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Kiss Me. I’m Irish
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Chapter 1
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Deirdre was in the spare room upstairs finishing an article on Andy Warhol, when she heard the front door open, and the exclamation, "Ahoy!" It was Felicity, her older sister, home for an unexpected visit.

Deirdre ran to the landing and looked down.

"Hey!"

"Hi, sis," Felicity said, and then was swarmed by an embrace from her mother.

"Felicity, what are you doing here?" her mother said.

"Just passing through. Is Dad here?"

"He's outside in the back."

Felicity looked up. "Hey, sis. I got you a present. It's in the car."

She then went down the hall to the sliding glass doors in the back to look for her father.

Slipping back the door and the screen, she stepped out on the patio. Henny looked up. "Sweetie-bunch, you're home!" He put down a spatula that he'd been using to clean off the barbeque, and gave Felicity a hug.

"Hi, Dad. Playing baseball?"

"You know it, babe."

Henny was on a senior men's baseball team.

"Hey," Deirdre said. "What's this stuff?" She held up two large plastic shopping bags that she had gotten from the back of Felicity's car.

"It's luggage. I liked it so much I got two sets. Then I figured, what the hell do I need two sets of luggage for? So, take your pick."

Back in the kitchen, Felicity watched as Deirdre took out a brand new blue garment bag, and a carry-on case.

"Excellent!" Deirdre exclaimed. "Thanks."

"Okay, you owe me, kid."

"Cut it out, Felicity. I'll pay you back."

"Forget it. It's a gift. I'm just kidding."

Felicity was always acting like the big sister, eighteen months older, treating Deirdre like a little girl.

"Come on," she said to Deirdre. "Let's go to Bugsy's and meet some guys. You're buying."

"It's kind of late."

"What do you mean late," Henny said. "It's only nine o'clock."

"I got a flight to catch tomorrow morning," Deirdre said.

"I'll get you up," Felicity said.

"Yeah, right."

"Go ahead," Henny said. "I'll get you up-make breakfast for you."

"Well, okay."

"You sure, honey?" her mother said. "What time do you have to get up?"

"Four."

"Four?" her mother said. "You'll never make it."

"She can sleep on the plane," Felicity said. "We got to hang out a little before she goes."

"At Bugsy's?"

"Sure."

"You'll have to pack before you leave," her mother said.

So, Deirdre did, packing carefully all her things in the new luggage Felicity bought her.

"What are you doing in that bra?" Felicity said, watching Deirdre in the mirror, as she put on her lipstick.

"What do you mean?"

"Here," Felicity said. "Try this one."

She threw a tiny black bra through the air. Deirdre caught it in one hand. "Would you stop giving me stuff?"

"Come on, Deirdre. Don't be a freak."

It was one of those fashion push up bras. After changing into it, Deirdre had to admit, it was revealing, but is that what she wanted?

“Let's go," Felicity said. "You got to get up early."

***

[image: image]


When they got home from Bugsy’s (Felicity danced on the bar), they wobbled in the front door, worn out from teasing the local men folk.

“I’m going to cook some popcorn,” Felicity said. “Want some?”

“No way,” Deirdre said. “I got to get some sleep.”

She went straight up to bed to set her alarm. It was a few minutes after midnight.

Now that Deirdre was using Felicity’s room as her home office, their beds had been made into bunk beds. Deirdre was glad she got to bed first, since Felicity never seemed to want to agree on what she wanted, top or bottom bed. Deirdre had been sleeping on the bottom all along, so, as she hopped into bed, she hoped it wouldn’t be an issue—and after all, she didn’t have time to argue about it.

Four hours later, the alarm rang, and Deirdre rushed off to the bathroom. She allotted herself fifteen minutes to get ready, and planned to shower once she arrived in Chicago.

Pulling on her dungarees in the dark, she couldn’t remember where she put her luggage. Looking around with the aid of the light from the hall, she found the new carry on bag on the floor, and the garment bag hung up on the top bunk.

She was ready to roll!

After an exhausting eight-hour trip, including the drive to the airport, the shuttle, a changeover in Cincinnati and a cab ride to her hotel in Chicago, Deirdre arrived at the Meridian Hotel just after twelve.

She’d planned it pretty well—thought she’d get a little sightseeing in—but with Felicity added to the bargain—it was back in bed, to catch a few hours sleep before the 4PM art reception.

At 3 O’clock, getting ready to take a relaxing shower, Deirdre waited for the water to heat up, and started to unpack her carry on luggage to get some fresh underwear.

“Oh, my God!” she exclaimed out loud. “This isn’t my stuff! The damned airline switched my bags!”

Looking through her garment bag, she saw nothing but tiny miniskirts and low cut blouses.

Opening the carry on bag again, she saw a big yellow envelope, addressed to a Mr. Jack White. It wasn’t sealed. She undid the metal clasp. Inside was an issue of the latest Playboy and a note that said, “Jack, You’ll see me on page 88. Enjoy! Love, Felicity.”



Chapter 2

Irish

Now, naked, kind of angry, Deirdre stared at herself in the large, well-mirrored bathroom. As often happened, Felicity’s voice ran through her head.

“Your body’s too lean—too many muscles. Stop being a Tomboy. You’re just trying to impress Dad—with your softball—golf—tennis. Get a boyfriend, will ya?”

Yet, looking at her thin body, Deirdre had to agree, she wasn’t exactly voluptuous. Holding up Felicity’s underwear, green and white boxers, she considered whether to wear them. Yes, she had nice hips, nice thighs—but she didn’t have a nice firm boyfriend. That pissed her off. Maybe she would wear Felicity’s stuff—what the hell. Felicity had no trouble getting boyfriends. Although Deirdre and Felicity looked alike—they tended to act differently. Maybe Felicity was prettier—perhaps, as some would say—beautiful. The flashy clothes—Deirdre didn’t know what they had to do with it.

Now, checking the water, finding it hot enough, she threw the boxers on the floor—possibly they would be okay—they just had tiny shamrocks on them. Damn—Deirdre said to herself—now she didn’t have her contacts—or her glasses.

Getting out of the shower—going back and forth in front of the mirror, trying to pick out which tiny short skirt she would wear—and what plunging, flimsy, silk blouse to go with it—it started getting late. She’s been warned about that—the photographers got mad if they had to wait around.

Finally she decided—a nice light pink blouse—ruffled black miniskirt. Stepping into the skirt—she finally saw—the boxers had big green letters across the front of them saying, “Kiss Me, I’m Irish!”

Oh, my God, Deirdre thought. How am I going to wear this? But then she thought, who the heck is going to see?

There wasn’t time to change—she had to go with what she had on.

Still, striding into ChiMoMA, Chicago’s brand new modern art museum, all she could think about was the fact that she was wearing underwear that said “Kiss Me, I’m Irish,” and she could hardly see anything without her glasses. A really good combination!

“Hi, I’m Deirdre, from Art International,” she said to the young woman at the front desk.

“Yes, hi,” the woman responded.

Beside her, an older woman said, “Deirdre, you look—you look—”

She couldn’t finish her sentence. It didn’t matter, because the museum director, 83 year-old Missy DiGusto said, “You look smashing!”

“Really?” Deirdre said. “Are the photographers here?”

“In the Flex room,” Missy said. “On the second floor. Here’s a program.”

Deirdre took a program that mapped out the rooms in the four-story museum, and headed to the elevator.

Getting out at the second floor, Deirdre was having trouble reading the program’s green lettering.

Entering what she thought was the Flex room, she saw a man holding a tripod and a camera, staring at a large painting.

Stepping up next to him, Deirdre saw what he was looking at—houses stacked like blocks—trees with fall color.

He turned and smiled.

“Kind of blurry,” she said.

“You think so?”

“Let’s get a shot of it anyway. Where’s the artist? I heard he was going to be here for an interview.”

“I’m the artist.”

He smiled.

She could see him a little bit, but she wished she had her glasses. Sandy colored hair, tall, wire rimmed glasses—pretty well dressed, for an artist.

“Oh, sorry,” Deirdre said. “I didn’t mean to say that.”

“Why? That’s totally the point.”

“Really?” she said, greatly relieved.

“Hi, Deirdre,” a voice called out.

It was Ricky Poker, the photographer.

“Hi, Ricky,” Deirdre said. “Let’s get a few shots. I’ll just talk to—”

She couldn’t believe it—she couldn’t think of his name. Glancing at the program—that was no help—the print was too small.

“Steve—Steve Van Gogh,” the artist said.

“Van Gogh—of course,” she said. “How could I forget? So sorry—I misplaced my glasses.”

“No problem,” Van Gogh said. “Let’s sit over here.”

Deirdre looked around. She was surprised. The lighting wasn’t that good. It just highlighted the artwork—didn’t spotlight chairs or benches for the sight-challenged.

He lightly took her arm.

In an instant, she felt like a little old lady—kind of melting in his grasp.

She tried really hard to compose herself.

“Are you related to—”

“No,” he said firmly. “Not related to Van Gogh.”

“You think the name has helped you?”

“Except for the death threats.”

“Death threats?”

“The guy in Amsterdam was viewed as political.”

“Amsterdam?”

“Holland—the Netherlands—you know—the director?”

“Oh, yes. Of course.”

Suddenly the photographer appeared before them.

“All done,” he said.

“Okay, Ricky.” Deirdre didn’t want to leave. She turned to Van Gogh. “Can you walk with me while we take a few more photos?”

“Sure.”

As she walked through the museum with Van Gogh, Deirdre got the feeling she got when she was with a man she liked. It was overpowering to her. She had to hold herself back—try to make sure she didn’t come on too strong.

It was easy with him. He didn’t say much, and never disagreed with anything she said.

She remarked about a painting, “That’s pretty.”

He said, “Yes, I like that too.” It was fantastic.

The great thing about it, she got to interview him.

“Okay, Steve,” she said. “Give it up. Tell me all about yourself.”

She knew he knew she liked him.

He grinned.

“I’m not from around here.”

“Where are you from?” she said, taking a small notepad from her bag.

“Originally, Syracuse.”

“New York?”

“Not south of Italy.”

“Keep talking.”

“About what?”

“Where do you live now?”

“Virginia.”

“Paint full time?”

“Nope.”

“What do you do?”

“Military. I’m in the military.”

“Really? What branch?”

“Navy.”

“What do you do in the Navy?”

“Meteorologist.”

“Weatherman?”

“Yup.”

Deirdre thought for a second. Weatherman artist—Van Gogh.

“Let’s take another look at your paintings.”

Missy intervened.

“Steve—come meet the ladies,” Missy said. She grabbed his arm. Looking at Deirdre, she added, “No hogging.”

“See you later,” Steve said, as Missy led him off to the elevator.



Chapter 3

3-D Glasses

Van Gogh had just taken a sip from his bottle of Bennington Monument beer when the waiter arrived.

“Ready to order?” he said.

Van Gogh opened the menu.

“Yes, I’d like the plankton with bow tie pasta, please.”

“Excellent choice, sir.”

“Thank you. And the Windy City baked beans, can I get that to go?”

“To go? Why, sure. Certainly.”

As the waiter retreated, Van Gogh saw a beautiful young woman, dressed in a tiny, shiny blue miniskirt, entering the restaurant. It was Deirdre

Two tables over, Murray Titmouse and his son Rodney, age twelve, in town to see the Cubs, were just starting into their broiled lobsters. They were each wearing 3-D glasses, all the rage around town.

With a ferocious grimace, Rodney tried to crack open part of an arm, but it slipped, and the nicely cooked red lobster claw spun through the air.

Deirdre caught sight of Van Gogh and smiled.

Van Gogh was about to say hello when he noticed the lobster claw clear an empty table and four well-upholstered fine Corinthian leather chairs. It dropped to the carpet in front of Deirdre, and bounced twice.

Deirdre saw Van Gogh’s averted gaze, and a confused look came over her. Due to her poor eyesight, however, she failed to see what had just landed before her. Her high heels were no match for a Maine crustacean. She turned her ankle and fell forward.

Van Gogh barely managed to get up in time to catch her. She knocked him back into his chair, her arms draped awkwardly around his shoulders.

She seemed bony, yet soft and light, quite satisfactory to Van Gogh.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Deirdre said, completely mortified, as she attempted to disentangle herself from him.

“Please,” he said. “No trouble at all.”

Titmouse and his son rushed over, 3-D glasses on, their depth perception a wild frenzy of discombobulation.

“Sorry,” Murray said. “Was that our lobster?”

Rodney started looking over the floor, perhaps intent on salvaging something under the five-second rule.

“Over here!” Missy DiGusto said, from her table nearby. “Deirdre, we’re over here.”

“Well,” Deirdre said to Van Gogh. “I’ve got to go. Nice seeing you again.”

“Likewise,” he replied.

As Deirdre made her way over to the table, Leonora Windbank leaned over to Missy and whispered, “I’ve heard of throwing yourself at a man—but that—that’s—”

“Over-the-top?” Missy said.

“Yes,” Leonora said. “Just the word I was looking for.”

“Hi,” Missy said, as Deirdre joined the super elderly duo from ChiMoMa. “You’re just in time. We’re ready to order.”

After they ordered, and Deirdre had tucked in her blouse, and checked her shoe, Missy said, “Isn’t that Steven Van Gogh over there—one of our artists?”

“Yes,” Leonora said. “Why don’t we ask him to join us?”

“Deirdre, go over there and ask him,” Missy said.

“Oh, my God. Haven’t I attacked him enough already?”

“Quite right, sweetie,” Missy said. “I’ll do it.”

In a moment, the task was accomplished.



Chapter 4

Phone Message

You can imagine how Van Gogh felt, leaving a phone message that wasn’t returned, to the Troy, New York, home office of Deirdre Jones, contributing editor of Art International, after she had written a very favorable review of his Chicago exhibit.

You can imagine, can’t you?

Put yourself in Van Gogh’s shoes, his loafers, even his sneakers. Look down. You’ll see they’re covered with blobs of paint.

Back in Troy, Deirdre was staring at a box of crackers, checking the ingredients, wondering if the calories were worth it.

Her mother said, “These telemarketers are getting crazier every day. I’m sick of these art marketers. Now they’re naming themselves after famous people. Do you realize the other day some one called and said their name was Van Gogh?”

Deirdre had half a cracker in her mouth.

“Wou fed whuff?”

“What did you say, honey?”

At this point Deirdre had her mother by the collar, bending her over the kitchen counter.

“Who did you say called?”

Tiny pieces of cracker flew out of her mouth.

“What? What, honey? Van Gogh—a guy named Van Gogh.”

“When? When did he call?” Deirdre said, tightly gripping her mother’s lapels.

“Well, it had to be last week—or something.”

“Or something? Or something? Mom, please. How many times have I said, please, please don’t erase my phone calls.”

“Now, don’t start that thing about Harvard.”

“Oh, my God,” Deirdre said. She didn’t have to be reminded about the time her mother erased her call from Harvard. “Did you save the number?”

“I don’t save those telemarketer’s numbers.”

“I’m moving out,” Deirdre said, dejectedly. “This is too much.”

“Deirdre—Deirdre, I’m sorry. Who was it?”

“Nobody. Nobody—never mind.”

She headed up to her room.



Chapter 5

Marchantia

Back in Buzzard’s Bay, a young man—well, a kind of young man, if you call 35 young, wondered if his interrogation of the administrators of the CHIMOMA Art Museum was too much.

Did he come off as a madman, asking if Deirdre was married?

Then the call to Art International, which gave him her phone number.

How did he know Deirdre's mother was a lousy receptionist?

***
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“We are not in International waters,” Captain Kang said.

“I don’t care,” Van Gogh declared, as the tugboat heaved back and forth in the churning waters of the Hudson. “Marry us. Where’s the problem?”

Deirdre looked at Van Gogh in alarm.

“Not here. No way,” she said.

Van Gogh turned back to the captain. “Come on—get it on man—we’re dying here.”

Giant, slimy, green, octopus-like plants groped the boat.

“Okay, goddamn it. I declare you man and wife.”

“May I kiss the bride?”

“Go ahead—hurry up. Then help me kill these things.”

Van Gogh grabbed and kissed. Deirdre almost kissed him back.

Then the tentacles of another monster swirled around her legs from behind.

Van Gogh grabbed a scabbard, and chopped away.

***
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It had all been so innocent—Van Gogh’s marchantia—creeping liverwort—galloping loosestrife.

They were no danger.

It was only when he visited the mysterious laboratory of Stephen Vincent Benet at the Watervliet Arsenal that things went terribly wrong.

“I thought you were dead,” was Van Gogh’s statement, upon meeting the famed scientist.

“Don’t believe everything you read. It’s all fake. I dreamed it up, and put it on the Internet.”

“You never wrote those stories of the old west?”

“Never been there.”

“All cooked up?”

“Well baked—fried—broiled—fricasseed.”

“So, why did you want to see me?”

“The liverwort—the galloping loosestrife—I’ve been down that same road.”

“What road?”

“Genetic mutations—fix up this river—eat those PCBs.”

“With what?”

“Spores—freshwater coral—Man O Wars—floating jellyfish—and yes, the marchantia—creeping liverwort—your galloping loosestrife.”

“But they live on land—just follow the legumes.”

“Yeah—I like it—follow the nitrogen—yes, yes, yes.”

***
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In his tiny shack, in Falmouth, Cape Cod, while trying to control the loosestrife that was overrunning the landing strip, Van Gogh had lasered spores from galloping liverwort—a plant that actually traveled—crept along the ground—in search of nitrogen enriched soil. It was madness, all wrong, but the loosestrife sped away from the tarmac—had to get away in its ravenous appetite for nitrogen that it easily found when Van Gogh fed the soil with fast growing genetically altered beans and peas. They grew big—humungous—word got around. Then the call from Benet.

What a coincidence. Right out of Charles Dickens. The Watervliet Arsenal—Benet’s laboratory—was across the Hudson River from Troy—where Deirdre lived. Yes, he’d go. Why not?
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