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Ray Green glared down at the macaroni dish on his plate.  “What did you call this stuff?” he asked Barbara, sitting across from him.   
“It’s called pastichio,” she said.  “Go ahead, try it.” 
They sat outside at one of the half-dozen tables on the patio between the end of the Olympic-sized swimming pool and the rear of the hotel.  Ray thought of it as a patio, though most people there would have called it a terrace.  In mid-afternoon, the two of them were the only ones eating at the tables.  
Ray forked up a small bite of his pastichio, aware of the shouts of children out in the pool.  It bothered him, hearing them yelling in something other than English.  In the trees around the pool area, doves cooed at each other, their calls bouncing off the glass and aluminum rear façade of the hotel.  Occasionally, Ray thought he heard the jingle of slot machines from inside the hotel.  “You know,” he said to Barbara, indicating the pastichio, “it’s not bad.”  He carved out a larger mouthful.  “I like the cheese.” 
“You need to try the wine,” Barbara said.  
Ray squinted at his glass.  “You know I’m not much of a wine drinker,” he said.   
“You need to drink something besides beer all the time.”  
“Christ,” he said, pushing his glasses up his nose.  “Why should I have to drink wine now?  I’ve gotten this far without having to drink the crap.” 
“Ray, it’s time you started making a few changes.  A man in your position should display at least a little refinement.”  
He glowered at her.  “Is that what this trip is all about?  For me to get more refinement?”  
“I thought this trip would get us off to a good start,” Barbara said, her voice low and flat.  She picked at her salad.  “I thought you would enjoy it.”  
“A good start?” he snapped.  “What about that wedding?  Christ, that cost me a fortune.”  
“I think you got your money’s worth.  Your district manager was there, and every dealer and wholesaler within fifty miles.”  
A boy and girl of maybe eight or nine jumped out of the pool.  They scampered by, jabbering at each other in indecipherable phrases.  In the trees, the doves cooed.  At the back of his mind, Ray thought the calls of the birds sounded odd also.  He picked up his wine glass, the motion slow and deliberate.  “You and Peter were here before, weren’t you?  Here in Corfu.”  
Barbara laid down her fork, then lit a cigarette.  She blew smoke out hard.  “So what if we were?  What’s your point?”  
Ray tasted the wine, then screwed up his face.  “Jeez, that’s sour.”  He scowled at Barbara.  “That’s bad.” 
“It’s roditis,” she said.  “It’s actually quite good.  Taste it again.  You can’t judge a wine on only one taste.  You need to learn that, Ray.”  
He sipped cautiously.  “I guess it’s okay.”  He peered at his glass.  “Am I going to have to drink this stuff all the time we’re here?”  
“Ray, in another week, you’ll be ordering it by the case.”  
He shot her a glance, then dived back into his pastichio.  Still chewing, he said, “Lay off on the drinking, okay?  You knew what you were getting into.”  
Barbara didn’t reply.  She smoked her cigarette and watched the people around the pool.   

She looked classy sitting there, Ray thought.  She was still slim, her long hair still mahogany brown.  No gray.  Her white slacks and white knit shirt looked expensive -- which they were.  Some fancy brands from Marshall Field’s up in Chicago, he remembered.  “This is sort of like lasagna,” he said, shoveling in the pastichio.  A classic sports car, he thought.  She was just like a classic sports car.  
Barbara whispered to him, “Don’t slobber all over yourself, but take a look at the woman coming up the side of the pool.”  
Ray, hunched over his plate, glanced up.  He froze.  A woman  in her twenties, dark-haired and olive-skinned, sauntered toward them.  She wore a peach-colored bikini bottom and nothing else.  
“Well,” Barbara asked softly, the corners of her mouth curled up, “what do you think?”  
“Jesus,” Ray mumbled.  
“They don’t all walk around like that,” Barbara said.  “Just the young ones.  And not even all of them.”  

“God.”  
“Ray, if you notice, you’re the only one staring.  This is Europe; this isn’t Galesburg.  Look.  Even the children don’t pay any attention to her.”  
His eyes stayed glued on the bare back of the woman as she ambled by.  “Now,” he said, “I really feel like I’m not in the U.S.”  He searched for words.  “I mean, that girl is foreign.  I mean, you know, she thinks different than we do.”  
Barbara smiled.  “Are you complaining?”  
Ray watched as the woman ended up on a chaise lounge down the side of the pool.  “Maybe this is going to be better than I thought,” he said, then took a large drink of his roditis.  
Barbara laid down her cigarette and returned to her salad.  Still smiling, she said, “You are a clod, Ray.”  
“All I am is Ray Greene, Ford dealer from Galesburg, Illinois.  I’ve never pretended to be anything different.”  
“This is called a village salad,” Barbara murmured as if to herself.  “Horiatiki salata.” 
Ray finished his wine with a slurp.  He glared at her.  “I’m no fancy Dan like your Peter.  You think you can make me one like that?”  
“What do you have against Peter?”  

“I bet the two of you made a real cute couple over here.  I bet you went to all the museums and temples and all that shit.”  
“Keep your voice down.”  

He stuffed the last of the pastichio into his mouth, saying nothing as the waiter refilled his wine glass.  The topless one, Ray noticed, had flattened out her chaise lounge and flipped over onto her belly.  Oh well, he thought.  She was too far away to see anything anyway.  
Barbara stopped nibbling at her salad and reached for her cigarette.  “Can we just drop the Peter thing?” she asked softly.  
Ray’s voice was sharp.  “You had a good time here with him, didn’t you?”  
Barbara exhaled smoke through her nostrils.  “Yes,” she said.  
Ray took a gulp of his new roditis.  “You stayed here with him, didn’t you?  Right here at this same hotel.”  

“Yes.”  

Ray now drank his wine freely and quickly.  The cooing of the doves echoed around them.  “Those doves sound funny,” he said.  
“If you say so,” Barbara murmured without interest.  
“They don’t sound like the doves at home.”  
“Okay.”  
Ray upended his wine glass.  “So,” he asked, “what do we do next?”  
Barbara had returned to staring out over the pool.  She didn’t reply.  
In the background, a dove called out.  “See,” Ray said.  “They sound sort of like those at home, but they’re different.”  
“Why do you keep bringing up Peter?” Barbara asked.  
Ray gazed down the length of the pool, past a line of trees to the bay beyond.  “Do you suppose you can get beer here?”  
“They have beer,” she said.  “There are Greek beers, but usually they serve German brands.”  
“Did ol’ Peter drink that fancy Kraut beer?”  
“Just drop it, will you?”  
“You know,” Ray said, “I’ve been bumping into Peter Lansford all my life.  We’re both the same age, you know, and Galesburg isn’t that big a town.  ‘Course, when I was slogging my way through Galesburg High, he was back at some candy-ass private school out East.  Then, I guess, he went to Chicago.  That’s where you met him, right?  Probably at some country club or something.” 
“We met in Chicago,” Barbara murmured, “but it wasn’t at a country club.”  
“There for a while,” Ray went on, “I used to see Peter along with his old man around town every so often.  Some kind of highfalutin business dealings about the factory, everybody thought.  The old man was probably just trying to get Peter to learn something.  Or at least to do something.”   

Barbara played with her silver Cartier lighter.  “Peter isn’t any different than me,” she said.   
“It’s different for you,” Ray said, his tone serious.  “You’re a woman.”  
“And that makes a difference?”  
“Yeah, sure.  It’s different for me and ol’ Pete.  We’re men.”  Ray let out a small burp.  “Does anybody ever call him Pete?”  
“No.”  
Ray whipped his head side to side.  “I need a beer,” he mumbled.  “Where’s the waiter?”  
“Let’s stop talking about Peter,” Barbara said.  “Let’s talk about us.”  
Ray turned back, smirking.  “Ol’ Pete’s not doing so well now, is he?”  
“No,” she replied.  “And why don’t you slow down on the alcohol?”  
“Ol’ Pete got a hankering for the young things, didn’t he?”  Ray motioned with his head toward the topless woman.  “Like that one, right?”  
“Her name was Tiffany.  Can you believe that?  Tiffany.”  Barbara flicked ash off her cigarette.  “She was a cocktail waitress at his tennis club.”  
“And he’s not doing so good, money-wise, right?”  
“The stock market has hit him hard.”  
Ray grinned.  “That’s because he doesn’t know shit from Shinola when it comes to the stock market.  He never had to know anything about anything.”  
Barbara lowered her head.  “He was my husband.”  
Ray smirked at her again.  “But now, you don’t have to worry about anything anymore, do you?”  
“Stop being such a bastard, Ray.  Please.”  
He opened his mouth to come back at her, then clamped it shut.  He twirled his wine glass on the table.  “So,” he asked, “what do we do next?  You want to go down to the beach, or go into town?  Where is town, anyway?”  
Barbara still had her head down.  Her voice quavered.  “I thought this trip would get us off to a good start.”  
“We’re doing okay, honey,” he said mechanically, signaling their waiter who had appeared at the edge of the patio.  Ray ordered an Amstel, then returned to her.  “So, where’s town?”  
Barbara raised her head.  “We’re in Kononi.  There’s not much here but the hotels.  Corfu Town, the main town, is back that way.  Around the bay, about five miles.  We can take a cab.”  
“Wait a minute, Barb.  I ain’t taking no cab.  I want a car.  My own car.”  
“Oh, Ray,” she said, her voice forlorn.  “Why do you have to be that way?  You’d be so much better off to just take cabs.  The roads and streets aren’t that good, and you’ve never driven in a place like this.  Everybody takes cabs.”  
They both fell silent as the waiter set down an opened bottle of beer and an empty glass.  When he had left, Ray said, “Cars are my life.  I’m going to have my own car.  I don’t want some fag who can’t even speak English driving me around.”  Ignoring the glass, he picked up the bottle and gulped.  “I’ll go back to the airport and get a car.”  
He stood up, hitched up his trousers, then pushed his glasses back into place.  “Come on,” he said, grabbing the Amstel, “let’s look around.  Let’s go take a look at the beach.”  He took a swig of the beer, then gestured with the bottle toward the trees at the other end of the pool.  “That’s the way you go, isn’t it?”  
“Yes.”  
Ray headed for the side of the pool where the topless woman lay face down on her lounge chair.  He shuffled along, drinking from his beer bottle as he went.  
“The water in the pool is salt water,” Barbara said.  
“No kidding?” Ray said absently, his gaze focused on the young woman on the chaise lounge.  She was just ahead, and she was rolling over.  He guzzled at his beer and gawked.  The woman tipped up the back of her chair, then reclined on it, her bare bosom now directed up at the sun.  
“Well,” Barbara asked after they had passed, “did you get an eyeful?”  

“Yeah,” he mumbled, “I guess so.”  
“You’re old enough to be her father, Ray.”  
He shrugged and took another drink of beer.  “Are you going to get bent out of shape every time I take a gander at a gal?”  
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Barbara said acidly.  “Just remember:  I’m not one of those who’ll ignore the so-called ‘little affairs’ of their husbands.  You should know that already.”  
They came to the end of the concrete apron around the pool area, then followed a dirt path leading through the trees.  “You could do that,” Ray said to Barbara.  “You know, go topless.”  He saw the sea ahead between the trees, but couldn’t see the beach.  “You’ve still got the figure for it.”  
“Nobody wants to see a woman my age going around without a top, regardless of what shape she’s in.”  
They stopped at the top of a twenty-foot embankment, and Ray surveyed the beach below.  The strip of sand was narrow and rocky.  Surf slid in, low and limp, hardly making a sound.  He looked at Barbara, an eyebrow raised.  “This is it?” he asked.  
“Yes.”  
With her following, Ray worked his way down a set of crude, irregular stone steps.  “They sure never heard of OSHA around here,” he grumbled.  “Christ, there’s not even a handrail.”  
“It’s a nice place, Ray.  The whole world isn’t like the U.S., you know.”  
He snorted.  “I guess not.”  
Barbara halted at the bottom of the steps.  “We’re going to have a good time, Ray,” she said through a cloud of smoke as she lit another cigarette.  “Give it a chance.  You’re suffering from jet lag.  Tomorrow everything will look better.”  
Ray squished onto the soft, uneven beach of coarse sand and jellybean-sized gravel.  A dozen or so people lay on chaise lounges, while a similar number played out in the water.  The lounge chairs were tilted at a variety of angles in the mushy amalgam of the beach.  “This isn’t really all that great,” Ray said.  
Barbara sighed loudly.  “I’m really getting tired of this,” she said.  “All you do is complain.  No, this beach isn’t like Daytona or Santa Monica, okay?  But here this is considered a decent beach.  Stop acting like a hick from Illinois.”  
Ray rounded on her.  “I bet when Peter was here, he never acted like a hick.”  
Barbara started crying.  “God,” she burbled, “is this all a mistake?”  She turned away, her shoulders shaking as she sobbed quietly.  After a few seconds, she faced him again, tears running down her cheeks.  “Are we a mistake?”  
Ray became still, studying her, his bottle of beer half raised to his lips.  
“Are we a mistake, Ray?”  
“Wait a minute,” he said carefully.  “Everything’s going to be okay.  We’re going to be okay.”  
“Is that what you think?”  
“Yeah.”  
Barbara wiped at her eyes.  “I’m going up to the room,” she muttered, then turned toward the steps.  In the trees above, a pair of doves cooed back and forth.  “I think I’ll take a bath,” she said over her shoulder.  “I might take a nap after that.”  
Ray crunched through the sand to pull alongside her.  His voice became that of the salesman.  “This’ll be fun, honey,” he said, his words coming out fast.  “We’ll go into town.  Do some shopping in the shops.  Get a good meal.  I bet there’s some really good restaurants, huh?  You can show me.”  
They picked their way up the steps, a silent Barbara leading.  “I can drive us around the island,” Ray went on.  “Who knows?  Maybe we can take a boat ride from somewhere.”  
As they strode along the path through the trees, Barbara said, “I just wanted us to get off to a good start.  I thought this would be romantic.”  
Reaching the concrete that surrounded the pool, they stopped and faced each other.  Ray sucked in deep breaths, trying to catch his breath after the climb up the steps.  He noticed the woman in the bikini bottom was nowhere to be seen.  
Barbara lit a new cigarette with her silver lighter.  “Was this all a mistake?” she asked again.  
“No, no,” Ray said quickly.  “We’ll be fine.  I mean, we’re going to have fun.  We’re both just tired.”  
“It’s a beautiful place, Ray.”  
“I know, I know.”  
Barbara puffed on her cigarette, her shoulders slumped.  “What are we going to do now?” she asked.  
“We’ll go take a nap,” Ray said.  He put a hand in the small of her back and started her toward the other end of the pool.  “Then we’ll get our suits on and go for a swim.  You say it’s salt water in the pool, huh?”  
Coming to the table where they had eaten their lunch, they paused as Ray sat down his empty beer bottle.  “How long are we here?” he asked.  “Two or three days?”  
“Three days.  Then we fly to Mykonos.  Then to Rhodes.  From there, we’ll take the cruise ship back to Athens.”  
“Yeah, I remember the cruise part.”  Ray gazed around the empty pool area, then said, “I saw they got a casino here in the hotel.  Maybe we can do that later, too.”  
Barbara’s head came around.  “A casino?”  
“Yeah.”  
“I don’t remember that.”  
“It’s supposed to be the only one on the island,” he said.  “You don’t remember it?”  
“No.”  
“Then it must be new.  You’d remember it if it was here before.”  
Barbara exhaled smoke.  “What do you mean by that?”  
“I mean at home, you like the gambling boats and gambling.”  Ray grinned at her.  “You know, you’re a real gambler.”  
Barbara looked straight at him, her gaze unwavering.  Her small smile was unreadable.  

“What?” Ray asked, uncertain of her expression.  “All I said is you like to gamble.”  

Cigarette in hand, Barbara continued to stare at him with her Mona Lisa smile.  “Yes,” she murmured at last.  “I guess I do.”  
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