The Wicked, Loving Life
Of Rosemary Rogers
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By Mary Murphy

.. ‘T've known pain, loneliness, fear,” says America’s best-selling

novelist. ‘I've been abused, loved. People thought I was exotic’ . . .”

Will the tawny-gold hépping over-
come her guilt afler murdering an ot
tacker with 3 wine boitle in the cellar of
a Mexican church? I= she addicted 1o
“headache powdersT Is the Crar of
Russia really her long-tost father? Will
Steve forgive her for running off with a
Russian prince? Steve! Every time she
thought of him she remembered how he
had taken her sosavagely and how some
deeply  rooted  primitive  femaleness
made her want to be near him, And noa
he had aeresia. Was 0t an aet? Thid he
actually believe he was a Comonche
warmior! O, was 113 cruel plan 1o drive
ker muld?

These dilemmas of passion rcrwmnl
the fantasics of o ravenshaired, almond.
cved, dd-year-0ld Carmel mother o foar
named Bosemary Rogers, By writing
them, gaiishing. them all might a1 her
IBM  Selectric. and markeling them
through Avon Booksshe has risen from i
S2.000-a-year secretarial job to o posis
tion as no s than the bestselling
nowelist in America. Her latest book, 3
paperback tited FFicked Loving Fics, 15
number five on the Prbliskers Weekly
best-seller list with 3050000 copies 1n
print, Her garlicer nowvels—Sweer Favage
Love, Park  Fires and  Thee Wildesr
Heari—have had a wial press mun of
almost 10 million copics. “Any authoron
the hard cover bestseller lisy would love

Windsmept herolne: Resrmary Repers en fhe
Jogped regks mear her Carmiel beack fhause.

o trade rovally checks with Rﬂmm:g
Rogers,” savs a spokesmon for the B,
D:fmn Brckwick bookstore chain, Last
vgar she carned almost a million dollars,

Before a recent taping of an A4 Los
Avugeles television show, one of the
gucsts sl hunched over a paperback
novel, which she kepi hidden anside a
newspapacr. "t fhe Wildexr Faerr by
Rosemary  Rogers, and I'm embar-
rasged,” she sand, “but 1 can’t put n
down.” The woman, a Harvard-edu-
cated television reponer and consumer
columnist, i a Regers devoicer “Her
books,” the woman explained, "are

uzzles with good plol machinations.

ey arce a blend of history and romance
that appeals 1o a lot of hard-charging
ladics, not just housewives. The women
who grew up on Nancy Direw are the
same people who read Rogors. Her her-
oines win by their wils.

“1 only wizh,” she said, slipping the
paperback im0 her purse, “that the
covers and litles weren’t 30 Jurid.™

The tinles and covers of Rosemary
Fogers' books are usually torrid come-
ans—a couple in a aaked embrace with,
say, a threc-mastel schooner and wind-
swept field as a backdrop. Inside, set-
ungs and derails change, but basically
Rogerss novels arc all writeen in the
same oode: an exotic bocation; a riches-
1oeFags-to-fiches story line spanning at
leasy whree conmnents; sex and violence
and violent sex; a fory multiorgasmic

and strong-willed heroine whe s aughi
the pleasures of her own body  crushed,
s bo speak, with ervel kisses—hby a
sirong, dominating male characier; and
o tidy, upbeat ending.

What makes Rogers's novels different
from mend Gioihic prese is that they are
boiver rescarched (she spent a year. on
and off, studying the Reconstruction era
in ihe United Siates, and Mexico during
the period of French intervention before
wriking Sweer Savage Lovehand that her
characters are more vividly drawn. Albsg,
in most cases the women in Regers's
novels fight dependence on men.

1 hate most Crothic heroines,"” she
savs, "they are dull. siupid and passive.
I they take action it is uswally the wrong
action and they have 10 be rescued by
seme here, My women are resilient and
strong. They foree men 10 accept them
A= real indwiduals, nod as challels or
vessels.” Bui they abo are gaped a lod,
miultiargasmically. which has brought
Bogers sirong craficism.

Komantic fiction such oz this report-
cdly ranks among the top 1on items sobd
al supermakers agross the  United
Stanes: 98 pereent of the purchasers are
women. “They provide the same cscap-
i1 appeal for women."” savs Bosemary
Eogers, “that Flaybay or James Bond
does for men.” She is nod seli=deceplive,
She sees hersell clearly a5 an entertainer
ak oppoted 1 8 serous writer. “The
min purpese of my fiction is 0 keep
people ¢ntertained, so 1 write what |



“_ ... In her bedroom is a watercolor of Clint Eastwood. He’s the model |
characters such as Dominic Challenger . . .”

for her dashing male

want 10 read for relaxation—historical
adventures.” Kogers believes that the
women who read her books “feel like
they are living the adventure, yel they
1|I_n|1'[_g-:|: hure, They also tell me theirsex
ives improve, cspecially if they can get
their hu{:h:mds. 1md L|’hn: bqglk::. I:-m%
Beyond pure cultural escapism, per-
haps the most eritical reason for the new
wave of Euprul:lril}' of romantic fiction
such ag erss 15 the curment sexual
revolution, Contrary (o today’s freedom,
contduct 1n all of Rogers’s novels is rig-
Wly circumecribed. Rape victims usue
ally marry their rapists, even ihe most
tempestuous affair has a highly predici-
ahle oulcome, and idealized love acted
oull by well-mannered Victornan players
i5 4 lot easier to deal with than, say, open
marriage. Ropers's fantasies, in other
words, have Bimits within which her
readers find o grean deal of secunty,
She has not, wemcally, applied the
same limis w her own life, Her lifie
story, which she told one day at Carmel
recently, is more amorphous and erratic
than that of even her most spanted hero-
ine. And histering to i, one couldn’t
help conceiving her in her own style:

Rosemary Bogers could feel the wind
whistling through every crack and cor-
ner of the hea-:ﬁ house, even though it
was stromgly and securcly made. The
day was bright with winter sum as she sat
staring out at the decp bluc waves crash-
g over the jagged rocks below and
walshed a ¢ aof aude bathers frolic
am the sand. I was fonunate tha she
lived next to 3 nude beach, she laughed,
since few men—e t her fricad the
conduecton, who had never even made a
pass—came 10 visit these days.

“I'vie become a loner,” she said, siE-
ping golden Tuborg beer, while the
wind played havec with her lusirous,
carefully sprayed raven hair. “1 sit here
at night rist:nigﬁ to music and to the
goean, and | meditate or write until the
sun comes up or 1 fall asleep a1 my
fypewriter. | don’t kaow a man in the
world who would put up with that
schedule.™

She hadn't always had the Tuxury of
soliade, of o $150.000 beach house with
a sunken sea-view bathtub or a Mer-
cedes 450 5L, Or, in her bedroom, a
watercodor of Clint Eastwood, the man
she £avs 15 the model for her dashin
inulg characters such a5 Dominie Chal-
CREEr,

his Ceylon-horn school principal’s
daughter had seen desperate days in this
part of the world, The decade berween
the breakup of her second marriage and

the publication of her first novel in 1973

wae the lowest point in her life. She
gritted her teeth whenever she thounght
of it “If st hadn't been for the children
being completely dependent, [ would
have ended it all,” she confessed.

Mow, when she looked back at her-
sell], a the way she was four years ago, it
was like looking at a different person.
Then. she lived in & small tract house in
Fairfield, California, with her four chil-
dren and her parents, She drove abeat.
up white "6 Chevy and toiled away in a
secretarial I a1 the Solano County
Parks and E:;m.llinn Department. To
keep what was lefl of her sanity she
wrode novels, madly, passionately, on
her lunch hour and an night, sitting an a
table in the living room, blocking out
the sound of the television and the kids
with a stered headser that played Bach
amd Becthoven. Mow, three kids were

own and had moved away, while the
ourth, a ihineen-yearohl, lived with
his uncle—and her stereo had five speak-
ers. Lile was glorious, and she iked the
person who stared back a1 her from the
seashell mirsor.

She might never have seal ol her first
novel to Avon, she recalled, i 10 hadn®t
been for a hystercctomy in the early
seventics. "It left me feeling %0 empty, |
woke up at night with terrible night-
mares of people snatching floating
Babies away fram me. [ had wrillen for
mysell” all my life, but finally I knew it
was nme o iry and sell my work. As |
had willed my children well through
yoga, | now willed mysell a best seller.”
As she spoke, her almond eyes Bickercd
with prde like amber %Ilaﬂ in leaping
candbelight, .ﬂ-.hmﬂlcl:.l. she headed ot
dowors to the ¢liffs bevond the house. As
she walked she lit a cigarette and remi.
nisced,

The memories thal now came thick
and fast Aooded her tired mind (she had
been up until dawn finishing her Faest
novel. e Crowd Pleasers), There was
the sheltered childhood in Ceylon as the
doughter of Barbara and Cyril Jange,
wealihy Dutch-Poriuguese senbers. . | |
The awkward adolescence when she was
a bookworm and her favorite authors
were Jane Austen and Sir Walter Scolt,
when painful shyness foreed her 1o re-
treal into her subeonscious where she
imagined vivid stores aboul everyone
she knew. . . . The years in college
when she met and married Summa
Mavaratnam, a track star known as “the
fastest man in Asin,” who had been her
first lover, Wiping her forchead now, as
il 1o erase the images. she recalled how
their sex fife twrmed “lowsy™ and how

Summa Aavnted his other women con-
stanily. “He hiked big boobs, and | was
very skinmy.”

riting had been the passport out of
her first marriage, She became a re-
porier for the Ceylon Dily News-
against  her hwsband’s  orders—and,
finally having achieved minimal eco-
nomic independence, fited for a divorce
in 1958 and moved with her two daugh-
ters o England, There, in 1959, she
married Leroy Rogers, a black Air Force
sergcant stationed in London. “He lived
m my apariment building,” she sa
simpﬁ. “and we were hnlhsim-:l}-.“ i

Sherealized in 1964, alter he had been
transferred 1o Travis Air Force Base that
it would never work. “For the first time |
felt discrimimation=not 1owards me,
E:Pk thoughi | was exotic, but towards

oy and where we lived and who we
were fricnds wath. 1L pult a great sirain on
ithe marnage. But even more, he was
mean, :ﬂd%l-t drank terribly,”

Looking back she said that withom
these experiences she would never be
able 10 wrie the way she does. "T've
known pain and lonehiness and fear. I've
heen abused and loved, and added w
that I have a great imagination. Bul now
I'm scared. 'm frightened to gel into a
relationship with any man who might
think ke can own me ['m conlent living
alone. Even my children respect my
need :I't:l;fnvn-t}'. The only time | feel |1
wanl o share all | have s af sunsel when
the world i rosy and peaceful.”

But what does she cavision as her own
happy ending—a Fate she imposes on all
her characters, Droesn’t she, lhike the
heratnes in her novels, need a bover like
Clint Eastwood, the model for her Gin-

sy ment
osemary would only pive a desp
short lavgh when that subject was

broached. She woulda't think abour her
dreams, Mo,
But Clint Exstwoosd would.

“I'm a good guy,” Clint Eastwood
saml & few days later. “Even though
Fosemary has a watercolor of me in her
bedroom, | swear I've mever been in
there.” In fact, Exstwoasd zand, he dedn't
even meet Rosemary untl after the pub-
lication of her first movel, “She came
inio my restavrant in Carmel and told
me she had decicated a book o me. |
was fatered. She wanted me to do a
Goahie Glm. | wasa't interested."”

Bun the ending may be a3 happy one
after all, “Now she's wriling a contem-
porary novel,” Eastwood said."And ihai,
said the model for DominicChallenger,
“I may do as a film."” -



