El Naya – Scene 5
Heading west on West Chester Pike in Newtown Square, Steve makes a right turn onto Charles Ellis Lane.
Charles E. Ellis was born in Philadelphia in 1835. He made a fortune in the lumber business during Philadelphia’s housing boom before the turn of the twentieth century. But after being diagnosed with a debilitating and incurable disease in 1909, he crawled into bed with a revolver and blew his brains out.
His will yielded four-million dollars to create a trust fund to fulfill his lifelong dream of establishing a private boarding school for orphaned girls.
The school opened in another location in 1919, then moved onto 234 acres in Newtown Square four years later - adjacent to the du Pont estate. Twenty years later, the Ellis trust purchased 60 additional acres from the du Pont family to complete its handsome campus.
But over the following five decades, like so many private schools, social reforms eroded the school’s principles and ate into its finances. On June 11, 1977, the Ellis School held its 45th, and final, commencement.
Now called the Ellis Preserve, the land morphed into an interesting amalgam of 100-year-old stone buildings, glass and chrome ultra-modern corporate headquarters, and a subdivision of expensive townhouses, stylish condominiums, and elegant homes.
System Applications and Products in Data Processing - SAP for short - occupies one of the glass and chrome corporate headquarters.
When Steve pulls up to the entrance to SAP, he finds an extraordinarily attractive brunette female standing on the sidewalk. She looks to be in her mid-twenties and she’s standing next to a suitcase on wheels.
He gets out of his SUV, walks around to the rear of the vehicle, and opens the hatch. She’s already waiting for him, and they exchange pleasantries as he loads her suitcase aboard.
By the time he’s back behind the wheel, she’s settled into the passenger seat in back, on the passenger side.
Steve quickly learns she’s going to the airport, flying back to her home in Argentina, outside of Buenos Aires. She’s flying on American Airlines.
“You’re pretty sharp,” Steve says, “aren’t you?”
“Why do you say that?” she says in a voice with a smile attached, yet without a trace of an accent.
“I’m a freelance crime writer,” he says, “and I profile everyone. I’m pretty good at it, if I say so myself.”
“Then I thank you.”
“What do you do?” he asks.
“I am a computer engineer.”
“Like I said,” Steve says. “You’re pretty sharp (he pauses) and it shows.”
Her phone rings and interrupts the conversation. She answers the call and starts speaking in Spanish.
Several minutes pass and they’re halfway to the airport when it sounds to Steve as if she’s finished with the call.
“¿Ha terminado de hablar?” he asks.
“Entonces,” she says in a surprised tone, “habla español, ¿verdad?”
“Un poco,” Steve says, then switches back to English. “I lived on Puerto Rico for six months.”
“When?”
“About a year ago,” he says. “But I’m better at listening than talking. I have to think of what I want to say in English, then translate it into Spanish in my head, before I can get the words back out in Spanish. So I’m not very quick at speaking, but I can usually figure out what’s being said.”
After some more small talk, Steve asks for a history lesson about Argentina, and she complies. She not only fills him in about the history of Argentina, but also about the geography and contemporary social climate of her native country.
Like Steve predicted, she is pretty sharp, and very informative.
They’re now approaching the airport’s departure area. The International Terminal is the first terminal on the right, and the American Airlines gate is moderately active.
Steve threads the Suburban in and around other vehicles, some parked and some moving slowly, as he pulls over to the right and parks close to the first gate.
He gets out and walks around to the rear of the vehicle. He lifts the hatch and removes her suitcase.
“Watch your toes,” he says as he places the suitcase on the ground near her feet.
“Thank you,” she says with a smile. “You made this an enjoyable ride.”
“El gusto es mío,” he says.
They smile at each other warmly, then part ways.
