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hands I cradle Mrs. Johnston’s o;
focus the image until I realize

Bianchi has enchanted the rest of
to my ineptitude.

What can I say about this divine voice, singing La Traviata tonight,
except that it defies all literary description? I float through the perform-
ance as a sleepwalker might; the waking dream suffuses my soul with such
lightness, I could have mistaken my fellow patrons for the Heavenly Hosts.
As the house lights rise, my neighbor acknowledges me, and his face turns
peevish,

“Oh, pardon me, Father. I did not realize . ... I'm terribly sorry for
being such a nuisance earlier this evening. I would not have disturbed you
had I known you were a member of the clergy.”

I bow, accepting the pretense in good sport, and flash my journal,
embossed with a cross, so he will see it. I cannot help but smile, fiendishly
glad to see him in such discomfort.

“How long is it since you’ve been to church?”



THE LOOKING GLASS

“Father MclIntyre, how nice to see you again so soon. I trust you
enjoyed the performance?” She extends a hand to me, I plant a chaste kiss
on it, but I fear I linger too long savoring the sweetness of her.

“Miss Bianchi, your singing is pure genius. Are you certain that an
angel does not reside within you and perform the music in your stead?”

She laughs, the lilt of her voice mimicking the skips of my heart. “What
an original form of flattery! I see the clergy has not diminished your ability
to tickle a woman’s ears.” She swings the door wide, allowing me to pass,
and my sleeve brushes against her naked arm. Oh dear God above, help me,

The rehearsal room is spacious. Singers cluster around a small
pianoforte, laughing and chattering, milky-white drinks in hand. What is
this? Upon the ebony mantle of the instrument rests a shapely glass
decanter, half-filled with an emerald green liquid. Absinthe, drink of the
Bohemians, jeweled inspiration in a bottle.

“Would you like a taste?” Violetta asks, noting my keenness for the
decanter.





