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To Be or Not to Be…Arrested




    


    Camille and I have been pals since we both modeled for Wilhelmina in our 20s. Now tooling through our 50s we’re still that dynamic duo, with just a spot of cellulite and a few more lines. It’s the reason I’m waiting for her in the bar at New York’s Carlyle Hotel…to discuss a possible nip and tuck, since, according to her and our pal Joanne, my chin is headed south, and not just for the winter.


    Camille is always late. I wish I could simply say she was fashionably so, but it’s always more dramatic than that, usually involving a man.


    Unlike most women of a certain age, Camille has not slowed down. Actually, menopause seems to have revved her up like a Corvette freshly tuned. It’s one of the reasons I like being around her, to remember my parts still work, too. When I think how amorous I used to be, it’s downright shocking, since now I’d rather make love to a book than a snazzy suit picked up at a cocktail party.


    Camille, however, is still at that party while I wait patiently on a bar stool forcing myself to ask Eddie the bartender how his holidays were. Eddie, just another pretty face with a corkscrew, bores me as much as the many men I’ve known in my profession who’d kill you for a glimpse in the mirror.


    “Sorry I’m late,” Camille crooned, saving me from having to view Eddie’s Christmas pictures on his iPhone. “You’ll never guess who I ran into.”


    “The Prada sale?” Camille loves Prada perhaps even more than men. Well, maybe that’s going a bit too far.


    “I’ll give you a hint…he’s romantic…murmurs Shakespeare in his sleep.”


    “Uh-oh. You mean the English guy you were ready to jump off the Brooklyn Bridge for?”


    “Him, and did he look delicious in jeans and a tweed Tom Ford blazer. Omigod, Rosanna, I could have jumped him right there in front of the St. Regis.”


    “I hope it was just a quick hello good-bye. He’s like crack with an accent, remember.”


    “Oh, I’m over him, but I did invite him here for a drink.”


    “Camille, you didn’t.”


    On cue, who walks in but one of the hottest actors on the London stage. To be kind, and avoid a lawsuit, we’ll call him Brutus, since he practically assassinated Camille as though she were Caesar but in heels. His flirty greeting seeped into the air like honey or smog, depending how you look at it.


    “Wull hullo…you two rovishing beau-tees.” Only the English saying rovishing could get a girl’s thong so damp. Even mine, though plied with baby powder, wasn’t safe. Maybe it’s because he’s so famous he makes one’s heart pound, but what I do know about him is he’s a first-class heel.


    Married forever to a woman you never see, he flirts and fucks with the abandonment of a sailor on perpetual leave. One time in a Cosmopolitan haze, I asked how his wife could not know he was such a legendary ladies man. He said, as long as he was discreet and didn’t embarrass her publicly, all was well at home in Hampstead Heath, where they live like English royals. I tried warning Camille he was just passing through, but it was too late. She was already devouring Hamlet.


    The play as well as the actor.


    My chin and I started to twitch after seeing the look of elation nesting on Camille’s face. We may as well have been copping a dime bag.


    “So how long are you in town for?” I asked, praying it was short.


    “Wull, I da know,” he said, gazing at Camille as if she were a hot hors d’oeuvre.


    She was hot all right, and I needed to douse her flame fast.


    “Camille, let’s go to the ladies room.”


    “I don’t have to go.”


    “Yeah, but I need you to zipper me back up.”


    “Shall I come?” Ooh, did I want to smack him.


    “Excuse us.”


    “I think we need to get the hell outta here…now,” I said when we got into the hallway.


    “What are you so worried about? I’m not getting involved with him again, but he is so cute. Why waste him? And maybe he’ll give us tickets to something. I have it all under control. Trust me.”


    “Who are you kidding? He was one of the great loves of your life, who said he was leaving his wife and then disappeared without even a good-bye. You may have amnesia, but I don’t. You were like a sick moose. Let’s go.”


    Fat chance, but I had to try. When we returned he was signing an autograph for a large middle-aged lady who looked like she might levitate. The rich and famous have it made, even if they are shits.


    “All zipped?” Brutus asked, winking at the woman clutching her autograph to her ample chest, which was heaving heavily in his direction.


    Honestly, if boobs could only talk.


    “You know, last time you were here,” I said, “you left rather suddenly. Remember that?”


    Camille kicked me with her Manolo good and hard beneath the table. Then something great happened. Brutus got sick. Suddenly he was all doubled over like a tweed Castro Convertible.


    “Omigod, what is it?” Camille said, calling for Eddie.


    “I…da know…just been drankin this scu-tch you ordered feh the two of us is oll.”


    Hmm, that’s funny—since when does Camille drink scu-tch, or scotch?


    “Can you walk?” I asked.


    “Jest get me in a toxi…I’ll be oll-right.”


    I knew he was afraid of the press. Someone might report he was at half-mast at the Carlyle with two unidentified females, the little Shakespearian rat. He handed Eddie some bills to pay our check but insisted he be the one to take him outside.


    “But I have a full bar,” Eddie said till he saw the Ben Franklin pop out of Brutus’s blazer pocket.


    Camille bid him good-bye before Eddie practically carried him out.


    “That’s so amazing he got sick like that, Camille. I wonder what it was?”


    She took a long swig from my wineglass and looked at the heavyset woman still clutching her sacred signature.


    “If I were her I’d sell it.”


    I couldn’t help looking at my friend suspiciously. “Camille, since when do you drink scotch?”


    “Since ex-lax dissolves faster in a dark malt.”


    “Omigod, you didn’t?”


    “I take the fifth, Rosanna, as in Henry V, who will be sprouting sonnets from both ends well into the morning.”


    Just then Eddie came back. Camille handed him her drink and my empty wineglass.


    “Two champagne cocktails, Eddie. Make them doubles and if you have some Moët opened, that’s OK, too.”

  


   



  
    Wilhelmina Models, 9 East 37th Street, New York City, 1972



    


    It’s the one day a month that Willie sees new girls. I’m riding the elevator to the penthouse in my new red leather pants and thigh-high boots. Everything would be great if it wasn’t the hottest day in July.


    A gorgeous redhead in a white Lilly Pulitzer sundress and a pair of flats is standing beside me. She looks so cool and calm, while any minute I might break into a chorus of “Leader of the Pack.”


    “I guess we’re both going to the same place,” I said, assessing her grace and poise.


    “Yeah, it’s show ’em what ya got day,” she said, surprising me with her slang.“Nice pants, but aren’t ya hot?”


    Before I could answer, the doors opened right into Wilhelmina’s reception area. A snotty blonde in a twinset told us to sit down, we’d be seen directly, while tall willowy women loped by like deer. I tripped as I made my way to a chair.


    “You OK?” the sundress asked. “I’m Camille, by the way.”


    “Rosanna…nice to meet you.”


     

  


  
    

    


    
Losing Face



    The Garden Restaurant, Four Seasons Hotel
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