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 Fame... In Plain
Sight







by
Rebecca Milton


Because she
was famous.






Because she
was someone that people knew when they saw her in the market on the
street, having an ice cream cone. Because she was a public figure,
it was assumed that she was public property.






She
wasn’t.






How often had
she heard the sentences, “Hey, I know you,” or “Don’t I know you.”
How often had she wanted to say, no, there is no way you could
know me because you don’t want to take the time. There’s no way
you could know me because we have never met. There is no way you
could...






“You’re that
actress, I saw you do...” then the list, then the autograph
request, then the rundown of the career, then the questions about
what’s next, then the picture and then, and then, and then... Like
a drive-thru at a cheap hamburger joint, pull up, order and get
what you want. Because she is on the billboards, the televisions
talk shows, the big screens... She is on the menu.






For a while,
when it first started, she was flattered. In the beginning, people
were polite. Maybe because she wasn’t a household name just yet.
She was recognizable, but no one was really sure exactly why just
yet. In the early days, it was people who saw the indie films, the
art films, and they had to know their shit to know who she was by
sight and name. Those were good old days. Those were the days when
the fans just said, hello, or really loved you
in...






Once in a
while a burgeoning film maker would stop her, chat for a few
minutes, but they were polite and respectful. They were always
kind, wishing her the best. Looking forward to seeing her career
take off. She thanked them, told them she hoped so as well. The
early days were good. The early days were exciting.






Then she won
the awards. Then she was booked on the talk shows. Then, she was
interviewed. Then, there were the phony scandals about her in the
rags, the supermarket tabloids. She hated those.






“Why, my
dear,” her agent, who believed in her when she started out, so she
was kept on when fame rolled in, “that’s free publicity, Amelia,
that’s gold. I’m telling you, there are people in this town who
would kill to have a phony scandal written about them in those
rags.” Like that was some kind of comfort. That was supposed to
assuage her anger and make her feel better, some jackass writes a
story about her and some guy that is not true, that is ugly, that
is hurtful and she is supposed to be thankful for it. In the
beginning, she had a lot to learn. Which she did. It wasn’t
easy.






The money was
good. Not simply because there was a lot of it, but it was good
because it allowed her to escape, to insulate. That was a perk of
fame. Also, because she was famous, because she had won awards, she
had her pick of work. All the years she had struggled, had taken
the worst play, at the worst theaters, for little to no money. All
the student films and the shitty B-movies she had played bit parts
in to get experience. All the auditions, the begging to be seen,
the struggles, now, that was in the past. Now, she had boxes of
scripts, people asking her to work on their projects. Now, for the
first time, she was able to turn work down. A luxury she never
believed she would ever have. The days of working a crap day job so
she could rehearse a play at night were gone. The days of taking
vacation time from her job so she could spend it making a cheap
movie were gone. She no longer had to do the job for her career,
she now had the career that commanded and that was a dream come
true. Only one bad side...






She was
famous.






“I need to
vanish for a while,” she told Camille one Sunday morning. Camille
had come to her house to discuss the next project. They sat on the
beach, drank mimosas and Camille basked in the glory that had come
from Amelia’s hard work and fame. “I just finished a film three
days ago, Camille,” she argued, “I literally got back in my house
seventeen hours ago. Do I need to do another film right now, right
away?” They discussed this back and forth for some time, Camille
believing that Amelia was hot right now and she needed to
capitalize on that. Amelia believing that she was good and that a
little time away wouldn’t hurt. Camille wanted her working on
another movie within two weeks, but Amelia wanted to disappear, to
vanish, to not step in front of a camera or an audience for a
year.






“A year,”
Camille shouted, “are you crazy? No, a year is too long, besides,
you’d go out of your mind.” Which was true. Despite the angers of
fame, Amelia loved, loved, loved working. She worried that this
love would fade if she kept pushing herself, kept doing film after
film. She needed to recharge. She needed life perspective. She
needed to bring something to the art. That was what she always
believed and that was what she told Camille.






“You know this
about me, you know that is never going to change,” she told her
anguished agent, “and at one point, you agreed with me about this.”
Amelia was right and Camille knew this. They were not only agent
and client, they were lifelong friends. They had an understanding.
Amelia used to say, “If I ever get famous...” and Camille would
always say, “when you get famous...” They had an
understanding.






By the time
the sun was sitting like a ball on a wire on the horizon, they had
come to an uneasy agreement. Amelia would vanish, so to speak, for
three months. Camille tried to get her down to one but then agreed
she would field offers, pick scripts and have them ready for her to
read when she returned. No meetings, no phone calls, no stopovers
to have a few publicity shots done. Nothing. No work for three
months.






“Where will
you go,” Camille asked her, “one of those private islands like
Johnny Depp has?” Amelia said she had no idea, someplace warm of
course, someplace by the water of course.






“Some place
where no one knows me,” she said and Camille laughed.






“Good luck
with that,” Camille said and Amelia wished for luck.






***






Being famous,
Amelia had famous friends, friends who had been dealing with fame a
lot longer than she had. They were good for bitch sessions and
advice. From two of them she got the name of a small town on the
ocean in New England. Despite its locale,
it was a very quiet town where these two famous friends had often
taken refuge. She also go the name of a realtor they had used,
discreet and caring, who Amelia called and rented a cottage for the
three months that had been the agreed allotment for her vanishing.
From a third famous friend, she got a good piece of advice.






“Hide in plain
sight,” she was told, “the people in this
town are pretty dyed in the wool New
England. They are not fond of getting into other people’s business.
Just go, act normal, shop, go to the bar, go to her restaurant,
they will adopt you as one of their own and they will keep you
safe. If you just be normal and hide in plain sight, no one will be curious about you and you
will be left, basically, alone.”






She picked up
her rental car at the airport, all things arranged in advance to
cut down time in the open. She plugged in the GPS coordinates and
off she went. The further she got from the city of Boston, the
better she felt. She believed that this trip, this town, this time
away would be just what she needed. No work. No paparazzi. Just
her, in a cottage, on the beach, with nothing to do for three solid
months. Three months that had Camille in a worried snit.






“I’ll probably
go out of my mind,” she said to herself as the suburbs flew by and
the land became more and more open outside her windows.






Five hours,
two bathroom stops, one cheeseburger - because if she was going to
vanish she was certainly not going to keep to her “Hollywood” diet
that much – and later, she pulled into the town of Sandbrooke. She
followed the directions she had written on a torn envelope to the
realtor’s office and parked in front. The office was actually
someone’s house. And that someone was Marla Koff, of Marla Koff
Realty. According to the sign Marla was
also a notary public, a lawyer and an ordained minister.






“Minister,”
Amelia said as she sat in Marla’s kitchen and signed papers for the
cottage.






“Yup,” Marla
said, a cigarette hanging from her bottom lip, defying all the laws
of gravity, “mostly homo marriages, but I do some ‘traditional’
ones as well.” She used air quotes when she said
traditional.






“Homo
marriages,” Amelia said, knowing that she shouldn’t question, being
a guest in this town and all, but she found it a little
disturbing.






“Simmer down,
missy,” Marla said, “I’m a lesbian. I have a live-in girlfriend, I
am a die-hard equal rights activist. I love the gays, the Lesbos,
the queers, what have you. I just call them homo marriages. I do it
mostly because it rankles the town selectmen. They say same
sex and I say, I don’t have sex the same as you.
Boils their butts and gives me a laugh. So, don’t start picketing
my shop, OK?” Amelia agreed and instantly decided she liked
Marla.






Papers were
signed, checks written, keys handed over and Amelia headed to her
car to start her vanishing routine. Marla walked her out.






“Hide in plain
sight,” Marla told her, echoing the advice her friends had given
her. “People here will give you the once over the first few days
then, they don’t give a shit. Just be a decent human being and
you’ll get the same back ten-fold.”






Amelia thanked
her, hopped in her car and drove away slowly, taking in the small
town, the sand-covered streets and the sense of tranquility that
was washing over her. This is just what I needed, she told
herself. She would be comfortable here. She would not go out of her
mind. In fact, she worried that she would never want to leave. She
drove easily and slowly down street after street until she found
the cottage she had rented. A beautiful little place, sitting up on
a plateau, right above the beach.






To the left
was a long, stone breakwater that stretched far out into the water.
To the right, endless, clean beach. The sun was going down by the
time she got moved in and settled. The beach was spotted with a few
walkers. Some couples, some singles. She descended the staircase at
the back of her cottage and was on the sand in a few moments. She
started to stroll down the beach.






As she walked,
the worries about being noticed faded away and she began to believe
that this was the refuge, the escape, that she so needed. After an
hour of walking, she turned and headed back to her new place. When
she was about a hundred yards from her steps she noticed a man
carrying gear down on to the beach, directly in front of her
cottage. Had she been discovered? She walked slowly by him.






“Hide in plain
sight,” she told herself and smiled at the man, giving him a
friendly wave. He barely acknowledged her as he carried his gear
down and dropped it on the beach. She ascended the stairs and stood
at her back door, watching the man go to his car and carry armloads
of gear down to the beach. He’s camping out right in front of my
place, she thought, so he’s certainly not shy about his
work. She watched him for a few more minutes then went inside.
She closed the blinds that covered the huge floor to ceiling
windows and felt sad. She was looking forward to that view, the
ocean, the moon as she settled in, but she couldn’t take the risk
of some photographer snapping pictures of her all night. In the
morning she would go say hello, allow him a few pictures, a few
questions and then, maybe, he’d let her be. “Plain sight,” she said
as she got ready for bed.






***






“Listen,” she
said to the man the next morning. He was sitting by a small fire
that he had going, a coffee pot on it. His tent was pitched and he
had set up a small, cozy campsite. He looked up at her and said
nothing. “I understand you have a job to do, I do,” she said, “I
respect that and I am cool with it. I was kind of hoping to get
some private time, so how about this, I let you take a few
pictures, I answer a few questions and then, you just leave me
alone and let me have my vacation in peace.” He stood up, put his
hands on his hips and stared at her.






“Who the fuck
are you?” he said and then, his head turned quickly toward the
water and he took off running. She watched him run down to the surf
and take hold of a fishing rod that was in a stand stuck in the
sand. There were four of them in a row. He took the rod and pulled
it out of the stand and started to reel it in. He was engaged in a
fierce battle with whatever was on the other end of the line. She
walked down and stood near him, watching the action. The water in
front of them was busy, churning like a washing machine.






After a long
struggle, the man pulled a large, blue-green fish onto the sand. He
carefully took it off the hook and then dropped the flopping,
fighting fish into a large tub of water that was near the four
rods. As soon as he had the fish in the tub, he baited the hook and
flung it far out into the surf. Moments later, another rod bent and
shook. He grabbed it and repeated he process, pulling another fish
onto the sand. Into the tub it went. Again, he baited the hook,
flung it far out, put it back in the holder and stood back. He then
moved up and down between the four rods, testing them, reeling them
in a little and replacing them back into their holders. She said
nothing. She just watched. When he was set, when he felt the rods
were fine, he finally returned to her.






“Sorry, what
were you saying,” he asked. She had no idea how to reply. He stood
looking at her, his eyes a clear blue, His face was stubbled, ruddy
and his hair was long and bleached by sun and surf. He seemed very
no-nonsense and she suddenly felt self-conscious.






“I was
saying,” she stammered, “I’m on vacation and was kind of hoping for
some privacy.” He stared at her. “So, I was thinking, what if I let
you take some pictures, answer a few questions and then, you just
let me have my privacy.” He said nothing just kept looking at
her.






“Once again,”
he said, “who the fuck are you?” She was shocked.






“I’m Amelia
Barnes,” she said and then, she felt stupid.






“OK,” he said
and moved back to the rods, stood with his feet in the surf and
watched the water, “Am I supposed to know you, Amelia Barnes,” he
said over his shoulder. She moved down and stood in the surf next
to him. The water felt good. She stood watching the surf
churning.






“What’s out
there,” she asked and he turned to her, he seemed surprised that
she was still there.






“Bluefish,” he
said, “they are running this time of year. Now and at the end of
the season.” He looked out at the water.






“What are they
doing,” she asked.






“Feeding,” he
said, “they school and trap bait-fish and then just attack.” He
went silent again, just watching the water, watching the churning
surf. Suddenly one of his rods bent almost to the water and he flew
to it. He pulled it out of the holder and started to reel in
energetically. Within a few minutes, he had landed another fish.
This one larger than the other two. He pulled it off the hook and
replaced the rod in its holder. He brought the fish to her and
showed her. “Bluefish,” he said and then, he pulled the mouth open
carefully, showing her two rows of very sharp looking teeth.






“Oh, God,” she
said, “do they bite?” He laughed and dropped the fish into the tub
with the other two. He baited the rod he had just cleared, cast it
out into the surf and replaced it back into the holder.






“So, Amelia
Barnes,” he said, washing his hands in the surf and returning to
stand beside her, his attention always on the rods and the surf,
never fully on her. “Why would I want to take your picture or ask
you questions?” She laughed, suddenly feeling stupid. How did she
explain that she was famous without saying that directly?






“Well,” she
said, “I’m kinda... famous,” she said and he looked at her. He
looked her over, tried to figure out who she was and came up empty.
She could tell he had no idea who she was. She felt relieved and
silly at the same time.






“Sorry, Amelia
Barnes,” he said, “I have no idea who you are.”






“That’s
OK.”






“So, I won’t
be taking your picture or asking you any questions, if that’s OK
with you. I’m just going to camp here a few days, catch some
bluefish, eat them and then, move on.”






OK,” she said
and started back toward her cottage.






“Ever have
fresh bluefish, Amelia Barnes,” he said and she came back to him,
“I’m going to cook them right over that fire and eat them with my
fingers, nothing quite like it.”






“No,” she
said, “I’ve never had fresh bluefish.” He told her to come back
later in the evening and he’d cook one for her. She thanked him,
said she’d see what was going on, maybe she would. She apologized
for being so rude to him and he said it was nothing to worry about.
She went back into her cottage, but she kept an eye on him most of
the day. He stayed in his spot pulling in fish after fish. He was
filling his tub. As the afternoon wore on, people would stop and
talk to him. Late in the day, a guy showed up with a tub of his own
and bought about a dozen of fish from the man. They made the
exchange, shook hands and then, he carried his tub off, leaving the
fisherman alone with his rods.






Later in the
evening, she stepped out into her back patio and looked down on the
beach. He was still there but now, there were a few more people.
The fire was bigger, there was music and there were men and women
drinking and standing around his campsite. She felt a little sad.
She was sort of looking forward to sitting on the beach with him
and eating some fish. Now, she assumed he had told some people she
was there, that she was going to join him later and so, they had
shown up to meet her. She was about to go inside when she heard a
hushed voice from the bottom of the stairs.






“Hey, Amanda
Barnes,” he said.






“Amelia,” she
said. He laughed and apologized.






“Listen,” he
said, “I have some fish here. These folks showed up and, since you
were so squirmy about me taking your picture, I didn’t think you’d
come down when you saw the crowd.” He came up a few steps but
stayed away. He held out a paper plate with a huge piece of grilled
fish on it. “But, you know, I promised you a taste of this so...”
She came down the steps and took the plate.






“Thanks,
what’s your name?”






“Neil,” he
told her and turned to go.






“Say, Neil,”
he stopped, “is it OK if I still come down?”






“Sure.”






“Your friends
won’t mind?”






“Not really my
friends, I just have a fire and the fish, so it kind of happened
around me. That’s what happens around here.” She thought about it
for moment and then, she went down the stairs and joined the party
on the beach. Everyone was polite, but no one seemed to know who
she was. After the initial shock of that she settled in, she
enjoyed the music, had a few beers and ate fish, which turned out
to be incredible. The night moved on, Neil still tended his rods
and there was always a fish grilling over the fire.






“That was
really nice,” Amelia said to Neil. Everyone else had gone, leaving
the two of them alone. He said he was glad she enjoyed herself. “I
did and, seriously, the fish, amazing.” They sat by the fire and
talked for about half an hour longer and then he said he wanted to
get some sleep. They said goodnight, she walked up the stairs, and
he climbed into his tent.






***






The next
morning she brought him a cup of coffee, but he already had a pot
brewing over the fire. His lines were out and he had pulled in
three fish, which were swimming in the tub. She drank coffee and
sat with him for most of the day. The guy with the tub that she had
seen the day before showed up and Neil sold him another dozen fish.
Turned out he was a chef at a local place and he often bought
bluefish from Neil. He said hello to Amelia but had no idea who she
was.






She also
learned that Neil was sort of a local celebrity. He supplied
several of the local shops with fish during the season. He moved up
and down the beach, fishing different spots. Every night, locals
would show up at his camp and have an impromptu party. They would
supply alcohol, dope, music and he would grill the fish. As the day
slipped by, people started to show up again. She said she’d run and
get some party supplies and drove into town. In the liquor store
she ran into Marla.






“Hey,” Marla
said, “how’s it going out there, you getting some peace?” Amelia
told her about Neil, the fish and the parties on the beach. She
also remarked how happy she was that no one knew her.






“It’s exactly
the situation I wanted,” she said. Marla said she was happy for her
and they parted. Amelia went back to the beach and a large party
was in full swing. She brought liquor, cups and mixers down to the
beach in a cooler she had filled with ice. Neil introduced her
around and, for some reason she was thankful for, several people
knew who she was. Neil was kind of surprised, he admitted that he
thought she was kidding when she told him that she was kind of
famous. The people who knew her at the party gave him a hard time
about that and this too, made her feel a little better. The party
went late and again, Amelia stayed until it was just she and Neil
left. They sat by the fire enjoying the sound of the ocean.






“Is this thing
comfortable?” she asked Neil referring to the tent.






“It serves its
purpose,” he said, “I wouldn’t live in it all my life, but for the
season, it’s OK.” She went quiet. “Would you... I mean, if you’d
like you can stay in my place.” He looked her over.






“Maybe,” he
said, “I don’t know, I might get performance anxiety, I’ve never
slept with someone famous before.” She suddenly felt very shy and
blushed. He laughed. They sat for a while longer and then she said
she was going up. He told her he would douse the fire and he would
be right up. She went up and waited. After about half an hour, he
knocked on the back window and she let him in.






“Can I
shower,” he asked, “I kinda smell like the beach and fish and
fire.” She lead led him to the bathroom. He undressed, didn’t wait for
her to leave the room, didn’t seem to be inhibited at all. She
started to leave and he told her to stay. “Gimme like, five minutes
to wash the stink off and then, why don’t you join me.” She was a
little taken aback by how confident and forward he was. Since she
had become famous, guys had been a little timid around her. Not
Neil. She agreed and sat on the toilet talking to him while he
showered.






After a while,
he tapped on the glass shower door and motioned for her to come in.
She stood and undressed slowly, turning her back to him and then
trying to cover herself as she stepped into the shower with him. As
soon as she was in the shower, hot water caressing her body, he
took her. He pulled her to him, kissed her and slowly, deftly, made
love to her in the shower. He was good and something about his
confidence, the fact that he didn’t know her, wasn’t fucking a
movie star, allowed her to relax and she was able to have an
incredible orgasm. He stayed in her bed that night and in the
morning, very early, before the sun was up, he woke her to tell her
had to set his lines. Before he left, he made love to her again,
leaving her sated, relaxed and happy in the bed alone.






***






She woke again
several hours later and walked out to the back patio. Neil was
working his lines. She watched him dance between them, pulling in
fish, tending his fire. She made coffee and went down to join him.
He was easy to be with. He was simple, focused, interesting and she
felt quite comfortable being with him. And so it went for a few
weeks. They would spend the day on the beach, fishing, in the
evening a party would happen. In between, men from various
restaurants would arrive and buy fish from him. A simple life, a
perfect vacation. It was just what she had wanted. Some nights, she
would stay in the tent with him and they would make love with the
sound of the surf right outside the tent flaps. She loved this,
being close to the power of the ocean, feeling like at any time the
waves would just take her under. The sex, on those nights, was
particularly incredible.






“I really like
that you don’t know who I am,” she said one night as they sat by
the fire, waiting for the party to form around them.






“I know who
you are now,” he said, “I mean, I still haven’t seen one of your
movies or anything, but you know, now I know you.” This struck her.
He did know her. Not in the sense that other people did when they
stopped her and said I know you. He did know her. He
knew her as just a girl on the beach who liked fish, who liked to
hang out, who was interesting, who was smart and who was easy to be
with. He knew her, not the famous her. This was what she was
looking for when she had decided to take a break. Neil protected
her. He introduced her to people, but because he wasn’t a fan or in
awe of her celebrity, when he introduced her, she came off as just
a girl he knew. It usually took people a little while before they
recognized her and, once they did, they didn’t make a big deal out
of it. She was hiding in plain sight. It was working. She was
having an anonymous vacation. Just what she needed.






“Tonight’s
going to be the last party,” he told her one morning when she
walked onto the beach with coffee for them both. “The run is done,
I have to pack up, get back to my regular life.” She was a little
shocked. She had figured, somehow, that Neil would just be there
for the rest of time she was there. He had been hanging out on the
beach, fishing, having parties, making love to her for about three
weeks. She just assumed he would be there and that she would be the
one to leave. She wasn’t ready for it to end.






“Oh,” she
said, “I thought...”






“What,” he
asked, “you thought that I just did this all the time?” She
admitted that she did. He laughed. Told her he was actually a
stockbroker and this was what he did for vacation every year. “But,
all good things,” he said as he pulled a large bluefish in and
tossed it into the tub. “Going to be a good day,” he told her, I’m
going to catch a lot of fish, we’re going to have a great party and
then...” he made a motion with his hands like an explosion. She
laughed and they set about fishing, talking and being together. She
was happy but deep inside, she was fighting a sadness that she
hadn’t expected.






He had been
right. He caught a ton of fish that day and sold almost all of it
to three different guys. He saved enough for the evening’s
festivities and he kept his lines in all night long, occasionally
pulling in a few blues. They drank and danced. They ate and when
the night was done, when everyone was gone, she took him inside and
she made love to him until the morning.






***






“Well,” he
said as they stood beside his truck, all his gear had been packed,
“I really had a great time. It was a pleasure to meet you.”






“You too,” she
said and wrapped her arms around his neck. She kissed him and made
him promise to watch one of her movies. He said he’d try, but
protested that he wasn’t much into movies or Hollywood.






“Just a simple
fisherman,” he told her and kissed her again. She told him that was
why she liked him so much.






“You get to
this point in your life and everyone wants something from you,” she
confessed to him, “you just wanted to hang out and eat fish.”






“Well,” he
said, “the sex wasn’t too bad either.” She laughed and playfully
punched him. He climbed into his truck and took off, waving to her
as he pulled away. She watched him go and then, she took a long,
long walk on the beach.






***






The next
morning, she sat on the beach, in the spot where Neil had his camp
and watched the waves as she drank her coffee. She still had two
months left on her vacation. On her disappearance. Suddenly, two
months seemed like a very long time. She walked the beach again,
but when she came back, she looked at the empty spot on the beach
and got melancholy.






“That’s right,
Camille,” she said on the phone as she got into the rental, “you
get your wish, I’m coming back.” She told Camille that she just
couldn’t stay away any longer. She told her about Neil, the
parties, the fish and how, with him gone, it all seemed very empty
and sad. “So, I’m coming back, you have anything for me?” Camille
assured her that there would be plenty of projects for her to pick
from. “OK,” Amelia said, “I’ll see you in two days.” Amelia drove
to Marla’s office to give the keys back.






“That’s it,”
Marla said, lighting a cigarette, “you have the place for two more
months.”






“I can’t,”
Amelia said, “I just... I need to get back to work.”






“Suit
yourself,” Marla said, “you know the rent is non-refundable,
right?” Amelia said she was aware of that, wished Marla the best
and headed home.






***






“Looking
forward to seeing you, dear,” Camille said, “get settled and we can
have lunch.”






“I’m settled,”
Amelia said as she walked through Camille’s office, “in fact, I
have a surprise for you,” She opened Camille’s door and hung up the
phone, “Tah-dah,” she said and stood, arms wide open, smiling at
Camille. Camille’s face was shocked and worried.






“I’m back,”
Amelia said and then, she noticed there was someone in the office
already. “Oh, shit,” Amelia said, “I’m sorry, Cammy, I didn’t know
you were...” she didn’t finish her sentence. Neil stood up and
looked at her.






“Hey,” Neil
said, giving a small embarrassed wave.






“Neil,” Amelia
said, surprised, excited and then, “wait, what the fuck are you
doing in my agent’s office?” He shrugged and she looked at
Camille.






“Honey,”
Camille said coming around her desk in a rush, “let me explain...”
Amelia didn’t wait for the explanation. She turned and stormed out
of the office. “Amelia,” Camille shouted, “honey, I’m sorry, let me
explain.” The doors to the elevator closed and Amelia shut her
eyes.






***






“I still have
two months, right,” Amelia said to Marla, who handed over the keys
to the cottage. She drove back to the cottage, stopping at the bait
and tackle shop in the town on the way. She bought a rod and reel,
a stand and a bucket of bait. Got a quick lesson in baiting a hook,
the man in the shop telling her he was a huge fan and naming a
movie that he loved that she had never been in. She left the shop,
headed to the cottage and settled in. The next morning, as the sun
was rising, she stood on the beach and cast her line as far as she
could out into the surf. She set the rod in its stand, picked up
her coffee cup and watched the waves.






“I’m sorry,”
Neil said and she turned to see him there, in his shorts, hands in
pockets, standing behind her on the sand. “She paid me a lot of
money to do it.” He explained that Camille was worried about her
being away from the business for so long, so she set the whole
thing up.






“So, it was
all a game,” Amelia said to him and he admitted it was. “Did you
really not know who I was?”






“No, I knew.
It was one of the reasons I agreed to do it. I really admire your
work.”






“Thanks,” she
said, “I hope you liked the fucking too.” He was silent for a long
time. Her line bent and she pulled a bluefish out of the water and
tossed it into a tub. “So, how much of it was lie?” she asked. He
told her the part about him being a stockbroker was. The rest of it
was true. He was actually an actor, or trying to be and he did make
money fishing. The people who came to the parties were friends and
Camille had paid for everything else.






“I’m sorry,”
he said.






“For lying to
me?”






“For doing any
of it. I just assumed because you’re famous, it wouldn’t matter,
that you’d be used to it, that you’d be fine with it.”






“Fine with
what, Neil, if that is your name, fine with having my heart
broken?” He shoved his hands deeper into his pockets and looked
down at the sand. He was quiet for a long time. She couldn’t look
at him.






“Peter,” he
said after a while, “my name is really Peter.” She thought about it
for a moment.






“Well,” she
said, “hello, Peter, nice to meet you now...” She made a gesture
for him to leave and he turned to go, but stopped and looked back
at her. She sensed him there and she turned as well.
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