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Bob and Sheila Beckwith have been happily married for
eighteen years. They cherish one another, delight in one
another and, most of all, trust one another. With their two
high—spirited young daughters, the Beckwiths seem the
ideal family.

Then comes the overseas telephone call. A long—for-
gotten voice from France reveals a secret so incredible
that Bob and Sheila's marriage may not withstand the
shock. Shattered, distraught, swept far from their moor-
ings, the Beckwiths know that somehow they must keep
explosive truth from their children and from their young

summer visitor.
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CHAPTER ONE

“1 HAVE an important message for you, Dr.
Beckwith.”

“I'm tied up right now. Can I get back to you?”

“Actually, Professor, I'd prefer to speak to you in
person.” |

A phone call from the French consulate®had
summoned Robert Beckwith from - the final
departmental meeting of the term.

“Can you get to Boston before five?” the deputy
consul@®asked.

“It’s almost four thirty now,” said Bob.

“I will wait for you.”

“Is it that important?”

“Yes, I believe so. ~

Bob hurried to his car and began threading his way
across the Charles River through the heavy rush—hour
traffic. Moving slower than the passing joggers®, he
had plenty of time to speculate on what could possibly
be so urgent. And the more he thought, the more the
odds seemed to suggest one thing: They're giving me the

(@ consulate[’konsjulit]; T 1E,
@ deputy consull’depjuti ‘konsal]; Bl 45,
@ jogger['dzogal: Z1BHIAHIA.



Legion of Honor'D.
It’s not so impossible, he told himself. After all, I've
lectured lots of times in France — twice at the
Sorbonne®.

That must be it. Sheila and the girls will be proud.

“THIS message came to us by Telex®,” said M.
Bertrand Pelletier@®the moment Bob sat down in his el
egant high—ceilinged office. The deputy consul held a
narrow slip of paper.

The award, thought Bob. He tried not to smile too
soon. |
“It requests that Dr. Beckwith of MIT®contact a
Monsieur Venargues in Sete®immediately.” He handed
Bob the paper.

“ Sete?” repeated Bob. And thought, Oh, no, it

@ The more ... the Legion of Honor: fth f1AH A1 3180 o7 e & X {4
H: T RMAFEME, the odds, nfiEtE. Legion of
Honor['li:d3on av ‘ons), & E 84T 1802 4F T a2 ) R 25 i)
¥, XEESRRER TP MBS R TR AL,
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@ M. Bertrand Pelletier: JUFFHY - /RS A4

® MIT = Massachusetts Institute of Technology: (EH) LB
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® Monsieur Venargues in Sete: monsieur = Mr., HE K M..
Sete, ZEFF, HEMAZ.




can’t be.

* Charming town,” said M. Pelletier. “ Do you
know the south of France?” |

“Uh—yes.” Bob grew even more uneasy when he
noticed that the consular ofticial wore a rather solemn
expressiond.

“Monsieur Pelletier, what'’s this all about?”

1 was only informed that it concerns the late
Nicole Guérin2.” |

Nicole. So long ago, so well suppressed he had al-
most convinced himself it had never happened. The sin-
gle infidelity®in all his years of marriage. Why
now? Why after all this time? And hadn’t she herself in-
sisted they would never meet again, never contact one
another? Wait a minute.

" Monsieur Pelletier, did you say the late Nicole
Guérin? She’s dead?”

The deputy consul nodded. “I regret that I have no
details. May I offer my condoléances®, Dr. Beckwith?”

Bob stood up. “Thank you, Monsieur Pelletier.”
They shook hands, and a bit unsteadily, Bob walked

I wore a rather solemn expression: ¥ £ #9846 #1247 # .

27 the late Nicole Guérin. MR /K - =2,
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out. He was parked right near the RitzT'. Should he get
a quick shot of courage at the bar@? No. Better m:ike
that phone call first. From somewhere private.

The corridor was silent. 'Everyone seemed to have
left for the summer. Bob closed his office door, sat at
the desk and dialed the number he had been given in
Sete, France.

“ Oui?” croaked a sleepy voice with a thick
Provencal accent®.

“This is Robert Beckwith. May 1 speak to Mon-
sieur Venargues!”

“Bobbie — it is me, Louis! At last I have found
you. What a task...” Even after all these years, that
voice was unmistakable.

“Louis the mayor?”

“ Ex—mayor®. Can you imagine? They put me out
to pasture like some ancient dinosaur®. The council...”

Bob was much too tense for lengthy anecdotes®.

D Ritz,— R FEEHIKIRE. .

@ Should he get ... at the bar? b B AR E G HHE T2

@ “Oui?” ... accent. “IR#E?” — 1~ B WE M 01 F 15 2 49 BE B2 BRRE 9

HRiE. Provencal [,prova—n’sa;ll: (&%) ¥ FHHTHK.

@ Ex—mayor: B ii$.

® dinosaur [‘dainoso.}: 1y,

® Bob ... of lengthy anecdotes: $#1.L1HFE K, TLOBWITKH
kHE.,




“Louis, what is this about Nicole?”

“ Oh, Bobbie, what a tragedy! Five days ago.
Head—on collision®@. She was coming from a cardiac
emergency@. The whole town is in mourning. She was
so young. A saint, unselfish.”

He paused to sigh. Bob seized the opportunity.

“Louis, this is terrible news. But I don’t see why
you wanted me to call you. It’s been ten years since I
last saw her.”

Suddenly a silence on the line. Then Louis an-
swered almost in a whisper, “Because of the child.”

“Child? Was Nicole married?”

“No, no. Of course not. She was an independent
mother, so to speak®. She raised the boy herself.”

“I still don’t see what this has to do with me,” said
Bob.

“He is your child too,” said Louis Venargues.

For a moment there was silence on both sides of
the Atlantic®. Bob was stunned. Then anger helped him

(I Head—on collision: (X%) B ijtH1HE.

@ She was ... cardiac emergency ['ka:diek i'ma.dzonsi]. ## K — 1
LW AZZEX, :

@ She was an independent mother, so to speak. & 7] A% & 8
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@ there was silence ... the Atlantic: KFAHEMEARITKT. B
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to regain his powers of speech. “I don’t believe it,” he
replied. - |

“But it’s true. I was her confidant in everything®.”

“But what makes you so sure that I'm the father?”

“Bobbie” Louis answered gentlely, “you were here
in May. The demonstrations, you recall? The little boy
came, so to speak, on schedule. There was no one else in
her life at the time. She would have told me. Of course,
she never wanted you to know.”

Bob thought, this is incredible. “Louis, even if it’s
true. [’'m not responsible for —

* Bobbie, tranquilize®yourself. No one’s saying
that yeu have responsibility. Jean—Claude is well pro-
vided for®. Believe me — I am the executor. But there
is one small problem.”

Bob trembled at the possibilities®. “ What?” he
asked.

“Nicole had no other family. The boy is all alone.”
Louis paused. “ Ordinarily we would take him in,

‘i) [ was her confidant in everything. fiff 24 SEMAMIAL K. confi-
dant [konfi'dent]; k&, AT,
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@ Bob trembled at the possibilities: #2188 7 88 & 4 BN A
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Marie—Thérese and I. We are his guardians. But my
wife is gravely ill, Bob. She doesn’t have much time®.”

“I'm sorry,” Bob said softly.

“What can I say? We had a honeymoon of forty
years. But now you see why it’s impossible. Unless we
can find some alternative — and quickly — the authori-
tics will take the boy away®.”

At last Bob sensed where this was leading. He grew
angrier with every breath. And frightened.

“The child is inconsolable®,” Louis continued.
“His grief is so great he cannot even cry. He just sits
there — ~

“Get to the point,” said Bob.

Louis hesitated. “I want to tell him that you exist.”

“ No! Are you crazy? How could that possibly
help?” |

“1 just want him to know that somewhere in this
world he has a father. It would be something, Bobbie.”

“Louis, I'm a married man with two young daugh-
ters. Look, I'm truly sorry about Nicole. I'm sorry

about the boy. But I refuse to get involved in this. I will

@ She doesn’t have much time;: #IIEAR T EAT.

@ Unless we can find ... the boy away: {1 B AP KA #
tefpek, MHYFARSEEHEFTE. (HAKTFOCRAIEAR
FHIIL. )

@ inconsolable [,inkan’saulabl). HFEHE.



not hurt my family. I can’t. I won't. That’s final.”

There was another pause. “All right,” said Louis.
“Ill trouble you no more. But I do confess I'm very dis-
appointed.” Yet one more pause (for Bob to
reconsider), and then capitulation. “Goodby, Bobbie,”
he mumbled, and hung up. |

Bob put down the receiver and buried his head in
his hands. This was too difficult to take in all at once.
After so many years, Nicole Guérin, back in his life.
And could their brief affair really have produced a
child? A son? Oh, God, what should I do?

He sat frozen, staring at the telephone. He felt a
desperate inward struggle, heart and mind at war. Don’t
be crazy, Bob. Don’t risk your marriage. nothing’s
worth it. But an impulse he could not control made him
pick up the phone. |

“Hello, Louis. It’s me, Bob.”

“Ah, good. I knew that you would reconsider.”

“Listen, I need time to think. Ill call you back to-
morrow.” |

They hung up. Now Bob was terrified. He had
placed his whole existence in jeopardy®. What made

(© He had placed ... in jeopardy ['dzepadil: fl{ — 1 ¥ & F B
ZH.




