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CAN THE DEAD RETURN?

“Gwyn ..
The voice was soft, femining, as hollow as an echo, as fragile as blown

glass Sheflaled at the covers around her, trying to shake off the dream.

“I'mhere, Gwyn . . ”

She sat up in bed. The room was no longer completely dark, but illuminated
by the flick-ering of a sngle candle. She looked to the open doorway . . .

And saw hersdf sanding there!

“Don't you know me, Gwyn?”

“No..."” A dhll wdled up ingde. She pushed back the covers, got up and
ran to the door. The hdlway was dark, but for the moorHight that filtered
through the windows & ether end. There was no candle . . . the corridor was
deserted.

It couldn't be Ginny . . .

Gimny Keller was saven years dead!
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BOOK ONE

ONE

Gwyn was not expecting anything unusud in that day's mall, and was certainly not expecting a letter that
would change the course of her entirelife. . .

She got up a eght o'clock, to the inggtent dill of her radio-darm, went draghtaway into the
kitchenette where she tried to coax hersdf dl the way awake with a cup of strong, black coffee. Sunlight
streamed through the one large window over the sink and splashed on the tiny, round table where she
sat. She squinted and hunched forward like a gypsy woman draining to cast a spell, her face puffy and
lined with deep. She had gone to bed rather late, for sheld stayed up sudying for a Cregtive Drama
exam; now, she was quite tired, bone tired. For a moment, as she closed her eyes agang the warm
fingers of the morning sun, she serioudy considered re-setting her darm to give hersdf another hour
between the sheets, just Sixty more minutes of lovely . . .

She snapped her head up asif she had been hit, and she forced hersdf to drink the rest of the bitter
coffee. She dared not return to bed. For one thing, shed miss the exam which sheldd spent so much time
preparing for. And for another, she knew how easlly she could again dip into the sick, unnatura routine
which had possessed her for 9x months af-ter her parents died.

A temporary breakdown, Dr. Recard had said, an understandable psychologicd resction to the
tragedy. Y et, no matter how understandable it had been, she did not want to go through something like
that again, for that had been the worst period of her life it had been more horrible than the months after
her sster's death when they'd both been twelve years old and inseparable, worse even than the moring
the police had come around to tel her about her parents accident. An under-standable psychologicd
reection to tragedy . . . She had begun to deep away the better part of each day. Anything but deep
became a chore, an unbearably arduous task. She began to get out of bed just before lunch, ngpping
away part of the af-ternoon, retiring early after a meager supper, degp-ing, degping, desping. In deep,
there was no agony, no fear, no desperate londiness. Her days passed in deep, until it seemed asif she
would never get out of bed, could not get out of bed ex-cept when she grew very hungry or thirsty. She
hed redlized that something was terribly wrong with her, but she had not gone to a doctor for nearly Sx
months. Then, when she had gone, it was only be-cause she dept a whole day through without get-ting
up for any meds at dl and, the following morning, could not remember anything about the lost day. That
terrified her. That sent her, thin and drawn and weeping, to see what Dr. Recard could do for her.

Now, for eght months, she had been able to ress the lure of lengthy deep, and she fdt she was
gradudly making solid contacts with life again, achieving, growing, putting her loss and her agony behind
her. One moment of weakness, one extra ngp when she redly needed no nap, would send her spirding
back down into the bleak despair that had made her so cherish that unneeded deep.

By nine o'clock, sheld showered, dressed and was on her way to the college campus which lay on a
hill only sx blocks from her efficiency apart-ment. The day was warm, bright, amog like a painting
entitled “Spring,” with the cherry trees in blossom dong Hudson Street, and birds darting like tiny kites
between the eaves of the quaint old buildings which, though well-kept and attractive, had ceased to be
sngle family homes and had been divided into student apartments much like her own. The walk, amidst



dl thisbudtling life and col-or, revived her pirits and made her forget about bed atogether.

The exam went well, and she knew that she had gotten a high grade, one that would insure the A for
the course, which she had been working so hard to get. She stopped for a time in the student union
building, but she did not remain long after shed finished her Coke and sandwich. She had many
ac-quaintances, but no red friends, for dl her ener-gies had been put toward remaking hersdf,
rehabilitating hersdf. She had little or no time, these days, for friends. But that would change soon, when
aweek passed and there was no morn-ing that she wanted to stay in bed unnecessarily long. Then she
would know that she was better, was hedthy again, and she would be able to open hersdf more fully to
the world around her.

When she reached the gpartment house at quar-ter past two o'clock, she stopped a the hdl table to
examine the stack of mall there, and she found only one thing addressed to her: a letter from her Uncle
William, an impossible letter that, because it was the lagt thing in the world she was expecting, left her
somewhat tense. She was frightened and shaking by the tune she had let hersdf into her three room
gpartment on the third floor of the old house.

She put the letter on the amdl kitchen table, went to change clothes, poured hersdf a tdl glass of
soda over two ice cubes, and sat down to read the daly paper which she'd picked up on campus.

Shetried not to think about the | etter.

That wasn't easy.

Shefinished the paper, folded it and stuffed it in-to the trashcan, rinsed out her glass and put that on
the drainboard of the sink.

When she turned, the firg thing that caught her eye was the white envelope lying in the center of the
blue, formica tabletop. It was a beacon, aflare, and it Smply would not be ignored.

Sighing, beginning to tremble a bit again, she sat down at the table, picked up the letter, ripped it
open, extracted two sheets of fine velum paper on which were negtly typewritten lines followed by her
uncdes unfamiliar, bold sgnature. This was the firg time in nearly fifteen years she had heard from
him—encounters having anything to do with her mother's brother, William Barnaby, were exceed-ingly
rare—and she did not know what to expect, though she expected the worst.

The letter said:

“Dearest Gwyn,

“Thereis but one way to begin a letter of this sort, after dl this time—and &fter dl that has happened
between us—and that iswith a sincere and heartfelt gpology. | gpologize. | cannot be-gin to explain
how genuine and important to me this apology is, but | must plead that you not pass it off as some
shdlow devise used to gan your atention. | do gpologize. | have been a fool. And though | have
required so very, very long to understiand my foolishness, | see now that nothing in the past was
anyone's fault but my own.

“You know that | was quite againg the marriage of my sgter to Richard Kdler, your father. At that
time, twenty-two years ago now, | was frightfully class conscious, and | fdt that your mother was
marying far below her gation in life. Indeed, my own father fdt this way too, and he eventudly cut
your mother out of the family inheritance because of her marriage; the family's holdings devolved to
me, on Father's death, some ten years ago.”

Gwyn looked up from the letter, stared out of the window at the incredibly blue soring sky, and she
thought, somewhat bitterly, How simple and undramatic he makes it sound—how derile in the
recounting!

Though the biggest fight and the bitterest scenes between her Grandfather Barnaby and her parents
hed occurred before Gwyn was five years old, she 4ill remembered those awful events as if they had
transpired just last week. A few times, a her mother's indstence, Old Man Barnaby and William, who
was eight years his sster's senior, would come to the Kdler house for dinner; Louise, Gwyn's mother,
was dways certain that a good family get-together would help iron out their dif-ferences—especidly with
Gwyn and Ginny, the old man's only granddaughters, to lend an ar of enchantment to the afternoon. But



the old man never liked Richard Kdler, looked upon him as an inferior, and aways fomented a serious
and roar-ing argument to end the vist. Gwyn remembered her mother's tears, and findly, the day the old
men had left for good and natified them that they were forever cut out of hiswill.

Theloss of the money did not upset her mother, though the loss of the old man's love mogt surdly did.
Sill, she adapted to these new circumstances and devoted more time than ever to her own family, giving
them dl her love. In four years, she had gotten over her loss—and then her father had died. And her
brother, William Barnaby, did not even natify her of the old man's passng until he had been buried for
nearly a month. This dday, William ingsted on the phone, was a his father's command, a clause in the
old man'swill. Her mother, aware that old man Barnaby could be ex-tremely vindictive, even carrying a
grudge to the grave, was 4ill not satisfied with William's flimsy explanation. But she was more content,
after thisfind insult, to let the estrangement between her and her brother continue—an arrangement that
William was not only willing, but eager, to see perpetuated. He dill professed a great didike for Richard
Kdler and told his Sster she would yet one day regret the marriage, despite her lovedy twins.

The letter continued with this

“Of course, your father proved himsdf a man of admirable wit, cunning and rare business acumen.
His success, | must admit, was a great surprise to me. But you mugt believe that it was a pleasant
aurprise, and that | was dways so very glad for Louise”

Sitting in her amdl kitchen, in the pleasant gpartment which her trust fund alowances easly paid for,
Gwyn amiled sadly a what, without redizing it, her Uncdle William had just said. Mon-ey makes the man .
.. Keler was worthless, an unpedigreed bum, an outcast compared to the so-daily conscious Barnaby
family—until he'd started making big money. With a fortune, he was more acceptable. And, of course, he
was easer to accept now that he was dead and gone. . .

“l did not learn that Louise and Richard were killed in the airplane accident until Sx months after they
were gone. | was stunned, Gwyn, and horribly depressed for some time afterward. | could not
understand why you didn't imme-diately inform me of the disaster, Gwyn. That was two years ago,
but you were seventeen and old enough to understand that relaives should be contacted, that certain
prioritiesin.. . .”

She skipped over the remainder of that paragraph. She did not think Uncle William was so dense as
to misunderstand her matives for not infforming him, post haste, of his sster's death. Could he redly have
forgotten how badly he had hurt Louise when he withhed the news of old man Barnaby's death?

“l waited 9x additionad months, after getting the belated news of the tragedy, and | findly con-tacted
the bank that | knew would be managing your father's inheritance until you come of age. They gracioudy
provided me with your address, there a school, but | have required nearly another year to gather the
nerve to write these few lines”

She turned to the second page of the letter:

“Gwyn, let's let the past bury itsdf. Let's do what should have been done so long ago; let's reunite
what's left of the descendants of my father. | have gpologized by letter, a very cowardly beginning,
but a beginning none-theless. If you can find it in your heart to forgive me, and to forgive, by
association, my father, perhaps these years of pointless animosity can be done away with.

“I would like you to spend your summer here in Massachusetts, a the homestead, Barnaby Manor,
with me and my wife, Elaine, whom you have never met. | am fifty years old, Gwyn, findly mature
enough to admit my mistakes. | pray that you are mature enough to have learned the vaue of
forgiveness, and that we can make a start of repairing old bridges. | will anxioudy await your reply.

“Lovetoyou,



“UndeBill Barnaby.”

Gwyn did not know at what point during the let-ter she had begun to cry, but now fat tears rolled
down her cheeks like jewels of water, fdl off the end of her chin, leaving a trace of sdtiness a the
corners of her mouth. She wiped at them with her hand, and she knew what her answer would be. She
hadn't redized, until now, how much done she was, how cut off from people, how without love and
protection. She wanted a family, someone to turn to, someone to confide in, and she was more than
willing to forgive old angers, old prejudices.

She got paper and pen from the desk in the liv-ing room and sat down to compose the reply.

She had no trouble with it. The words came as eadly as if they were familiar lines of a favorite verse
tha she had memorized. In two weeks, when the semester ended, she would go to Cader,
Massa-chusetts, to Barnaby Manor, to her Uncle William.

And lifewould start dl over again.

She posted the letter that same afternoon and, in a better mood than any she had experienced since
before her parents death two long years ago, she treated hersdf to a movie that sheld been wanting to
see for some time. And she went shopping for some new summer clothes—light dresses, swim-suits,
shorts and ary blouses, sneskers—that might be suitable for the socid life and the leisure time on the
beach of the Massachusetts seacoast

That night, she had a nightmare which was old and familiar but which, for the firs time did not terrify
her. In the dream, she was sanding done on a barren plain with nothing but grotesque, stark rock
formations twising up on every Sde.. . . The sky was fla gray and high, and she knew that no other living
thing existed in dl thisworld . . . She sat down on the sandy earth of the plan over-whemed by the
soul-deadening emptiness of the world, and she knew that the sky would soon lower (as it dways did
without fail), and that the rocks would close in (as they dways did without fail), eventudly crushing her to
degth while she screamed and screamed—knowing that there would be no answer to her cdls for help.
Thistime Uncle William appeared out of nowhere and reached for her amiling broadly. And this time she
was not crushed and she was not aone.

In the morning, waking refreshed, she knew that now she was not without friends, without family or
without hope. This one contact, yet so brief, with someone who might love her was enough to drive off
the nightmare.

During the fallowing two weeks, she did not have a Sngle urge to deep late or to take naps in the
afternoon, and she knew that when her night-mare had gone away, her sickness had disappeared too.

She looked forward to the summer a Barnaby Manor with the enthusiasm of a amdl child pre-paring
for Chrigmas morning. In her free time she did more shopping—not only for clothes for hersdf, but for
gftstha she wanted to bring her aunt and uncle, amdl things given not so much be-cause of ther vaue
but because they represented her own ardent desire to givein order to make ther relaionship a good
and laging one. These were gifts of care, gifts of sentiment, and she shopped especidly carefully for
each.

Fndly on the firg day of June, which was a Thursday, she packed her four large suitcases in her
Opd coupe locked her gpartment for the sum-mer, paid her landlady three months rent in ad-vance and
st out for the drive from Carlide, Pennsylvania, to the amdl town of Calder, Massa-chusetts where a
bright, new future awaited her, a chance to re-establish contacts with people who wanted to love her in a
world where, she had learned the hard way, love was a a premium.



When she fird saw Barnaby Manor, gill more than a quarter of a mile away a the top of the nar-row
and badly paved macadam driveway she stopped her car dong the berm. She sat there, peer-ing through
the bright windshield againgt which the afternoon sun reflected, and she took time to carefully examine
this place where she would spend the following three months and where, perhaps an old grudge would
findly be lad to rest. . .

At fird the house did not look particularly promising and seemed to threeten rather than to welcome.
It was huge, with &t least thirty rooms on three different levels, spotted with railed porches and balconies
its date roof precipitoudy steep and decorated with the blank eyes of atic windows which looked like
nothing so much as observation posts in some fortress. The house was painted in those familialy
reversed colors that one sees dong the New England seacoast: predominately roya blue, with a bright
white trim rather than mogtly white. This gave it a rich—and a decidedly sinister—Iook.

The driveway edged the diff from the moment it turned off the public road hdf a mile behind her, and
it fed directly into the loop before the man-sion's large oaken doors. On the right as she faced the house
the lavn doped down and came to the diff where it stopped without guard rails or wall. She could see
from here that a set of steps had been carved into the diff to give the people in the house easy access to
the beach. To the left of the house, the Barnaby estate thickly forested, ran on out of Sght.

Gwyn had lived in a manson hersdlf, when her parents were dill dive and she was accustomed to
money and wha money could buy. However, even she was quite impressed with Barnaby Manor,
im-pressed by its formidable dimensions and by the well-kept, ornatdly planted grounds around it. If the
house were not so brooding, so foreboding —

But then she told hersdlf, she was being foolish. A house was not a living and bresthing entity. A
house was merdly a house. It could not have about it a mood, could project no aura, neither good nor
bad. Rather, she was seaing in the house a projec-tion of her own doubts and her own fears. Would her
Unde William be as pleasant in person as he had sounded in his letter? Would he redly have forgotten dl
those years of enmity, and would he truly be sorry for the way he had treated his sster, Gwyn's mother?
Because she had no concrete answers to any of these questions, she was seeing only danger in the lines
of the perfectly harmless old house. It was she who was to blame, then, not the inanimate dwelling.

She put the car in gear, pulled onto the driveway, accelerated up dong the diffs edge toward the
mangon. She stopped before the massve oaken doors and was surprised to see them open even before
the sound of the car's engine had died away.

As she stepped out of the car she saw a thin wiry man waking toward her. He was sixty years old
perhaps, with a leathery face that might have done wel for the captain of an ancient saling ship: dl
creases and lines, darkly tanned, grizzled. He was wearing a dark suit, blue shirt and dark tie and looked
not unlike a funerd director.

“Miss Kdler?' he asked rounding the front of her car, his gait swift but tiff-legged.

“Y e’

“Hitz Hdman,” he said, introducing himsdf with an incomplete bow in her direction. She thought thet
she detected the dightest trace of an accent in his precise voice, though he had ob-vioudy made English
his netive language decades ago. He said, “I'm the family's houseman. | serve as butler, offida greeter,
secretary to Mr. Bar-naby—and in half a dozen other capacities. Wel-come to the manor.”

He smiled a her warmly, though he seemed to be holding something back, keeping some other
ex-presson locked behind that smile It was not quite that the smile was insncere, just that it did not
completely show what he was feding.



She sad, Thank you, Mr. Hdman.”

“Mease cdl me Fritz”

“Fritz, then. And you cdl me Gwyn.”

He nodded, sill amiling, ill withholding part of himsdf from her. “Y our luggage?’ he asked.

“Two suitcases in the trunk, and two on the back sest.”

“I'l have Ben get them shortly,” he said.

“Ben?’

“The handyman and chauffeur.” He took her arm in a very courtly manner and escorted her to the
open doors, through them into a marble-floored entrance foyer where the walls were starkly white and
hung with two flaring ail paintings by an artist she fdt she should recognize but could not.

“Mr. and Mrs. Barnaby were hoping that you might arrive in time for lunch,” Fritz said. “They
delayed as long as they reasonably could, and they've both only just finished.”

“I'm sorry if | held things up with—"

“Not at dl,” he sad quickly. “But would you like me to see about putting together a plate of leftovers
for you?’

“| stopped for something on the way,” she said. “But thank you just the same, Fritz.”

She had taken two days for the drive, and she had enjoyed stopping at restaurants dong the
way—even those that had a decidedly plagtic at-mosphere and served food that she found bardy
passable and not aways digestible. No matter what the qudity of the medl, she was a least out anong
other people once more, away from the familiar academic background which had been the only place she
had been able to function for quite some time. Now, free from school for a fev months, no longer
bothered by a need for excessve deep, with some excitement for the summer ahead, she fdt as if she
were a jigsaw puzze that had findly been put together. All of the missng pieces were in place, and she
was agan a complete woman.

While her thoughts were wandering, Fritz had led her down a darkly pandled corridor lad with a
deep wine-colored carpet. Other origind ail paint-ings hung on both sdes. He stopped before a heavy,
handcarved door decorated with wooden fruit and leaves, and told her: “Mr. and Mrs. Bar-naby are in
the library having a bit of brandy to hep sttle their lunch.”

He rapped once, shortly and sharply.

A man's voice, srong, even, and resonant, said, “Come in, please.”

Fritz opened the door and ushered Gwyn in before him.

He said, “Miss Kédler has arrived, Sr.” He sounded genuindy pleased to bring the news.

In the same indant he turned, rather abruptly, and left the room, dosng the fruit bedecked door
behind him and leaving her done with the Bar-nabys.

The library was lined with bookshelves from floor to caling, and dl of them were filled with
hardbound volumes tooled in expensive leather or in good, turdy cloth. A mammath desk rested at one
end of the room, and three large easy chairs at the other. In between was open carpet, a sort of no-man's
land into which Fritz had led her and aban-doned her. Though she had been feding quite secure and
competent moments earlier, she now fdt full of doubts, uneasy, waiting for some in-definable disaster . . .

In two of the reading chairs, benesth the antique floor lamps, sat William and Elaine Barnaby. He was
alarge man, though lean, dressed in gray dacks, a burgundy blazer and a blue shirt with a dark blue
ascot at his neck. His har was gray and combed full a the sides in British fashion, and he had about him
alook of near nobility. His face was somewhat soft, but not o little lined as to appear wesk. His wife,
Elaine, was younger than he, no more than forty, and quite beautiful in a cold, high-fashion way. She was
dressed in a floor-length skirt and a ruffled blouse, holding a brandy snifter in her hand with the casud
elegance that bespoke good breeding and the finest preparatory schools. She was brunette, with a dark
complexion and huge, dark eyes that seemed to penetrate straight through Gwyn like twin knives.

No one spoke.

It was asif time had stopped flowing.

Gwyn fdt awkward and dumsy as she compared hersdf to the older woman, though she knew she
was neither of these things. Her bright blonde hair now seemed brassy and chesp next to Elaings dark



locks, and shefdt that her pade complexion—from so many months as a recluse—made her look sckly
and unattractive. She was certain that, if she took but a Sngle step toward them, she would sumble and
fdl, meking a complete fool of her-sdf.

Putting his brandy snifter down on the table beside his chair, William Barnaby stood; he was wdl
over 9x feet tal and even more impressive than he had been stting down.

Gwyn waited.

She knew she should say something, but she could not. She was sure anything she could say would
seem childish and frivolous.

He took a step toward her.

Behind him, Elaine stood too.

“Gayn?

Somehow, she managed to find her voice. “Hdlo, Unde William.”

They were only hdf a dozen steps apart now, but nether of them moved to close the gap. The
reunion was not going to be so easy as she had an-ticipated, for they both had too much past to reject to
manage intimecy in the firg few minutes.

“You look wonderful,” he said.

“Not redly,” she said. “I've not been wdl lately. | need to get alitile sun.”

It dl sounded so inane and pointless, this andl tak when they should have been making up for 4l
those lost years. And yet . . . What €lse was there to do?

Hane said, “How was your drive?” Her voice was cool, even, and touched by a faint British ac-cent
that amplified her sophigtication. Her amile was absolutdly dazzling.

“Veay nice” Gwyn said, her own voice diff with expectancy. “I didnt mind it at dl.”

Another moment of awkward slence passed.

Gwyn dmost wished she had not come here. This reunion was going to take more out of her than she
hed to give.

Then, asif snapping out of a trance, her unde said, “Gwyn, I'm truly sorry for what's happened.”

“Itsdl past,” she said.

“But that makes me no less sorry.”

“You mustn't worry about it,” she said.

“l can't help but worry,” he said. “I only wish that | had come to my senses years ago, before so
much bad feding had been generated—while Louise was dill dive. .

Gwyn bit her lip.

Tears, unbidden, rosein her eyes.

She thought that she saw tears, dso in William Barnaby's eyes, though she could not be certain.

Then, as the fa droplets brimmed up and trickled down her cheeks, the spell was broken a-together,
and their uncontrollable emotions forced them to accept each other inaway that intdlect done could not
have done. Elane came swiftly for-ward, graceful and concerned, and she put an am around the girl's
shoulders, consoling her with few but well chosen words. When Gwyn had wiped the worst of the tears
away and fdt somewhat better, Elane said, “Come and st down. Weve got so ter-ribly much to tak
about, the three of us”

Elaine had been right: they couldn't get done taking. At times, dl three of them would begin to speak
a once, producing a senseless chatter that made them dl break off in laughter. Then they would sip their
brandy (a snifter had been wetted for Gwyn), take a moment to reorder ther thoughts, and begin again.
They taked about the past, about the present, about the summer ahead, and they gradudly grew more
accustomed to each other until, by late in the afternoon, Gwyn fdt as if she had not been separated from
them for years, but, rather, for afew short weeks.

She hoped they fdt the same way about her, and she was farly certain that they did, dthough she
now and then sensed a caution, a cool reserve that was not unlike the same ar she had noticed about the
butler, Fritz Hdman. She supposed that this was nothing intentiond, but merdly the way of those who
have been very wedthy dl ther lives and have insulaied themsdaves from the heet of the red world



beyond ther preserves.

Her Unde William was not aman to indulge in self-pity or in sdf-recriminations. He was proud and a
bit aloof. With others, outsde of his circle of family and friends, he would be a bit snobbish, though not
unlikable. Once he had convinced her of his sincere contrition for his past behav-io—which he did at the
outset when she fird walked into the library—he never mentioned it again. Indeed, he spoke as if the
separation be-tween them had never existed at dl, asif they were stting down for a chet like a thousand
others they had had. When he let hismind wander through the past and cal forth anusing anecdotes, he
laughed both a the stupidities perpetrated by himsdf and his father, and at the good times from his
childhood, before the feuding had begun. He did not apologize repeatedly, and he did not whine over his
mistakes, he was aman who was above that sort of behavior.

The conversation, therefore, was amogt uni-formly entertaining and contributed to a generd lightening
of Gwyn's spirits. The only time it grew depressing was when they wanted to know about her sickness.

“When you camein,” Elane said, “you men-tioned having beenill.”

“Ves”

“Nothing too serious?’

“Nothing | could die from,” she said, laughing, trying to get them off the subject.

But they were both concerned for her. Her undle said, “Our own doctor's quite good. | could make
an gppointment for you if—’

“That's not necessary,” Gwyn said.

“It's no trouble, and—"

“It wasn't exectly a physcd illness” she said, looking down at her hands which were folded around
the thick stlem of her brandy snifter and which were trembling noticably.

When she looked up, she caught the tail-end of a meaningful glance which the two older people had
exchanged over thishit of news. For an indant, she dmost thought that she had glimpsed an dement of a
gnileinthat glance . . . But that did not make sense. Mentd illness was a misfortune; there was, surdly,
nothing about it that anyone could find humorous.

For awhile, depressed by her own story, she had to tdl them dl that she had experienced because of
the shock of her parents deasth—the long naps, the longer nightsin bed, and findly about her battle, with
the help of a psychiatrigt, to overcome her mdase. It was dl very trying to recount, but she decided they
hed aright to hear about dl of it. They were, she hoped, to be her only loved ones, and she did not want
to have to keep secrets from them.

Much later, after the conversation had been channeled back to more pleasant subjects, Elane stood
abruptly, set down her glass and said, “Wall, | think we've badgered Gwyn enough for now.” She turned
to the gil and said, “You mug be ex-hausted after your drive. I'll show you to your room, so you can
rest and freshen up before sup-per.” She looked at her watch. “It's just Sx-thirty now. That gives you
two hours before dinner.”

Gwyn's room on the second floor was huge and ary, furnished in genuine colonid antiques incdlud-ing
acanopied bed. It had two large windows, both of which looked out on the lawn, the edge of the diff,
and the endless sea beyond. The sky was high and blue, marred only by a few scattered, dark clouds
near the horizon—and the ocean threw back this blueness tenfold, like a painter's pot of color.

'It's a beautiful view,” Gwyn said.

The waves rolled toward the beach a the base of the diff, which was not within view from this
van-tage point, tipped by brilliantly white foam that shimmered like a heat mirage.

“Do you redly think so?" Elaine asked, sand-ing next to her.

“Don't you?’

“Of course,” Elaine said. “But Will remembered about Ginny, about the accident . . . And he thought
maybe you wouldn't like aview of the sea, that it would bring back unpleasant memories”

“Of course it doesn't,” Gwyn said. But her voice was strained.

Ginny had died in a boating accident from which Gwyn had escaped with her life. Looking at the sea,
Gwyn had not recdled the asso-ciation—but now she could hardly avoid it. She remembered, with a
sudden intengty that surprised her, the empty, hollow pain that had followed her sster's desth when they



were both twelve,

“Your lifés been so full of death and pain,” Elaine said, touching her cheek. “But it's going to change
now. You've only got good things coming to you.”

“l hope.”

“l know.”

Elaine showed her the private bathroom at-tached to her room, showed her where extra towels and
linens were kept if she should need them. When the older woman |eft, her footsteps were like quickly
fading whispers, tesimony to her grace, and she closed the heavy door without making a sound.

Gwyn returned to the window, like an iron filing drawn to a magnet, and she watched the rhythmic
pulang of the great ocean which, in some amdl way, dill harbored Ginny Kdler . . . It hed her atoms,
sundered one from the other, which it had scattered to the four corners of the world, food for the fishes,
no longer a person, no longer anything at dl . . .

Dr. Recard had warned her that, when she found hersdf facing a particularly unpleasant chore or
memory, that she should not turn from it, but should confront it, should become so familiar with it thet it
logt its frightfulness. Now, she confronted the ocean, the ralling waves, the low sky which was much like
the sky benesth which Ginny had drowned so many years earlier . . .

Why had Elaine found it necessary to bring up the subject of Ginny Keller, when she knew that it
could have only an adverse affect on Gwyn's mood? Why couldnt she have just let the subject lie
undiscussed once she saw that Gwyn was not bothered by the ocean?

She was only concerned for me, Gwyn thought. She was only trying to be kind.

She hugged hersdlf.

She was filled with a confusion of sadness and happiness, and she did not know for sure anymore
whether or not this whole endeavor was a good idea. In the library, when they had talked of so many
things she was sure she had made the right decison by coming here; the summer would be full of joy.
But now, she redized that the past could be forgiven—buit that it could never be entirdy forgotten.

As she stood watching the sea, her thoughts drifted, and in a while the face of Ginny Keller rose up
before her, dmog asif it were etched on the windowglass.. . . It was a pale face, tongue ldling between
purpled lips, eyes bulging obscendy, skin avagudy bluish color, quite dead and quite hideous . . .



THREE

Gwyn was dill ganding before the window when the knock came a her door less than ten minutes later.
She was watching both the sea and the vison of the long-dead girl, repelled and yet mesmerized by the
superimposed spectacle provided by her own over-active imagination. The sound of knuckles meding
wood jerked her out of her unpleasant reverie, brought her back to the redity of Barnaby Manor.

She crossed the room and opened the door, ex-pecting to see either Fritz Hdman or her Unde
William. Instead, she was greeted by atdl, rather wel-built young man no more then three or four years
her senior, a handsome man with a thick growth of unruly brown hair and eyes as black as chips of
polished coal. He was wearing casud dacks and a floppy collared blue shirt, and he car-ried two of her
suitcases.

“I'm Ben Groves,” he said. “I didn't redlize there were suitcases in the back seat of the car when |
took the others out of the trunk. Fritz just told me. | hope | haven't inconvenienced you at al.”

“Of course not,” she said. “Bring themin.”

She stepped back from the door and ushered him in.

He placed the suitcases beside the other two, at the foot of the bed, and he said, “I could help you
unpack, if you like”

“Thet's okay,” she said. “I don't mind. If | don't do it dl mysdf, Il not know where everything's been
put.”
He gmiled. He had a perfect amile, dl ful of white, even teeth; his evident good humor was
in-fectious. Gradualy, Gwyn began to forget about the sea, about the boating accident, about Ginny . . .

He sad, “I'm the handyman, as you probably know. If anything needs fixed—and something usudly
needs to be fixed in a place so old as Bar-naby Manor: a dripping faucet, a sicking window, aloose air
tread—just leave word for me with Fritz or with Grace, his wife. I'll take care of it as soon as | know
about it.”

She promised not to be shy about cdling him.

“And I'm aso the chauffeur,” he said. “The Barnabys own two cars—a rather ancient but ex-cdlently
preserved Ralls Royce, and a brand new Thunderbird. | know youve got your own car, but if you
should ever want to go into town, and you don't fed like driving yoursdlf, you've just got to let me know.”

“I wouldn't want to interfere with your duties to Unde Wll,” she told him.

“He rardly needs a chauffeur. He manages the family estate from here, in the Manor, and he redly
doesn't go out very much. Except for his medings with loca red estate people, and even then the
meetings are generdly held here.” He looked around the huge room, nodding approva, and he sad, “Do
you like the place?”

“Very much,” she said. “Theré's more room than I'll need.”

“Not just your room,” he said. “Do you like the entire house?’

“l haven't seen much of it yet.”

“I'l give you a tour after supper,” he said.

“I'd appreciate it.”

He said, “Old houses fascinate me, and this one fascinates me more than mogt. It's nearly a century
old, did you know?’

“l didn't.”

He nodded. “Houses were built so much better then than they are built today. The carpenters cared
about what they did; they looked upon a house as their own private work of art, even if they were never
tolivein it. They added so many nice touches that contractors bypass for the sake of economy today.”



He shook himsdlf, asif he was beginning to forget where he was. “I can run on about Barnaby Manor,”
he gpologized. “But I'll saveit dl for the tour this evening.”

“I'l be looking forward to it,” she said.

He said, “Well, you're much different than | thought you'd be.”

“Oh?’

“Yes. For onething, you're prettier.”

She blushed, wishing he hadn't said that—yet glad that he had. His candor was surprisngly
re-freshing, and her ego had needed boosting for a good, long while

He said, “And you aren't at dl stuck-up.”

“Why should | be?’

“You're arich young woman,” he said.

“Aredl rich young women stuck-up?’

“Mog of them.”

She laughed. “Money in't anything to get snob-bish about.”

“You're an exception to therule” he said, amiling.

“I've never worked for a penny of my money,” she said. “Maybe that's why | can't be a snob about
it

“No,” he said. “That's usudly when people get snobbish, when it's inherited wedth. If they had to
work for it, they'd dways remember what it had once been like to be poor, and they'd not be able to
take on a superior attitude.” His voice had grown much more serious, and the amile had did away from
hisface. He turned from her, asif he didn't want her to see imin anything but the best of humor, and his
gaze fdl upon the window through which she had been waiching the sea. He said, sub-dued for the firg
time “I hope that hasn't bothered you.”

“Whet?' she asked.

“The view from that window.”

“No,” she said.

He turned and looked &t her now, concerned. “This is the best of the guest rooms, the airiet. But if
the view bothers you—"

“Please, bdieve me, | love the view,” she said, trying to amile and not managing it very wdl. Why did
everyone have to bring up the view from the window? Why must she be repeatedly reminded of her dead
sder, and by association, the deaths of her parents as wdl?

“Good,” he said. “But if you want to change rooms, just leave word with Fritz. Some of the other
guest rooms face the woods on the other Sde of the house. Smaller than this, but nice anyway.”

“I'mfing” sheindsted.

Shedidn't fed fine a dl.

“When you're finished with dinner,” he said, “don't forget to come and get me for atour of the house.
I'm most likdly to be in the kitchen about that time.”

“l won' forget,” she promised.

When he was dmogt through the door, pulling it shut after him, she said, “Ben?’

He paused, looked back at her, amiling 4ill, a lock of brown har having fdlen across one eye.
——

“Thank you.”

He grinned even more broadly and said, “There's nothing to thank me for. I'm more than happy to
have an excuse to spend timein your company.” He closed the door softly behind him.

Gwyn went to her bed and stretched out benegath the blue canopy, abruptly quite weary. She redized
that they were dl concerned about her. They wanted her to have a good time here, and they did not want
her to be bothered or upset by anything—induding the view of the sea from her bedroom window. Ther
probing was only meant to ascertain if she were happy. Still, it rankled. The sea had never been an object
of terror for her, even though Ginny had died in it, even though she had been lucky to escape its
amothering mass dive. She had been to the beach and had been svimming in the ocean countless times
snce that long-ago tragedy. Bt if they didn't stop reminding her of Ginny, of the shattered boat so swiftly



anking, of the ralling water, of the screams.. . . If they didn't stop reminding her, she was never going to
be hap-py here a Barnaby Manor. There was such a thing as being overly protective; they were
uncon-scioudy destroying the good humor that they were so desperate to build in her. She resolved to
make this plain to them if, a dinner or afterward, any-thing more was said about the view from her
window.

But the dinner conversation never once touched upon the matter and was, in fact, quite livdy and
amudng. The food, prepared by Fritz's wife, Grace, was excdlent though more typicdly American
middle class than Gwyn would have thought: roast beef, baked potatoes, three vegetables in butter
sauce, rolls, and a peach cob-bler for dessert. They drank a fine rose wine with the med, which seemed
in contrast to the other fare, but which brought out a specid taste in everything and added an edge of
humor to the conversartion that might otherwise have been lacking.

After dinner, because her unde had Hill more busness to attend to before he could cdl it a day, and
because Elaine was tired and wished to go to bed early after an hour or so of reading, there was no
objection to her gaing off with Ben Groves to examine the finer points of the house.

She found him gtting in the kitchen, reading the newspaper which her Unde Will had finished with
that morning and passed on. “Ah,” he said, stand-ing, “1 was afraid you wouldn't come.”

“l wouldn't missit,” she said.

Fritz and hiswife were in the kitchen, and Ben introduced Gwyn to the older woman.

“Pleased to meet you,” Grace said, offering Gwyn a chubby hand to shake. She was perhaps fif-ty
years old, younger than her husband, though her har was completely white. She was a robust woman,
only dightly overweight, somewhat handsome, with few wrinklesin her face and dl of these concentrated
around the edges of her steady, blue eyes. She dressed and acted in a grand-motherly fashion, though
Gwyn somehow fet that thisimage was an affected one, and that a whally different Grace lay just below
the surface, in the same way that Fritz's outward image did not seem to be the red one. Perhaps this
harmless deception was what lifdong servants to the wedthy had to develop. They could never afford to
tdl their employers what they redly thought. A workable facade kept their jobs and their sanities intact.

“It was awonderful supper,” Gwyn said.

“Not fancy,” Grace sad. “But good nourish-ment.”

“Exactly.”

“Mr. Barnaby had one of them fancy cooks for years, but he findly got rid of her. He says he's fdt
better ever Snce | took over the kitchen.”

The woman seemed proud of Mr. Barnaby's ap-prova—and yet, hovering just behind everything
that she said, was an dusve sarcasm.

Gwyn turned to Ben and said, “Wdl, can we start out now? | have to walk off some of that beef and
potatoes.”

Grace laughed and returned to her work at a countertop, where she appeared to be filing receipes.

“Thisway,” Ben said, taking her out of the kitchen again.

For the next hour, he took her from one room to another—the library; Unde Will's sudy; the large
dining room where thirty guests could be easly ac-commodated at a huge table; the front drawing room;
the sewing room; the music room where a huge piano stood on a pedestal, and where com-fortable
divans had been arranged for an audience that, Ben said, had not sat here snce Old Man Bar-naby's
days, the pool in the basement, filled with bright blue water, heated, encircled by crimson and black tiles,
the nooks and crannies which the builders had included everywhere, tiny rooms, hid-den closets, niches
in a man room where one could step back and be out of sght, done with one's thoughts for a few
minutes . . . He showed her how the carpenters had built the manor house without nails, usng wooden
pegs soaked in ail to insure atight fit of dl the joints. He explained that the vis-ble joints, & door frames
and window ledges, were dl carved by hand, with sharp knives, rather than sawed, to give them a rugtic
look and amuch better fit. When he was findly done, she was as in awe of the fine points of the house as
he was.

At the door to her room, he said, “I hope | didn't bore you too much, Gwyn.”



“Not &t dl.”

“| get carried away about the place.”

“It's easy to see why,” she said.

“Tomorrow—might | show you the grounds around the house?’

“I'd like that,” she said. “Shdl we say ten o'clock?’

“I'l be waiting by the front door,” he said. “ Goodnight, Gwyn.”

“Goodnight.”

In her room, she watched the sea from her window, watched the moonlight dapple the moving
waters, and she was once again perfectly sure that she had made the right decison in coming to Bar-naby
Manor for the summer. This evening, with Will and Elaine, and later with Ben Groves, had been one of
the most enjoyable she'd spent in months.

She prepared for bed, got beneath the covers, shuggled down and turned out the bedside lamp. In
the darkness, her mind spinning wearily around and around, she found that she had no trouble fdling into
adeep, sound desp . . .

“Gwyn?”

She turned over in her deep.

“Gwyn?”

She buried her head benegath the pillow, trying to block out the voice, grumbling to hersdf at this
unwanted intrusion.

“Gwyn ...”

The voice was soft, feminine, as hollow as an echo, as fragile as blown glass, repeating her name over
and over agan.

“‘Gwyn . .."

Sherolled onto her back, trying to shake off the dream, ill not awake, flaling dightly at the cov-ers
around her.

“I'mhere, Gwyn . . .”

She was awake now.

She pulled her arms out from benesth the light-weight covers and let the cool ar-conditioning blow
across them.

“Gwyn ...

Yawning, she tried to shake off the lingaring dream. It had been a strange one no visud images,
nothing but that haunting voice which caled out to her over and over again.

“Gwyn..."

Suddenly, redizing that the voice was not a part of any dream, but was redl, she opened her eyes.
The room was no longer completdy dark, but flickeringly illuminated by a candle. She sat Straight up in
bed, confused but not yet frightened.

“Hello, Gwyn . ..”

Incredibly, impassibly, she looked to the open doorway of her room and saw hersdf standing there.
It was as if she were looking into a mir-ro—except that this was no mirror image. Her double, in the
door frame, was standing, while she was stting. And while she wore a dark blue nightgown, the figure in
the door was dressed in a gauzy white gown that looked asif it were made of hundreds and hundreds of
layers of spider webs, dl rudling and yet soft.

“Don't you know me?” the double asked.

“No.”

The double smiled.

She sad, “How's the view from your window?”

Gwyn fdt achill that did not come from the ar conditioner, a chill that welled up from deep insde of
her.

“You've decided properly.”

“Decided what?’



“To love.”

Her double stepped back from the open door and turned away, waking quickly out of dght to
Gwyn's |eft, down the second floor corridor.

“Wait!” Gwyn cried.

She pushed back the covers, got out of bed and ran to the door.

The hdlway was dark, except for the moonlight that filtered in through the windows at ether end.
There was no candle. And by the pale, unearthly luminescence, Gwyn could see that the length of the
corridor was utterly deserted.

Numbed by what she'd seen, she knew she must be adeep. There was no other logicd explanation
for it she mugt be dreaming. She bunched some of her right am in the fingers of her left hand and
pinched hersdf hard, dmost cried out with the pain. That was not the reaction one might have in a dream,
urely. She was awake . . .

She stepped back into her room and closed the door. She went into the attached bath, washed her
facein cold water and stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her face looked drawn, her eyes wary.

“You need asuntan,” she told hersdf.

Her reflection obediently mimicked the move-ment of her lips It did not start to make move-ments
by itsdf, as she had dmost expected that it might.

“You were merdy dreaming,” she told her reflection, watching it closdly. “Just dreaming.”

It Smultaneoudy told her the same thing, mov-ing its lips without making a sound.

She leaned away from the mirror and said, “Is it possble to have a dream lagt on, after youve
wakened?’

Her reflection didn't know, or, if it knew, wasn't saying.

She sghed, turned out the bathroom lights, and went back to bed. She supposed that her aunt, and
Ben Groves, so solicitous of her with ther remind-ers of Ginny's death, had primed her for such a
deluson as shed just had.

The clock read 4:10 in the morning, dill four hours before she would have to get up for breskfast.
However, she dept very little the reemainder of the night, dozing on and off, waking again and again to
ligen for the sound of a whispery voice cdling her name. . .



FOUR

Hdf done with their tour of the grounds—which turned out to be far larger and more daborately
landscaped than Gwyn had at first thought—she and Ben Groves stopped at a white stone bench near
the perimeter of the dense woodlands, within Sght of a birdbath where two robins played. They sat and,
taking a break from the nearly non-stop conversation they had thus far indulged in, watched the birds
frolicking.

“Do you believe in ghosts?’ Gwyn asked him, without preiminaries, turning away from the robins.

They had talked about so many things during the last hour, jumping from one subject to another,
sounding each other out on various topics, trying to get to know each other better, that it was unlikdy he
would find her abruptness strange.

“How do you mean?’ he asked.

“Ghogts,” she said. “You know, old friends to haunt you, old enemies here to take revenge.”

He thought a moment, then said, amiling, “I bdieve in them.”

“You redly do?’

“Ves”

She was surprised. “Why?’

“Why not?’

“No,” she said, “I'm serious. Why do you bdieve in ghosts?’

“| believein ghogts” he said, “because | bdieve in anything that's fun.” He grinned at her.

“Ghods are fun?’ she asked.

He leaned back againg the stone bench, folding his hands behind his head and crossing his ankles out
infront of him. “Oh, most assuredly! Ghosts are an enormous lot of fun.”

“How?'

“Everyone enjoys a good fight.”

“l don't.”

“Sureyou do,” he said.

“Nope.” She was adamant about it.

He turned sideways, his hands dill behind his head, and he said, “Didnt you enjoy Haloween when
you were akid?’

“Yes, but—"

“Didn' the idea of frightening other people —and of being frightened yourself—apped to you?’

“That's different,” she said.

He amiled. “ Okay, then.” He seemed to pause for thought, then said, “Have you ever gone to see a
horror movie—you know, one with vampires or werewolves—or even ghosts?’

“Sure. But what's that got to do with—"

He interrupted her by holding up a hand for slence. He said, “Jugt bear with me. Now, did you go to
see any more of this sort of movie, after you saw the firg?’

“Severd,” she said.

“Why did you go?’

“Wha do you mean?’

He said, “Why did you keep going back to this sort of movie?”

“To be entertained. What else are movies for?’

“Exactly,” he said. He seemed pleased with himsdf. “And snce the whole point of a horror movie is
to frighten the audience, you must have enjoyed being frightened.”



She was abouit to disagree, when she saw that he was right, and that there was no point on which she
could prove him wrong. She laughed. “I never looked at it like that before.”

“S0,” he said, “1 believe in ghodts because they're fun.”

They watched the robins awhile longer. In time she said, “But aren't there—evil ghosts?”’

“Probably mogt of them.”

“What if one of these hasin mind to do more to you than frighten you? What if it intends you harm?’

“Then | stop bdieving in ghodts,” he said.

She laughed and dapped his shoulder playfully. “I1t's no use trying to be serious with you.”

He sat up draight and cut back the power of hisamile. “I can be as serious as anyone ee”

“Sure you can.”

He said, “Do you bdlieve in ghosts?”

“No,” she sad.

“Y ou should dways keep an open mind,” he said.

She threw a particularly sharp look in his direc-tion, as if she thought she might catch him in some
private and reveding expression not meant for her eyes, and thereby know what he was thinking. She
sad, “And just what isthat supposed to mean?’

He was dearly surprised by her tone of voice, and he said, “Mean? Why, nathing particular . . . |
was jud trying to say that there are more thingsin heaven and earth than any one person, no matter how
bright, can ever hope to comprehend.”

“l guess that's true,” Gwyn said, somewhat nonplussed. She smoothed down her blue denim skirt and
sad, “I'l be sure to do as you say; I'll keep an open mind about ghods.”

“They'refun,” he said.

“So I've heard.”

She should not have snapped at him as she had, she redlized, for he could have no way of knowing
about her dream from the previous night. But that dream—the dead girl, the flickering candle, the
whigpered words echoing in darkness—had Ieft her dightly on edge, expecting to encounter another
gpectral vidon of her dead Sster at any moment, in the most unlikely places. Thefirg had seemed so red,
not like a dream at dl, though a dream it had surdly been . . .

“Come dong,” he said, ganding and offering her his hand.

Shetook it and rose to her feet. His hand was large, warm and dry, a strong hand.

“Weve got alot more to see before lunch,” he said, leading her away from the robins.

She saw Elaine and Wll, for the fird time that day, at lunchin the smal dining room near the kitchen,
ance they had taken breakfast in ther room upgtairs, as was thar daly custom. Uncle Will was dressed
in a dark gray suit, a dark blue shirt and a white tie, not conservetive but not flam-boyant, terribly
diginguished. He had a medting in Calder, with some red estate developers later that afternoon, and he
would make a very good im-presson. Elaine, who intended to accompany him so that she might do some
shopping, was wearing a short white skirt and a bright yellow blouse, her dark hair tied back in a ponytail
that made her look dmogt like agirl in her twenties.

“How'd you deep lagt night?” Will asked.

“Hne” Gwyn sad.

“That bed hasn't been used inawhile” Will said. “If it's lumpy or anything—"

“It's perfect,” Gwyn said. She had the feding that they were dill unsure about the room they had
given her, and that they were giving her a graceful excuse for changing.

“WEell be gone until nearly dinnertime” Elaine informed her. “Would you like to come into town with
U7’

“I'l gtick around here,” Gwyn said.

“Usethe pooal or the library, whatever you want,” Elaine said. “Thisis your house, now, as much as it
isours.”

But after they had gone, she knew exactly what she should do if she wanted to avoid any more
dreams of ghodis that called her namein the mid-dle of the night. Dr. Recard had repeatedly advised her



never to run away from the problem, because running from the problem was aso running from the source
and the only possible cure. She must d-ways seek out the source of her anxiety, dways confront it
head-on and thereby defeat it. So when Elaine and Will were gone, dong with Ben Groves in the old
Ralls Royce, she went upgtairs and changed out of her clothes into a swimsuit. She rolled a towel around
abottle of suntan lotion, dipped on apar of dark glasses, and went down to the beach for a svim and a
nice, long session under the early summer sun.

Ben had shown her the steps carved into the diff, though he had not taken her down to the beach.
Now, as she followed the rough-hewn stair-case, she redized how eesly one might lose balance and
topple forward, four hundred feet to the soft sand below, battered by the steps and by the haf-wall of
rock that framed them . . . She was exceedingly careful and, dizzy from watching her feet the whole way
down, came out onto the beach five minutes later, safe and sound.

The sand was ydlow-white and clean, except for a few dumps of freshly tossed up seaweed near the
water's edge. She chose alikdy spot, opened her large towd and spread it on the sand, sat down on it
and gave harsdf a generous lathering with sun-tan lotion. As pae as she was, she might quickly burn,
though she remembered that, as a schoal girl, she had dways tanned quickly.

Oiled, she stood up and kicked off her sandals, scrunched her bare toes deep into the warm sand,
letting the brisk seawind duice over her, cool and refreshing. And she watched the sea . . . It moved in
toward her, as if it were dive and watchful, surg-ing murderoudy forth like a many-humped beast,
disspating itsdf in the ladt fifty yards, then crashing to the beach and splashing up, foaming over, diding
inexorably away again only to surge forward once more. It put on a good act of ferocity, but she knew
that it was more gentle then it ap-peared to be. It could not frighten her. It reflected the afternoon
aunlight, al green and clear and clean, Sretching on out and out as far as she could see. It was immense
and so beautiful that she could never fear it, no matter whose life it might have daimed years ago, no
meatter how close it might have come to daming her own life as well.

She walked to the water's edge.

It dapped over her feet, cool.

She waded farther into it.

Seaweed scratched a her ankles, brushed her knees, frightening her for a moment, because she
thought she had encountered some animd or other. She reached down, pulled a fidful of the suff up and
threw it into the air, laughing at her own fear.

When the waves were bresking above her waigt and trying to shove her back toward the beach
where they seemed to think she belonged, she turned with her back to the sea and as the water rose, fdl
back into it, sMimming with a powerful, rhythmic backstroke that took her over the crests of the waves
and farther out, despite the incoming tide.

At last, she raised her head and saw that the beach lay a good two hundred yards away—her towe
swdlowed up indl that glaring expanse of sand. It was time to stop and let the ocean carry her steadily
back toward land. She ceased kicking, brought her hands in closer to her sdes and flut-tered them
gently, the only movement that she re-quired in the salt water to remain afl oat.

Above, the sky was blue.

Below, the sea was blue.

She was like a fly trapped in amber. Caught be-tween the two overwhdming forces, she fdt at
peace, and she did not think that she would have any more dreams about ghosts.

When she reached the shore again and waded out onto the beach, she fdl forward onto her towe,
turned her head to the Sde and let the sun beat harshly on her back. She was determined to be as dark
and dtractive as her aunt before much of the summer had gone by.

Yet, she soon grew restless and decided that she could get just as good a tan if she were up and
mov-ing about, perhaps a better one. She stepped into her sanddls, caught the toe strap and wiggled it in
place with her toes, then l&ft her towe and lotion behind as she set off south aong the dazzling beach.

Thediff remained on her right, towering and rugged, as formidable as castle ramparts, spotted here
and there with scrubby vegetation that somehow managed to sudtan its perilous existence on the verticle,
unsoiled plunge of rock. The diff dso harbored a grest many birds, modtly terns. These swept in from the



seq, aying out high on the wind, as if they were about to dash themselves to death on the sheer stone
face—then inexplicably disappeared without a trace a the lagt ingtant before disaster. If you stopped to
seek an answer to this miracle, you would find a number of chinks and holes in the diffSde, ringed by
dung and stuffed with straw, the homes of the sea's winged hangers-on.

As she walked, she noticed a long, motored launch, perhaps as long as sixteen feet, pardlding her
course. It lay no more than a quarter of amile out to sea and contained, so far as she could tel, only one
man. It rose dramaticaly on the swell, dipped down and fdl away, leaving a spray of foam behind, only
to rise up again. In ten minutes, it had haved the distance to the shore and ap-peared to be angling in
toward the beach a couple of hundred feet below her.

She stopped, watching it, holding one hand up to her eyes to ward off the danting rays of the late
afternoon sun.

Y es, the boat was beaching, just ahead. The man in it looked toward her just long enough to wave;
then he cut back on the power, Ieting the tide and his own momentum carry himinto the shdlows. There,
he shut the engine off atogether, pulled it in over the gunwae on its hinges, legped into the water and
wrestled with the heavy duminum boat, lodging its prow into the sand so that the sea could not carry it
avay.

She redlized, as he sat down on the beached boat, that he had come in to tak to her, and she began
waking again.

“Hdlo,” he said when she was only twenty feet away.

“Hi.”

He was older than her, though most likdy younger than Ben Groves, a blond whose har had been
bleached white by the sun. He was deeply tanned, wearing ragged jeans, dirty white sneak-ers without
socks, and no shirt. He was lean, but his arms were corded with sringy muscle that gave evidence of a
good deal of manud labor of some sort.

“My names Jack Younger,” he said. “My father's name is dso Jack Younger, though | wasn't
saddled with a ‘junior' on my name. Can you just hear how that would have sounded—'Jack Y ounger,
Junior'?’

She laughed, liking him at once, His face was freckled, his nose pug, his ears a bit too large, and he
hed about him the look of one who enjoyed life immensdly.

“On the other hand,” he said, “when I'm with my father and mug introduce mysdf to strangers, |
often have to say—'Hi. I'm Jack Y ounger, the younger.”

“Can | just cdl you Jack?” Gwyn asked.

“I wish you would.”

“Good. My nameé's Gwyn Kdler.”

“A lovdy name” he said.

“It's not uncommon,” she said. “But | spdl it with a Y ingead of an E, which gives me a little
didinction.”

“Oh, you misunderstand,” he said, with mock surprise. Then, in an exaggerated tone, he said, “I
didn't mean your firg name—but your lagt.”

“Kdler?’

“Ah” he said, gripping his heart, “what amusicd sound, how ful of lilting melody.”

She laughed and sat down on the sand. “Tdl me, Jack, did you come dl the way into shore just to
make jokes with me?’

“I mugt admit it'strue,” he said.

“And were you fallowing me, when you held your boat pardld to my path, back there?’

“Yes, that too.”

She amiled, enormoudy pleased, and she blushed a bit, though she hoped he wouldnt be able to see
that. She had turned a dight reddish-brown from the sun, good camouflage for a blush. “What do you do
that you can take time off to follow unsuspecting women?’

“You weren't unsuspecting,” he said. “Y ou suspected me from the very sart, as you've just said.” He
gripped the edge of the duminum boat and leaned back, swinging his feet off the sand.



“And you just avoided the question,” she said.

“| tend lobgters,” he said.

“Sure you do.”

“l redly do. Or, rather, | tend the lobster traps. The lobsters themsdves would be just as happy
without my attention.”

“You're afisherman.”

“As was my grandfather—and as is my father,” he said. He was dearly proud of his vocation, and
yet he had the look and sound of someone edu-cated to be much more than a tender of lobster traps.

“What would they think of you if they knew you were ddlying around as you are now?’ she asked,
teasingly.

“They'd say | was afine, red-blooded boy, an honor to the Younger family, and with a great ded of
taste”

She blushed again, but was sure her sunburn hid it. He had a tdent for making her blush more so then
anyone she'd ever met, induding Ben Groves.

“Beddes” hesad, “I've been sdtting traps dl day, and I'd just finished when | saw you walking here.
I've been up and about since five this morn-ing, and if | haven't earned the right to ddlly a bit, then | guess
I'm not strong enough for this lifestyle”

“Do you catch much?’ she asked.

“Tond” he said. “Those lobsters virtudly clamber over one another to get in the cages | send down
for them. | do believe they battle, daw to claw, for the right to be caught by Jack Y ounger.”

“The younger.”

“Exectly.” This time, he laughed. When he was finished, he sad, “Have you jus moved in
somewhere here?’

“No,” she said. “Well, maybe, in away. I'm saying the summer with my aunt and uncle”

“Who are?’

“The Barnabys,” she said.

The change in Jack Y ounger's demeanor was sudden, complete and quite surprising. He had been dl
gmiles a moment earlier, his blue eyes adance, ful of nervous energy. Now, a the men-tion of the
Barnabys, his eyes grew ditted and cautious. His amile metamorphosed quickly into a frown, dmog into
ascowl. His nervous energy, directed firg at humor, seemed now to give birth to anger.

'|'s something wrong?’ she asked.

“I'm no friend of theirs” he said.

“Whyever not?’

“I'm sure you know.”

“Don't be so sure, because | don't know.”

He got off the edge of the boat and stepped back into the frothy edge of the sea, his dampened
trousers growing ever wetter, grabbing hold of the edge of the boat asif to pull it loose of the sand.

“You're not going are you?’ she asked.

“l see no need to Say.”

“Because my uncles Will Barnaby?’

He said nathing but looked a her with just a touch of disgust in his eyes.

“That's gupid,” she sad.

“Y ou wouldn't know.”

“You may not want to be friends with my unde” she said, “but why shouldn't you be friends with
me? For heaven's sake, 1'd never bring mysdf to touch a creepy old lobster—but I'm not about to shun
you just because you make your living handling them!”

He laughed again, though not fully in good hu-mor; hdf of that laugh was sour. He said, “Are you
implying that your uncleis a creepy old lobster?’

She grinned, glad to have the joking back. “Not at dl,” she said. “He may be a tiny bit of a cold fish,
but bascdly | love him.”

His laughter had died away, and no amile came to his face now—though he did not frown, either.



“What have you againgt Uncle Will?" she asked, sStting on the sand again, tucking her legs under her
inIndian fashion.

He hestated, then let go of the boat and sat down on the edge of it once more. “He's just about
ruined commercid fishinginthis area,” he said. “He's just about finished us off.”

“How s0?7’

“You redly don't know?" he asked, incredulous.

“No.” She shifted her legs, drew them in tighter, getting more comfortable, and she said, “I've only
been here aday, and | haven't seen ether Will or Elaine for years”

He gave her one lagt searching look, then ap-parently decided that he would bdieve her. He sad,
“For years, your uncle's been buying up beachfront property and the beaches themselves. He must own
the beaches from the manor to a point more than three miles south.”

“Isthisacrime?’

“Not of itsdf,” he said. “But you see, dl the lobster men, and many of the other fishermen, used to
use Lamplight Cove for a base of operation. We had docks there, and we kept fadlities to repair our
traps. We dso had a keeping tank to hold the catch—the better specimens, a leest—until the expensive
restaurants buyers could get around to make their choices. You see, most lobsters are sold quickly,
dther to speculators in Calder or to scouts from the magor seafood processing companies and chan
restaurants, who keep a number of officesin the area. But private buyers, restauranteurs from Boston,
trave the coast every week to make the following week's purchases. These are the spe-cidty restaurants
that usudly boil the lobster dive—and they're able to pay quite wel, consder-ing tha they charge ther
customers ten bucks and up for a lobster on the plate. Some lobster men pre-fer to hold ther best
catches out of the pack that goes to the seafood companies; they tag them, drop them into a community
keeping tank, and hope that someone from one of those fancy Boston places will be especidly taken with
their beauties. Anyway, we kept a tank in Lamplight Cove, which hed as many as four hundred prime
lobsters. But we logt it, dong with everything ese we had there, when your unde bought the bay
property and sent usdl packing like a bunch of grubby hoboes who'd settled down illegaly.”

“Why did you sl to hm?’ she asked.

“We didn't. We rented the place—and it was our landlords who sold out from under us”

“Wdl—" she began.

“Your unde hasn't done a damn thing with the Covein ayear,” he said, extremdy bitter and mak-ing
no effort to conced his fedings “Yet he won't let us move back there. Instead, the docks and buildings
we put to such good use are now danding idle. He'd rather collect nothing then get rent from us. Hed
rather make our lot in life harder than to make afew dollars from alease”

“Y ouve got nowhere dse to go?’ Gwyn asked.

“Oh, welve Jenkins Niche, where we are now.”

“Then, what's the problem?’

He spat in the sea. “Jenkins Niche is exactly what it's name implies, a cubbyhole in the coast, wel
enough protected from the sea in rough westher, but hardly large enough for sixteen separate fishing
boats that have to use it. We squeeze in, but were far from comfortable and far-ther ill from being
happy. We wanted to buy it, just the same, but the landlord won't sdll. At mogt, hell give a year-by-year
lease, which he can bresk at any time. He's given his oh-so-generous permis-son for us to build
temporary buildings there, but we don't know when he may ask usto leave. He's afriend of your unclée's.
Now, you see, though we dl live north of Calder, we mugt drive south, through town, down to Jenkins
Niche each morning. Then, oncein the boats, we mugt come back north again, to where the lobster beds
are. It means an extra hdf an hour or forty-five minutes in the car each day—plus again as much extra
time in the boats. Perhaps that sounds like a trifling disadvantage, but if you add it to other
inconveniences we now suffe—none of which we suffered when we had Lamplight Cove—you can see
as how it puts us to the biting edge.”

She had heard dl he said, but found it a bit dif-ficult to believe. *Has anyone approached my uncle
to—"

“Your uncdle” he said, with grim laughter, “is unapproachable. “He answers none of our letters, and



he takes none of our telephone cdls. He refused, on three separate occasions, to even liden to a plea
from our lawyer. And he has only replied with the worst sort of invective when he's en-countered any of
usin the streets of Cader.”

“That hardly sounds like Uncdle Will.”

“That's him, dl right,” Jack Younger said. He was no longer gripping the boat, but had his hands
figed on his thighs, as if he were looking for some-thing to besat out his fury on. “We even tried to
em-barrass him through the local newspaper, but we found out it was owned by one of his friends. They
wouldn't print our letters to the editor, or publish anything about our plight—and they wouldn't even
accept a pad advertisement from us. Ap-proach your uncle? It would be easer to approach the
Presdent of the United States in his White House bedroom, without the permisson of his guards. Y our
unclé's as remote as the North Pole!”

“And there's no other cove or bay, besides these two, that's closer to your lobster beds?’

“None” he said. “The coast hereis rugged, but it's very short of well-sheltered backwaters where a
thirty-five-foot fishing boat could wegther a good blast in safety.”

“Perhgpsif | talked to Unde Will, he—"

“Would feed you some unlikdy story that, be-cause you love him, you'd believe.”

“Do | look stupid?’ she asked, rather hotly, rising to her feet.

“No, but you look trusting—far, far too trugt-ing.”

“I'l ask him, anyway,” Gwyn said.

He stood up too.

She sensed a new tenson between them, an antagonism that she did not want, but which, right now,
was unavoidable.

He said, “There are new rumors floaing in Calder.”

“About my unde?’

He nodded. “They say he is negoatiating to buy up the land around Jenkins Niche. If he purchases
that and locks us out again, well have to go a least three miles father south to find another base of
operations. And that will be worse than Jenkins Niche. To find a good place, well have to go five
miles—which will put us intolerably far awvay from our beds. We can't keep the lobster catch out of the
water for aslong as it would take to transport them that far.”

“I'm sure Uncle Will won't be unreason-able,” she said.

“Y ou're more optimigtic than | am.”

“He mugt have had a reason, no maiter how it looks to you, for dosng down Lamplight Cove.”

He sghed. “If you ever do tak to him about this—"

“Not if, when,” she said.

“When you talk to him about this” he said, “maybe you better tdl him that the fishermen aren't going
to put up with another move, not a move like this one would be.”

“Isthat athreat?’ she asked.

“Cdl it what you will.”

He splashed to the rear of the old boat. Without looking up a her again, he wrestled it free of the
sand and guided it around in the swirling water. He pushed it out a few yards, hopped into it and started
the engine. Putting only the tips of the blades into the shdlow water, he moved cautioudy toward deeper
channds. When he dropped the engine down completdly, he roared away in a wake of white water, soon
out of Sght.



FIVE

Gwyn waited until dinner was finished before she brought up the subject of the lobster fishermen. When
the three of them had retired to the easy chairs in the library and had begun to mdlow the effects of the
dinner with tiny glasses of sweet banana liqueur, she said, “Wdl, | met Jack Y ounger this afternoon.”

Elane sat up draight in her chair, her shoulders suddenly gone 4iff, her face lined with concern and
less young then it usudly appeared. “Has that old scoundrel been hanging around here again?’ she asked,
quite evidently perturbed.

“Hée's been warned by the sheriff,” Will said, as giff and ill-at-ease as his wife. “He's not to harass us
any more, and he knows it. What did he want?’

“You misundergtand,” Gwyn said. “Not that Jack Younger.” She gmiled to hasdf as she
remembered the comic routine about his name which Jack had gone through when they met on the
beach. To her aunt and uncle, she said, “ That's his father. | met the—younger Y ounger.”

“Even 50, hel's no right coming around here,” Elane said. She was more distressed than the St-uation
seemed to warrant.

“Wel, he wasn't around the manson,” Gwyn explained. “I went for aswim, as | said—and then for a
wak dong the beach.” Modest, she decided to underplay the reason for their medting. “We met—by
accident, south of here about amile”

“And whet did he have to say?’ her Uncde Will asked. Although he had settled back into his easy
char and had crossed his legs once more, he ap-peared to be dill ill-at-ease, Srained like a rubber band.
He ran one long-fingered hand through his slvered hair, over and over again, unconscious of this betraya
of hisfrayed nerves. But what did he have to be so awfully nervous about?

“He just wanted to chat,” Gwyn said. “He didn't know, at fird, that | was your niece.”

“What'd he have to say when he found out that you were?’ Elaine asked. She, too, had leaned back
in her chair—and she, too, was strained a-mogt to the breaking point.

“For one thing,” Gwyn said, “he talked alot about a place caled Lamplight Cove.”

Neither Will nor Elaine had anything to say about that. They seemed to be fighting an urge to glance
a each other for reassurance.

Gwyn put her glass down on the stand beside her chair and turned to her undle. “Isit redly true, what
he says?’

“What's he say?” Will asked.

“That you've been making life very hard for the lobster fishermen hereabouts. He says you bought
Lamplight Cove out from under them, and even though you haven't done anything with it yoursdf, you
refuse to let them rent their old fedilities”

“A rather nicdy twisted version of the truth,” her unde said. He seemed to have recovered dl of his
norma salf-assurance.

“Isit? | suspected it might be, but he sounded so—honest.”

He put down his own ligueur and folded his hands together on his upraised knee. He sad, “It's true
enough that I've bought Lamplight Cove, and thet | haven't done much of anything with the place—yet.
The Cove is saven hundred yards across and contains more than a thousand yards of beach frontage
property, which will develop nicdly. | intend, in the near future, to edtablish generous, expensve
homesites for discriminating people—just as | dso intend to do with dl the other land that I've bought up
dong this section of the coast during the past Sx or seven years. Evenrtudly, this area will contain some
of the most ex-clusve and lovely homesindl of America. . .” Hisvoice lifted as he spoke of the project;
clearly, he was sure of alarge finandid success.



“In the meantime” Gwyn began.

He did not permit her to finish, but went on asif he had not even heard her speak. He said, “As soon
as | acquired Lamplight Cove, | offered the fishermen the fadilities there at the same renta they had
adways paid. Which, | might add, was pre-cious little; the buildings were shoddy, the com-mercia vaue
of them dmogt nil. But | did not throw them out—not as they now attempt to say | did. After dl, | an a
businessman, Gwyn, and | would not turn down any income so easy—no mat-ter that it's smal—as that
which the dock rentals would have brought. However, included in my agreement to rent to them were
severa—ah, condi-tions”

“Conditions?’

“They had spoiled the environment of Lamp-light Cove and were wel on the way toward recklessly
dedroying it atogether. They dumped their dudge ol from ther boats right into the bay. They'd dso
edtablished a complete dry dock, to paint and repair ther boats, and they weren't a dl concerned that so
much of the poisonous products used in these repairs—scaled paint, new paint, tur-pentine, grease, ail,
solvents—were let into the waters of the cove. You see, since they didn't live here, and since they didn't
have to earn thar living fishing in the cove, they didn't redly much care what condition they left the place
in. They didn't care whether or not they were killing off dl of the underwater plant and animd life in the
cove.”

“How terrible” Gwyn said.

“But par, for most people,” he said.

She sad, “Jack Younger never told me any of this”

Elaine, in atone of voice that made it perfectly clear she thought very little of any of the Youngers or
their friends, said, “Well, my dear, I'd have been very must surprised if he had. These people show an
amazing ill for twigting the truth.”

Her Uncle William said, “They've tried to make me out as a villain to everyone in the area. They've
painted me as a vidous man, a money-grubbing, ruthless and pettily vindictive rich man dis-criminating
agang the poor, down-trodden laborers. You'd think | was an ogreif you heard only their Sde of things
But nothing's so Smple as that.”

“| told him that he was wrong about you, Uncde Will,” Gwyn said.

He amiled. He took a 9p of the banana liqueur, then put the glass down once agan. “Thank you for
your loydty,” he said.

“It's nothing to do with loydty,” Gwyn said. “It's just plain, common sense. You couldn't possibly be
S0 mean and petty as he said you were. No one could be”

“I'l wager that he didn't tdl you anything about International Seafood Products, ether.”

She looked perplexed.

“It's ahuge concern that processes seafood and cans it. ISP has been trying to buy up seafront land
and obtain government permissions to congtruct a fish processing factory only a mile from here. Do you
reglize wha a plant like that would meen to this area?’

“More jobs?” Gwyn ventured.

He snorted.

“Actudly, they'd employ very few people” Hane sad. “The plant would be ningty percent
automated.”

Her Unde William leaned forward again, as if engaged in a vitd argument about the afars of the
day—which, she soon saw, he was. “In point of fact,” he sad, “such a processing factory would ruin
Cader and the landside around it. Have you ever been anywhere near a seafood plant, a can-nery?’

“No,” Gwyn admitted.

“The stench of dead and rotting fish—the guts, and other parts they can't use—carries for miles. The
sea around the plant is used as a dumping grounds for organic and inorganic wastes, in huge quantities.
You have an open sewer, within 9x months, and another dead section of the seain ayear.”

“And the lobster fishermen have been in favor of this cannery?” Gwyn asked.

“Yes” hesad. “Not just the lobster men, but dl the captains. Because their own traditiond grounds
are 0 close, they'd be able to make a bet-ter profit on their catches. Add, of course, they'd have a



steady market for just about everything they could bring in.”

Gwyn nodded. “1 see.”

“Dont misunderdand,” Elane said. “We're not agang progress, and were catanly not agans
cgpitadism. The seafood company should be a-lowed to build their plant somewhere. One of the offshore
idands, north of here, would do nicdy—someplace where there aren't people whose lives and property
vaues would be lessened by such a godawful factory.”

“Il admit,” her unde said, “that one of my reasons for wanting to keep ISP out of Calder and the
surrounding area is purdy monetary. I've spent haf a decade acquiring the land necessary to establish a
fine seaside community of upper-class homes. | wouldn't want to see the vaue on dl tha land be cut by
hdf because of the stench of rotting fish. But beyond this consderation, there's the other, of
environmental protection. | don't want to live in a place where a good, deep breath makes me ill—or
where the beaches are littered with decay-ing rejects from the cannery.”

“Neither would 1,” Gwyn said.

“So,” Hane said, “if you should see this Mr. Younger again, youll be able to tdl just how much of his
lineis pure hogwash.”

“Actudly,” Will said, “I'd think it better if you don't see him again. If you notice im on the beach,
avoid him. These people have made some threats—of violence, I'd fed safer if you avoided them.”

She promised that she would keep to hersdf, though she knew that she would take any op-portunity
to speak, just one more time, with Mr. Jack Younger (the younger). He had departed, this afternoon,
with such a cold, abrupt atitude . . . He had made her fed guilty. Now, she would enjoy let-ting him
know that she had found out exactly who the real villans were in this affair.

On the dairs, when she was on her way to her room, she met Ben Groves coming the opposite
direction.

“It looks greet,” he said.

Confused, she said, “What does?’

“Your tan!”

She looked at her bare arms and amiled. “I'd d-most forgotten it. Yes, it's rather good, but just a
gart. | want to be as dark as everyone dse around here, before the summer's over. At least, now, | don't
look like a—ghost.”

After some additiond smdltak, he said, “How about going saling with me tomorrow?’

“Youve got a boat?’

“A fourteen-foot beauty,” he said, grinning. “1 keep her moored in Calder. Tomorrow's my day off,

“I'd loveto,” she said.

“Be up and ready to go a nine” he said.
“Aye, aye, Skipper.”

“But leave the corny seatak behind,” he said.
“Righnt, Cap'n,” she said, with amock sdute.

“Gwyn?”

She sat draight up in bed.

Her hands were full of twisted shests.

She was perspiring.

Tense, leaning forward asif she had just been hit in the somach, she listened intently.

“Gwyn?”

She gat up, without turning on any light, trying to be as slent as possible, moving like—like a ghost.

She stood in the center of the room, weekly illuminated by the remnants of the moon, and she looked
around, trying to catch sght of any stranger, any shadow darker or lighter than the ones the furniture
threw.

She saw nathing.



“Gwyn ...
Thiswas no dream. Someone was most definitdy cdling out to her in a dry, whispery voice,

She walked cautioudy to the door, reached for it, found that it was open.

She stepped into the corridor.

Tonight, as the moon waned, there was insuffi-cient moonlight for her to tdl whether or not the
halway was deserted. She might have been aone—or she might have been one of a hdf a dozen people
ganding there in the darkness.

Holding the door frame, one hand to her heart asif to dill the rapid beating she listened.

She waited.

Time passed like syrup running duggishly out of a narrow-mouthed bottle, drip by drip by drip. . .

The voice did not come again.

Shewilled it to return.

It did not.

In awhisper of her own, hoping she would not wake anyone ese, Gwyn said, “What do you want?’

She received no reply.

“What do you want with me?’

Nothing.

“Ginny?’

Slence

She walked the length of the corridor, firg to the right of her room, and then to the left, moving on
tiptoe, expecting to bump into someone—or some-thing—at any moment. She encountered no one and
nothing at dl.

She stood in her doorway a while longer, ligen-ing, then went into her room again and closed the
door.

With her back to the heavy door, both moist palms pressed fla againg the cool, dick, varnished
wood, she cleared her throat softly and, dill whigpering, she said, “Ginny, are you here?’

She fdt like an utter fool, but when she received no answer, she repeated the quedtion: “Ginny, are
you here?’

Only slence. ..

And darkness.

Ben Groves, in that so-reasonable voice of his, had told her that everyone should keep an open mind
on everything—even about ghosts and netherworld visitors. He had convinced her. But now, it seemed
dupid for her to stand around in the dark, in her nightgown, taking to the ar and wait-ing for a
supernaurd reply. She had never been one for astrology, for beief in anything beyond the human ken.

“It was adream,” she said. “A repetitious dream.”

Then she remembered that the door had been standing wide open, and that she had most cer-tainly
closed it when she came to bed . . .

She tugged at it now, without twiging the knob, and she saw that the laich was dightly loose.
Perhaps, because the door did lean dightly inward, it had dipped its latch during the night, al by it-sdf,
and had gradudly drifted open. She'd had a dormitory room at college with a door that did that very
same thing. In any event, it was eader to ac-cept a mundane explandion like that than to put any
credence in the existence of ghosts!

She got adrink of cold tapwater from the bathroom, |et it soothe her parched throat, then returned to
bed.

In awhile, she dept again.

Shedid not dream.

Y &t, in the morning, when she got up, she found that her door had drifted open again, during the night
... Shetook this as proof that the latch needed to be replaced and the door set more evenly inits frame.



X

At four o'clock the fallowing afternoon, having trimmed the bright white sails and—at the lagt possible
minute—having dropped them atogether, Ben Groves brought his sailboat, Salt Joy, into its dot on the
graded beach. This section of the shoreline had been especidly built up, then doped to provide an easy
landing zone for the dozens of colorful sailboats that plied the waters around Cader. The flatish bottom
of Salt Joy, unlike the curved bottoms of some of the other sailboats, did up the indine with a wet,
hissng noise and camefindly to rest.

Ben legped out seconds before she did, grabbed the front of the smdl craft and, staggering
backwards, pulled it dl the way out of the water. His arms bunched with muscle, and swesat stood on his
brow.

“Areyou sure | can't hdp with this?” she asked. She had turned even a more golden brown color,
after nearly awhole day in the glare of the sun, in the reflecting bowl of the sea.

“We brought two cars so you wouldn't have to stay and help,” he said.

“Sill—"

“Besides, I'm a perfectionist. I'm afraid you wouldn't fold or rall anything to my gpprova.”

“I could keep you company anyway,” she said.

“And have to ligen to me curang the canvas when it won't roll right? he asked, mockingly
in-credulous. “I won't have you finding out how per-fectly foul | can be.”

“Youre sure?’

“Pogtive”

They stood quite close. Shefdt as if, in the shadow that he threw, she would be dways pro-tected,
watched over, safe. She had not had this strong a feding of belonging even with her Uncle William.

“l want you to know,” she said, “That this was the mogt wonderful day I've had—since | can't
remember when.”

“l hope that's true.”

“Itis Ben.”

“Well do it again, soon. We haven't even begun to cover some of the better saling aress to the
south.”

“I'm dready anticipating it,” she said.

Then, without warning, he bent toward her and, putting his arms around her, kissed her lightly on the
lips

His lips were somewhat saty, warm, firm and yet tender.

She kissed back, surprised at hersdlf.

They parted, ending the kiss, though he dill hdd her close. He said, “Was | too bold?’

“No,” she said. Her voice was smdl, quiet, defenseless.

“l had as good atime as you did, Gwyn,” hetold her. “Actudly, | think | had a better time”

She looked up into his dark eyes, saw that they returned her gaze with a steady, unwavering
affec-tion.

She stood on tip-toe and kissed the corner of his mouth. “I better be going,” she said, “so you can
Oet the boat packed up.”

“Be careful on the drive back,” Ben warned her.

“It'sonly a short way,” she said. “No more than fifteen minutes”

“The greatest number of traffic accidents,” he admonished her in dmog fatherly tones, “take place
within a few miles of home.”



“I'l be careful,” she conceded.

But on the way back to Barnaby Manor, her mind was not on her driving a dl. Instead, as the road
rolled toward her, under her and away, she let her mind wander through scattered memories which she
hed stored up throughout the day. . .

She hadn't been lying to Ben when she told him that the day had been so terribly enjoyable. Not since
before her parents had been taken from her had she been given so much fun in a single day: the bright
and ralling water, the baking sun, the clouds . . . They had played the old game with the clouds, watching
them for some image that resembled a face or an animd. They had taked, endlesdy, about this and that
and nearly everything—and they had grown, or so it seemed to Gwyn, quite close in the space of just a
few short hours. He said that often happened on a salboat—if two people were a least somewhat
compatible to begin with. Two people found themsdlves drawn quickly together, as if to ward off the
immengty of the endless sea.. . . Afloat on the blue, blue ocean, one was made smdl, until one seemed of
vay litle value, litle worth . . . But with someone to share the experience with, the huge universe could
be pushed back, your own importance expanded until the ego was recuperated . . .

Now, as she parked the Opd in the four-car garage attached to Barnaby Manor, she wondered
exactly wha dse had transpired between her and Ben Groves. She fdt, inexplicably, as if some new and
specid rdaionship had begun, now quite fragile, but perhaps soon to blossom and flower . . .

By quarter past five o'clock—with a good dedl of time remaining until dinner—she had showered,
dried her hair, inspected her tan in the mirror and dressed. Still full of energy, despite the work that had
gone into the day's saling and despite the energy the heet of the sun had taken out of her, she wasn't
saidfied to read or to rdlax to musicin her room.

Downdairs, Fritz and Grace were a work in the kitchen. Though both were polite, nether was a
particularly fascineting conversationaist. Neither her aunt nor her undle were about, and Ben Groves had
not returned from Calder. The house lay heavy, cool and quigt, as if it were adegp and mugt not be
awakened.

She went outside to the steps by the sea, and waked carefully downward to the beach, where
everything was beautifully golden in the late after-noon sunlight.

Far out to sea, a tanker wallowed southward, noisdess at this distance, like some immense, an-cient
animd that should have been long extinct.

Watching the huge tanker, Gwyn was reminded of the way that Jack Y ounger had followed her in his
fisherman's launch only the day before, and she knew that she had, without redlizing it, come here to the
beach in hopes of meating him once more and getting a chance to give him a piece of her mind.

However, though the time seemed right, not a Sngle fishing boat lay on the swdl in ether direc-tion.

Gwyn took off her shoes—white canvas sneskers—and walked into the frothing edge of the surf.
She wriggled her toes in the rapidly cooling water, stirred up milky clouds of fine sand, and kicked a
stranded dumps of darkening seaweed.

When she had waked nearly a mile no longer charged with so much undisciplined energy, she
stopped at the water's edge and faced directly out to sea, watching the creamy clouds bend toward the
liquid, cobalt horizon.

She had built up a tremendous appetite and was looking forward to one of Grace's hearty medls, then
to a couple hours of reading in her room, and early to bed. She knew that, tonight, she would deep like a
rock, without any strange dreams. She bent down and put on her shoes, turned to go back to Barnaby
Manor—and was rooted to the spot by what she saw behind her.

Asif following in her footsteps, her double stood no more than a hundred feet away. She was
wear-ing that many-layered white dress that billowed prettily in the sea breeze and gave her an ethered
look, asif she did not belong in this world. And perhaps she did not . . .

Gwyn took a step toward the pae apparition, then stopped suddenly, ungble to find aufficent
courage to continue.

The other Gwyn, the Gwyn in white, remained where she was—though her own dillness did not
appear to be founded in fear.



Despite the steady susurration of the sea wind—uwhich fluffed the stranger's golden mass of har into
an angdic nimbus dl around her head—and despite the rhythmic doshing sound of the waves breaking
on the beach, the scene was maddeningly quiet. The air was leaden, the Sky pressng down, each second
an eernity. It was the sort of slence, filled with unknown fear, that one usudly found only in remote
graveyards or in funerd parlors where a corpse lay amid flowers.

To break this disquieting quiet, Gwyn cleared her throat—somewhat surprised at the noise she made,
and in avoice cut through with a nervous tremor, she asked, “Who are you?’

The other Gwyn only smiled.

“Ginny?’ Gwyn asked.

She hated to say that. But she could not help her-sdlf.

“Helo, Gwyn,” the apparition replied.

Gwyn shook her head, looked down at the sand, trying desperately to dispd the vison. But when she
looked up again, she found, as she had ex-pected she would, that Ginny remained exactly where she had
been, in her white dress, ydlow hair fluttering.

“I'm seeing things” Gwyn said.

“No.”

“Haludinations”

“And are you hearing things too, Gwyn?’ the double asked, amiling tolerantly.

“Ves”

The gpparition took severa steps toward Gwyn, cutting the distance between them by a fourth. She
amiled again and said, in a comforting voice, “Are you araid, Gwyn?’

Gwyn said nathing.

“You haven't any reason to be afraid of me, Gwyn.”

“I'm not.”

“You are”

Gwyn said, “Who are you?’

“I've told you.”

“l don't believe—"

“Have you a choice?’

“Yes” Gwyn sad. “I'l ignore you.”

“l won't let you do that.”

Gwyn looked out to sea, searching for some possibility of help. She would even have welcomed the
gght of Jack Younger in his launch, his whitened hair, his deep tan . . . But there were dill no boats
nearby—only the tanker which steedily dwindled on itstrip southward. Already, it was lit-tle more than a
dot againg the darkening sky.

“Gwyn?

She looked back at the—specter.

“How can you deny me, Gwyn?’

Gwyn said nathing.

“l am your Sster, after dl.”

“No”

A tern flew overhead, screeching, and disap-peared into the ragged face of the diff.

“Besdes” the other said, in atone of mild reproof, “I've come such along, long way to see you.”

“From where?’

“From the other Sde.”

Gwyn shook her head vidently: No. No, no, no! She could not dlow hersdf to go on like this. She
could not stand here and ligen to—and even con-verse with—a ghogt. That was insanity. If she let this
go on much longer, she would dip right past the edge, into madness. And once that had hap-pened, not
even Dr. Record could do anything to give her a normd life again. She would be, until the ends of her
days, completely out of touch with dl that wasred . . .

“I've missed you,” the other said.



Gwyn bit her lips, fdt pain, knew she was not dreaming, but wished ardently that she were.

“Tdk to me, Gwyn.”

Gwyn sad, “If you are who you profess to be—then, you should ook like a twelve-year-old girl
and not like a grown woman.”

“Because | died when | was twelve?’

“Yes”

“l could have chosen to approach you, from the start, as a child, as the Ginny that you remember.
However, | fdt that you would be more likdy to accept meif | came to you like this. You could see,
then, that | was not just a hoaxer, but your twin.”

“If changing your form is so easy as you in-dicate,” Gwyn said, measuring each word carefully, trying
to conced the worst of her fear, “then become a child for me now, right here.”

The other shook her head woefully, smiled sadly and said, “You've got the wrong idea about the
powers of a ghost. We aren't shape-changers of such dbility as you think; we can't perform tricks like
that quite so eadlly.”

“You're no ghog.”

“Whet am |, then?’

Indeed, what? Gwyn had no ready answer, but she said, “Y ou're much too subgantid to be a ghost.”

“Oh, I'm quite subgtantid,” the other agreed. “But ghosts dways are. You think of them as being
trangparent, or at least tranducent, made of smoke and such quff; that's what your superdtitions tell you
to bdieve. In redity, when we step into the world of the living, we take on flesh as gpparently red as
yours—though it isnot red and can be abandoned at will, without trace.”

Gwyn shivered uncontrollably.

Thiswas insanity, no doubt, no hope to over-comeit.

She said, “Why—if you're who you pretend to be—did you wait so long to come back?’

The other sghed and said, “Conditions on the other side wouldn't permit me to make the voyage until
quite recently, no matter how much | had yearned for it.”

“Conditions?’

The other said, “Oh, it's a Strange place on the other sde, Gwyn. It is not remotdy like any living
person has ever imaginedit . . . | get so incredibly londy over there—so desperate for companion-ship.
The other sdeisdill, dark and as cold as a winter night, though there are no seasons; it is a-ways cold,
you see. I've wanted to escape it, to come here and see you, speak with you, watch you—but only a few
days ago was the time right.”

“ want you to go away.”

“Why?

“l jugt do.”

“Y ou're being sdfish, Gwyn.”

“I'm afraid,” she admitted.

“| told you not to be.”

“l ill am.”

“But | won't harm you.”

“That's not what | fear.”

“What, then?’ the other asked.

“I'm going mad.”

“You aren't. | exig.”

They stood in Slence for awhile

“Come take my hand,” the gpparition said.

“No.”

Overhead, another tern cried out, like a voice from beyond the val of degth, sharp and mournful.

“Take my hand and wak with me” the specter ingsted, holding out one dim, long-fingered, pae
hand.

“No.”



“Gwyn, you mugt accept me sooner or later, for we need each other. I'm your twin, your only ster .
.. Do you remember, years ago, before the ac-cident, how very close we were?’

“l remember.”

“We can be thet close again.”

“Never.”

“Take my hand.”

Gwyn said nathing.

Shedid not move.

But the specter stepped closer.

“Please, Gwyn.”

“Go away.”

“Sooner or later . . .” the specter said.

Gwyn wondered if she could dodge to the side and run past the dead girl, back toward the steps and
the safety of Barnaby Manor. Thus far, the ghost—or the hdlucination—had not appeared to her when
she was with other people. If she could get back to the manor, then, and remain in company, she would
befire. ..

The dead girl stepped closer.

“Don't touch me”

“I'myour Sgter.”

“You arent.”

“Take my hand—"

Squeding as the dead girl reached to touch her, Gwyn threw hersdf backward, fdl upon the warm
damp sand at the water's edge. She scrabbled about, searching frantically for some weapon, though she
redlized it would probably do her no good at dl. If this were a ghogt, it would not be hurt by stones or
other weapons, and if it were an hdlucinaion, the product of a mind periloudy close to complete
disntegration, it would likewise be impervious to force.

She closed her hands on the damp sand, scoop-ing up bdls of it and, rigng to her fet, threw them
wildly, like achildin a snowbdl battle.

The sand broke into severd smaler lumps, fdling dl around the specter, sriking her white garment.

“Stop it, Gwyn!”

Gwyn bent, scooped up more sand, tossed it, bent again, formed two more bals of sand, threw
them, sucking wildly for breath, sobbing, her heart thudding like a piston.

In a moment, weak, her somach tied in knots, dmost unable to get her breath, Gwyn saw that the
specter was moving away, running back up the beach toward Barnaby Manor. The dead gil moved
quite gracefully, each step etherdly light and quick—as if she were nat redly running, but were gliding
only afraction of an inch above the sand. Her full, white dress flowed out behind her, flapped at her bare
legs, and her hair was a golden banner in her wake.

Runing...?

A ghogt did not run away.

A ghost merdy vanished in the blink of an eye, asif it had never been in the firs place. And even if
this were not a ghogt, but an hdlucination, wouldn't it sill Smply dissolve before her eyes rather than take
flight in such an unmagicd man-ner?

Confused, but sensng something important in this detall, Gwyn started after the departing figure,
sumbling in the loose sand, then running on the hard packed beach closer to the water. Exhausted
dready by the day's activities and by the one-sided sand battle she had just finished, she continued to
lose ground. The specter ran faster, putting more and more beach between them.

“Wait!” she cried.

But the dead girl ran on.

“Wait for mel”



The specter dowed, looked back.

Gwyn waved. “Ginny, wait!”

The specter turned and ran again, faster than before.

She turned a corner of the beach and was out of Sght.

When Gwyn turned the same thrusting corner of the diff, she found that the dead girl, a last, had
vanished. On her right was the rock wal, the sea on her left. Ahead lay three-quarters of a mile of
featureless white beach until one came to the steps below Barnaby Manor. There was nowhere the dead
grl could have hidden; she could not have run that three-quarters of a mile in the minute she was out of
Gwyn'ssght. Yet shewas gone. . .



SEVEN

Somehow, Gwyn found the energy to run the rest of the way back to the stone steps in the diff, tears of
weariness burning in her eyes, her thoughts railing confusedly over one another. Her legs ached with the
exertion, from ankles to thighs and they fdt as if they would crumple up like accor-dion-folded paper.
When she findly reached the steps, she found that she did not have the ability to dimb them, and her
mindess flight from her own fear came to a welcome and inevitable finish.

She sat on the lowermost step, her back to the diff, looking out to sea for a moment, as if she might
Sght an answer to her problems afloat on the bright water. Of course, there were no solutions to be so
eadly discovered. She could not St here and solve her problems, but must get up and go looking for
answers.

She put her ebows on her knees and let her head fdl forward into her hands as if she cupped cool
water in her pams.

She closed her eyes and, for a short while, she did not think about the ghost, about the dead, about
anything. She listened to her furioudy pounding heartbest and tried to dow it down to a more reasonable
rate. When that had been ac-complished, she listened to the wind, the sea, and the few birds that darted
inthe lowering sky.

What was happening?

Madness. . . ?

Had she been londy for so long that, at last, she was conjuring up nonexisent ghodsts to keep her
company? Was she dipping rapidly past the razor's edge of sanity, resurrecting the spirits of long-dead
loved ones to help her stave off this terrible over-whelming feding of isolation with which she had lived,
now, for many months?

That seemed to be the only possible explanation . . . However, why should this sickness come now,
when she was happier than she had been in months? She was no longer so isolated as she had once
been, but was swgly in the bosom of the Bar-naby household. She was wanted, and she was
loved—two things which should have helped her recover fully from that previous bout with mentd illness,
that avful urge to deegp and deep and deep . . . She had her Unde Will, and she had Elaine—and
perhaps she even had Ben Groves to comfort her as well. She no longer needed im-aginary companions,
spirits of the dead to tak with—so why, at thisof dl times, was she hdludinaing them?

Or, weren't these things hdlucinations at dl?

Wasthisared ghost?

Impossible.

She could not permit hersdf to think along such lines, for she knew that surrender to madness lay that
way. After dl, she was no stranger to menta collapse . . . Anything was possible, she knew, any manner
of relapse. Thistime, apparently, her deep, emationd disturbance had manifested itsdlf in a different way:
in ghosts instead of beckoning deep, in agitated hdlucinaions instead of in lethargy . . .

She shuddered.

She opened her eyes, fearfully, but saw only the sea, no ghost of any description.

Birds swooped low over the waves.

If the problem were entirdly psychologica, then, and in no way mysticdl, if these ghodly vi-sons were
merdy products of her own badly disturbed mind and not manifestations of the supernaturd, she should
seek professond help as soon as possible. She could telephone Dr. Recard the firg thing tomorrow
morning, when he would be in his office. She should tdl him what had been happening to her, set up an
gopointment, and go to see him. That would mean packing and driving home again, leaving Barnaby



Manor and the won-derful summer she had expected to have. It would mean postponing the
development of the new relationship between her and UndeWill . . .

And, in the find analyss, it was jugt this which kept her from proceeding as she should have. Now,
more than anything else, her newfound family life was what counted. If she logt that, dlowed it to be
tainted by this new sickness, she knew that she would never have the spirit to fully recover her senses. If
she left Barnaby Manor now, she would be leaving, also, dl hope for a brighter future,

She would stay. She could fight this out on her own ground, and she could win. She knew she could.
Hadn't Dr. Recard told her that, more im-portant than anything else, even more important than what he
could do for her as a professond psychiatrist, was what she tried to do for hersdf?

She would stay.

She would not mention the ghost to anyone—not to Uncle Will, or to Elaine and certain-ly not to Ben
Groves—for she did not want them to pity her; dl that she wanted was to be loved and respected; pity
was the death of love, the in-strument that killed respect. They mustint know how ungtable she was, how
frayed were her nerves. Dr. Recard had told her that one should never be ashamed of having suffered
through a mentd illness and should never hesitate to seek help out of some misplaced embarrassment.
She knew held spoken thetruth. Yet . . . Yet, she could not hep but be ashamed of her lack of control,
her need for medicd help. Her aunt and unde knew about her previous sickness, but she loathed to tel
them about this much more frightening Sege she was now experiencing.

She stood up, as if she carried a leaden weight across her shoulders, and she dusted off the seat of
her shorts.

It seemed to Gwyn that this was a watershed period of her life, a decisve tumning point after which
she would never be the same again. Here, she mud take a stand, and she was gambling her whole future
on the outcome of this confrontation with hersdf. There was not to be any area for com-promise, no
dedling, nothing but a win or lose solu-tion. She would ether prove capable of exorcisng these demons
that had recently come to haunt her, or she would dip dl the way into madness.

She was more frightened than she had ever been in her entire life, and she dso fdt more londy than
ever before.

Theterns cried above. They, too, sounded for-lorn and despairing.

She turned and started up the stepsin the diff.

Twice, she grew dizzy and had to leen againg the stone wal on her right, catching her breath and her
balance.

Often, she looked behind, expecting to see the white-robed girl close on her heds. But the steps
were dways empty.



BOOK TWO

EIGHT

At dinner that evening, in the smallest dining room, Gwyn had considerable difficulty kegping her mind on
the conversation. Her thoughts kept drifting far afidd, indeed, down strange avenues of inquiry as she
gave serious condderation to ghosts, specters, the living dead, the occult in its countless facets . . . She
thought, often, about the nature of madness, hdlucination and even sdf-hypnoss . . . All of these were
decidedly disturbing and unpleasant, though nonetheless pressing subjects; she could not bring hersdf to
ignore them for very long, because she fdt that they mus dl be faced as part of the solution to her
condition. At times, however, she was caught wool-gathering. Having lost track of the table conversation,
she would have to ask her aunt or her unde to repeat a question.

“I'm sorry, Elaine” she said, for the gxth timein less than an hour. “What did you say?’

Her aunt smiled at her indulgently and said, “I asked how you enjoyed your saling today.”

“It was alot of fun,” she said. And it redly had been. But right now, the joy seemed to have paed,
the only truly vivid memory she had of the day was her encounter with—the ghost.

“You didn't meet Jack Younger again, did you?’ her uncle asked, his brows furrowed.

“No,” she said.

“Or any of the other fishermen?’

“No,” she sad.

He blotted hislips on his ngpkin and said, “Gwyn, | don't want to pry a dl . . .” He hegtated, then
sad, “But | do think that something's wrong here.”

“Wrong?’ she asked. She tried to sound bewil-dered, and she amiled tentativey, though not
gen-uindy. She reminded hersdlf of her earlier deci-sion. Thiswas to be only her problem; only she could
Llveit.

“For onething,” her Unde Will said, “you're dearly preoccupied.”

She put down her fork and said, “1'm sorry. | know that 1've been terribly rude, but—"

“Dont worry about that,” he said, waving his hand impatiently, as if to brush awvay her com-ment.
“I'm not interested in the symptoms—just the source of the symptoms. What's the matter, Gwyn?’

“Redly,” she sad, “it's nothing.”

Elane said, “Will, she's probably just tired out after dl day on the water.”

“Thet'sright,” Gwyn said, grasping at the of-fered straw, anxious to avoid any Stuation where sheld
be forced to mention the ghost. “1 can hardly keep my eyes open.”

“You're sure that's dl it iIS?’ he asked. His eyes seemed to bore right through her, to discover the
convenient lie

“Yes” she sad. “Dont worry about me, Unde Will. I'm having a marvelous time, redly. What could
be bothering me?’

“Wdl,” he said rdluctantly, “1 guess there's nothing. But if something were upsetting you, Gwyn, you
would let me know about it right away, wouldn't you?’

“Of course,” shelied.

“l want thisto be a perfect summer for you,” he said.



“It will be”

“Don't hedtate to come to me for anything.”

“I won't, Uncle Will.”

Haine amiled and said, “He's got a bit of the mother hen in him, doesn't he, Gwyn?’

Gwyn amiled and said, “Just a bit.”

Will snorted, picked up hisfork again. He said, “Mother hen, isit? Well, | suppose that's not so bad.
I'm sure I've been caled alot of other things much worse.”

At two o'clock in the morning, unable to deep, Gwyn heard the firg soft, dmog inaudible squeak of
unoiled hinges as her bedroom door was opened. She sat up in bed in time to see the white-robed girl
ganding on the threshold.

“Hdlo, Gwyn.”

Gwyn lay back down without responding.

“Gayn?

“What do you want?’

“Is something the matter?’ the ghost asked.

Gwyn lifted her head once again, for the voice had sounded much closer than before, too close for
comfort. She saw that the dead gil had crossed hdf the open space toward her bed, a srangdy lovey
vison in the thin moonlight.

“Gwyn?

“Y es, something is the matter,” Gwyn said.

“Tel me?’

“You,” Gwyn said.

“l don't understand.”

“Of course you do. You're not redl; you don't exist, can't exist, except as afigment of my imagination.
I'm not going to lie here and tak to you. | can suff you out if | want; you're little more than a dream, a
fancy daydream.”

“No, Gwyn. | do exig.”

Gwyn lay back and closed her eyes. “No.”

“Yes, Gwyn. Oh, yes”

The voice was very close now.

Gwyn rolled over onto her stomach, reached out and hugged the feather pillow, trying to force
her-sdIf to deep. But that was, of course, quite useless.

She fdt the bed sag: the dead girl must have sat down ontheedge of it . . .

The dead girl said, “I told you, on the beach earlier, that | am not transparent, not made of smoke.
When | chose to vist thisredm of theliv-ing, | came cloaked in flesh. To the naked eye, | an asred as
you are.”

Gwyn said nathing.

Suddenly, without warning, a soft, warm hand touched the back of Gwyn's neck, delicatdy,
ten-derly.

Gwyn leaped, rolled onto her back, terror-stricken, looked up & the dead girl. “You can't touch mel
You aren't red, or subgtantid, not at dl. You're a dream, a deduson, an hdlucnation, and you must be
gone when | tdl you to go.”

The dead girl amiled.

“Stop it!” Gwyn said.

“Stop what?’

“Stop being herel”

The dead girl reached out to touch Gwyn's cheek.

“No,” Gwyn said, desperately. She got out of bed on the far side, hurried into the bathroom and
closed the door behind hersdf.

“Gwyn?’ the dead girl cdlled from beyond the door.



Gwyn looked at her face in the mirror. 1t was pale under the tan, and lined with fear and fatigue. Y €,
it did not look like the face of a madwom-an . . .

She splashed water in her face, took along drink, then decided the best thing to do was to return to
bed. Perhaps the night's fantasies were concluded.

In the main room, the dead girl stood by the win-dow, her hands on the gll, leening toward the night.
She was looking intently out to sea, her back to Gwyn, apparently oblivious of the other girl's return.
Ignoring this halucination, trembling vidlently, Gwyn returned to the bed, got beneath the covers and
pulled them up under her chin. She rolled onto her side, her back to the windows, and she tried not to
think about the figure sanding there in fluffy white lace . . .

“l don't want to upset you, Gwyn,” the dead girl said.

Gwyn lay 4ill, waiting.

“| came back because | was londy.”

Please let me deep, Gwyn thought.

“| thought we'd get dong wel together. | thought you'd be glad to be with me again.”

Gwyn put her hands to her ears.

The voice filtered through her fingers “I should have redlized you'd need time to adjust to me. But
you will adjust, Gwyn, and then well have fun—like we used to.”

Gwyn tried to recdll if Dr. Recard had ever said anything about hdlucinations. What was one to do in
agtuation like this? Just play dong with the delusions until one had gone utterly mad?

The dead gifl said, “I ill remember the pain of drowning. It was like a warm, wet blanket | couldnt
getoutof ...

Gwyn shuddered. Unbidden, the memory of the amdl explosion, the swift fire, the craft snking in-to
the sea dl came back to her asvividy asif the nightmare had transpired only yesterday.

“My chest ached s0 badly, Gwyn . . . asif afire had been lighted insde of me, hot and sharp . . .~
She paused, as if, even now, that agony welled up anew, as strong as it had origindly been. “Oh, |
managed to break the surface once or twice, but dl | gasped down was seawater. | couldn't seem to get
abreath of fresh ar, no matter how hard | tried.”

“Mease...” Gwyn sad.

The ghost ignored her plea

“l suppose | panicked. Yes, | know that | did. | was begting & the water, like a fool. Every flal of
my ams drove me father from the surface, but | was too scared to understand that. And | was
screaming, too. Every time | screamed, | got more water inmy lungs. . "

“Stop it,” Gwyn said. But she spoke so softly in-to her pillow that the dead girl could not have heard
her.

“Isnt it srange,” the dead gifl said, “that dl 1 had in my lungs was a bucketful of cool water— while it
fdt like afire raging in there?’

Gwyn detected a change in the voice, more darity; she thought the ghost must have turned from the
window to speak directly at her. She did not turn over and look.

“You can't ever imagine how terrified | was, Gwyn. | knew | was going to die, and | knew there
wasn't anything | could do about it. | could see the surface, because it was lighter than the water under
me, but | just couldn't reach it. It was so cool look-ing, green and nice. ..

Gwyn tried to get her mind off Ginny, off the past. She thought about Ben Groves, the Salt Joy, ther
afternoon together, in hopes that she could destroy this delusion, this ghost.

When the next few minutes had passed in sllence, Gwyn thought perhaps she had succeeded, that the
specter had at last been driven out. However, when she turned to look, she saw that the dead gifl was
danding by the side of the bed, look-ing down at her, a sad expresson in those large, dark, unearthly
eyes. “Don't you beieve me, Gwyn?’

She shook her heed: no.

“Why should | lie to you?’

Gwyn had no answer.

“l am your Sster, Gwyn. Is there any way | can convince you, any way | can bring us together? I'm



50 londy, Gwyn. Don't push me away like this. Don't block me out of your life after I've gone to so much
trouble to come back to you.”

As she watched the specter, Gwyn wondered if she had been reacting to it in the wrong way. By
pretending she didn't seeit, by refusing to ligen to it—wasn't she just running away from it? If the ghost
were a manifetation of her own sck mind, an hdlucingion produced by her own sub-conscious,
wouldn't it be best to face it, to shatter itsilluson of redity? Surely, if it were afigment of her imaginaion,
it would not withstand close scrutiny; to date, she had been running from it; if she confronted it squarely,
shouldnt it erode like a formation of migt?

“Do you remember Earl Teckert?’ the ghost asked. It had waked back to the window and was
daing a the sea.

Gwyn swdlowed hard. “Who?’

“Earl Teckert, from Miami.”

“l don't remember him.”

The specter dill faced the window, her smooth complexion bathed in the milky radiance of the moon.
She said, “You had aterific crush on him, a onetime”

“On Earl Teckert?” Gwyn asked.

The ghost turned from the window, grinning, as if it sensed Gwyn's decision to confront it—and as if
it knew that it would lagt through any such con-frontation. “Yes,” it sad. “You vowed that you would
never give im up to another girl, no matter what.” She chuckled. “And you said you intended to marry
him just as soon as possible—if not sooner. Y ou were redly strung out on him.”

Confused, Gwyn shook her head. “No, you're wrong. | don't know any Earl Teckert, and [—’

“You knew him when you were ten years old,” the specter said, ill smiling.

“Ten?

“Remember?’

“l don't think—"

“Earl was awhole year older than we were, a dark-haired little angd of a boy whose folks kept the
summer house next door to ours, just outside of

Miami, This grest romance of yours developed the year before my—boating accident. You fdl in
lovein June, told me you'd marry himin July, and couldn't stand him by the end of August.”

Gwyn did remember now, though she hadn't thought of Earl Teckert in a good many years.

“You do recdl!” Ginny said.

“Ves”

“We used to build sandcastles on the beach.”

“l remember.”

“Jud the three of us” Ginny said. “And weld both be trying to get his attention. | think, perhaps, |
hed haf as much of a crush on him as you did.”

Gwyn nodded, remembering the pleasant sum-mer afternoons and the warm sand between her samdl
fingers She said, “I kissed him once, square on the mouth.” She laughed as the scene came back to her
inful detail. “I startled him so badly, he was speechless when | let im go. And he refused to play with us
again for nearly a week. Every time he saw us coming, he ran the other way.”

“That's him, sure enough!” Ginny said. She shook her head, her bright ydlow har a moonlit wresth
that shimmered about her face, and she said, “He was terribly bashful.”

Gwyn began to reply—then stopped suddenly, fear flooding back into her like a wave of brackish
water. If this ghogt were the product of her own sick mind, an hdlucination, a ddusion, then how could it
tak about things which she, hersdf, had forgotten? Shouldn't the apparition's conversation be drictly
limited to those things which Gwyn could remember?

“Is something the matter, Gwyn?’

Shelicked her lips, swalowed hard. Her mouth was dry, and she fdt asif she had a fever.

“Gwyn?

It was possible, Gwyn supposed, that the ha-lucination, the ghost, could tap her subcon-scious mind
for the old memories. Though she might have forgotten Earl Teckert, conscioudy, the old memories ill



lay in her subconscious mind, waiting to be re-discovered. The brain, after dl, stored every experience; it
never forgot any-thing. All one had to do was dig deep enough, find the right keys to the old doors, and
even the modt trivid experiences were to be found, far out of Sght in the mind but not completely log.
Yes. Tha was it, mugt be it. The ghost, her dter-ego, the second hdf of her splitting persondity, was
able to tap her subconscious, to dredge up these bits and pieces of the past which she seemed, her-sdif,
to have forgotten.

“Gwyn?’

“What?’

“Something's the matter,” the ghost said.

She turned away fromit.

“Gayn?

“It's nothing.”

“Tdl me”

“Redly, I'm fine”

“Gwyn, | am your sster. You used to share things with me; we used to have no secrets.”.

Gwyn said nathing.

“| came from the other side, through dl that long darkness, to be with you again. You musin't reject
me you mud share with me, accept me”

Gwyn had begun to cry. The tears welled up in her eyes, hung in the corners until they became too
heavy to day there any longer, burst out through her tightly closed lashes and ran down her cheeks,
warm and swift and sdty, catching in the down-turned corners of her mouth, then trickling on down her
chin. She wanted to stop crying, fet that it was desperately important for her to stop arying and get
hersdf together again—but she smply could not. She saw now that dispdling the hdlucination was going
to be far more difficult, afar longer battle than she had at firg anticipated. And perhaps she would never
be able to get rid of the ddusion, to cure hersdf, regain normdity . . . When she ignored the specter, it
dill did not vanish as it should have; though it stopped spesking to her, it remained quite close at hand,
hovering, waiting, ligening, watching . . . And when she boldly confronted it, unafraid or trying to be
unafraid, the thing dso remained, undeterred, ganing control of the conversation. Indeed, when she
confronted it, the specter proved itsdf much more substantid than she wanted to believeit was. . .

What would happen if she did not improve, if she couldn't be rid of these ddusions?

Mugt she go to Dr. Recard again? And if that was necessary, would even he be able to help her over
30 serious an illness? Could anyone help her regain her sanity once she was fredy taking to dead people,
seaing ghodts, feding their hands on her neck .. . ?

She bit her lower lip and tried to tdl hersdf that the Stuaion, no matter how dangerous, was not as
blesk as it seemed to be. She was going to pull through this, just as she had pulled through her previous
trouble. Once, Dr. Recard had said that the only hopeesdy ill mentd patients were those who refused to
admit there was anything wrong with them. He said that if you could recognize your sickness, knew you
were in trouble, you would a-most surdy pull out of it. She had to believe that he was right. The future
was not logt, nor was dl hope abandoned. Sheld fight through it. Over and over, she reassured hersdf,
told hersdf she'd win out, but she only believed haf of what she said.

In afew minutes, the tears stopped flowing, dried on her face, leaving a crinkled, sticky feding after
them. She wiped a her face with a corner of the sheet, but didnt fed paticularly refreshed. She
supposed she should go into the bathroom and wash her face—though she dreaded meeting the ghost
agan . . . Then, redizing that she was shrinking from her condition, that she was retreat-ing from
recognition of her illness, she pushed the covers up and got out of bed.

The room was empty.

She went to the hal door and looked out.

The ghost was nowhere in Sght.

“Ginny?’ she whispered.

She received no answer, except a dight, dmost inaudible echo of her own word.

She closed the door, amiling. Perhaps she was dready better. If she could admit the ghost was a



deluson, how could the ddusion persst?

She went and washed her face.

In bed again, bone weary from the day's strenuous saling and from her contacts with the spirit, she
soon fdl adeep. Her deep was troubled, filled with dark, gtirring figures that she could not reedily identify
but which seemed to threaten her. She turned, murmuring, whimpering, scratching at the sheets until long
past dawn.



NINE

Thefallowing morning, after breakfast in his room, as was his usud routine, Will Barnaby enter-tained a
vigtor in the library on the firg floor, a somewhat portly gentleman with long sdeburns, a mustache and
thinning hair, dl of which he kept in trim. The vigtor, Edgar Aimes, was as wel dressed as his hogt: an
expengvdy talored summer suit in a lightweaght, coffee colored Itdian knit fabric, black lesther
hand-tooled Itdian shoes, a light brown shirt and a handwoven tie. But the Smilarity between Barnaby
and Aimes did not end with their clothes. Aimes was as quick and as ob-servant as his hogt, with dark
eyes that seemed a-ways watchful, in search of an advantage, an edge, something that might prove useful
in bargaining. And when Aimes spoke, his voice was dmog as self-possessed and authoritative as
Barnaby's voice. Almogt. Clearly, both men were accustomed to having money and to dedling for large
stakes.

Barnaby took a chair behind his desk, leaned back, motioned Aimes to st down in the easy chair by
the bookcases.

“What's the word from Langley?’ Barnaby asked, watching Aimes very closdly, asif he dis-trusted
him.

Aimes sat with along sgh. He said, “Well, he's il asking too much for the property.”

“How much?’

“Forty-two thousand dallars”

“That sounds—" Barnaby began.

“Unreasonable,” Aimes finished.

Barnaby tapped hisfingers on the blotter of the desk. “You think that's too much?’

“l know itis”

“What should he come down to?’

“For Jenkins Niche?" Aimes asked, giving him-sdf time to think, to figure. His own profit, as the red
edtate agent for Barnaby's growing property acquisitions, was dependent upon the purchase price. He
didn't want to drive it so low that he hurt himsdlf; yet, he didnt want Barnaby to pay an inordinately high
price. After dl, he wanted to remain as Barnaby's agent, a rather lucrative posi-tion, consdering how
fast Barnaby had been buy-ing up seafront land.

“For Jenkins Niche, of course” Barnaby said.

“Thirty-five thousand,” Aimes said.

“So he's asking seven too much.”

Aimes waited, not wanting to commit himsdf further.

“Is he adamant?’

Aimes said, “He pretends to be.”

“What's that supposed to mean?’ There was a sharp edge in William Barnaby's voice that was not
logt on the red estate agent.

“It means that he can't redly intend to tick at thet figure. He knows, as wdl as | do, what the Niche
is worth. He's being stubborn, hoping well take it for, say thirty-seven or thirty-eight thou-sand. It's
worth histime to hold out on us, for a couple of thousand extra.”

Barnaby was slent for atime, toying with a gl-ver letter opener, usng the sharp point of it to dice up
the pressed paper blotter on his desk top. His face was absolutdy expressonless, hard and
sony—though the dight flush in his face gave evidence of the bardy restrained fury which boiled just
below the surface.

Aimes waited, deaning his fingermails with the tiny point of a pocket knife, not watching Barnaby,



goparently bored. After so many years in a hectic business, Aimes knew how to wait in Slence when a
gtuation caled for patience.
“How long might Langley play around with us?’ Barnaby asked at last, drawing Aimes attention from
hisfingernalls
“It's difficult to say. He hasn't anything to lose by gringing us dong. He knows how badly you want
the Niche, to add it to your other land. He probably figures that youll break down before he will.”
Inatight, hard voice, Barnaby said, “I didn't ask you for a longwinded reply. | asked for a figure, a
date. How long will he play around with us?’
“Perhgps two or three more weeks,” Aimes said. “ Another month.”
“That's too long.”
“In amonth, I'll ram him down to thirty-five thousand. Isn't it worth the wait to save seven thou-sand
dollars?’
“No.”
“You're tdling me to take his price?’
“Yes” Barnaby said.
“Thet's sensdess”
“l don't care”
“Will, you're letting your emations get in the way of good, sound business sense”
Barnaby frowned. “That's your opinion.”
“No, that's the truth.”
“How 0?7’
“It's those fishermen, isnt it?” Aimes asked, no longer interested in his nails, waiching Barnaby.
“I'l break them,” Barnaby said.
“Eventudly,” Aimes admitted. “But why the rush?’
“l don't want to have to wait to bresk them,” Barnaby said. “I don't want to have to wait.” He had
picked up his |etter opener again, was dadhing a the blotter once more.
Aimes said, “Will, 1 know that a lot of ugliness has passed between you and these men. | can
un-derstand that you want to—well, put them in ther place. But—"
“Please, no lectures” Barnaby said.
“| hate to see a man waste money.”
“It won't be wasted.”
“Revenge is worth seven thousand dollars?” Aimes asked, putting away his penknife.
“Tomeitis”
Aimes Sghed. To him, revenge wasn't worth anything. He said so.
Barnaby ignored him. He said, “How soon can the deal be concluded if we meet Langley's price?”
“It's againg my better judgment to let you do this—"
“Forget that.”
“Okay, then,” Aimes said. “I've dready run atitle search on the land, and I've got dl the other papers
ready. At mogt, a couple of days and the Niche isyours”
“Hine”
Aimes started to get up.
“Wait, Edgar.”
He sat down, patient again.
Barnaby said, “ These fishermen mugt have a lease with Langley, for the use of the Niche . . .”
“I've checked that.”
“And?’
“It's pretty one-sided. Ther€'s a dozen different clauses for the landlord's usg, if he wants to break the
lease”
“And that contract is transferable with the land?’
“Of course”
Barnaby smiled. “Then they'll be out on ther earsin a week, maybe less”



“Theréll be more trouble,” Aimes warned.

“l don't care.”

“Wel, | don't know about that,” Aimes said, fidgeting a bit in his chair, wiping a his thinning hair with
the pdm of a sun-browned hand. “Those fishermen are a rough bunch, Will. They can get nasty when
they fed they haveto.”

“Not to worry,” Barnaby said grimly, hislips tight, his whole face set in an attitude of commit-ment. “I
can be nedtier.”

Aimes was not sdtisfied. “Will, one of the worst things that you can do, that any businessman can do,
isto let your emations get the best of your reasoned judgment. I've seen men get obsessed with revenge
before, and I've seen them be ruined by it. Without exception.”

“I'm not obsessed.”

“Perhagps not.”

“And | will win.”

“You may.”

“In any case, you're just the hired help, Edgar. None of thisis redly your concern.”

Aimes caught the wamning in Barnaby's tone, and he was forced to agree. “Yes. You're ab-solutely
right about thet.”

Barnaby rose from his seat, dropped the |etter opener again. He said, “I'll expect to hear from you as
soon as Bob Langley accepts our offer.”

“Youll get acdl,” Aimessaid.

“Good luck, then.”

“When you're overpaying by seven thousand, and the sdler knows it, you don't need any luck,”
Aimessad. “It's dready sewed up, right in your back pocket.”

“It had better be.”

“Il be back to you on this sometime today.”

Alone, then, William Barnaby poured himsdf a amdl brandy in a large fishbowl snifter, and he sat
down in the easy char which Aimes had just vacated. He reached up and turned off the lamp” bedside
the chair and, in the darkness that the heavy draperies preserved, the bittersweet brandy on his tongue,
he thought about the inevitable triumph which was soon to fdl into hishands.. . .

A good businessman, he thought, had to be tough, the tougher the better. Though Edgar Aimes
thought differently, Barnaby knew that it did not hurt a busnessman to harbor a grudge. A grudge
sharpened his senses, made him more dert, gave him a deeper mativation than mere profit. If there was a
persond triumph attached to a par-ticular business success, then a man worked dl the harder to achieve
hisam. Edgar was wrong, then, quite wrong. Perhaps that was why held not done more with his red
estate agency than he had, why he wasn't the millionaire he should have been. Revenge was an excdlent
tool to spur one on toward the accomplishment of more mundane af-fairs.

He took another sp of brandy, put the big glass down on the table beside the chair.

And, he thought, hadn't the fishermen asked for this, every lagt bit of this? Of course they had! By
trying to force International Seafood Products down the throats of everyonein Calder, they'd proved that
they had no one's interests a heart but their own. When one proved, by his actions, that he had no care
for his neighbors, he invited retribu-tion.

He supposed that Edgar's warning about possi-ble trouble from the fishermen was wdl meant, and
vauable. After dl, the fishermen were arough tumble lot, and they might easlly be capable of violence.
He would have to be careful, and he would have to look out for his own. But in the end, he knew,
everything would be resolved in his favor. He truly was, when dl was said and done, tougher than any of
them.



TEN

Unaware of her und€'s business conference with Edgar Aimes, Gwyn Kdler sat in the smdl, informd
dining room, aone, picking a a platter that Grace had piled high with buttermilk pancakes. The genuine
blueberry syrup had begun to conged around the edges of the cakes like purpling blood as she let the
food grow cold. Her glass of orange juice had only been hdf drunk; the chips of ice in it were melted,
and it was now too warm to drink.

Her fruit cup had hardly been touched, the frost on its sides having did off into a dushy puddle at the
base of the crystd pedesta, Saning the white tablecloth. She had finished two cups of black cof-feg,
though she had not redly wanted even that much.

When Grace came to see if she wanted anything more, the older woman was surprised to find so
much food untouched.

“Was something wrong with the pancakes?’ she asked, rubbing her soft hands together.

“Oh, no,” Gwyn said.

“You won't hurt my fedings if you tdl me the truth,” Grace sad, looking anxioudy at the cold
griddlecakes.

“Redly, they werefing” Gwyn said.

“l could whip up another batch, if you—"

“Dont worry, Grace,” Gwyn said. “The trou-ble's with me, not with your cooking.”

“Would you prefer eggs? | can fix you some-thing dse”

“I'm not redly hungry,” Gwyn said.

The older woman studied her carefully for a mo-ment, then said, “You aren't looking too wdl this
morning, dear. Your eyes are dl puffy, and you look pale under that tan.” She stepped closer and laid a
pam againg Gwyn's forehead, searching for a fever.

“I'mnot sck a dl,” Gwyn sad.

“We could have the doctor herein hdf an hour.”

Gwyn amiled and shook her head, cutting the other woman off. She said, “I was so exhausted from
yesterday's saling, that | couldn't redlly deep well, if that makes sense. And after tossng and turning dl
night, 1've pretty much ruined my ap-petite. | fed gritty and atogether unpleasant, but | haven't any virus”

“Jud the same,” Grace sad, “you take a couple of aspirins and lie down a while. It never hurts to
take aspirins, if you might be catching a bug of some sort.”

“Il do that,” Gwyn assured her. “Maybe later today. Right now, | fed like | want to be up and
around.”

“You're sure about breskfast?’ Grace asked.

“Pogtive”

“You take care”

“I will.”

“You gtart to fed ill, you tdl someone right away.”

“l promise, Grace.”

When the cook had gone away, taking the plat-ter of uneaten pancakes with her, leaving Gwyn done
with the other odds and ends of the med and with the curioudy depressng sunlight which spilled through
the window opposite her, she fdt as if the exchange between them had been absolutely fase—naot only
on her part, but on Grace's part as wel. Gwyn had conceded the red reason for her own loss of
appetite—the “ghog,” her fear of total mentd collapse and eventud inditutiondization—while Grace had
hidden something equaly important. What . . . ? Gwyn fdt that there was something digtinctly fase about



the older wom-an's professed, motherly concern for Gwyn, though she could not exactly put her finger
on it. Grace's entire role as a cook, dderly housekeeper, was quite phoney, one hundred percent
pretended. Gwyn was sure of that. It was dmogt asif Grace were being paid to act the part of a cook in
some grandiose red-life play, with the Manor as a com-plex stage. This was the same tint of unredlity, of
unexposed illuson, which she had dso seen about Fritz, when she had firs come here—a mad-deningly
ungpecifidblefasty . . .

Or was this suspicion only another facet of her own severe mentd ingability? Was she beginning to
See drange conspiracies al around her, hidden faces behind incredibly red masks, plotters lurking in
every dark doorway? In short, was she growing paranoid, in addition to dl of her other problems?

If s0, she was finished.

Abruptly, she stood up, letting her ngpkin fal to the floor, not naticing it, and she I&ft the house for a
grall around the grounds.

The day was dill and warm, the sky high and d-most cloudless, incredibly blue and dotted with
swiftly darting specks that were birds.

Thelawn around Barnaby Manor was so cool, neat and green that Gwyn was persuaded to take off
her tennis shoes so that she could fed the dightly dewy grass between her bare toes. She walked,
unthinkingly, dong the same trail she had firs covered with Ben Groves, examining the white statuary, the
geometricdly aranged flowers, the caefully sculptured shrubbery, her eyes soothed by the
complimentary lines that flowed from one object to another.

By the woods, where she sat on the white stone bench, the purple shadows of the forest soothed her,
cool and soft, cutting the glare of the morning sun, shdltering and safe.

Yet, intime, she redized that she had not come outside to see or enjoy any of these things—not the
lawn, the shrubs, the statuary, the flowers, not the white bench or the shadows of the trees. Instead, she
hed come out with only one intention, un-conscious & firg but now quite evident: she wanted to go down
tothebeach . . .

The beach and the sea seemed to be the focus for everything that was happening to her. Ginny had
died a sea, in the boating accident that had amogt damed Gwyn's life, as wel. Now, at this house by
the sea, the ghost had appeared to her . . . And it had made its most bold approach on the beach, by the
aurge of the waves. Somehow, Gwyn fdlt, if she were to find an answer to her sickness, she would find it
inor by the sea.

She went down the stone steps to the beach, being careful not to trip and fdl, running one hand lightly
aong the rugged wall.

Sill carrying her shoes, her feet diding pleasantly through the warm, dry sand, she started southward,
unintentionaly moving toward the curve in the beach where, only the day be-fore—running northward
with her close behind —the ghost had disappeared. Occasonaly, she looked out to sea, not redly seeing
anything but the color of the railing water, and sometimes she looked up a the terns which were busy
dready. Most of the time, however, she kept her eyes on her feet, on the shifting sand which made way
for her, leting the lift and fdl of her own feet hypnotize her.

She had never fdt so tired in her life, S0 deepy, asif she had been awake for days. . .

She had lied to Grace about not having dept the night before. She had dept, though she'd awakened
from countless nightmares, each worse than the one before it, dl of which centered around a chase in
which she was pursued by a facdess thing . . . The 9ze, shape, texture, and substance of the pur-suer
aways changed, from nightmare to night-mare, though one thing remained condtant: its hands. Always, in
the dreams, long-fingered, black hands, with nalls as sharp as razors, reached out for her, ratling at the
back of her neck . . .

All that considered, she had ill dept—so why was she so terribly deepy now?

The sound of the boat engine came to her over the rhythmic crash of the waves, though she did not
identify it until it was nearly to shore. Then, looking up, surprised, she saw Jack Y ounger beach hisfishing
launch not a dozen stepsiin front of her.

For the briefest of moments, when she recognized his sun-whitened hair and his lean, brown good
looks, she smiled and waved at him, d-most cdled out his name. Then, suddenly, she recaled what he



hed said about her Uncle Will, the accusations he had made two days ago, and her amile gave way to a
grim, tight-lipped frown as she redized that, now, she would have to confront him with his pack of lies
The very lagt thing she would have thought she needed, this of dl days, was an argument with Jack
Y ounger (the younger). However, strangely enough, the pros-pect of it lightened her spirit considerably,
put a much hedthier glow on her cheeks, and jerked her out of the cregping maase that had possessed
her ever snce she'd gotten out of bed a few disproportionately long hours ago. At leadt, in the heat of the
argument, she ought to be able to put aside dl thoughts of the ghost, momentarily forget her worries
about her own menta condition. And that was, of course, to be desired.

He approached her, gpparently unable to see that she was going to give him a piece of mind, grinning,
his teeth bright, his freckles like the specks on a brown hen's egg. Affecting a mask of mock
admonishment, he said, “Y ou shouldn't be here, on the beach, you know.”

“Shouldn't 17" she asked, in a perfectly neutrd tone of voice, deciding to make him initiate whatever
verbd battle there was to be. She was quite sure that there would be one.

“Yes” he said, amiling again, pushing his white hair back from his forehead. “You shouldnt be here
on the beach. As| understand it, mermaids are supposed to keep in the water.”

Ordinarily, his compliment would have pleased her, though she would not have let on that it did.
Now, however, it only served to give her anger a sharper edge, for she interpreted it as nothing more
than a smooth line to soften her up, a fadse compli-ment to keep her from asking hm why held told her a
lot of awful lies about William Barnaby. She fdt asif he were atempting to use her, mold her reactions,
and she did not like that.

“You aren't amiling,” he observed.

“Should | be?’

“Yes”

“Oh? Why?’

“For one thing,” he said, “I'm the funniest man in the entire fishing fleet.”

“And for another?’

“Mermaids should avoid getting frown lines”

Shedill did not smile

“Headache?’ he asked.

“No.”

“A bad breakfast?’

She said nothing, but watched him.

“Have | done something?’ he asked. And then, asif remembering, just then, he said, “Are you angry
about what | said, day before yesterday?’

“Of course, | am,” she sad.

“l didn't mean to make you angry with me,

Gwyn,” he said. “1 was only tdling you the truth as | -

She interrupted him with a forced laugh, trying to sound asiif she were mocking him. She was pleased
to see imwince a the harsh sound of her voice.

“Now theroles are reversed,” he said, no longer amiling. “Y ou see something funny, and | do not.”

“It's quite funny,” Gwyn said, “to hear you tak-ing about ‘truth,” snce you have so much trouble
recognizing it yoursdf.”

“Oh?

“Even now you're not being truthful,” she said.

“How s0?7’

“Y ou're pretending you don't understand what | mean, while you understand perfectly wel. You told
me along gring of lies about my uncle, sent me off thinking | was staying with a genuine human mongter.
But you neglected to add afew de-tails that would have painted a very different pic-ture.”

“What detalls?’

“Oh, come on—"

He stepped closer, shaking his head. “No, redly. | want to know wheat details you think | left out.”



She folded her arms across her chest, dill hold-ing her tennis shoes in one hand. “Okay. You asked
forit.”

“l sure did. Tdl me”

For days now, it seemed asif the world were sriking out at her, gtriking out blindly and mdevolently,
bringing her pain and worry. It was nice to strike back for once, even in this limited fashion. She sad,
“For one thing, you told me that Uncle Will, when he firg bought the place, refused to rent the facilities a
Lamplight Cove.”

“He did refusel”

“Outright?”

“Yes” Younger sad.

“That's not theway | hear it.”

Y ounger said, “Barnaby wouldn't listen to reason, wouldn' give us a chance to—"

“Dont continue to lieto me, please,” she said, in an even voice. “I know that my uncle would have let
you rent Lamplight Cove if you had been willing to meet certain conditions which were al-together
reasonable.”

“He asked you to stop palluting the waters of the cove; if you had agreed, you could have rented the
buildings there. He asked you to cease dumping dudge ail from your boats into the cove waters, but you
somehow couldn't agree about that. You re-painted your boats there, and you let old paint, tur-pentine,
solvents and other garbage run right out into the cove, where the fish and plant life were being killed.”

“Thisisdl alie”

“You're quite bullheaded, aren't you?" Gwyn asked.

He said, “I assure you, Gwyn, that your unde did not make any conditions. He merdly bought the
cove out from under us and told us to get pack-ing. He offered no reasons for the eviction, and he
provided no dternatives of any sort.” He Sghed, bent down and sfted sand between his fingers, looking
up a her. “Besides, we pogtivdy were not palluting the water around Lamplight Cove—or anywhere
ese, for that matter. A responsible fisherman—and mogt dl of them are respon-sible—would never
dump dudge all overboard, be-cause he knows the sea is his livelihood, his entire means of support.
Sudge all is pumped into barrds and sold, periodicdly, to a redaming plant near Boston. And though
we had a dry dock a Lamplight Cove, it was extremey wdl policed by everyone who used it; no
contaminants could have gotten into the sea from there, not even by acci-dent.”

“Areyou saying Unde Will lied to me?’ she asked, looking down a him, fuming.

“He's been known to lie” he said. “L ook, why don't you let me take you to Lamplight Cove? Youd
see how dean it is By no stretch of the imagination could you say—"

“I'm sure it's clean, now,” she said. “After dl, you people have been gone from there for ayear.”

“It was clean before,” he ingsted. “Your unde lied to you.”

“l suppose he dso lied about International Sea-food Products?’

He fielded that one eadly. “He probably did. What did he tdl you about 1SP?

In brief, clipped sentences, no longer able to conced the depth of her anger, Gwyn told him ex-actly
what her Unde Will said about the proposed seafood processing plant, how it would damage the
ecology, foul the ar, and ruin the land vaues dl around Calder.

“Lies” Younger sad.

“What is true, then?’

He said, “Oh, there are seafood processing plants just like the one that he described for you, have no
doubt. They're messy; they dump rotting fish into the sea just as he said they do; and the odor of decay
dingslike glue to the land for two or three milesin every direction.”

Confused, she said, “Widll, | thought you said he was lying.”

“Heis, Gwyn. | would be againg the congtruc-tion of a plant like that. After dl, Cader is my home,
the seamy liveihood and my love. But the I SP plant wouldn't be anything like that. It's a super-modern,
one hundred percent mechanized place. They pack the flesh, but they don't then discard the scales, guts
and bones, as many plants do. Much of that, dong with the mest that can't be cut into filets, is pulverized



to make a high-pro-tein flour subgtitute. That's used in the making of other foods, and much of it's
exported to poverty dricken countries overseas. What guts and bones can't be used for that are
pulverized for fertilizer. The ISP plants don't throw out anything, and they produce no unfiltered wastes
that are dumped into the sea. Furthermore, they've more than met dl the federd government regulaions
onar emissons, and ther new plants don't give off any odor & al. They have a plant like the one they
want to build here up in Maine. I've seen it. It's dlean as a church.”

She turned away from him. Trying to digest dl that he had told her, she looked far out to sea,
quinting againg the fierce glare of sunlight that shimmered on the water.

For atime, they were both slent.

And dill.

But, eventudly, when he fdt that he had given her suffident time to think, he got impatiently to his
feet, anxious to hear her reaction. He said, “Do you believe me, Gwyn?’

“No.”

Inwardly, however, she was not quite so certain what she should bdieve and what she shouldnt;
circumstances were no longer clear cut, but shadowed and vague. She supposed there was a least a
modicum of truth to what Y ounger had said about Internationa Seafood Products, though she was sure
that the plant could not be so dean as he said it was. After dl, her Unde Will had said that it would be
filthy, and so far as she could see, he had no reason to make up elaborate lies for her. On the other hand,
whet reason did Y ounger have for lying to her?

He said, “Your underedly islying to you, Gwyn, as hard as that may be to accept. | can't say why
he's lying, but he mogt certainly is. His behavior is usudly difficult to fathom.”

Gwyn turned to face him again, her eyes so daz-zled by the sunlight on the sea that he appeared
cloaked in shadows and spots of moving light. She said, “I suppose youll tdl me that you never made
threats againg Uncle Will, either.”

“Me, persondly?’ he asked.

“Dont play word gameswith me” she said, angrily.

“I'm not.”

“You know perfectly wedl what | mean,” she said. “Did the fishermen, in generd, make threats againgt
him?’

He said, “There's none of us who like your uncle, of course, but there's dso none of us who would
hurt him—or even threaten to hurt him. That isnt our way.” He paused, saw that she was 4ill not
prepared to bdieve him, and he said, “Onething | do understand about William Barnaby.”

She waited.

He sad, “I understand hisfanaticd belief in classam, though it seems foolish to me”

“What do you meaen?’

“Hes avery refined bigot,” Younger said.

“That's absurd!”

“Oh,” Younger said, “he's not an out-and-out ra-cid bigot, because that's not fashionable any longer,
not even in the least wel educated socid dtrata. I'm sure he wouldn't conscioudy dis-criminate againg a
black man or a Spanish-American merdly because of race. In fact, heéd mog likdy go out of his way to
show racia minori-ties goecia courtesy. No, your unclés bigotry is based on far different standards,
though it's none-theless petty for that.”

“Wheat other standards?’

“Socid rank and postion,” Younger said. “I suppose thiskind of snobbish bigotry isn't uncom-monin
wedthy familieswith along socid history and genuine blue-blood ancestry. Y et, he seems like a fodl for
dinging to it. Gwyn, your uncle seems to hate dl fishermen, automaticaly, without even knowing us,
smply because we aren't of his own socid leve. He pushed us out of Lamplight Cove because he didn't
want to have to associate with us, even in the role of our landlord. He was terrified that his hoity-toity
society friends would think of him as a patron to the likes of us, as a ren-ter of old docks and flenang
sheds. And when we had the gdl to stand up and argue with him, he hated us twice as much as before; in
hismind, you see, we should always remain slent and assent to whatever he does to us, merdy because



we are—by his scale, and no other—his socid inferiors, a pack of dirty |aborers.”

“Unde Will isnt like thet,” she said.

“Then you don't know him at dl.”

She said, “He used to be like that, | admit. But he's gotten over that, outgrown it. He's changed.”

“Has he, now?’

“Yes' she said. “And I'm proof thet he has”

Y ounger looked perplexed. He said, “Y ou're proof? How?’

“That's a private, family story,” she said. She thought about her dead father and how mindiedy,
unreasonably, the Barnaby family had hated him, how they had rejected him for being born into a family
of less socid dtature than theirs. “But | can assure you that Unde Will redized his own shortcoming dong
these lines, and that he's changed.”

“l doubt he has”

“You'reimpossble” she sad.

“No more than you are,” he said.

She sat down on the sand and began to dip on her tennis shoes, fiddled with her laces, managed to
gring them tight and tie two nest bows even though her hands were shaking.

While she was thus engaged, Y ounger walked closer to the water's edge, turning his back on her,
and began to scoop handfuls of sand up, bdling the wet earth and throwing it out to sea. He worked fast,
scooping and pitching, scooping and pitching, as if trying to drain himsdf of his anger. His broad back
and brown muscular arms worked in a hedthy, flowing rhythm that was not unpleasant to watch.

Shoes tied, Gwyn got to her feet, brushed sand from her clothes, and turned away from him,
head-ing back toward Barnaby Manor.

“Gwyn?’

She turned.

He was facing her now, his hands hung a his sdes and covered with wet sand, perspiration strung
across his forehead in a band of transparent beads.

“y e

He said, “I wanted to be friends”

“Sodid|1,” she sad. “But you never gaveit a chance”

“It wasn't dl me” he said.

She did not reply.

He said, “Don't go yet.”

“l have to.”

“Let'stdk awhile longer.”

“Weve nothing to talk about.”

“Why don't we get together tomorrow for—"

“That won't be possible”

“But—"

“I've been told that 1'd be wise to avoid you,” she said. “And now | see that was good advice”

She started walking away again.

“Gwyn, wat!”

She continued waking.

“Who told you to stay away from me—that uncle of yours, that sweet and unpregjudiced paragon of a
man?’ he shouted after her, his voice ringing from the diffs flat againg the ralling sea.

She ignored him.

“I'm right about him, you know!” he shouted.

She did not respond, but walked a little fagter. As the tone of his voice grew uglier, and as he put
more volume to it, she grew more afraid that he would follow her.

He shouted something else.

With reief, she found that she had put so much distance between them that his words were
in-digtinct.



Ffteen minutes later, moving through shim-mering curtains of heat waves as the mid-day sun beat
down mercilesdy on the brilliant white sand, Gwyn reached the steps that wound up the diffsde toward
Banaby Manor like a stone snake. As she stepped to that cool, shadowed sheft of risers, she
discovered that the dead girl—pde, quiet, soft and wraithlike, but nonethel ess redl—was waiting for her.
The dead girl looked up, her blue eyes bright as gems, smiled gently, pushed aydlow, lock of har out of
her face with a long-fingered hand as white and as unearthly as anything Gwyn had ever seen.

“Hdlo, Gwyn,” the girl said.

The specter sat on the third step from the bot-tom, her bare feet on the firg step, dill dressed in a
fresh, white gown of many layers. Her hands were again folded on her Igp like trained animds return-ing
to their proper place, and she looked as if she had been here along time, kesping her eerie vigil.

Gwyn's mind had been fully occupied with the possible ramifications of her conversation with Jack
Younger. Confused by everything that he had told her about the ISP plant and about her uncle, not
wanting to believe im at dl but nevertheless bdieving him at least atiny bit, she had not had time to think
of the ghost in more than an hour. Now, coming across the dead girl, her fears flushed back to her ina
rush, like the crashing wall of water from a broken dam. Again, she fdt a thou-sand years old, brittle and
ready to crack apart.

“You don't look well,” the ghost said.

Gwyn said, “I'd like to use the stairs. Would you please move out of the way?’

Her voice came out shdlow, nearly inaudible, and it betrayed the intense fear which she was trying
desperatdy to control.

The specter didnt move.

Gwyn started forward, caught hersdf before it was too late, stopped. She redized that she was not
now capable of touching the dead girl as she had before. She was not up to discovering, as she had
discovered that other time, that the ghost would fed as solid as she felt, as red as any living person.

“Please” she said.

“l want to talk to you.”

Gwyn waited.

The dead girl drew her feet up to the second step, propping her ebows on her knees and leaning
forward so that her chin was cupped in the pams of her hands. She said, “I saw you taking with Jack
Y ounger awhile ago.”

“And?’

“Do you like hm?’

Gwyn was unable to respond, her throat con-stricted, her tongue dinging to the roof of her mouth.

“Heé's quite handsome,” the dead girl said.

“Why don't you chase after him, then?” Gwyn asked.

The specter laughed. “I'm beyond that sort of thing now. | have only one love, the one that brought
me back to thisworld of theliving. | love you, Gwyn, my sister, no one ese”

Gwyn turned away from her.

“Dont go away,” the dead girl said, rigng to her feet and reaching out toward Gwyn.

Senang this approach without seeing it, Gwyn walked quickly across the beach, to the edge of the
sea. Without removing her shoes, she let the cool water break across her fedt, let it dir frothily around
her dender ankles.

The specter appeared beside her.

The white dress swished back and forth in the sea breeze, while the golden har streamed behind her
like alighted torch, just as Gwyn's own har did.

“l love the seq,” the ghogt said.

Gwyn nodded but said nothing, watched the in-coming waves, hoping that their hypnotic flow would
lift her up and away from dl this, settle her down in some quiet place, done.

“Even though it killed me, | love the sea,” the ghost said. “It has such power, such beautiful power.”

Far out, a luxury liner ran southward, full of holiday passengers intent on a four-week cruise to and



through the Caribbean. Gwyn wished that she were with them, instead of here. And she wished, too, that
Jack 'Y ounger would show up now. If he saw the dead gifl too, then . . . But that was sheer nonsense, for
the dead girl did not redlly exig.

“l don't think you're ever going to accept me” the specter said, asif reading Gwyn's thoughts.

“That's right.”

“We could have so much fun together, if you would redly lisen to me, if you'd stop thinking that I'm
nothing more than an illuson. But | sup-pose that, in the world of the living, a ghogt isjust much too much
to be believed. When | was dive, | doubt 1'd have believed in one. I've made a serious mistake coming
back, and | see that now. | redly do. I'm an anachronism. You think that you're seeing things, and that
maybe you're even going crazy. | didnt mean to bring you unhappiness, Gwyn, just the opposite. |
wanted so badly to be with you once more, to be close to you. Twins are dways closer than regular
brothers and sders; it was easier for me to come back, because my ties were closer to you than mogt
tiesthe dead have with theliving . . . | wanted to see you again and share dl the things we once shared,
to have the fun together that we used to have when we were young . . . As the dead gl spoke,
incredibly, her voice cracked and grew amdl, asif she were on the verge of tears.

This gartling evidence of fedings, of emotions in the specter, was more than Gwyn could stand,
crazier and more frightening than amost anything ese that the vison, the hdlucinaion, had done to date.
She began to ary hersdf, dlently, big tears running down her cheeks. She wanted to turn and run, to
scream for help, but she could not. Once, this fear had seemed to energize her, to give her the strength to
flee. Now, dl strength was gone, energy sapped, resources used up. She fdt more weary, more deepy
then before, dl soft and muscleless, limp and cold and nearly dead hersdlf.

The specter sad, “There's only one other solu-tion, then, as far as | can see” She seemed to have
thoroughly recovered from her momentary lgpse into that emotiond and very unghogly sdlf-pity. Her
voice was srong again, unwavering.

Gwyn continued to watch the waves, did not look at her and did not ask what this solution might be.
Whatever the specter sad, it would not be good.

The dead girl said: “Instead of me crossing over to be with you, here in the world of the living, you
could joinme, indegath . . . Yes . . . There, nather of us would be an outsider. We would both belong,
and we would be happy together . . .

Gwyn's heart was racing, her face flushed, her mouth as dry as the sand that lay behind her.

The dead gil went on, rapturoudy, “It would be so easy, Gwyn. You neednt suffer, not at dl. It
would be nearly painless, and then there would be dl of eternity for us”

Gwyn wanted to run.

She couldn't.

She was rooted there, weak and sick.

“Take my hand, Gwyn.”

She made no move to do as the ghost asked.

Sdzing the initidive, the dead girl reached out and quickly took Gwyn's hand in her own, held it tight.

Gwyn did not have the energy or, indeed, the will to resist this unpleasant intimecy.

And why should she residt, after dl, when ab-solutely none of it was happening, when the entire
episode transpired only in her own mind, an utterly sensdless fantasy, a mad illuson, a fragment of her
mentd illness. .. ?

“We could just walk out there, into the sea, together. We'd let the warm water pull us out, caress us.
Wed let it carry us away,” the dead gil said, her voice pleasantly meodic, convincing. She made deeth
sound as dedirable as fame or fortune, as sheltering and wonderful as love. “Come dong with me, Gwyn,
come be with me forever, forget dl the worries you have over here . . ”

The dead girl's voice echoed from the hot ar dl around them, now tinny and strange, deep and
ghdlow a the same time, meodic but flat, like a voice from some other dimension.

Perhaps it was judt that.

The specter said, “We could shed these bodies in the deanang sdt water, just as | once did by
mysdf. We'd never need them again, for we'd be going where flesh is unheard of and not useful, where



everyone is made of force, of energy, where we'd never need to be apart again, not for dl of time.. . .”

“That's— No. No, |—"

“Come, Gwyn.”

“Pease, no, | . .."” But her voice was thin, and she could not say what she fdt, could not express her
terror.

The dead girl stepped farther out into the water, ill holding Gwyn's hand. She kicked her feet in the
water and grinned, as if to show how much fun it would be, like a game, a water sport: drowning. She
hed Gwyn's hand so tight, inggtently, tugging a her, samiling enticingly, her blue eyes bright, a-most
fevered.

“No...

“It won't hurt, Gwyn.”

“l don't want to die”

“It will be nice”

Gwyn ill held back.

“It1l only be bad for an ingtant, when you panic,” the dead gil explained, patiently. “Youll fed like
you'e lyingin a wet, warm blanket—and then that you're smothering in it. Before you know it, the panic
will pass and the resignation set in, and then the joyful acceptance will come to you, and youll embrace
deeth.”

“l won't.”

“Yes. It'snot a dl as you've heard it is, not like anyone living has ever imagined it.”

Gwyn found that, involuntarily, she hed taken a step into the water, so that it doshed wel above her
ankles.

“No!”

Gwyn tried to turn and pull away.

She could not.

The specter hed tight.

“Wat, Gwyn.”

“Let go of me”

“Gwyn, youll likeit.”

“No!”

“Well be together.”

Gwyn whimpered, sruggling to escape the grasp of the pae, dead hand, tdling hersdf repeatedly that
none of this was actudly happening, that she was caught up in a web of madness, of self-deception. Yet,
she was unable to shrug off the deeper, more irrationd fear that the ghost was genuine.. . .

“Diewith me, Gwyn . ..”

She dapped at the pale arm, twisted, pulled.

“Death is not so awful.”

Screeching like one of the terns, her teeth clenched tightly together, Gwyn gave one last, desperate,
wrenching twist with her body and was suddenly, surprisngly free. She staggered back-ward, kicking up
the water. She whirled, nearly fel, somehow regained her baance and ran for the flight of stone steps.

As ghe ran, she saw something in the sand which, in a Sngle blazing ingant, drove dl thoughts of
madness from her. She saw something there that proved the ghogt was not a ghost and was not a figment
aof her imagination.

However, she did not stop, for what she saw ter-rified her dmost as much as had the idea of
in-sanity—and the possihility that the spirit was genuine. As frightened as ever, but for different reasons,
she gained the steps in short order and, sobbing, ran up them without any regard for her safety, taking
them two at atime. She had to find Uncle Will and tdl him; she had to get help at once.



ELEVEN

William Barnaby watched Gwyn take severd long swallows from the glass of cold water, then said, in a
mesasured voice which was intended to soothe her, “Now, are you feding any better?”

“Yes” she sad. “Thank you.”

“Wha on earth's happening?’ he asked, amiling, Stting down on the edge of the desk.

Only minutes ago, she had raced up the stone steps, miraculoudy avoiding a fal, had crossed the
wide, well-manicured lawn and entered the manor asif there were a pack of davering devils close a her
heds. She'd found him in the study, gtting behind his desk and working through an enormous sheef of
papers. She had been so incoherent—hboth because of fear and exhaustion—that she had been unable, a
fird, to tdl hm what was the matter. When hed ascertained that she was not hurt, but only badly
frightened, he made her St in the easy chair where Edgar Aimes had sat earlier, then went to fetch her a
glass of cold water from the kitchen. Now, she had drunk most of the water, and she fdt that she'd
gathered her wits about her enough to tdl him what had happened. She said, “I have a strange dory to
tdl, about ghosts, and 1'd appre-ciate it if you didn't interrupt me.”

“Ghods?’ he asked.

“Inaway.”

“Go on, then.”

Shetold imdl of it, from the beginning. Once near the start, he shifted uneasly and interrupted her
to say, very adamantly, that there just weren't such things as ghosts; she reminded him that held agreed to
let her tll the whole story in her own way and a her own speed before making any com-ments about it.
Then, she told him how the appari-tion had first appeared to her in her bedroom, how she'd thought that
it must be only the remnant of a dream, went on through the subsequent visons, until she finished with a
detailed explanation of what had transpired today on the beach, by the stone steps, and most importantly
a the water's edge, only a short while ago.

He did not move from the edge of his desk dur-ing dl of this, and he did not move even when she
was finished, dmog asif he thought that a change in this own position would somehow act as the catdyst
to set off the explosion which he fancied he saw building insde of her. He looked & her strangdy, waily,
and he said, “I'm quite intrigued by this, Gwyn. But it'sdl so—well, beffling.” He was choosng his words
caefully, keeping an un-flt amile on hisface.

“lent it, though?” she asked.

“How do you explain it?’” he asked. He was ex-tremdy cautious, not wanting to upset her. Clearly,
he believed that she was more than dightly emationdly disturbed, and he fdt that he mugt handle her with
the proverbid kid gloves. She didn't mind his reaction in the least, his tregting her as he might a mad
person, for she had not ex-pected him or anyone to swalow such a story without doulbts.

Candidly, she said, “Well, at firdt, | thought that | was loang my mind. In fact, | was sure of it. | was
convinced the ghost was an hdlucination, until something | saw on the beach, a while ago, proved me
wrong.”

He seemed to rdax when he redized that she was willing to face such a drastic posshility as
in-sanity, though he appeared not to have heard her mention the clue to the ghodt's red nature, for he
sad, “You're going to be fing, Gwyn. If you can admit that you've got an emotiond problem, then you're
along way toward—"

She interrupted him before he could say any-thing more. “I havent any emotiond problems” she
sad. “At least, | haven't got any that are tied up with this ghost.”

“But you've just admitted—"



“The ghost isnot a ghodt,” she said. “It's someone masguerading as a ghog.”

He looked shocked, and then he became wary again. He said, “But who? And for what reason?’

She dhrugged. “I don't redly know. | havent had time to think it out, but—mightnt it be the
fishermen?’

“Wha would they have to gain, and why would they strike out a you instead of a me?’ he asked.

“l don't know.”

“Beddes” he sad, his voice gentle and comfort-ing again, “what makes you think this ghogt is 'red"?’

“Halucinations don't leave footprints behind them,” she said, amiling up at him.

“l don't understand.”

She sad, “When | pulled away from that woman, when she was trying to drag me into the water, |
ran back toward the steps. On the way, | noticed two sets of footprints leading to the water's edge, mine
and hers. If I'd imagined the whole thing, how could there be two sets of footprints?’

He got up, at last, paced to the bookshelves and then back again, stood near to her, looking down.
He sad, “You chased this—ghost perhaps hdf a mile dong the beach the other day, before
she—disappeared. Did you see footprints then?’

Gwyn frowned. “I didn't look for them.”

“Think about it. Can you recdl her printsin the sand? When you rounded the curve in the beach and
found she'd disappeared, didn't you think to try following her prints?’

Uneasly, Gwyn said, “No. | didn't.”

He nodded. Sadly, he said, “Gwyn, | don't like to suggest this, but, could you have imagined seeing
the footprints, as you've imagined seeing the ghogt itsdf?”

That notion had not occurred to her. Now it did, and it rested on her mind like a dark, cold worm.
Summoning up her last dregs of self-confidence, she said, “I'm sure the prints were red.”

“There's one way to find out,” he said.

She stood up. “WEell go look.”

They stood on the beach, looking down at the white sand, the sea wind ruffling their hair. They were
both dlent, each waiting for the other to say something, each aware that the sllence could not last forever,
each dreading the beginning of the conversation.

At last, Gwyn looked up at him, afraid, embar-rassed, but determined to go on. She wiped a her
egyesand sad, “I didn't imagine them. I'm sure | saw them.”

Only one set of footprints led from the stone steps to the edge of the water, and only one set of
footprints came back: both made by the same per-son, both made by a girl wearing a pair of tennis
shoes, both sets made by hersdf.

“l saw them,” she said, again, more quietly this time, as if she had ceased to try to convince him and
was only trying, now, to make hersdf bdieveit.

“I'm sure you did,” he said.

“I mean really saw them,” sheinssted.

“Gwyn, you should come back to the house and rest.”

“I'm not crazy.”

“l didn't say you were.”

Desperate, driking out a him because she could not see anyone or anything dse to strike out at, she
sad, “You implied it!”

“l didn't mean to imply it,” he said.

He was waking dowly toward her.

She didn't move away.

She looked at the sand.

It was dill marked only by her prints.

He sad, “I've told you, | don't think your pro-blem is anything so severe as a complete menta
breakdown. Emotiond ingahility, yes. You've been through so very much, so many deaths, Gwyn. You
need alot of rest, alot of relaxation. Y ou have to get your mind off the past and learn to look forward to



the future”

“l saw those prints.”

He said, “I fed responsble for this, in a smdl way. | shouldn't have given you the room with a sea
view. | shouldn't have reminded you, that way, of your sgter.”

Only hdf-ligening to him as he drew nearer, she bent and looked more closdly a the sand. “Look
here” she said.

“Gwyn, let's go back to the house. I'll cdl the doctor, and he can give you something to—"

She repeated: “Look here, Uncle Will.”

He bent down, playing dong with her. “What isit?’

“Someone's taken a broom over the sand here,” she said. “You can see the bristle marks”

He looked and said, “Where? | don't see any.”

She pointed. “Right there” She looked toward the steps and said, “They swept out the 'ghost's
footprints”

Sadly, and as if the words were the mogt difficult that he had ever been cdled upon to say, he told
her: “Gwyn, lovely Gwyn, you are imagining things”

“Damn you, | see those broom marks!” She enunciated the lagt five words with exaggerated care,
asif she were taking to an idiot and wanted him to be sure to understand.

He touched her shoulder with one large, dry hand, asif he would quell the terror building in her.

She drew back.

“| see them!” she hissed.

Quietly, but with force that penetrated to her, he said, “Yes. But | don't see them, Gwyn.”

Ther eyes locked for along moment; then she dropped her gaze, a tremor risng from her somach
and spreading throughout the upper hdf of her body, an intense chill she could not throw off. She il saw
the broom marks before her where some phantom had erased the tracks made by another phantom. She
blinked, willing them to disappear, but could not shut them out.

He sad, “There was no ghost. You never saw one, and you never spoke to one. And there were no
footprints made by the ghogt, ether. Itisdl anilluson, Gwyn, a bad dream.”

She looked up, feding amdl and done, worse than she had fdt Snce she got her uncles letter back at
school. She said, “You redly can't see them, can you?’

“They aren't there,” he said.

“You're sure?’

“Ves”

She looked down.

She dill saw them: broom marks.

She shuddered and hugged hersdlf with both arms, dill possessed by that chill, the doubt setting in,
confidence shaken loose by the tremors that passed through her.

“You should come back to the manor with me now, Gwyn,” her Uncle Will said. His voice was
deep, masculine, religble. He was offering her shel-ter from the world—and from hersdlf.

A tern swept by above them. It caled out in a high, funered wail, disappeared into the sde of the
diff, just as Gwyn's own happiness had disap-peared without warning.

She sad, “1 think I'm very sick, Uncle Will.”

“It's not that bad.”

“No, it'svery bad,” she said.

Another tern squedled, attacked the diff, popped out of Sght. Her happiness was dready gone; what
did this symbal represent, then—if not her sanity?

He said, “Come back up to the house with me, Gwyn.”

“Will you hdp me?’

“I'l cdll the doctor.”

“I may need more than that,” she said.

Shefdt likealogt child.

“Youll have whatever you need,” he said.



She nodded; she believed him. But she didn't think anything would help her now.

“Gwyn?’

She looked a him again.

He said, “Y ou're my entire family—you and Elaine. | havent any children of my own, as you know.
Y ou're the closest—you're the last— rdaive | have in the world. I've logt others, in the past, because of
my own thick-headedness, but | won't lose you.”

She stood up as he did, but she continued to look down at the sand, where the broom marks lay at
her feet. She kicked at them, blotting them out, though that didnt do much good. They marked the sand
other places as well, every place the imaginary dead girl had walked.

“Reedy?’ he asked.

“Ves”

He put his am around her and turned her back toward the steps, gentle, with strength enough for
both of them.

Hdfway to the steps, she stopped and said, “Thisis worse then the last time.”

“Youll fed better when you've rested,” he assured her. “Youre tired, and you aren't thinking
draght.”

She sad, “No, it redly is worse than the lagt time. Will you cdl Dr. Recard and tdl him what's
happening to me?’

“I'l cdl him today,” he said.

“Promise?’

“l promise”

Shelet im lead her the rest of the way across the beach, up the steps to the top of the diff, across
the wdl tended lawn and into the big manor house where the ghogt-hdlucinations had begun and where,
she ardently hoped, she'd get rid of them forever.



TWELVE

A man and a woman, both young, lying in the lush grass at the edge of the difftop and sharing a pair of
high-powered European binoculars, had watched the scene on the beach between William Barnaby and
Gwyn, watched with particular fascination. The man, Ben Groves, Barnaby's chauffeur and handyman,
was not as frivoloudy behaved as he took pains to bein Gwyn's company, but serious and intent on what
developed below, as if his whole future might hinge on the outcome. The woman with him, no less
concerned than he was, was a ydlow-haired beauty in a many-layered white dress. Her eyes were
incredibly blue, her complexion pale, her whole attitude one of unearthly fragility . . .

“Wdl?’ she asked.

He waited, dill watching, and did not reply.

“Ben? What's happening?’

He put the binoculars down and rubbed at his eyes, which fdt furry after saring at that magni-fied,
sun-brightened sand. He said, “Don't give yoursdf an ulcer, love. It looks asif it worked, dl according to
plan.”

She sghed, asif a great burden had been lifted from her dender shoulders. She said, “1 just haven't
been sure of mysdf during any of this. It's quite different than acting before a camera or on a stege.”

“You were superb today,” he said.

She flashed him a quick look of unfeigned sur-prise and said, “How would you know about that?’

“| watched you.”

“When | was trying to get her to drown hersdf?’ the girl asked, astonished.

“That'sright.”

“From where?’

“Right here.”

“With the binoculars?’

“Yegh”

Shegiggled. “1 didn't know | was going to have an audience. Why didn't you tdl me you'd watch it?’

“l didn't want to cramp your style” he said.

“Nonsense. | dways play better with an au-dience. You know that, darling.” she reached out and
touched him.

“Anyway,” he said, leaning to her and kissng her lips, “you were quite fine. You even scared me”

“| scared her witless”

For afew moments, then, they were slent, let-ting the cool breeze wash over them, enjoying the soft
grass on which they lay.

“Light me a cigarette?’ she asked.

He rolled onto his back, extracted a pack from his shirt pocket, lit one for her, passed it over.

When sheld taken afew drags, she said, “1 dill don't fed a hundred percent right about this”

He snorted derisvdly and lighted a cigarette for himsdf, puffed out a long stream of white smoke.
“With what we stand to make from this little charade, you don't have to fed a hundred percent right
about it, love. You don't even have to fed aful ten percent right about it, as far as that goes. All that
lovely cash money will do alot to soothe the conscience.”

“Maybe” she said.

“I know it will.”

“But, basicdly, she's such a sweet girl,” the blonde said. “And she's had it pretty rough to date, what
with her Sster and her parents dying—"



“For God's sake, enough!” he bellowed, flicking his cigarette over the edge of the diff and ralling
onto his Sde to face her and be closer to her. He was the strength that kept them going, he knew, and he
hed to raise her spirits now. “You can't af-ford to be empathetic, Penny.”

“l know.”

“Itll get us nowhere.”

She nodded.

“Weve had a good stroke of luck, to fdl into this dedl, and weve got to be ruthless about ex-ploiting

She amiled. “I'll stay up tonight and practice being ruthless before my mirror.”

He hugged her and said, “That's more like it.”

“l just hope it doesn't have to go on much longer,” Penny said. “It's fraying my nerves.”

He said, “Just remember what it was like when you hadn't any money, when you had to—take to the
streets. And remember how bad it's been for us to get going, to get any roles worth dirt. What we make
here will give us a chance to set up our own productions and to hdl with dl the cadting direc-tors weve
hed to bow to.”

“l guess | can hold up,” she said, finihing her cigarette.

He sad, “Besdes, it won't be more than a day or two now. Gwyn's ready to go over the edge.
Maybe tonight. Maybe tomorrow. But soon.”



BOOK THREE

THIRTEEN

Louis Plunkett, the county sheriff, was a huge man, three inches past Sx feet tdl, weighing two hundred
twenty-five pounds, dl of it musde hisfriends caled him “Tiny.” An ex-marine in his mic-thirties, he kept
himsdf in tip-top shape and was more than just a little bit impressve. When he served a summons or a
warrant or made an arrest, he was sddom resisted by those to whom he was bringing the force of
modern law; and those who were foolish enough to argue with him and make his duty a difficult one,
aways wished, later, that they had been less caudtic and less beligerent.

Y et, despite hissize, Louis Plunkett's face gave evidence of a gentle soul lying close beneath dl that
hard-packed muscle. His hair had receded back from his forehead, giving him a high-domed, extremdy
vulnerable look that accentuated his soft, brown eyes that were far too large for his face. His nose was
amdl, dmog pug, his mouth not hard but soft and sengitive. His face was splashed with freckles, giving
him the look of ayoung farmboy; indeed, dmogt dl that he required to complete that image was a pair of
bib overdls and alength of dry straw dangling from the corner of his mouth.

To a gtranger, he might look too big, too dumsy, and somewhat unsophigticated. If the stranger with
such an opinion of Plunkett were a law violator and acted on that judgment, he would be sorry in-deed,
for Plunkett was exceptiondly intdligent, in his own way.

Louis Plunkett's persondity was as a odds with itsdf as was his formidable appearance, containing
opposites that somehow worked in perfect har-mony: indde, as wel as out, he was hdf man and haf
boy, hdf the weary cynic and hdf the gay in-nocent, the pessmist and the optimig rolled into one,
chooding to love but often hating as well. He did not like to see violence, and he went out of his way to
avoid caudng it. He didiked having to use hisfists on a man—or his gun—and he preferred even to avoid
verbd force when persuading a lawbreaker to see the light. He dways tried to reason with an opponent
or apotentia opponent, usng his deep cdm voice as a tool to settle other peoplé€'s bubbling anger. Yet,
when the occasion demanded, he could easly hold his own in any fight, againgt anyone, even againg two
or three ad-versaries—as he had proven twice during his career as alawv enforcement officer. He hdd
back none of his great strength when he had to fight, and he was brutal to the end of it—after which he
hed to take a couple of Alka-sdltzer tabletsin order to sttle his ssomach, which had been turned by the
dght of blood.

Plunkett was aso scrupuloudy honest and fair-minded. Y et he knew that aman in his position had to
provide specid favors to certain influentid citizens—or find himsdf out on his ear come dec-tion time. He
did not have to permit the wedthy and the well-known to break the law, though he did have to let them
gretch it a bit, now and then. And, on occasion, he was expected to asss them in a matter he would
have preferred to be left out of.

It was just such a maiter that had brought him to the manor house at William Barnaby's request, the
morming after Gwyn's near-breakdown on the beach. He arived in the county sheriff's car, with the



gleaming gold-colored shidd on the door, ex-actly a 8:00, prompt as dways. Five minutes later, he had
been ushered into William Barnaby's sudy and seated in the vigtors easy chair.

“How are you this morning, Sheriff?” Barnaby asked.

Casud friends of Louis Plunkett's caled him Lou, while close friends cdled him Tiny. William
Barnaby, however, to both their satisfaction, merdly caled him Sheiff.

“I'mfing” Plunkett said, his voice soft and without edge.

“Youve had breakfast, | trust?’

“Yes, ar.”

“| could have Grace whip up a batch of hotcakes or something,” Barnaby told him.

Plunkett sensed that the invitation was not gen-uine, only what the other man thought was expected of
him. But he had esten, so the answer was easy to make. “Redly, gr, 1've been wdl fed by the wife”

Banaby sghed, dmog as if he were rdieved the formdlities were over with, and he handed the
sheiff a set of papers which was the only thing on the top of his desk.

The big man looked through them, nodded.

“Do you foresee any trouble?’ he asked.

“When | post them?’ the sheriff asked.

“Ves”

“Not then,” Plunkett said.

“But later?’

“Yes, therell be trouble later.”

“I'l expect your support.”

Punkett frowned at the papers in his large hands, and he said, “I had heard you were trying to buy
the Niche, but | didn't know that the dedl had aready gone through.”

“Jud yesterday,” Barnaby said. “Y ou've seen the deed trandfer; it'sdl perfectly up-and-up.”

Punkett considered this for a moment and said, “According to law, don't tenants have as much as
thirty days to vacate the premises when a new landlord takes over and wants them out?’

“Various laws define this as a proper courtesy period,” Barnaby said. “However, I'm not feding
especidly courteous toward these fishermen, Sheriff.”

Punkett was clearly not satisfied with that answer.

Barnaby said, “In a case like this, Sheriff, the landlord is in the driver's seat, dways has been and
awayswill be, aslong as the concept of pri-vate property exigs. You see, if | evict them now, returning
aproper portion of whatever rent they've paid, they'll need a full week to get a restraining or-der from a
judge—if they can get one a dl. By the time the order is enforced and they're back in the Niche, mogt of
the courtesy period will be up anyway. Besides, the whole procedure will require legd help, and that will
cost them more money than the court order would be worth.”

“l see” Plunkett was not happy. Laws were not necessarily being broken—but they were most
aurdy being stretched to the limit.

“Wdl,” Barnaby said, in a gorightly tone of voice, dugting hislong hands together, “<hdl we be on our
way, then?’

Punkett looked surprised and sat up straighter in his chair. He said, “Y ou're not coming with me, are
you?’

“Of course”

“That's not necessary, Mr. Barnaby.”

“Il enjoy it.”

“But perhaps it's dso unwise”

“Why?

“There might be trouble, Sr.”

Barnaby frowned and said, “You told me, only a few moments ago, that there wouldn't be trouble.
Now, what could have happened in the last minute or two to change your mind?’

Punkett shifted uneeslly in his chair, rolled the papers up in one huge hand. “Wdl, gr, in dl truth, |
didn't expect trouble if | went done. But with you there . . . You know how much some of those



fishermen hate—how much they didike you, Sr.”

“I know.”

“Wadl, then—"

“But | don't suspect they'll cause trouble with you dong,” Barnaby said. “And | want them to know
I'm dead serious about this. | want them cleared out of Jenkins Niche within thirty-Sx hours.”

Plunkett got to hisfeet, redizing that it was usdess to argue with a man like William Barnaby. Sill, in
one lagt hope of averting the coming trou-ble, he said, “Can't you a least give them a week, Sr?’

“Impossble” Barnaby said.

“But thirty-9x hoursis so little time to—"

“I will not tolerate these dirty, uneducated, man-nerless little men being on my land any more than
thirty-six hours!” Barnaby had dowly raised his voice until he was nearly screaming; his face was flushed,
his hands figed at his sdes as if he were holding his anger tightly between his fingers. “1 will not be
associated with the likes of them, not for a angle minute longer than necessary, not even as ther landlord,
Sheriff. And that ismy last word!”

Plunkett nodded sadly.

“Sdl we go?’

“About that time,” Plunkett agreed.

By 8:30 that morning, they were on their way to Jenkins Niche with the offidd eviction notices. . .

Gwyn had dozens of dreams that night, dl of them bad, a few of them nightmares

—She was running dong a dark, narrow, low-celinged corridor, pursued by a faceless woman in
white robes; the woman cried out to her, trying to get her to turn around and run in the other direc-tion;
but she knew that behind her, the corridor opened into the void; however, before long, she found thet it
opened onto the void at both ends . . .

—She was being chased by a formless creature through dark woods, and she could not escape those
trees except by moving out onto a featureless plan which encircled them; the plain, she fdt, was more
tarifying, in its perfectly levd scope, than were the shadowed trees where her stalker waited and
waiched . . .

—She was dimbing a dope whose summit was obscured by deep shadows, trying to escape from a
trangparent woman with blood-red eyes who was dimbing the same dope behind her; she scrabbled at
the rocks, tearing away her fingernails, skinning her hands, faling to her knees repeatedly—only to rise
up again and plunge on; the transparent woman wanted to carry her down to the bottom of the hill and
throw her into the dill black Iake down there, an event that must not transpire, no matter what the cost of
preventing it; at the top of the dope, Gwyn knew, she would find hope and a future, instead, as she
crossed the brink, she discovered that the hill was capped by another black lake, just as evil as the
gagnant brew below; then, the transparent woman caught up with her and, squeding in a voice filled with
echoes, shoved her forward, off the stone rim and down toward the black water . . .

Gwyn woke from this last nightmare with a scream caught in the back of her throat, and she sat
graight up in bed, flalling a the covers with both arms.

“Gayn?

Gasping, she looked toward the voice, saw Elaine and, blinking, redlized the dope and the black lake
and the trangparent woman had dl been parts of a dream.

“Gwyn, are you feding dl rignt?” Elane bent over her anxioudy, her pretty brow furrowed with
concern. She fdt Gwyn's forehead for afever, and finding none she gently pressed the girl back until her
head touched the pillow once more.

“I'm okay,” Gwyn said, barely able to spit out the words. Her mouth was terribly dry and fuzzy, the
corners of her lips cracked, her throat parched and sore. She managed to ask, in a voice dl festhery and
drange “May | have a glass of water?’

“Of course,” Elaine said. “But you won' try to get up while I'm out of the room, will you?’

“No.”

Baine disappeared into the bathroom. A mo-ment later, Gwyn heard the delicious sound of run-ning



water in the Snk. When the older woman returned with the water, she took it and greedily drank it down,
amog without pause, asif she had just spent a week in the desert.

“Better?’

Sherdlaxed. “Yes, thank you.”

Elane returned the glass to the bathroom, came back and sat in the chair beside the bed, picking up a
hardbound book which she had been reading to pass the tune.

“What happened?’ Gwyn asked. She rubbed a her eyes, as if the gesture would clear her memory.
Not only her mouth was fuzzy upon wakening, but her memory as well. She fdt dizzy and weak and
anfully deepy—even though sheld just gotten up from a long deep. She could not seem to put her
thoughtsin order.

“Do you remember anything about what hap-pened last evening?’ Elaine asked.

Gwyn thought, hard.

ltwassolongago . . . yesterday . . .

She could not recdl what had happened.

“Y ou thought that you'd seen Ginny—your sster,” Elane said. Obvioudy, from her ex-pression and
the tone of her voice, she was reluc-tant to talk about it, put the sickness into words.

“Y ou came to Will with a story about footprints on the beach, or somesuch .. ”

“I remember now,” she said, quietly.

“You were in bad shape, so we cdled Dr. Cot-ter.”

“l don't remember that—oh, yes. A gray-haired litleman . . .”

“He thought you needed as much rest as you could get,” Elaine said. “He gave you a sedative.”

“What timeisit now?’

“You dept dl night and mogt of the morning, as Dr. Cotter said you would,” Elaine explained. “It's
now 11:30 in the morning.”

“You didn't gt up with medl night, did you?’

“There wasn't any need,” Elane said, “snce we knew you'd not come around until sometime this
morning.”

“I'm being such a bother.”

“Not a dl. That's what we're for. That's what afamily isfor, to help one another.”

“I'm so tired,” Gwyn complained.

“That's good, because you need to rest as much as you can.”

Gwyn said, “Even though | just woke up, | think | could go right back to deep again.” She smacked
her lips, wiped a hand across her mouth. “But I'm aso famished.”

Elane amiled. “That's one problem eadily solved.” She got to her feet and said, “I'll go tdl Grace that
you're ready for your breakfast. Is there anything you want, especidly?’

“Whatever she wants to fix,” Gwyn said. “Any-thing at dl. I'l eat every last crumb of it, no matter
what it is”

Little more than an hour later, when Gwyn had devoured a stack of flapjacks in sweet apple syrup,
two buttery pieces of toast, two eggs sunny-side up, a cup of coffee, juice, and a raisnfilled sweet roll,
shefdt bloated but content. She used the bath and returned to the bed, weak-kneed and woozy but able
to manage on her own. Beneath the sheets again, she fdt deep deding over her the moment her head
touched the pillows; invisble hands tugged at her eydids.

“You rest, now,” Elane said.

“I'm not good company.”

“That doesn't maiter.”

“But | can't stay awake. | fed s0. . ”

“Seep dl you want.”

“I'will. Il deep . . . I'm so tired; I've never been as tired asthis before. | fed like I'm coming apart at
the seams.”

“Y ou've been through alot, Gwyn.”

“Goodnight, Elaine”



“Goodnight, dear.”
And she dept again . . .

She woke.

Shewas done.

The house was dill and quiet, like a living being that encompassed her and was now holding its
bresth.

From the angle at which the sunlight pierced the thin under-drapes that had been drawn across the
two windows, she knew that it mugt be late in the afternoon. She had dept nearly aful day, ex-cept for
the brief period of consciousness when sheld eaten her breakfast.

They had let her deep through lunch, which was especidly considerate of them . . .

Thirgy, she got up again. Her legs were as weak as before, her head as light. Even the dull glow of
the sun that came through the partialy curtained windows was too bright for her, and she squinted her
eyes as she crossed the room. She got a drink of water in the darkened bathroom, returned to bed, drew
up the sheets and closed her eyes once more,

Her aams fdt leaden. Her entire body seemed to have grown heavy and inert, like alump of earth.

It was extremely pleasant to be lying there in the large bed with absolutely nothing to do . . . without
cares of any sort . . . and with no tedious sudying to be done, no important exams to be preparing for,
Nno reports or term papers or speeches to be written . . . free from dl responghilities and com-mitments .
.. Her two pillows were incredibly soft, and the starched bedclothes were soft as well—and the limitless
darkness thet lay behind her eyes, the beckoning world of contented deep, was infinitdy softer than
awythingedse. ..

Abruptly, Gwyn opened her eyes and pushed the sheets awvay asif they were sentient beings trying to
smother her; she had been chilled to the core by the memory of how she had once dept avay entire days
rather than face up to the prob-lem of everyday life Her problems now were a hundred times more
confusng and complex than those which had driven her into her firg bout with mentd illness, how much
more desirable they made escape seem than it had ever seemed before. However, she knew that if she
gave in, if she had a relapse of the other sckness on top of her present ills she would be utterly log,
beyond Dr. Recard's patient care, beyond anyone's help.

She sat up, perspiring, pae and shaken.

She shouldn't have dept dl night and morming, and she should never have taken a nap after lunch.
What's more, Elaine should have redlized how dangerous too much deep could be for her, con-sdering
her past . . .

Y et, she was dill deepy.

She swung over the edge of the bed, looked down and saw that the floor appeared to be a hun-dred
miles away, impossbly distant, quite out of reach. Her somach churned at this confused perspective; she
fdt asif she were going to be physcdly ill. She fought down thet urge, aware that her body was merdy
seeking another excuse for her to remain in bed. Putting her feet down on the thick carpet, she pushed
agang the mattress and stood up, swaying like a drunkard. She grasped the headboard of the bed to
seady hersdf, regained her baance, let go and stood entirdy on her own power, feeble as an old
womean, but up and around nonetheless.

She decided she would shower, change into shorts and a blouse, then go for a walk, perhaps even
down to the beach to take in the lagt of the day's best sunshine and the cool breezes which would be
coming in across the choppy water. She should dways, she reminded hersdf, return to the scene of any
trouble, rather than flee from it; flight was escape, just as deep was, and she couldnt af-ford to be
cowardly.

Certainly, deep was not the answer; and rest was the wrong solution: indeed, these were clearly only
parts of the problem.

She went into the bathroom, turned on the shower, worked the twin faucets until the spray was just
gingingly hot enough. She let the water stream over her, until she was beet red, then fin-ished the ordedl
with a bracing exploson of the cold water, a gdvanizing experience which brought her more fully to her



senses than she had been dl day.

She dressed casudly and went to the window where she could look out at the sea, asif chdleng-ing
it and dl the associations that it had lately come to have. A few minutes later, ill weary but ready, she
left her room and went downgtairs.



FOURTEEN

William Barnaby responded to his wifés sum-mons, followed her quickly down the long front hdl and
joined her by the largest of the front win-dows, hdf-hidden by thick draperies, where they had an
unobstructed view of the lawn. Out there, Gwyn stood by a smdl fountain, intent upon the four marble
cherubs that poured red water out of marble vases into asmdl but lovdy reflecting pool.

“Chrig!” Barnaby said, punching the pdm of his left hand with his right figt. “She's supposed to be
kept in bed.”

Eane sad, “I couldn't stop her.”

“Why couldn't you?’

“l caught her when she was here at the door, ready to go out, and she was adamant. She said the
worst thing she could do was deep away the rest of the day.”

“She's right—but that's wrong for us” Without teking his eyes off his niece, he said, “Why weren't
you upgtarsin her room, watching over her?’

“l can't be there twenty-four hours aday,” Elaine said.

“But you're supposed to be there when she wakes up,” he said. “That's a chore you said you'd be
able to handle the best.”

“Normally—"

“We can't afford excuses,” he said. “We have to beright in the firg place.”

“l was not trying to shirk my responghility; | did not intend to give you any excuses,” she said, a hint
of anger tinting her voice. “All I meant to do was give you the facts of the dtuation.” When he did not
respond to her, when his eyes did not drift away from Gwyn for a moment, Elaine went on: “The facts
are that she was given a powdered sedative in her orange juice at breakfast, and should have dept nearly
until supper-time. I'm sure she woke, on and off, but she shouldn't have had the desire or the energy to
get out of bed.”

“But she did.”

“Obvioudy.”

“Are you certain she was given enough of the sedative?’

“Pogdtive’

“Next time, increase the dosage.”

“But we don't want her totally unconscious,” Elaine said. “We want her to wake up, on and off, so
she can redize what's hgppening to her—s0 shélll think the old sickness is coming back.”

“Sure, sure” he said. “But we don't want her out of the house again. If she should sumble upon
something—"

“Like what?’

He had no answer.

“Weve planned this wdl,” she said. “Gwyn's not going to sumble across anything, because weve
not left any loose ends lying around.”

“She's heading for the steps,” he said.

Haine looked out intime to see Gwyn started down for the beach, soon out of sght.

Will turned away from the window, a scowl on his face that made him look ten years older than he
was. He walked swiftly toward the front door and pulled it open.

“Wat!”

He looked back at her.

She said, “Where are you going?’



“Tofdlow her.”

“Isthat wise?’

“l want to know what she's up to,” he said.

“She's jugt going for awak on the beach.”

“That's what she told you, but she may have been lying,” he said.

“Will, she doesn't suspect that we're involved in this, that it's dl a put-up job. She thinks that she's
losng her sanity. You've taked to her; you know. She hasn't any reason to be suspicious of us, of
anyonein the manor.”

He hesitated.

She sad, “Let her go. Shéll be back soon enough, dl worn out and even more of a candidate for the
deep trestment.”

“What if she meets that Y ounger kid again?’ he asked.

“So what if she does?”’

“l don't like her talking with him.”

“What could happen?’

“She might tel him about the ghogst.”

“And held think she was crazy. That couldn't hurt our plans any.”

He wiped a hand across his face, asif doughing off his weariness, and he said, “Judt the same, there's
achance, no matter how dight, that Y ounger will believe her, or part of what she says. Or perhaps helll
be able to convince her of the truth about Lamplight Cove. And, remember, she doesn't know what's
happened at Jenkins Niche just this morning. Any fragment of the truth might shatter the whole illuson.”

“Will, she smply won't take the word of someone like Y ounger—not againg your word. Can't you
see how much it means to her to have afanmily life again? She will swalow whatever you tdl her.”

He frowned and said, “I wouldn't trust to that. After dl, she's Younger's type, not mine, with a gutter
heritage not unlike his. She and | are from different worlds; she and Y ounger are brother and sister below
the surface, products of the same kind of parents. No, we have got to keep her away from everyone
else, make sure her only contact is with the people in this house—until we've got her in the State we
want.”

“Suppose she sees you fallowing her.”

“She wont.”

“But suppose she does. Won't that do more to shatter the illuson of the loving unde than any-thing
Y ounger might be able to persuade her of 7’

He hesitated.

“If you want to know what she's doing down there,” Elane said, “you can use the binoculars from the
edge of the diff. That's safer; you won't be seen.”

“l don't know . . .” But he had dready begun to close the door.

“Come on, then,” she said.

He closed the front door and followed her dong the corridor that led to the rear of the house and the
kitchen. But hadfway there, he had dready decided that his wife was correct, that nothing was to be
ganed by watching Gwyn on the beach. Even if she met Younger, her confidence in hm would be
unswayed, no matter what the boy said. “Forget it, Elane,” he told her, stopping her before she reached
the kitchen door. “ She's not going to find anything on the beach.”

“Of course sheignt.”

“Thisisdill aminor crigs” he said. “But | think it's one we can dedl with wel enough.”

“What have you in mind?’

“l want to tak to Ben and Penny.”

“About another little performance?’ Elaine smiled and touched his arm with one hand.

“You don't think that would be overdoing it, do you?’ he asked, taking her hand in his and holding it
tightly.

“Penny's a great actress.”

“But we don't want the girl getting too familiar with the—ghogt,” he said. “That would take a lot of



fire out of the big finde—and weve put too much thought into the last act to ruin it now.”

“Penny can handleit,” Elaine assured him.

He thought a moment and said, “We ought to have something prepared for her as soon as she gets
back, to wipe out any gainsin self-confidence that she might have gotten from the walk.”

“Wed better see Penny right away,” Elaine said, leading the way back toward the man Starr-case,
her flowing brown hair like a cape from a nun's bonnet. “Gwyn might come back a any mo-ment.”

Together, they went upgtairs. '

At Ben Groves door, & the far end of the main corridor from Gwyn's room, Elaine knocked three
times, rapidly, waited for an answer. When Groves didn't respond, she knocked again, more in-sstently
thistime.

He opened the door, looking worried, smiled when he saw them and sighed. “It's only you,” he said,
sepping back out of the way. “1 thought it might be the kid.”

“The kid is why we're here” Will said. He followed Elaine into the room while Groves closed and
locked the door behind them. He did not St down, for his nerves were too keen to dlow him relaxation.
Instead, he paced to the windows and back again, rubbing his hands together as if they were covered
with something sticky.

“What's wrong?’ Groves asked.

“She's gone out for awak,” Barnaby said.

“The kid?’

“That's right—and to the beach.”

“She's supposed to be knocked out,” Groves pro-tested.

“Wel, sheisnt,” Elane said, somewhat crosdy.

“And welve got to schedule anew per-formance,” Barnaby added.

“Seeif you can contact the spirit world now,” Elane told Groves.

“What?" he asked, bewildered.

“The ghogt,” Elaine said. “ Seeiif you can scare us up the ghost.”

Groves grinned, now. “Oh. Yeah, just aminute”

He went to the closet door, opened it, pushed some clothes out of the way and looked up a dark
flight of atic steps. “Penny, we're having a con-ference. Y ou want to come down?’

A moment later, he stepped back to dlow a blue-eyed blonde into the room. At her ap-pearance,
both Elaine and Will amiled, reassured that their plan was foolproof. Penny was dmogt an exact double
for Gwyn Kéller, as much like Gwyn as Ginny had been, at least in appearance.

“l guessit'stimefor meto start earning my money again,” Penny said, Stting on the edge of Groves
bed.

“That'sright,” Elaine said. “And you're worth every penny of it.” She smiled as she offered around a
pack of cigarettes.



FIFTEEN

She stood hdfway between the surf and the diff, at the tuming in the beach where the dead girl had
disappeared two days ago, when Gwyn had been chaang her. This had not been her origind
destina-tion—at least not conscioudy. When sheld fird left the house, againg Elaings wishes, shed
sarted waking northward, dong the unexplored am of the beach, with the excuse that the scenery
would thus be new and more enjoyable than a walk into familiar places. In fifteen minutes, however, she
understood that she was only trying to avoid a con-frontation with the landmarks of past terrors. She was
running, again. Resolute, then, she had turned and started back to the south, passed the stone steps and
went on for another half an hour until she came, a a leisurdy pace, to the bend in the beach. She hdf
expected that here she would find some-thing important, something she had overlooked and which would
eitle this whole thing—though she had no ideawhat thismight be . . .

The sun was low in the sky, though it continued to make the beach as hot as an oven. And she was
weak, dill, and tired. She would not, however, give up the last shred of her hope. For the mogt part, she
was convinced the ghost had never existed, that sheld never seen anything more than an hdlucination,
that the footprints were illusons, as were the broom marks that had followed them. But a glim-mer of
doubt gill existed, deep indde of her, aminim of hope that it would dl prove to be some-thing else quite
different. Thisglimmer kept her here, searching the clean sand with an intent gaze.

She searched dong the surf for some kind of in-dentation in the land which would be aufficiently deep
to conced a young woman who was approx-imately the sze of the—the dead girl. She found nothing.
Moving dowly in toward the diff wall, each step rgpidly becoming a mgor effort as her unusud
weariness increased, she eventudly discovered, to her own great surprise, the well-conceded series of
gmdl caves, dl large enough to accommodate a man, which lay there . . .

Even hdf a dozen steps away from them, one could barely see the tops of these caves. Here, the
beach was hove up like the back of an angry cat and was, for the most of its width, higher than the
entrances to the caves, providing a naturd blind. Within two yards of the diff wall, however, the beach
doped dradticdly, giving way to the subter-ranean chambers at the bottom of a seven- or eight-foot
indine

Gwyn stood at the top of this dope, looking down, not sureif she should risk a moment of op-timism
or not. Previoudy, in scouring the beach, she had seen no footprints besides her own; two days of wind
and shifting tides had wiped the open sand clean of any trace of the dead girl's ghodtly passage. At the
bottom of this dope, on the other hand, in the dimly lighted entrance to one of the caves, other footprints
marked the sand where the wind and the waves could not get in to erase them.

Careful not to lose her balance and fdl, Gwyn went down the steep hill, and braced hersdf agang
the diff wal at the bottom. She crabbed sideways until she reached the cave in question.

Her heart was thudding, more from excitement than exertion, but this was the only Sgn that she fdt
close to some drangetruth . . .

In the deeper, looser sand of the dope, the other set of prints was little more than a staggered series
of formless depressions, not at dl sufficently well defined for identification. But at the bottom, in the cave
entrance where the sand was level and not so deep or dry as on the dope, the prints had taken wel and
remained dear: dender and femining, the tracks of awoman in her bare feet—as the ghost had been . . .

Gwyn would not permit hersdf the dation that bubbled within her, because she redized tha the
footprints might have been made by anyone, a curious explorer from somewhere farther south dong the
beachfront, and not by a ghost. Moving cautioudy, so as not to disturb the tdll-tale tracks, she dipped to
the mouth of the cave and then in-side, walking only so far as she could see, though the subterranean



system seemed rather large and complex. She saw, when she turned to face out toward the daylight, that
the bare-footed woman who had been here before her had not gone deep into the cave ether, but had
stood just ingde the entrance, looking out. Though this seemed to prove the woman had been wating
there, looking up the dope, expecting to see someone a the top, it was not proof of a ghost—or of a
hoaxer.

Gwyn stood there, near where the woman had stood, trying to see what vaue this discovery had.

None.

Evenif she showed Uncle Will these tracks, what would they prove? That someone had been in the
cave before her? So what?

She looked down at the footprints again, shivered.

Wasn't it possble that—yes, even likdy that—if she did go to fetch her Uncle Will for him to take a
look at the footprints, that they would be gone when the two of them returned from the manor house, that
where prints were now, only clean sand would be then? Or perhaps, if she dill saw the prints—might he
be unable to see them, just as he had been unable to see the broom marks on the sand, yesterday? That
would be conclusive proof that she was not the victim of a hoax, but was in-deed losing her mind.

And that would be intolerable, that abrupt closing off of dl aternatives. Instead of confirming the
dim posshility of a hoax—for whatever reasons —it would amount to nothing more than another
caefully postioned brick in the rapidly growing edifice of her madness.

For a moment, she considered going deeper into the cave to see if it might lead anywhere in
par-ticular, but she findly decided againg any further explorations. Clearly, the barefoot woman had not
gone any farther than this; therefore, nothing beyond this point could interest Gwyn or help her solve the
overd| puzzle of the ghost. Besides, she had no flashlight and no way of marking her route so that she
could retrace her stepsin the event that she became logt in the twidting corridors of stone.

Deected, she started out of the cave and dmost overlooked the flash of white near the cavern
mouth. Catching Sght of it out of the corner of her eye, she turned and, her breath held at the back of her
throat, recognized a scrap of flimsy, white doth. It was the same fluffy fabric from which the dead girl's
gown had been made. This scrap had caught on the jagged edge of a rock and been torn loose,
goparently without the dead girl being aware of it. The breeze caught it and gtirred it like a tuft of white
har on an old man's head.

Gwyn touched it, reverently, asif it were a sa-cred rdic, pried it free of the jagged stone and held it in
the pam of her hand.

This was red. She could touch it, fed it, run the flimsy quff through her fingers. With this to show
Unde Will, she could get some help in discovering who wes . . .

Then again, how did she know that the scrap was red? Hadn't she fdt the dead girl touch her, and
hadn't she actudly wrestled with the ghost? If she could halucinate something as seemingly red as that,
couldn't she hdlucinate this piece of cloth?

And even if it were genuine, what did it prove? That someone had been in this cave, had log a piece
of garment on a jagged rock? That didn't mean the “someone” was a ghos, a hoaxer pre-tending to be
her dead sigter. The doth might have come to be here two days ago, or it might have hung on the rock
for a week, amonth. Indeed, it might have been here so long that the sun had bleached it white, though it
hed once been a dif-ferent color. In short, it was proof of nothing.

She looked around for something more, any-thing more, but she found only sand and stone —and
possibly footprints.

Sghing, she jammed the white scrap into the pocket of her shorts. The dimb up the steep dope
outsde of the cave was exceedingly difficult and required every last bit of her strength, though she would
normdly have made it in a few seconds, with little effort. She kept fdling to her knees and diding back,
the treacherous sand shifting like a li-quid beneath her. In the end, she was forced to go up on her hands
and knees, dawing franticaly for each foot she gained. By the time she had reached the surface of the
beach, she was gasping for breath, shaking like a ssorm-blown leaf, and coated with perspiration which
dripped from her brow and streaked across her face.

She toddled across the beach, to the water's edge, and sat there where she fdt it would be cooler.



Her head ached and seemed to spin around and around, as if it were coming loose. In a while, the
sensation of movement ceased, though the headache remained.

When she fdt rested enough, she got up and started back toward Barnaby Manor, her rubbery legs
twiding and bending but somehow managing to support her. Each step increased her weariness, brought
a deep yearning for degp more intense than that which she had suffered in her previousillness, so intense,
infact, that she could not un-derstand it. She didn't know, of course, that she had been drugged heavily,
twice, in the lagt twenty-four hours, and that a resdue of those drugs gill worked within her, like a quiet
litte fid.

By the time she reached the bottom of the stone steps that lead up the diffSde to the Barnaby estate,
Gwyn was drawing her breath in long, shud-dering sobs, bone weary, fuzzy-eyed. She sat down, letting
her head fdl forward, her arms folded across her knees. She didn't see how she could manage to dimb
clear to the top.

However, the sun was setting, bringing a shadowed twilight to the empty beach, and night would
soon lay its black glove over everything. She didn't want to be down here when darkness fdl, no matter
whether her ghost was a red ghogt, an hdlucinaion or a hoaxer. When she had steadied her heartbeat
and regained her breath, she got up and began the dangerous ascent.

Thefird few steps weren't bad.

The gxth seemed twice as high asit should be.

The saventh was a maor obstacle.

After that, her strength fdl away, and the steps rose before her like a series of mountains.

Darkness was fdling more rapidly than sheld an-ticipated—or she was taking an inordinady long
time to make the dimb—leaving pools of shadow on the steps, so that she sometimes migudged where
the edge of one of them lay. A chill draught moved down through the naturd flue, bringing goose pimples
to her flesh and giving her the odd sensation that a giant lay above, breathing down on her.

The twentieth step seemed to dip away from her, like the moving riser on an escalator; she logt her
balance, fdt hersdf tilting backward, along hard fdl behind her . . .

Desperately, she flung hersdf forward, trying to regain her precarious but precious baance. She
over-compensated for the backward tilt, and went panfully to her knees, dutching at the steps as if she
thought they would shift out from under her.

Darkness pressed in.

The draught grew chillier.

In awnhile, she started up again, saying on her knees this time, moving ahead as she had on that dope
of sand by the caves. This, in the end, proved the wisest course, for she findly reached the lavn above
without further injury and no more close cdls.

She lay on the grass, catching her bregth, then got up and, aying dightly a her own weakness,
walked toward the welcome lights of Barnaby Manor . . .

“| told you awak wasn't what you needed,” Elaine said, hdping her into bed.

Gwyn did down under the sheets and lay back againgt the pillows, thankful for the smdl of clean linen
and the enveloping softness. “1 see, now, you were right,” Gwyn said.

“Dr. Cotter said you should rest.”

“I'm awfully tired.”

“What would you like for supper?’ Elaine asked.

“Nothing.”

“Youve got to eat.”

“I'm not hungry, Aunt Elaine”

The older woman made a face and said, “But you've hardly had anything to et dl day!”

“Breskfadt.”

“One med isnt—"

Gwyn said, “But it was an enormous breskfagt; it filled me up; I've not been hungry since, redly.” She
wanted to stretch, but didn't have the strength to lift her arms. She yawned ingtead and said, “All | want



to do is deep, get my strength back.”
“If you're sure you're not hungry.”

“I'm sure.”

Haine picked up a bottle of tablets by the Sde of the bed and emptied one out into the pdm of her
hand. “I'll get you a glass of water to take thiswith.”

“Take what?’

“A desgping pill.”

“l don't want adeegping pill,” Gwyn said.

“Dr. Cotter prescribed them.”

“l don't need one,” Gwyn said, adamantly. “I fed like I've been kicked around by a herd of horses.
Il deep without help.”

“Degr—"

“l won't take one.”

Haine sghed and put the tablet back into the bottle, capped the bottle and put it on the night-stand
agan. “If you won't, you won't.” She turned off al the lights except the reading lamp by her chair, sat
down and picked up her book.

“What are you doing?” Gwyn asked. She raised her head from her pillows and looked at the older
woman.

“Reading, dear,” Elane said.

“You're not going to st up with me, are you?” Gwyn asked. She fdt dmodt like a helpless little girl, a
child so afraid of the dark that she needed a chaperone to help her get to deep.

“Of course | am,” Elane said. She was dressed in a brown stretch swester, brown bellbottoms and
gylish boots. She did not look at dl like the sort of woman who would insst on mothering anyone, yet
here she was, inggting just the same. “If you won't take a deeping tablet, as Dr. Cotter said you should,
then | ought to be here to watch out for you, in case you need or want something.”

“l don't want to be such a burden on you,” Gwyn said.

“Thisisnt a burden. I've been wanting to read this nove for severa months”

“Youll be more comfortablein the library,” Gwyn said. “I indst you don't ruin your evening worrying
about me” When she saw that Elaine was not affected by any of this, she said, “Besdes, the light bothers
me it keeps me awake.”

Haine closed her book on aflap of the dust jacket, to mark her place, rose to her feet. “Promise you
will deep?’

“I'min no shape to do anything ese” she said.

And she wasn'.

Haine bent and kissed her forehead, pulled the sheets closer around her, picked up the book, turned
out the reading light, and left the room.

The darkness was heavy but not oppressive, a welcome prdiminary to seep.

Gwyn thought, briefly, how fortunate she was to have both Elaine and Uncle Will to look after her,
epecidly at atime like this when everything seemed to be fdling apart for her. Without them, she would
have been o terribly alone, so much more vulnerable to this sickness, so helpless. But with them, she fdlt,
she had a good chance of recovery, a better chance than she would have had if shed no onetoturnto ...

Seep reached up.

It was not threatening, but gentle.

She let it touch her and pull her down.

“Gwyn?

She opened her eyes and found that she had rolled onto her somach in her degp. She was peer-ing
out through a cocoon of shedts a a fragment of the wall behind the bed, and she could see that the
reading light—which was dimmer than any other light in the room—had been turned on again. She hoped
Aunt Elaine had not returned to keep avigl.

“Gwyn?’



Shefroze.

A amdl hand touched her shoulder, shook her gently, then more and more inagtently.

“Gayn?

Sherolled over, pushed the sheets away from her and looked up into the pae face of the dead girl,
Ginny, her long-gone sgter.

“How are you feding, Gwyn?’

She was beyond screaming for help, beyond fighting with the ghodt, far beyond any reaction at
al—except adull and unemationd acceptance of the impossible.

“Youve been degping so much,” the dead girl said, “that | havent had a chance to tak to you. |
didn't want to wake you, because | knew how much you needed your deep.”

Gwyn said nathing.

“Y ou've been so overwrought, and it's mostly my fault.”

Gwyn closed her eyes.

She opened them again.

It didn't work: the ghost was il there.

“Areyou ligening to me, Gwyn?’

Agang her will, she nodded.

“You looked so far away,” the gpparition said. “1 didn't even know if you could hear me”

“l can hear you.”

The ghogt sat down on the edge of the bed. She said, “Have you thought over what | talked about?’

Gwyn was actudly unable to understand the specter's meaning; her mind was digointed, scat-tered
with the fragments of thought, smashed by her weariness and by her fear which, by now, was a common
part of her.

“Will you come with me, to the other side? Will you die with me so we can be together agan?

Gwyn looked away from the dead girl, trying to block her out atogether, usdesdy hoping that her
eyes would light upon some distraction which—by completely dominating her attention—would force the
goparition to disappear. After passing over a dozen objects and rgecting them, her gaze come to rest on
the bottle of deegping tablets which stood on her nightstand, dmaost within her reach.

“Youll like the other Sde, | promise you, Gwyn,” the specter said, leaning closer.

Its voice was like the sough of a night wind through the tilted stones of a deserted graveyard. It
curdled Gwyn's blood and made her look dl the more intertly a the escape offered in the contents of
thet amall medicine bottle.

“l could open your window,” the gpparition said. “Straight down under it is a flagstone walk. If you
jumped—"

Gwyn ignored the whispering voice and rose on-to one elbow, leaned out and grasped the bottle of
tablets. She took the cap off and shook out one pill. It was white, very shiny and hard; she supposed she
could take it even without water. She put it in her mouth, after gathering sdiva, and swallowed it.

“Seegping pills?’ the ghost asked.

Gwyn lay back.

The ghost took the bottle out of her hand. “Yes, dear, this would aso be a good way to do it” She
took a second pill out and held it up to Gwyn's lips.

Gwyn kept her mouth pressed tightly shut, bit-ing into her lower lip so hard that she thought she
would soon draw blood if she weren't more careful.

“Dear Gwyn, it would be much less painful than jumping from the window or drowning in the sea.
Just along deep leading into an even longer deep . . 7

Though she knew that this was only an hadlucination, had to be, Gwyn was not about to open her
mouth and accept the tablet, even if it were imaginary.

“Say, a dozen of them,” the ghost said. “If you could manage to swdlow only a dozen of them, that
ought to do the trick.” She pushed the pill againgt Gwyn's lips.

Gwyn turned her head.

“Perhaps you'd like a glass of water to take it with,” the specter said, risng. She put the bottle and



the tablet on the nightstand and went into the bathroom.

Please let me deep, Gwyn begged. | can't stand it anymore . . . | just can't . . . I'll start to
scream, and | won't be able to stop screaming again, ever.

But, as mentaly and physcaly exhausted as she was, she did not deep, but lay on the edge of it,
ready to fdl.

She heard water running in the bathroom.

Then it stopped, and the specter came back with a glassin her hand.

“Now,” the ghost said, “well get them down, won't we?’

Gwyn closed her eyes as tightly as she closed her mouth, bringing creases to her forehead and
colorful streaks of light to the blackness behind her lids. She wished that she had the ability to close her
ears, too, to sed out that cool, hypnotic whisper.

Thepill touched her lips

“It will be easy, Gwyn.”

She turned her heed, fdt the pill follow her, dill jammed againgt her mouth.

“Gwyn?’

Panic began to rise in her as she fdt a scream draining at the back of her throat. But then, mer-cifully,
she dso fdt the pill she had taken begin-ning to work on her. Sleep came closer. She relaxed and gave
hersdf over to it and was carried away in-to darkness, away from the ghost, away from everything.



SIXTEEN

Forty-five minutes later, in the kitchen downdtairs, while Gwyn remained sound adeep in her room, the
other 9x members of the manor household sat around the big table drinking freshly brewed cof-fee and
edting pastries which Grace had baked earlier in the day. No one fdt much like eding a full, cooked
medl; there were too many building tensons in the ar, and there was too much im-mediaidy at stake to
permit proper digestion.

However, the four different kinds of pastries were dl crisp and ddlicious.

“Maybe you redly should have been a cook, Grace,” Ben Groves sad, grinning a the gray-hared
womean over a haf-eaten gpple tart. “1 mean, you do have aflar for it

“l was a cook once” she said. “Long hours, lots of work, and only mediocre pay—unless you've
dyle to handle the so-called gourmet dishes. Which | don't.” She took a bite of her own pastry and said,
“| prefer lifewith Fritz, here. It's infinitdly more exditing than spending your days in a hot kitchen.”

“With Fritz,” Ben said, “you're lucky you haven't been spending your timein a hot jall.”

“l resent that,” Fritz said. “I've worked the con games in hdf the countries of Europe, and I've not
been caught once.”

This sort of light banter continued for another severd minutes, though neither Elane nor William
Barnaby joined into it. They drank ther coffee and ate their pastries like two Strangers at a table of close
friends, though the illuson of rgec-tion was not the fault of the other four. Fritz, Grace, Ben, and Penny
hed learned, very early in this strange association with the Barnabys, man and wife, that their wedlthy
patrons were not indined to camaraderie.

At last, when he was finished eating and had wiped his hands on a linen ngpkin heretofore folded on
his lap, Will Barnaby interrupted their chatter and directed a didinctly admonitory remark to Penny
Groves. “You were pretty damned foolish upgtairs, just awhile ago,” he said. “And | mean by your own
account of it.”

Thegirl looked up, finished chewing a mouthful of blueberry muffin and said, with surprise, “I was?’

“You did say that you attempted to force her to take another deeping tablet, didn't you?’

“Ves”

“Didnt that strike you as foolish?’

She sad, “I didn't mean her to have it. | was only trying to scare her, and | succeeded.”

“Suppose she had taken it?” Barnaby asked.

“She wouldn't have”

“But suppose that she'd opened her mouth. Would you have given it to her then?’ His face was tied
up inan ugly, dark knot.

The blonde thought about it for a moment, then said, “Wadll, | would have had to, wouldn't 1? | mean,
if she'd opened her mouth for it, and if 1'd taken it away after dl of the spooky act 1'd put on, she'd have
been sureto andl arat.”

“Then,” Barnaby said, “you were inexcusably foolish.”

“Look here)” Ben Groves argued, “those pills aren't dl that powerful. Two of them wouldn't have
killed her, by any means.”

Barnaby suddenly dammed a large fig down on-to the table, rattling dl the dishes and dartling his
associates. Elaine was not dartled at dl, for she knew him too wel not to anticipate his outbursts. He
sad, “Gwyn mug not be physicaly harmed. We mustnt take the dightest chance of killing her. It's not a
meatter of mercy, or anything like that, God knows; but if she dies, her estate might never come my way.”

“It would be sure to,” Fritz said, duding pow-dered sugar from his hands. “You are her lagt liv-ing



relaive.”

“It would take years,” Barnaby said. “And the state would be right in there, shouting about a lack of
last wills and testaments; the state would want it dl and would get a huge chunk of it, no maiter what a
court findly decided.” He was red-faced just thinking about that delay.

To head off another exploson on her husband's part, for the sake of group unity, Elane sad, in a
more reasonable tone, “You see, the girl's got a higory of mentd indability. 1t shouldnt be dif-ficult to
convince a court that she's gone past the edge—especidly if she goes on about ghosts or even hoaxes of
ghosts. If she can be certified in-competent to control her own affairs Will is sure to be given
management of her estate, without any of the fortune being logt to inheritance taxes.”

“And with that,” Barnaby added, “1 can develop these properties I've been purchasng over the last
ten years”

“But you've got a stake inthistoo, dl of you,” Elane reminded them. “Every risk you take is as much
adanger to your own reward asit isto ours.”

There was slence around the table for awhile

Then Penny said, “1 won't make a mistake like that again.”

“Good,” Barnaby said.

Fritz raised his coffee cup and said, “To for-tune.”

Three others joined in the unorthodox toast. The Barnabys, as usud, sat back and watched it dl as if
they were vidtors a a zoo.



SEVENTEEN

The fallowing morning, which was Wednesday morning, her Aunt Elaine was there when she woke,
shortly past nine o'clock, and she was full of amiles and amdl jokes to cheer up the patient. The older
womean helped her to the bath, where she left her on her own. (Brushing teeth and washing her face,
combing the snarls from her long ydlow har, were dmost more than Gwyn could manage; she didn't
even atempt to shower, for she hadn't the energy or the will to stand up that much longer.) When she
was back in bed, propped up on extra pillows, Elaine brought her a huge breakfast on a bed tray, helped
her remove the lids from the hot dishes. Though Gwyn was sure that Grace's cook-ing was as good as
usud, dl of the food looked col-orless and tasted stale, and she had no appetite at dl for it, though she
forced down more then hdf of everything. She recognized these often-suffered symptoms of chronic
maase before, when she had been tempted to deep her life awvay, food had been tasteless and without
visud apped. The world had gone by in a sensdless blur as she curled tighter and tighter into her own
mental cocoon . . .

But, though she recognized what was happening to her, she no longer wanted to fight it. She had
been having such pleasant dreams. . .

In her dreams, her parents lived. There had been no accident, no deaths, and they were together
agan. Likewise, in the dreams, Ginny had never perished a sea. They were dl so happy in ther dream
life, having so much fun . . .

Indeed, the dreams seemed more red than the waking world, very sharply detailed and filled with
emotions. They were preferable to the drab sur-roundings she discovered upon waking, and she longed,
now, to get back to them.

“Do you fed more rested?’ Elaine asked.

“Yes” she sad.

But she was 4ill quite tired.

“Youd like to degp more, wouldn't you, dear?’

“Yes, Hane”

“I'l get you atablet.”

“Thank you.”

The sound of running water.

The rattle of the cap being removed from the medicine bottle, the hollow sound of it being put down
on the nightstand again.

A hand lifting her head.

“Hereyou are, dear.”

She opened her mouth.

Elaine popped the pill ingde.

Gwyn reached, hdping the older woman tilt the waterglass, took along swdlow of water, washing
down the tablet. Then, pleased to know that the dreams would soon be returning, she lay back and
waited for deep to overtake her.

At 12:45 that same afternoon, while Gwyn dept upstairs, Sheriff Louis Plunkett sat down in an easy
char in William Barnaby's study, holding his large black hat in both hands, like a superditious men
rdigioudy fingaing a tdisman. He had hoped to meet Barnaby at the front door and conclude this
bus ness without having to come insde. However, Fritz had answered the door and escorted him to the
study, giving him no choice but to dmogt literdly beard the lionin his own den.



Punkett got up, paced around the bookshelves, looked at the two watercolors in ornate frames,
checked the view from the window, went back to his chair, looked a his watch, found that held only
passed three minutes with dl of that.

He was nervous, partly because this was one of those cases he despised being involved with, and
partly because hed thus far had nothing at dl for lunch. A man his Sze, as active as he was, had to keep
hisregular medl schedule, or he got nervous. So he was nervous.

At lagt, Barnaby entered the study and closed the door behind, dl amiles He was 4ill pleased with
the efficient, no-nonsense way that Plunkett had posted the eviction notices yesterday and ddlivered Al
the right papers to dl the right fisher-men with nary a hitch. He offered his hand, shook Plunkett's, then
went graight to his chair, sat down and picked up his letter opener, which he usudly toyed with when
entertaining a vistor in this room.

“What's the problem?’ he asked Plunkett, though he was not redlly expecting a problem.

The sheriff had one for him, anyway. Plunkett frowned, his large face creased with two lines from the
gdes of his nose to the perimeters of his square chin; he stopped twisting his hat in his hands and placed it
on the arm of his chair. He said, in a busnesdike voice in which there was no longer a reluctance to skirt
the issue a hand. “Waell, | went out there late this morning, to see how they were getting dong, to find out
if there were any hitchesin the moving.”

“Out to Jenkins Niche?’ Barnaby darified.

“Yes, gr.”

“They have—what? Tweve hours?’

“Somewhét less than that, now.”

Barnaby smiled and nodded heppily. He said, “That was very efident of you, Sheriff, to make the
follow-up cdl.”

“You don't seem to understand me, Mr. Bar-naby. | came here to you because we seem to have a
problem,” Plunkett said. He ignored the other man's compliment, perhaps more because of a
deep-seated didike for William Barnaby than be-cause of any great modesty.

“Problem?’

“They wont leave”

“The fishermen?’

“Yes, gr, of course”

Barnaby froze, the tip of the slver letter opener pressed againg the ball of histhumb. He said, “Won't
leave?’

“That's what they say.”

“They told thisto you, directly to your face?’

“Yes, ar.”

“They mugt be joking!”

“They seem serious, Mr. Barnaby.”

“They have to leave.”

Plunkett said, unable to disguise his uneasiness at being involved in an event of this sort, dots of sweat
on his foreheed, “I told them that, Mr. Barnaby.”

“They've been evicted, dammit!” But Barnaby was taking more to himsdf, now, than to Plunkett.

The sheriff nodded.

Barnaby put down his letter opener.

Punkett noticed atiny dot of blood on the other man's thumb, where the point of the siver tool had
broken the skin.

Barnaby seemed unaware of his wound.

“So welve a problem,” Plunkett repeated.

Barnaby said, “What are you going to do about it?’

Punkett picked up his hat from the arm of the chair and began to play with it again, twirling it around
and around in his cdloused hands. He sad, “I warned them tha they were bresking the law, and |
explained the conseguences of tregpassing af-ter the ddivery of an eviction notice. But, in point of fact,



theré's redly nothing that | can do to them—besides ydl my head off.”

Barnaby was clearly gppdlled at this admisson. He said, “You can evict them by force if they aren't
out of the Niche by tonight!”

“No, gr, | cant.”

A dangerous look entered Barnaby's eyes, like an influx of muddy water into a clear stream, polluting
his gaze. “ Are you saying that you won't do your job on this?’

“That's not what I'm saying at dl,” Plunkett protested. “But | Smply can't do a forced eviction. They
intend to keep men in the Niche twenty-four hours a day, on shifts. That means therell dways be a least
twenty of them waiting for me at any one time. Even if they only intend a nonviolent resistance, locking
ams and that sort of thing, | can't ded with that big a group mysdf. I'd need at least ten good men with
me, and you know | don't have them. I've got two deputy sheriffs that's dl.”

Barnaby was temporarily satisfied with that answer, though he was not happy. He thought a moment
and sad, “Couldn't you arrest a couple of them, just the ringleaders? If the top few men—Y ounger and
his cronies—were thrown in the tank, the rest would fal apart.”

“l doubt thet, Sr,” Plunkett said. “It seemed to me that they were dl equaly determined about this. |
believe, if we tried jaling any of the top men, the rest would only be more resolved than ever.”

After a short dlence, Barnaby said, “Is this a token resistance or a red battle? Do they intend to
overday by only aday or two—"

“They're not leaving until their legd thirty days are up,” the sheriff said, finding it difficult not to amile

“Thet's intolerable”

“But that's the Stuation, Sr.”

“And your hands are tied?’

“Quite effectively, Mr. Barnaby.”

“Then | have to wait them out—or get my own court order that would permit the state police to step
into the picture.”

“Yes, dr.”

“Veay wel,” Barnaby said, leaning back in his chair as if the decison had been made, the problem
solved, and he could now relax. “Thank you for coming to me about this, Sheriff. Can you find your own
way out?’

“Certainly, Mr. Barnaby. Good day.”

“Same to you, Sheriff.”

Alonein the quiet study, then, Barnaby picked up hisslver letter opener, raised it high overhead, and
drove the point through the blotter and haf an inch into the top of the desk. “Bastards!” he hissed.

They were dl together again: mother, father, Ginny, Gwyn . . .

They were very happy.

Indl her life, Gwyn had never been happier.

They played on the beach together, at the Miami summer house, went svimming together, joked and
laughed, went to the movies together, read in the evenings, dways together, a perfect life. . .

When she woke, a haf-past two Wednesday af-ternoon, she tried to regain those dreams, to shove
away the bedroom, the daylight, the red world, and snk back into the past.

“Areyou awake?’ Elane asked.

Reuctantly, Gwyn opened her eyes and looked &t the chair beside her bed, where the older woman
sat with the book folded in her lap. “Yes,” she said, through a mouth that felt gummed with cobwebs.

“Feding better?’

Actudly, she was not feding better a al, despite her rest. If anything, her body fet heavier, more
bloated; her eyes were grainier, her mouth dry, her somach abdl of knots that not even an escape artist
could untie. But she didn't want to upset Elaine after dl the older woman had done for her, and so she
lied. She said, “Yes, I'm feding much better, thank you.” And she tried a feeble amile which was only a
partid success.

“You dept right through lunch,” Elaine said.



“l didnt missit, redly.”

“You should 4ill eat. I've had Grace keep some-thing warmed up for you. While you use the bath, 1l
bring it.”

“Pease” Gwyn said, “I'd rather just deep.”

“You can't take medicine without food in your somach,” Elaine said. “Now, don't be head-strong.”

Hane helped her to her feet. Her head was lighter, her legs more rubbery than before, but she
managed the short walk to the bath and had the srength to refresh hersdf and return to bed by the time
the woman had come back with the tray of food.

“Ed hearty, now.”

“It looks ddicious” Gwyn sad.

In fact, it looked colorless and Stale.

To please her aunt, she forced hersdf to eat: pot roast, browned potatoes, corn, a sdad, rich
chocolate pudding. Everything but the pudding was a chore to chew up and swalow, especidly since the
food was without taste or was nause-atingly flat; her reaction to each dish varied from hbite to bite, so that
she knew the shortcoming was in her own appreciation, not in the food itsdf. The spoon and the fork
each weighed a couple of pounds and kept dipping from her fingers. . .

Though she could force hersdf to eat, she could not make hersdf hold up a viable conversation, and
ghe did not even try. Her thoughts kept return-ing to the dreams, making her amile as she recdled a
pleasant fragment of some unred scene. The dreams were so wonderful, so filled with red hap-piness,
because no one had died in them: deeth did not exis . . .

“I think I've had enough,” she said, after afew minutes, trying to push her tray off her lap.

BElaine examined the dishes, looked worried. She said, “You most certainly haven't had enough. One
or two bites of everything. Let's see you clean up your plate.”

“Oh, Blane—"

“No excuses”

Though the fork and spoon were 4ill as heavy as before, she ate faster. The sooner she was done,
the sooner she could have another pill, could lie back and degp and dream . . .

While Gwyn gtruggled with her lunch, William Barnaby sat in his sudy downdtairs, holding the
telephone receiver to his ear and ligening to it ring again and again at the other end of the line. He hoped
that Paul Morby was a home, and that the man could take on the job that he had for him. If Morby
couldn't be gotten, Barnaby didn't know to whom he could turn for help. While he waited, he hed the
slver letter opener in his free hand and tapped the point rapidly againg his blotter, not to any time he had
inmind, but to the furious tempo of his anger.

The phone was picked up at the other end: “Hello.”

The gruff voice, deep-toned and uncom-promising, was evocative of Morby's appearance: tdl,
heavy, a man made out of planks and wire and hard pressed sted, with hands twice as wide as any other
man's hands and enough cruddly shaped desto attract dl the girls on the beach.

“Barnaby here” Will said.

“Yegh?’

“l have ajob for you.”

“Can you hold on?” Morby asked. “1 was com+ing in with the groceries when you rang. | want to
pop a couple of thingsin the freezer.”

Barnaby preferred the kind of employee who'd let the frozen goods be ruined rather than make such
arequest, but he sad it was dl right, hed hold the line. Men like Morby, with Morby's tdents and his
lack of scruples, were difficuit to find.

He had used Morby twice before in the last two years, both times when a business ded was symied
by a man rdluctant to sdl hisland. In one case, Morby ddivered the adversary a rather thorough begting.
In the second instance, Morby had burned the man's house to the ground, in such a clever fashion that no
one had suspected arson. Not only had this made the potentid sdler more anxious to be rid of his
property, but it made the purchase of the land cheaper for Barnaby, since the vaue of the house—now



that there was no longer a house—could be subtracted from the package of-fer that Edgar Aimes had
made.

Morby was good. He was dependable, and he could keep his mouth shut. If Sheriff Plunkett couldn't
do anything about the squatters at the Niche, Morby could, with more speed and ef-fectiveness.

“Okay, the ice cream's in the freezer,” Morby said, picking up the phone again. “What'd you want?’

“Remember the second job you did for me?’

Morby said, “The house?’

“That'sit”

“What about it?’

“Can you take on asmilar contract?’

Morby thought, then said: “When?’

“Tonight.”

“Short notice”

Barnaby said, “But I'l pay a good bonusif this goes right.”

“It dways goes right when | do it,” Morby said. After another long silence, in which he considered his
schedule, he said, “Is this another house—and if so, what Sze?’

“A boat,” Barnaby said.

Morby was surprised, but he recovered rather quickly. “Y ou want meto do to a boat what | did to a
house, isthat right?’

“Ves”

“How bigisit?’

“A lobster boat, maybe thirty-ax feet.”

“This boat—is it in the water, dry docked, in a showroom or what?’

“It's docked, on the water.”

“Bods are very hard to work on,” Morby said. “There are so few ways to get in and out of a boat,
you see. It's easy to draw abig crowd, and that can mess up an otherwise easy contract.”

"There shouldn't be anyone on the boat,” Barnaby said.

“This around here?’

“Yes”

“l suppose | could do it”

“Will you be able to get your—suppliesintime?’

Morby said, “I keep an emergency kit here, so I'm usudly ready to go for something like this”

“Fne” Barnaby said. “Now, we should get together, a the usud place, to go over the details”

“You can bring the pay then.”

“I will.”

“The bonus too.”

“The job's not finished yet.”

“Itll be doneright.”

Barnaby hesitated only a second, then said, before Morby could tdl him to forget it, “Okay, sure.
The bonus too.”

“When?" Morby asked.

Barnaby looked at hisgold coin watch and said, “It's two-thirty right now. I've some other things to
attend to, so—why don't we say quarter past four.”

“I'l be there,” Morby said.

They both hung up without saying goodbye.

When she learned who was cdling, Edgar Aimes young secretary lost her cold and amost impoalite
tone and put Barnaby draight through to her boss without further delay.

“Hdlo, Will,” Aimes said. “What can | do for you?’

“I'd like to see you, Edgar. We've got some im-portant business matters to discuss.”

“Has something come up?’ Aimes asked.



“More than alittle”

Aimes thought a moment and said, “I have to come out your way in about an hour, to show a
pro-perty dong Seaview Drive. | could stop by at say four-thirty and—"

“That won't do,” Barnaby said. “Edgar, | think this is something we need time to discuss, perhaps
over dinner.”

“Tonight, you mean?’

“Yes”

“But Lydiaand | were going to—"

“Cancd it”

“Will, 1—"

“l think a dinner discussion between us is far more important than whatever you were going to do
tonight,” Barnaby said. His voice was firm and left no doubt that he expected ful compliance with his
request.

Aimes sghed. “What's the trouble, then?’

“l don't want to tak about it now, though | will say that it involves Mr. Morby, whom weve
employed in the past, if you remember correctly.”

“You employed him,” Aimes said. “I have met im only once, and | wouldn't hire him.”

“Nevertheless, you see why 1'd like to have din-ner with a nice, rdiable couple, like you and Ly-dia
In a public place, where were sure to be seen—say between eight o'clock and one in the morning,
somewhere that we can have drinks and make an evening of it.”

“l undergtand,” Aimes said.

“How about the Kettle and Coach?’

“That would be ided. It's what we've done in the past, on nights when Mr. Morby was working.”

“Exadtly,” Barnaby said. “Shdl Elaine and | meet you there, then? Say at eight-thirty, in the cocktall
lounge”

“Well be there,” Aimes said.

Again, both men rang off without saying good-bye.

Jugt as Gwyn was finished with her lunch and gave the tray to Elaine, a knock sounded on the closed
bedroom door. A moment later, the door opened, and Will Barnaby looked in. “How are you today,
Princess?’ he asked Gwyn.

She amiled and said, “ Better.”

He came over and sat on the edge of her bed, took one of her damp hands in his. “I told you it
wasnt as serious as you thought it was. All you needed was rest, plenty of rest.”

“l guess you were right,” she said. But his presence brought back the memory of the ghod, the
footprints on the beach, the broom marks, her whole illness. She said, “Have you caled Dr. Recard,
Unde Will?

He said, “I cdled him firg thing yesterday morning, even before you'd gotten awake.”

“What'd he say?’

“That you were to rest, redly rest. If you aren't feding better in a week, then you're to go see him. I'l
take you there”

She rdlaxed. “He didn't think it was serious enough to—put mein a hospitd somewhere?’

“No, no,” Will said. “Just get lots of rest.”

“I've been doing that.”

“Except for your wak on the beach yesterday,” he said.

“I'm sorry about that.”

“You should be,” he said. “You knew you weren't supposed to be up and around yet.”

“l didn't mean to upset anyone” Gwyn said. She turned her head and looked at Elaine, who was
amiling down at them, halding the bottle of degp-ing tablets.

“Let'sforget about yesterday,” her uncle said, patting her hand. “I'm sure you won't do anything like
thet again.”



“l wont, | promise”

“Good,” he sad, letting go of her hand. “Now, I'l talk to your aunt for a minute, if | may, and give
you a chance to recover from that feast you judt finished.”

He stood and took his wifés elbow, led her through the door, closed the door after them, and
walked her severa paces down the hall.

In awhisper, she said, “What's wrong?’

He told her, succinctly, about the squatters at Jenkins Niche and about his phone cdls to Morby and
Aimes “So,” he concluded, “since we have to be out in public tonight, for an dibi, | thought we might as
wel move up the schedule with Gwyn. Well make tonight the find act with her.”

“But we agreed, origindly, that she could use another day of deep, to wear her down.”

“If we're out of the house tomorrow night, too,” Barnaby said, “it may look a little strange. We can't
very wdl go out to dinner with Edgar twicein arow, to tak busness”

“l guess 0.”

“Therefore” he said, “you won't be giving her another deeping pill today. Shell have to be wide
awake for the fedtivities tonight.”

Hare said, “If you'd been only five minutes later than you were, | would dready have given her a
tablet.” She clenched the medicine bottle tightly in her right hand. “But don't worry about a thing, darling.
Il take care of her from here on out—and I'll be damned glad to get this over with a day early.”

“You think shéelll crack tonight?’ he asked.

“With what Penny is going to do to her?’ Elaine asked. “There just isnt any doubt, so far as | can
see. She's on the verge of a complete breakdown aready. She hasn't the will power to refuse a degp-ing
pill any more, and she seems even anxious to deep. With tonight's little show, she's going to lose what
control she has. By the end of the summer, youll have been gppointed to manage her trust.”

“I think s0 too,” he said. “Wdl, you get back to her, while| tdl Groves what's going on.”

“Then you can be ready tonight?” Barnaby asked.
Penny Groves stubbed out her cigarette and said, “1'm ready right now, as far as that goes.”

“Nervous?’
Groves answered for her: “Penny and | are pro-fessonds, were never nervous about a
per-formance.”

“Good. Tonight, then.”

Hane came back into the room and dropped the bottle of deeping pills into the pocket of her
bellbottom dacks, the top Hill screwed on tight. She fluffed Gwyn's two pillows, sraightened the covers
and sad, “Now, you try to rest, dear.”

Gwyn looked at the bulge in Elaings pocket made by the medicine bottle, looked at the empty
nightand and said, “But don't | get a degping pill to hdp me?’

She could fed the dreams receding, growing cold, stresking out of her reach . . .

“Dr. Cotter said that you're not to have too many of them,” Elaine said, making up a converient lie

“One more won't hurt.”

“Doctor knows best.”

“But | can't degp without them.”

“Jud rest, then, dear.”

“But—"

“Redly, Gwyn, itll be best to wait until tonight, at bedtime, before taking another. Now, if you close
your eyes and don't worry yoursdf about the pills, I'm sure youll doze off.”

Gwyn was not so certain about that. She was so exhausted that her weariness was no longer a
con-tributing factor to her deep, but an obstacle to it. Her eyes, though gritty and burning with fatigue,
would not stay shut, but popped open like shutters if she hadn't the tablet to help them stay down.

“Oh, by the way,” Elaine said, “Will and | are supposed to go out this evening, for a dreadful little
business dinner with associates. It's not going to be much fun, so if you—"



“Oh, no!” Gwyn said, rigng up onto one elbow. “Don't stay at home because of me. You've done
too much of that dready. Besides, I'm feding much better than | was.”

“You haven't been hdludinating again, have you?’ Elane asked, ddicatdy. “No—ghosts?’

“None” Gwyn sad, forcing a smile That wasn't too much of a lie redly. In two days, the only
en-counter she'd had with the ghost was the short vigtation the night before, when it had attempted to get
her to take an overdose of degping pills Her visons were tapering off.

“| thought you hadn't,” Elaine said. “But | wanted to hear it from you before | decided whether we
should leave the house tonight. Well, if you're sure youll be okay, I'll tdl Will not to can-cel out on the
dinner.”

“I'm fing” Gwyn assured her, not feding fine at dl. However, now her alments seemed physca
more than menta, and she could cope with that— she thought.

“Also, if it's okay with you,” Elane said, “I'll tdll Grace to make you a supper that can be heated, then
give her and Fritz the night off so they can take in a show they've been wanting to see.”

“I'l do fine on my own,” Gwyn said.

“Oh, | wouldn't leave you entirdy done,”

Haine said. “Ben will be in the house. Hell ook in on you from time to time, and he can give you
your degping tablet around deven.”

In the downgtairs study, when he had finished talking with Penny and Ben, William Barnaby removed
one of the watercolors from the wall, re-veding a amdl safe, which he opened with a few deft twists of
the combination did. Indde the safe were a few important papers, most of which were only duplicates of
others he kept in a safety deposit box downtown. There was adso a savings account passbook and a
neatly bound bundle of cash.

He took out the passbook firgt and looked at the bottom figure $21,567. It was a pitiful amount, for
it represented the lagt immediately available funds of what had once been a multi-million dollar fortune . . .
So much money had gone down the drain in the last decade or so. Of course, he and Elaine enjoyed
living high; but there had aso been a few red estate dedls that hadn't panned out like held thought they
would. He had dmogt amillion tied up in seafront property now, of course. But unless he was able to get
the money to develop that land as he intended, he would lose considerably when he resold it.

Angry and nervous, he shoved the passbook into the safe again, took out the bundle of cash. It
contained dightly more than seven thousand dallars in smdl hills. He peded off two thousand dollars to
pay Morby, thought a moment and then added another five hundred as a bonus. Morby might be
expecting an extra thousand, but he wouldn't turn the job down if he got only haf that much.

Barnaby returned the remainder of the cash to the safe, closed the smdl, round meta door, spun the
did, tugged on the chromium handle to be sure that it was locked, lifted the watercolor from the floor and
hung it where it had been.

He went to the bar cabinet behind his desk, got out a bottle of Scotch whiskey and poured himsdf a
double shot: neat, with no ice and no water. He drank it down fast, for he needed the boost it gave him.
It was a busy afternoon—and it was going to be an even busier evening . . .

The rest of that day passed dowly for Gwyn. She dozed off and on, for ten or fifteen minutes at a
dretch, waking each time with a start, not knowing what had frightened her, never fully recapturing her
pleasant dreams of a life that never was and could never be. She tossed and murmured when she dept,
skirting those desired dreams, coming even closer to horrid nightmares. When she was awake, her bones
ached, and every joint fet ar-thritic. Her eyes were too tired to dlow her to read; thus, the minutes ticked
by in agonizing haf-time.

She thought of asking for apill again, but she knew that Elaine would say no. And she knew, too, that
s0 much medicine, so much unnecessary deep, was not good for her. Yet, she desired it . . .

Hour by hour, her nerves grew more frayed.

She began to think of Ginny again.

Theghost . . .



Her naps became fewer and farther between, only five minuteslong now, and aways turbulent. Each
time that she woke from one of them, she remembered every detall of the mini-nightmare that plagued
her. It was dways the same one: she was by the sea, with the dead girl, being dragged into the crashing
waters againg her will, too wesk to ress, too weak to cry out, most assuredly doomed . . .



BOOK FOUR

EIGHTEEN

A few minutes past e@ght o'clock that evening, Ben Groves knocked on Gwyn's bedroom door, then
shouldered it open, bringing her supper on the familiar sckroom tray.

She sat up, aware that she was not looking her best, and she brushed sdlf-conscioudy at her tan-gled
yelow hair.

“Sesping beauty,” he said.

Morosdly, she said, “Hardly. | haven't had a shower today, and | know | must look like a witch.”

“Not a dl,” he said, putting the tray on her lap and adjugting the two sets of tubular sted legs that
supported it on the mattress. “You are lovdly, asusud.”

“And youre aliar,” she said.

“Have it your own way,” he said. “You redly do look nice. But that's neither here nor there. The
im-portant thing isn't how you look, but how you fed, right?’

“Right”

“So how do you fed?’

“Not hungry,” she said, looking down at the food.

He laughed and said, “I'm afraid you don't have any choice about that. | got dtrict orders from Mrs.
Barnaby to see that you et it dl. And I'm not to let you start the dessert until everything eseis gone.”

“Have Uncde Will and Elaine l€ft for their din-ner engagement yet?” Gwyn asked, picking up her fork
and sudying the tray for the least offensve looking dish.

“A few minutes ago,” Ben said.

“Good,” Gwyn said. “I was worried that they wouldn't go. Aunt Elaine has been so good with me,
amog too good. | was afraid sheld reconsider at the last moment so she could stay here and look after
me”

He sat down in the easy chair where Elaine usudly sat, and he said, “She feds you're recover-ing
nicdy.”

Gwyn nodded and forked buttered noodles into her mouth. They had little taste, but more then
anything ese she had eaten in the last day and a hdf. She worked at the dish until she had emptied it,
which seemed to take forever. Recently, she fdt asif her entirelif e consisted of deeping and edting, and
that only the former was not an arduous task.

“I hope your illness didn't have anything to do with the saling we did the other day,” Groves sad,
when she had begun to eat the warmed chicken breast on the largest plate.

She looked up, surprised. “How could it?’

“l don't know,” he said. “But you seemed to get Sck right after that, so | thought perhaps—"

“Hasn't anyone told you what's wrong with me?’ she asked.

“Why should they?’

Gwyn considered this a moment. She should have known that neither Uncle Will nor Elaine would
gossip about her to the help, yet she had automaticaly assumed everyone in the house knew about her



ghogt. She was rdlieved that Ben, at least, had been kept in the dark.

“Bdieve me, Ben, | redly enjoyed being on the Salt Joy with you,” she said. “It was the nicest day
I've had in along time. My illness has nothing to do with that.”

“What ardief!” he said. “Wdl then, maybe we can go out in the boat again, when you're feding up to
it.”

“l don't see why not.”

He peered at her tray with an exaggerated look of anger. “You've hardly touched your chicken, so
don't put your fork down yet.”

She laughed and said, “Y ou'd make a very good mother.”

“I try,” he said.

Because she had not taken a deeping tablet snce tha morning, and because Ben's presence was
con-siderably more vitd, in an undefinable way, than Elaines was, she found hersdf more dert, her mind
functioning in less of a haze then it had for the past forty-eight hours. Inevitably, then, she began to think
about the ghost and about dl the things that might be connected with it, and she broached a tangent of the
subject with him.

When sheld reached her dessert, she said, “Do you know any of the fishermen who've been giving
Unde Will trouble?”

“A bad lot,” he said.

“Which ones do you know?’

“Y ounger, Abrahams, Wilson, nearly dl of them.”

“Isit true they threastened Uncle Will?’

“They did, dl right.”

“How?”

“In vague, but definitdy meaningful terms” he said.

“Do you think that they'd carry through on those threats?’

He grimaced and said, “They're not an easy group of men to get dong with, and they don't hold ther
anger well. Yes, | beieve they'd have gone through with the threats if Uncle Will hadn't reported them to
the sheriff.”

Outside, night had falen; the remnants of an orange sunset lighted a hdf inch of the horizon on the far
sde of the house but did not light the sky beyond Gwyn's windows.

She ate severd more spoonfuls of the same kind of chocolate pudding which sheld been served for
lunch, then said, “Do you think they'd be the kind to strike out & me, when they saw they couldn't essly
get a my unde?’

“Wha do you mean?’

She couldnt tdl him without mentioning the ghost, and she did not want him to know about thét,
because she was dlill pretty sure that it was only an illuson, the symptom of emotiond ingtaility.

He sad, “Do you mean would they hurt you?’

“In amanner of spesking.”

“Not likdy,” he said. “At least, | don't think they'd stoop so low as to carry a grudge againg innocent
bystanders. Why? Has something hap-pened?’

“Nothing, redly,” she said.

“Then why did you ask?’

She ate another spoonful of chocolate pudding and, rather than answer him, asked another ques-tion.
She said, “What do you know about International Seafood Products?’

He looked at her strangdly and seemed, at fird, unable to find a response. “What do you mean?’

Shefinished her pudding, enjoying the taste of the last few mouthfuls, and she said, I understand that
| SP wants to build a seafood processing plant nearby.”

He nodded. “1SP wants to, and the fishermen want them to—but everyone ese in the area is dead
st againdt it

“Why?

“Thefilth, of course.”



She sad, “As| understand, 1SP wants to build a modern plant that wouldn't foul the sea or the air.”

“Y ouve heard wrong, then.”

“But don't they have a plant like that operating up in Maine?’

She thought that there was a look of deep anx-iety on Ben's face, though she couldn't imagine what
he had to be anxious about. He leaned for-ward in the easy char and findly began to reply, when the
telephone rang, somewhere downdairs.

“That's Mr. Barnaby's private ling, in the study,” he said. “I'll have to go down there to answer it. I'l
be right back.”

He departed before she could say anything, and she heard him taking the main sairs two a atime.

Ben picked up the study phone and said, “Hdlo?’

“Itsme” Penny said. She was cdling from the house phone, in the kitchen, to give him an excuse to
get out of Gwyn's room, according to plan.

He sat down heavily in Will Barnaby's legther chair, behind the desk, leaned his elbows on the blotter
and said, “Elaine told me that the kid would be dopey—from dl the drugs she had this morning and from
her own state of mind.”

Apprehengvdy, Penny said, “And she int?’

“Depends on your definition of ‘dopey,’ he said. “She's not her usud df, to be sure. But shé's a
damn sght more dert than | expected her to be.”

“What happened?’

He sad, “She got inquigtive. She wanted to tak about the fishermen, and | think she was close to
tdling me about you—about the ghost.”

“But she didn't?’

“Not quite. However, she did ask me what | knew about ISP, and she proved to be damned
knowledgesble on the subject.”

“You don't think she knows?’

“No. Maybe she suspects something . . . though she musn't know just what. She thinks maybe the
fishermen are behind the ghost.”

Penny said, “Ben, maybe we shouldn't go through with it.”

“It's not that bad,” he said. “I didn't mean to put you on edge, Penny. | only wanted to warn you that
she's not awaking zombie, like we thought sheld be at this sage.”

“She may catch on—"

“No, she wont,” he said. “Shell tumble for it, and well break her down tonight for sure.”

“Wdl—"

“Think of dl that money,” he said.

“I've been thinking of it for a hundred years.”

“We're too close now to back off.”

She was slent a moment, then said, “Y ou're right. I'm going to go up there now and scare the hell out
of that kid.”

“That's the Suff.”

“You be ready, according to the script.”

He sad, “Have you ever known me to miss a cue?’

“Never.

“Okay, go to work, love”

Thefind act had begun.



NINETEEN

When darkness came to Jenkins Niche, it brought Paul Morby with it, more of a ghost than Penny
Groves could ever have been. For eght years, Mor-by had been a member in good danding of the
United States Army's Green Berets, one of the world's most deadly, violent and inddious guerilla
warfare fighting forces. He'd spent four long years in Vietnam, having completed more than three hundred
missonsinto enemy-held territory, dl of which ended in success. He had killed men, and he had suffered
no remorse, for that was what he had been trained to do. When hefindly checked out of the service and
came home, it was clear to Morby that his fortune lay in the use of those tricks and taents which the
amy had taught him, and he ap-plied the methods of war to domestic, persond pro-blems—for afat fee.
He had worked for out-and-out criminds, for borderline operators, and for men who were ostengibly
honest, such as William Barnaby. Thus far, he had never had to kill anyone for money, and he avoided
those jobsin which murder was dmost essentid or highly likely. He burned down houses, set up banks
for men who wanted to rob them, and committed a dozen other prosecutable felonies, dl without regret.
The Green Berets preferred men with few scruples, then bred the last dregs of honesty from them. It was
not in Paul Morby, then, to be sorry about anything that he did. When he came into Jenkins Niche, just
after dark, he did so with only one thought: do the job right, earn the money.

He never thought about taking the money and leaving the job undone, for he wanted to be given any
repeat business that Barnaby might have for aman like him, in the future,

Like any good craftaman, he knew that the qudity of his product musgt remain high, higher than any
competition's product, if he were to sur-vive at doing whet he liked to do. The only dif-ference between
Morby and any other craftsman was that Morby's craft was far more dangerous than most; and his end
product, rather than some tangible piece of goods like a parr of shoes or a lesther wdlet, was
destruction. Morby liked to destroy, because it was exciting. He couldn't imagine going through life as a
clerk or nine-to-five office worker.

He camein by sea, in amidnight black wet suit and diving tanks. He had entered the water farther up
the shore, out of Sght of the Niche, then swam just below the surface until he rounded the point and
gruck in among the docked fishing craft. Behind him, on a thin chain latched to his wais, he towed a
waterproof tin box which contained the tools of his trade: a wel sllenced pistal with two spare dips of
ammunition, a plastic-wrapped package of gdignite plastic explosves, a mini-timer to set off the charge
when he was well away from the scene, and a set of keys which could open the locks on dmost any boat
mede.

The docks were built out from the beach, form-ing a perfect cover for hisfind approach. He swvam in
beneath one of these and came out of the water in the shadow of the old wooden planking, where no one
would see him.

He pulled back the black rubber hood thet dung tightly to his head, and when his ears had adjusted,
he could hear laughter and voices, not too far away dong the beach.

Morby smiled to himsdlf, because he knew that, in alittle while, none of these men would fed much
like laughing.

Unsnapping the chain from his waist, shrugging out of his oxygen tanks, he opened the tin box and
took out his pigtal, the gdignite, the timer and the keys. The last made a brief jangling noise as he tucked
them into a snap pocket of the wet suit, but he was confident that no one had heard them.

Cautioudy, he léeft the shadow of the pier and went to scout around, to locate the bulk of the
fishermen who had the night duty in the Niche, and to find the most likdly target for the gdignite. Barnaby
hadn't cared which boat was blown up, just so one of them got ripped to shreds.



“The cops will find traces of the gdignite” Mor-by had warned.

Barnaby had said, “But it's the only way to be sure the boat's a totd |oss?’

“Yes” Morby said. “A fire can be farly rapidly extinguished on a boat. If | set a fire, I'd have an
escape problem, and | doubt 1'd end up doing much damage.”

“The gdlignite, then,” Barnaby said. “And so what if they find traces? Do you redly think they'd come
back to me, a respectable man of the com-munity, a millionaire?”

“Y ou're the only one who wants them out of the Niche, though,” Morby said, jabbing athick finger at
the older man.

“That's true,” Barnaby had said. “However, why should | pull a sunt like this when they'd have to be
out in thirty days anyway?’

“That's a good point,” Morby had admitted. “That ought to convince the cops that you're clean, that
on top of your good name and dl your money.” He gave Barnaby a searching look and said, “But 1've
wondered the same thing mysdf. Why are you going to take arisk like this, when they'll be gone in thirty
days, anyway?’

“That's persona,” Barnaby had said.

And Morby, aware that he could not push the point any further, had let it drop at that.

Now he was prowling the Niche in the darkness, ligening to the fishermen exchange jokes around a
large beach fire, and saking out the mogt likdy looking ships to see which he wanted to blow to
gmithereens.

Morby went over the side of the Princess Lee, padded dong the gangway to the gdley steps, went
down these one a atune as Slently as a cat on cot-ton. The gdley door was closed, but not locked. He
pushed it open without any trouble. He went in, followed a corridor aft, until he found a place againg an
inner partition, where the gdignite would do its best work. He bent down and began to mold the plagtic
charge to the base of the wdl, ringing it out just enough to rip up the mgor seam in the floor and let the
water in soon after the flames.

Inaminute, he was finished. He picked up the mini-timer, set that to afull five minute fuse, jammed it
into the gelignite.

He stood up, folded the plastic wrappings and duffed those into another safety pocket in hiswet suit.

Thejob finished, he turned to leave—just in time to encounter a middle-aged fisherman in blue jeans
and a sweatshirt; the man had just come down the gdley stairs, as quigtly as Morby had, though his quiet
hed been that generated by familiarity and not by purposeful stedth. He stepped into the corridor and
flipped on the overhead lights, bathing Morby in what seemed an intense, white glare.

Morby brought up his pistal.

The fisherman gaped at the Sght of the big man in the diving suit, for he had dearly not known there
was anyone down here.

“Whet the hdl—" he began.

Morby shot him three times, dl in the chest.

The fisherman dropped like one of his anchors, stone dead.

Morby waited, very dill, for someone <e to follow the dead sailor. When a full minute had passed,
he redlized that the man had been done.

Quickly, then, he walked down the corridor, stepped over the body and went up onto deck, without
aglance backward. He had not wanted to kill the fisherman, but he'd seen no other possihility. The men
hed caught dght of his head, his face, and would be sure to remember him. Though Morby lived just
outsgde of Boston, he kept a summer cottage at Cader, and he would have been spotted by this man
sooner or later.

Now, with the mini-timer's fuse rgpidly running down, Morby went over the sde of the Princess Lee,

swam to the beach and risked a quick run dong the sand to the dock where held left his gear. It was dill
there.

He pulled up his hood, dipped into his oxygen tanks and buckled them across his chest.

The gdignite had not gone off.



He put the pistal and the ammunition clips into the tin box, sedled that, snapped the chain onto his
belt. Lifting the box, he started forward, wading into the deeper water under the dock. When he was in
up to his wag, the explosion lifted a dark lid off the world and let a fierce red-white light in. The noise
followed: like the worst thunder in the world.

Morby grinned, waded deeper, then went under. In the confuson on the beach, it was easy for hm
to swim out of Jenkins Niche unnoticed.



TWENTY

While Ben was downgtairs on the telephone, Gwyn got out of bed, chose a pair of dean pgamas
from the bureau, and went into the bathroom to freshen up and to make hersdf more attractive. Her hair
redly needed washing, but once she brushed the tangles out of it, it didn't look too bad. She washed her
face, powdered it dightly, applied a thin coat of clear, moidurizing lipgick. Sipping into the clean
pajamas, she looked and fdt like an adtogether different person than the gil who had just esten supper.
She was 4ill tired, very tired, but not so weary as she had been these past two days. And, right now,
though deep was attractive, she did not long for it in quite such an unholy fashion as she had this
afternoon.

When she came out of the bath, Ben Groves had not come back yet—though the dead gifl was
there.

“Hdlo, Gwyn.”

She stepped around the apparition, went to the bed and got under the sheets, asif it had not spoken.

“That's not anice way to be”

She sad nothing.

She prayed for Ben to return.

The ghost came and stood at the foot of her bed, raised its ams in her direction. “The longer you
ignore me, the more you try to shove me out of your life, Gwyn, the harder it isfor me to Say here”

“Then, go away.”

“You don't mean that.”

“l do.”

“Without you?’

“Ves”

“But don't you love me?’

Gwyn sad, “No.”

“I'm your sSister, your blood!”

“You arent.”

The dead girl made aface, disgusted, and she said. “Don't persst in these foolish denids”

“They aren't fodlish at dl. My sster died when she was alittle girl, when she was only twelve. You're
a grown woman, someone dse dtogether or a figment of my imaginaion. No matter that you look like
me, that you look like Ginny. Y ou're not.”

“I've explained this dl before, Gwyn.”

“Not to my stisfaction.”

“Gwyn, | do need you. The other sde keeps tug-ging at me, wanting me back. If you won't accept
me | can't say here. But | need you, more than I've ever needed anyone or anything, to make things
more pleasant on the other side, to have someone to tak to.”

“I'mimagining you,” Gwyn said.

“You arent.”

“I may be going mad, but | know it. That's something, anyway.” She was trembling badly.

The ghost dimbed onto the bed, making the mattress Snk at the bottom, and she crawled up toward
Gwyn. She touched Gwyn's bare arm with her fingertips, and she said, “There, now, does that fed like a
figment of your imaginaion?’

Gwyn sad nathing.

“I've told you that, temporarily, I'm as red as you are, as fleshy as you, and not to be ignored.”



“Then you'd better get out of here before Ben gets back,” Gwyn said. “If he sees you—"

“Oh, he won't.”

“| thought you said you were as red as me, tem-porarily?’

“l am,” the dead girl said. “But a ghost has cer-tain ahilities that come in handy. | can keep him from
seaing me, if | wish.”

Gwyn said nathing.

“Please speak to me, Gwyn.”

“I'd be taking to mysdf, then,” Gwyn said. “And | redlly don't need that. So why not go away.”

The dead girl sudied her closdy for a moment, then crawled even closer on the bed. She sad,
“Gwyn, I'm your sster, and | love you, and whatever | do isfor your own good.”

Gwyn was qui€t.

“It's better for you on the other side, with me, in death. Here, you have no one, no one at dl; you're
done and afraid, and you're clearly quiteill. I'm going to take you with me, for your own good.”

Gwyn did not redize the full import of what the dead girl had said, for she was ill operating under
the assumption that she could best handle the sit-uation by ignoring it Then, a moment later, it was too
late for her to puzzle out the specter's meaning, for the creature unexpectedly lespt on top of her, bearing
down onto the mattress, locking her there with its knees and its weight, damping two white, dry hands
around her neck and feding for a strangler's grip.

Gwyn franticaly grabbed those ghosily wridts.

They fdt solid.

She tried to push them away, to break the spec-ter's hold on her throat, but she could not manage
that.

“It1l only hurt for aminute” the dead girl promised her, amiling sweetly down in her face.

Gwyn reared up.

The ghogt held her tight.

The pde hands increased the pressure on her throat, like the two haves of a soft but capable vise.

Gwyn gagged, tried to draw breath, found it dif-ficult and dmost impossble to do even that smal
thing.

Terror, then, returned tenfold.

She let go of the wrigt and struck out for the dead girl's face, dragged nails dong the pde face and
brought one thin line of bright blood to the surface.

The ghost cried out and let her go.

Gwyn heaved up again, with dl of her might, holding back nothing, her system flooded with adrendin,
and she shoved the specter out of the way. She legped out of bed, sumbled on atraling end of the sheet
and fdl to the floor.

The specter grabbed the back of her pgamas.

“Ben!” she cried.

The word came out in a croak.

Gwyn squedled, rolled forward, freeing hersdlf., scrambled to her feet. Even a couple of minutes ago,
she would not have thought she had so much energy left, but now her srength seemed boundless, her
endurance without limits

“You can't run,” the specter said.

She gtarted for the door.

It stepped in front of her.

“You can't run anywhere that | won't follow you, Gwyn.”

The dead girl started forward, holding her hands out, just far enough apart to dlow Gwyn's neck to fit
between the wriggling fingers. . .

“Ben!”

The name was louder thistime, but would probably ill not carry dl the way downdairs.

The ghogt was much too close.

Gwyn put her head down and ran forward, toward the door, struck the dead girl aglancing blow and



dashed into the upgtairs corridor. She was disoriented for a moment, not having expected to escape, but
located the stairsin short order and ran for them.

“Gwyn, come back to me”

At the head of the steps, she collided with Ben Groves, who was on his way up, and nearly
suc-ceeded in knocking them both down the whole long flight in what would surdly have been a deadly
fal.



TWENTY-ONE

“Gwyn, what on earth's the matter with you? You were screaming so loudly | could hear you
downgairs”

He held her by her shoulders, tenderly and yet firmly, and he shook her until she stopped sobbing and
was able to speak coherently again. She hed onto hisarms, glad to have hm here, feding pro-tected by
him as she had fdt on the Salt Joy and on their walk around the grounds. She said, “I'm not loang my
mind, Ben.”

He looked perplexed, then amiled tentatively. He said, “Well, of course you're not.”

“But | thought that | was.”

“Youve log me”

She said, “It was the sickness, that you didn't un-derstand . . . | was seeing ghosts, my dead sidter,
hdlucinations—" It sounded foalish, like the bab-blings of a madwoman, as if she had dready gone over
the edge. She went on, nonethdess: “Now | know | wasn't having hdlucinaions a dl, because she just
tried to kill me, to strangle me.”

“Ghe?'

“The—ghost. The woman pretending to be a ghost. | can dill fed where her hands were on my
throat.”

“Y ou mean there's someone dsein this house?’ he asked.

“She was jugt in my room.”

“Let'sgo have alook,” he said.

“No.”

“Why not? Gwyn, if theré's someone in the manor who doesn't belong here, we've got to see who
geis”

“I'm scared, Ben.”

He did hisarms around her, dl the way, and gave her a quick, reassuring hug. He sad, “There's no
need to be scared, Gwyn. I'm here, and I'll take care of you.”

“Don't let her touch me”

“l won't, Gwyn.”

“She mud be a crazy woman.”

“Let's go see what thisisdl about.”

She turned around to go back with him, and she screamed, bringing her hands up to her face as if she
could block out the redlity by blocking out the vison itsdlf. The dead girl, impossbly, stood not more than
gx feat away from them, amiling.

Ben sad, “Gwyn? What isit?’

“There sheid”

He looked where Gwyn pointed, pursed his mouth, looked down at the girl a his sde. He sad.
“There ian't anyone here but you and me.”

“Thereid”

He gave her a searching look and said, “No one a dl, Gwyn. The hdlway's empty.”

“You don't see her?’

“There's no one to see, Gwyn.”

The dead gifl grinned, wickedly now, and said, in a voice as thin as rice paper, “| told you, before,
Gwyn, that we have afew tricks that comein han-dy.”

“She just spoke,” Gwyn said.



His grip on her tightened, but he said nothing.

“For God's sake, she judt talked to me, Ben! Y ou mean to tdl me you didn't hear aword of it?’

But she knew that he hadntt.

He said, “No one spoke.”

“Shedid. Yes, she did”

“No one but you and 1.

She remembered what Dr. Recard had said— that you could not be going mad if you thought that
you were, that the truly mad person was ab-solutely sure of his sanity. Therefore, if Dr. Recard were to
be bdieved, she mug not be insane now, could be nowhere near insane; yet she remained uncheered by
this reasoning.

The dead girl stepped toward her.

. “Stay back,” she said.

“I need you,” the specter said.

“Don't touch me”

Ben said, “Gwyn, there isn't anyone herel”

The dead girl grinned, dmaost on top of her now, and she said, “A fdl down these steps would do it,
Gwyn. Hed think you fel, and then you'd be with me forever.”

Her head swam. In the back of her mind, leer-ing, she saw the head of Death, where it dways lay a
the edge of her memory, waiting to dam her just as it had camed so many who were dear to her in
years past. “No!” she said.

The dead girl reached for her, pams flattened, arms iff. “Just a quick shove—"

Gwyn pulled away from Ben, who would clearly be no help for her, turned and grabbed the dair
raling, started down toward the firgt floor as fast as she could go.

“Gwyn!” the ghost cdlled after her.

And Ben, not hearing that other-worldly plea, cried, “Gwyn, what's gotten into you.”

She did not answer ether of them, did not look back until, as she neared the bottom steps, she heard
Ben scream behind her. She whirled intime to see him faling, head over hedls, thumping ruddly from step
to step by therail, dawing out for support—and then coming to a brutd and find stop. His head caught
between two dairs ralings, twisted and sheet-white, bresking his neck. His face was streaked with
blood, his eyes bulging, more blood running from the corner of his mouth.

“Oh, God,” Gwyn said.

The ghogt, amiling, stooped by the body. “He's dead,” she said. “Wll, hell be happier now.”

Madness?

Redlity?

The dead girl stood again and started down the steps. “Wdl,” she said, “you've dready reached the
bottom, safdly enough. WEell have to look for some other way for you to reach your end. But there are
plenty, dear, o don't fret. And itll be less painful than hisend was, | assure you.”

Gwyn turned and ran dong the halway, deeper into the dark manor house, aone with the dead girl,
0 terrified now that she could not even cry, and could bardly draw a breath. Madness . . . ?



TWENTY-TWO

The Kettle and Coach, on the outskirts of Calder, was more crowded than usud, and considerably
rowdier than the Barnabys liked it, though neither was put out by the cloud of cigarette smoke that hung
over the cocktal lounge, or by the roar of conversation that, by its very volume, dmost ruled out
conversation. They actudly seemed to enjoy the close quarters, the hudtle and the bustle, and they had a
amile and a few words for dmost everyone they saw. After al, the more contacts they made, the more
sound their dibi for the eve-ning.

From the cocktall lounge, they went into the dining room, where they ate a lesurdy dinner,
ac-companied by a bottle of good wine and a lot of unimportant business talk between Will and Edgar
Aimes It was near the end of this dinner that waiter brought a message from the cocktail lounge.

“Mr. Barnaby?’

Will looked up, smiled. “Yes?’

“A phone cdl, gr. You can take it in the lounge.”

“Thank you.”

“Business?’ Edgar Aimes asked.

“Qur friend Mr. Morby, | should imagine” He amiled a Mrs. Aimes, who had no idea who Mr.
Morby was and never would. He said, “You will excuse me” as if she were the only important per-son
a thetable.

His specid attention took her mind off Morby. She flushed and said, “Of course, Will.”

He followed the waiter to the lounge and had the proper telephone pointed out to him, tipped the
waiter a dollar, waved away the man's profuse thanks, and stepped into the glass booth, drawing the
folding door tight shut behind him.

“Hdlo?

“Morby here”

“How are things?’

“The job isfinished. | thought you'd like to know that it went well, as smoothly asit could have.”

Barnaby smiled. “I bet those tramps were screaming their heads off, eh?”

“l wouldn't know,” Morby said. “I don't sick around to see how a job affects anyone.”

“Wdl, | would have,” Barnaby said, chuckling.

“And you'd never lagt in a profession like this” Morby said, without rancor, as a man might say the
aun will rise in the morning.

“Perhgps you're right.”

“Of course | am,” Morby said. “And if you've any work for mein the future, don't hesitate to cal.”

“l won't.”

Morby hung up.

By the time he got back to the dinner table, Bar-naby was feding like a million bucks, or better. And
if the second hdf of tonight's plans were run-ning to schedule, held actudly be worth far more than a
meedy million, in just afew monthstime.

The young fisherman was not going to back down from his podition, and the longer he held to it, the
more he gtirred up the men who were liger+ing to him. His name was Tom Asher, and he swore that the
Princess Lee had not been ripped open by an explosion in her fud tanks nor by any gas fumes trapped
ina lower hold. He said, “It was plagtic ex-plosives, as sure as | stand here. | was in Vietnam eghteen
months, and | saw that kind of blow-up a hundred times. If it'd been a gasoline exploson, from the start,



you'd have had afirebdl, a big mushrooming effect. But this was compact and neet, ripping right through
the top and right through the bottom of the boat. The firebdl, what there was of it, came later, when the
gas tanks went. You could see that, a second exploson a few seconds after the firsd. And from the
amdlness of the firebdl, 1I'd say her fud tanks were nearly empty. No, it wasn't an accident. It was a
shaped charge, a planned blow-up.”

Jack Younger (the eder), was a squat, muscular man with aful gray beard and bushy sdeburns, a
chest like hdf a barrd and ams as thick as the limbs of large oak trees. He was the strongest of the
fishermen, and he was the most reasonable as wel. Right now, he fdt asif he were the only thing hold-ing
back a second explosion that might be far more damaging then the fird.

He sad, “Tom, you can't serioudy be saying that the Princess Lee was sabotaged?’

“I'msaying it,” the young fisherman told him.

“But who would do athing of that sort?” Y ounger asked.

His son stood next to him, a pace or two behind.

He admired his father immensdy, and he could usudly expect him to win out in any contest of figts or
wits. Tonight, however, it was evident to Younger (the younger) that Tom Asher was going to carry the
largest part of the group with him.

“I've dready named the culprit,” Asher said.

The other fishermen murmured agreement.

What was |eft of the Princess Lee had burned and sunk in the water of the Niche and had not set fire
to any of the other ships, thanks to the quick reaction of dl present. Now, the campfire had died down
too, and they were dl illuminated by an eerie red glow that |eft the tops of their faces swathed in darkness
and turned their chins the color of blood.

“Barnaby?’ The elder Younger asked.

“Yes Who ds=?’

“But, Tom, use your sense. Why would he resort to some sunt like this, when we mugt be out of
here in another month anyway?’

“That man's not sane,” someone behind Asher said.

“Hesnuts” Asher agreed. “You can't ever say what anut isgoing to do—or why.”

“You don't become a millionare if you're nuts” Younger cautioned them, wagging a finger like their
father.

“Now, Jack,” Asher said, “you know Barnaby was born amillionaire. He didn't have to earn it, not a
penny. He's ill nuts, | say.”

“But where's your proof?” Y ounger inssted.

“Aboard the sunken Princess Lee,” Asher said. “The state police will find fragments of the plagtic
explosves”

“And will that lead back to Barnaby?’

“It may. That suff's not easy to get.”

Y ounger sighed and shook his burly head. “Do you think that a creampuff like William Barnaby could
snesk in here—"

“Come off it, Jack!” Asher said. “You know I'm not trying to sdl the idea that Barnaby did it
him-sdf. He would have hired someone to do it. He did hire someone!”

“Agan—proof?’

“l, for one, don't need proof,” Asher said. His features looked like the lines in a grotesque horror
mask as the dying firdight washed up over im and bled away into the night.

“Gredt,” Younger sad, “alynching.”

“No one sad anything about thet,” Asher said. “WEell just go to the manor and confront him with it
Well make out—as if we saw the man that did it. How's he to know were lying? If we play it right, we
can get him running scared, and he may let something dip.”

“That happens in the movies, notinred life” Y ounger said.

Someone said, “Have you forgotten, Jack, that Scott was aboard that boat when she went up, and
thet there's likdly no piece of him left bigger than a quarter?”’



They were dl very Slent.

“I haven't forgotten,” Younger said, sadly.

“Then what the devil are we waiting for?” Asher wanted to know, his face screwed up as if his
impa-tience was a bolt which had tightened insde of his head. He had aways been in favor of teking a
harder line againg Barnaby; now, with the desath of Scott againg the Princess Lee, he fdt that his stand
hed been the right one dl dong.

Y ounger frowned and said, “Well, | see that you're set on it and there's no talking reason to you, no
conddering what dternatives we might have.”

The men muttered agreement.

“Well take my ship, then,” Younger said. “But there will not be any violence when we get to the
manor, no rock throwing, no window smashing or any contact with Barnaby beyond the verbal. 1 will not
tolerate that, and 1'd turn my best friend over to the coppers. Understood?’

“Youreright,” Asher said, “We only want to confront that scum with what he's done.”

“And thatll come to naught,” Y ounger said.

“Maybe it will, Jack,” Tom Asher admitted, now that he had won the man battle and fdt that he
could afford to make a few smal concessons for the sake of unity. “But redly, Jack, whet else can we
do and dill keep our sdlf-respect?’

Y ounger had no answer to that.

They stamped out the fire and drowned it with several buckets of seawater, then boarded the
Wan-da Lynne, the thirty-six-foot Y ounger ship.

When they were under way, Jack Younger drew his son close and, in a voice too low for anyone
eseto hear, said, “You say by me the whole time, you hear?’

“Sure, Dad,” the boy said.

“If there's any trouble, no matter how harmlessit seems at the start, you don't join in with it, but you
run.”

Jack 'Y ounger, the younger, nodded agreement. Asthey set out of the Niche toward the open sea, he
wondered what knowledge, if any, Gwyn had about this &afair . . .



TWENTY-THREE

Heaing from the bloody scene on the gtairs, her thoughtsin a turmoail, Gwyn reached the end of the long,
main corridor and pushed open the swinging door, stepped into the dark kitchen, aware that the dead girl
was not terribly far behind her. She crossed the kitchen to the outside door, put her hand on the knob
before she redized what afatd error she had made.

Once she l&ft the manor house, she had to cross along expanse of open lawn before she could reach
ather the shdtering woods or the steps down to the beach, and the specter was certain to see which way
she was going, and give chase. Once her destination was known, she had no hope of hiding there.

On the other hand, if she remained in the house, she could creep from room to room, down the
com-plex hdlways, up and down the main and back dtairs, like an animd avoiding a hunter, both of them
ina confusng maze. The house was certainly huge enough for . . .

Sill ganding there, unable to make a decision, she redized how ludicrous her plans were. Since Ben
had been unable to see the ghogt, then it was ether red, or afigment of her imagination, in which case
there was no hiding from it.

Abruptly, she had a disconcerting thought: sup-pose it were imaginary; then who had pushed Ben
down the gairs? The answer was chillingly clear: she had pushed him hersdlf.

With the redization that she might be, on top of everything else, a psychopathic murderess, she put
her face in her hands, asif her fingers could close out the world. She might have frozen there, in ter-ror at
what was happening around her and to her, might have findly broken down if she had been given another
ful minute or two of slencein which to contemplate her own sickness; however, the specter cdled out to
her from the hdlway beyond the kitchen door, jolting her with that by now well-known, ethered voice.
“Gayn?

Thrugt into action by the circumstances, with no time to think, Gwyn knew indinctively what she mugt
do. She pulled open the rear door to the back lawvn and, without stepping outside, she dammed it loudly.
Then, moving quickly and noisdesdy to the can cupboard, she opened that door, stepped into the tiny
closst, and pulled the door dmost shut again, leaving only atiny crack through which she could watch the
area of the kitchen by the back door.

Almog at once, the swinging door pushed in-ward, and the specter glided across the kitchen floor to
the back door, stood there peering out at the empty lawn.

Gwyn held her bregth, sure that the lovely demon would turn toward her, smiling, reved that she had
not been fooled at dl.

When a moment had passed, however, the ghost shouted, in a rather unghostly manner, “Ben!”

He arived in the kitchen a few seconds later, spattered with a dark liquid which, in the
semi-darkness, was not eesly identified as blood.

“Shes left the house” the dead girl said.

Gwyn watched from her hiding place in the can cupboard, in shock, as the dead men joined the
specter at the back door and, leaning toward the glass, stared intently at the lavn.

“Which way did she go?' Ben asked. He sounded exactly as he had sounded in life

“l don't know,” the dead girl told him. “By thetime | got here, she was out of sght.”

“You're sure she went out there?’

“l heard the door dam.”

He looked around the kitchen, but did not seem to see the cupboard as a hiding place. He said,
“Damn!”

“What do we do?’



“Go after her, of course”

The dead girl was not at dl happy about that prospect. She said, “Look, Ben, she's probably gone
over the edge dready, what with that routine on the stairs. She won't know whether the ghogt is red or
whether she's imagining everything, but in ether case she won't hold onto her sanity. She's probably
gtting out there babbling to hersdf under a tree. We can just wait until Barnaby comes home, go find her,
have her examined and committed, and our job is done.”

He thought about it a moment, then said, “No, that won't do.”

“Why won't it?’

He said, “Weve got to be sure”

“I'm dready sure”

Ben sad, “But if she catches gght of me, dl smeared up like this, after she's just seen me with a
broken neck on the gtairs, and if | start giving her that spid about dying so she can be with us, she's
bound to flip out. Then well both be sure the job's done right.”

The dead girl said, “I don't like this whole job. | like it less and less every minute, and | wish wed
never taken it.”

He put hisarm around her and said, “There, there, love. Y ou don't mean that.”

“l do mean it”

“Jug hang on a couple of more hours,” he said. “Then were done, and we only have to st around
and wait for the money to pour in”

“If he pays us”

“He hasto pay us”

“Not if he can find some way around it,” she said. “And what can we do if he refuses to pay—go to
the Better Business Bureau?’” She laughed somewhat bitterly.

In the cupboard, Gwyn shook her head, as if she thought this was dl another deluson and that she
could rattle it out of the way. It remained, however, unfolding dowly, whether ddusion or redlity.

Ben sad, “Barnaby will pay. Look, hell be grateful as hdl to us when this is done; without you, hed
not have been able to pull it off. Hell, if he hadn't seen you, he wouldn't even have thought of the whole
bit. Besides, he's as deep into this as we are. And, baby, what he's giving usisonly a lit-tle dribble of the
bucketful hell get his hands on.”

“l guess you'e right.”

He kissed her cheek. “I dways am. Now come aong, love, and let's see where the kid's gotten to.”

She sad, “What if she ran for hdp?’

“The nearest help, by foot, isan hour avay,” he said. “And | don't think she's got the strength or the
sense of mind to make it. The best thing about the manor isitsisolation.”

“But just suppose she does makeit,” the dead girl said.

“Raying pessmig tonight, are you?’ he asked. “Okay. Even if she reaches hdp somewhere, theyll
need to settle her down before they can get the story out of her. Then, when she's told them about
me—and about you—they'll most likely not believe a word of it. If they do, and if they come back here
with her, well have you tucked away in the attic. I'll have got dl the chicken blood cleaned up, and I'l
amply explain that the kid has been having—unfortunate emationd problems.” He laughed, coldly. “We
just can't lose. If we don't find her in an hour, we come back to the house and clean up and get ready for
vigtors. But my guessisthat she's out there somewhere, completdy cracked.”

“l don't know,” the dead girl said. “I wouldn't have fdlen for this. It makes me creepy to think she
would svalow it so eeslly.”

“She's been mentdly ill before,” he said. “It was naturd for her to think she was having arelapse.”

“l guess. ..

“Comeon,” he said, opening the kitchen door.

Together, they went outside, closing the door af-ter themsdves.

Sowly, cautioudy, Gwyn pushed open the pan-try door, waited in the shadows a moment longer to
be certain that they were not going to return, then stepped out into the kitchen, crossed the room to the
back door and looked outside. The pair of spec-ters, who were not specters at dl, stood on the lavn ten



yards away from the house, dill afrightening couple. They were cdling her namein that same, eerie voice
which she had thought, at one time, was so inhuman: “Gwyn ... Gwyn. .. Gwyn...Gwyn...” Tha
unstling voca effect was merdy a gim-mick, a phony pitch that a professond actor might essly
employ, though it sounded hollow and supernatural. They were surveying the woods where they thought
she might have hidden, and gradudly they became more comica and less terri-fying, more human and
less unnaturd.

As she stood there, Gwyn began to piece together tiny bits of data, previoudy unremarkable events
which now linked into one chain of cause and effect and produced a bracelet of deception . . .

How unnaturd it had been, after dl these years, for Unde Will to write the sort of letter that he had,
how pat and perfect and too like awish or a dream.

And, too, how odd that she had suffered no illu-sons of ghosts until she was securely in the manor
house, under the watchful eyes of—she now readized—complete strangers. . . .

She redized other things as wdl: The interest which Elane and Will had shown in hearing of her
previous illness was not innocent, but the interest of a pair of vultures ligening to their wounded vic-tim
tdl them how and when it would die and be available for a feast; Fitz and Grace's ar of not bdonging in
the jobs they hdd—they too must be in on this scheme; the careful admonitions not to go near Jack
Y ounger, not because he would harm her, but because he might convince her of a bit of the truth which
would help her to discover the ruse they planned; the deeping tablets, not meant to help her get better,
but to weaken her, to let her dide back into the patterns of her old illness where she would be an easier
target for the horrors they had planned to show her tonight; Jack Y ounger's assurance that her uncle was
abigot, so far as so-cid gations went, though she had thought he had outgrown that pettiness; dl the talk
a the begin-ning of her stay in the manor, about the view from her bedroom windows, so slly at the time,
but ef-fectivdly reminding her of Ginny and priming her for the firg vigt of the ghogt; the broom marks
which she had seen and which her unde professed not to be able to pick out . . . Thelig went on and on,
s0 that Gwyn wondered, now, how she could ever have overlooked so many things, how she could have
let them dmogt get away with this. She had been near to madness, after dl.

However, even now, so soon &fter the revelation of the hoax, she could understand, just a little, why
she had been ripe for this kind of thing. She had wanted to have a family again, wanted that so
desperately, that she had been not only capable of overlooking flaws in Will and Elaine, but had been
eager to see only the good in them. She had not wanted to do anything to shatter the hope they had given
her, and as a result, she had played right into their hands.

There were various bits and pieces of the hoax which she had not yet found satisfactory explanations
for: how the blonde girl could look so very much like her, and like Ginny, her exact double, in fact; how
she could have known about the Teckert boy, whom Gwyn had forgotten about along timeago . . . But,
inthe end, these were nothing more then technicdlities, and they did not change the basic explanation of
why she had fdlen so com-pletely and so quickly for their deception: she wanted a family; she needed to
be loved.

Out on the lawn, dill caling her name to the night in those cold and unnaturd voices, Ben Groves and
the unnamed gil moved out of Gwyn's line of Sght as they continued with their fruitless search. There
was no kid gtting benesth a tree and babbling . . .

Gwyn turned away from the window.

She was not particularly angry with anyone, not with Will or Elaine or Ben or this unknown woman,
not even as—moment by moment—she redlized more fully just what they had been trying to do to her,
how little they had cared about her, how utterly ruthless they had been. Instead of anger, she fdt a deep,
wdling sorrow. She was de-pressed beyond measure by wha had happened. Her love had been met by
deception, her trugt twisted and used againgt her. Because she had passed through so much of life
without loved ones, she had passed through life dlone—and, adone, she had never had the opportunity to
learn, firg-hand, how duplicitous human nature was, how often peo-ple used fase afection to hide an
inner hate. Now, having learned this lesson in one sudden sortie, she was literdly stunned.

“Gwyn...Gwyn...Gwyn...Gwyn.." holow and strange, but no longer frightening.
She shook hersdlf out of her negative reverie, aware that she had no time to waste with her sor-row,



and she tried to decide what she must do next. Because her own bdief in the hoax was, after dl she had
heard, dill rather shaky, she fdt that she must do some detective work, snoop around and find out as
much as she could, to fortify her bdief. Besides, though she knew, dmog for certain, what hoax had
been played and why, she had no proof of it to take to the authorities. Indeed, if she went to them with
what she had now, they would humor her and, as her unde evidently wished, eventudly decide that she
was quite incompetent.

She wondered why Uncle Will, a millionaire in his own right, would go to such lengths to get his
hands on her fortune. Was it sheer mdice, grown from dissatisfaction with his dead sster's hus-band's
successes? Or had his own fortune, some-how, been dissipated, until he had nathing left of the Barnaby
estate? Was his hoax, his ruth-lessness, based on a desperate need rather than on jedousy and hatred?

No matter. She would find that out eventudly, when dl of the details were brought into the light. Right
now, the most important thing was to take advantage of her solitary inhabitance of the manor, to do some
unauthorized prying.

Where should she look first?

It was unlikdy that anything having to do with the hoax would be l€ft out in the open, or con-cealed in
aroom to which she would have unques-tioned access. Therefore, the library and the sudy were ouit.
Her own room, the kitchen, the dining room, just about every place . .. Except Elane and Will's
bedroom—and Ben Groves room. She dready knew who her aunt and unde were and, to a lesser
degree, what they were. However, she now redlized, Groves was a complete stranger; and it was
Groves who seemed to be close to the blonde who had taken the part of the dead girl.

“Gwyn...Gwyn..."

He had said they could afford to spend an hour out there, looking for her. That Ieft fifty minutes for
Gwyn to go through Groves room. She headed for the man staircase, her heart besting rapidly, but the
last of the self-doubts gone.



TWENTY-FOUR

The door to Ben Groves room was not locked, and there was redly no good reason why it should have
been, snce none of the conspirators in this hoax had any idea that she would be clear-headed enough to
tumble onto their secret. She pushed the door open and went ingde without turning on any lights

In the darkness, she crossed to the room's only window and looked out onto the front lawn, where
ghe could hear the “ghogts’ caling her name, dill: “Gwyn . .. Gwyn ... Gwyn . . ." Inthe dim light of the
gtars and the moon fragment, she saw that they were down by the edge of the woods, therr backs to the
house, scanning the trees, hoping to scare her out of them. If they intended to inspect the entire perimeter
of the forest, they would be down there along while yet.

Gwyn found the drawcord for the flimsy set of under-drapes, drew those shut, located the second
cord and pulled the heavy, velvet main drapes into place. These were backed by a thick, rubberized
materid that was sure to keep any light from pass-ing through. She inspected the edges of the window
and the place where the velvet panels met in the middle of the glass, and she stisfied hersdf tha there
was no crack that would betray her to the people on the lawn.

She turned on the lamp by the bed and began her search.

Feding like a shameless busybody or like a sneak thief, but not about to cdl it quits dready, she
opened dl of his bureau drawers and went through his clothes, piece by piece. She even un-folded his
shirts to seeif he had hidden anything in-side of them, papers or photographs, anything at dl. She did not
know what she might find, and, in the end, she found nothing &t al.

Next, she went through the Sx drawers in the high-boy, through his collection of soaps and
col-ognes, through the jewdry box, gloves, socks, beach towds, sweaters—and through a collection of
souvenirs of Europe, and an inordinatdy large number of mementoes of Great Britain. She ex-amined
each of these but found nothing worth-while in them, nothing that seemed to be ap-plicable to her present
problem.

She looked behind the bureau and behind the high-boy, finding nathing but dust.

She looked under the bed.

Nothing.

She lifted the edge of the mattress.

Agan: nothing.

In the Sngle closet, she took out four suitcases and opened those, found each of them empty.

She removed his suits from the hangers in the closet, and she went through the pockets of each of
them.

She found nothing.

However, as she lifted the last quit off the closet rack, she saw theflight of stairs, leading up into pitch
darkness, and she knew, without understand-ing how, that they led to what she wanted.

Quickly, she returned to the lamp by the bed, turned it off, went to the window and parted the heavy
drapes, to see where Ben Groves and the girl were now. Unfortunately, they were no longer in Sght, a
development which she should have ex-pected but which nonetheless made her heart race and her hands
shake againg the soft velvet. Though they had given up on the woods, they might not have given up on
the search itsdf. She hoped that was the case. Most likely, they had decided she wasn't in the trees and
hed gone down to the beach to look for her; she would have to pray that thet was the case.

She drew the drapes shut again, Ieft the room and went out into the upstairs hdl. There, she stopped
with her back againgt the wdll, very dill, and listened for voices and for the Sedthy tread of feet on loose
floorboards.



The house was qui€t.

She was pretty sure that she was ill done.

Moving quickly again, she went to the back stairs and down to the kitchen, where she got a flaghlight
from the utility drawer near the oven. She paused for an ingant by the back door, to see if Groves and
thegrl had returned to the rear lawn; they had not. Then, she went back upstairs again, without tuming
the flaghlight on, having gotten quite adept at finding her way in the dark.

Back in Groves room, after checking the drapes for cracks again, she switched on the flaghlight and
went to the closet, ducked insde and went up the dairs to the attic.

She edimated that she had better than twenty minutes, perhaps as much as hdf an hour, before
Groves and the girl would come back to the house. She planned to make good use of each of those
twenty minutes, and she had a premonition that she wouldn't need any longer to get to the bottom of the
last few mydteries that surrounded this hoax.

Groves and hiswife stood on the night beach, squinting both north and south aong the sivered sand,
she in a white dress of many layers that was not unlike a funerd shroud, and he spattered with chicken
blood that had begun to dry and get sticky.

“I dmply can't understand where she's gotten to,” he said, more to himsdf than to Penny.

She sad, “Let's go back.”

“Not yet.”

“Ben, if sheld gone crazy, wed find her wander-ing around in a daze. She wouldn't be crafty enough
to go to ground as she has”

“Dont be too sure about that,” he said. “The mad can be terribly clever a times”

“Butitsdl begun to fdl apart on us” she said, miserably.

“Shut up, Penny.”

“But it has.”

He grabbed her and shook her, violently, as if he could rip her loose of her growing anxiety, then let
her go so suddenly that she dmogt fdl. He said, “Come to your senses, for God's sake! We havent lost
her. It isn't that bad. She wasn't on the lawn, and she wasn't in the woods, so she mugt be down here on
the beach. It'sas Imple as that.”

“Unless we've overlooked her,” Penny said, sullen.

“l don't think we have”

“But | do think we have.”

He said, “Love, you've got to admit that the beach would be the most likely place for her to come to,
more so than the woods. After dl, the beach has certain, ah, associations for her.”

Penny looked a the sea and hugged hersdlf as it lapped across the beach like a series of huge
tongues. She said, “Ben, you don't think that she's drowned hersdf?’

“Highly unlikdy,” he said.

“She was very wrought up.”

“Its dill unlikely.”

She sad, “Barnaby will kill usif she did.”

“Barnaby won' kill anyone,” he said.

“But if he doesn't get his money, we're sure not going to get ours, and then dl of this has been for
nothing.”

His voice got ugly, and he snapped, “I told you to shut up! We have not lost her, and she hasn't
drowned.”

They stood in slence for a moment, ligening to the sea, to the wind, hoping to hear agirl aying . . .

At lagt, he cdled out, “Gwyn!”

They got no answer.

“Gwyn’”

Penny joined him: “Where are you, Gwyn?’

Groves st off southward dong the beach, ex-amining the deepest shadows close in to the diff.



Back at the Kettle and Coach, the Barnaby-Aimes party had finished their dinner, finished dessert
and the bottle of wine, and they had dl returned to the cocktall lounge, which was as crowded and noisy
asit had been earlier in the evening. Now, however, nather Will nor Elaine Barnaby enjoyed the hustle
and budtle. It seemed to both of them that the second call they'd been ex-pecting was long overdue.

Will looked at his wetch: 11:04. If the kid had held up this long, if the Groves hadn't been able to
drive her over the brink in two or three hours, then the success of the entire plan might be up in the air.

At quarter past eeven, Mrs. Aimes sad, “It's so rowdy in here. Why don't we dl go back to our
place, for a nightcap?’

Edgar Aimes looked at Barnaby inquiringly.

“l don't know—" Will said. He looked at his watch again and said, “I'm expecting another cdl here,
and | don't want to missit. It's a rather important—business thing.”

“At this hour?’ Lydia asked.

Bare sad, “Isnt it ridiculous, Lydia? But I'm sure you have the same problem with Edgar. When
you manage to get amean like this to go out for an evening, he Smply can't let go of the business reins and
redly relax.”

Lydiasghed and nodded, dipping easily into the role of the proud but bel eaguered wife, which Elaine
hed led her to. She said, “I know only too wel what you mean.”

Barnaby said, “Wadl, if you women wouldn't find so many ways to spend what we make, we'd not be
turned into business zombies, and we'd be able to reax.”

Lydiagmiled a Elane. “He has the same line that Edgar dways uses. | just ignoreit.”

Hanelaughed and said, “I dwaystry to have a comeback, but | think you're right. Let's ignore him.”

Edgar Aimes, having picked up on the ample clues that the Barnabys had given him, and far more
observant of such things than his wife, cdled the waiter and ordered another round of drink. He said,
“Wdl, it may be rowdy, but I'm redly enjoy-ing mysdf tonight.”

Lydia said, good-naturedly, “If I'd drunk dl that you have, so far, | imagine I'd be feding good too.”

Aimes laughed and patted hiswife's hand. “1 promise you won't have to carry me home, dear.”

“If | had to, | wouldnt.”

Barnaby looked around the cocktail lounge and said, “You hardly ever see this place full of so much
life”

“Ful of noise, you mean,” Lydia Aimes said.

Barnaby looked at his watch again: 11:24. What in the hdl was kegping Groves cdl from coming
through?



TWENTY-FIVE

The manor atic was extremdy dusty, hung thick with cobwebs in dl its corners, unused except for a
creular area that had been swept clean around four, large steamer trunks. All of these black, oblong,
meta boxes were large enough for Gwyn to curl up in, dl were latched, though unlocked. She put her
flaghlight down on the seat of an easy char that was not dusty and did not seem to belong up here,
directing the beam on the trunks. Then she finished throwing open the laiches, lifted the four lids, and
began to go through the contents.

She found the rest of Ben Groves persond belongings, a lot of his clothes and a couple of cases of
professona stage makeup. She found smilar cases of makeup for the girl, a great ded of women's
dothing, and nice costume jewelry. She dso found four fat, wel-maintained scrapbooks bound in
leatherette and duffed with dippings and she was indantly sure that these were the things that she had
hoped to find, even though she had not been able to define their existence, beforehand.

She went back to the easy chair, lifted the flashlight out of the way, and she sat down with the books.

For amoment, she could not bring hersdlf to open them, asif this last act would sedl the theory of a
hoax, asif she were not aready sure and could turn back the clock. Then, with the help of the flashlight,
she opened the scrapbook which bore the number One, and shebegantoread . . .

They met back at the stone steps in the diff9de, after he had gone south aong the beach and she had
walked north, and neither of them was leading the girl.

He said, “No luck?’

“Obvioudy.”

She sounded as weary as Gwyn Keler had been during these lagt two days, asif she too had been
drugged.

He sad, “Did you wak in close to the diff? The shadows there are so damned dense that she could
eedly hidein them—and there might even be caves to the north, just as there are to the south. She could
have found a cave and crawled back into it, out of sght.”

“l thought of that,” Penny said. She sat down on the stone steps, massaging her neck with both
hands. “But there weren't any more caves—just shadows.”

He looked out to sea, wiped a hand across his brow to pull off afilm of perspiration, and he got a
hand dick with re-liquified chicken blood. He wiped that on his trousers and said, “1 amply don't buy that
other thing.”

“Other thing?’

“Suicide. | don't think she drowned hersdlf, yet—"

“Perhaps we drove her too far.”

Without responding to her, he walked down to the water's edge, hunkered and dipped his hands in
the frothy seawater that washed over his feet, scrubbing the blood from between his fingers. That had
been a good trick: the fdl down the steps, the blood. He had spent two years as a Hollywood stuntman
a one time, and he knew how to make that sort of thing look realer than redl. He had practiced the fdl a
hundred times before Gwyn had arrived at the manor house. The blood had been contained in a amdl,
thin, plastic bag which he had taken out of his pocket when her back was turned, tucked into his cheek.
During the fdl, he had bitten the bag open and let the blood Faill out, as if it were his own. Very red.
Neat. The only problem was that, now, even when held splashed alot of water in his face, he could taste
the damn blood. He would have given anything, just then, for a glass of only dightly diluted mouthwash . .



Though he couldn't have that, he fdt much bet-ter when his face was clean, and the cool water
seemed to have cleared his mind as well. He thought again about the possbility that Gwyn was floating,
dead, in this same sea, perhaps quite near-by, but he rgjected it a once. And, smultaneoudy, he redized
there was another possihility . . .

He went back to Penny and said, “Let's go back to the house. She might have avoided us in the
woods, somehow, and then gone back into the house when she saw us come down here.”

“l don't think we're ever going to find her,” Pen-ny said. “At leagt, not intime”

He pulled her to her feet and kissed her once, quickly. *“ Cheer up, love. Well find the little bitch. And
well win this yet.”

The firg scrapbook recounted—through dozens of newspaper dippings from ther hometown
newspapers, tiny snippets of gossip columnsin which they had been mentioned, |etters from fans, reviews
of their work, souvenir cadting lists of shows they'd been accepted for, ads for motion pic-tures in which
they'd had bit parts, publicity type sheets, theater programs and hundreds of photographs of them with
their actor friends —their individua careers before they had met each other. He had been Ben Groves,
then as now, and she had been Penny Nashe, which she il was, at least in her career. He had started
out as a suntman in Hollywood—which explained how he could have made that spectacular fdl down
the stairs without redlly hurting himself—and she had been an understudy for a famous Broadway actress,
inahit musicd. All of this memorabilia gave Gwyn a picture of two bright, stage-struck, at least minimaly
talented, eager and ambitious young people, who had the looks and the desire to make it big in show
business. But there was nathing here that explained how these two were capable of driving a young girl
mead, sheerly for profit.

Oddly, in these pictures, Penny was not the ex-act double for Gwyn that she was now. In the padt,
there had been aterribly strong resemblance between them, of course, an uncanny likeness that anyone
would have seen in a moment. They could have been taken for ssters—but never for identical twins.
How had the likeness increased? How had Penny Nashe become her exact double?

The second scrapbook opened with about fifty wedding pictures, dl in color: Ben and Penny, both
attractive and sngppily dressed, the happy couple, sanding before the dtar, having rice thrown at them,
being driven off in a limousne later, the reception, feeding each other cake, danc-ing, laughing with
guests, caught up in awhirlwind of love. . .

Gwyn looked away from the scrapbook, won-dering how such a pair, so much in love, could end
up—just afew short years later—to be mixed up in a hateful thing like this hoax. But, she knew, there
was nothing to be gained from such speculation, because they were mixed up init, and facts were facts.

Then, as she leafed through the rest of that book, and quickly through the next, she had some idea of
what had driven them to this, to working for Will Barnaby. The tone of the scrapbook changed, from one
that promised big success just around the corner, to a sad and sorry account of re-peated falures parts
in shows that quickly folded on Broadway, smdler and samdler bit roles in films and those in films that
adways seemed to lose money, a lot of benefit performances to stay in practice, then a round of the
cheaper summer stock, another decension to work at various year-around New England barn theaters,
the move to Britain, the fallures there aswl . . .

She closed the books, not wanting to know any more of the details, and she returned them to the
trunk. She closed the lid on that box and did the latches in place, and began to paw through the find
mound of stuff, though she thought she'd found enough.

All the way up the long flight of stone steps, with a chill wind sweeping down over them, Penny
Nashe-Groves tried to think of some way to con-vince Ben that it was time for them to get out, to cdl it
quits and admit that this job with Barnaby had been just another falure. If they didn't leave now, tonight,
she was sure that they were going to get caught in their own trap. Perhaps this was an ir-rationd fear, but
it was a very red one to her. She didn't think they were going to achieve what they'd been hired to do;
they weren't going to be able to drive the kid crazy. Severa times during the past few days, she had been
surprised by Gwyn's ahility to face up to sessons with the “ghost” and ill hold onto her sanity. She had
seemed tougher and more resistant to a breakdown than Barnaby had said she would be. There was a



specid drength in the girl, perhaps a strength that she didn't even know she had, which came from a long
time of sorrow, a strength built upon disaster, a dogged determination not to be crushed atogether. It
was the kind of strength neither she nor Ben had proved to have; when times had gotten rough for them,
they had given in, taken the easy ways to money, doing things she no longer liked to think about—and
findly agreaing to participate in this charade with Will Barnaby. Because they lacked this strength, while
Gwyn had it, there was no way they could de-feat her.

But how was she to get this across to Ben? She loved him, but she had to, admit that he was
bullheaded. He'd set hismind on taking the money Barnaby had offered them, and he would die trying for
it, if he must. Nothing she could say would change his mind. Therefore, since she could not leave him,
they were both doomed.

Her gloom musgt have been evident in the way she moved, for he put an am around her dender
shoulders when they reached the top of the steps, and he gave her a quick peck on the cheek. He said,
“Chin up, love. Thisis our firg big chance in a long time, and you know it. Our luck can't run bad
forever, and thisiswhere it changes. Believe me. Thisis where—this has to be where—it changes.”

“l hope you're right.”

“l am.”

She knew, however, that he was wrong.

Nothing had gone right for them in longer than she liked to think about. She redized now that ther
bad luck was the result, not of Fate, but of ther own character weaknesses. Each of them, even before
they had met, was over-reaching, trying for a sardom he didn't deserve. Together they had continued to
over-reach, feeding each other's egos instead of hdping each other get their feet back on the ground.
Though they had wanted so much, they hadn't had the stamina, the will power, or the fandtica dedication
to go after it and get it. And because they lacked that strength, they would fal here too.

She was dill thinking about this when, hafway across the lawvn toward the manor house, she looked
up and caught sght of something that made her grab Ben's arm.

“What isit?’ he asked.

“| thought thet | sav—"

-

He was looking eagerly around the lawn, this way and that, certain that she had spotted the girl,
unaware that the Stuation might be far more serious than that, unable to accept the fact that everything, as
she had warned him that it might, had fdlen through. This was their one big chance. Ther luck was
turning. He could only imegine that she'd seen the girl and that they could pick up where they'd left off.

“Penny?’ he repeated.

She stood close to him, but she was dill feding terribly londy. She watched the third floor of the
house, but she did not want to say anything, for she could not be sure if she had seen what she thought
she had. She didn't want him to think she was fodlish. If they were to lose dl dse this night, at least they
should keep their sdlf-respect and their respect for each other.

But then she saw it again, longer thistime, and she cried out: “There it is again!” She pointed toward
the attic window and said. “Up there, amoving light—maybe a flaghlight. Do you see it, Ben?’

“The attic!” he said, his spirits Snking in the in-stant, staring at the one smal window which Gwyn had
never noticed.

“Oh, God!”

He said, “If she's gotten to the trunks—"

“She knows who we are)” Penny said, miserably, leaning into him for support. “She knows
every-thing about us.”

“Maybe nat anything to do with the hoax.”

“She mugt know,” Penny said. “If she was curious enough to go prowling around, then she must have
hed some idea even before she got to the attic.” She tried to hold him tight with one arm, and she said,
“Ben, let's leave now. Let's not even go back in there to get our things”

“That'simpossble” he sad.

“No, it isnt. We could—"



But he had broken free of her and was running toward the front door of the manor house. She could
do nothing but follow him.



TWENTY-SX

Gwyn found nothing more important in the last steamer trunk than the four scrapbooks, so she Ieft the
trunk's contents jumbled, closed the lid and did the latches into place. It didn't much meatter that sheld
found nothing more, for she aready had everything that she needed. She knew the nature of the mystery
into which she'd fdlen, knew the ac-tors who had played init, and she knew what she would have to do
to extract hersdf fromit, to ring down the find curtain.

Her Uncle Will had not outgrown his childish prejudices, but had reinforced them, if anything. He il
hated her father, and he 4ill cursed her mother for the marriage shed made. It followed, too, that he
hated her, Gwyn, as much or more than anyone, looked on her as a line of tainted blood in the Barnaby
family. No wonder, then, that he could set up a plan to drive her mad, with little or no worry to his
conscience.

When Ben and Penny returned to the manor, she'd be waiting for them, and she would confront them
with everything that she knew and suspected, see if they filled in the last couple of holes for her. Then,
she would pack and put her thingsin the car. If Will and Elaine had gotten home by then, shéld give them
abrief but pungent going-away speech to let them know what she thought of them. If they were dill out,
she would go away without so much as a goodbye.

She supposed she could press charges againg them, but she didn't want dl the hasde that would
involve. She had survived them. That was suffi-cient.

She went carefully down the attic steps, out through the closet and into Ben Groves room. There,
she turned on dl of the lights, as she in-tended to turn on others throughout the great house. So far as she
could see, there was no good reason to maintain secrecy as to her whereabouts. The lights would draw
Ben and his wife back to the manor much fagter; and the sooner she had an op-portunity to talk with
them, to tdl them what she knew, the better.

She stepped into the hdl, illuminated by the ydlow wash of lamplight that spilled out of the room
behind her, and she was brought up short as Ben shouted at her from no more then ten steps down the
hall.

“Youl Stop!”

She whirled and shone the flaghlight into his face, momentarily blinding him.

“What do you want?’ she asked.

“Wha are you doing here?’

“You appear hedthy for a dead man,” she said.

He stopped, unable to find a response.

She sad, “I know dl about you.”

Behind Ben, Penny moaned oftly.

“The show's over,” Gwyn said.

“You had no right to go snooping,” Ben said.

She laughed a him and said, “Look who has suddenly turned into a mordigt!”

He took another step toward her, his expression more menacing than subdued.

Quickly, backing againg the door frame and keeping the beam of the flashlight centered on Groves
face, she said, “I know enough to have both of you tossed into jal, if | want to see that. | know that
you'e actors, that you were hired by my uncle to make me think that I'm losng my mind.”

“Ben, let's get out of here,” Penny said.

“Shut up,” hetold her.

“Ber—"



“Shut up!”

Gwyn said, “1 know that the whole thing was a set-up in order to put me over the edge and get me
declared incompetent by a court. Uncdle Will needs money, and my inheritance runs past ten million
dollars. When | turn twenty-one, in a few months, | should take over its management; but if I'm
com-mitted to amenta hospital, someone will have to be appointed guardian and manager of the estate.
Who dse but Uncle Will?’

“Ben?’ Penny called.

He ignored her dtogether now, and he took another couple of steps toward Gwyn. His ex-pression
was not at dl that of a chastened man, but full of bitterness and a dark determination.

“It's over with, don't you understand?’ she asked.

“You can't hurt usif you're dead,” Ben Groves said. He was very nearly on top of her now.

“You wouldn't hurt me”

“Wouldn't 1?7’

“Ben, don't do it, please don't,” Penny said, fallowing after him, pleading.

Gwyn said, “Don't you see that if you kill me, you'd just be meking things worse for yoursdf? You'd
be lidble for murder, then, not merely for conspiracy to drive me mad, or to defraud me or whatever.
Besdes, my death wouldn't help you at dl.” She was amazed a her own intense cam, the way the words
soilled out of her asif she were jugt taking about the weather and not about her life, which hung in the
balance. She said, “My estate would be tied up in court for years. If the State didn't take every last penny
of it, and if by some far-out chance Uncle Will ended up with the | eft-overs, inheritance taxes would have
reduced it by more than hdf, by as much as Sxty percent.”

“Sowhat?’” Groves asked. “Asfar as I'm con-cerned, five millionis as good as ten.”

Beginning to see that he might not be bluffing, that he might mean the threat, she said, “You stay away
from me, do you hear? I'm warning you!”

He laughed, his face an ugly mask in the beam of the flashlight. He might be acting, trying to frighten
her again, but she did not think that he was.

“Ben, what are you going to do?’ Penny asked, sounding dl done and desperate.

“Hes going to kill me” Gwyn said. She redized that the wife was a potentid dly now. “He's going to
get you both sent to prison.”

“Ber—"

Asmuch to himsdf as to hiswife, Ben Groves said, “If she was to fdl down the stairs and break her
neck, no one would have to know that it was murder.” As he spoke, he did not remove his eyes from
Gwyn, and he took another step in her direc-tion; in a few moments, he would be close enough to grab
hold of her . . . He said, “It would be a nice, clean accident, a very sad thing to have happened, but
something that could be in no way construed as an accident. | could even say that sheld been screaming
about seeing a ghost and being visited by her dead sister just before she fdl, and then dl of this charade
we've been through wouldn't go unrewarded. Dr. Cotter could testify that she'd had some hdlucinaions,
snce he's not in on this, held make a very good, very rdigble, very convincing witness. Thereld be no risk
tous..”

“Dont touch me” Gwyn said.

“You can't hurt her,” Penny said. She had been willing to drive the gil mad. However, the idea of
soilling blood repulsed her. Madness was a quigt illness, an invisble one that could be forgotten in short
order by those who had caused it; a broken neck, on the other hand, was the kind of thing nightmares
were made of.

“Stop him, Penny,” Gwyn said.

“Stay out of this, Penny!” Groves said.

“Youll go to prison, both of you, no matter who throws me down the steps,” Gwyn warned.

In that ingant, Groves legped forward, grabbed her, and pulled her out into the hal.

Theflashlight dipped out of her hand as, too late, she redized it might have made a good weapon to
use againg him. It dropped to the floor and rolled lazily againg the far wal, making no noise at dl on the
carpet, but casting huge and eerie shadows dl around them, making this the haunted house they'd tried to



convince her that it was.

Gwyn fdt his hands go for her throat.

She tucked her chin down.

He forced her head up and got a grip on her neck, just the same.

She wrestled furioudy, trying to break free, but she found that he was even stronger than he looked,
dl muscles that were more than amatch for her, even with her specid strength thet fear gave her.

She kicked his shins, hard.

He growled, and his face was contorted with pain; but he did not let go of her, nor did his grasp
dacken.

“Ben, don't hurt her!”

Listen to her, Gwyn pleaded.

His hands clutched her with a more brutd deter-mination than Penny's hands had shown when the
actress had been playing Ginny's ghost earlier in the evening. Gwyn fdt dizzy and nauseous, and she
didn't know how soon she would black out and be at his mercy.

She kicked at his shins again.

“Damn you!” he snarled.

She twisted, bucked, tried to wriggle away from him.

Frustrated with her, he pulled her around, rushed her backward and dammed her up agand the
corridor wall, effectively cutting down her freedom of movement.

Then, miraculoudy, Penny was there beside them, pulling at his right arm, trying to make him give up
ausdess battle, trying to give Gwyn an op-portunity to break away.

Groves was beside himsdf now, and he was in no mood to be dissuaded, not even by Penny. He
sad, “Get away from me, damn you.”

“l won't let you hurt her!”

“Get away, damn you, you bitch!”

Though she was dearly stunned by the ex-pletive, she did not let go of him, but continued scratching
hisarm with her long nails, cutting bright red streaks in his thick biceps.

Suddenly, he let go of Gwyn with one hand, swung that hand and struck hiswife across the face.

Shefdl down.

Now that he was holding her againg the wall with only his left hand, Gwyn redized that this was her
last best chance of escape, and she put out a burst of effort, kicking and dawing and even biting him, until
ghe suddenly broke from his grasp and ran.

“Hey!” he shouted.

She made for the back steps.

“Ben, let her go!” Penny shouted.

But he came after her.

She fdt his hands grasping a her pgama blouse.

She legped sdeways, ran on, reached the steps and went down them, fadt, so fast that she thought
shed surdly fdl and kill hersdlf, just as he had pre-tended to do on the main steps.

At the bottom of the dark steps, as Groves started down from the top, Gwyn made use of the pantry
agan, as she had before when sheld made them think sheld gone out of the house, when she heard them
taking together by the back door. She hoped that this amilar ruse would work; if it did not, she was
finished.



TWENTY-SEVEN

Jugt as Gwyn pulled the pantry door shut, leaving only atiny crack to see out of, Ben Groves came off
the stairs and into the kitchen, standing directly in front of her, breathing hard. His back was to her, and
he was sudying the shadows in the main room, to seeif she were cowering in any of them. He seemed to
have forgotten about the food cupboard in the wal behind him.

She hoped his bad memory didn't get any better.

“Ben, where are you?’ Penny said, as she came out of the gairwell after him. She saw him, went to
him and took hold of hisarm. She said, “Won't you please let her go?’

He sad, “I can't.”

“Of course you can.”

“I've got to find her.”

“Ben, ligen to reason.”

He sad, “You're the one who's unreasonable. If that kid gets away, we not only lose any chance a
the money, but she can identify us, and well both end up injal.”

“Maybe she won't press charges.”

“Like hdl.”

“BEvenif she does press charges” Penny argued, “they won't give us more than a year or so. That's
not long.”

“That's forever,” he disagreed,

“With good behavior—"

“I'd go insanein a prison,” he said.

Gwyn thought, from her hidden perch ingde the pantry, that prison, then, would be ironicdly just
punishment for him, after he had spent so much time to make her think she was losing her mind.

“You'e just overwrought now—" Penny began.

He said, “You've aso forgotten what it's going to be like to face Barnaby if that gifl escapes.”

“Hell have to suffer with the rest of us”

“That's hardly likdy,” Groves informed her. “He's too powerful a man, for one thing. And, for
another, don't you remember the story of him hir-ing that guy to burn down that house, so he could force
amen to I the land?’

gy

“You serioudy believe that a man like Barnaby, a man who has resorted to that kind of force in the
past, would take what was coming to him? Of course he wouldn't. He'd cover his tracks so fast that we
wouldnt have a chance.”

“You mean he'd hurt us?’

He laughed bitterly. “Hell, love, | wouldn't be surprised if he took it in hismind to kill us”

“Oh, God, what amess,” Penny said.

“And my way is the only way out of it,” he said.

“Killing her.”

Grovessad, “Yes”

“| didn't think it would come to this”

“But it has” He patted her shoulder and said, “Don't worry, love. | can handle it so that itll look like
an accident. We're going to come out of this amdling like roses.”

Reuctantly, but findly convinced, Penny said, “Okay, kill her. But | don't want to have anything to do
with this | dont want to have nightmares about it for the rest of my life | dont want any of the



responghility, and | don't want to have to watch you when you—when you kill her.”

Gwyn would have laughed at this hypocrisy if her laughter wouldn't have given her away.

Groves sad, “I've got to cdl Barnaby—"

“Why?" New fear replaced the note of resigna-tion in Penny's voice.

He said, “He should be home to handle the af-termath of dl of this. Hell be better prepared to take
care of the deaning up than | will, because he has more contacts. Don't worry, I'm not going to tdl him
what's gone wrong. With alittle bit of luck, I'll catch the kid and have this over with before he gets here”

“What can | do, anything?’ Penny asked.

Gwyn knew, now, that there was no chance of usng Penny as an dly in the future.

“Come dong with me, to the sudy,” Groves said. “You can stay there when I'm done with Bar-naby,
and you can make sure she doesn't use the study phone. She's probably dready been on the house
phone, somewhere, and found that doesn't work. Shelll think of the study line soon.”

Groves and his wife Ieft the kitchen and entered the corridor, the swinging door squesking shut
behind them.

Gwyn waited where she was, wondering if he might be playing a trick, if he suspected she was
nearby and intended to come back through that door without warning.

A minute passed.

Then another.

At ladt, feding somewhat safer, she came out of the pantry and went to the back door, opened that
and stepped outside, closed the door behind her, dl without making a sound.

When she had heard Groves say that the man house tdephones were out of order, her spirits had
sunk to a new low, for she had intended to get to an extenson and did the police the moment she was
free to leave the pantry. Now, that course of action was log to her, and she had a bad moment as she
thought that they were too clever for her, that they had thought of absolutely everything.

But that wasn't true,

They hadn't thought of the pantry.

Her spirits boosted again. And, she hoped, they hadn't thought of the three cars in the garage, either.
They had expected her to lose her senses tonight, to totter over the brink, beyond help, beyond reason.
Perhaps it had not occurred to them to bother disbling the cars, who, after dl, would expect a
madwoman to proceed raiondly to the garage, pull up the door, look for the keys on the ledge where
they were kept, and be off . . . ?

No one would.

She hoped.

She stepped off the rear patio, then thought better of exposing hersdf on the open lawn; she recdled
how dearly Ben and Penny had stood out againg the dark grass when she had been indde watching
them. She went back to the wall, and began to circle the house, Saying flat againd it, crouching to crawl
beneath any window tha rose up in her path. In a few minutes she reached the fird study window,
where warm ydlow light spilled out onto the grass, and she fdt a curious temptation to peer indde, to sy
on her enemies once more.

That would be foolish, she told hersdlf. She might rise up to look insde—and come face-to-face with
Penny or Groves, who would be looking out for her . . .

But the temptation to be one up on them was too great to resst. She edged up to the window and
cautioudy lifted her head to peek in over the dll.

No one was looking her way.

Ben was sanding beside the desk, holding the phone to his ear and taking animatedly. Ap-parently,
he had her dear Uncle William on the line right now.

Penny sat in the swived chair behind the desk, saring straight ahead at the bookshelves, asif she were
mesmerized.

Gwyn redized, watching Penny, that though these people had come frightfully close to driving her out
of her mind, and though Ben had nearly killed her, they were not professonds at this sort of thing, as they
were on the stage.



The odds were not, she saw, s0 heavily weighted in favor of the Groves. Indeed, because her life
depended on her success in getting away, and be-cause they were not fighting for ther lives, the odds
actudly might favor her.

Smiling for the fird timein along time, she ducked down again, crept under the window, and went on
toward the garage.



TWENTY-EIGHT

At ten minutes past midnight, William Barnaby tipped the waiter another dollar for leading him to the
proper phone again, then did into the booth, closed the door, glanced around to make sure no one was
lingering close at hand, and picked up the receiver.

“Hdlo?

“Y ou've got to come home.”

“Groves?’

“Itsme”

“What are you saying?

“Come home draightaway.”

Barnaby bristled at the implication of disaster, and he said, “What has gone wrong out there?’

“It's not so bad as you think.”

“How do you know what | think?” Barnaby roared.

“Look, | think you should be here”

“What about Gwyn?’

“That'swhy | caled.”

“Did everything go dl right?’

“Almog.”

“Almog?’ Barnaby asked, incredulous. “This wasn't the sort of Stuation where it could be "al-most’
right. It was work or fal!”

“Jugt come on home” Groves said.

“l won't—"

“And be fad!”

He hung up on Barnaby.

“Hdlo?

The empty line hissed a him.

“Groves?’

But Groves, of course, was not there to answer.

Barnaby dammed the receiver down in its cradle and sat there in the booth for a moment longer,
trembling, thinking furioudy. The trick was to get home as soon as he could, but to do it without making
ether Edgar or Lydia Aimes curious. Edgar was not a drictly honest businessman. He would tolerate the
use of a man like Paul Morby, in spe-cid cases, if there were enough money to be made to judtify
violence—but he would never tolerate something like what they'd intended to do to Gwyn . . . He mugt
never know about it. And, of course, Lydia would tolerate neither Morby nor wha had been done to
Gwyn, making this a touchy St-uation.

Two minutes passed before he got up out of the booth and went back into the crowded cocktall
lounge. All night, Lydia had wanted to leave, and only his and Elaines inagtence kept them there. She
was going to think it sirange indeed that he presented such an about-face, without warning and on the
heds of another phone cal.

By the time he reached their table, however, he thought he knew how to bring it off. He sat down and
picked up hisdrink, took agp of it and said to Elaine, “It was just Ben. Seems Gwyn wasn't able to et,
and now she can't deep.”

She picked it up beautifully. “1s she having any more of hea—hdlucinations?’

“Not redly,” he said. “But Ben's worried about her not being able to deep. She just tosses and turns,



he says”

“| think we ought to go home,” Elaine said.

“Shell be dl right,” Barnaby said.

“She's been afarly sick young girl.”

“Therés no need to break up the evening,” he said.

Lydia, seeing an end to the night and anxious for it, said, “I think Elaine's right. From what she's told
me about Gwyn, the girl might be on the verge of arelgpse.”

“She wasfinedl day.”

“But you cant tdl about these things” Aimes said. His concern was not part of his wifée's, for he had
aso seen through Barnaby's deception, and he redized there was some criss brewing. He prob-ably
thought it had something to do with Morby. But whatever the cause of it, he was anxious to give Barnaby
achanceto leave.

“Wel, it looks like you're dl againgt me” He tossed off the rest of his drink and said, “Let'scdl it a
night.”

They paid the check and went to the lounge where the men separated to get the women's coats,

At the coat rack, Edgar said, “Morby?’

“Not exactly.”

“Don't lock me out. This could mean my neck as much as yours.”

“You're not involved,” Barnaby said. Then he took Elaine her coat, waited to wak to the parking lot
with the Aimeses. Both couples had brought their cars, and they separated, at lagt, to board them.

“What isit?’ Elane said, when they got into her sportscar.

“Whatever it is, it's bad,” hetold her. “Let's not waste any time getting home.”



TWENTY-NINE

Gwyn rolled up the firg garage door, where the Rolls Royce was kept, stepped indde, walked to the
tool cabinet bolted againg the lefthand wadl, and fdt dong the top of it for the keys, where she had
learned that everyone in the house kept them.

There were no keys there.

Confused, she ran her hand back again, but ill found nothing.

“Were one step ahead of you, dear,” Ben Groves said, from the open garage door.

She whirled in time to see him step over the threshold toward her, his big body blocking al escape
dong that sde of the car.

She turned, ran, rounded the nose of the Rolls and stopped to see what he was doing.

“A game of tag, isit?’ he asked.

He had not rounded the front of the car after her, but stood across from her, the hood between them.
He was amiling, as the safety light in the wire fixture overhead showed her.

“l won't prosecute you,” she said.

“You say that now.”

“I never intended to. | was just going to tdl you that | knew what had been done, then | was going to
pack and go away.”

“What a gory,” he said, shaking his head and grinning. “ Didn't anyone ever tdl you not to lie?’

“I'm not lying.”

“Of course” But he clearly did not believe her.

She turned and ran toward the open garage door, aware that he was running too, on the other sde of
the car.

She came out into open air, fdt him take hold of her, screamed, wrenched hersdlf loose and ran.

“Bitch!” he cried.

She ran toward the fountain, darted around it, put the four marble cherubs between her and Groves.

He came up on the other side, no longer amiling, his face set in a hard mask, his eyes hooded, his big
hands flexing and unflexing and flexing again. He seemed to have decided that there had been too much
chasing and that the time for the find catch was now.

“You getting tired, are you?’ he asked.

“No,” she sad.

“You will, shortly.”

She sad nothing.

“I think itll be over the diff with you.”

She shuddered.

“That ought to be quick and neat. Well, quick anyway. And itll look like an accident, which is the
modgt important thing.”

“Youll never get away with it.”

“Dont start that old song again,” he said.

“It's the truth.”

“Thereisno truth.”

“l think you're the one who's mad, now,” Gwyn said, watching him carefully, ready to circde the
fountain if he should start around it in her direc-tion.

“Not mad, just canny,” he said. “There's a vadt difference between wisdom and insanity, though the
two often look dike”



Without warning, he leaped into the reflecting pool of the fountain and took three splashing steps
draight for her before she redized what he was doing.

Agan, she ran, harder this time, aware that he was right behind her and that, if she sumbled or
hesitated for even a moment, he would be onto her and he would finish her.

She could hear his heaving breath and the pounding of his feet as he came up closer behind her. She
ran back toward the garage, turned the corner and saw Penny coming out of the front door. She veered
away from the woman and put her head down, trying to run even faster. Without thinking, in the
darkness, she dmost ran over the edge of the diff; it loomed up, marked only by a few rocks which had
been daubed with white paint, and she stopped jugt intime.

Whirling, she found that Groves had stopped a dozen steps away, and that he had her trapped. No
meatter whether she ran north or south, she would be pardlding the diff and could essly be pushed off.
She did not kid hersdf that she could run a him and squeeze by. He was too dert for that, now.

“Dead end, isn't it?” he said.

Abruptly, the sound of a racing automobile engine cut through the ill nignt ar, and the twin
headlamps of asmdl car appeared on the drive, heading toward the house.

“You can't kill me now,” Gwyn said.

“Oh?

“Someone's coming. They'll seel”

He smiled again, and he said, “It's only your favorite uncle, my dear. And surdy you know that if |
don't heave you over, hell do the job himsdf.”

She turned to the right and then the left, looking desperately for some escape, when there was no
escape, when dl her options had been used up. It was then she felt him rushing toward her . . .

Shefdl fla and cried out to be saved.

Asif in answer to her cry, the big man logt his balance, lunging for her where she no longer was. Then
the air was rent with his own longdrawn, hideous scream, and he pitched out into emptiness, past the
edge of the diff, tumbling dl the long way down to the rocks and the sand below.

Dazed by how quickly dl of this was happening, Gwyn pushed up to her knees, then to her feet, and
waked dumgly away from the brink. She saw Penny standing by the garage, her hands raised to her
face to difle her own screams, which she was not managing to do. She adso saw Elaine and Will getting
out of the sportscar, and by the expresson on her uncles face, she knew that she could not return to the
house,

She turned and ran for the steps that led to the beach, ignoring whatever Elaine cdled out to her.

At the top of the steps, she risked a glance backward, then wished that she had not, for she saw tha
Will Barnaby was dangeroudy close and that he would most likdy catch her before she had gotten a
third of the way down the steps. If he did, then with one hard shove. . .

She turned and started down, just intime to col-lide with Jack Y ounger, the elder, and the couple of
dozen fishermen who were on the steps behind him.

The big man grabbed her and steadied her. “What in the name of God is hgppening up here?” he
asked, having just witnessed, from the beach, Ben Groves deedly fdl.

Shetried to spesk.

She couldnt.

Instead, she fdl againg him, hugging him as if he'd been close to her dl her life, and she sobbed so
hard that her somach began to ache and her tears soaked his shirt.

She woke from a nightmare and sat straight up in bed, gasping for bresth and caling for help in atiny
voice. Her fear was not abated when she redlized that it had dl been a dream, for she was in a strange
place and could not remember how she'd gotten there.

Then, Louis Plunkett's pretty young wife opened the door and came in, looking worried, and Gwyn
recaled the entire thing: the horror of the previous night, Ben Groves death, being rescued by the
fishermen, the police, the sheriff, the kind offer to stay here through the following few days . . . She had
refused Plunkett at firgt, but had given in when she redlized she could not bear to stay in Barnaby Manor,



and that she would have to stick around at least until forma charges had been placed againg Elaine, Will,
and Penny Nashe-Groves. They had gotten here quite late, after four in the morning, and she'd not been
adeep until about five, near dawn.

“What timeisit?’ she asked Ellen Plunkett.

“You dept through lunch, and it's nearly sup-pertime, a quarter past five” the dight, freckled woman
told her. “But you needed every minute of it.”

“l guess| did.”

Hlen sat down on the edge of her bed and said, “I heard you cry out. Are you okay?’

“l was having a nightmare.”

“Those will fade away,” the dim woman said. “Also, | thought you might want to know what your
uncle's admitted to.”

She nodded.

“It seems he met Ben and Penny Groves in Lon-don, when he and Elaine were there on vacation,
saw her in anew stage show. The show, he says, was rotten, but the girl looked so like you that he got
the idea for this hoax. Anyway, hed known about your parents deeths from the start, and hed dso
known about your bout with emationd illness, about your Dr. Recard and everything.”

“How?" Gwyn asked, amazed.

“He read about your parents deaths in the newspapers, despite wha he told you,” Mrs. Plunkett
sad. “And from that time on, he had you followed by a private detective agency. At leadt, Louis says it
was that way.”

“That's absurd!”

“Not particularly,” the dim woman said. “Remember, you had a fortune coming to you, and he was
your lagt living relative. Naturdly, the Stuation gave him ideas, though he couldn't pinpoint a plan of
action—not until he saw Penny Nashe. He talked to the Groves, found they were down on ther luck,
and talked them into taking on the job. Mrs. Groves underwent limited plastic surgery on her face, to
make her look even more like you, and then your uncle wrote you that |et-ter.”

“Werent Fitz and Gracein on it?” Gwyn asked.

“Yes. They're friends of the Groves. | bdieve Grace is Penny's aunt, or something like that.”

“One other thing,” Gwyn said. “Penny knew things about my childhood that even I'd forgot-ten.” She
explained about the Teckert boy.

“That's eedly explained,” Ellen said. “When Mr. Barnaby knew you were having emotiond problems,
he pad his detectives to raid Dr. Recard's files They found a copy of your diary there, which you'd given
the doctor for study, and they copied it. Penny could have used a wedth of information that you'd written
years ago, but which you'd forgotten yoursdf.”

“But why go to dl thistrouble?” Gwyn asked.

“Your fortune, as | understand it, would be enough to make alot of people go to even more trouble.
And your unde was in very bad finandd draights, both from high living and bad invest-ments”

“So it's over now,” Gwyn said, Sghing.

“Yes, itis” Elen Plunkett said. “But there's athird reason I've come upgtairs to see you.” She amiled
mischievoudy. “There's a boy downgtairs who wants to talk to you. He says he's treated you rather
poorly and that he wants to gpologize. But | think he's here for more than that, because he men-tioned
something about you and him gaing into Calder to take in amovie”

“Jack Younger?' she asked.

“That's right.”

“I've got to shower and dress,” Gwyn said. “He probably won't want to wait. I'll need an hour or—"
She kicked back the covers and got up so suddenly she startled Ellen Plunkett. “Tdl him I'll shower and
dress fast and be down in fifteen minutes. If there's one thing | could use now, it's a good movie. | sure
hope it's a funny one.”
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