THE EVIDENCE

¢ Some more coffee?”
“Oh, yes pleage, Rohanna!

Jennifer nudged Rufus.

“Uh ... ancther cup for me, too,
please” =aid Rufug, snapping to at-
tention.

They were in Rohanna's elegant
office situated in the rear portion of
the bouligque. Rufus, the smooth talk-
ing middle-rung execulive was in his
early forties. His bulk belied the agile
brain that he possessed. He wus,
in fact, a rising star in his office:
a man to watch. To his wife, Jenniler,
Rufus was indeed very much a man
to watch —but for a reason she could
rather do without. Over the years, her
zealous efforts at keeping an eagle
eye and a tight rein on her hushand
had grown to become a major pre-
occupation. Jennifer was a battle
axe of a woman: petite in stature
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but cutting in speech and intimi-
dating in temperament. Then there
was Rohanna, long legged and pen-
cil slim, a model-turned-boutique
owner. She was an ex-classmate of
Jennifer’s and had remained her
close friend.

Rufus leaned back in the leather
upholstered chair as he sipped his
coffee. He could think of better ways
to spend Saturday afternocon than
to accompany hig wife to her good
{riend’s boutique. Tn the first place,
he was not the least interested in la-
dies’ fashion, but Jennifer had insist-
ed. Rohanna had just returned from
her Paris buying trip amd Jennifer
wanted to be Lhe first in line to pick
from the collection,

Yes, indeed. He could imagine how
the afternoon would be quite dif-
ferent at Glendas apartment. He was
paying the rent of course, but it could
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hardly be said that he was sharing it
with Glenda in the true gense of the
word. He wag there perhaps every
alternate Sunday afternoon or so,
when he would tell JennifeFhe was
tied up in business meectings or was
having a round of golf with the bays.
Then there was the occasional two
hour trysts alter work immediately
after which he would rush home lest
Jennifer became too suspicious of his
being detained yet again at the office
It was not that Jennifer was naive:
banish the thought! In fact, Rufus
had always had the feeling thal she
could almost read his mind. He knew
she must have had more than a tinge
of suspicion. But what she lacked was
conerete proof.

“This trip has really been hectic
—a real hassle” said Rohanna “I
would at least have been better pre-
pared if it hadn’t suddenly been
brought forward by twe weeks. I was
really caught off halance. Do you
know that 1 actually missed two of
my own faghion shows because of this
foul-up? There was this charity show
at the Bukit Rintang Plaza and then



there was the privale session at the
Shangri-Lia. Imagine me —the ow-
ner and desipn co-ordinator — being
absent trom my own show!”

Rohanma might have missed her
shows, thought Rufus, Bul he, Bufus,
had not! Not one of them anyway.
Rufus” mind flashed back to that
alternoon at the Meluka Room of
the Shangri-La Hotel with Glenda.
Lovely Glenda. Her helplessness and
vulnerability that was her make-up
wag such 1 contrast to Jennifer's iron-
¢lad eountenance. He had not wanted
to go and had tried to explain that
fazhion shews were just not his cup
of tea.

Glenda had whined piteously, “You
never take me anywhere! I'm bored
to death by mysell at the apartment”

Bufus knew she was right. e had
fought shy of appearing anywhers
with her in publie lest they be secen
together by friends or relatives, if not
by Jennifer herself. He had reluctant-
Iy agreed to go after being assured
by Glenda that the ghow was a pri-
vate viewing strictly by invitation
only. The chances that someone in
the audience would know him was in
fact guite remote.

The compere was at the micro-
phone making her introductary re-
marks.

*. .. we are proud to bring you the
very latest in fashion from Rugs to
Eiches Bowligue 7

“That name rings a bell” Rulus
had thought, “Could it be ... " The
voice through the loudspeakers con-
linued.

*...designed by Jafri Hazsan,
Amelia Chan, Peter Menon ., . "

“Could it possibly be,..”

“...and by the fashion co-ordi-
nator of fags to Riches Boutigue
herself, Rohanna Ismail”

The last announcement sent a chill
down Rufus' spine There was no mis-
takding it now. “Oh ry God! If Rohanna
were Lo see me here—with Glendal”

“We have to go now” Rufus whis-
pered urgently 1o Glenda.

“But why? We've only just arrived”

“T've just remembered 1 have some
urgent work in the oflice I just haye
to finish today” said Rufus, trving
to keep his voice steady. “Look, I'm
terribly sorry. Tll make it up to you,
I promize”

“But ecouldn’t that worl wail? What
eonld be so important?”

The wide-eyed look of hurt and dis-
appointment on Glenda's face was
more than Rufug conld bear But
there was little choice, He glanced
furtively around the hall. Every mi-
nute he was there put him in increas-
ing danger of being spotted. He was
already standing up to leave when
he caught another sepment of the
COTPETE’s announcement,

“...due to unforseen circum-
stances, Rohanna [smail cannot he
with us this afternoon . ..

Bufus could hardly believe it. He
waz off the hook!

“Th ... well, I guess you're right.
Nothing eould be that important. Yes,
it just have to wait” Bufus's forrow-
ed brow had smoothened out gnd his
lipe zoftened into a smile a5 he took
his seat again,

She leaned over and gave Wim a
hug, “You are such a dear™ Glenda
was aware of the power she had over
Rufus and his sigh of relief was readily
accepted as a sigh of surrender to
her appeal.

Jennifer lowered her cup from
her lips.

“Bo you don’t even have any idea
whatsoever how your two shows turn-
ed out?”

“Well, not exactly,” said Rohanns,
“hut we had our photographer on the
scene. So there's at least a photo-
graphic record” Rufus remembered
the in-house photographer senrrying
about the edpe of the catwalls, com-
torting his body to get the right
angles for hiz shots,

“And spealking of thal” Rohanms,
eontinued, “T still haven't seen those
photos myself 1 wmaest really get or
ganised. Well, 1 suppose now's as
good a time az any. Why don't we look
through them topether, Jennilor?”

"T'll get Elaine to bring in the
photo albumg” said Rohanna, She
mreszed a switeh on her intercorm and
gave an ingtruetion. 8he then turned
to Ruwlus.

“Dh, I know all this won't inte-
rest you much, Rofus, but please do
bear with us." Rufug smiled. On the
contrary, he thought to himself, he
wouldn't mind having a loak at thosc
photographs himself; they would
bring back pleasant memories, 1le
sipped his coffee lounging comlor-
tably in his chair.

suddenly it struck him. Rufus sal

npright in his chair. The photogrmphs!
Oh my Godl he thought, The phota-
graphs! Supposing Glenda and he
appeared in the background in some
of the photographs!

At that moment, Elaine, Rohanng's
agsistant, pushed open the glass pa-
relled door of the otfice, two photo
albums eradled in her arms, Rudus
knew he had to think fast and act
fasl. Elaine held oul an album in her
hand as she walked towards Rohanna,

“Thesc are the ones from the
Shangri-La show, and these .., "
Rufus made his move.

“Tll take that” said Rufus as he
shot out from his chair and inter-
cepted the photo album Elaine was
handing ever to Rohanna.

“T didn’t know you had any in-
terest in fashion,” remarked Jermifer,
“Why the eudden enthusiasm?’ Rufus
smiled weakly and said he was only
curions what the show was like,

“Enthusiazm for fashion must he
catehing;” Rohanna laughed, placing
the other photo album between Jen-
nifer and herself. “We can exchange
albums with Rufus afterwards”

Rulus held his breath as he ner-
vously openad the photo album, Of
course, there was always the possi-
hility that he did not appear at all
among the photographs, He quickly
tlipped through the pages and then
went through it again 2. second time,
Mo such luék, He appeared four times
in the album. Two of these were quite
innotucus. In one, his face was turmn-
ed away and so was not identilinble,
The other photograph had his face
partially obliterated by one of Lhe
maodels on the catwalk, But the two
remaining photographs were damn-
ing evidence of his little escapade
Omne showed him clearly seated in one
of the front rows alongside the cat-
walle with Glenda by his side. The
other was even more damaging. Tt
had Glenda regling her head lovingly
on his shoulder. How was he to keep
this cvidence from Jennifers eyes?
Unee again, his agile brain was being
put to the test,

He pondercd. The photo album
was the popular type readily obtain-
ahle [rom bookshops and emporiums.
The leaves were of plastic with trans-
parent plastie pockets which allowed
pholographs to be slipped in. It would
be easy encugh to glip the two offend-
ing photographs out of their pockets,
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bt that would leave two ohvious gapes
that wouldn't go unnaticed. Rufus
fipped through the album again
Time wag pressing on; Jennifer and
Eohanna were already more than hall
way through their album,

Then Rufus' eyes 1it up; he might
have the solution. The album was
nol [ull and chances are that no one
knew how many photographs exactly
there were in it Equally important,
the photographs were nol arranged
in any particular order. I the two
offending photographs were rermoved
and veplaced by two others from the
back of the album, no one would be
any the wiser. The thing then was to
make the switeh without being seen,

Rufus leaned over the cofllee table
to put down his empty cup and sau-
cen As he straightened himself, he
nonchalanily picked up the folded
newspapear he had earlier lefl on the
collee table und placed it om his lap.
Jennifer and Rohanna 5411l had their
eyes down, pouring over the photo-
graphs in their alhum and comment-
ing on them. Huofus eased the last
two pholographs in the album out of
their pockets and into his folded
newszpaper. He then turned a few
pages Lowards the front of the albuam.
He glipped the pholograph - the one
of him with Glenda—out of its poe-
ket and, in a deft movement, ve-
placed it with a print from his folded
NeWSpaper,

Tt wae at this precise moment that
a shriek was heard rom the front
portion of the boutiyue, outside the
office. Jennifer and Rohanna looked
up. Bufus knew he had heen a split
second from dizasler. Rohanna coek-
ed her head to look through the glass
panelling of the door as a stream of
cxeited chatler drifted nto the office

“Liocks like you have some sort
of commotion oul there” oheerved
Jennifer,

“And I think T know whatl it's
about!” smiled Rohanna as she stood
up and headed for the door, "Could
you please excuse me for a minnte?”

Tanlus waited a moment until Jen-
nifer’s head was again bowed over her

photo album, The second photograph,

glid out of its plastic pocket. It was
momentarily still between Hufug

fingere when Jennifer's volce cutf -

through the air
“What on earth are you doing?”
Rufus froce,
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“Why have you removed that photo-

graph from the album? “Oh. .. uh
... I've gpill some eoflfes on it The
opportunity to make the switch had
come and gone Rufus made a show
of wiping the photograph with his
handkerchief, slipped it back into its
place in the album and hurriedly
turned the page

“Oht ... Jennifer paused, then
vountered, “Wait a minute . . . aren't
the photographs in plazgtic pockets in
the album?” er eyes narrowed” How
colidd eolTee have spilt on it Rufus'
brain raced furionsly.

“Well, it the photo can find its way
into the pocket, so can the eoffee!” he
announeed triumphantly, He was still
keeping one step ahead of Jennifer.
But Jennifer was not to be denied.
She sensed something was aloot; her
mtition told her so. IU was just that
she could not put her finger on it.

“Just let me have o look at that
photograph?” Rufus numbly handed
the album over. Bul still, his brain
wis oot idling,

“MNow, this iz interezting” said Jen-
nifer acidly, “Who do we have here
hut dear Rufus”

“Well, vez .. . Infaet, I've just rea-
Heed T was al this...”

“And who, may [ ask, iz this lovely
young lady with you?” For a momen,
Tufus’ mind was blank, But only for
a very brief moment.

“What voung Tady?™ asked Rufus
in mock surprise, leaning over the
phote album that Jenmifer now held,
*This one? I've nover scen her balfore

oy lifel She wag not with me—ghe
just happened Lo be sitiing next to
e

“Bhe wasn't wilh you, was she”
Ah, so our dear Bulus, who hasn't
the slightest intereat in fashien, had
suddenly decided to attend a fashion
show all by himzell™” Jennifer's voice
wag thick with garcasm.

“Went by myself? Of course net, I
wag with David Tan!” Bufus pointed
Lo Lhe photograph. Butus waz there
with Glenda seated on his left. On
his right sat anolher couple total
strangers Lo him. The man was ceated
immediately Lo his right. Total stran-
ger he might be; but to Rufus, he was
the man of the hour,

“That's David, the one seated next
to me & very important elient, you
know .., I had to humour him. You
gee, fashion is his hobby .. . He in-
gigted on going. What could T do?
If that's what it takes to clinch the
contract ... ”

BEulus knew he had slipped oul of
the net again. He was pleased with
himself. He had neatly explained this
photograph away while the other
ineriminating photograph was al-
ready safely in his possession. He
congratulated himseldf,

At this moment, the doar opened
and a beaming Rohanna re-cntered
the office, clutching a copy of the
WOmAn's magazine Femme

“Guess whall Femme has besn
preparing & feature arlicle on one of
our shows., And it's out at last!” An
overjoved Rohanna shoved the copy to
Jenmifer.

Bufus suddenly felt uneasy.

“Tust look at all these lossy pic-
tures from the Shangri-La show . .
such hrilliant colours!

Rufus folt dizzy. His head felt light.
Only a moment ago, he had extricated
himself from the most precarious of
situations, He had thonght he was
home and dry ..

“And zee how they have enlarged
our photos . . . the details come out so
much clearer .. "

Enfus was veally quite ill now. Only
a moment ago, he had in his safe
possession that owe photograph —the
one and only picee of evidence Jen-
nifer eould use agamst him . ..

“Think of all the publicily we'll
he gotiing from thisg! [ hear theyhee
printed 45,000 copies of this issue
Imagine! 45,000 copies!”



