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One

BREAKFAST AT GIZA

1

“Come along. Take a trip to places we’ve never been,” Rinaldo said.

“That seems too general,” Olivia objected. “Could you be more specific?”

“Breakfast at Giza,” was all he said.

She pondered this last remark. At first she thought it frivolous but, of course, it was not. She knew he had every intention of going to Egypt.

“Is Giza where the pyramids are?” she said.

“Yes, the Sphinx too!”

Olivia pressed her fingertips against her forehead. She had a slight headache. She despised deserts. She had grown up in Tombstone, Arizona and had vowed long ago never to see such scenery again.

“But I thought we might go to Switzerland,” she said.

“Switzerland? Why Switzerland?”

“The Alps.”

“The Alps?”

“Yes, and it’s so close to so many other countries. The center of Europe.”

“I have no interest in Europe. It is too old.”

“Too old? What about the pyramids? Aren’t they old?”

“No, Olivia, very young. The pyramids are very young. Very young and new.”

“You always repeat yourself when you find out you’re wrong. Did you know that?”

“Shut up, Olivia. We’re going to Giza. It’s settled.”

“Like hell it’s settled. I will never go to Giza.”

With that, Olivia was set free.

Olivia’s spirits picked up as soon as she drove downtown and bought some sandals.

When she arrived back at her apartment, she found it empty. Rinaldo had taken all her furniture. She’d known he was a world traveler, but she’d never suspected he was a thief. For a moment her heart pined for him. She had discovered another facet of Rinaldo that she hadn’t explored. But he was gone. She decided not to give him another thought.

Since the apartment was empty, she saw that it was in a perfect condition to be painted. In a few hours Olivia had arranged the paint cans, brushes, turpentine, old sheets and a small stepladder.

As it was already eleven, she thought that she would start early the next morning. It was a Friday night. She stood in the middle of the room for a few minutes and tried to fight off the desire to go out. She didn’t like to go out alone, witness her recent companionship with Rinaldo, whom she went out with out of sheer boredom. 

Olivia opened the closet door and found the old antique full-length mirror hanging on the inside of the door. Damn Rinaldo had missed it. As she stood there in just a bra and boxer underpants, she looked herself over. Still pretty trim, although she hadn’t played softball or ice hockey since she graduated from college a year ago—all she did was work long hours at a dumb ad agency with no clients. 

Then she saw her golf clubs. She decided: Yeah, I’ve got to play more golf—just like Dad always wanted. He was the one who originally got her in all the sports programs, because he had no son and was a sports freak. She knew she was just making her Dad happy. But, she didn’t mind. He was paying her tuition and now her student loans.

She took a closer look at herself—yeah, could her chest be flatter? Brutal. And the damn retainer—that was a pain in the ass, but she had to get her teeth straightened out—once and for all.

She threw on some jeans and a checked blouse. She could stand it no longer. She grabbed her hat and coat and ran down the front steps. 

In a few minutes she arrived at Belle Vista’s, the only place in Stowe, Vermont, that she understood. 

Immediately upon entering the door, she was confronted by Rudy Small, a person whose name she’d often thought somehow apropos.

“Is Barbara around?” she asked. “I was supposed to meet her here.”

“No, she isn’t, baby.” He leered drunkenly. “Where’s Rinaldo?”

“Oh, there she is,” she exclaimed and slipped from his grasp. She wedged her way through the bar and met Hilda Oglethorpe, whom she’d gone to college with.

“Hello, Hilda,” she said.

“Well, if it isn’t old Olivia,” Hilda responded. “Jeffrey just told me he saw Rinaldo moving some furniture out of your place. What are you doing, moving in together?” poking her elbow in Olivia’s ribs.

“Not quite, Hilda. I had him sell it for me. I’m moving.”

“Oh really? Where are you going?”

“Nowhere. Say, Hilda, is it possible to get a drink around here?”

“Hey, Robert,” Hilda yelled over her shoulder. “Look!” pointing to Olivia.

“Hi, Olivia,” Robert remarked.

“Would you buy me a drink, Bobby?”

“Sure.”

She put a five-dollar bill in his hand but he refused it.
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