















Praise for
Slipsliding by the Bay



“With a sharp eye for detail and a complement of perfectly peculiar characters, Barbara McDonald has devised a wonderful satire of the academic world. Her portrait of a small liberal arts college—its lecheries and larcenies—exactly conjures the atmosphere of that unique modern institution where absurdity and logic are married so closely: the campus.”


—Louis B. Jones, author of California’s Over, Particles and Luck, and Radiance


“Intriguing. You got me hooked with the moving plot and interesting characters. I was curious to see what mischief Gudewill and Stein would cook up. Magdalena and Lucy continued to surprise.”


—Louis Owens, author of Sharpest Sight and Bone Game


“Barbara McDonald’s Slipsliding by the Bay is an absorbing novel. A comedy both dark and light, it recounts an often wild search for survival of an embattled small college in 1970s San Francisco. The battle is within: a new president recruited to save the college, diverse students, faculty and alums, and most engagingly, a famed artist, Sister Magdalena, whose sculptures embody a fierce war against corporate America, notably the college’s chairman of the board. McDonald’s gift for lively dialogue carries the college from one crisis to another, the denouement in suspense until the very end. An intriguing read from start to finish.”


—John Boettiger, author of A Love in the Shadows


“I am always cautious when approaching a novel written by a published poet but Barbara McDonald made reading Slipsliding by the Bay easy for me. Enticing and entertaining, I read it with mounting pleasure.”


—Chester Aaron, author of About Us
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Noah Adams: student


Sister Agnes: faculty


Richard Babcock (Frieda): trustee


Bill Bennett (Nancy): faculty


Eliot Blanc: faculty


Dominic Cavallo: union representative


Inspector Chin: SFPD


Bert Connor: property developer


Miles Dooley: gardener


Luz Gabriella Fumando-Seer: guru of the Way


John Gudewill: Lakeside president


Jack Harrison: student


Eunice Howard: Whitman Foundation director


Marian Jackson (Will): academic dean


Pete Johnson: maintenance


Keiani Jones: student


Lily Lee: administrative assistant


Bernie Levin: front man for the Way


Sister Magdalena: faculty


Jim Miller: property developer


Carmen O’Doyle: faculty


Charlie O’Leary: security


Dorothy Owens: student


Margaret Phelan (Barry): alumni


Larry Preston: extra security


Gary Rubin: faculty


Rick: cafeteria


Terry Shea: alumni


Sister Stack: president of board


Harry Stein: assistant to president


Lucy Stuart: librarian


Sarajane O’Connor Thomas: alumni


Carlos Torres: student


Justine Tuliver: dean of students


Katherine Wright (Gladys, hound dog): student


Susan Wood: outside mediator





one | MEET THE PRESIDENT


Sister Magdalena? You’re where? In jail? I’ll be there as soon as I can. Nice meeting you too.” John Gudewill leaned forward to replace the receiver on his desk phone.


“Trouble in paradise?” Harry Stein raised his left eyebrow.


“Nothing that can’t be handled. It seems that Lakeside’s illustrious sculptor has gotten herself locked up in the tank for protesting with Cesar Chavez.”


A smile edged its way across Stein’s face. “Lakeside is full of surprises. May I join you in your rescue of the fair damsel?”


The two left the office and drove downtown. Lakeside College overlooked San Francisco’s Lake Merced. Gudewill picked up the 280 at John Daly Drive and followed the freeway to its intersection with 101. Gudewill had recently been hired as the new president to rescue Lakeside College from its financial crisis. The board of trustees decided that the situation demanded a businessman at the helm, a captain of industry, rather than the usual academic. Gudewill had started a bank after a stint in World War II and the completion of his BA at Stanford. As a man of many interests, he served on innumerable civic boards, acted as a consultant to the bureaucrats in Washington, and was the man behind the scenes in local politics. His introduction to the college community had been more akin to that of the investiture of a mayor, quite a switch from the prescribed tea and sherry parties to which the academic community was accustomed. The mayor, city officials from the chief of police to the park and recreation director, the Montgomery Street CEOs—all were in attendance, plus the presidents of Cal, Stanford, San Francisco State, USF, UCSF, and representatives of the Bay Area Consortium of Colleges and Universities.


The day after the party, the campus buzzed like bees on a Sierra summer afternoon. Gudewill made an impression. Hard liquor, catered hors d’oeuvres instead of the food service’s usual Ritz crackers and cheddar cheese. With a Dixieland band, no less. If these were signs of things to come, maybe there was hope for the old school. Yes, Gudewill exploded on campus as brilliant as the Fourth of July fireworks at Crissy Field, just as he had intended.


Gudewill had a plan. “Give them what they want. That’s the secret. That’s what the Wizard of Oz did. But we’re going to do one better and get Dorothy back to Kansas without the aid of the magic slippers. Bring in some of the Army buddies.” Stein and Gudewill had met in boot camp, and the two had been linked ever since. “As I see it, this place, whether it knows it or not, is on the cutting edge of what is happening in California, and what is happening in California will soon be happening in the rest of world. What Lakeside needs is something to give it legitimacy! The sixties counterculture movements are fast becoming mainstream. Maybe if I brought in some of the Army gang, set up a board, maybe even an institute, I could bring it off. The school would have veracity.”


“I think you’re expecting a tremendous gift of faith if you think the Army buddies can substitute for red shoes.”


The two seldom agreed on anything except their mutual taste for Dewar’s Scotch. Stein was a sharp contrast to Gudewill, whose massive frame and leonine head were maned by waves of white hair. Thick glasses veiled his piercing blue eyes. Stein was slight, impeccably dressed and of a pessimistic nature, certain to point out the darker side of any situation.


“Not just the Army buddies. Their connections. Hell, BJ is on all those boards. He could get the right people involved. Between us all, we could put together a board that would dazzle the outside world. And if we convince the outside world that Lakeside is the place to be, then our financial problems will be well on the way to being solved.”


“Knowing your convoluted mind, you think the money will start coming in to rescue this sinking ivory tower.”


“Right. But I have another twist you haven’t foreseen.”


“Yes?”


“A board will help community relations and the outside perception of Lakeside. Intrinsically, the place is a can of worms, and since change can come only from within, I’m beginning by putting you in charge of maintenance and security as the director of institutional services as well as my assistant.”


“You’re nuts!”


“Not so quick. If you’re overseeing the boys in the trenches, then I can focus on the faculty, where the real problem lies. They’re planning to unionize, and it wouldn’t surprise me if your boys were thinking along the same lines. With you in command, at least I’d be aware of what’s happening.”


“It’s a cockamamy plan.”


“Think about it. If you gain the confidence of the troops, you can find out what they really want. Then the wizard can give them their heart or brain or whatever they think is missing. I won’t have to worry about them, and you’ll find you have access to all sorts of inside information. It’s been my experience that the guys behind the scenes really know what’s going on. Remember Max, the doorman at my apartment in DC?”


And so Stein became both the director of institutional services and Gudewill’s assistant.
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Gudewill turned off Highway 101 at the downtown exit and found a parking spot on Bryant Street across from the new Hall of Justice. Stark in its rectangularity, it looked exactly like what it was, a jail. Gudewill arranged for Sister Magdalena’s release. The officer in charge shook his head as Gudewill paid the bail. “So you’re rescuing one of Chavez’s people. They’re all alike, them bleeding hearts. Don’t get the picture that they’re gonna get thrown in the can every time they try one of these demonstrations.”


Gudewill nodded. He turned to find a tall, dignified woman next to him.


“John Gudewill?” She eyed him curiously.


“Sister Magdalena.” He extended his hand. “A pleasure, Sister. I’ve admired your art and am delighted we’ll be working together, although I didn’t expect our first meeting to be in jail.” Gudewill chuckled. “I’d like you to meet my assistant, Stein.”


Peering down at Stein, the sister firmly clasped his hand. “How do you do, Mr. Stein?”


“Just Stein, Sister, just Stein.”


“In that case, just call me Magdalena.”


The two sized each other up, and, apparently approving of what they saw, both turned to Gudewill, who led the way to the long, gray Lincoln sedan. Magdalena held court in the passenger seat like a member of the royal family. Although she was as massive as Gudewill, she had a certain delicateness about her, and she exuded a definite sense of her own femininity. She was unlike any nun either man had ever met.


Gudewill chose a different route to deliver the esteemed artist back to Lakeside, one that meandered through the city and Golden Gate Park. Steering the Lincoln down Fell Street and the Panhandle, he drove into the park. They passed the Conservatory in its Victorian splendor and the Rhododendron Dell with its wealth of Himalayan beauties, guarded by a life-size statue of John McLaren, the park’s creator. Continuing down John F. Kennedy Drive, they passed the Rainbow Falls and Portals of the Past, Lloyd Lake’s marbled columns.


“How was jail, Magdalena? You don’t mind if I call you that also, do you?”


“Of course not, John. Jail was jail. What more can I say? Sometimes it’s necessary to make sacrifices for the cause. I consider it all part of the job.”


“Job?”


“‘Job’ in the sense of Christian responsibility. I’m a member of a religious order and am only following Christ’s directives. Spending a night in jail really isn’t much when you consider what Cesar is doing for democracy.”


“Of course not. Are you giving up your art for the cause?”


“No. My current piece has to do with the cause. Incorporating my politics into my art. I hope it provokes outrage, because that’s how I feel.”


Beyond Spreckels Lake and its miniature yachts tacking in the breeze, the buffaloes grazed in their paddock, oblivious of the gawking tourists.


“What about teaching?”


“I have one class of undergraduates and several students I work with individually. I spend most of my time on my own work and the cause. There are other things to do than teach. I’ve done that already. It’s time to move on to more urgent matters.”


“I have noticed that there are very few sisters left at the college. That’s one of the reasons I was hired. To replace Sister Clark. It’s a changing world. I’m giving up the financial world to return to academia, and you’re leaving academia to battle, indirectly, the financial world.”


“I’m not abandoning academia, John. I still have a loyalty to Lakeside. Don’t misunderstand me. I will continue to teach; it’s just that, at this point, I see the importance of other things.”


Gudewill turned left onto the Great Highway and headed south toward Lakeside. The Pacific breakers gleamed offshore.


“I’m relieved to hear that, Magdalena. You’re key to Lakeside for many reasons. From what the students tell me, you’re a real asset, one of the most liked faculty members and a fine teacher. You also give Lakeside visibility because of your national reputation. I’ll be happy to do all I can to ensure that you’ll stay with us.”


“You needn’t worry. I’m happy to do what I can to help the college.”


“Delighted, Magdalena. I was wondering if you’d listen to an idea I had for a faculty retreat.”


“What a splendid idea. It could serve as a forum.”


Gudewill grinned across the plush gray seat. “My thoughts exactly. It’s good to know we think along the same lines, Magdalena.”


Magdalena smiled coyly back at him. “Where do you plan to hold it? At the college?”


“No, I think it would be most effective if it were off campus. Some place more pastoral in setting. Sonoma. I know just the right spot.”


“That sounds perfect, John. Do you have a facilitator?”


“As a matter of fact, I do. Someone from my days at Stanford.”


Stein reclined in the backseat, listening, occasionally nodding his head. So Gudewill had done it again. Magdalena was on the team.





two | MISSING TAPESTRIES


Squinting one eye, Stein peered at the cards in front of him, pursed his lips, and drew one from the stack. Glancing at the card, he laid it face up on the table and methodically followed it with those in his hand. “Gin,” he said. Only the slightly upturned corner of his mouth revealed any emotion.


He was in the boiler room with Pete Johnson, the maintenance foreman. The boiler room was also the tool room, and it was as orderly as a hospital operating room. Stein was impressed. So was Pete, by Stein’s prowess at gin and even more by the way he treated him as an equal. Stein hadn’t arrived on the scene like some know-it-all big shot. Pete and Charlie O’Leary, the security chief, had expected changes with the new president, had even anticipated getting laid off, and had devised a plan that if they were replaced they would sue the college. But that wasn’t necessary. Instead, Gudewill had reorganized in such a manner that the two now worked under Stein in a department called institutional services. Nothing else had changed.


The boiler room door swung open.


“Checking to see if I forgot to make my rounds, Charlie?” Stein called out.


“No, Stein. There’s been a burglary in the library. I thought you’d want to come along.”


Charlie led Stein and Pete, who was as lean as Charlie was round, out of the boiler room, through the basement, and out the main building across the quad to the library. Once inside, the trio marched to the office next to the main desk. A slim blond with black-rimmed glasses, a gray tailored suit, and a white blouse stood looking at a large book.


“It took you long enough to get here,” she remarked icily, removing her glasses.


“I wanted to bring the new boss. He wants to get a handle on the situation.”


“Really.”


“I’m Stein, the new director. I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure.” Stepping forward, Stein extended his hand.


“Lucy Stuart. I certainly hope you’re more competent than your staff.”


“We try to do our best, madam. What seems to be the problem?”


“As I told your person, three of the tapestries are missing from the reading room. When I came in this morning, they were gone. Only the rods were left.”


“When did the library close yesterday, and who was the last person in here? Do you know?”


“Of course I know. Do you think I’m a ninny? It closes at ten o’clock and Mary Holland is the night librarian. She always locks up at ten and checks all the windows and doors. I could set my clock by her punctuality.”


“Where is she now?”


“At home, I imagine. She doesn’t come on until two.”


Stein turned to Charlie. “What’s the usual procedure? Don’t you call in the cops?”


“Right! I’ll do it now.” Charlie grabbed the phone on the desk and dialed.


Stein’s eyes darted around the room. “Do you think the thieves were in here?”


“The only things I know missing are the tapestries. When I went to shelve a reference book, I saw that the walls were bare. Since the library doesn’t open until ten, the theft wouldn’t have been noticed until then.”


“The police are on their way,” Charlie interrupted. “Inspector Chin of Burglary. I talked to him. He said don’t touch anything.”


“Of course,” Stein nodded. “Why don’t we revisit the scene of the crime? Ms. Stuart, you lead the way.”


Lucy Stuart intrigued Stein. He always had been attracted to tall blonds, and if they were unapproachable, even better. He would have to make the library part of his daily rounds. It promised more than books and missing tapestries.


To the left of the circulation desk, a large room overlooked Lake Merced. Heavy oak tables were flanked by tall leather chairs. Brass lamps with parchment shades studded the tables in military file. The beams of the high-ceilinged room were decorated with gold leaf. Leaded glass doors covered the bookcases that lined the walls and paralleled the tables. Stein felt as if he had been transported back to a fourteenth-century monastery library.


“You have quite a place here.”


“It is impressive. You can see where the tapestries hung. They were even more impressive. Tapestries hang throughout the college, a reminder of the days when it was an all-women’s school.”


“If the missing ones are anything like those that are still here, they must be something.” Stein referred to the five that still hung between the small paned windows. “Do you have pictures to show the police?”


“Heavens, no! We don’t even have a catalog of the recent acquisition of rare books from the Delaney family. We can barely keep up with the day-to-day circulation and new books, let alone burrow into all the special books.”


Lucy’s complaints were halted by the appearance of two security guards, three gardeners, and the electrician, followed by a slight Asian man in a sport coat, slacks, a blue shirt, and a tie. He looked at the group gathered under the vacant wall and asked, “Charles O’Leary?”


“That’s me, I’m Charlie. Inspector Chin?” Charlie turned to Stein. “This is my boss, Stein.”





three | NOAH


A wall of fog rose from the ground, erasing the circular driveway in front of Lakeside’s administration building. With his tall frame slouched over, Gudewill peered out the office window and shuddered. “What happened to Indian summer?” He turned to Stein and continued. “I just talked to the auditors. There seems to be a slight discrepancy. Apparently the business manager was a creative bookkeeper. It wouldn’t surprise me if Babcock was aware of it when he came to me about this job. It wouldn’t surprise me in the least.” Gudewill folded himself into his chair and looked across the desk. He wore a well-tailored suit, one of many hanging in his wardrobe. The large man had a distinct presence, so distinct that one was seldom aware of what he was wearing, usually a gray or dark suit, white shirt, and nondescript tie. No one really noticed. It was his presence that commanded attention. “What do you want to see me about, Stein?”


Stein sat down. “Money’s not the only thing missing.” Stein, with an Italian tailor and impeccable taste, was a dapper dresser and paid great attention to his clothes. Today he sported tan slacks, a blue Brooks Brothers shirt, and a navy blazer with shiny brass buttons. His cordovan loafers would pass military inspection. “Some of the tapestries have disappeared. And there’s no catalog of the recent rare book acquisitions. A shoestring operation.”


“What’s your read on the tapestries?”


“An inside job. How else would they get in? Chin’s getting back to me. That’s what he’ll say.”


“Stealing tapestries, embezzling money. No wonder Babcock was eager for me to take over. Now I know why the business manager left. No one said much when I asked; all they said was that it was for health reasons. Health, my foot! He’s probably off in the Bahamas, toasting his newly recovered health and laughing at the mess he left behind. That’s the way it is with these religious outfits. When there’s a hint of scandal, they send the culprit packing and cover it up to avoid publicity. So the business manager suddenly develops poor health and disappears. Very handy, and the public isn’t any wiser. What an MO!”


“No longer, I hope.”


“Don’t worry.” Gudewill peered over the top of his hornrimmed glasses. “No catalog, you say. That’s tricky. Anyone who knows that could walk away, book by book, and no one would be the wiser. Why haven’t the books been inventoried? The new acquisition is priceless.”


“No funds.”


“There are now. Tell the librarian that a catalog is the number one priority. She needs to put someone on it immediately.”


“With pleasure.”


“Hmm . . . I think Stein has found himself another damsel in distress. I can tell by the tone of the voice and raised eyebrow. Let me guess. She’s tall, blond, and unapproachable.”


“How did you guess?” Stein grinned.


“How can I not? Do what is necessary to get those books inventoried. Also, look into the library security. The more precautions the better.”


A knock on the door interrupted Gudewill. “That must be the work-study student. I told Lily to expect him. Come in.”


A big-boned twenty-something entered. All arms and legs, he resembled a young redwood that hadn’t quite filled out. In dungarees and a faded flannel shirt, he wore his hair pulled back in a ponytail, a tattered backpack on his left shoulder. With his long face and mournful eyes, he resembled a hound dog. He extended his hand across the desk.


“Morning, Mr. Gudewill. I’m Noah Adams. Financial aid said I should start today.”


“Right you are, Noah. Why don’t you call me John? This is Stein, director of institutional services. Have a seat.”


Noah settled in the chair next to Stein, who eyed him suspiciously.


“What brought you to Lakeside, Noah?”


“A scholarship and the independent study program. I like being able to create my own program and do what I want. There’s none of that bullshit about mandatory classes. I had enough of that in high school and the community colleges I went to. In fact, I never did graduate from high school. Took the GED and traveled to Alaska. Then came back and went to City College. High school was a bore, man, a bore. Anyway, my home life was the pits. My old lady never cared. Too busy with her husbands and the bottle, and my old man, he took a walk when I was a kid and never came back. It was better to just get out.”


“How long have you been here?”


“My second year. Worked in the library last year. Lucy gave me a good recommendation, so the financial aid office sent me here.”


“Yes, I read it. I want someone responsible and discreet. Everything you see and hear stays within these walls. You’ll be working mostly for Lily, but on occasion you’ll do the odd job for me. Act as runner, deliver things.”


“Sounds good. I always wondered what a college president’s office was like.”


“It’s no different from the president’s office in any business or corporation. I’m glad you’re aboard, Noah.” Gudewill stretched across the desk and shook the young man’s hand. “Why don’t you see if Lily has anything for you to do?”


Noah nodded and left.


“What do you think, Stein?”


“I don’t like him.” His mouth quickened into a tight corkscrew.


“I do. He reminds me of myself at that age.”


“Maybe that’s why I don’t like him. You have a lot in common.” The corkscrew uncurled into a grin. “You’re both full of yourselves.”


“Is that so? I think you don’t like him because he is on a firstname basis with the librarian. A little competition, my friend?”


“Get off it, Gudewill. My gut tells me not to trust him.”


“I had forgotten. Stein and his intuitive gut. We shall see.”





four | TEA AT ELIOT’S


Marian Jackson, Lakeside’s dean of academics, sat poised at the edge of a Louis XIV chair, balancing a bone cup and saucer on her lap. The large sitting room overlooked the San Francisco Bay, where a regatta was in progress. Gilt-framed eighteenth-century etchings lined the wall. A cherry credenza displayed a collection of foot sculptures. Mozart’s Piano Concerto no. 21 discreetly sounded in the background.


“What a lovely piece of Imari, Eliot,” Marian nodded toward the large bowl on the hand-carved mantelpiece.


“I didn’t know you’re a connoisseur of porcelain.” Eliot Blanc was the English chair.


“There are many things you don’t know about me, Eliot.” Marian set the cup and saucer on the butler’s table. And don’t underestimate me, she thought. You’ve invited me to your flat for only one reason. Like the spider asking the fly to tea. Whatever your motive, it doesn’t bode well for Lakeside. “How’s the revolution class going, Eliot?” Marian referred to a new interdisciplinary class taught by Eliot, Magdalena, and Sister Agnes from the religious studies program.


“I have my reservations.”


“I understand student enthusiasm is quite high. Magdalena’s pleased. And Agnes and I have a meeting about it scheduled later in the week.”


“You’ll find Agnes’s and my definition of a class on revolution quite different from that of Magdalena.” Eliot was dressed in a white lightweight suit and white buck shoes. A pink shirt accentuated his white skin and hairless face.


“That’s a plus for the students. The more exposure to different viewpoints, the better.”


“Would you care for another sweet?” Eliot picked up the silver tray of Italian pastries and English biscuits.


“No, thanks.”


“Wouldn’t you say the class on revolution is somewhat prophetic?” He returned the tray to the butler’s table.


“What do you mean?”


“Just that it’s less than twenty-five years until the millennium, and you know what Yeats said.” He sipped his tea.


“Refresh my memory.”


“The center’s not holding. I feel this is especially true of our situation at Lakeside.” Eliot dabbed at the corner of his mouth with a small linen napkin.


“What else did Yeats have to say?”


“It’s all in his poetry. You’re welcome to borrow one of my copies of his works.”


“We have our own at home.”


“Of course! Your husband, the lawyer-poet.”


The hairs on Marian’s neck rose. Why did she find Eliot so offensive? The tone of his voice made her feel that he was snickering at her. Was it her blackness? Her femaleness? The fact that her degree was in social sciences, not the humanities? He was a vain little frog in a very small pond. She must remember this and try not to let his condescension bother her. She watched Eliot across the elegantly upholstered sofa. He even looked like a frog, an albino frog, with his pop-eyes, flat broad face with barely a nose, large tubular lips, and receding chin and hairline.


“Will enjoys his poetry. It’s a good release from the DA’s office. What have we here?” Marian looked down at the sleek Siamese rubbing against her legs.


“Maud Gonne. Maudie, Maudie, come here, come to Daddy.” The blue-eyed cat segued along the rose damask sofa to her master.


“What a lovely cat, Eliot.”


“Maud is more than a cat. Maud has a soul. I’m sure in another life she was Cleopatra.” He picked up Maud and held her to his chest, slowly stroking her.


Marian raised an eyebrow, but Eliot was engrossed with the cat and didn’t notice. “She’s beautifully marked. Have you had her long?”


“Seven years.”


“That’s about when I came to Lakeside. Getting back to Yeats and revolution, what did you mean? Is something about to happen?”


“I really couldn’t say, my dear, but I think you should watch the center. That’s all I’m at liberty to say for the present.”


“I must go, Eliot. I’m meeting Will at five. I’ll consider your reference to Yeats. Perhaps next time you’ll be more explicit. Thank you for the tea.” Stiffly, Marian rose from the chair and straightened her gray skirt. The message was loud and clear. The faculty was about to unionize.





five | ENTER KATHERINE


Like one of the lions at Fleishhacker Zoo, a mile from Lakeside, Gudewill paced back and forth in his office. A fog bank hovered over the campus. The sun had yet to break through, and right now he could use a shot of sunshine. Last night’s board meeting had been a zinger. The trustees had come clean about the missing funds. They expected him to get rid of the mess left by the departed business manager. He noticed a police car pulling into the driveway. What now? Another crisis?


Lily’s high-pitched voice shot through the open door. “I’m sorry. You can’t bring it into the president’s office. It’s definitely against school regulations. Please, take it outside.”


“What a ridiculous rule! Gladys goes everywhere with me. Everywhere! You tell President Gudewill that Katherine Wright is here.”


“I’m sorry, Miss Wright, but you can’t bring it in.”


“‘It’ happens to be Gladys. I won’t have you refer to her as ‘it’!”


Gudewill popped his head around the door. “Lily, may I be of assistance? What seems to be the problem?” He looked down to see an oversize basset hound. The hound gazed up at him. Gudewill stooped and patted the long-slung animal on the head.


“Hello, fella.”


“She is not a fellow. She’s a bitch!”


“My mistake. I’m John Gudewill.” He stood up. “I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure.”


“Katherine Wright. It’s imperative that I talk to you. I am a Lakeside student! This woman won’t let me bring Gladys into your office. She says it’s against the rules.”


“I’m sure we can bend the rules for Gladys. Come in, Katherine.” He motioned to the door.


Katherine led the way into the office taking long, sweeping steps as if she were marking off property boundaries. A tall, spindly woman, she had pulled her mousy hair back in a severe bun. She was swaddled in a massive green cape, which she loosened as she settled into one of the orange chairs, revealing a madras plaid skirt and a baggy chartreuse turtleneck. On her feet were white bobby socks and clunky suede heels.


“I’m here on important business, Mr. President.” Katherine locked his eyes in a viselike grip. “It’s the Elvis play. I’ve written a musical based on Elvis’s life and I want Lakeshore to produce it.”


“An Elvis musical. An interesting idea.”


“Of course, the music is Elvis’s. I wouldn’t think of writing anything for him. There’s no one greater than Elvis.”


“He is the king.”


“Exactly. I knew you’d understand.”


“Your idea is most unusual, but it’s not up to me to say. There are channels.”


They were interrupted by a knock.


“Excuse me, Katherine. Come in.”


Stein poked his head around the corner.


“I see you’re busy.”


“It’s all right. Come in. There’s someone I want you to meet. This is Katherine Wright. Katherine, Stein.”


Stein cocked an eyebrow, first at Katherine, then at Gudewill. He arched his shoulders and gave his head a quick shake. In turn, Gladys let out a low rumble and bared her teeth. Katherine narrowed her eyes.


“Who are you?”


“Gudewill’s assistant. And you?”


“I’m a Lakeside student and I’m discussing a proposal with President Gudewill.”


“That she is. Sit down, Stein. Katherine wants to produce a biographical musical of Elvis that she’s written. Using his songs, of course.”


Stein raised an eyebrow.


Gladys rumbled and revealed her molars.


“And who is Katherine’s friend?”


“Gladys,” Katherine answered. “Gladys is a pedigreed basset hound and very intuitive. She doesn’t trust you, Mr. Stein.”


“The feeling is mutual.”


“Getting back to the Elvis musical, Katherine,” Gudewill said, “a proposal such as yours has to go through the music department. You say you’re a student?”


“Yes, part-time. I sing with the Glee Club and act in some of the plays.”


“As interesting as your idea is, you do have to go through channels. It’s not up to the president to make departmental decisions.”


“I thought you were in charge.”


“Unfortunately, that’s not the way it works. I’m more like the captain of a ship, but it’s the engineer who really runs the ship, and that’s what Kevin Grady is to the music department. You’ll have to see him about it.” Gudewill rose out of the chair and walked over to her. “I’m sure you can work something out with the music department. Thank you for taking the trouble to come see me.”


Katherine stood up. Gladys rose, too, sniffed at Stein, and growled. Stein glowered back. Gudewill walked Katherine to the door and closed it behind her.


“Well, mein kapitän, I’d say you’re the captain of the loony bin. That one’s a real nutcase! You’d better watch out for her, JG.”


“She’s harmless, Stein, harmless. She’ll get the runaround from Kevin and then from the drama department, and it will never get off the ground. They know how to play the game.”


“That’s not what I’m referring to. She’s trouble.”


“As usual, Stein, you’re making a mountain out of a molehill. Some part-time students audit art and music classes. She must be one of them. Now what did you want to see me about?”


“Another tapestry’s missing from the library.”


Gudewill spun around. “I thought you’d beefed up security.”


“The extra guard begins tonight.”


The tall man sighed, his shoulders dropping slightly. “I wonder what else is missing.”





six | LUCY AND NOAH


Lucy, Lucy in the sky with diamonds,” Noah sang as he straddled Lucy. They were on the multipillowed bed in her Divisadero Street flat. An oriental rug covered much of the blond oak floor, and a highboy dresser held a cloisonné vase with a single red rose. Across from the bed was a vanity with a crewel-covered stool patterned in red roses. The mirror above the vanity reflected the occupied couple in the bed. Beyond the window the bay sparkled and white sails bobbed up and down like the feathers in Lucy’s blue eiderdown quilt. The four-poster bed was its own ship of pleasure in the high-ceilinged room.


“I wonder how many people would believe that the ice queen is doing the dirty deed with her former work-study student?” Lifting Lucy’s hair off her neck, Noah grinned down at Lucy and burrowed his head into the ivory column.


“Stop it, Noah,” she demanded. “I have to go. The damn CORE meeting starts at seven. Why the Governance group decided to form the Committee to Order and Revitalize Education is beyond me. I’m not sure it’s working.”


“Or that she’s a neck freak and has erogenous zones that take her over the edge,” he muttered as he kept burrowing.


“Noah! I mean it. I’ve got to get dressed.”


“Yeah, what if the proper librarian shows up late, looking like she just had a roll in the hay? That would give the committee something to talk about besides program changes.”


Noah rolled over and propped himself against the embroidered white pillowcases. “By the way, my uncle has a buyer for the tapestries. The guy from Hillsborough wants more of the same. How’s the Wednesday after the retreat sound?”


“The night the board meets?”


“I forgot about that.”


“Perfect!” Lucy sat up and kissed Noah.


“What was that for?” He grinned.


“For being such a clever boy. You do have talents other than your obvious one.” She licked her lips, grinned, and hopped out of bed. “I like the idea of stealing with the trustees in the building.” She laughed and tossed her blond hair off her face. “By the way, how was your meeting with Gudewill?” She opened a drawer of the highboy.


“Fine. I’m going to be a gofer and do odd jobs. He made a big deal about keeping the confidentiality of the office. I told him not to worry. It’d go no further than this bedroom.” Stretching, Noah crossed the room. “I’m going to scrounge something to eat. A growing boy needs to keep up his strength.” He squeezed her bottom.


“The cupboard is pretty bare.” She removed a pair of black watch plaid slacks and a black turtleneck from the closet and pulled them over her black lace panties and bra.


Noah reappeared with an apple and a hunk of French bread. “What do you live on? Yogurt and apples?” He settled back on the pillows and watched Lucy brush her hair up into a bun.


“How come you never wear your hair down, Lucy?”


“People think librarians are straightlaced. I wouldn’t want to disappoint them.” She winked and played her tongue over her lips.


“If they only knew.” Noah laughed and bit into the apple.


“All the better to fool them, my dear.” Giving her hair a final twist, she turned to Noah. “I’ll see you tomorrow in the library. Make the arrangements for Wednesday. And turn on the porch light when you leave.”





seven | MEET THE ALUMNI


The president had an open-door policy at certain times during the week to encourage dialogue. With his office door ajar, Gudewill pondered the latest business-office figures. More money was needed for financial aid. Lakeside’s endowment was minimal. He glanced up to see a cloud of purple smiling down at him.
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