gaze around her at the whipping pal ns, the white beach, the
gl assy green waves, and hot bl ue sky.

"But howcan | go on feeling this? |It's too nuch."”

"Just live it...do not think so nuch about it. There
is no spell. Eventually, you may want to swear at ne...hit
me even, with this generous little fist. You can say
that...even do that, Kind, as long as you |love ne."

"Ch, no, no, no!" she insisted, |aughing, |eaning down
and covering his face with kisses. "WII you hit nme?"

"Never."

"Ch, you may want to sooner than you think...or at
| east yell at ne. You don't know how strange I am This
nmorning | stole your lighter. Didn't you mss it? It's in
ny purse."

"So that is where it went. But you do not snoke."

"I can't helpit. | wanted it. Because it's yours.
Because it's so often in your hand. 1In this hand...the one
"' mkissing...the one that will never hit ne."
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He pulled his hand free and sl apped her across the
backsi de.

She junped up, screamng, and ran into the sea. Her
swiming style was fast but not for very long. He caught up
wi th her and dunked her, then held her in his arnms a noment,
her serene body stretched out over the water, floating as if
asl eep. Again she could feel his steady gaze upon her, and
she opened her eyes, shadi ng them agai nst the burning sun.
H s mouth was curled in an odd smle.

"In Guatemala City on Christmas Eve, | took a snal
phot ograph...from your snatched wallet...while you and
Ursula were in the powder room a little blond Kind hol di ng
a blond puppy. It isinny wallet."

She fought against a wave and stood up with the sea at
her neck.

"Ch, Andar, that was ny dog, Honey. W grew up
together. | had Honey until she was very old. She got slow
and careless, but | couldn't give her up. One day on ny
uncle's farmshe was trying to follow ne and ran under a
tractor. At the tinme, | thought it was the saddest day of
my life."

"I amsorry, darling, Liebling, | will give it back."

"No...no. Oh, I'"'mglad you have it. But I will give
back your lighter. | don't know what cane over ne. Maybe |
thought I...that I'd have it for later...in case | was
dreaming...in case you didn't want me anynore."
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He pull ed her against his hot, salt-splashed skin. A
wave washed over them draggi ng them down as he was ki ssing
her. They swam out a ways underwater then back, surfacing
closer to the shore. He lifted her fromthe water by her
| eft hand, holding it before her.

"You of little faith...what is this?"

"An enerald a strange prince gave ne last night...in an
enchanted garden... by an enchanted sea."”

"You cannot still believe | amonly having an affair
with you, for God's sake?"

"I don't think so, but I'mby nature a doubter...al nost
superstitious, | suppose. Wen sonething wonderful happens
to ne | becone afraid.”

"Poor Kind, that is no way to enjoy yourself. You are
prohibiting happiness. You nust stop this behavior...so you
can hold onto what is real and positive."

"Li ke you...hold onto you?"

"Precisely ne," he said wth grinning approval. His
hand cl osed on her braid and pulled her head back to neet a
fierce gaze that nade her trenble. "I will never let go of
you." He hesitated and said with nore constraint, "It is

you who may want to let go."

"No!" she cried with such vehenence it surprised her.
She swal | owed in astonishnent. It was as though she had
deni ed an accusation that had cone fromwthin herself.
"No. No."
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He nmerely found this w | dness anusing, brushing his
hand across her violent cheeks and sliding his soothing
fingers down her neck until the protestations died within
her. H's hand dropped to his side.

"Let's go in, Liebchen."

They wal ked down the beach in silence w thout touching,
both consunmed with the touching to conme, wal king with
si ngl e-m nded assurance, until they reached the door that
woul d lock theminto their infinite world of each other.

How coul d she have thrown that away? She cast herself
fromthe bed in a fit of wild nervousness, and went out to
the stable to have her gentle nmare Cuca saddl ed. As she was
riding out of the yard, Ixil ran out, scolding her.

"You crazy sefiorital Conme down fromthis horse!”

Kam | | e backed the horse away fromlIxil with a half-
teasing, half-consoling snle

"Don'"t worry, Ixil. | have to go. M spirit god, ny
nagual is calling. Nothing bad can happen. It already
has." She spoke the last remark to herself as she rode off.

Cuca was m | d-mannered and sure-footed, and Kam |l e was
not yet dangerously clunmsy. They plodded along with Cuca's
alert ears pressed forward, testing the terrain as she went,
as if sensing the inportance of carrying her special burden.
Kam | | e gui ded her through the orchards and down the valley
al ong the path of a bubbling stream distracted, always
t hi nki ng, thinking how she m ght conme into Steinldwe's path
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bearing only the truth, asking only forgiveness. There was
no way, no feasible solution. Now, even in his bitterness,
he m ght take her out of pity or a sinple desire for his

of fspring. Wy then could she not accept this, eat the
hunbl est pie, take the smallest offering? She could not.
Per haps he had found soneone el se and all her specul ation
was pointless. She wandered up and down the valley, from
time to tine resum ng her practice of collecting cloud
shapes as they drifted over the nountains, soft, white,
transi ent beauty.

| X

In late March, Ixil cane to Kamlle as she sl ouched
hal f-curled in her library chair, looking with dejection at
stacks of unfavorable letters fromcharitable foundations.
She felt tired and tossed down the pen she had just picked
up to begin yet one nore attenpt at hel ping Tzuli walKk.

Gving Kam |l e a special |ook which Kam |le now terned
t he single whamy, Ixil said, "Sefior Steinldwe on phone."

“I don't... Who? Andar Steinléwe?" Her voice was
al nost a full octave higher than she had neant it to be.

"Si, that man...finquero,"” Ixil said with a scow .

"Oh...l...I"'mtoo busy. Tell himthat...very busy."

“I nolie for you, sefiorita. You just sitting here
waiting for this baby.” 1Ixil folded her defiant arnms. "Do
| tell himthat?"
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"All right...all right, 1'Il speak to him" Kamlle
was so quick to recant she departed her safe chair a little
too fast, resulting in dizziness. Her heart was poundi ng as
she picked up the receiver, and she had to stand a nonent
taking a long, deep breath before she coul d speak.

"Hello, Kamlle, sorry if | have interrupted sonething.
| have not heard... How are you?"

"Oh...a...wonderful...really great...busy...|l nean,
busy. How are you?"

"At the nonent wishing | could ask a favor...but really

it is nmore for you...l thought you mght like it..."
"What ?"
"There are sonme people...| have guests...the Pedersons

from Oregon. They have been touring South America and are
wor ki ng their way north. They have been away a |long tine
and are rather lonely to speak to soneone fromtheir

honel and. "

"Ch really? Oregon...hmm"

"They heard about you...that is...I told them about
you, and now they want to neet you. | haven't said your
name...not wanting to put you in an unfavorable position in
the event that you...would not conme. However, in a sudden
desire to please, | amafraid that |I...l did say you would
probably conme to ny casa for dinner the day after tonorrow.
Can you...wll you come?"

Staring at her abdonmen, Kamille had started to say that
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of course she could not conme, but in the next instant a rush
of words that astonished her forned thenselves into the
sunni est acceptance of his invitation.

"Oh, it would be delightful to neet sonmeone from
Oregon. N ce of you to call.™

"Real ly?" The word rang with surprise. "Then you wl|
be expected in the late afternoon. | wll send the car.
Thank you so much for...for getting me off the hook. You
can stay over and return at your |eisure."

#

Kamlle went into a sudden depression as she tried to
prepare a trimnavy suit that had an accommobdating little
box jacket. Slipping on patent |eather shoes, she rushed at
her mrror to check her startling new form backing away in
despair. She was not so |arge, but he would know i nstantly.
He al ways knew everythi ng about her at once anyway.

"But ny face is better now that |I'm pregnant...don't

you think, Mata? Yes, much nicer...softer, | think. 1 feel
softer...sort of fragile. Silly isn't it? 1t could be that
"' meven nore sensual ," she babbled to giggling Mta.
"Sefiorita, you are sinply capital...just like a little
girl. 1 want to cone along and see that man's face."
"Ch no, not you. | wouldn't trust you at all. You are

very sly, Mata." Kamlle |laughed with a heady delight.
That night she lay in her bed thinking, if only I can
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do this one thing well. It's so inportant, a rare stroke of
| uck, so poignant, such a perfect chance to do ny penance,
droll wetch that | am Howw Il | ever contain nyself, to
sinply come and go, asking only forgiveness, only that, only
t hat ?

#

When the car arrived, Mata carried out the suitcase and
pressed her hand over Kamlle's, patting it with sisterly
affection. "You are very pretty, nmana."

Kam | | e squeezed the little brown hand and her I|ips
qui vered between |aughter and tears. Her spirits renai ned
as high as her prettily coiled hair throughout the pl easant
trip over the nmountains and right up to the grand and
intimdating door of La Guarida d el Tigre, at which tine
she had a swift reversal of feeling and wanted to turn tai
and flee in terror.

She was taken to her roomto freshen up by a surprised
and di scerning Maria, who managed to indicate that the
others were in the sala beginning cocktails. Doing what she
could to make herself presentable, she took one last turn
before the glass and departed with great trepidation.

Steinl 6we stood at the elegant tiled bar, presunably
m xi ng her a drink, having just received word of her
arrival. Her heart turned over when she saw his tal
profile clothed in the casual |uxury of open-necked white
shirt, camel blazer, neatly creased slacks, and shining
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dress boots -- the finquero as always. Her eyes brimed
with grief and ascending pride. Hearing her footsteps, he
turned wwth a well-made smle and reached out to hand her

t he whi skey soda whi ch he knew she liked. His eyes traveled
over her body and back to her face with a searching
intensity. The eyelids blinked, the cloud-gray pools nearly
flooding their banks with sonmething | arge swi nm ng therein.
She hel d her eyes steady, just barely, and watched the gl ass
slip fromhis fingers and crash on the shining teak fl oor.

Kam |l e suddenly felt as if her nerves were nade of
steel. "Whoops...sorry. Did Il mss or did you?" she asked
with the blithe voice of a friendly neighbor.

"Excuse me. | will nmake another...with no al cohol," he
muttered. But he did not turn at once to do so, his eyes
burrowing into hers until she couldn't take anynore. She
sm | ed, thanked him and noved across the room

"And you are the Pedersons. How nice to neet
nort hwesterners way down here. |I'mKamlle Penine."

Ms. Pederson was a trim tweedy little woman with
short gray hair, friendly brown eyes, and a ready smle.

M . Pederson, a stocky, square-faced nan in a cream bl azer,
stood up quickly, his tan face crinkling in a broad grin.
He led Kamlle to a chair, just like an attentive father,
and she felt at once quite confortable with the Pedersons.

"Ch, how lovely and radiant you are," w se Ms.

Pederson exclained. "I amcorrect in assum ng you are
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pr egnant ?"

"I hope so,"” Kamille said with a titter of |aughter.
"There i s sonething about expectant nothers that nakes
t hem unsur passed in beauty."

"W certainly need to hear that," Kanm |l e responded
with a nodest chortle of laughter as she flashed a gl ance at
St ei nl 6we.

He was taking a long time with her drink, but at |ast
he cane to her, handing it over with the steadi est gaze she
had ever seen, in a conpletely unreadabl e face.

When she thanked himhis lips curved into just the
ri ght anount of friendliness for a nei ghbor and a guest.

Per haps he has fallen in love with that German brunette, she
t hought, and then al nost dropped the gl ass herself.

"Has it been an easy tine for you, dear? You |look so
happy," Ms. Pederson said.

"Well...at first | was very confused...that is...
want ed the baby fromthe nonment | discovered its presence,
but I was crying all the tinme and sick every norning."

"And naturally the father was no help at all," Ms.
Pederson said with amusenent.

"None whatever. But, of course, how could he be?"

"How coul d he be?" Steinldwe repeated as he paced
before the open hearth, his fingers ruffling through hair
t hat had begun the evening brushed into devastating waves.

“"Now all of those disturbing times have passed, and |I'm
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fine nost of the tine...although, | can't ride nmy horse
quite as fast these days."

"My God, you should not be riding at all!" Steinlowe
responded with ferocious censure.

"Ch no," Ms. Pederson agreed, "you'd better stop that
i medi ately. When are you due?”

“I'n July, mddle of the rainy season...never rains but
it pours.”

"Have you sel ected nanes?" Ms. Pederson continued,
apparently delighted to go on discussi ng not her hood.

"If it's agirl, I"'mgoing to call her Andara, and if
it's a boy--"

"Anyone care for a cigarette? A cigar, M. Pederson?"
Steinl 6we interrupted, and thereafter discovered that he was
lighting his own pipe w thout tobacco.

"If it's a boy," Kamlle went on, "lI'mgoing to nanme
himafter nmy Uncle Jasper.™

"Jasper!" Steinlowe said with a surprised exhal ati on.

"Don't you like it?" Kam|le asked with a playfully
t hreat eni ng edge in her voice.

“I think it's rather nice," Ms. Pederson said, "Kind
of cute.”

"I's it not the sort of nane one gives to a...a nule?"
Steinl bwe asked with a dark glance at Kam || e.

“I"l'l have one of those cigars now, instead of after
di nner," M. Pederson said. "Seens fitting...passing out
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cigars with a baby on the way." Selecting a cigar, he
asked, "Do German fathers have that custom Herr Steinl owe?"
"I really don't recall,"” Steinlowe said, slamm ng shut
his cigar box, but then remenbering to smle for effect.
The pl easant conversation went on and no one seened to
notice their host's sharp edge of cool ness beneath the
snoot h manners, no one except Kamlle who noticed it very
much. She didn't want to tease himanynore, only to be
forgiven. |f she could sonehow, sonmehow be forgiven, she
woul d go in peace.
They sat at a candlelit dinner table over which
St ei nl 6we had ordered spread a |ight, authentic Spanish
supper; the very supper Kamlle had m ssed on the night of
her arrival in Guatenmala: a thick soup, fried plantains,
rice and flan, along with three white wnes that ranged from
very dry to a hint of sweetness. There were other little
side plates for the guests to dabble in, local things that
Kam | le, now famliar with them could sanple with delight.
"You have all the things | love," she said with a
joyous warnth in her voice, looking directly at Steinlowe.
He turned his head fromthe steward who had brought nore
wi ne. The table, the candles, the Pedersons, all things
slipped fromKamlle' s vision and mnd. She was lifted for
a nonent on the crest of his smle, the first intimte
of fering she had received all evening.

"Better than duckling in cherry sauce,” he said, adding
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in alowvoice really neant only for her, "No nore al cohol.™
"I't nmust have been very difficult for a woman of the
Nort hwest to cone here and adjust to |life on a finca," Ms.
Pederson said. "Is your husband Spani sh?"
"No," Kam|le said, |ooking at Steinl éwe. He nerely
held his enpty fork and stared back at her with a consum ng
intensity that nmade her ankles and wists begin to ache.

"Yes, it was difficult,” she went on with quickening
voice. "It seens |'ve learned a lot in a very short tine.
| started out very uncertain and confused...easily msled."

She paused, noticing that there was little food on
Steinl owe's plate. She had an urgent desire to know what
the table held that he favored nost. Please, please eat
sonet hi ng, she begged in silence, but he would not conply,
spurning everything but the wine, his burning eyes fuel ed by
sone turmoil of enotion she could not define.

"Well...then one day not long ago | found the diary of
nmy benefactress...ny Aunt Cathline,"” Kamlle went on.
"Wthout it, perhaps | would have gone on being an idiot.

In that wonderful little journal, | discovered the truth of
things and where all her trusts and sentinents lay. | was
deeply sorry that | had not relied all along on ny own
initial judgnent...because, you know...it was actually very
close to Aunt Cathline's. But...that's howit is when you
conme into a strange new world. You are just |ike a baby, so
eager and curious but afraid of everything...a real Kind, as
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|"m sure Herr Steinléwe would say. "

Steinl 6we toyed with and then picked up his w ne gl ass,
sipping with his head angl ed back, his half-cl osed eyes
still riveted on her with a fascination not altogether
flattering.

She recovered enough to | ower her gaze and let the
Pedersons talk. 1In the charged environnent, there was
not hi ng nore she wanted to convey, at |east on the
particul ar point of m sjudgnent she was bel aboring, and she
needed to regain her strength. Then she heard M's. Pederson
speaki ng of the poverty and illness aboundi ng in Guatenal a.

"It is so sad to see children in need."

Kam | | e | ooked up, her eyes bright and focused agai n.
"Yes...we do what we can to help at the school, and...oh, if
only... Sonetinmes it's so discouraging. There's a young
boy with twi sted | egs, who...when he can | eave the spinning
for his grandnmother in the marketplace, is carried to school
on the small back of another child. He's a beautiful
boy...so bright... [I've tried and tried to get together the
money for surgery. But, it's so hard to get anyone to..."
Her proclivity to cry was once again humliating. She
shoul d never have started this at the dinner table...amdst
excitenment, worn nerves.

"Terribly sad,”" Ms. Pederson said.

"I"'ve seen the very sanme thing before. | know, know it
can be cured with surgery, if we could just..." Her old



The Green Bird Sings Desire
Karlene Kubat - 300

frustration produced a flash of anger. "My God! the letters
|"ve witten..."

St ei nl 6bwe stood up and cane around the table, touching
her shoulder. "W will go into the sala."

As they were wal king, he said in a softened voice, "Wy
did you not tell nme...ask nme, Kamlle? | started a
fund...we have a fund for things like this. Because of the
i mrense need, we are very careful how the nonies are
applied, but it is there...there and used for just such
things...and | have ot her connections.™

"And we'd like to contribute sonmething to that fund,"
M. Pederson, who had overheard, offered.

"Yes," Ms. Pederson agreed, "That woul d nmake our trip
very nmenorable...so nmuch nore worthwhile."

The sense of relief alnbst sent Kamille to her knees.
How easy it now seenmed. Wth just these few words Tzuli had
al ready begun to walk his own path...walk to school. She
wanted to enbrace everyone while they continued to assure
her of their help. Tzuli's lovely, stoic face floated
before her as she thought of how she would tell him

After steamng coffee in the warmand glittering sala
and nore ani mated conversation rangi ng between the
northwestern United States and the tip of South Anerica, the
excitenment of the evening finally drained Kamlle's store of
energy. Her head dipped for just a nonent as she struggl ed
to maintain her enthusiasm Steinl 6we stood up at once.
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"Qur nother-to-be is tired, | believe."

Al'l evening, she had felt his awareness of every subtle
shade of her enotion. H s voice energized her with a quick
spurt of excitenent, followed by a nervous fear of what was
to cone.

The Pederson's were quick to agree that Kam |l e needed
her rest. They excused thenselves and were led off to their
guest room

Once in her roomand clothed in her nightgown and robe,
t he exhausted Kamlle could not even |lie down. She sat
besi de her bed with her hands crossed over her abdonen,
staring at the astoundi ng nunber of crystal vases and bow s
of orchids which rested on every |level surface. The |lush
islets of dark red, white, lilac, and gold extravagance
spread their heavy night odors throughout the room adding
to the strange m xture of euphoria and anxi ous nausea whi ch
gradual |y took possession of her. |In this state she sat for
perhaps thirty mnutes w thout noving, until she was
startled by a Iight knock at the door.

"Cone in," she called wth tensing body.

St ei nl 6we st epped inside and cl osed the door behind
him |eaning against it with folded arns and sinply staring
at her. Finally he spoke.

"l did not intend to disturb you, but I--"

"You didn't," she interrupted with a quick glance at
him She turned her head away and sat with her hands fol ded
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in her lap in fearful resignation. Her mnd was a blur as
she |l et her eyes wander over the dizzying orchids. How had
she neant to begin? But the beginning was over, wasn't it?

"Kamlle...if I had not invited you...wuld you have
told me anything?" H's voice held a bitter disappointnent.

"After all 1'd said to you...done to you...|l couldn't
say this. How could I--"

"And now | am expected to fall down in amazenent and
t hankf ul ness?"

Her heart sank. She swall owed, gave a weak smile, and
said, "No...l am | wouldn't expect you to find ne worth
the trouble. Don't worry, I'monly here to apol ogi ze.
had to cone as | am but | want nothing nore from you
Only...1 think...l think I want to be punished. 1Is that
perversi on?"

"God!" he exclainmed. "I had this roomfilled with
orchids! How insane...howridiculous...if only to win you
one nore futile tine...you...you unobtainable creature!

VWhat a fool | am expecting nore rejection, still refusing
to... This is..." He stopped, |ooking dowmn at her tear-
filled face. "Kamlle?...0h, Kind, please no nore tears.

Come. You cannot sleep here. This place is a damed
florist shop!"

He had pi cked up her hand and pulled her fromthe
chair, |eading her out the door and down the arcade through
the arousing snells of the patio garden. They entered a
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great, baronial bedroomw th an enornous fireplace, its
flam ng-1og reflections clinbing the white walls. A huge,
mahogany fourposter asserted itself as the dom nant piece of
furniture in the cavernous room

"I was born in this bed," he said with gentle voice, as
t hough trying to hunmani ze the form dabl e mass of carved wood
and ponpous quilting which her startled eyes behel d.

She stood feeling exactly like a small child about to
be deserted in a ghost-inhabited room dwarfed beneath the
thick dark beans of the high ceiling, herself grow ng
smal ler by the mnute as the roomin turn grew | arger.

"Pl ease don't | eave ne here," she inplored. "Not here.
|'"d rather go back to--"

"I amnot going to leave you. This is ny room Kind."

She stepped forward a little, glancing at the bed and
then at him

"Do not look at nme |like that, schone Kam || e.

Li ebchen, Liebchen, | think I know so many thoughts in your
amazing head. | do not invite wonen into this room It is
a place for a permanent arrangenent...only that. GCh God,
can we have such an arrangenent ?"

"You...you think nmy condition forces ne to--"

"I think that nothing or no one on earth could ever
force Kami |l e Penine to do anything she did not want to do."

As he spoke, she saw his scrutinizing eyes travel to
her neck, to the sparkle of her chain, the dark outline of
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t he emeral d under her ni ght gown.

"What is this?"

He reached out, pulling it frominside her gown until
his eyes fell on the weighted portion.

"l see.™

She had taken to wearing the enerald on a chain buried
i nside her shirts because it brought her a neasure of
confort, as well as a kind of atoning pain.

She snatched the ring fromhis hand and let it drop,
her face an effusion of red, while his whole cunning
presence shook in soft laughter. Then she saw that all of
t he marvel ous assurance and strength had returned to his
face and manner, the fire flickering in his spirited eyes.

She stepped to the hearth and stretched out her hands,
shivering with the enotions that swept over her. He cane
and stood behind her, spreading his fingers over her wai st
and ki ssing her neck. Each warm caress sent an expl osi on of
shivers fromthe base of her spine. Then his |ong-fingered
hands reached around her, caressing, touching her swollen
abdonmen with gentle fingers.

She slipped a little clunsily to the floor, grasping
his | egs and burying her face there. He knelt down at once
and pull ed her hands away, touching themto his nouth.

"No, Kind. Stop it...No!. Cone here."

He lifted her up against him

"Forgive me, Andar...it's what | cane for, all | want."
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"Pl ease want nore. Want as nmuch as you can have. Can
you not see that ny |love has forgiveness in it?"

"Ch, you shanme ne," she said, drawi ng back from him

"I do not want to shane you...and never, ever again to

hurt you as | did that night at the Moreno's. | wanted you
so badly, and I could not really have you. It was torture.
| thought..." His voice died away as a realization cane to

him "You knew then...about the child. Christ! You knew
and said nothing. You went away knowi ng and hating--"

"No, | never hated...| never hated you, Andar. Foolish
words. Only words of pain. | thought you hated ne...and |
hated nyself. | hated ny confusion at |oving you and being
afraid."”

"Of course you were afraid...of course.”

He unfastened the chain, sliding the ring off and
pl acing it back on her finger.

"There...where it belongs. | went out of my head with
j oy when you wal ked into the sala. Then | thought you had
come to taunt me with the ultimte cruelness. How |l wanted
this child in you. Anything...anything to keep you thinking
of me."

She sm | ed, renenbering Mata's incisive remarks.

"Didn't you even question if it was yours?" she teased.

He | aughed. "1 thought only of what happens to us
whenever we are together. You are as unashaned of pl easing
me as | am of pleasing you. You forget even the naking of
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children with me."

"But | wanted it. | won't have to steal your lighter
now," she said with a m schievous sn|e.

She stood on her toes and put her nouth against his
wi th experinental gentleness.

"It seens such a long tinme that |I've |oved you, Herr
Steinl 6bwe...but tine goes so quickly.

"Kind, let us get into bed."

She sighed and spoke in one breath. "Andar, | can't
gi ve up Esperanza...all that it--"

"No...no, | know that. | saw tonight what it has cone
to mean to you, and | was proud of you...amvery proud of
you. | wll help you."

"She | oved you, you know...Aunt Cathline. Oh, | wish |
could have talked to her. How |l wishit."

"We had a fine friendship. | will tell you everything
about her. Wonderful stories. W can talk for years."

He lifted her high up on the ancient fourposter, no
| onger form dable but a sunptuous promi se as solid and
abi ding a bed as she had ever encountered. She watched him
undress and cone to her, holding her with tight fingers as
if she m ght escape himyet one nore tine.

In awhile his fingers searched through her hair,
pul ling out the pins and tossing themon the night table.
He slipped of f her ni ghtgown.

"I need to feel your skin." Running his exploring
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hands over her, he said, "Something el se has happened to you
even besides this, little nother. Tonight you are nore
wonderful to me than I have ever known. M God! Wiat if |
had not called you?"

"I was trying to think of a way to conme to you and be
sonehow forgiven...but not for the baby...not because it was
an object of your guilt,” she whi spered against his throat.

"I have no guilt," he said with anused voi ce, and added
injest, "I only want you because of little Andara -- you
were cruel to tease nme like that before the Pedersons.”

"What would they say if they could see us now, father
of little Jasper?"

He | aughed so | oud she was afraid the Pedersons would
hear and guess at everything.

"Ah, the Pedersons. Bless them Sone day they nust
hear the incredible story they helped wite. And they wll
love it. But Jasper? M father had a mul e named Jasper."

"Well, 1 have an uncle naned Jasper."”

They | aughed together and then grew silent. He rocked
her in his arms, speaking |ove words agai nst her cheek.

"I did not imagine | would have you with nme like this
tonight. At least not until you began tal king at dinner.
How beauti ful and honest you were at ny table. Wat a feast
-- your confession. You ate and | ooked at ne, and your eyes
said, 'See how !l love your food." | was so fascinated I
dined only on you. There was m querida, Kamlle. | drank
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nmy wi ne and thought, when will | get to her? M God, how
long nust | wait? When can | touch her? Then when | cane
to your room you were closed away frommnme again. | thought
| had imagined it all."

“And | thought you didn't want ne."

"That will never happen, querida. | amno good w t hout
you anynore."

"What is your favorite food, finquero?"

"My favorite...l think nowit must be duckling in
cherry sauce.™

"No, no," she said with |aughing, scolding voice, "your
favorite Spanish food...of those we had tonight."

"Sopa de pescado con coco y tamales d'el Tigre."

"The fish soup with coconut and Maria's incredible
tamal es. Es verdad...true?" she said.

"Si, amada ma."

"I want to watch you eat."

"What ?"

"I want to sit and watch you eat the things you | ove."

“I will performfor you, ny anmusing creature, at
breakfast...but now, m anor, | am starving not for food.

Do you understand?...very hungry."

She felt a curious shyness and reached out to touch his
face. Soon her lips were exploring the hot wells of his
eyes, and then his nmouth found hers while her fingers tw ned
t hrough the tawny waves of hair.
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"Ch, how happy | am m finquero, m querido," she
whi spered agai nst his caresses. She wanted to tell him he
was her very own lover, to say it in the | anguage he had
first learned, the | anguage closest to his thought. "Min
Li ebender," she whi spered with a slow dream ness. She heard
his utterance of delight as her words brought his arns fast
around her. Still, he threw back his head and lifted her
chi n.

"And your husband, nicht wahr? Before the little
guet zal leaves its nest. Just say, yes, Andar."

"Yes, Andar.

"Renmenber the small blue tapestry you handed ne at the
Huehue market?" she asked, sitting up and patting a pillow
"Of course...the day | decided |I must have you."
"After that little tapestry | was beyond all hope."

"Al'l hope...of what?"

"Escape...any kind of escape.”

"So, ny wild, foreign bird is caged?”

"I"'mnot foreign. You' ve made ne a Guatenalteca at

last. | cane here to teach, but | had so nmuch to learn."
"I, too, Lehrerin; teach ne now" H's nellow |aughter
was nocking, and the thrill of this facile playful ness she

had caused in himbrought her to the sane nood as she tossed
pillows at him

"No!...stop it, you little Schadling...little pest. It
only nakes nme want you nore. Cone here to ne, Kind...love
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your lover...love your husband."

"Please say it in German."

She waited as he drew her against himwth inpatient
hands, shaking his head and wi nking at her as he spoke.

"Konmst du hier, Kind, |liebst dein Liebender, |iebst
dein Mann."

“I"'mhere, nmy German finquero,” she whispered, “and it
feels |ike hone.”

The End



