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Lucky I n Cyprus

A True Story About A Boy
A Teacher, Sone Terrorists
An Eart hquake, And The Cl A

By Allan “Lucky” Cole



A DI SCLAI MER OF SORTS

If Henry Ford actually said “history is bunk,” he probably
said it because he couldn’t control, nould, or manufacture
it. As alowy witer, I had no such handicap. | had ny way
freely wth history, changing nanes, ages, chronol ogi cal
events and anything el se that got in the way of how I

prefer to renmenber things.

Al l an Col e — Boca Rat on, August, 2008.



PROLOGUE

| imagine the child. He’'s twelve, slender, dark
forel ock curl against skin paled by weeks of travel. His
bl ue eyes are set in deep hollows. | imagine himsitting on
a hard wooden bench. The bench is old and polished by many
years of shifting behinds.

It is the only furniture in the Iong, narrow airport
corridor - enpty except for his parents, infant brother,
and the stern G eek solider standing guard over them The
boy has not noved fromthat bench for twelve hours. He has
a book in his hand - The Count O Mnte Cristo.

He’s a qui et young man, but do not m stake the silence
and tired eyes for nelancholy. He's intensely curious,
drinking in the sounds of the many strange | anguages
crackling over the hallway speakers. Even the drab walls
and small piles of oiled sawdust on the wooden fl oor seem
fascinating. The soldier stares at himcoldly as the boy
studies his olive drab uniform webbed harness, and
especially the ML rifle he clutches. The boy is not afraid.

|’ve met the boy before: On a train steam ng west to
California, holding his pretty nother’s hand as she jostles
t hrough the crowd of whistling soldiers and sail ors hone
fromwar; and at San Di ego Harbor, peering at the forest of
submarine conning towers bristling out of the mst - the
whol e harbor ringing wwth the hoot, hoot of fog horns as he
wonder ed whi ch sub contained his father

|’ve seen himin Florida, |aughing and running from
the Brahnma bull calf he’'s teased into play. And |l ater, by
his grandfather’s side, as the old man shoots the head off
aturtle swwnmng in the mddle of the |ake.

There were other tines, other places: rattling up the
Fl orida highway in a 36 Dodge, bound for Phil adel phia
where his father was going to | eave them so he could go off
and fight — against the Comunists this time, instead of
the Nazis and Fascists. And |’'ve seen that boy tinkering
with a honemade short-wave radi o, cats’ whiskering up
voi ces from thousands upon thousands of m|es away.



Yes, we’'ve net before. But never in so grand an
adventure as this - under mlitary guard at Athens Airport;
his father accused of conspiring to snuggle gold and the
boy knowi ng the joke was on them because his father was an
Anmerican spy - a Cl A agent - and soon the barred doors
woul d swi ng open and that blustery, inperious G eek
di pl omat woul d conme scurrying up to them hat in hand,
stream ng a greater flood of apologies than he had threats
twel ve hours ago. And that young sol dier, so inperious
before, would bow and scrape and beg Lucky’'s pardon.

| imagine the child — nore than fifty years gone now.
| know himwell, for that boy is ne.



CHAPTER ONE
1

The boy is nme, but I'll call himLucky, for that was
the name his famly used and |’ ve al ways been sorry it had
to be shed along with chil dhood. The nane had dignity then
- and surprise during introductions.

Peopl e woul d ask, “Way do they call you Lucky?” The
boy woul d stop, pretend to think for a nonment and then use
what ever answer he favored at the tine.

“Because Hopal ong Cassidy is ny cousin and his
si dekick’s nanme is Lucky and ny nother and father nanmed ne
after him” was one he prized at a younger, cap-pistol age.

This story was true - the silver-haired cowboy,
portrayed by the actor WIIliam Boyd, was |oosely related to
Lucky by marriage - but the boy had dropped that reason
because it tended to lead to fights with peers who doubted
he could be kin of any sort to such grand royalty.

Before he left the States he’d seen a novie during
famly day at the Pentagon. It was called “M. Lucky,” and
starred Cary Grant as a canny Greek Anerican matching wits
with the rich, the law, and his crooked rivals. As it
happened the filmwas set before Anerica’s entry into the
war and the boy was so taken by the novie that he now
claimed it as the true source of his nanme. Since this was a
conplete lie, everyone believed him

Lies, he’'d recently discovered, were curious things
that were sinful in sonme circunstances and prai seworthy in
anot her .

The nuns said |ying was always evil and ought to be
avoided at all cost. The Hellfires were nentioned in detai
as the extrene result. Mnor torture for tens of thousands
of years in Purgatory were cited for |esser transgressions.

But M. Blaines - his CIA famly counselor - said
there were certain exceptions God took into account. It was
no sintolie to protect your famly or your country, M.

Bl ai nes cl ai nred. He sai d when anyone asked what his father
did the boy nust always lie. H's father - and other agents
like him- were fighting a great war against Stalin and his



Comruni st hordes and if the boy gave them away Anerica
m ght be endangered and his father could be killed.

“What about confession?” Lucky asked. “Is it a sin if
| lie to a priest during confession?”

“I't’s no sin under the circunstances | described,” M.
Blaines said quite firmy. “And if a priest asks your
father’s occupation, yes, you still rmust lie. Even during
confession. There are no exceptions.”

Lucky didn’'t worry over the matter nuch, but he did
find it interesting he was being told sonething that
couldn’'t be tested. What would a priest say to M. Bl ai nes’
noti ons about |ying? Wuld he agree? Lucky could never know
for certain, because he was forbidden to seek outside
expert opinion. Even so, M. Bl aines would probably have a
| ogical retort. He always did. Later, when Lucky becane
nore experienced at the subtleties of lies, he managed to
ask a Jesuit priest about M. Blaines’ statenment w thout
gi ving anything away. The Jesuit not only confirmed M.

Bl ai nes’” view, but he did so with frightening passion. The
priest, a short, powerfully built man, had been a chaplain
at a Japanese prisoner of war canp and had experienced such
awful things that he’d scared the hell of Lucky explaining
in graphic detail what could happen to sonmeone who fel

i nto eneny hands.

But that was later, much later. Now, Lucky was stuck
on the bench at Athens airport, his skinny behind bruised
fromso many hours of sitting. As he | ooked over at his
parents dozing on the far corner of the bench he wondered
what M. Bl aines would say about the current situation.
After all, it was a lie of sorts that had gotten theminto
this predi cament.

The incident in Athens had been the only m x-up in
their extended journey to his father’'s first overseas post.
They were bound for Cyprus - a Mediterranean island off the
coast of Turkey that Lucky hadn’t known existed until his
father had informed the famly of his assignnent.

When he’ d | earned their destination Lucky had been
di sappointed. Oiginally his father had been assigned to a
post in Africa. Now that was exciting news. Lucky got al
t he Tarzan books out of the library and read them from
start to finish. Africa was definitely the place to be for
a boy seeking adventure. Hi s enthusiasmwasn't |essened
when his father started bringi ng honme sneared m neographed
reports about Kenya - the African country they were going
to live in. He al so brought honme books, maps and
illustrated articles about the grand |ife and honmes of the
British colonial masters who ruled the | and.



None of the facts matched M. Burroughs’ descriptions.
However, that didn’t nake the Tarzan tal es any | ess
exciting, so Lucky put the stories on one side of truth -
on the side of imagination. Wiich in a way, he cane to
realize, was also real. The line was infinitely novable if
you were a Cl A brat. Fact becane fiction and fiction becane
fact as quickly as you could tune in the various news
accounts on your radio. Wien Lucky’'s father was in his cups
and feeling philosophical, he used to say that nothing was
actually true. Certain principles wirked because everyone
agreed to accept them One plus one equal ed two, his father
liked to say, only because everybody had deci ded | ong ago
that it was a usable system There were other arithnetical
nmet hods based on one and one equaling three, or even four.
They were also valid, his father said, but not so handy in
describing the world they lived in.

That’s how Lucky | earned to deal with fact and fiction
when Africa had been their destination. Tarzan was one Vi ew
of things. The books and reports were another. Anyway you
| ooked at it, Africa was definitely an exciting
destination. Then there was sonething the newspapers call ed
a Mau- Mau uprising. A Kenyan convent was supposedly raided
on the outskirts of Nairobi, the capitol city. The news
accounts said the nuns had been slain and worse. \Watever
wor se than dead could be, Lucky was just old enough to
start to imgine, before the “yuck’ factor cut in.

It was clained that farns were attacked by rebels
demandi ng i ndependence...rebel s who were supposedly in
collusion with the loyal black servants Lucky had seen
portrayed in the illustrated articles. Some accounts
claimed the servants massacred their masters while they
slept. Afew very weird — KKK type news accounts - conpared
the uprising to the alleged massacres in the Ad South
before the Arerican Gvil War. Wien wildly erroneous
newspaper accounts cl ainmed that servants and sl aves had
massacred their masters and mstresses in their beds.

As for the Kenyan atrocities, it was said that
Communi st agitators were responsible. British authorities
were quoted as saying that Stalin s hordes had i nvaded
Africa to turn good, sinple people into raveni ng beasts.
Sone newspapers dubbed the Mau- Mau transgressors a “red
horde,” which Lucky found slightly amusi ng because the Mau-
Mau were bl ack, not red.

The main inmpact on Lucky was that suddenly the
assi gnnment to Kenya was deened t oo dangerous a posting for
a CIAfamly and so they were left in assignnment [inbo. His
dad’s pay was held up — noney diverted to the Kenyan
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m ssion had to be booked back to Washi ngton again. This was
not an easy thing for any governnment bureaucracy to handl e,
but it was doubly difficult when it involved a covert

enpl oyee.

Basical ly, as Lucky later canme to understand it, when
an agent was posted overseas it was usually as an enpl oyee
of sonme ot her branch of the governnent. That would be his
cover — that he was working for the State Departnent, or as
a civilian enployee of the Army or the Navy. To further
support that cover, the agent would officially resign from
the CIA. Then if Agency files were breached by the Eneny —
or prying Congressional bureaucrats, who were nearly as bad
as the Eneny - it would show that although the person in
guestion once worked for the CIA, this was no |onger the
case. Not officially, at any rate. This arrangenent al so
gave the Conpany deniability. If his father’s cover was
bl own the Cl A spokesman could say with a perfectly straight
face that he (the captured one) didn't work for the Agency.

The downside for regular CIA famlies, whose fathers
had not been captured and held for torture - was that the
system nade getting paid nore than a little tricky. The
agent’ s wages were issued by the departnent he officially
worked for — the State Departnent, in the case of the
Kenyan m ssion. Any difference in wages was nmade up by the
Agency and paid directly into a Stateside bank account.
There was always a significant difference for Cl A types
because of things |ike overseas pay, hazardous duty pay -
practically the whole world was hazardous duty in 1952 —
and cost of living adjustnents. On the other hand, many
tinmes this tortuous trail neant the famly would be
borderline destitute waiting for checks to catch up to
them CIA famlies took care of each other during those
tinmes, delivering bags of groceries and necessities to
their coll eagues and making small, private |oans.

After the Kenya assignnent fell through, Lucky’ s dad
and other CIA famlies suddenly found thensel ves stranded
in drab apartments buildings in Langley, — all scranbling
like hell to get a new assignnent. Things got so bad at
Lucky’s house that at one point his dad got a part tinme job
as a checker at a local supermarket to fill the gaps
bet ween the nmuch del ayed Agency paychecks. After all, there
was a third nmouth to feed — Lucky had a new baby brot her,
Charlie.

Several nonths of waiting comrenced. Hi s father
di sappeared for days at a tine for nore training at “The
Pickle Factory,” — CIA slang for facilities in the Foggy
Bottomarea of DDC. — or at “The Farm” which was a secret
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base in the Blue R dge Muntains. The good news here was
that he got a per diemallowance that was i nmediately
transmuted into groceries and rent paynents. Meanwhile, the
ol d Dodge the famly had driven up fromFlorida fell into
disrepair, its doors rusting shut and its tires coll apsing
i ke their hopes.

Suddenly, everything changed and the atnosphere was
charged with excitenent. There was a flurry of activity.
Many trips to the Pentagon ensued to get inocul ated agai nst
forei gn diseases. Lucky had al ready undergone thirty-six
shots for the African assignnent. He couldn’t see how there
coul d possibly be any diseases left to protect himfrom
But the Mddle East, it seened, was in sone ways even nore
pestilential than Africa. It took six trips to the Pentagon
clinic and twenty-three shots to arnor himand his famly
agai nst the dreaded gerns they m ght encounter.

The Agency was new in 1952 and expanding rapidly. A
headquarters buil di ng was bei ng constructed at Langl ey, but
meanwhi l e the CIA's many functions were spread all over
D.C., Virginia and Maryland. The clinic was housed in the
Pentagon and visiting there was an exciting expedition,
even though the purpose was ultimately painful. There'd be
a grand trip by bus to the Capitol. Lucky never got tired
of seeing the Wiite House, with its cherry trees, the
Capitol Building and the Washi ngton Monunent, which was not
only five hundred feet high, but you could take an el evator
all the way to the top.

Then there was the reflecting pool and the Lincoln
Menorial, Lucky's particular favorite. An old black woman —
M's. Johnson — who used to help his nother when they |ived
in Florida said it was her lifelong dreamto see the
nmonunent for herself.

“Lincoln set the people free,” she used to tell Lucky.
A woman who had apparently had bad luck wth mal e species,
she liked to say that there were “only three nen in this
old world worth a plugged nickel.” She’d tick themoff on
her fingers — “Jesus Christ, Abraham Lincoln, and Franklin
Del ano Roosevelt.”

The Pentagon was so big that it staggered the
i magi nation. Lucky’'s teacher, a pretty young nun at “Qur
Lade OF Sorrows,” was enthusiastic about the details of
what she called the Arerican “fortress for freedom and
Christianity.” Constructed during Wrld War Two, he
| earned, it was the largest office building in the world —
nearly four mllion square feet, with seventeen or eighteen
m |l es of hallways. The book Lucky checked out of the school
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library said each of its five wedge-shaped sections was big
enough to hold the Capitol Building.

Those facts were inpressive, but did nothing to convey
the feeling of sheer power and pride the conplex radiated
when he approached the Pentagon for the first tinme. Each
step he took nmade himfeel smaller and snmaller until it
seened that he was no nore than a flea when he reached the
entrance. Inside, he encountered an el aborate warren of
ol ive-drab hallways and offices, wth checkpoints at every
turn where uni fornmed Marines stood guard. Along with his
not her, he was given a badge, which he pinned to his shirt
and at each checkpoint the Marines solemly exam ned
Lucky’ s badge and his nother’s badge as well, along with
t he sheaf of docunents and passes she clutched in her hand.
To the boy’s anusenent, they even studi ed baby Charlie
closely and the first tinme they did it he nmade a j oke that
maybe the kid was a Conmuni st in baby disguise. The Marines
didn't reply, or crack a smle, and Lucky’ s nom gave him
such a pinch that he swore off joking in the Pentagon
forever.

Then it was on to the next checkpoint and they went
hi gher and hi gher until Lucky knew that they were now at a
rarified | evel that few Anericans woul d have the security
cl earances to enter. Because this floor was so tip-top
secret it took a half-an-hour for the three of themto get
the final approval. Then they woul d be ushered into the
clinic proper - the strong snell of disinfectant announcing
its presence well before they were passed through the | ast
checkpoint -and the big double doors were pushed asi de.

Here, everything was hospital white and there were
| arge steel and gl ass cabi nets positioned about the roons.
Waiting for themwere doctors and nurses in crisp white
uniforms — all wearing high security ID badges. They were
Cl A nedi cal personnel specially trained to handl e agents
and their famlies. Lucky nmet other Cl A brats during those
visits. They all | ooked and behaved |i ke ordinary kids and
tal ked about things that interested typical American youths
— their favorite radi o shows, novies, ganes, sports, etc.
Thanks to M. Bl aines’ counseling none of them ever
menti oned the CIA, nuch less their fathers’ connections to
t he Agency. The boy took pride in belonging to this new,
secret club of young people and he was sure the others felt
t he sane.

The famly’'s departure was set for late May and it
seened the date woul d never arrive. Then when it did cone,
it was with such a rush that it didn’'t seem possible they
coul d get everything done in tinme. The hardest part for
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Lucky was school. He’'d be | eaving before the end of the
senester and wouldn’t be returning to classes until the
fall so he had to take his final exanms early. Fortunately,
Lucky was an old hand at transfers - he'd already attended
twel ve schools. And the school itself — Qur Lady O Sorrows
— was experienced in handling the children of mlitary and
di pl omati c personnel so everything went off w thout a hitch
and his final grades were all “Excellents.”

When the big day arrived, Lucky was just as excited
about Cyprus as he had been about Kenya. There wasn't nuch
to do except make sure he had a good supply of books to
read during their travels and to resist devouring them
before the journey began. Mst of their bel ongi ngs had
al ready been packed by professional novers and shi pped off
to Cyprus. They wouldn’t see their things again for many
nmont hs and woul d have to nmake do with the contents of a few
suitcases and his nother’s two big olive-drab steaner
trunks. Those trunks were magi cal things and his nother
boasted that if she were suddenly dropped into an enpty
apartnment she could turn it into a home in a flash. By
nightfall there’d be warm confortable places to sleep,
pictures on the wall, music playing on the radio and a hot
meal served on real dishes displayed on a clean |inen
tabl ecl oth spread over the trunks. So she packed the trunks
with great care, tucking small things into crannies and
folds of cloth — alittle smle on her lips as she inagi ned
the surprised | ooks on their faces weeks or nonths from now
when she suddenly conjured up a special treat that would
turn a grimday into a grand adventure.

They took a train to New York and Lucky was w de-eyed
when they exited into the organi zed chaos that was G and
Central Station. It was the nost fanmpus station in Anmerica
— so fanmous that it even had its own radi o show where
dramas unfol ded each week. Long silver passenger trains
lined the nyriad tracks, engines hissing steamthat boiled
across the platfornms. Through the wi ndows of the dining
cars he could see the starched white |linen and gl eam ng
silverware and dishes. Black nmen in white waiters’ uniforns
served the people. The trip up fromD.C. had been too short
to warrant a neal on board and al though Lucky wasn’t
hungry, he m ssed the quiet el egance of the dining
experience on a really first class train. He’'d been on
trains many tines — including two coast-to-coast journeys —
and | oved everything about them fromthe thrilling sound
of their whistles to the constant rocking notion that nmade
you want to sleep and dream forever.
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Lucky saw two new di esel engines, |ooking |ike
enornous bullets and painted bright red and green. Lucky’s
father said that diesel would soon take the place of al
the steamengines. At first he thought that was just
wonderful — the trains | ooked |ike Buck Rogers’ rocket
ship. But then he wondered what woul d happen to all the old
st eam engi nes and the thought nmade him sad. They’ d probably
be nothballed in huge train graveyards — like all the ships
and submarines he’d seen in San D ego Harbor after the war
ended. There were hundreds of gray hul ks, once brave
war shi ps that had confounded the eneny, now slowy
di ssolving into rust.

Then the plight of abandoned trains and ships and subs
was forgotten as Lucky found hinself on the verge of being
| eft behind. Redcaps had | oaded the fam |y baggage onto to
carts and were starting away. The redcaps wore huge smles
— Lucky’s father was a believer in large tips when he was
flush and he was certainly flush with governnent trave
nmoney. The porters, both |large black nmen in starched
uni fornms and burni shed hats, headed out across the platform
inaswft, sure line — the crowd parting before them
Lucky’ s father strode behind the porters, his head tilted
to one side fromyears of |iving and novi ng about the
cranped, head-bunping quarters of a submarine. Hi s nother
was at his side, little Charlie perched on her round hip,
her long fine |l egs sheathed in silk and shod with stylish
hi gh heels, eating up the platform Soon they' d be lost in
t he crowd.

Lucky sprinted after them dodging through the crowd,
the great speaker voice calling the arrivals and departures
of the trains, sounding just like the man on the radio with
t he fabul ous baritone when he intoned the opening of:
“Grand Central Station!”

2
Lucky didn’'t realize it at the tinme, but the nonent
they'd clinbed onto the train they had entered a whol e
different world of travel. Previously, their travel budget
had been limted to a sailor’s warti me wages — bol stered by

famly donations - and, in civilian life, the earnings of
a struggling young student couple naking do on the G bil
and nenial jobs in post-Wrld War Il Anerica. H's parents

were restl ess people — always on the nove whether it was
necessary or not. However, up until this tinme they' d al ways
stayed in drab hotel roons and ate in dingy cafes with
[imted nmenus.
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That ni ght, however, they’'d checked into the Plaza
Hotel in Manhattan — | ater nade fanmous by Kay Thomas in her
El oi se books. It was an el egant place — the first luxury
hotel Lucky had ever stayed in thanks to the generosity of
the CIA. He was pressed into service as a babysitter while
his parents enjoyed a night out, thanks to the generous per
diem Lucky didn't mnd. Little Charlie would sleep the
ni ght through. Besides, the suite was |avishly furnished,
with couches so soft they practically swall owed hi mwhol e.
W ndows | ooked out over the glittering Manhattan skyline.

Al so, there were books to read and prograns to listen to on
the inpressively large radio in the main room

Best of all, there was room service. Raised on the
road, Lucky knew all about room service. He al so knew he
had to be careful about what he ordered, because his
parents were young and still struggling financially. But
with the CIA per diemdollars burning a hole in his pocket,
Lucky’s father had told himto order whatever he |iked.
Already a little tipsy fromroom service cocktails, he said
it wwth a grand sweeping gesture and a beneficent smle.

Lucky took himat his word. After studying the nmenu -
whi ch was very confusing — he decided to get sone hel p.
This was a tactic he’d tried before with great success. He
ordered a | arge Coke fromroom service and chatted up the
waiter, witing in a generous tip to assure imedi ate
friendshi p. Then he confessed his problemw th the nenu.
The waiter was synpathetic and sat down wth the boy, going
over the hors D oeuvres, sal ads, soups, nmain courses and
deserts. Alittle later he brought in atray with a little
bit of everything — all arranged on covered di shes. Then he
I i ngered, show ng the boy how to use the different
utensils, explaining this dish or that.

The waiter was curious, giving Lucky the chance to
really try out his story for the first time. M. Blaines
had advised that it was al ways best to be open, friendly
and tal kative with strangers. |Instead of evadi ng questions,
he said, welcone them Fill in so nmuch detail that no one
woul d ever suspect anything was being left out — especially
the Cl A connection. Lucky told the waiter his father worked
for the State Departnent and that they were going to |ive
in. Plaza enpl oyees were worl dly people who dealt with al
manner of international businessnmen and di pl omats, so
al though the waiter had never heard of Cyprus, it seened
that there wasn’t a thing he didn’t know about |iving
abr oad.

“You al ready understand tipping,” the waiter |aughed,
giving Lucky a little nock punch in the shoul der. “But when



16

you're in all those foreign places noney isn't always the
best way to tip.” The boy frowned, wondering what coul d be
better than noney. ““Don’t get ne wong — good old Uncle
Sam s greenbacks are always good,” the waiter said.
“Better’'n any |ocal noney. But the thing is, Anmerican stuff
is even scarcer than Anmerican noney these days. Talk to the
ri ght guy and you could buy the Taj Mahal with a carton of
Lucky Strikes. Things are tough overseas. Everybody wants
Anerican candy and cigarettes. Nylon stockings. Coffee...You
name it, if it’s Anerican, they' |l nost likely want it.
“\Mait’ Il you hit the road. You' |l see.”

3

In 1952 there were only two kinds of airline travel in
the Western world: first class and first class with a
berth. Since Lucky and his famly were traveling on Cl A
nmoney, they got the berths.

Lucky | oved them They folded up into the ceiling over
the seats. At night the stewards and stewardesses pul |l ed
the berths down and nade them up fresh. Wen Lucky clinbed
the | adder and slipped through the curtains he thought it
was a little like entering Tom Sawyer’s secret cave, except
t he stewardess would bring himhot chocolate if he rang her
and an extra pillowto raise his head so he could see
t hrough the porthole in confort. He'd stretch out there for
hours as the big propellers drove them onward through the
darkness - fingers of many-colored flane shooting across
the glistening wings, beguiling himwth fantastic visions.

Life was narvel ous on those planes. The seats were as
big and soft as arncthairs. They were arranged in pairs,
wth a wide aisle separating the two rows and if you put up
t he padded arm and drew the curtain you had a reclining
couch to nest in. It was |ike having your own small room
with a wide porthole to view the billowng clouds. If he
was thirsty or hungry he only had to buzz the galley, where
the food was deliciously prepared by a chef wearing a tal
white hat and was served fresh and hot at any hour. And al
t hrough the day the chefs sent out little delicacies for
them sanple, just to brighten their nonents.

Lucky rarely saw another child traveling, which
probably expl ained the fuss the stewardesses al ways nade
over him On one flight a stewardess sat next to himfor
awhi l e. She fell asleep, her head gradually comng to rest
on Lucky’s shoul der. Her perfunme washed over him arousing
all kinds of delicious sensations. He didn’'t nove the whole
ti me she napped and when she awoke his arm had | ost al
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feeling. But he didn't care, especially after she w nked at
hi s not her, who was ensconced in the aisle seat across from
them Wth a knowng smle, the stewardess said Lucky had
been a perfect gentleman. Then she rewarded himw th a kiss
on his cheek. Lucky’'s nother | aughed and said he’d nmade a
conquest, wiping the lipstick off wwth a | ace hanky.

On anot her plane an ol d dowager and her poodl e
occupied two first-class seats. Lucky was astounded that
anyone could be so rich that they could afford a seat for
their pet. He'd heard that the tickets cost as much as nost
peopl e made in a year. The old woman was dressed in w dow s
bl ack and wore a fortune in glittering rings on each of her
fat little fingers and her triple-layered chin was set off
by a fan-shaped neckl ace studded with jewels. The poodle
was a snooty dog - ignoring any attenpts to lure it into
play. At nealtinmes the chef would braise and slice beef
hearts, which were served on a white platter. The wonman fed
the dog with her bejeweled fingers, w ping the gravy from
its jaws with a |inen napkin and coaxing the animal with
ki ssing noises when its appetite flagged. Afterwards, when
it was time for the dog to do its business, she’d ring for
the steward who took the poodle for a walk in the cargo
hol d.

All that confort was wel cone on those | ong, slow
flights where tinme seenmed suspended by the sounds of deep-
throated engines. It was a long and |lazy journey, wth
frequent |ayovers in Ireland, England, France, Germany and
Rone. They were never tired — wthout jets, there was no
jetlag. Just a leisurely transition fromone place to
another, with few i nconveni ences al ong the way.

Wherever Lucky and his famly went they were treated
with the utnost courtesy, especially in Germany where the
scars of war were nore than evident and the peopl e ducked
their heads and qui ckened their steps when an Allied jeep
went by, the MPs scanning the crowds with cold eyes. Mny
of the streets were still in rubble and the evidence of
bonmbi ng was everywhere. It was just as bad in Engl and,
where Lucky saw his first bonb craters and rows of fire-
bl ackened flats being pulled down by worknen.

Anericans, he soon realized, particularly Americans
traveling on diplomatic passports, were | ooked upon |ike
visiting royalty. It made Lucky feel |ike a character in a
novie. Adding to the feeling of unreality was the constant
rem nder that his father was engaged in an exotic business
rarely experienced by anyone outside a novie house. Every
pl ace they stopped the sane routine was carried out.
Waiting on the other side of the custons’ |line would be a
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gray-suited man fromthe enbassy holding a sign bearing his
father’s nanme. The fam |y woul d soon be whi sked through
custons and in a few nonents their |uggage woul d be
gathered up and off they’'d go to the hotel in a chauffeured
car. The hotel, always the one with the best accommopdati ons
inthe city, would be their honme for several days and
sonetinmes a few weeks while his father visited the enbassy
- being briefed, he called it.

Wil e his father worked Lucky and his nother saw the
usual tourist marvels - Bucki ngham Pal ace, the Eiffel
tower, German castles, and the Roman baths. He was
introduced to great art in the Louvre and other fanous
museuns; to synphony music and the theater in London; to
ancient history at Stonehenge, where he and his nother
pi cni cked while his little brother craw ed anong t he huge
myst eri ous stones.

It was |ike a fabul ous, extended vacation and after
awhi | e Lucky nearly forgot his previous life, where
knowl edge was a boring thing taught by knuckl e-rapping
nuns. He was especially looking forward to Greece - their
| ast stop before flying on to Cyprus. G eece was the hone
of the gods and goddesses; of mghty Hercules and the wily
U ysses.

He was eager to see the white colums of the
Part henon, built, it was said, to honor the w se and
beauti ful Athena, who was Lucky’'s personal favorite. But,
as it turned out, it would be several years before he set
eyes on such wonders.

4

Everything went terribly wong when they reached
At hens. The nonent his father displayed their passports,
the G eek custons official turned hostile. As usual there
was an enbassy man with a sign awaiting the famly on the
other side of the custons |line. Lucky saw his father wave
to the man, who sm | ed and waved back

Suddenly, the custons official started berating
Lucky’s father in barely deci pherable English. About what,
the boy couldn't tell. Fromhis father’s reaction Lucky
could see that he was just as puzzled. The G eek official
was so angry and excited that his English failed him They
did their best to interpret his garbled commands, hoisting
up the suitcases for himto exam ne. But instead of the
usual polite, if thorough check of the contents, the man
scattered their belongings all over the table, enbarrassing
Lucky’ s not her when the man held up her underwear, waving
them about as if they were contraband.
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The Anerican enbassy official put down the sign and
approached. A heated argunent ensued and soon the custons
agent’s superior joined in. Al the other passengers were
staring at Lucky and his famly as the debate raged. Soon
other Greek officials gathered to forma knot, pushing
Lucky and his nother to the edge.

Hi s baby brother started crying and Hel en conforted
Charlie, looking worried at first, then indignant when one
word in particular was hurled about with increasing
frequency. That word was “snugglers.”

“What a nerve,” she said to Lucky. “What would we
smuggl e? Do they think |I’ve got the Queen of Sheba s jewels
hi dden i n ny underwear?”

“l heard them say sonet hing about gold,” Lucky said.
“Do we have any gol d?”

Helen’s Irish tenper flared. Just then one of the
Geek officials | ooked her way. She waved her |eft hand at
t he man, displaying her wedding ring. “It’s the only gold |
own,” she said.

The man reached out - as if grabbing for the ring -
and Lucky’s not her gasped and snatched her hand back. “You
just try, Mster,” she snarled. “You'll have to cut off ny
hand. ”

The official shrugged and turned back to the argunent.
Finally, sone sort of conclusion seened to be reached and
Lucky and his famly found thensel ves bei ng ushered by
arnmed sol diers through big double doors into the narrow
security corridor with its unconfortabl e bench

The enbassy man canme al ong, assuring themit was just
sonme sort of snafu. Lucky's ears perked up. He was al ways
eager to add color to his vocabul ary. He asked his father
what that word neant

“Snafu?” his father said. “Ch, that’'s slang fromthe

war. It means ‘Situation Normal Al Fu'” - and Lucky saw
hi s nother el bow his father and his father made a hasty,
m d- course correction - “Uh... Fouled Up.”

Lucky wasn’t fooled. The “F’ word had nearly been
intended. He nuttered it to hinself as he got out his book
to pass the tinme. He was many pages into it before the fat
little Geek diplomat arrived. He was full of self-

i nportance, puffing out his ill-fitting brown suit as he

t ook command. When he sat, crossing his | egs, he displayed
sheer red socks that his nother |ater said were disgusting
- all that thick black | eg hair show ng through. The

di plomat infornmed themthat Lucky’'s father was suspected of
commtting grave crinmes against the governnment of G eece.
Prison was nentioned and Helen said if that was so she'd
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refuse to |l eave the country until her husband, Al an, was
rel eased. The diplomat only sml|ed w ckedly and said that
Madanme would |ikely find herself in prison as well, since
she was obvi ously an acconplice.

As the heated argunent resuned, Lucky - who was
coincidentally reading The Count O Mnte Cristo, and
al ready consi dered hinself an expert on such matters,
havi ng recently devoured Huckl eberry Finn for the fourth
time - began planning their escape from whatever cell they
were placed in. Al he needed was a sharpened spoon to dig
a tunnel and everything would soon be set right. Finally,
sone sort of tenporary agreenent was reached. The famly
woul d be confined to the security corridor - under mlitary
guard - while the diplomat conferred with his mnister and
the Anerican enbassy man consulted his superiors.

And there they remai ned through several changes of the
guard, each soldier seem ngly younger and nore belligerent
than the other.

Lucky’s father said they were innocent bystanders,
drawn into a dispute between the G eek governnent and the
U S State Departnment. Apparently a gang of fornmer G's,
who’ d stayed behind in Europe after the war was over, had
been caught snuggling gold out of Greece. For reasons Lucky
woul dn’t learn until much later, the G eeks considered this
the final strawin a long list of alleged wongs commtted
by the U S., whomthey believed had conspired with the Gs.
Coi nci dence had drawn the Cole famly into that waiting net
when they presented the di plomatic passports that were part
of his father’s cover.

“But what will we do?” Hel en asked her husband. *“What
if they were serious about prison?” She hugged his brother
tighter. “Wat about Charlie?” she said. “And Lucky? Who
wll take care of then?”

Hs father smled. “Don’t worry, honey,” he said.
“Sonebody’ s about to get their pucker string yanked -
damed hard.”

Lucky was delighted when he heard that. The G eeks
obvi ously thought they were dealing with one of the “fat
assed” state departnent types his father was wont to
mal i gn. Very soon a certain nysterious Anerican woul d make
a phone call that would strike fear into the hearts of the
Cole famly' s tornmentors. Lucky thought such power was
delicious. It was |ike having Zeus as your personal best
friend. A mghty god who' d hurl |ightning bolts at your
t or nent or s.

Hours passed. There was no food served, but there were
pl enty of warm cokes to drink - they d been sternly warned
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about drinking the water in G eece. Helen always kept a
good supply of peanuts and raisins in her purse to stave
of f hunger pangs and so they weren’t in danger of
starvation. As for his baby brother, there were than enough
jars of baby food and bottles of sterilized water and
powdered formula in the | arge baby bag Helen carried. After
awhi | e, however, the diaper situation |ooked |like it was
going to get serious. The famly’s |uggage had been
confiscated and every request for soneone to fetch a fresh
supply of diapers had been greeted with that tsking noise
that Lucky quickly realized was a sound of rejection.

Using Monte Cristo for cover, Lucky shifted in his
seat to get a better look at his father. Less than thirty,
he was a small man with a gymmast’s build. He had a | arge
head, close cropped hair naking it seemeven larger. H's
coloring was sallow, |ike a man who had spent nuch tine in
the sun in the past and was now goi ng pale. Lucky’'s father
was a man who rarely smled and blinked infrequently. He
held the world at bay with his noody blue eyes in a
pi erci ng, unnerving gaze. Allan was the product of a nuch-
marri ed not her whose habit was to | eave her child in the
care of relatives for nonths at a tinme whenever she’d shed
one husband to take another. He was al so a submari ner,
fighting both in the Atlantic and the Pacific during the
recent war. H's boat had penetrated Tokyo Harbor in one of
the nost daring exploits in submarine history. Negotiating
a maze of m nes and sub-catching nets, Allan and his
crewmates ran so low on air during that stealthy m ssion
that doctors feared sone of them m ght have suffered brain
damage.

Lucky wasn’t sure what that nmeant. But he had noticed
that one drink, even a beer, could turn his father’s
sonberness into sudden high hunor. Wiich, after a tine of
j okes and ganes, was frequently followed by angry incidents
that Lucky didn’t like to dwell upon. Those incidents were
best thought of as bizarre acts of nature. Like the two
hurri canes he’'d experienced in Florida. WIld acts of
tremendous force and even viol ence but w thout seem ng
cause or reason. Lucky renenbered one storm when the
powerful winds had lifted up bricks piled beneath his
bedroom w ndow. They sl ammed agai nst the panes - heavy
bl ows, just short of breaking the glass. Knock, knock,
knocking li ke his father’s knuckles rapping at his door in
the mddle of the night, getting himup to play. O to
puni sh him He never knew whi ch.

M. Blaines routinely asked Lucky about his hone life,
wanting to know if everyone was happy and well-treated. It
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was a question, the boy suspected, that was best not
answered honestly. And so he lied. To be nore accurate, he
avoi ded the truth - which was one of M. Blaines’ favorite
phrases — “Sonetinmes it’s best to avoid the truth at al
costs,” he used to say. Lucky always answered his queries
about the famly by telling hero-worshipping stories about
the great fun he had with his father: the ganes they played
when Allan was off duty; the books and poetry his father
read to him I|ike Edgar Al an Poe’s “The Raven,” which was
Lucky’s favorite poemof all tine.

M. Blaines had taught Lucky well. Before he left for
Cyprus the boy could dodge the truth at will by giving
overly detailed accounts of a few true things. Secrets and
lies. Lies and secrets. Two very necessary things in a tine
when the atom had only recently been split and the whol e
wor|l d was poi sed at the edge of destruction.

Lucky shifted his attention to his nother. Helen was
curled up asl eep between Lucky’s father and the baby
carrier that held his brother. She was a city girl froma
| arge, warm South Phil adel phia famly. Raised in an Irish
wor ki ng cl ass nei ghbor hood, she was usually full of
| aught er and hunorous stories. She could turn the small est
incident into a hilarious tale that was frequently | onger
than the incident itself. In her late twenties, she was
remar kably pretty - as were all the Guinan wonen. Her
ol dest sister had been M ss Philadelphia and it was famly
| ore that she probably would have won the M ss Anmerica
title if her father hadn’t forbidden her fromentering a
contest that he believed exploited wonen. Another sister,
Rita, was a fanmous ballroom dancer in style of Fred Astaire
and G nger Rogers. Helen had a long, delicate face with
startling blue eyes set deep and franmed by | ong | ashes.

Ever since he could renenber, Lucky had noticed the way

t hat nen wat ched her when she wal ked by — even though she
didn't wiggle |ike Marilyn Monroe. She had a bri sk,

busi ness-li ke wal k that never seened to tire as she noved
fromone task to another with swft efficiency. Even so,
the men watched her just the sane.

Lucky suddenly noticed that his nother’s skirt had
ri dden up, exposing her legs to the stocking tops. She
woul dn’t have liked that. Wiy, his nother wouldn’t even
stand in front of an open doorway on a sunny day for fear
that the bright light shining through her dress would be
too revealing. Then the boy caught the guard staring at his
mother’s legs. It made himangry. He glared at the guard
but the young sol dier ignored him Lucky saw the man’s eyes
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glitter as his nother shifted in her sleep and the skirt
rode hi gher

“l have to go to the bathroom” Lucky announced to the
guar d.

Annoyed at being interrupted, the guard shifted his
| ook to the boy. He shrugged an el aborate shoulder-lifting
shrug that was insulting in every way and manner. He
muttered sonmething in G eek - pretending he didn't
under stand. Lucky knew better: earlier he’d noted the
interest the soldier shown in his parents’ conversation.

“l said,” Lucky repeated, “that | have to go to the
bat hroom” He added a rude, schoolyard gesture, whose
meani ng coul d not be m staken.

The sol dier grunted, getting it. Then his eyes turned
mean. He shook his head - no.

Lucky stood up. “Well, |1'm going anyway.”

He started to walk toward the far door where the foul-
snelling facilities were |ocated. The guard hissed
sonet hing that sounded |i ke a curse. Hs heavy hand fell on
the boy’s shoulder. Lucky tried to pull away, but the guard
tightened his grip.

Then his nother’s voi ce snapped out - “Keep your hands
off him?”

Lucky craned his neck and saw his nother was very much
awake now and very angry. “He won’t let ne go to the
bat hroom ” he conpl ai ned. The sol di er snarl ed anot her G eek
curse, his fingers biting into Lucky’'s shoulder. *“Quch,” he
said, nore surprised than hurt.

Hi s nother shot to her feet. Behind her, he could see
his father jolting awake. Helen storned over to the
soldier, who was so alarnmed at the nenacing figure - all of
five foot one, if she stood on her tip-toes, and perhaps
100 pounds - that he let go of Lucky’s shoul der and stepped
back, bringing his rifle up like a horizontal bar.

And then all of Helen’s anger at the G eek bureaucracy
and the injustices she had been forced to endure poured
out, scalding the young guard. “Get that - that - THI NG out
of ny face,” his nother railed. She shook her finger at the
tall soldier, who cowered as if it were a pistol. “1’ve had
j ust about enough of your rudeness,” she said. “First you
accuse us of this snuggling nonsense, then you make us sit
here all night. You don't feed us, don't let nme wash out
the baby’s dirty diapers. And now... and now... you have
the nerve to tell MY son he can’'t go to the bathroom Well,
you' d better watch out, M. Big Shot with your big fat
rifle, or we'll tell the Germans they can have your damed
country back.”
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“Helen,” his father called. “Helen...”

“Don’t Helen nme,” his nother snarled, whipping about.
“This... this.... soldier had better |earn sone manners or
|11 give himsuch a sock.”

Lucky woul d’ve |ike to have seen that. Despite her
smal | size and Catholic acadeny polish, she had a powerf ul
punch - taught to her by his grandfather, a fornmer chanpion
boxer who said he was bl essed wth nore beautiful daughters
than the Good Lord had given himstrength to protect and so
he’d taught themall to box.

“He’s only doing his job,” Lucky' s father said.

The sol di er | ooked suddenly nmournful. He waved at the
drab hal |l way, and nodded. “Job,” he said. “Demtris’ job.”

“Oh, ho, ho!” his nother crowed. “So you're a liar as
well as a bully. You do speak English.”

The sol dier fought for control. “No speak,” he said.
“Demtris no speak Anglika.”

Hel en stanped her small foot. The guard junped as if
it had been the foot of a giant. “Either ny boy goes to

toilet,” she said, “or you' |l be seeing the back of ny
hand, sir.” Lucky had noticed that the angrier she becane,
t he nore pronounced was her South Phil adel phia Irish lilt.

But the guard seened honestly stunped. “Toi-let?” he
said, puzzled. “Toi-let?”

“Try WC,” Lucky’s father advised.

“VWhat's WC?” his not her asked.

“Water Closet,” his father said. “That’s what the
English call it.”

Hi s not her snorted. Her own grandfather had conme over
fromlreland during the fam ne and Hel en shared his bitter
views of all things smacking of John Bull. But it wasn't
necessary for her to use the euphem sm of the oppressors,
because the sol dier was nodding - smling sudden
under st andi ng.

“WC,” he said. “WC. Good. | take boy WC.”

Lucky grinned, naking sure the guard knew he hadn’t
been fool ed, then marched off. The guard followed, rifle at
ready in case the twel ve-year-old should make a dash for
it. In the bathroom Lucky stayed in the stall for a |ong
time. Despite filth that would gag a maggot - as his
grandf ather mght’ve put it - he was enjoying the situation
i mrensely. What an odd world this was turning out to be. A
sol dier guarding a kid while he went to the bathroom And
t he biggest joke of all, was... he didn’t even have to go.

Chaos erupted the nonment he returned to the bench. And
out of that chaos things began to work thensel ves out.

Fl anked by abashed ai des, the G eek diplomat suddenly
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returned, winging his hands and spouting apol ogies. A
monment | ater the enbassy man, acconpanied by a tall,

i nperious Anmerican who never spoke, but turned cold eyes on
anyone who said something he did not favor.

One thing becane quite plain. Although m stakes were
admtted, the G eeks were determ ned to save face by
barring Lucky’'s father and the famly fromofficially
entering the country. H's nother nmuttered sonethi ng about,
who’d want to visit such a Fascist place anyway, but
everyone pretended not to hear.

By happenstance a Cypriot Airlines plane was departing
within mnutes and the famly was rushed out of the
security corridor and through crowds of travelers -
wearing everything fromsuits to Arab robes to Indian
turbans — all babbling excitedly in many | anguages.

Then Lucky and his fam |y were being hurried across
the tarmac, trailed by custons nen carrying their |uggage -
including his nother’s all-inportant trunks. The plane’s
propell ers were already turning when they reached it and
sonebody had to shout for the wheeled stairway to be rolled
back in place so they could enter. The airplane was anci ent
and snelled of aviation gas, mxed wth garlic and onion
and a peculiar, not entirely unpleasant, odor that rem nded
Lucky of a barnyard. It was packed with people, nost with
dark Mediterranean conpl exions and they were all smling
and | aughing and chattering loudly wth their neighbors.

The crowdi ng was nade worse by all the things the
passengers were carrying. There were cardboard boxes tied
wth twine and stacked in the aisle; string bags reeking of
strong cheese, dried fish and bl ack sausage; and duffel
bags bulging with gifts for friends and relations at hone.
Children ran up and down the aisle - |eaping over the boxes
- and squealing with excitenent. Sonmewhere in the back of
t he pl ane Lucky swore he heard a rooster crow.

There were few seats left, so Lucky sat in the pull-
down chair next to the exit door, while his father and
nmot her found a place back where the rooster had crowed.
Charlie was awake, |aughing and wavi ng plunp baby fists at
t he crowd.

Then the airplane jolted forward and everyone cheered
as it lunbered down the runway.



26

CHAPTER TWO
1

The plane rattled |like a wagon full of scrap netal and
broken gl ass. A great weight bore down on Lucky and his
throat constricted as the plane strained to get off the
ground. The rattling grew | ouder and Lucky felt w nd
agai nst his cheeks. He swore he could see daylight gleam ng
t hrough enpty rivet sockets in the plane’ s sides.

Lucky | ooked out the w ndow and saw that they were
rushing toward the end of the runway - rocky ground and
stunted trees lay just beyond. Unconsciously, he braced his
feet on the floor and strained up against his seat belt, as
if he were lifting the plane hinself. Suddenly he was flung
back as the nose tilted crazily, there was a sharp bunp and
the crowd cheered again as the plane runbled up and up and
then they were in the air and the passengers burst into
even | ouder cheers and appl auded the pilot as if he had
just perfornmed a mracle.

Wedged next to Lucky, so close his knees nearly
touched the boy’ s pull-down seat, was a big, broad
shoul dered man with a thick shock of black hair, heavy
brows over dark eyes, a grand Greek nose and a white-
toot hed smle.

“The pilot is the cousin of ny wwfe,” the man said
proudly. “The best in all of Cyprus!”

Lucky opened his mouth to conplinent the pilot, but
t hen passengers began to sing, clapping their hands to mark
time. The man cl apped with them nodding to Lucky to join
in. So he did, listening intently to the strange words for
sonet hi ng he coul d pronounce. Then he caught a phrase - as
each verse ended, the people would sing the refrain, “Q
stok-ah-1o0. O stok-ah-lo.” He sang that part with them
munbl ing over the rest as if it were a Latin prayer at Mass
that he didn’'t renenber. The man | aughed in delight and
cl apped | ouder, shouting “O stok-ah-10” with Lucky. Wen
the song was done, there was nore appl ause and then the
passengers returned to their gossiping.

“What does that word nen?” Lucky asked the man. “You
know — stok-ah-10?" The word rolled off his tongue as if
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he’ d al ways known how to pronounce it. H s conpani on was
i npressed. He | eaned cl oser, nobst serious. He introduced
hi msel f, saying his name was Paul - Paulo, in Cypriot.

“Stokahlo is a nost wondrous word,” Paul said. “But
there is no good translation that fits all of its neanings.
It neans hello and good-bye at the sanme tine. As for the
song, it’s one the villagers sing to the fisherman when
they sail away to who knows what God intends. Maybe their
nets will be filled quickly and everyone in the village can
rejoice. O, perhaps a stormw |l kill them and then church
bells wll ring and wonen will cry and tear their hair
because there is nothing and no one to bury in the graves.
In Cyprus, it is bad luck to say goodbye. So we say
stokahl o, for one of its neanings is w'l|l see you again,
God willing.” Paul tapped his head with a thick forefinger.
“You w Il soon learn, ny young friend, that there are nmany
such nysteries awaiting you in Cyprus.” He hesitated, then
added, “Although we pronounce the nane of our country as,
‘Kyp-ray-yal”

Lucky whi spered the word to hinmself — “Kyp-ray-ya.”
Making it his own. This was a word, he sensed, that m ght
open many secret doors, like Aladdin winning his way into
the bandit’s cave when he cried, “Open Sesane!” As for the
story behind “stokahl o,” he thought he’'d never heard such a
wonder ful tale.

Paul studied the boy as he digested all these new
t hi ngs. Then, he asked: “You are Anerican, yes?”

Lucky said he was. Paul beaned, gold teeth sparkling.
“I'n Cyprus,” he said, “we love all Anerikhanos. You nust
tell everyone who you are when you neet themso they wl|
be your friend.” Lucky said he’d be sure to do that. “You
don’t want themto think you are English,” Paul advised.
“I'f they do, they mght not be so friendly.”

The boy’s interest deepened. He'd read that Cyprus was
a British colony. That term- colony - roused his inbred
m strust of the British, and all his young patriotism
boiled up. “W threw the British out,” he told his new
friend. “During the Revolution. Maybe you should do the
sane.”

Paul grew quiet, gravely looking this way and that to
see if anyone was listening. Then he said: “W should tal k
of other things.” He shrugged a sad and dramatic shrug.
“I't’s not that | don’t trust you, ny young friend,” he
said. “But you mght relate our conversation to your
father, or soneone else. And they, perhaps, m ght
accidentally pass ny words on to unfriendly people.”
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Lucky shook his head, very firm “I won't tell,” he
said. Although his new friend couldn’t knowit, froma ClA
brat |ike Lucky that was a prom se as good as gold. He
asked, “Why are you so worried? Do the Brits punish people
for saying things they don’'t |ike?”

“Sonetines,” the man admtted - very sonber. Another
dramatic shrug. “Men have been inprisoned, even shot, for
saying the wong thing to the wong person.”

“I' won’t tell,” Lucky prom sed again. Then he
shrugged, unconsciously aping the man’s gesture. “In
Anerica,” Lucky said, “you can say anything you like.

Agai nst anyone you like.” As he said this, he knew it
wasn’'t entirely true and for a nonent we worried that Paul
m ght call himon it.

But, to the boy's relief, a broad smle returned to
his conpanion’s face. “That’s why we | ove Anericans,” he
said. “They are the greatest people in the whole world.
Look at your president, Abraham Lincoln. He set nen free.”

Lucky tried to | ook wi se. “The slaves,” he said
fervently. “Lincoln freed the slaves.”

“Per haps, soneday when you return to your country,”
Paul said, “you will tell someone inportant about Cyprus.
We are only a small place, but we have a great history. And
we wsh to be free - like America.”

Lucky solemly prom sed he’d do so, wondering if maybe
the CIA could help. Fighting for freedom after all, was
the Agency’s purpose. At least that’s what his father and
all his CIA pals said. As did M. Bl aines.

Then Paul yawned, eased back in his seat, and cl osed
his eyes. Soon he was asl eep. Lucky stared out the w ndow,
wondering how long it would be before they reached Cyprus.
H s nother cane up to see if he was okay. He said he was,
except he was hungry and asked when would they get to eat.

“How can you think about food?” his nother said,
clutching her stomach. “This plane’s so old and creaky it
feels like it’s going to fall out of the sky. | hope |
don’t get sick!”

She had a right to worry. Not only did the plane
rattle and creak, but the engines snoked worse than the old
pre-war Dodge that had once been the famly car. Al so,
there was that constant current of cold air he d noticed
before and the |ight beam ng through cracks in the netal.
But then it canme to the boy that it was foolish to worry.
He just could not envision hinself dying in a plane. From
that flicker grew a conviction that would |l ast as |ong as
Lucky lived, no matter how many mles he travel ed, or how
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many continents he visited. Airplanes would not be the
death of him

“You'll be okay, Mom” he said. “As long as you're
wth ne.”

Hi s not her al nost | aughed at his sober tones, but when
he told her why, she hugged himinstead. In her Irish
heart-of -hearts she was certain he spoke true. She took
confort in his words and returned to her seat. She nust
have told his father what he’' d said, because Al an suddenly
turned those wintry blue eyes on the boy. He wondered if
sonehow he’d gotten hinself in trouble, but then his father
shrugged and turned away.

The boy peered out the wi ndow again. Bel ow was the
Mediterranean and it was the bluest, clearest water he' d
ever seen. Bluer than the GQulf O Mexico. Cearer even than
Crystal Springs, Florida, where they had gl ass-bottoned
boats that |let you see the fish and the turtles and the
alligators swi mm ng bel ow. The blue of the sea filled his
eyes and mnd and he felt a great peace wash over him He
began to hum “Far Away Pl aces,” the song that had been so
popul ar before he left the states.

The song went:

“Far away places with strange soundi ng nanes,
Far away over the sea.
Those far away places with the strange soundi ng nanes
Are calling, calling ne.

Goin’ to China or maybe Siam
| want to see for nyself
Those far away pl aces |’'ve been readin’ about
In a book that | took froma shelf.”

The song had captured Lucky’ s whol e inmagination the
monment he first heard it. It was as if it had been witten
especially for a boy such as he. A dreaner, who would soon
be flying to far away places. It even anticipated Lucky’s
search for know edge about those far places and finding
themin “...a book that | took froma shelf.” Wen he first
heard the song he thought “Or Maybe Siant was one word -
“Ornmebesiant - and until he |learned better, he sang it that
way, figuring it was a country he’ d never heard of before.
He wasn’t enbarrassed when he was finally corrected. The
person who told him- a nun - was never |ikely to see such
t hi ngs hersel f.

Already he’d sworn to hinself that before his life was
done he’'d visit all the countries in the world - except,
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maybe the places where the Communists wouldn't let you in.
But, certainly, he’'d set foot in all the continents. Wll,
perhaps not all. Antarctica was a continent, but so cold

t hat not even Sergeant Preston of the Yukon and his m ghty
dog, King, would dare to venture to such a pl ace.

A gentle tap on his arminterrupted his reverie. A
cheery stewardess was handing hima tray. Lucky’s stonmach
grunbled with pleasure. On the tray was a plate containing
a tomato, red and ripe, cut in quarters; there were
cucunber slices as well and a boiled egg with a hunk of
buttered bl ack bread thick and heavy as rich cake. The
whol e thing was sprinkled with green bits of rosemary and
olive oil and a tangy vi negar whose |ike he’d never tasted
before. In a cup was pile of black olives. Geek olives,
hi s seating conpanion — who’ d awakened at the sound of the
rattling tray - told him

Lucky popped one in his nouth, savoring it.

“Try the fetah,” Paul said, suddenly awake and al ert
agai n. Lucky frowned, wondering what he neant. “The
cheese,” Paul said, pointing at the thick white slices
under the tomatoes. “Fetah is goat’s cheese,” he expl ai ned.

Al t hough Lucky had never tasted goat’s cheese, he'd
read about it several years before in a book called Heidi.
It sounded delicious then and now that he was | ooki ng at
the delicate white color of the cheese and snelled the
sharp scent rising up, he was sure he wouldn't be
di sappoi nted. Follow ng Paul’s | ead, he broke off a piece
and put it on a hunk of bread and wolfed it down. It was
glorious: light and sharp at the sane tinme, and the taste
I ingered at the back of the tongue.

“Now the tomato and cucunber,” Paul instructed him

Lucky did as he was told, and the m xture of tastes
made hi mthink of hot suns and clear skies. Next, he ate
sone egg, then nore olives, and back to the cheese again.

“I'f you eat like this every day,” Paul said, “you wll
never get sick. Especially the olives. It is a fact. The
only time | have ever been ill was when | was forced to do
W t hout olives because of unfortunate necessity.”

Paul suddenly sat straight and pointed out the w ndow.
“Cyprus,” he cried, voice full of enotion.

The boy peered through the porthole. First he saw a
thick blue shinmrering line; which becane craggy peaked
nmount ai ns, studded with green forests. And then the pl ane
was sweepi ng over those nountains and com ng down and down.
He saw brown plains stretching in every direction.

“I't’s sumer, now,” Paul apol ogi zed. “The drought, you
know, makes the great Nicosia plain quite brown. But soon
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it will rain and everything will be green. | tell you, ny
young friend, there is no place in this world so beauti ful
as Cyprus when it rains.”

Lucky didn't mnd the brown at all. As they descended,
he saw villages with adobe honmes with gl eam ng, white
washed walls. He saw sprawl ing farns and peopl e pl ow ng
with horse drawn machi nes. He saw a nman driving a herd of
goats across a field and nearby, on a dusty road, was
anot her man riding a canel.

And wasn’t it all a wonder. And wasn't it all that a
Far Away Pl ace shoul d be?

As the plane approached the runway it slowed, then it
began to rattle nore furiously than before. Lucky was
t hrown about so much that if he’'d been wi thout a seat belt
he woul d have been hurled to the floor. They sl ammed down
on the runway with a mghty crash, bouncing high and
crashing down once, twice, three nore tinmes. The engines
how ed | i ke banshees and the brakes squealed in protest as
the pilot fought to bring the plane to a halt. Finally,
with one | ast | oud backfire, the plane stopped.

The passengers cheered and appl auded, but when Lucky
| ooked at his new friend he saw that the man’s face was
pal e and his clapping was definitely subdued.

After several long mnutes the doors creaked open and
light streaned in, along with the sharp snell of aviation
fuel. A Cypriot woman in a khaki uniform boarded, flanked
by two big uniformed nen. The woman stood at the head of
the aisle. She raised sonething in her hand. It |ooked |ike
a big insect sprayer.

“Wel come to Cyprus,” the woman intoned quite solemly.

Then she advanced down the aisle and to Lucky’s
suprene amazenent, she was spraying everyone with DDT.

Lucky closed his eyes just before he got a blast full
in the face. He heard his nother cry out in horror and he
got his eyes open in tine to see her cover his baby
brother’s head wwth a bl anket to keep the DDT fromsettling
on him No one seened to be bothered by this. The
passengers were all laughing and clinbing out of their
seats to gather up their packages and bundl es.

Paul cl apped Lucky on the back and w shed hi m good
fortune, then exited the plane. The boy held back to wait
for his parents. A few nonents later they stunbl ed down the
steps. Just ahead, waiting on the tarmac, was a | ong bl ack
Lincoln with a small Anerican flag fluttering on the
antennae. Standing next to the car was a man in a suit
hol ding up a sign that bore his father’s nane.
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A bal ny wind blew out of the nmountains, stirring up
dust, and bringing with it the magical snells of high
pl aces, as well as the scent of the sea, all mngled with
spices and citrus and roses.

For as long as Lucky |ived he woul d renenber that
scent .

It was the perfunme of Cyprus.

2

“Dad,” Lucky whispered urgently. “Look at that man!”

Hi s father | ooked, swiveling slightly on his bar
stool. Wl king out of the bright sunlight into the dim
cool ness of the Enpire Roomwas a portly, mddle-aged man
with a shock of white hair, ruddy cheeks and the drooping
must ache of a British colonel “just out of Indja, you
know.” The Colonel — and he really was a retired col onel as
it turned out - was dressed in a starched white suit, a red
bow tie, and in one hand he held a straw boater. In the
other was an ivory-tipped wal king stick made of a heavy,
bl ack wood.

“What about hin®?” his father asked, turning back to
the beer he was enjoying while he waited for a fell ow agent
to join himfor |unch.

When the agent arrived Lucky woul d have to nake
hi msel f scarce, but just now he was drinking a | enon squash
while his father taught himthe queen’s pawn opening on a
battered chess set the bartender had put out for them

“Look what he’'s got in his coat pocket,” Lucky said.
Hi s father frowned. Lucky was exasperated. “Can’t you see
it?” he demanded.

Lucky’ s father | ooked again and as he did the old
gent | eman advanced to the bar and ordered up a double gin,
saying loudly, “Don’t spare the bitters, ny boy. A touch of
mal aria, don’t you know. "~

Now Lucky’s father could plainly see the object poking
rudely fromthe Col onel’s breast pocket: it was a very
| arge, very yell ow banana. And speared into that banana was
a long bright green feather. The boy’'s father snickered,
but turned quickly away when the Col onel’s bushy brows shot
up and his pal e washed-out eyes gl anced about to see if
anyone was | aughing. There were other groups of nen
scattered about the room but they all turned away as well,
buryi ng hunor.

“It’s a banana with a feather in it,” Lucky’'s father
whi sper ed.

Lucky snorted. He knew that. It was the why, he wanted
the answer to, not the what. He could see the banana for
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hi msel f. Had seen it every day for a week, along with the
f eat her speared through the skin.
“What's it for?” Lucky whispered.

Hi s father shrugged. “I don’'t know,” he said. “l guess
it’s just that kind of place.”
He was speaking of the hotel - their hone the first

few nonths they spent in Cyprus. The hotel was a sprawing
junbl e of casual luxury with wi de verandahs | ooking out on
overgrown gardens fed by buckets that gardeners carried
fromthree stone wells. It was a fanous Mediterranean hotel
that had for decades been the gathering place for spies,
smuggl ers, rich refugees and other quick-witted hustlers
who fed in these waters.

The hotel had been built, rebuilt, decorated and
redecorated by many owners from many | ands over the years
and had cone to resenble a freebooter’s hideaway, wth
forgotten treasures scattered about its roons and
corridors. Spread over the thick carpets were wondrous rugs
woven years ago by nonmadi ¢ wonen who plied their craft
whi | e perched on canels traversing nountains and deserts.
The white-washed walls were hung with tapestries from Burm
and Thail and, and yes, even from O nmaybesi am There were
vases fromthe Oient, small statues of exotic gods |ooted
from pagan tenples, |eather sofas and chairs from
Argentina, colorful Rajah couches fromlIndia, and the
shi el ds and spears of African warriors who'd fallen |ong
ago. There was a hunt room deep in the bowels of the place,
where the walls were decorated with the heads and skins of
animals fromall over the world. Lucky had never seen
anyone in there — the bottles behind the small bar were
covered with dust — and it was too spooky to investigate
very long with all those dead ani mal eyes | ooking at you.

A cranky el evator serviced the several floors and on
t he | andi ng outsi de each el evator door was an enor nous
el ephant’s foot filled with sand so it could serve as an
ashtray. At first Lucky thought they were fakes, but when
he exam ned themclosely he could tell they were indeed
real. It depressed himto think that a noble creature |ike
an el ephant had been turned into receptacles for Gaul oi ses,
Pl ayers and Lucky Strike cigarettes. Even so, the hotel was
a wondrous place — a whole secret world within a world —
full of surprises and eccentric people.

Lucky’'s favorite spot was the Enpire Room where no
one questioned his presence - even when his father wasn’t
there. It was | ocated near the entrance of the hotel and
had verandahs on two sides and a |l ong, curving rattan bar
on the other. Mdstly nen frequented the Enpire Room except
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at four o' clock when tables were set up on the verandah and
wonen in summer dresses and jaunty hats and white gl oves
woul d venture in for tea. The hotel was noted for its high
tea - especially its Sunday creamtea - when people would
cone fromall over the island to ni bble on sandw ches with
the crusts cut off; racks of buttered toast and pots of
French pate and thick jans; thin-sliced neat, thick-cut
bread right out of the oven and three-tiered trolleys

| adened with every sort of desert imaginable. Mst of the
takers of high tea were Europeans or rich Egyptians,

Armeni ans, Lebanese and Turks. They canme with their w ves
and m stresses, laughing a little | ouder than necessary and
all the while their eyes darted into the dark corners of
the Enpire Room | ooking to see who was really about. The
regul ars, however, usually vanished at tea tine, then
returned to resune their places when the |ast snoopers with
their perfunmed wonen had vani shed. And it was tine again to
exchange secrets or make quiet deals involving everything
from snmuggl ed guns to bl ack market penicillin.

The Enpire Room was a nysterious place, with w de-
bl aded fly fans that slowy swiveled in the ceilings,
wafting the rich odors of tobacco, spirits and nusty ice
bins. It was an i mrense room divided into nmany nooks of
privacy by folding screens with Indian designs and | arge
colorful pots holding palns with wi de branches that hid al
sorts of goings-on. Instead of chairs, there were rattan
couches and | ove seats with soft, colorful pillows and the
tabl es were gl ass-topped and were perched on hourgl ass-
shaped supports nade of woven strips of banboo. The stools
surroundi ng the long, curved bar were high and fan-backed
and if you were a boy who knew the w sdom of sil ence and
were very still, you could peer through the cane to see and
hear all that went on w thout being noticed.

The corner stool, tucked near the big brass espresso
machi ne, was Lucky’'s favorite watching place. Fromthere he
could peer into nearly every nook, as well keep an eye on
the com ngs and goi ngs of the strange nen who frequented
the place. If he needed his | enmon or orange squash
refreshed he nmerely had to lift the glass when the
bart ender was operating the coffee machine and the man
woul d anbl e over to splash in nore syrup and refill the
glass with soda water froma siphon bottle that was nestl ed
in a basket made of silver wire. It was fromthis vantage
point that he’'d first spotted the Col onel.

Now, he watched in growi ng amazenent as the old fell ow
finished his drink, ordered another, and then wandered
about the room stopping here and there to address the many
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men he knew by first nanme. He had a | oud, parade ground
voi ce and had an air of inportance about himthat sonehow
stood in stark contrast to soneone who wore such an
eccentric accessory. The Col onel spoke of the state of the
currency: “The pound sterling’ s as sound as ever, sir.
Sound as ever. But gold s the ticket for those with a
nervous view.” O taxes: “Confiscatory, old man. They're
maki ng expatriates of us all.” And the state of the world:
“Parl ous tines, chaps. W nust m nd our backs, what with
that fellow Stalin and his red m nions.”

As Lucky |istened, noting words he’d need to | ook up
| ater, he kept thinking about that banana with its stupid
feather. The fruit and feather had been placed with such
care he didn’t think it could have been accidental, such as
absently tucking your breakfast banana away, instead of
cutting it up into your cereal and mlk. Even if this was
sonehow true, and the banana had been a forgotten breakfast
item where did the feather cone fronf? Even in Cyprus they
didn’'t serve green feathers with breakfast. He waited for
sonmeone to remark on it, but the nmen the Col onel addressed
becone crazy-eyed in his presence, staring nmadly and
fixedly at his face - never lowering their gaze to take in
the offending fruit and feather. Finally, the Col onel
hoi sted out a watch from his vest pocket, deplored the
| at eness of the hour and departed, once again |eaving the
myst ery unsol ved.

At that nonment his father’s |uncheon conpanion arrived
and Lucky had to nmake hinself scarce. But as he left he
heard nmen | aughi ng and whi spering to one anot her.

He heard his father say to his friend: “l just saw the
oddest thing. There was a guy in here with a banana in his
coat pocket.”

“What the hell for?” his friend asked.

“Beats ne,” his father said. “It was pretty damed
strange. Especially with that feather sticking out of it.”

“Qut of what?” the man goggl ed.

“Qut of the banana,” his father answered. “A big green
feather stuck right in the banana. Looked like a parrot’s
feather to ne.”

“Jesus, Allan,” his father’s conpanion said. “It’s a
little early to be hitting the sauce, don’'t you think?”

3

As exotic as his surroundi ngs were, Lucky was
experienced in the ways of hotels, so he fit inwth little
trouble. H's parents were nonmadi ¢ people at heart and he’ d
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moved with them about the country since he was six nonths
ol d. Lucky knew to | eave his shoes outside the door every
ni ght so they’'d be taken away for cleaning and polishing to
be returned early the next norning. He knew that a boy who
smled and said “yes, sir,” and “no, ma'm” to the staff
woul d be rewarded with small favors, extra treats, and
easily bent rules in return for his politeness. He was al so
generous with tips, spreading his allowance around as far
as it would go. He took care to learn all the polite G eek
words he coul d, such as “efharistoh,” for thank you, and
“par akal o,” which neant both you re wel cone and pl ease.

Even nore inportant was Lucky’ s confirmed conm t nent
to the CIA kid s central creed: “Never tell.” It was a
creed that served himwell in the “below the stairs” world
of hotel enployees. It was a world not just of tips, but of
many small favors that could quickly add up to a big favor
It was a world where a quick eye and a closed nouth could
gain the kind of respect that would be bestowed on few
adults in the “up the stairs” world. Even then, the
downstairs guys would always trust a kid |like Lucky nore
than an adult.

Wth no other children to play with, and nothing to do
all day, he wandered the hotel, poking into everybody’s
busi ness. By now he was a master of the art of getting
anyt hi ng he wanted by hotel phone. He'd dined wwth all the
spl endors of white linen and china and silver, conplete
with it candles and a “leetle w ne, nonsieur” disguised on
the bill as soft drinks or mlk by know ng waiters who
shook their heads at the barbarity of Anmericans who would
not allow their children such necessary drink. He’ d ordered
up big console radios so he could spin the dial, searching
for entertainment. He’'d had cards and ganes delivered, a
record player with a stack of platters to play on it. And
once he’'d even ordered up a baby sitter to watch his
brother while he slipped out to tour the city by taxi.

Lucky had seen liquor delivered to roons, as well as
poker chi ps and had spotted nysterious packages delivered
by the white-gloved concierge hinself, so it nust have been
sonet hing very special, sir. He’'d even seen wonen delivered
- “party girls,” the head bellman had called themw th a
| eer and know ng | augh, so the boy was pretty sure what
kind of parties he neant.

You never made the m stake of nentioning such things
to your nother, who |earned the dangers of roomservice in
Paris when she was taking a nice hot bath in a nost
| uxurious suite. She'd thought the vel vet rope dangling on
the wall next to the tub was an ingenious device to help
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peopl e step out of the water. And wasn't she surprised when
she pulled on the rope and a French waiter rushed in to see
what madam wanted and there she was, standing in her

al together screamng in alarmfor her wounded nodesty.
Wil e the waiter wung his hands wondering what was
troubling madam was there perhaps a bug in the bath she’d
like himto fetch out?

The staff gave himconplete freedomof the hotel and
protected hi mduring energencies. Wien he fell off the
verandah wall while tightrope wal king and ripped his best
trousers, he avoided a scolding by getting them nended on
the sly. Ashilling to the bellman won hima fal se identity
when the fellow was called before a British boy’s nother
who wanted to know who it was who' d stripped her son of al
his marbles in anillicit match, where the stakes were for
“keepers.” The British fam |y was just passing through, so
Lucky only had to keep his head | ow for a day or two.

Sonetinmes he hel ped the maids on their rounds, so he
could investigate roons where particularly interesting
t hi ngs seened to be going on. These were always very adult,
and therefor sinful, such as packets of rubbers, or smal
bl ack and white cards with naked wonmen and nmen on them
“doing it,” and cast off lingerie nuch nore revealing than
anyt hing his nother woul d ever dream of wearing. Once he
saw a pistol left on a night stand and was amazed that the
mai d seenmed untroubl ed and nerely dusted around it. She
reacted with nuch di sapproval, however, to the charred
contents of an ashtray in another suite, tsking and
wri nkling her nose at the odor, which was powerful and
certainly not tobacco. Lucky asked what it was, but she
either didn't have the English to explain - or thought it
best he not know. Later he |learned it was hashish, as
plentiful in the Mddle East as corn in |owa.

The hotel was as thick with different |anguages as it
was intrigue. Goups of nen of every nationality would
gather in small knots for whispered exchanges that |eaped
fromone tongue to another with bew | dering speed. Harsh
Arabic would mngle with nasal French, nusical Italian,
staccato German, and heavily-accented English. Meanwhil e,
their wonen woul d engage each other in nervous snmall talk,
with much casting of quick |ooks at their nen as if they
wer e expecting a signal.

These wonen invariably deferred to the nen, which
di sgusted Lucky’s nother who said no Anerican woman worth
her salt would put up with such behavior. Lucky heard her
discussing it with an Egyptian she’d befri ended. The wonman
was dark and petite and wore a slender gold chain on one
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ankl e. Her husband was a Lebanese architect who said he was
building a luxury hotel in Beirut. He carried the plans
under his arm and upon introduction to anyone he thought
had noney, would inmmediately roll them out for display.

“I’ve even seen wives wal king three paces behind their
husbands,” his nother said in tones of heavy disapproval.
“Don't they know this is the Twentieth Century?”

She thought her new friend would agree with the
criticism— the woman had lived in New York for severa
years, after all. And she was openly critical of her
husband when he behaved foolishly in public.

Her answer, however, surprised Helen. “But this is how
it should be, ny dear,” the Egyptian said in her excellent
Enpire English. “OF course, wal king behind a man is

ridiculous. I have a nodern marriage and ny husband val ues
my opinion. However, it is my own view is that American nen
are too weak. | like a man with a firmhand. It’s nmuch nore

exciting, don’t you think? Sonetinmes | test ny husband...
telling himthat | plan to do sone ridicul ous thing or
another. We fight about it, and then | give in and tell him
what a big strong man he is, and oo-la-la, we have such a
time afterwards, Helen. Such a tinme.” The woman w nked at
Lucky. “Wien you marry, you should always tell your wfe
what to do,” she advised. “If you don’'t, my sweet, she
won’ t know how nuch you care for her.”

Lucky’ s not her was shocked and qui ckly changed the
subj ect. Later she said he was to pay no attention to her
friend s opinion and that if nost wonen in the world knew
how Aneri can wonen expected to be treated they’'d soon be
demandi ng the sane. The boy prom sed to do as she said, but
found hinself fantasizing about the Egyptian wonan’s
coments about having “such a tinme” with her husband.
Whenever he saw her, it was all he could do to keep hinself
fromstaring at those knowi ng cat’s eyes and the gold chain
about her tiny ankle which disturbed himpowerfully,
al t hough he couldn’t say why.

Sonetimes Lucky grew lonely - he rarely had ot her
children to play with. Even so, he treasured those |ong
weeks he spent at the hotel. He sat in the Enpire Room day
af ter day, eavesdropping on conversations he didn’t quite
under st and, but teasing his imagination with nore
possibilities than a radio drama

However the biggest, nost intriguing question during
this period was the daily appearance of the red faced
Col onel . Each day there was a fresh banana poking out of
his coat pocket, with a big green feather stabbed into it -
standing up like sone kind of flag, or call to arns.
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It was an eccentric nystery to contenplate during the
| azy sunmmer in the Enpire Room of that fine hotel that sat
near the ancient gates of N cosia.

4

Several weeks after Lucky arrived in Cyprus he
ventured out of the hotel to investigates the nysteries of
the streets. At first he was di sappointed. The hotel was
situated on the edge of a wealthy ol d nei ghborhood of
mansi ons and el egant gardens. It was hot and the streets
were usually deserted by m d-afternoon. The people who
lived there were nostly Europeans - predomnantly British -
with a fewrich Mddl e-Easterners. Like the hotel, the only
Cypriots he saw were servants and gardeners and never any
ot her children, since the inhabitants seened to be past
chil d-rearing age.

Then one day he canme upon two Cypriot boys trying to
fix a flat rear tire on their battered bicycle. The tallest
boy was about his age. The other, nuch snaller, was about
five or six. Lucky watched themwestle with the wheel for
awhile. It was stubborn thing with many rusted parts and
refused to separate fromthe axle.

“Want sone hel p?” Lucky asked. W thout thinking, he'd
spoken in English. Although he’'d later learn to speak and
act like a Cypriot native, he only knew how to say “pl ease”
and “thank you” at this point.

Smling, the oldest | ooked up at himand said, “Yes.”

Lucky was pl eased. “Do you speak English?” he asked.

The boy nodded. “Yes,” he replied.

Finally! Two kids to talk to about inportant things,
like flat bicycle tires and wheels that wouldn’t cone off.
Lucky crouched down with them and slowy spun the of fendi ng
wheel , casting an experienced eye over it. The tire had
al nost no tread, which is how things usually were with his
own bi ke back hone. He saw a little flaw in the bl ack
rubber and a tiny glint of netal.

“Anail,” he announced to his two new friends. “That’s
your trouble. You picked up a nail.”

“Yes,” the ol dest boy replied.

Then he started nessing with the rusted axl e nut
again, trying to break it loose with his fingers. Lucky
st opped him

“Wait a mnute,” he said. “W need sone tools.”

Now the little brother spoke up. “Yes,” he said.

Lucky junped to his feet. He knew just what to do.
“Stay here, okay?” he said. “I'Il be right back!”
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“Yes,” both boys chorused.

Lucky rushed off to find his friend, Peter, the head
hot el mai ntenance man, who spoke excellent English. He was
al so such a nice guy that he used to |let Lucky help him
trimthe hedges and now the grass - Peter |ounging under a
tree, snoking cigarettes and regaling Lucky with his
boyhood adventures in the nountains, while Lucky happily
toiled in the garden. But when Lucky found Peter and
explained the problem his friend was reluctant to I end him
t he necessary tools.

“They are gypsy boys, M ster Lucky,” he said.

“Thi eves.”

Lucky was outraged in behalf of his new friends.
“They’re not gypsies,” he scoffed. Although, other than
Hol | ywood novi e i mages, he had no idea what a real gypsy
| ooked |ike. “They’re just ordinary kids.”

Still, Peter refused. Lucky was at a nonentary | oss.
Then his face brightened as he got an idea. He dug into his
pocket and pulled out a silver shilling.

“Maybe you could fix it for us, Peter,” he said,
hol ding up the coin. “You re good at that stuff, right? You
told me how you used to be an engineer at Cyprus Mnes.”

Cyprus was known throughout the world for the quality
of its copper mne — in fact, Lucky |earned, Cyprus neant
copper.

“Of course, | was an engineer,” Peter said, squaring
hi s shoul ders. “The best m ning engineer in all of Cyprus.
But the boss, he didn’t |ike me, you know? On account of
his ugly daughter, who I wouldn't marry.”

“You told ne about that,” Lucky said. “And | don’t
bl ame you. Who wants to marry an ugly girl, even if her
father is rich?”

Peter eyed the shilling, considering the bargain.
“I't’s not very nuch to fix a tire, Mster Lucky,” he said.
“There is not only ny work - but patches and gl ue cost
noney.” He rubbed two fingers together. *“Comon things cost
too nuch these days. It’'s because of the English, you know.
So many taxes, so many rules.” He spit in the dust. *“Those
damed English!”

Lucky was synpathetic - but only to a point. As a much
travel ed young man he knew the value of things. He’ d been
cheat ed before and knew how to stand up for hinself.

“l know what you nean,” he said. He spit into the spot
Peter had marked. “Stupid English.” He held up the
shilling. “But this is nore than twenty five cents in
Aneri can noney,” he said. “For twenty five cents | could
buy two com c books and a Coke in the States. But this is
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closer to thirty five cents and for thirty five cents
could buy three com c books and a Coke. O, two com c books
and sone peanuts to put into ny Coke.”

Pet er | aughed, shaking his head in admration. “You
are alnmost a Cypriot, Mster Lucky,” he said. “You have a
Greek’s warm heart and a Turk’s tight fist to make a
bargain.”

Lucky didn’'t have the faintest idea what Peter was
tal ki ng about, but he took it as a conplinent. *“So, you’l

fix the tire?” he asked. “For a shilling?” Then he becane a
little enbarrassed. Peter was a poor man and Lucky had been
raised to synpathize with the poor. “That’s all 1’ve got,

honest,” he said. Lucky had a sudden thought and fished
into his pocket and pulled out an oversize marble. *Except
this cat’s eye,” he said, very reluctant. It was one of his
nost prized possessions. “l could let you have that if you
needed it for anything.”

Al t hough Peter’s ol dest son woul d have been overjoyed
to have such a prize, after a nonent’s hesitation, the man
waved it away. “No, no, Mster Lucky,” he said. “W can fix

the tire for a shilling. | just remenbered that | have a
whol e tin of patches my good friend Demtrios gave ne. For
not hi ng.”

Peter titled his head back and nmade a tsking sound.
“For nothing!” he repeated. “A whole tin of tire patches -
fifty or nore. And the glue as well. He did this just to
show his friendship. He’s that kind of a man, ny Dem tri os.
He found a broken crate of tire patches in the English arny
supply house. They were of no use to anyone - since the
crate was broken how could they easily transport it wthout
much work and expense to repair the crate? So Demtrios
kindly took the crate off their hands and saved themthe
trouble. And although he sold a fewtins to sone Turks -
which is no sin because they are Turks and may they eat the
Devil’s shit in Hell - he gave the rest away to good
friends |like me. The man who stood at the baptismof his
ol dest son.” Peter patted Lucky on the back, white teeth
gleamng in his dark face. Friendly eyes shining. “And so
it isonly right that I now help ny new friend - Mster
Lucky. Who generously wants to hel p sone gypsy boys with
their problem?”

“They’re not gypsies,” Lucky insisted.

Pet er shrugged. “We shall see,” he replied. Then he
lifted a warning finger. “But just in case, do not show
themthe marble in your pocket, M ster Lucky. Gypsy boys
like to ganble - even for marbles. And they will cheat you
of everything you have.”
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Lucky was intrigued. “lI don’t think they re gypsies,”
he said. “But if they are, |I'mpretty good at playing
keepers.”

The back garden gate of the hotel was rather |arge and
made of heavy wought iron bars, painted white. Wen it
canme open the hinges nmade a | oud shriek and the two Cypri ot
boys jolted up in surprise. They saw Lucky, but then they
saw Peter towering over himand took fright. The ol dest boy
grabbed his brother by the collar and they ran down the
street, leaving the injured bicycle behind.

Lucky cried after them “Wait! Wait!”

About fifty yards off, the two boys stopped beneath a
| arge rose tree, whose pink and white blossons littered the
cobbl estone street. The ol dest boy shouted sonething in
Greek and made defiant, obscene gestures. H s little
brother shrilled defiance as well - hoisting a mddle
finger at Lucky and Peter.

Lucky shout ed back: *“Yo, there’s nothing wong!
Peter’s just going fix the bike, okay?”

“They’'re gypsies, that's for certain,” Peter said
glumy. “Never mnd their bicycle. Keep your shilling.”

“No, please, Peter” Lucky said, realizing that there'd
been a m sunderstanding. “Fix it anyway, okay?” And he
shoved the silver coin into Peter’s hand.

Now t hat he noticed it, the two kids were dressed in
rags. But that hadn’'t meant anything to himbefore. He'd
recently lived outside Cearwater, Florida - just down the
hi ghway froma two-story cl apboard house cramred with poor
folks. “Florida crackers,” his parents had called them And
they’d told himnot to play with the many kids who
scranbled all around the house - all bare-footed and
dressed in rags. Sone of the kids had big, running sores on
their heads and extremties, which his nother identified as
“Florida sores” and said they were infectious.

“They’ ve probably got cooties, too,” she’'d warned him

Lucky, who was experienced in finding fun on the road
wherever it presented itself - ignored his parents warnings
and soon his nother had taken pity on the kids and had
dragged theminto the house to feed them and scrub them
down with strong soap and bl each. And so it was that Lucky
| ooked past the snelly rags the gypsy boys wore and saw two
pl aymates. A valuable thing to have when you are all al one
in a big hotel. Once nore he pointed to the bike. “Fix it,
Peter,” he urged. “Please!”

Grunbl i ng, Peter crouched down to examne the tire.
Turning the creaky wheel and muttering many G eek
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deprecations. Finally, he said, “Let’s take it into the
garden.”

He cane to his feet, picking the bike up, and wal ked
back toward the hotel’s garden gate. Immediately, the two
gypsy kids started how ing. Lucky saw themrun forward,
st oopi ng down to pick up large stones fromthe street.

He lifted both hands, trying to reassure them “Don’t
worry,” he cried. “We're just fixing the bike.”

Lucky had to duck fast the biggest boy hurled a stone
straight for his head. He didn't bother arguing, but beat a
hasty retreat with Peter, slanm ng the gate behind him Big
pi eces of broken cobbl estone sailed over the stone fence
after them

Peter | aughed. “They’'re angry with you,” he said. “The
gypsy boys think you stole their bicycle, which is a great
insult for little thieves like that.”

“Never mnd,” Lucky said. “They won’t be mad once get
t heir bi ke back.”

Still laughing, Peter got to work. Squirting oil here
and there, quickly freeing the main axle nut and doing al
the other things that were necessary to renove the wheel.
First he extracted the nail, then he peeled the tire from
the rimand extracted the red rubber tube. Quickly, he
punped it up with a little foot punp and then he carried it
to a large marble cistern that gathered the overflow from
the main hotel well. The cistern sat beneath a rose trellis
and Peter had to scoop pink blossons off the water before
he i mersed the inner tube. The cistern had been hol | owed
out by hand to nmake a perfectly rectangul ar receptacle. The
wor kmanshi p for such a lowy object didn’'t inpress Lucky —
he was too young to realize the anmount of |abor and care
that went into such a thing. Instead, he admred the many
l[ittle oily rainbows bubbling around the streaked marble
sides as Peter spun the inner tube, |ooking for the |eak.

Peter knew all the hotel gossip and so while they were
wor ki ng Lucky asked him “Did you ever see the Colonel with
the banana in his pocket, with the feather in it? You nust
have. He cones in every day.”

The gardener |aughed. “OF course | have seen it,

M ster Lucky. Everyone has. The Colonel is quite the joke,
you know.” Peter shook his head. “Dammed English. Just to
make our lives mserable, they send all their crazy ones to
Cyprus when they are too old and weak in the head to live
on their own island.”

Lucky asked, “But who is he?”

Peter snorted. “Only an old spy,” he said. “OF no use
to anybody.”
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The gardener waved his hand, indicating the back end
of the hotel, dripping in bougainvillea, citrus and rose
bl ossons. “They’'re all spies, here,” he said of the hotel
residents. “Cyprus has nuch experience with spies, you
know. They have afflicted us since Aphrodite was a girl of
no inportance. In our history, we’'ve suffered spies from
t he Babyl oni ans, the Persians, the G eeks, Romans, Syrians,
Turki sh - and now the damed English!” Peter lifted his
hand fromthe cistern and dramatically snote his forehead.
“The spies in Cyprus are worst than | ocusts, Mster Lucky,”
he cried. “Or even gypsies. Gve ne a gypsy thief before
you give us all these damed spies!”

Lucky was getting worried about all this talk of the
hotel being infested with spies. It was true, of course. A
quiet boy with big ears could hear and see nmany things from
his post at the Enpire Room coffee machine. And he’'d
al ready picked out several nmen he was certain were involved
in “the great gane” as M. Kipling described the spying
business in “Kinf - a novel that was a new favorite of his.
He'd read it before, of course, but the book had reveal ed
many new | evel s now that Lucky's father was part of “the
great gane” as well.

To draw any possi bl e suspicion away from his father,
Lucky openly - and a little rudely - nocked Peter. *Cone
on, the Colonel can't be a spy! That’'s...that’'s...well, as
stupid as saying ny nother or ny little brother were spies.
Besi des, who ever heard of a spy with a banana in his coat
pocket with a dunb feather stuck in it?”

Peter took no offense. “Listen, Mster Lucky,” he
said. “I have a nose for such things.” He tapped a | ong
forefinger against his classically Geek nose. “I can snell
a spy a mle away. You're too young and i nnocent to know of
such things. You cone fromtoo good a famly. A gracious
famly. Your father is a diplomat. | know this. Everyone
does. He’'s a good man. A man who sees and wants only the
best of things for this world. So how could a son of his
know about such a dirty business as spying? But | have seen
many things in ny life, Mster Lucky. And I know a spy when
| see one. Like | said, | can snell them Although it does
not take a good nose to suspect the Colonel. Wy, it’s well
known to everyone in Cyprus that he’'s a spy. He's crazy, of
course. And a little foolish. He was an English spy in
India for many years. And then he retired - on a very snal
pension. Too small to return to his hone in England again.
So now he lives in Cyprus, where things are very cheap for
Eur opeans, but quite dear for us. Even so, his pension is
too snall to pay for all the gin and tonics he likes to
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drink. And so the Col onel has returned to his old business,
selling little secrets that he picks up at bars and
tavernas.”

“Who does he sell themto?” Lucky asked.

Pet er shrugged. “To anyone who feels sorry for him”
he said. “His secrets are of little use to real spies. But
they buy himdrinks and give hima few pounds for
uni nportant errands.”

Lucky i mredi at el y understood. The Col onel was not | ust
a double, but a triple and maybe even quadrupl e agent.
Wor ki ng for everyone and anyone. But in spying history
those sorts of agents were usually romantic figures. Like
the spy in the novie, “Five Fingers,” who worked for both
the Germans and the Allies. Playing one against the other
in a very el aborate and dangerous gane. But the Col onel was
far froma romantic figure. And he certainly wasn't very
clever. Just soneone to feel sorry for.

“What about the banana?” Lucky asked Peter. “Is that
sone sort of secret nessage?”

Peter only smled and tapped his tenple. “The Col onel
is crazy, that’s all,” he said. “There’s no nystery, M ster
Lucky. Only an old fool doing foolish things because he's
lived too long, drinks too much and his mnd is weak.”

“I don’t know..” Lucky said hesitantly. This was a nost
unsati sfactory answer. But to say so would be an insult to
Peter. So he shrugged, saying, “You' re probably right. He's
just an old crazy man.”

Soon, the repair on the bicycle was finished. Peter
gave the bike a few extra licks, oiling the chain and
repl aci ng sone spokes. Then he held the gate open for Lucky
as the boy wheeled the bike out into the street. The two
gypsy kids were squatting next to a sign post about twenty
yards away and the mnute they spotted Lucky and Peter they
scooped up nore stones. But when they saw the bike, its
tire punped up and ready to go, they hesitated.

Lucky notioned for Peter to stay back and wheel ed t he
bi ke forward. The boys watched him faces expressionless,
their arns raised, hands full of stones ready to throw
Lucky snapped out the kick stand and | eaned the bike on its
support and stepped away.

“There’s your bike,” he said. “Good as new.”

“Yes,” the ol der boy said, suddenly breaking into a
smle.

He | eaped onto the bike, pulled his little brother up
so that sat astride the handl ebars and pedal ed down the
street. Both boys | aughed and shouted gleeful things in
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G eek. Then they turned back, riding up to Lucky. They both
clinbed off. The ol dest boy indicated the bike to Lucky.

“Yes?” he asked.

Lucky’s eyes widened with delight. “I can ride it?” he
asked.

Bot h boys nodded. “Yes,” they chorused.

| medi ately Lucky junped on the bicycle and pedal ed
furiously down the street. He squeezed the handl e bar
brakes, |eaning over so that he could skid around in a
dramatic turn, then raced back to his friends.

He junped off the bike before it cane to a halt.
“Ww " he shouted. “Peter fixed that real good, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” the ol der boy said, bobbing his head.

It was then that Lucky was suddenly struck with the
oddest of notions. “You speak English, right?” he asked the
ol dest boy.

“Yes,” the boy said.

“Then, what’s your nane?” he asked.

“Yes,” the boy replied.

“And your little brother’s nane?” Lucky prodded.

“Yes,” the ol dest boy replied.

Lucky was nortified. “Neither of you really do speak
Engl i sh, do you?”

“Yes,” the ol der boy said.

“And the only word you know is yes?” Lucky sai d.

The boy nodded. “Yes.”

And then his brother shouted, “Yes, yes. Anerikhanos,
yes!”

Bot h boys started junping up and down, crying, “Yes,
yes, yes! Anerikhanos! Yes, yes, yes!”

Then they both junped onto the bike and pedal ed away,
| aughi ng and shouting at the top of their |ungs.

Peter | ooked up fromhis work as Lucky opened the big
gate and wal ked into the garden. “I was so stupid,” Lucky
said. “I thought they spoke English. But all the could say
was, ‘yes, yes, yes!'”

Peter | aughed. “Thenperaze, M ster Lucky,” he said.
“Thenperaze. You' ve nmade new friends, even if they are
gypsy boys.”

Lucky was intrigued. “Wat’'s that word?” he wanted to
know. “Thenpe - sonething or other.”

Peter grinned a huge grin. “Thenperaze,” he said
again. “lIt’s good Cypriot word. It neans, ‘never mnd.’ But
not exactly, ‘never mnd.” It’s inpossible to translate for
it is awrd stuffed with nmuch neani ng.
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“Say it like this - “ and Peter’s face becane
i nperious and he made a tsking sound before saying,

“Thenper aze!

“That way neans never mnd, you stupid person. | am
too inportant and you are too small to bother me with such
nonsense.

“Another way to say it is like this - “ Peter nade an
el aborate shrug, saying, lazily, “Them pe-razi.

“That way, you are saying that the incident is mnor
and life is so inportant and cruel and we nust take
pl easure where we can find it. So never m nd - them pe-razi
- the thing that troubles you and gets in the way of rea
life.

“You can also forgive a friend who made a bi g m st ake.
You can throw your arns around himand kiss his cheeks and
say, ‘Thenperaze.’ It is not inportant, my good friend. Not
So inportant as you.”

Lucky nodded understandi ng. Thenperaze was a word |i ke
stokahl o, with many shades of neani ng.

“And so | say to you, Mster Lucky,” Peter continued,
“that you net sone gypsy boys - against ny advice. And they
made you feel foolish, because you thought they could speak
English only because they knew the English word, °‘yes.

Wel |, those boys are blushing even nore than you. They felt
stupi d because they didn't know English. And they wanted to
i npress a big shot Anerican kid. So they said the only word
they knew ‘yes,’” ‘yes,’” ‘yes.’” No matter what you said,
they said ‘yes.” And in the end they were bigger fools.
Because you have a good heart and they didn’'t know that and
were angry with you until you returned their bicycle and
then they knew. So | say ‘ Thenperaze,’ ny young friend.
Life is sweet when you nmake friends. Even if they are only
gypsy boys. Never mnd if you feel foolish. Never mnd you
spent a whole shilling in your foolishness. | swear to you
when ny work is done today | will go to the taverna and
spend that shilling Iike an offering to the gods.

“I' will buy ny friends sone ouzo and good G eek
coffee. And maybe |I will spend nore than just that shilling
and hire a pipe to smoke all around. And we wi Il toast,

‘ Thenperaze!’” New words and new friends nade, even though
they are gypsies. | confess to you, Mster Lucky, that |
secretly have a friend who is an old Turk. Cypriots hate
Turks. And Turks hate Cypriots. But what can a man do when
the Turk is such pleasant guy that you nmust nake hi myour
friend? What can a man say?”

Getting it, Lucky grinned. And he repli ed:

“Thenperaze! That’'s what you say.”
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Del i ghted, Peter cl apped himon the back. “I wll make
you into a Cypriot yet, Mster Lucky,” he said. “You just
wait and see.”
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