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				Chapter 1

				Dr. Roth thought this class was tedious, and hated teaching it. However his graduate assistant, Bishou Howard, loved the practice. An aspiring woman professor needed all the practice she could get, Bishou reasoned. It might be 1969 and an age of feminism, but it was still a man’s world out there. It was a pleasure to have an advisor like Raymond Roth, who had a sense of humor as well as intelligence. A potentially adversarial relationship had easily become a friendship. Thus, Bishou Howard taught Introduction to World Literature 101 to incoming freshmen at East Virginia University — trying to make it interesting enough to keep a few sheep in the fold once the required courses were out of the way — while researching her PhD thesis on the theme “Passion in Literature.” This gave Dr. Roth time to do reading and research, with occasional spot-checks on his only graduate assistant.

				Two hundred freshman students sat in this lecture hall, and Bishou could easily see what they called in Boston “light dawning on Marble Head” as she made her points and parallels, and asked questions to make them think. Many teachers didn’t allow a lecture to be interrupted, but Bishou pointed to students and asked questions to which she expected answers.

				She dismissed her students and they gathered up their books. That was a sign of attention, as she well knew. They had been absorbed enough, or cautious enough, to refrain from slamming their piles of books together just because it was getting close to the end of the hour.

				Dr. Roth dodged exiting students and stepped down to the center well from which Bishou taught. She nodded her greetings as she collected her notes from the lectern.

				“Hey, Chief, what’s on your mind?” she said cheerfully.

				“The dean spoke to me today about someone who might need a little tutoring. It’s a bit unusual, and I think a little confidential. Got a minute?”

				“Umm, hmm,” she hedged. “Got an appointment with the Rare Books Librarian. He’s trying to dredge up something for me.”

				“Sandy’s taking Roger to orientation night at the junior high, and I’m on my own tonight.” Bishou had supped with the professor, his wife, and son many nights. “Cocktails at your place later?”

				“Sure, if your definition of ‘cocktails’ includes cheap Chardonnay, which is all I’ve got.”

				Roth smiled. “My definition of ‘cocktails’ includes anything I don’t have to pay for. I’ll bring some appetizers.”

				“Now, that sounds good,” she laughed. “I’ll be back at my apartment around five.”

				Bishou had a minuscule apartment on the very edge of campus, close enough to the library to be useful, far enough from the lecture halls to give her some exercise each day. Sitting in an easy chair next to an unmatched couch and lounge chair, Dr. Raymond Roth eyed the books, typewriter, and study table approvingly.

				“People looking at this flat would know you were a grad student. Although, admittedly, they might not be able to tell which sex.”

				“Which is as it should be,” Bishou agreed with a laugh. She handed a glass of wine to him, while he shook crackers and cheese cubes from a paper bag onto a plate. “The height of academic luxury.”

				“Here’s to it,” he said, and they clinked wineglasses.

				She sipped the Chardonnay and found it good. “What’s the tutoring about? I’m kinda stretched, Dr. Roth. Do you owe Dean Clements a favor, or something?”

				“No, no. It would be for actual money. I think it’s the Dean who owes the President a favor.”

				“Come again?” She blinked.

				“Well, you know this World Tobacco Conference the University has been setting up,” Roth began.

				“Goodness, who doesn’t? It’s been the only topic of the school newsletter for months. Oh, let me guess. On parle français seulement.”

				“Well, pas seulement. Apparently they’ve got someone coming whom they didn’t expect, and he might need a little tutoring in English. I’m not sure of his background — the President didn’t tell the Dean — but there’s something odd.”

				Bishou frowned. “Odd how?”

				“I don’t know. Something about his passport or visa.”

				“French colonial, maybe? When you say ‘French’ and ‘tobacco’ I think Africa.”

				“That might be it, but I’m not sure. Anyway, your name came up because of your French Canadian family and your Parisian studies, and Dean Clements nobly volunteered you,” Roth said dryly.

				“We both must remember to thank him,” said Bishou, deliberately keeping any editorial tone out of her voice. After all, she was a student. She never forgot that things like this, little comments, might come back to bite her.

				“Mmm. Well. Since it’s a conference, there’s conference money there, some of which can be used to pay an English tutor. Might not be much, but it’s pocket money, Bishou.”

				She nodded. “Income instead of outgo. Do you know anything about this unexpected someone?”

				Roth pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket. “Only his name. Louis Dessant.”

				 “Dessant like the cigarettes?”

				“That’s all I know.”

				Bishou whistled. “That’s like saying R.J. Reynolds here, Dr. Roth.”

				“Really?”

				“Yeah. Dessant is tobacco big time. I think the cigarettes come from Réunion Island, maybe, near Madagascar in the Indian Ocean. Sort of like Hawaii for Frenchmen.”

				“I might have the name wrong,” Roth warned. “What’s the frown for?”

				“I think I read something about a Dessant, in the news, maybe a year or two ago.” She tried to remember, but failed. “Family scandal or something.”

				“Then that’s probably our fellow,” said Roth. “Heaven forbid any parent send us a student who isn’t in trouble somewhere else.” Again, they both laughed at the inevitable fact of life, and returned to the wine and cheese.

				A few moments later, however, Dr. Roth grew a little more serious. “I know I’m preaching to the choir, Bishou. You’ve been negotiating academic landmines all your life. But if this fellow is — rather, I mean to say, if you sense some kind of trouble with him — you must tell me up front, and not try to soldier on through. When you receive your doctorate from here, you’ll be only the third woman to do so in EVU history, and,” he paused and cleared his throat, “that means people tend to watch what you are up to.”

				Equally seriously, Bishou said, “Both of us. You took me on.”

				“I know. I won’t rehash everything we’ve said before. After all, we both know what we’ve said and done, and — knock on wood,” he rapped on the rickety little end table, “we’re turning into a pretty good prototype for advisor-advisee relationships for female PhD students.”

				“Amen, Lord,” she said wryly, and they both chuckled.

				“I’m just a little concerned that the dean is a little concerned, if you see what I mean. This isn’t just a student whose transcripts we can look up. He’s a businessman at a seminar.”

				“We’re only talking two weeks,” said Bishou. “Relax, Dr. Roth. We’ll take it easy.”

				“It’s early days,” Dr. Roth observed. “We’ll see.”

	
				Chapter 2

				East Virginia University was a perfectly logical place to hold a tobacco-growers’ conference, Bishou mused the next day as she walked to the Medlin Conference Center after her morning class and tuition sessions. And certainly a world tobacco-growers’ conference. Most of the money behind the university was tobacco money. They were situated in the heart of tobacco country, a great place for tours. The university’s Ag Department had done a lot of tobacco research, and was forward thinking in the face of medical discouragement about the health dangers of tobacco. She frowned wryly. And in the rear guard as far as women’s rights were concerned.

				A female teacher was still expected to wear high heels and stockings here, and always to appear well-groomed. Bishou had short dark hair, clear light skin with dark features, grey eyes, and a decent healthy body. She had seen women almost walk into walls admiring her “twin” brother Bat, so she supposed she wasn’t bad-looking either. She could deal with stockings and high heels.

				Wonder how Bat’s adjusting to having me so far away from New England, she thought. I miss them all, even our annoying parents. But there’s no going back. Thank God Bat is there for our brothers, at least. She shook her head. Save dreaming for another day, Bishou, she reminded herself. It’s time for the men’s world of tobacco.

				She walked up to the registration table for the conference, where she saw two women and three men. A young Twiggy look-alike with short blond hair and scared-raccoon mascara looked up from her seat inquiringly.

				“Hello. I’m Bishou Howard from the university. I’m supposed to be sitting in on some of this, and assisting French-speaking members of the conference.”

				“The current speaker is just starting,” said the blond woman.

				However, the other woman said, “I’m sorry, but you can’t enter without a badge.”

				“What must I do to get one?” Bishou asked.

				“Register.”

				“Register, as in money? Excuse me, I was asked to help. I’m not registering for this conference.”

				“I’m sorry,” the woman said firmly. “You cannot enter the conference without a badge.”

				Familiar with this combat routine, Bishou simply smiled and shrugged. “Thank you, you just made my day easier. I won’t attend, then. Be sure you inform President Lanthier that you turned me away, and why. I’ll inform my department head as well.”

				“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” a nearby man drawled. “Annie, if we asked the university for an interpreter for a World Tobacco Conference, we don’t turn ’er away because she won’t pay a fee to get in. What are you thinking?”

				“No registration, no attendance,” said the woman firmly.

				“Fine by me,” Bishou agreed, in that same pleasant voice. “I’m overworked anyway.”

				The man had a very pleasing accent — North Carolina, she’d bet. He simply picked up a marker and said, “What’s your name, honey?”

				“Bishou Howard. B-I-S-H-O-U.”

				That made him laugh. “I thought they said the man’s name was Bishop.”

				She laughed, too. “No, Bishou. It’s French for ‘unexpected.’ ”

				Now they all laughed, no hard feelings. “And you are,” said the man. “I was expecting a Frenchman named Bishop, and I got a Frenchwoman named Bishou.”

				“Worse than that,” she agreed humorously. “I’m a Yankee. But this is such a fine university, I wanted to come here for my studies.” She had said that same line so many times, and always got the same benevolent reaction.

				“I’m Gray Jackson.” He put a hand on her shoulder. “Come up here, honey, and I’ll try to point out Monsieur Dessant for you.”

				A real feminist would have broken his wrist, but Bishou filed it with all the other sexisms she encountered in a day’s work, and responded to the content rather than the form. “Good, thanks. That would be a start.”

				They climbed a stairway to the balcony level. They looked down on five hundred men at long concentric desks, all taking notes about tobacco infections. Occasionally Bishou noticed a woman, understood to be someone’s secretary, taking notes while the man next to her did not.

				“One-two-three-four-five levels up from the bottom,” Gray Jackson murmured in her ear, pointing. He leaned in. She could smell cologne and the inevitable cigarettes.

				She murmured in return, “End chair empty, second chair in? White suit?”

				“That’s him.” He squeezed her arm before she nodded, and let go of her. When you’re a woman, she thought, even academia requires a lot of body contact.

				Quietly, Bishou stepped down to that desk level, and took the idle chair. She had time to observe the stranger as she descended. She was a little surprised at what she saw. He wore a light suit with an off-white shirt and white tie, very much the Caucasian tropical gentleman. He had dark, wavy hair and dark eyebrows. But he was no spring chicken — in his mid-thirties, maybe. A pair of attractive dark eyes glanced up at her as she took the seat — and admittedly, stared for a moment. Not my looks, she thought, it’s the fact that I’m joining a men’s conference. His gaze returned to the speaker while she got out her pen and notebook.

				She touched his elbow. The brown eyes flitted to her, inquiringly. She touched her name badge to introduce herself silently. He got it, and smiled. He touched his own badge — LOUIS DESSANT — and his lips moved equally silently to say, “Bonjour.” Then they both turned their attention to the speaker.

				Louis had made marginal notes, both in English and French, on the preprinted note sheets the attendees had been given. That was a good idea, she thought approvingly, making up notes ahead of time for men who probably didn’t spend much time in classrooms. In one corner, in lovely handwriting, he had written “Tobacco Bores?” She reached over to write “Larves de tabac” beneath it. He looked at it, at her. Then his face lit up as he smiled at her in relief and understanding.

				Bishou felt her heart pound, and thought, Wow. Her gaze returned to her own papers. She told herself, Shove it down, Howard, he’s a student and you’re the advisor, and you can’t afford to screw this up. She took a deep breath and fastened her gaze on the speaker instead.

				It was interesting. The speaker was an ag scientist from the local federal research station, who had made a study of tobacco infestations. He spoke on methods of minimizing the effects. Louis was all attention during the talk; apparently it was a problem close to home. When the question-and-answer session began, Louis could not hear a voice speaking from the rear and hissed in frustration.

				Bishou raised her hand. The speaker looked past her to a man from elsewhere, so she raised her voice instead, “Could you repeat the question, please? We can’t hear it up front.” 

				There was nothing weak about Bishou’s voice; she’d spoken in this lecture hall before. But the speaker jumped a yard. The question was repeated, and the speaker replied. Bishou saw a smile in Louis’s eyes, though not on his lips. This man doesn’t laugh much, she thought.

				He scribbled hurriedly on her notebook. Bishou smelled faint cologne, and cigarettes. She read his French, frowning, and raised her hand. The speaker, who was learning to ignore her at his peril, spoke to her. “Not loud enough, Miss?”

				Bishou never took offense at this sort of thing, but laughed instead. “I’m sorry, Dr. Gardiner. I’m asking a question on behalf of Monsieur Dessant.” She indicated the man beside her.

				Immediately the speaker looked interested. “Dessant as in Dessant Cigarettes?”

				Louis Dessant smiled. “Yes, as in Dessant Cigarettes. My question is complicated, so I wrote it down.” His English was understandable and his voice pleasing to the ear.

				“I’m trying,” Bishou said, reading the note carefully. “So, Dr. Gardiner, you are saying that one should not eliminate the rust by — using the machete, dropping the leaves to the ground — that the dead leaves still harbor the rust? And it is better to apply the antibiotic to prevent the rust’s return?”

				“Yes, I am.” Dr. Gardiner had snapped back to the topic at hand.

				“But the dead leaves are there. Should they be carted away — does it go back into the soil?” She concentrated on Louis’s handwriting. “If we cart the sick leaves away we run the risk that someone else will be marketing cigarettes made with Dessant tobacco, do you see? The dead, sick leaves. And that will leave us with legal issues, at least.”

				That opened up a whole new topic, apparently, pirate tobacco. There were strong feelings in the room. Bishou became absorbed in writing down phrases in English, explaining quickly in an undertone when she saw Louis Dessant shake his head in frustration, and translating his answers back into English when he muttered quickly to her.

				He took on some of the replies himself, which surprised her. “I know that this is not a session on legal issues, that comes later in the conference,” he said, in that same pleasing, very-French-accented voice. “But we cannot divorce — divide — the legal issues of making tobacco products from sick plants from making tobacco products with well plants, can we?”

				“You had an incident of that, on Réunion, did you not?” asked Dr. Gardiner.

				“Oui, and it has taken Etien and me many years for our lawyers to deal with it. The dump we used was being raided by ex-employees who had become pirate cigarette traders. They had the skills, you see, from working for us, and they — ” He turned to Bishou and muttered, “necrophagé.”

				“Scavenged,” she supplied.

				“Thank you. Scavenged from our dumps.”

				“Are the dumps better guarded now?” someone asked wryly.

				“Bien sûr. We think. But we do not know. And there is that risk. And the dump now costs us three times as much as previously to maintain.”

				“The dump,” someone muttered. “Gawd, I never thought of that.”

				Bishou’s teacher-sense told her that this was turning into a good, interactive conference. Apparently, Dr. Gardiner thought the same thing. There was some more discussion, some more give-and-take, among the conference members.

				Then Dr. Gardiner announced, “We’re going to take a coffee break, and you can discuss this outside. It will give you an opportunity to meet each other. Then we’ll come back to our next speaker, James Mandel from R.J. Reynolds, on the business of agriculture. Twenty minutes, everyone, then, back to your desks.”

				People stood up. In French, Louis Dessant asked Bishou, “Now what?”

				“A cup of coffee and a trip to the bathroom,” she replied, standing.

				“Mmph.” He stood, too, and felt in his pockets. “I don’t know what I have for change.”

				“Guests of the university get their coffee for free,” Bishou replied. “There should be a coffee cart in the lobby.”

				He looked at her in surprise. “Truly? I never went to university. This is all new to me.”

				“You surprise me,” said Bishou. “Please come.” Venez, s´il vous plaît. She said it the polite way, not viens, like she’d say to her brother Bat.

				“Je viens.” I’m coming. Up the lecture hall steps, out the door, into the lobby. They followed the scent of coffee. The cart awaited. He followed her lead, getting a coffee cup, coffee, milk, sugar — and a croissant.

				“Croissants! In America?”

				“Not as good as the real thing,” she replied, “but bearable. Do you want to take this back into the lecture hall?”

				“It doesn’t seem respectful. Can we find a corner out here?”

				“Of course. Let’s step outside.”

				Bishou led the way outdoors, where many of their fellow attendees sat on benches and planters and the grass. They found a space on a planter. Carefully, Louis spread out his napkin and put his cup and croissant on it. She smiled and thought, he’d never pass for an American with that kind of carefulness. She held onto her cup and set her cinnamon roll on a napkin on her lap.

				He sipped coffee, then asked her, “How do you know French so well?”

				“My mother is French-Canadian.”

				“Down here?”

				“Non, I am from New England, from Boston.”

				“Ah, I see. And what brought you to Virginia?”

				“My studies. I am working on my doctorate degree in world literature.”

				“You are a woman professor, then?” he asked.

				“Oui,” she admitted with a smile. “Now, just a graduate student, tutoring and assisting undergraduate students. But soon, in another year, I will be a full-fledged college professor, a doctor of literature.”

				“Merde de merde,” he marveled. “And then what?”

				“Then I will be looking for a job, like everyone else.”

				He smiled, for the first time — a small smile — but she felt she deserved it. Then his brown eyes changed direction, focusing on three men standing before them.

				Gray Jackson was one of them. “Hello again, Bishou. Mr. Dessant, these gentlemen are from Galveston, and they’re just starting a tobacco plantation on an island off the Texas coast. I said you might be a good man for them to talk to, seein’ as how you run a tobacco plantation on an island yourself.”

				Louis motioned them to a nearby bench, and moved his materials down the planter’s edge. Bishou followed suit. One of the men eyed her. “It might be a little borin’ to listen to us talk tobacco shop, young lady.”

				“She stays with me,” said Louis Dessant, “because I have hired her through the university. I am good in English much of the time, but there are words I do not know.”

				“Huh. I’ll be darned. You’re a college coed?” Gray Jackson asked her.

				“No, sir, I’m a college professor.”

				“A lady college professor? This place has a Domestic Science school?”

				She grinned. “You’d be sorry if I cooked your meal. I’m a literature professor.”

				“I’ll be darned. I wonder if the University of Texas is doing this, training lady professors?”

				Yes, they were, Bishou knew, but this was not the time to discuss it. “I’m sure they are, but I don’t know much about UT.”

				As expected, the men turned back to Louis, to ask questions about tobacco growing, temperature, manpower, shipping, and labor.

				Louis knew his stuff. Only occasionally did he need her to translate a word or idea. He had not begun his plantation; he had inherited it from his father and grandfather. He had a partner, Etien Campard, who took over much of the day-to-day operation and had wanted Louis to attend this conference. For the first time it struck Bishou as odd that Louis was here. The French tobacco-men, it seemed, didn’t attend American conferences, but usually stayed home and grew tobacco.

				Gradually, more from his attitude than anything spoken, Bishou also realized that Louis Dessant was here because he had paid his way — not on some kind of scholarship or grant, the way she had lived her life. And he did not consider it an unusual expenditure, to fly halfway around the world and get a hotel and pay for a university program, out of pocket. Simply put, he was extremely wealthy. So why the heck was he here, and why was the President of the University so uncomfortable about him?

				They moved out of the bright sun and into the air-conditioned lecture hall. Another lecture, much like the first, but with a different speaker. This speaker talked about legalities. Health lawsuits about tobacco, which were now becoming prominent. Liability and insurance issues. Back in their seats, Louis frowned in concentration at the speaker, but it was clear this issue didn’t matter to him as much as the tobacco infections did.

				One of the dining halls was given over to the conference for the lunch break. It meant a brief walk across campus. They left their notes and conference packets at their desks.

				As they walked, Bishou noticed something else. Louis had no interest in viewing the campus. Hard to believe that someone who hadn’t gone to college, had never been to America, didn’t look around him. Well, she did see his brown eyes flick briefly about. But not to move one’s head — not to pay attention? Maybe she read too much, after all. Someplace she’d read about that habit of not moving one’s head …

				They arrived at the dining room reserved specifically for the World Tobacco Conference, and found seats opposite each other at a table. The smell of beef, peas, and mashed potatoes wafted about. Other men joined them, and discussed the morning’s lectures. Louis mainly listened and ate, so Bishou did, too.

				They went back to the afternoon breakout sessions, small-group sessions more like seminars, where they discussed various issues of interest to the tobacco industry. Again, she kept her notebook out, which Louis borrowed when he needed to write down a question or ask for an equivalent term in French. As they passed the pen and notebook back and forth, one of Bishou’s suspicions was also confirmed.

				As they were leaving at the end of the second session, one of the men from North Carolina, Vig Hansen, said, “My wife’s been out shopping this afternoon, but we’re meeting at the Rogers Steak House for supper, Dessant. You and Bishou want to come along?” He said it as ordinarily as if Bishou were the wife or girlfriend.

				“Oh, I’m sorry, I can’t,” Bishou answered, before anyone could say anything embarrassing. “I’ve got school work to do — I’ve got an eight A.M. class, I’m afraid.”

				“Nor I.” Louis Dessant yawned. “I am trying very hard to adjust, but I have décalage, what you call, jet lag. For me, it is almost midnight.”

				“You should have something in your stomach, Dessant,” Hanson said reasonably. “Breakfast is a long way away.”

				Louis shrugged, and looked at Bishou. “Quelle vous voulez faire?” What do you want to do?

				She shook her head. “Can’t. I really need to do this school work,” she replied in English. “I didn’t tell you the whole truth. I’m not taking the class — I’m teaching it.”

				Louis shook his head, smiling. “There. Mademoiselle is out of it. But I can be tempted. I will go with you. I spend too much time alone.” 

				They parted ways, and he went off with the delighted North Carolinians.

				Bishou hit up the Student Union for some soda and a slice of pizza, which she ate thoughtfully. She looked at her watch. Just 5:30, she thought, EVU Administration is winding down for the day. I’ll walk toward the administration building and let that be my coin toss.

				She walked across the campus, toward the administration building, which housed the president’s office. She met President Lanthier coming out the front door, still putting his arm in one of his topcoat sleeves. The coin had been tossed, and it came up heads.

				“President Lanthier? Can you spare me just a moment? I’m sorry. It won’t take long.”

				He stopped, then smiled at her. “Bishou Howard. How is our finest doctoral candidate doing?”

				She smiled back at him. “Still hard at work and loving it, sir. Thanks for asking.” Bishou grew more serious. “I wanted to ask you about the World Tobacco Conference, though.”

				He brightened. “How’s it going? Well, I hope.”

				“Yes, very well. It’s an extremely good conference. They’re really getting into the topics, and I think that bodes well for future conferences, really. I think they like it here a lot.”

				“I am so glad to hear that,” said the President heartily. “It’s a high-profile event that gives us some very good publicity. It allows us to participate in the community, yet use our conference center and existing resources as well. Thank you for agreeing to help out Mr. Dessant, too. The World Tobacco Conference will have an even greater appeal if we can offer it regardless of nationality or language.”

				“I totally agree, sir. But I did want to ask you one question, before we move on.”

				“And that is?” he asked with a smile.

				“Do you know what Mr. Dessant was in prison for?”

				The President froze. He did not speak for a long moment. Then, in a very low tone, he murmured, “So that’s what it was.”

				“You didn’t know either,” she said.

				“I knew he had to get a special visa, and I had to report to the state police that he had arrived here safely,” the President replied. “Frankly, that worried me a little. I hadn’t realized I’d been so transparent.”

				“You weren’t, sir,” Bishou lied. “I just noticed Mr. Dessant’s odd little mannerisms, and I wondered.”

				“I don’t know. I presume some kind of white-collar crime, as they call it, because otherwise they wouldn’t let him out of the country — that is, out of French jurisdiction.”

				“No, sir,” said Bishou. “He has calluses. He’s been at hard labor.”

				“Jesus God,” said the President of the University. “No one ever told me that.”

				Bishou motioned to one of the nearby benches. They both sat.

				“First,” she said in the same low voice, “I want to promise you I won’t make waves. I just wanted to know for myself. It’d be easier to tutor him if I knew exactly what I was up against.”

				The President sighed. “Bishou, I don’t know.”

				She smiled at him. “Dr. Lanthier, I grew up in academia, you forget. This is like talking to my uncle.” Uncles were younger than dads. Actually, though, Bishou had no uncles. It was from her dad’s reactions that she knew the President was not telling the whole truth.

				Lanthier smiled, and looked almost sheepish. Almost. “Truth is, I don’t know, Bishou. What I do know,” he looked for an expressive enough term, “is that, whatever happened, people over there are well-disposed toward him.”

				“Who contacted us, the American or the French Embassy?”

				“Both of them,” Lanthier said seriously. “I’ve got old school chums in both. He’s got tremendous support. I would go on, Bishou, as if you didn’t know any of this and it didn’t matter. After all, the conference will be over in two weeks, and Mr. Dessant will go back to Réunion Island. None of us will ever see him again. And excuse me for saying something harsh and politically incorrect, but I’m going to say it anyway, and if a third person claims I said it, I’ll lie like Ananias: Don’t develop a crush on him, a handsome romantic Frenchman with a dark past, and blow off this dissertation. I’ve put my ass on the line for you, our third-ever woman doctoral candidate.”

				Bishou chuckled. “Never crossed my mind, sir. That dissertation is the most important thing in my life, and now you know it, too. And my family would come after me with weapons if I screwed it up — excuse me, sir.”

				President Lanthier laughed. “Your thesis is Passion in Literature,” he reminded her.
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