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Chapter One
Astral Beauties
1

“I'm a star,” he whispered to the young man in thieror. “A star,” and then chuckled as he
thought about a giant gas ball, ignorantly fixingrets in orbit for no other reason but gravity.

Harris Cartwright, born nineteen years earlier eimdlstened Humphrey Kopfstutter, smiled
dimly in the mirror. Dimly, because the hotel roshone amber with its upscale ambience —
flattering light designed to be so. Still, in amyhit, thisstar of stage and screen was a Narcissus;
although his reflection sometimes tamed him.

Harris moistened his bottom lip with his upper, #meh winked. He shrugged, and then
preened, coming closer to his reflection, nearbgikig the glass. Pucker he did; then laughed. His
grin exposed a brilliant smile, a gap betweenws front teeth — a chasm his mother meant to have
corrected when he had landed his first role aseawvehin in a Dickens remake. However, the gap
and his alluring eyes kept the roles coming untilwell, until the adolescent leaped the gulf
between child actor and teen idol; done with easkvathout scandal, drugs or an arrest record. Now
Harris leaped the second gulf — youthful high sdlpaots to the dashing hero. Still, he could hide
his secrets safely from public view — although pllic pried.

He winked again, and then turned around on thd,sidnich faced the dressing table. The hotel
was accommodating — equipped for a range of aftons A-list to C, now that the Tribeca Film
Festival had rolled in this town. The SoHo Grame, ¢lassiest bed roll in this lower Manhattan
neighborhood, had no vacancies this weekend.

Harris stood and stretched. He had slept the day @and, now as evening hugged the New
York skyline, he was up for nocturnal festivitiesasneak preview of his new filirhe Magic
Planetto be followed by a Q&A panel and light refreshitiseiho knew what would come beyond
that? These junkets were regulated to a pointbbrst like fireworks when the rockets spent. Harris
might take an evening romp with his co-star. Thespects loomed, so Harris stretched, chucked his
underwear, and then headed for the shower.
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The hotel room was small by luxury standards, bet@&rand had arisen like morning cream.
The warm rooms shimmered with golden walls and ardpeting. All that wasn't silk, was satin.
When not occupied by a nineteen-year old, the &ing bed wore an olive satin spread, seagreen silk
sheets, a princely counterpane and stately pilldlosv the bedding was tossed asunder as if cats had
fought in the sack. Clothes were strewn on therfioa trail from dresser to bed, from bed to
shower. Books and scripts kiltered in piles ondhessing table, and the telephone directory
sprawled beside a tray with last night's room ssr\daking in partnership with this morning’s
breakfast. No lunch — evidently.

The shower room opened directly into the boudoglaas panel separating it from the minibar.
To Harris, the steaming water would be his wake&alp He wasn't sure what time it was (and he
didn’t worry, because Tony watched those detdiswever, a schedule would kick in eventually. It
always did on publicity junkets. Soon, a flock tfdio bullies, who, as well-meaning as they
pretended to be, would erase his freedom. They therpaycheck, after all, and who was he?

“I'm a star,” he gurgled, spitting out a mouthfdlammber water. He laughed again, the stream
plastering his curly hair into black slick. He skabe cascades from his eyes and laughed again, and
then ran a soapy cloth over his newfound biceps la4it flick demanded his body beef up from a
teenage lanky noodle to a swashbuckling spaceepiri was unaccustomed to the added



musculature, although the chicks dug it.

At the thought othicks,Harris smiled, leaning against the glass wall letithg the shower
permeate every pore — every crevice. He felt githily hormones having run the gamut of sexual
urges and experiences lately. Still, he refusadktdare a preference in public. He couldn’t even
admit his affinities in the shower stall, becausentasn’t sure he had a preference — a weather vane
at times; at other times, as sure as the partnersivared his bed. One thing was positive. He hadn’t
time to ponder the issue now or do more than skisilgroin in this shower-call.

“Maybe later,” he mused, and then hastened toHjriigning the taps and waiting for the steam
to clear.

Harris reached for a towel — a preliminary dry, ibeghg with face and hair, and then creating
a silly turban, which didn’t squat well on his naggHe grabbed a second towel for his nether parts,
marrying this more ample terry around his waisb swmething akin to Pharaoh’s kilt.

“A star,” he said again, and then slid open theg@oor.

The room’s chill met him and he noticed somethingey. On the shower door, written in the
condensation, were letters. He squinted, thinkimgniight have accidentally etched these sigils, but
he hadn’t. Thesevereletters — clear and definite.

CULBRCMJ

“What the fuck?” he said, pawing the initials. “Sgmi later — CMJ?”

He turned, looking for uninvited company.

“Tony?” he called. “Are you here?”

Harris inspected the room, walking over his delpishing linen with his feet and picking up
his clothes as he went. Opening the closet dodiately, he expected to encounter Anthony
Bentley-Jones, his co-star and best friend. A jpleehaps. However, the closet, devoid of actors,
contained only tonight’s wardrobe.

Harris threw off the turban, and then returnechioghower door, hunkering for another
inspection before the initials faded. But they wetik clear. He rubbed them. They remained. He
pushed back, landing on his ass.

“They’re inside. Whoever wrote this was in the funckshower with me.”

He crabbed back to the bed, took the room in agaid then laughed.

“You're nuts, Humphrey. Scared by a little soapms@u

He shook his damp hair, and then sought the dryer.
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Again the mirror loomed while Harris dried his haile inspected his cheeks for blemishes and
his chin for the scar remnant — a nick from a swardident on the last film. It healed nicely —
nothing makeup couldn’t hide, and was more pronedrnwo weeks ago, when he had walked the
red carpet in L. A. Tony fussed over the scar schmtlarris thought Mom had tagged along. Mom
wasn't the stage door kind, but she had rules —egates, which worked well for a child actor
transitioning through this Thespian world. Mom’sesuguided Harris to regard acting as a job rather
than a privilege. A good thing, because he loveddb. He hated these junkets and the crowd’s rush.
The red carpet was his least favorite thing, alifolie was gracious to his fans and never withheld
his autograph.

He mused on his last prance on the red carpetk&tdnight, a public preview at a festival, two
weeks ago the event was an invitation-only premigeswas tuxedoed and spotlighted — the press
in full attendance — interviewers great and sneth with frivolous questions likdd you find the



battle scenes hard? Did you perform your own stuki¥e hear talk about you and RomByifhaine
Rowan—the heroine)Any truth to it?

Drone. Drone. Drone.

Harris danced around these questions. He hugge@iRerand Tony and the director, McCann
Phillips. He stood with them and posed and preameidbathed in a shower of flashbulbs and strobes
behind the usual studio spoiler backdrop. It wadal until he saw . . . saler.

She, a fan, cocked her head and grinée,dressed in black denim and a leather cap, was
unlike other fans, who stretched arms forward, peme hand, books in the other — this girl in
black denim stood patiently, smiling confidentlpdathen . . . winked.

“Do you see her?” Harris whispered to Tony.

“What ya talkin’ about, mate,” Tony replied. “Alldee is a sea of screamin’ Mimis, and you
know not one of ‘em’s me type.”

“I didn’t mean that,” Harris said. “I mean, focusyr ass and look at that one over there — the
one that’s casing me.”

“They’re all casing you. | mean, who wouldn’t, ydamn cutie?”

“Stop it.”

But Tony wasn’t in the mood for sightseeing. Thardistracted himTheywere the attraction.
The stars. The fans, white noise.

White noise.

Except thabne there. Thabnein black stillness. Then Harris, compelled to speih her,
broke ranks, despite the push to enter the theater.

“Where ya goin’, mate?”

“Nowhere,” Harris muttered, his eyes drifting t@thvink in the crowd.

He went to the sidelines, suddenly accosted by teaisdof arms and pens and books and
screaming women. They broke his reverie. He graspedook, and then another, and yet another,
signing and scribbling on demand. When he lookedhipwas gone.

“Gone,” he said, now into the mirror, and then ot

But he had seelmer again; last week near his mother’s house in Sdiotzica. While heading to
the Yatzy Club with his little sister, Harris wanes usual public disguise (thick glasses and afals
nose). He encountered a gaggle of fans. Sarakidtes, always a good shepherdess, tugged him
across Santa Monica Boulevard to avoid detectiberd@ were times for adulation, and times for
anonymity. Harris liked the Yatzy Club because@de although recognizing him, would never blow
his cover.

Normality.

Crossing the boulevard, he spotted a lone wolf ognm the opposite direction.

“It's her,” he muttered.

“Her who?” Sarah asked.

“I don’t know,” he said, loosing himself from hisger’s arm.

The lady wore black denim — the same outfit shedtatie premiere. She strolled with
swagger, her head down, but she looked up whepassed him. She winked, her chalk-white skin
amplifying her crimson lips. She had a green beedyk on her right cheek. Harris gasped — his
chest hitching. But even as he turned to follow Bkee hastened to the curb.

“Wait,” he called.

She didn’t. She raised a departing hand — an atjuist wrapped in a black fingerless glove —
on her finger, a captivating jade ring. Then, ahéf night had swallowed her, she disappeared.
Harris reached the curb.

“Do you know her?” Sarah asked. “You look . . .”



“No.” he replied. “She’s . . . Howo | look?”

“Smitten, Humph. Let me fix your nose.”

They had neared the gaggle of club girls. One lalipxand Harris would be a rooster fending
for his life in the henhouse. He let his sisteraiepis nose and straighten his thick glassed, Bl
meant to pursue the phantom lady, onlywhere did she go?

“She’s a dream now,” he said into the mirror, thgdryer aimed at emptiness.

The lady in black denim — the evasive girl of thgh, no longer remained in reality. She
stalked Harris’ dreams this last week. He spenaftexnoon trying to escape her clutches. But she
lingered — on the red carpet and at the curb, wigpkind waving, and then coming close to his ear,
her crimson lips and chalky cheeks an arabesqbs guaking soul. These were good dreams, but
fell short ofThe Magic PlanetHarris had spent so much time on bizarre sets stimde had to be a
remnant hallucination from a cut scene — a scrigtedpet chastised by better reason, never to be
seen in the projector’s flicker.

“You're spoiling me,” he muttered, shutting the @rand nodding his head before his image.

A knock at the door interrupted this reverie.

“It's open,” he shouted.

“What d’ya mean, it's open, mate?” came a voicentfitbe hall. “ow can it be open?”

Harris set the dryer down and let the towel fak. let his co-star in.

“Well, don’t cover your nuts for me,” Tony said,wing in as if it were his room. “And what
d’'ya mean, it's open?”

“I was testing you,” Harris replied. “And you didimhind me butt naked last week.”

“Well, we've no time for that sort of thing now. We late, and King McCann’ll have those
balls if there’s a repeat of . . .”

“Hush up,” Harris said, without malice.

“Is your minibar stocked?” Tony announced, aimimgaly for it. “Or should | ask? You sip
only fizzy drinks and water, unless there’s a blptaifer up ‘ere filling jugs with chocky milk.”

“You know we have to pay for that shit.”

“You're payin’, thank ye. Me cooler’'s gone emptyrsgiow.” He shrugged and grinned. “Get
dressed and . . .” Tony raised his hand towardéte “What a toss we ‘ave ‘ere? Did you ‘ave some
birds in? I'm green with envy.”

“No. Nothing like that,” Harris said, pulling onshbriefs and heading for the closet. “I slept,
mostly.”

“Looks like you wrestled the queen ‘ere.”

“No, you weren’'t anywhere around,” Harris replietuckling. “Get your drink. I'll be ready in
a shake.”

Anthony Bentley-Jones, the draw of the East endnaady a rear end, bowed first to the bed,
and then the minibar. He wagaod eggas they said across the pond. He was four yédes than
Harris, but in théviz longer, having made his first cereal commerciags two, his Mummy hell-
bent on keeping herself in gin and marijuana. Thetly-Jones franchise (which began as the
Koslowsky enterprise) was not as smooth and caefsehe Cartwright-Kopfstutter dynasty. Little
Antonin’s Mummy drove him from stage door to audlitio rock video to TV commercial to rascal
roles until, by age ten (just over a decade ealtierwas a bundle of talented nerves and molested b
a string of equally talented directors. He stildad plum roles, but his decadence factor
overshadowed many jaded actors three times hid-aayeever, he had his good looks and came out
of the closet three years ago, with much aplomle. flimors that he had slept with every one of his
co-stars (male and female) were true, or so hetbhalgress.

They don't call me Bentley-Jones for nothin’, deari
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Tony pulled the minibar door ajar and perusedctiwce of little bottles.

“I see the munchies ‘ave gone missin’.” He glanaethe floor. “Your aim is bleedin’ off. | ‘ope
you made it to the loo better'an you did the dusthte rattled through the shot bottles, putting a
few in his jacket pocket. “And what'll grace youngous body tonight?”

“Something simple.”

Harris alluded snidely to Tony®ver-the-topoutfit — very Dorsetshire — a flowery shirt
beneath a blue blazer, a pink hankie mushroomang fwhere the yacht insignia should have been
— a fedora (duck feathered — green) and, of coarséscot.

“Simple? Jeans and shitekickers?” Tony drawled déik@allas native just short of Yorkshire. He
turned, and then glanced over his tinted glasstgeatoung American. “Now that’s bloody fetchin’.
Turn ‘bout and let your Auntie Antonia assess.”

Harris had donned a green silk shirt and a whitkgawith matching pants. He was stunning.
He knew it, but dummied down this wardrobe chokte was more comfortable in, as Tony had
statedjeans and shitekickersle refused to do a runway twirl fBuntie Antoniaalthough he had
seen the runway on many a fashion week.

“Listen,” he said sternly. “I told you the judgessll out on me and the coming-out ball.”

“| ‘ate when a man can’t make up ‘is own mind,” osaid, pouting. He held a gin sample in
one hand and a Post-it in the other. “You just whatbest of both worlds — and | guarantee that
you’ll never get anything betteran me.”

“Stop it.” Harris squinted. “What’s that?”

Tony lifted the bottle.

“Gin.”

“No . . . that?”

“Oh. This was stuck inside ya minibar. Maybe a rfoten the mice that you ate their munchies.
Stole their splif too, | bet.” He looked at the Riisand then frowned. “Not the mice. It's from a
secret admirer. It says,” he adjusted his glasttesays — | C UandC U [8r, CMJ.”

Harris shuddered. He rushed to Tony’s side, swigiiegnote, and then stared hard.

“You did ‘ave a bird up ‘ere in this cage today@nly said, fretfully. “You needn’t ‘ave lied. |
mean, we’re not a couple or anything like that.”

“Nothing like that, and | didn’t have . a.bird in this cagd¢oday.”

Tony shook his head knowingly.

“Ah, you said the door was open. So that’s ‘ow de. You know in some cat ‘ouses an open
door is a signal for . . .”

“Stop it. I had no one here. At least, no one thatAnyone could have stuck this in the fridge.”

Tony pocketed the gin and shut the minibar doohn Wwis foot.

“Keep your little secrets. Let’s just get a move orate. The limos’ll be lining the curb and we
mustn’t keep a Rolls-Royce waitin’.”

Harris Cartwright, star of stage and screen, sighedglanced about his home away from home
and wondered about the journey. This was the dgighhe knew, and now he must move along a
professional course.

“You're right,” he said. “We’re stars — giant bati§ gas. Let’s go fill the galaxy with our
stink.”

“Why, what's crawled up your arse, mate?”

Harris grinned. He was the master of the momehtdmgreen shirt and white duds. He had a
Q&A to give and flashbulbs to embrace. It was ilius but he knew no other life.

11



End of Sample Chapter — Belmundus
The complete work can be purchased on Amazon
Belmundus
http://www.amazon.com/dp/BOOBOCTOPS

12



Other Works by Edward C. Patterson
Amazon Author’s page — http://www.amazon.com/-/e{fRBMI6X8

No Irish Need Apply
Cutting the Cheese
Bobby’s Trace
Surviving an American Gulag
Turning Idolater
Look Away Silence
The Road to Grafenwoéhr
Are You Still Submitting Your Work to a TraditiondPublisher?
A Reader’s Guide to Author’s Jargon and Other Ragisifrom the Blogosphere
Oh Dainty Triolet
The Twinning of Vincent Cassidy
Mother Asphodel
Little Vin at Dreamland
Master Wu'’s Bride
Willa Goodheart

Nick Firestone Mysteries
The Sapphire Astonishment
Old Friend Cane
Green Folly

Farn Trilogy
Belmundus — The Farn Trilogy — Book |

Boots of Montjoy — The Farn Trilogy — Book Il
The Adumbration of Zin — The Farn Trilogy — BooKll

Southern Swallow Series
The Academician - Southern Swallow Book |
The Nan Tu - Southern Swallow Book I
Swan Cloud — Southern Swallow Book Il
The House of Green Waters - Southern Swallow Bodk |
Vagrants Hollow - Southern Swallow Book V

The Jade Owl Legacy Series
The Jade Owl
The Third Peregrination
The Dragon’s Pool
The People’s Treasure
In the Shadow of Her Hem

Poetry
The Closet Clandestine: a queer steps out

Come, Wewoka & Diary of Medicine Flower
Pacific Crimson — Forget Me Not
The Awakening

13



Catherine and Other Poems
The Festival of Thebes
Ties and Rings
Gay October
Provincetown Poems
Songs: Not Just Survival

14



Author Edward C. Patterson has been writing noatiert fiction, poetry and drama his entire
life, always seeking the emotional core of anyystw tells. He has currently 30 published books. He
is known for spinning magical and fantasy yarnsugded in history and favors epic tales revealed in
books series. His flagship works are The Jade (xghky Series, The Southern Swallow Series, The
Farn Trilogy and the Nick Firestone Mysteries.

In many of Patterson's novels, he combines an madige touch with his life long devotion to
China and its history, having earned an MA in Cheklistory from Brooklyn College with further
postgraduate work at Columbia University. This lgaokind is the cornerstone for The Jade Owl
Legacy, The Southern Swallow Series and Master Bhicke, works drawing on Sung and Ming
Dynasty History and Culture. History has playedaanpart in the coming of age tale Little Vin at
Dreamland.

Patterson's military experience is reflected irhsworks as Surviving an American Gulag, The
Road to Grafenwoehr and Pacific Crimson - ForgetNdé His gay life-way and work in diversity
is reflected in his novellas No Irish Need Applyttihg the Cheese, Bobby's Trace and Mother
Asphodel; and in larger works - Turning ldolated drook Away Silence.

A native of Brooklyn, NY, Patterson has spent duer decades as a soldier in the corporate
world gaining insight into the human condition. Wen the Year 2000 New Jersey Minority
Achiever Award for his work in corporate diversiagd is a proud U S Army Veteran of the Vietham
Era. Blending world travel experiences with a pass$or story telling, Patterson's adventures
continue as he works to permeate his reader's foutsan indelible wellspring.

His novel No Irish Need Apply was named Book of khenth for June 2009 by Booz Allen
Hamilton's Diversity Reading Organization. His NbVae Jade Owl was a finalist for The 2009
Rainbow Awards.

Edward C. Patterson is the proud founder of OpamaBook Drop which, in its heyday,
distributed over a million eBooks to deployed Armtemices members from over 2,000 independent
authors. He has guest blogged extensively andpgmesaged on the Bobby Ozuna - Soul of Humanity
Show. He is also proud of his Cherokee heritagewisnseven languages (including Cherokee) and is
a contributing member of the ACLU.

“The little voice from between the lines can becai®n's roar, one listener at a time.”

Contact author agdwpat@att.net— Feedback is always appreciated
Amazon Author’s page —http://www.amazon.com/-/e/B002BMI6X8

15



16



