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Deceive not thy physician, confessor, nor
lawyer.

George Herbert

~ ~ ~

Oh my love, Oh my love

Take this waltz, take this waltz

It’s yours now. It’s all that there is.

Leonard Cohen












All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious.

Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is
purely coincidental.












 Prologue: The
Three Sisters

DOCTOR GENEVA SONG’S TWO aunties sat in honoured
seats at the Chinese wedding ceremony and chattered away in voices
too loud because they were both, more or less, deaf. They were the
older sisters of Geneva Song’s mother. The eldest sister, “Comes a
Little Brother”, or Auntie Ruth, had never emigrated from Hong
Kong, but had flown into Calgary for the wedding. The middle
sister, “Hopes for a Little Brother”, or Auntie Leah, had moved to
Calgary twenty years before, but had never learned to speak English
very well. Calgary was where Geneva’s father, Malcolm Song, had
made his enormous fortune.

What the middle sister was explaining to her older
sister was why on earth Geneva had decided to marry a man more than
thirty years older. To be fair, it was a question that was on the
minds of many, if not most, of the wedding guests. “He’s a lawyer,”
the middle sister said, pointing to the, “Esq.” after Sam Victor’s
name on the wedding invitation, “That’s what the ‘Es-Ka.’
means”.

“Es-Ka?” asked the older sister, not comprehending
the meaning of the word.

The middle sister then explained that, despite
appearances, Geneva had not gotten fat, but was three months heavy
with twin boys. This new information silenced the older sister for
several minutes.

Auntie Ruth wondered what Geneva’s mother, her little
sister, “Wife of a Little Brother” or Naomi, thought about all of
this. She did not have to wonder long. Auntie Leah surprised her by
revealing that Naomi and Geneva’s father were not at all unhappy
with the match, or with the prospect of twin boys.

“Not unhappy?” she asked, and thought, ‘Good for
Wei-Wei!’ using Geneva’s baby name. She isn’t having girl children
who will be given these idiotic and cruel, “Little Brother” names
in an ancient, superstitious and, as it turned out, forlorn hope
for a male heir. Auntie Ruth hated their, “Little Brother” names,
and could never forgive her mother and father for encumbering her
and her two sisters with them.












 The Wedding
Invitation

SAM HELD AN invitation in his hand.

You are invited to the wedding of

Geneva Song, M.D. and Sam Victor, Esq.

‘It was so unlikely.’ he thought. He could not
imagine how it had come to be. Yet, he had known before Geneva did.
By the way she rubbed his arm, distractedly, rhythmically, for no
discernible medical reason. By the way she pressed herself against
him while he was supine upon her examination table. By the
confidences she shared with him, like the one about how her father,
who was just a few years older than he was, would cheat on his
cholesterol testing by eating only fish for a week before his blood
sample was drawn. Or, how the Chinese contractor in the next
examination room had worked for a week with a broken shoulder
because he could not afford to be away from work.

Geneva was trim but not unshapely. With a high
intelligent forehead, and fine, slightly rounded features and an
open face that was set shallowly with two deeply dark but warm
brown eyes. Her thick, black hair was long and straight. She wore
no make-up and at times, and in certain light, when she smiled, she
appeared to be no older than twelve.

Geneva was intelligent, well-educated, and successful
in her medical practice. She had inherited Sam as a patient from
Doctor Wu, the witch who had run off suddenly one day, leaving her
two doctor partners in the lurch. Doctor Wu was the only person
about whom Sam had heard Geneva say an unkind word.

Geneva was testing Sam’s blood for sugar, when
somehow, a large red, rounded drop of his blood landed on her right
ring finger, exactly where a gemstone would be set, if she were
wearing a ring. She was not wearing a rubber glove. Instead of
washing it off, she held her hand out with her fingers splayed, as
if to admire it, as if it were a ruby ring. In the winter sunlight,
the red drop of blood glowed like a ruby. Sam watched her, and
wondered why she did not wash it away.

She turned to him and said, “Now we are engaged,” and
laughed, smiling happily and perhaps at least a little
mischievously.

“Shall I get you a ruby ring, Doctor Song?” Sam
asked. He had loved her from the moment she had first smiled at him
when she entered the examination room where he was waiting for
her.

“Yes,” she surprised him by replying, “if you are
going to make an honest woman of me.” There was that naughty smile
again.

“May I call you Geneva, Doctor Song?”

“What do you think?” she laughed again. He watched,
as she put her right ring finger to her lips and kissed his blood
from her hand.

The Chinese jeweler told Sam that the ruby was a
lucky gem stone associated with his character in the Chinese zodiac
– the Boar. The old jeweler went on, “The ruby is the Chinese gem
stone of fortune, health, glory, fame, blood, heat, tactics,
courage, intelligence and leadership. The ruby sends away negative
energy and bad fortune. The ruby is used by traditional Chinese
doctors to increase body heat.”

Sam thought, ‘Well, Geneva had certainly increased
his body heat with it. Of that there was little doubt.’ He bought
the ruby ring recommended by the happy jeweler, and did not haggle
over the price, for which the jeweler thought him just another
Caucasian fool, a gweilo.

Sam gave Geneva the ring that night. She put it on
the ring finger of her right hand, where his blood had been. She
said, “Make love with me, Sam. Make love with me now.”

He was not violent or forceful, or even insistent.
But he was persistent, more like a big affectionate dog than a man,
nuzzling and snuffling and licking at her everywhere. It was
surprising to her. He found a special place and a particular rhythm
and she found herself swept up on the wave of a hidden tide that
came from somewhere within herself. His erection was wider and
warmer than she expected. And when he entered her, it hurt a
little, at first. After, she felt his ejaculate seeping from inside
her and running down her buttocks, at first warm, then much cooler.
She hoped that she had become pregnant. In the morning light, she
saw that there was some blood on the sheet, and she was proud of
that, and made sure that he noticed.












Sister Deri and the Ling Yen
Mountain Buddhist Temple

 GENEVA HAD ASKED
SAM to meet with Sister Deri before the wedding. ‘For her
blessing?’ he wondered.

Sister Deri was one of the eighty nuns in the Ling
Yen Mountain Buddhist Temple on No. 5 Road. No. 5 Road was called
the, “Highway to Heaven” for the many extravagant and massive
temples, churches, and mosques of various faiths, all built on the
marshy grounds of what had until quite recent times been blueberry
bog within the province’s Agricultural Land Reserve.

Many Chinese refused to buy property, or live in
Richmond. They feared tidal waves of death from the ocean and
liquefaction from earthquakes, waves of death from the land.
However, not so many were scared off by these fears that Richmond
had not become, in essence, a Chinese city. The vast majority of
those living in Richmond were Chinese. Most had not been born in
Canada. And Chinese, in either the Cantonese or Mandarin dialect,
was the lingua franca in business, entertainment and criminal
transactions, as well as in commercial signage.

For untold millennia, Lulu Island, the geographical
body of not-quite-land on which the modern City of Richmond floats,
was a marshland on which Canada’s Aboriginal people, the Coast
Salish native people, had fished for salmon and collected berries.
By the nineteenth century, it had become an important part of
England’s far-flung colonial empire.

By the end of the nineteenth century, nearly fifty
canneries were busy converting freshly caught fish into
red-labelled round tins of cooked fish that were shipped around the
world. Industrious Japanese migrants established successful fishing
fleets in Steveston, on the southwest corner of the island.

In the wave of fear and hysteria following Japan’s
attack on Pearl Harbor and Great Britain’s Asian colonies, Canada
had rounded up and interned the Japanese fishers and their
families. As in other racial and religious persecutions, from the
Huguenots to the Holocaust, some of their neighbours took advantage
of the conflict to enrich themselves unjustly on the property of
the despised outsiders. This group of outsiders included even the
Japanese-Canadians who had been born in Canada.

Starting in the 1980’s, Chinese immigration, first
from Hong Kong and later from Mainland China, transformed Richmond
from an agricultural sleepy hollow to an extension of China.
Although politically administered in Canada, the Chinese eighty
percent of Richmond’s population lived cheek by jowl in an
ever-increasing circle of high rise condominiums that each year
came more and more to resemble a densely populated Chinese
city.

Richmond is actually underwater, below sea level. It
is a hydraulic fiction maintained by a system of dykes and pumps
that keep the Fraser River and Georgia Strait at bay. After the
Second World War, many Dutch engineers immigrated to Richmond and
helped design and build the system of walls and pumps that kept the
water out.

Sister Deri was a Buddhist nun, but except for her
shaved head, and the burn marks from the incense, and her loose
grey habit, there was nothing outwardly otherworldly about her. The
incense was used as a tool to burn a series of dark dots into a
Buddhist monk’s or nun’s scalp and forearms during ordination, a
sort of baptism by small fires.

There was something flirtatious, sexual, and sensual
about her. Although she had bowed to Sam, she had looked up
directly into his eyes, and smiled a smile that was anything but
otherworldly. She stuck out her tongue, which was light pink and
pointed, and resembled a dagger, a dirk of woman flesh. It was a
gesture that did not signify ridicule or derision. It was a gesture
of an altogether different meaning.

He thought, ‘A pointed tongue. She cannot be a
tongue-curler’. Tongue curling was a genetic trait that had come
down to some people from prehistory. It was a genetic trait that
had come down to him. What was he thinking about? She was a
Buddhist nun. And he was engaged to her Spirit Sister.












 Sam Meets
Geneva’s Father

SAM MET WITH GENEVA’S father in the office of his
trading company in Calgary. Malcolm Song sat behind an enormous
antique rosewood desk that nearly filled the room. The dark red
wood was carved by hand with figures from Chinese mythology,
dragons and phoenixes and the like. Sam wondered how it had been
brought into the room. He thought that it likely had to have been
taken apart and reassembled. Malcolm Song wore a dark three piece
suit, with a heavy gold watch chain suspended across the vest.

It was a trading company, in a narrow, century old
building in Calgary’s Chinatown, with about two dozen Chinese
employees sitting at computers. There was no visible stock and
trade, no warehouse of goods. There was no catalog of samples.
There was no exotic scent of perishable goods or spices. Even
Geneva had been unable to explain to Sam what it was, exactly, that
her father traded. But, he was successful, and had been successful
for many years. If Forbes Magazine had known the full extent of his
fortune, they would have listed him as one of the world’s richest
five hundred men, somewhere in the middle ranks of the second two
hundred and fifty.

Sam kept in mind what Geneva had told him. This was
the man who cheated on his cholesterol test by eating fish for a
week before the blood sample was taken. Sam laughed to himself
about it.

“Sam,” Mr. Song said, “Geneva’s mother and I want to
thank you for saving Geneva and our family. Her mother had wept at
the thought that Geneva would have no children and would be the end
of a line that ran back thousands of years. We were certain she was
going to become a Buddhist nun, that she would never marry, and
never give us heirs.”

Sam, who was active and distinguished, although
without a doubt, much older than Geneva, had brought her back into
the world – had rescued her from a monastic life of celibacy.
Geneva’s father thanked him for it, and Sam could see that he was
sincere.

“Sam,” he said, “I have bought you and Geneva a house
in Terra Nova, in Richmond. It is big enough for children, a few
servants and...” he smiled at his own joke, “…visiting family
members from out of town.” Sam said that there was no need to put
the title for the house in his name, but only in Geneva’s.

Geneva’s father immediately thought, ‘My son-in-law
is a fool about money. How the world has changed. A hundred years
ago I would have had him castrated and killed for defiling my
daughter. Today, I thank him from saving her from a life of
celibacy, and for giving us two male heirs. Why hadn’t she married
her schoolmate, Matthew? At least he knew what a dollar was
worth.’

“Sam, if I put the house in Geneva’s name, she will
just give it to that damned Buddhist monastery.” Mr. Song offered
Sam a cigar from a large wooden humidor. Sam declined. Mr. Song did
not ask Sam if he minded if he smoked, but he did say, “You must
not tell Geneva that I smoked a cigar.”

The rich, sweet aroma of a hundred dollar,
hand-rolled Cuban, Montecristo cigar spread, throughout the entire
office, the incontestable scent of prosperity. “Sam,” Mr. Song
said, “Geneva has already given her trust fund, worth millions
every year, to those monks on No. 5 Road.” Sam had not known that
before.

The cigar end glowed red with Malcolm Song’s anger.
“I won’t have her give them another penny of my money.”

Sam thought for a moment, and then suggested, “Why
not put the house in a trust for the boys? Then Geneva won’t be
able to give it to the monastery.” Had he just betrayed Geneva? Sam
wondered. Had he subverted her plan to bestow her father’s treasure
trove on the Buddhist Temple?

Mr. Song smiled. It was a wonderful idea. He would
leave the house and his wealth to the twin boys and hope they
learned to love the importance of money as he did.












 Geneva’s
Soliloquy






GENEVA REMEMBERED a teenage patient, a young Chinese
woman, whom she had already treated more than once for a sexually
transmitted disease. Geneva asked her why she took so many
risks.

“Doctor Song,” the girl said, “when I get close to a
good-looking boy, I get all squishy inside.” Geneva had wanted to
ask her what that meant. And now she knew. That was exactly how it
felt, all squishy inside.

It was when she was examining Sam. She had pressed
her pelvis against him, to reach over to his left side. She had
become distracted and found herself caressing the soft smooth skin
on the inside of his upper arm. She took his hand and held it for
several long moments, but for no medical purpose. Finally, Sam had
asked her, tentatively, “Doctor Song?” and broke the spell.

‘What am I doing?’ Geneva asked herself. She had been
so certain that she was going to become a Buddhist nun, and join
her childhood friend, Deri, and the eighty nuns in the Ling Yen
Mountain Temple on No. 5 Road

The Ling Yen Mountain Temple in Richmond was erected
in 1999. The temple was built in the style of a Chinese imperial
palace. The temple was in the Pure Land tradition of Buddhism.

In their school swimming class, she and Sister Deri
had discovered, to their happy surprise, that they shared
identical, red figure-eight birthmarks on their inner thighs. It
was an innocent discovery. But, they became convinced, as
adolescents, that they were Spirit Sisters reincarnated at the same
time to share a common destiny in this life. Although they were
older now, they still shared an unbreakable bond of friendship and
sisterhood that was more like a tenet of their Buddhist faith than
an ordinary friendship.

Now, Geneva was asking Sam for, even demanding of
him, impure sexual acts that she knew came with some risk. Sexual
acts she had formerly counseled young Chinese women to avoid
because of that risk.

Now twin boys that were half him were swimming and
kicking inside of her. He had already nicknamed them Tohu and Bohu,
the Hebrew names for the pre-creation chaos he said that the twins
would create in their idyllic lives.

She told Sam that she wanted to have children. He had
said, “Then we’d better hurry. Have twin boys, and maybe I will
live long enough to see them off to university.” And before she
knew it, in their first month of sexual relations, she was pregnant
– and with twin boys. She had become so much bigger that she had to
give up the idea of wearing a white Western wedding dress. The
traditional red, Chinese wedding gown was more forgiving of her
delicate condition.












Matthew Masterton – The Rejected
Suitor

 “WHO IS DOCTOR
MATTHEW Masterton?” Sam asked her.

“My classmate,” Geneva said. Matthew Masterton had
been her classmate in elementary, high school, university and
medical school. No one ever called him, “Matt”. He had become a
doctor because Geneva had. He moved to Richmond because she had. He
was devoted to her, and had asked Geneva to marry him innumerable
times although she had told him that she never would. “Why do you
ask, Sam?”

“He left a message, inviting me to lunch.”

“Sam. Be nice to him. He is an old friend.”

The two men who loved Doctor Geneva Song met for
lunch at a private room in the Petroleum Club in Calgary. Doctor
Masterton looked at Sam and was incredulous. ‘What could Geneva
possibly see in this broken down old man? That grey beard. It was
preposterous. And he had no real money, only what he earned at his
legal practice, and he was a Jew. Chinese people had no grasp of
the Jewish Problem.’

Doctor Masterton had an overweening sense of
entitlement, and felt that this was a grotesque injustice that the
world had visited upon him. Although she had refused his proposals
of marriage, he had always been certain that Geneva would one day
consent to become his wife. “I’m not going to take this lying
down”, he said to himself, but aloud, and surprised even himself
with the vehemence with which he had said it. Somehow he would find
a way to restore order to the universe and Geneva would take her
rightful place beside him, instead of becoming Sam Victor’s
wife.

“The prime rib is good here,” he recommended to Sam.
“Have a drink?”

“All right,” Sam said, thinking that a drink might
help ease the awkwardness of their meeting. He could not help but
take in the intensity of the resentment radiating from Masterton -
he bristled with it like an exotic plant. Sam could see that he
would have to be careful with him.

“Here’s to you and Geneva,” Matthew choked out the
words.

Sam could see how difficult, visibly difficult,
palpably and demonstrably difficult, it had been for Masterton’s
mouth to form the words of the toast. “Thank you. That’s very kind
of you.”

Doctor Matthew Masterton was young. He was Geneva’s
age. He was taller than Sam, more athletic, and, in a self-evident
and undeniable way, more handsome. His head of hair was full, wavy,
and obviously cut expensively. Yet, there was something unsettling
about his appearance.

People, and this included his patients, who met him
only twice, sometimes did not recognize him the second time, or
thought there must have been something mistaken about their
recollection of him. His hair was not exactly red, but it was not
exactly brown. In a similar way, his eyes were not precisely blue,
nor could they be said, with any objective accuracy, to be green.
Yet in some lights, in some surroundings, his hair would appear to
be red and his eyes green. Still, in other lights, his hair looked
brown and his eyes blue. There were, seemingly, as many different
permutations as there were different settings of light and shadow,
morning, afternoon, or night.

Most men and women may, on occasion, impart an
appearance that can be better or worse, depending on the light. But
in Matthew’s case, this not uncommon inconsequential divergence was
much more uncommonly manifested.

His family was old oil money on his mother’s side.
His paternal line included titled lords and remainder-men who had
become cattle barons in Alberta with holdings of more than half a
million acres. At Matthew’s insistence, on his twenty-first
birthday, his father had, and not without considerable misgivings,
advanced him a full third of the Masterton fortune. Matthew had
never been denied anything in life that he wanted, except for
Geneva. It was understandable that he could not calmly accept this
disappointing turn of events, this iniquitous marriage between
Geneva and that Jew.

Doctor Masterton had engaged a private detective to
find out everything that might be damaging to Sam Victor. To find
out something that would bring Geneva to her senses about him. He
had not brought the entire dossier with him when he went to see
Geneva. He thought that it would be enough to show Geneva that Sam
had been involved with not one, but two women gangsters from
Shanghai. ‘Involved! No, he had lived with each of them in
succession before they had each been murdered by rival gangs.’

Geneva looked very sad when he told her. Matthew
thought, at first, that the information was having the effect he
had hoped for. But then she said, “Matthew. You are an old friend,
my oldest friend. Can’t you just be happy for me?”

He pressed the point further about the other women,
and she replied, almost sharply, certainly with a tone of some
exasperation, “Everyone in Richmond knows that story.”

“Do you know that he has the gangster’s family name
tattooed on his buttock?” he shouted.

Geneva laughed at him. Laughed in his face. Matthew
couldn’t breathe. “Don’t you think that I have seen the tattoo
before? You forget that he was my patient before we were engaged”.
She, herself, had laughed when she had seen the gangster woman’s
family name on Sam’s buttock for the first time. She had heard the
receptionists’ gossip about it, but she had not completely believed
in it. When his pants were down and she saw it, black and shining,
on his buttock, she thought to herself, ‘Here is a man who has been
well trained. Here is a man who knows who is his master.’

Matthew was confounded by Geneva’s insouciance. He
was almost spluttering with rage. The situation was far worse than
he had imagined. He would have to act alone for Geneva’s good. For
the both of them. “All right, Geneva. I’ll ask him to have lunch
with me.”

“Thank you, Matthew.” Geneva said. Although she
believed that she had done nothing to encourage Matthew’s devotion,
secretly, she could not help but find it flattering.

Matthew spent the hour before their lunch, re-reading
the dossier on Sam Victor.
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