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over, watched by an entire roomful of friends of your parents, i on

__another plane altogether.

|
|

)

The rich, divorced-by-cruel-wife Mark—quite tall—was stanq.
ing with his back to the room, scrutinizing the contents of the Al
conburys’ bookshelves: mainly leather-bound series of books aboy
the Third Reich, which Geoftrey sends oft for from Reader’s Di.

gest. It struck me as pretty ridiculous to be called Mr. Darcy and t

-\
stand on your own looking snooty at a party. It's like being called

Heathchff and 1n31st1ng on spending the entire evemng In the gar-

et it~ gy T

den, shouting “( C_g_t_:__hy_ -and banging your head against a tree.
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“Mark!” said Una, as if she was one of Santa Claus’s fairies. “I've

‘/g,ot someone nice for you to meet.”

He turned round, revealing that what had seemed fram the



