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Italian Fever



‘An absolute joy to read … a novel that is part love story, part ghost story, and a wholly enjoyable and intelligent summer read … a wise, intelligent novel, it should be enjoyed both in its own right and as a worthy addition to the growing line of Tuscan fictions’


Amanda Craig, New Statesman



‘Captivating … a beautifully written, compelling novel’   Mary Morris, author of Nothing to Declare


The Great Divorce


‘She’s more convincing, and often erotic, in her descriptions of sex than many writers better known for it. A richly enjoyable, thought-provoking book’


Time Out


‘The Great Divorce is the kind of fiction that can briefly re-focus and broaden the scope of what we notice about the world’


Los Angeles Times


‘Compelling … Martin’s lean prose produces images and ideas with effortless grace’


Washington Post Bookworld


A Recent Martyr


‘Martin’s exotic, contemporary New Orleans [is] a mesmerizing landscape of decay and rebirth’


Kirkus Reviews


‘Surprising and shocking. A dark, heady … powerful novel’
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“How wonderful, how very wonderful the operations of time, and the changes of the human mind!” And following the latter train of thought she soon afterwards added: “If any one faculty of our nature may be called more wonderful than the rest, I do think it is memory. There seems something more speakingly incomprehensible in the powers, the failures, the inequalities of memory, than in any other of our intelligences. The memory is sometimes so retentive, so serviceable, so obedient—at others, so bewildered and so weak—and at others again, so tyrannic, so beyond control!—We are to be sure a miracle every way—but our powers of recollecting and of forgetting, do seem peculiarly past finding out.”


JANE AUSTEN




Mansfield Park
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Once, when Mona scrutinized her full lips in her compact mirror, just as she was raising the lipstick to smear them with crimson, she noticed that I, too, was examining her reflection, and as she saw this, there rose, through her perfectly vain concentration, an expression of childish confusion. She slapped the mirror closed in her hand and allowed her shoulders to slump forward as she turned to me.


I remember this movement of her shoulders with regret, for I had not wished to see it, not the first time, nor on any of the successive occasions in which it has risen, against my will, to my mind’s eye.


But there are images in every imagination which will continue, despite, or because of, our determined efforts to erase them. I have only to say Mona’s name, “Mona,” and her face appears, her cloying whining voice, her big teeth and puckering lips, and I marvel that once I lay in her arms and thought myself fortunate. Because she has been so instrumental in my present state of loss, she sits now like a devil in my imagination and I have to remind myself that she is really no more than a lonely widowed lady with perfect teeth, sharp and white.


Her dear departed one had been in temperature control; he repaired air-conditioners and heaters, a profitable profession in this sultry climate. He was much in demand and worked harder than he should have, for one balmy spring afternoon, while sweating in a cramped and steaming attic, he stood up, cracked his head on an overhead beam, fell semiconscious onto the duct of the broken central air unit, struggled momentarily, suffered a cataclysmic heart attack, and died. He left his wife well provided, and she lamented his loss for a seemly period, after which she suffered from such extremes of uncontrolled temperature (hot flashes, cold chills) that she began to look around for his replacement. Mutual friends brought us together, certain that we would do one another good, she was so bright and cheerful and such a good cook and I was so glum, poverty-stricken, dull and thin. And we were roughly the same age.


Mona took me in hand right away, cleaned my apartment, stuffed my larder, took me out to expensive restaurants twice a month, chewed my earlobes, straddled my scrawny girth with her thick, aging, and demanding thighs, and in general did all that was necessary to reduce me to a whimpering child with cringing testicles and watery bowels. I was an easy mark; at least, it was easy to move into my life. Her difficulty came in getting me to move into hers, which I steadfastly refused to do. She waited for this concession with nerve-shattering complacency and every single week called me up to describe the culinary temptations she was preparing for me at her suburban paradise. If only I would make the easy little trip out to see her.


The thought of the bed she had shared with the temperature-control man froze my blood in its murky progress through my veins and it is to my credit, I think, that I refused her and entertained her always, as best I could, in my own poor quarters.


I say all this in retrospect, for the sad truth is that for a long time I enjoyed Mona’s affections and bank account with a sense of gratitude if not wonder. I couldn’t understand, no matter how I tried, what it was she saw that made her so dead set on having me, and in my ignorance I thought it must be some good, some quality I didn’t know I possessed. Too late and with incredulity did I learn that all she saw in me was living and available flesh.


She wanted all of me and more of me than there was. She wanted me fat and satisfied and she was selfless in her determination to have me so. It’s easy for me to make light of her deep despair and my own willingness to be dragged into it, now that I am free of it and have forgotten what it was like to lie beneath the weight of it, bloated and featureless like a drowned man.


A lot of things are easier now. On one or two occasions in the last six months, I have awakened with a smile on my lips, a feeling of delicious anticipation, a shuddering in my heart, my loins, the tips of my fingers and toes, to look around my spacious and sunny room at Beaufort and alight at last on Alex’s dark hair and perfect features, deep in sleep on the pillow next to mine.


But that’s unusual. Although I am as happy as I think I can be, it is my habit to wake in pain. My throat aches, dry and constricted. My hands and feet are stiff with arthritis, my back aches, and it hurts to straighten my knees. My eyeballs throb. I open my eyes with trepidation, expecting to find myself in my own bed with Mona snoring volubly at my side, or—slightly worse—in some deep pit of hell where tempting water will remain always just out of my reach and eternity will devour my heart with half glimpses of Alex going around a corner, slipping past me down a burning hall, smiling sleepily at me as she reclines in the embrace of another.


Clearly I would rather talk of Alex but I dare not dispense with Mona so cavalierly. Had it not been for her appetite, her ceaseless yearning to swallow everything in sight, I would never have found Alex and lived to tell this tale.


Mona loved bars, especially after a meal. My own taste in establishments of this kind runs to darkness, quiet, the smell of urine and Pine-Sol. Mona soon tired of this and I agreed to tour, at her expense, the various dens advertised in the local press. We attended discos—woefully out of place in our unstylish clothes and tired eyes, we didn’t dare attempt any of the gyrations demonstrated by the young upon the dance floor. Mona would have, I think, but I made a plea for the dignity of age or some such foolishness, appealing to what would have been her sense of the absurd had she possessed one, and she gave in. Still, she tapped her fingers on the tabletop and smiled demurely into the youthful eyes that settled in shock and dismay upon her coiffure, a creation of strange coils and impregnable knots gleaming with pins and spray. Then for a while we discovered hotel bars, one after the other, where waitresses in scanty costumes enveloped us in their heady scents and sometimes the room revolved and sometimes the revolution was purely metaphoric. The patrons were more to my taste; they looked like Mona and paid no attention to her posturings, being absorbed in their own preenings and dreary flirting. Mona never liked the music in these places; it was “old-fashioned.” So we tried some quiet unadvertised specials. We found them by driving around and around in the Quarter, Mona hanging from the car window and calling out her estimation of what went on behind each smoked pane and half-open door. One night, despairing of anything new, we were driving down Esplanade when Mona spotted something “interesting,” and I simultaneously named and claimed something even more unusual, a legal parking place. We climbed out of Mona’s sleek auto and ducked into the bar, both feeling lucky and in dangerously high spirits.


What an inexorable double stroke of fate that was. I dragged myself through the whole penny-pinching joyless tedium of my life and then, slash, all of it for nothing as I saw through the smoke of the dimly lit bar, like the sun thrusting strong rays through the grayest clouds, Alex’s clear eyes and intoxicating smile. I shoved Mona’s wide behind through the crowd, straight for Alex and my one big shot at eternal life. I remember every grisly detail of this, our first, encounter.


Mona’s well-preserved flesh was stuffed into a black gown which threatened at every turn and crease to burst its straining seams. Her décolleté exposed not only more of her ample breasts than was necessary, but more than was desirable. She leaned all this warm bulk over the bar (“This is a young people’s bar,” she murmured excitedly, fishing in her purse for some I.D. as we walked in the door) and looked up and down at the wall of enticing bottles. Alex glanced at us, then looked away. “What do you want?” I asked florid Mona, who rolled her eyes up, indicating that the universe did not hold what she really wanted. She squinted at the row of bottles before her and replied at last, “A Pink Squirrel.”


Stout heart that I am, I did not bat an eye. While Mona craned her neck in a circle, sizing up the patrons of the bar, I turned to watch Alex.


Alex is tall and spare and her figure makes those around her look unevolved. When I first saw her I was impressed by her long neck and straight back and her posture, which contrives to be both regal and relaxed. There is something equine about her but she is by no means a “horsy” woman. The attribute she shares with horses is not in her bones but in her philosophy. She is sudden, determined, flashy, a little skittish, but powerful, fast, and courageous. She doesn’t toss her head but she does bare her teeth when she is angry or when she is excited. That first night I watched her shaking water from the glasses she then filled with liquor, her hands occupied with one task and her mind pursuing another and I thought of a racehorse I had once seen grazing in a field and of how he could not keep his wild thoughts on his meal but kept looking up, chewing abstractly and dreamy-eyed, thinking of running, always running. Alex looked into the space just over my left shoulder, her mouth slightly ajar, considering something. Then she pursed her lips, lifting her eyebrows slightly, and turned away to deliver the drinks she had unconsciously prepared to the waiting customers. After a moment she returned to our vicinity and began indifferently wiping an invisible spot on the counter. I engaged her attention by pulling the end of her cleaning rag out of her hand. She gave the rag a look of consternation, then lifted her face. There were no sparks but our eyes held and I tried to say something admiring with mine. She took the rag from me, wearily folding it in a neat square, which she jammed into her back pocket, clearly bored by the offer she was about to make. “Can I help you?” she inquired.


I thought of the many ways that she could help me and could not speak. She turned to Mona, who, seized by her usual compulsion to “freshen up” every twenty minutes, was digging through her bag for mirror and lipstick. Alex looked back at me and our eyes met again, briefly, distantly. “Scotch on the rocks,” I said. “And a Pink Squirrel for this lady.”


An expression of intense pain knit her brow even as the corners of her mouth lifted into a smile. She turned to Mona and inquired, “What is it you want, honey?”


Mona met her gaze, courageous, contemptuous. “A Pink Squirrel.”


Alex was bored. “Do you think this is the Roosevelt?” she asked.


“I beg your pardon,” replied Mona, undaunted.


I couldn’t bring myself to name the item a second time. “She means she doesn’t know how to make one of those,” I interrupted.


“Well then. A rum collins.”


Alex looked from Mona to me for confirmation. “A rum collins,” I repeated, trying my damndest to hold her attention. She turned away and engrossed herself in the preparation of our drinks. In a moment she set them before us and we were left to ourselves. I couldn’t concentrate on Mona’s chatter, though I knew it was about the meal we had just shared at the new hotel restaurant downtown. The food had been well prepared, served with solemnity and colorful trappings, the wine was, yes, I agreed, the wine might have been better. Mona was content, packed full of potatoes, veal, and bearnaise sauce, and her head swimming from the wine she had not thought quite good enough. From time to time I turned my attention to her to see how fast she was going under and how soon I would be able to whisk her back to her neat bungalow and return to devote myself to the observation of Alex.


For I knew at once that she was extraordinary and I want to point out that I wasn’t mistaken. She paid no attention to me then, she was busy serving customers and for the most part she showed me her back. I saw that it was fine and straight, I couldn’t see how fine then. She was wearing a white long-sleeved blouse, buttoned at the cuffs, of a silky material, luminous in the soft light, almost transparent; black pants with a thin alligator belt, flaring slightly at the knee and fitting easily over her boots. I was to become intimately acquainted with those boots but didn’t know it then and couldn’t see them at all well from my vantage point across the bar. As I know them now, I will stop and describe them. Plain but handsomely crafted brown leather boots; the leather is so thin and soft it feels like a peeling skin; the long tongue falls away from her shin with maddening delicacy when she props her foot up on a chair and bends over the laces, tightening them resolutely through each set of holes. There are a breathtaking fifteen pair of holes to the top and by the seventh unbidden tears stand in my eyes as I sit on the edge of one bed or the other, until she turns, laughs, and plucks from my lap (where I have been fondling it in the hope of breaking the spell that keeps me from changing into it) the mate to the fortunate one now clinging to her smooth calf.


What else did I see? Her clothes, her posture, and something more. Her open, clear, and intelligent eyes, imparting to her otherwise ordinary features an expression I have seen on no one else. There is no guile in the expression with which she confronts a world that should rightly spread itself out at her feet.


The intelligent women I’d known before her all had something desperate about them, something burning and grinding, something in their brains that made them look as if they were in pain, on fire, flaming up, smoldering, or threatening to go out altogether. I thought her, most of all, relaxed, comfortable, sure of herself without trying (or having to try) to assert herself. A friend of mine (ignorant, useless, and no longer a friend) who met her described her to me as “a little masculine, but nice.” I suppose the foul-minded, when seeing her, see nothing more. But having dreamed of such a woman all my life I knew her when I saw her and she could not have been (couldn’t be) more to my taste had I molded the curves of her superior clay with my own hands. I watched her.


Mona droned on and on, a big fat insect I wanted to slap. All our good times together, all the temperature-control man’s hard-earned cash she had lavished upon me, all the web of gluttony and greed she had spun about me so that I hung suspended before her, a meal to anticipate, all fell away and I sat in stupefied silence. She interpreted my ennui as indigestion and with a few groans and nods I gave her to believe that this was so. I would be best off at home in my own bed, alone, I admitted sadly, and besides it was so late, after leaving her clucking self and her car at her place (she couldn’t drive with all the wine clouding her judgment), I would barely make the last bus home.


Reluctantly we left that great night spot and I tucked Mona away, protesting weakly, in Metairie. I did indeed barely make that last bus back and arrived at Alex’s bar at something after one. She was still there, fitting and refitting her long straight spine into a corner near the cash register, in conversation with her replacement, an Italianate young man who smiled over her shoulder as she spoke. He spotted me and indicated that he would soon be with me but Alex, moved by divine inspiration or her generous nature, came instead. Did she remember me from the Pink Squirrel incident? I couldn’t tell. She took my order without comment and in a moment my drink was before me and she was turning away again. My voice became a wad of cotton in my throat but I got my lips open and a contorted sound issued forth, a sound that could have been “wait” or “what.” I don’t know what it was; perhaps I wanted water. She heard me, took pity on me, gave me for the first time her full attention.


“You want something?” she asked.


Here was opportunity but my brain missed crankily, tired engine that it was. I gestured with my hands, rolling one over the other, then came weaving out of it, palms up, elbows on the bar, head thrust forward so that I nearly touched her with my dry aching lips and she backed away.


“Are you okay?”


Did I disgust her? I came abruptly to myself. “That’s my impression of a drunk person,” I said. “Is it any good?”


She smiled a little. A little smile but I detected it; it was mine. “Very good. One of the best I’ve seen,” she said. “You could have fooled me.”


“I’m back,” I said. Miraculously, here were words coming out, though I couldn’t have said what they meant. “I wanted to show it to you.”


“Show what to me?”


“My impression.”


“What happened to your lady?”


“My Pink Squirrel?”


She laughed and my heart leaped in its bony cage. If I could amuse her a few moments longer we would be deep in conversation. And after that we would exchange names. And after that? But I had to think of something to say before her laughter faded. My head ached. I looked at my hands and noticed, to my horror—though I’ve seen them often enough before—the swollen joints, the creases about the knuckles, the pale blotches across the backs, the hands of a man who is even older than I am. Perhaps I have neglected to mention that, but for these traitor hands, I have the face and form of a younger man, though how much younger I can’t say. Ten years possibly, ten black years I passed frozen and numb, shuffling figures at the government office. Or was it twenty? But there were my hands, shocking and shaming me so that I pulled them away, a foolish gesture that cost me my composure, and an unnecessary one, for Alex was not looking at my hands, and even if she had, in that light she wouldn’t have seen the impending death I saw.


“Is something wrong?” she asked sweetly and without a trace of accusation.


“I was wondering if you could leave here. Or do you stay here always?”


She glanced over her shoulder at the clock. “I leave here in fifteen minutes,” she said. “You want to go with me?”


It was so simple. Easier than falling off my barstool, which I somehow failed to do. In fifteen minutes she came out from behind the bar and I accompanied her out the door and into the street, our destination enchanting and nebulous.


On that long lonely bus ride back to town I had let my imagination off its leash and the most satisfying fantasy I had (because the most possible) was that she might say a few words to me. Now I walked down a public street at her side, unable for a block or so to speak, such was my puzzlement and deep pleasure.


She broke this happy silence. “What’s your name?” she asked.


“Claude.”


“I’ve never met a Claude before.”


“I hope you won’t regret it.”


“Why should I?”


Why should she? Why shouldn’t she? And how could she be so affable with a perfect and older stranger? I noticed, however, how neatly she failed to give me her name, though I had overheard it in the bar and didn’t need to ask. She walked so quickly I had to shake my head clear to keep up with her. Gradually I understood that while our destination was a provocative mirage to me it was a dead certainty to her.


“Where are you going?” I inquired.


“I’m just going home, like I do every night.”


“Where is that?”


She pointed at the thin air, then slashed it from left to right with a gleaming forefinger. “Three blocks this way, two that way.”


I imagined myself in a room, a magical room she passed through every day, leaving it rich with the things she cast off, her silken blouses, her alligator belts, her calfskin boots. “You really don’t mind my coming along?” I said.


She turned to look at me in the street-lamp light. “For someone whose intentions are so obvious,” she said, “you sure are shy.”


“I’m not shy, I’m just unsure of myself.”


“You don’t usually pick up women? Am I the first woman you’ve ever picked up?”


Certainly I had allowed myself to become the unwitting companion, walking, talking, and bedding, of women I didn’t know as well as I should have, for if I had I would not have done so. But I had never been in the company of any who appraised me so candidly. “What can I say?” I said.


It was dark but I saw her nostrils inflate to accommodate a rush of air, a sniff. She sniffed at me. We turned a corner and walked briskly on. “It doesn’t matter what you say, Claude,” she informed me. “Because the truth is you haven’t even picked me up yet.”


“I’m not sure what that entails.”


“What?”


“Picking you up. But I would like the opportunity …”


“I can see that.”


“Do you think I’ll ever get it?”


She thrust her hand deep into her pants pocket, fished out a silver key, and held it up before me, teasing me. “The key?” she asked.


She turned to an iron gate. “This is the gate.” She put the key into the lock. “And this is the key.”


“And this I take it is goodbye?”


“For tonight, Claude,” she said, turning to me, inches from me, her cool eyes on my nervous face. “What is it you want, Claude?”


“Only to be of service to you. In any way. Anything.”


She considered it. “To be of service?”


“Does the idea have no appeal to you at all?”


She pressed her thumbnail against her upper teeth, such a simple gesture and one that is engraved on my heart. “I wouldn’t say,” she said, “that it has no appeal whatsoever.”


“I’ll take that as good news.”


“I think you should,” she said. Then she turned, opened the gate, and pushed it closed behind her without looking back and I was alone on the street without, I swear, any surety, save my determination to try that gate again.
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An hour later I was in my own rooms. I looked with a stranger’s eyes. Already I could see Alex standing in the doorway, looking at the dirty rugs and stacks of dusty books. The place was always dark, as dark as her bar, and it had the same humid smell. Would it depress her?


I couldn’t deny that it depressed me. On the street I had been a man of no origins, who might well contain the soul of grace and ease that this superb young woman would find irresistible. In my apartment I came home to myself and my despair was the same dark net that swarmed over me every night like an army of black ants.


I put up my same old good fight, more from habit than from any real desire to cheer up. I didn’t sit down and review my own history, but I did look around my rooms for some sign of life. There was a pile of unwashed clothing in the corner, the scrambled sheets on my bed, my books, in alphabetical stacks every two feet around the walls, the papers on my desk, the photograph of a woman pressing a violin beneath her chin, the bow poised in space before her as she looked out past it, out of her wooden frame, hesitantly, as if she could really see the place, a frail plain woman now dead, my mother. The rest of the place was an advertisement for squalor. Grime was packed into every available space, roaches reigned in the kitchen. It shocked me to see how I lived, for I fancy myself a fastidious, even discriminating person. For the most part I never looked at the place, except on the rare occasions when I brought a lady home with me and had to endure the dismay in her eyes when she saw it. I made apologies: “I’ve been meaning to clean this place up, I’ve been out of town, I’ve been vandalized.” The foul place didn’t hurt my relations with these women; on the contrary, it introduced that element of pity so essential in the seduction of certain members of their sex. When Mona stepped through the door, her matron’s eyes filled with tears and as I pushed her back upon my narrow bed she looked around her, at the work cut out for her, and lay down readily with an expression of delight. That very night she checked out my poor supply of cleaning aids, one can of Ajax and a sponge, pronounced them inadequate, and made a date to return and “straighten up.”


“I’ll get to it,” I said.


“But I would enjoy it so much. It would mean so much to me.”


Mona had an insidious power. She had once been a most attractive woman, I’ve no doubt of that. She still pursed her lips and crossed her legs in a manner that suggested she expected action and was used to getting it. She combined these two gestures, looking around at my soiled nest, and said, “Really, you know you’re going to need help with this. You can’t clean and have a job, too.”


For a while I let her have her way. She cleaned every two weeks, with her electric brooms and mops, her sponges, metal pads, and cleansers. Armed to the teeth, she fought the threatening crud. I soon tired of this, and spent my own money on a vacuum cleaner, some cans with lemons on them, a mop, and a bag of sponges. My cleaning was not as good as hers and she complained of it but I demanded my rights as a tenant. The result was the return of my once intimidated insect buddies, a recrudescence of mold and grease in the corners, on the baseboards, and along the sink, a faint odor of rot that reassured me. I was neither ashamed nor proud of my rooms. I looked on them as mine alone and the arguments I had with Mona about my right to keep it that way left me weak with rage while she resorted to trembling lips and liquid looks.


The memory of these arguments shamed me. I thought of Alex and knew at once, without regret, that Mona must go. It might appear that I was disproportionately sure of myself, ready to throw out an old reliable girl for an unknown quantity, and in fact I had no reason to believe Alex would ever be mine. Our conversation had been brief; she had toyed with me pleasantly enough, but mightn’t she tell me to get lost forever and call the police if I pursued the game?


I thought not. First there was my age, which with an ordinary woman of Alex’s age (I judged her to be thirty and was correct) would be a liability. A man her own age would desire a pliable mate to dominate or elevate, depending on his character. Faced with Alex’s candor, her glittering glacial eyes, he would lose interest at once. A man of forty, an insecure nervous creature who is trying to determine whether he’s a success yet, will be soon, or has it passed him by, wants from women only one commodity, the conviction of potency. Alex might prove an interesting challenge to those few who are successful and confident at that age, but what would they be doing in her bar? Perhaps her doctor had plans for her, her landlord might invite her in for drinks in the afternoon, but the manners of these men, their complacency, would put her off. I was sure of it. Only a man of my advancing age, calm and chivalrous, resolute, with nothing much to lose, would do. (The possibility of a much younger man, say twenty, or, worse, a slim-hipped boy, emerged in my calculations at this point, but I shoved him purposefully down and away.)


When I told her that my wish was to serve her (and so it was and is still, in spite of my determination to go down and make the same offer to Diana), I flattered myself that I had said the right thing. I felt confident that if I gave her three nights to think on it and then appeared to renew my offer she would have had enough time to grasp the intriguing possibilities I offered and her response would be favorable.


But what would I do about my sad sick self? I would have to appear lighthearted when I was lead-weighted. Suppose I did get her to share her bed with me, how would she endure the sight of me, waking up with my claw hands, my aching back, my skeleton’s face. And what of those nights when I am brushing death off my shoulders like dandruff and I fight the darkness, suffocating and frantic, wouldn’t that sight repel her?


And how about the way I sit in my chair, wringing my hands, for all the world like a weeping child, but for the tears I no longer have the wherewithal to shed?


I used the three nights I had set aside for her consideration of my offer in speculation of this kind. But I had made my decision on that first night and none of the eventualities with which I reviled my fancy dissuaded me from my original plan. On the fourth night I was at my appointed place, strolling confidently through the door of Alex’s bar.


And there she was, pale and cool. She gave me a terse smile of recognition as I propped myself against the barstool. She finished the drink she was preparing, shoved it across the bar to an overweight patron who fumbled his change back to her, then came toward me, speaking inaudibly to her co-worker as she passed. “I thought I dreamed you,” she said, wiping the wet counter in front of me with her soft cleaning rag.


“And how did you feel about that dream?” I heard my reply with satisfaction.


“I thought it was a dream,” she paused, folding her rag. “You know. Not real?”

OEBPS/006_r1.jpg
ALEXANDRA

VALERIE MARTIN





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
   
		 
	

     
		 
	

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
        
    



 
	 






OEBPS/001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/002_r1.jpg
~~~~~~~





OEBPS/msr_cvi_r1.jpg
VALERIE MARTIN

WINNER OF THE 2003 ORANGE PRIZE

Alexandra

A NOVEL






