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Afterward everyone said the memoria service had been poignant yet beautiful, exactly what Jud would
have wanted. But not yet, Abby protested despairingly, silently, not at forty-eight yearsold! For days she
had said little or nothing, asif her voca cords had frozen, she had lost the power of speech. People held
her hand, embraced her, patted her, and she understood that they were trying to express something, but
she could fed hersdf adding layer after layer of protective, invisble shielding againgt every touch,
removing hersdlf in away that kept her numb and rigid, unresponsive to their sympathy, unable to stop
adding to the cocoon that might keep her safe. Shock, they said; she was till in shock.

Exactly what her father had ordered, the funeral director assured her, even to the box that Jud had
provided dong with hisingtructions. He placed the box in her hands deferentialy, then walked away with
his head bowed until he had cleared the crematorium chapel, when he straightened and waked more
briskly.

“Honey, we haveto leave now,” Brice said a her elbow. He took the box from her, held it under his
arm, and put his other arm around her shoulders, guided her toward the door. People were waiting. Jud's
parents from California, Lynne— Abby’s mother from Sesttle— Brice' s parents from Idaho, friends,
srangers... Lynne had said the family would have to go back to the house after it was over; everyone
would expect coffee, wine, something to help ease them back to the world of the living. She would take
care of things, she had promised, that’s what she had come for, to help Abby; then she wept. Abby had
looked at her in wonder. Her parents had been divorced for so many years, why was she crying now?

“Mrs. Connors?’ Another stranger, another outsider.

She paused, expecting him to hold out his hand, kiss her cheek, something.

“I’'m Lieutenant Cadwell,” he said gpologeticdly. “ State specid investigations. | need to talk to you—"
Brice's hand tightened on her shoulder. “Y ou can't be serious!” he said. “Not now!”

“No, no,” he said quickly. “Of course not now. But tomorrow? Around ten in the morning?’

Abby accepted this as numbly as she had accepted everything else. She nodded.

“WEe ve dready told the police everything we know,” Brice said. He tugged at her shoulder; she Sarted
to move agan.

“I undergtand,” Caldwell said, till gpologetic. “I’ll explain inthe morning. I'm very sorry, Mrs. Connors.”
Then he was gone, and they walked out into afine light rain.

There were alot of reporters, acamera crew, otherswaiting. After years of struggling, Judson Vickers
had become an overnight best selling author; his death by murder was news, at least today it was news.
Abby walked past the crowd blindly.

That night, after the mourners had gone, and only her mother remained for one more night, Lynne said
amost pleadingly that she didn’t have to go back to Sesttle yet if Abby wanted her to stay on afew

days.
Abby shook her head. “There' sno point. In the morning the police are coming to ask more questions,



and in the afternoon ChristinaMaasis coming. There are things we haveto talk about. That'show it's
going to befor awhile.” Her voice sounded strange, asif muffled by layers of cotton.

Lynnelooked at Brice, and he shrugged helplesdy. “It’s been atough few days,” he said. “We Il be okay
after we've had alittlerest. I’ll take you to the arport in the morning.”

Her mother was going to cry again, Abby thought guiltily, and she till didn’t know why, and couldn’t
ask. Not now. And Brice... She knew she was shutting him out exactly the way she was closing out
everyone dse, and sheknew it was unfair, even crud, but she couldn’t help that, either. He wanted to
hold her, to comfort her, to wait on her, do whatever he could, and shewaslikeastick in hisarms.
Silently she began to gather plates, cups, and saucers... Her friends Jonelle and Francesca had brought
food, she remembered; it al looked strange and unfamiliar.

“Honey, please, go take along bath, try to relax,” Brice said. “We |l take care of this.”

With the unquestioning obedience of agood child, sheleft the room to go take along bath. She could
hear their voices as she went up the stairs; talking about her, the state she was in, she thought distantly.
The house was usudly spacious fedling, with three bedrooms, two baths, stairswith aplush, pale green
carpet, anice Aubusson rug in the living room, a carpet in the den, drapes throughout; room enough, with
sound-deadening furnishings, so that voices carried no farther than from one room to another, yet she
imagined she could hear them all the way up the stairs, through the hallway, the bedroom, on into the
bathroom, even after she turned on the water. She went back to the bedroom for her gown and robe,
and cameto astop holding them.

The voices were not her mother’ sand Brice's, she redlized, but her mother’ sand her father’s, or her
father’ svoicetaking to her, teling her something important. That’ swhat he would say: “ Thisisimportant,
listen up now.”

She took a step and staggered, and only then recognized her fatigue, that she was reeling, maybe even
hallucinating from deeplessness. Tonight, she told hersdlf, tonight she would take one of the pills her
doctor had prescribed. Shewould give herself haf an hour and if by then she was till wide awake, she
would take apill. Dimly she remembered that she had made the same promise the previous night, but
instead had sat huddled in a blanket on the couch in the dark living room, dreading today, the relatives,
the memorid service, remembering Jud, denying his desth, willing him not to be dead, willing it not to
have happened, afraid of the pill that promised deep, because it seemed to offer akind of degth to her.

* % %

Later, while Brice was getting ready for bed, Abby went to tell her mother good night, to thank her for
coming. She fdt awkward, asif in the presence of an acquaintance, not her mother.

Lynne was in the guest room, the room Abby called her study. She stood in the middle of the room,
wearing her robe, holding the dress she had worn earlier, and for amoment they smply regarded each
other. Then Lynne dropped the dress and took Abby in her arms. “I wanted to be with you,” she said
softly, “but | didn’t know what to say, how to act with you. Abby, baby, please say something, talk to
me. Yel a me. Anything!”

Abby gazed past her mother silently and offered no resistance to the embrace, but neither did she return
it. People had always said shelooked like her mother, and she had denied it, had seen only the
differences, not the smilarities; they were the same height, and Lynne was only afew pounds heavier, her
hair was as dark as Abby’ sand, out of the chignon she had had it in, hung straight to her shoulders, like
her daughter’s. They both had dark blue eyes and heavy eyebrows, bold and thick, without a curve,
much less apeak. The likeness, remarkable as it was, appeared superficid to Abby. Theimage of her



mother that rosein her memory was of aface contorted with anger: amouth pinched in fury or
downturned in resentment; glaring, red-rimmed eyes; her voice loud and shrill, out of control in her rage
or whining in sdf-pity.

She disengaged herself and drew back, picked up her mother’ s dress and took it to the closet, placed it
on ahanger.

“I can't talk right now,” she said, her back to Lynne. “Not right now. I'll comevisit you in afew weeks.”

“No, don’'t come up to Sesttle. Call meand I’ ll come down here. WE Il go to the coast for aday or two.
Will you do thet?” Shewas pleading again.

Abby closed her eyes hard for amoment, then opened them and turned around. “ Yes. I’ll call you when
things settle down again. We' ll go to the coast.” Shedidn’'t know if shewaslying or not. But they both
had known she wouldn't go to Sesttle; shedidn’t like Lynne's husband or her own half brother, Jason.
“Good night, Mom. Sleep well. I'm glad you came. Thanks.”

Back in her own room Brice was dready in bed. They had twin beds pushed together, his mattress not
asfirm ashers, but hewas on her side, waiting for her.

“I need alittlemoretime,” she said, taking off her robe. “1’'m sorry, but | need alittle moretime. | took a
pill and | think I’ll deep okay tonight.”

“| just want to hold you,” he said. When she got in beside him, he held her tenderly, stroking her
shoulder, demanding nothing. She stared dry-eyed into the darkness of the room.

Later, when he kissed her cheek and moved to his own bed, she pretended to be asleep and listened to
his breathing change. He had alittle snore, one that she was used to and sometimes even found
comforting, but she felt hersalf go tense when he snored now. Shewaited longer, then silently got up, felt
for her robe, and | eft the bedroom.

The third bedroom had been turned into a study where Brice often worked at home. She entered and
closed the door. There was no need for alight; his computer monitor was enough. An endless stream of
arcraft flew slently by: zeppdins, the Wright brothers' first plane, SST's, 747s, biplanes, helicopters, al
forever flying from the void, going nowhere. Their ever-changing light flowed over the top of the funered
box, which Brice had placed on his desk.

She had seen the box before; it was mahogany so dark, it looked black, finely carved al over with
intricate patterns of flowers and birds—a souvenir from hisR& R on Bali, Jud had said.

“They carve everything,” he had said that afternoon at thelake. “ They'll gart carving aliving treewhile
it sgtill standing, the damnedest thing you can imagine — demons, birds, gods, snakes, flowers... And
they carveit for eight feet up, tenfeet... They carvethe undersides of stairs, where no onewill ever see
the art. They carvethe concrete wals at the airport...”

“WI,,Iy?l

“I think it sardigiousact,” he said thoughtfully. “ Nothing else quite explainsit. They’re expressng their
religion through art. Little boys, four yearsold, five, they' re dready artists. They do the traditiond things
the same way their ancestors from the beginning of time did them, and then they do their own thing on the
back of gairs, on boxes, whatever isat hand. In that climate nothing lasts very long except stone, and
when the paint fades, gets washed away, or eaten by mold, they repaint it exactly the way it had been
before. If awooden object or building crumbles, they rebuild it exactly asit was before. You can't tell by



looking if anything was made that morning or ahundred years ago. They’ re preserving the past, keeping
thefaith, but here or there, hidden away, they express whatever it isthey need to say through their art.”

She had felt the box dl over, the delicate tracery of flowers and stems, and thought that it wasamagic
box, that it contained secrets no one would ever decipher, except the boy who had carved it.

“Honey,” Jud had said that day, “thisisimportant, listen up. When | die, | want my ashesto be buried in
thisbox, here by the lake. | might never ask another thing of you, but thisisimportant. Will you do that
for me?’

She had nodded solemnly. At ten years of age, she had not yet believed in dying. It did not occur to her
to ask why hewastelling her, not her mother. The divorce came two years after that. Perhaps he had
aready known Lynne would not be around to carry out hiswishes.

She touched the box on Brice' s desk and again felt the mystery of the carved wood, the unknown,
unknowable mystery of the artist who had carved it.

She felt the mystery of the man whose asheswereingideit, her father, unknown, unknowable forever
now.

2
She ended up taking the deeping pill that night and dept until Brice shook her awake at nine.
“How do you fed?’ he asked.

Human, she thought, human monster with awatermelon for ahead and leaden legs; that’ swhat deeping
pillsdid to her. But feding anything a al was an improvement. She said, “Okay,” and pulled hersdlf up
and out of bed.

“Y ou should have gotten me up,” she said in mild protest at the kitchen table when Brice said he already
had taken her mother to the airport.

“Honey, you were awaking zombie, out on your feet. | just wish that idiot cop hadn’t said ten this
morning; | would have let you deep until noon, or even dl day.” He was opposite her at the breskfast
table, sudying her face anxioudy.

She drank her coffee, and when she started to rise to get the carafe, he jumped up and hurried across the
kitchen; in passing, he kissed the top of her head.

“Let mewait onyou for just alittlewhile. Y ou don’'t know how I’ ve felt, wanting to do something,
anything. | watched you deeping,” he said, pouring the coffee, “and | wanted to Sit there and not even
breathe, just watch you.”

“I'm.... I'm sorry,” shewhigpered, not looking up at him.
“Oh, Chrigt! | didn’t mean to dump aguilt trip on you. I’ ve just been so goddamn helpless.”
“I know.”

She did know. They had been married for four years, and it was a good marriage; he was atender and
passionate lover; he brought her unexpected presents, listened attentively when she talked about the
museum, her work there, her dissertation that was going nowhere; he, in turn, talked about his clients, the
othersin the office, his plans. They were lucky, she knew, especialy when her friends talked abouit this



couple or that, or their own failed marriages or affairs, or when she remembered her first marriage, she
realized again how lucky they were. She understood and cherished what they had, but thisweek she had
not wanted anyone to touch her, not her mother, not friends, not relatives, and not him.

Hetouched her hair now, afairy touch, light and tentative; athough she willed herself not to flinch, not to
gtiffen, something was communicated, and he drew back. “Well,” he said in astrained voice, “that copis
due any minute now. After heleaves, | haveto check in at the office for afew hours. Will you be okay?’

She nodded, aware only then that he had on asuit and tie, dressed for the office. She couldn’t remember
if hehad gonein at dl that week. Had he gone in to report on the weekend meeting? He must have, she
thought miserably; hisworld hadn’t caved in the way hers had. She smply hadn't paid any attention, like
now, not noticing that he was dressed for clients, dressed for businessin agood gray suit, maroon silk
tie, shirt dazzling white. At thirty-four, he was even more handsome than when they married. Marriage
agreed with him, he sometimes said jokingly. She wondered if hisfolks had left town yet, if they were
driving home to Idaho, the potato farm. His father’ s hands had been spotlesdy clean, she thought, and
her mind skittered off in yet another direction.

That was how she had been dl week, unable to focus on any one thing for more than afew seconds and
left with no memory of what she had been thinking. A persistent thought recurred: if he had had afight
with hisfather, he had to make amends now, before it wastoo late.

Just then the doorbell rang. She had forgotten that the policeman had said he would come at ten, and she
glanced down at hersdlf in dismay; shewasin jeansand an old swester.

“Finish your coffeg,” Bricesaid. “I’ll take him to the living room.”

She | eft the coffee and followed him to the front door, where he was admitting the policeman and a
worman with short brown hair so curly, it was dmost too frizzy.

“Lieutenant Cadwel, and thisis Detective Varney,” the policeman said politely, asif aware that she had
no memory of their names.

She nodded, and Brice said briskly, “Well, come on in. Do you want to take off your jacket and coat?’

Cadwell was wearing awindbreaker; Detective Varney had along dark green raincoat. She pulled it off,
then held it, but he shook hishead. “1t's okay. Beautiful day out there, just right, not too hot, not too

cool. And not raining,” he added, making aleisurely examination of thefoyer, of Brice and Abby,
everything. He was astocky man in hisforties, heavy through the shoulders and chest, with dark hair
turning gray at the temples, and dark eyes. Everything about him seemed too deliberate, too dow, asif he
never had rushed in hislife and would not be rushed now.

“Thisway,” Brice said, steering them toward the living room, where he and Abby sat on
thTIfa7~and~rie lieutenant and detective sat in identical tapestry-covered chairs. The detective did not
relax, but Caldwell settled back, crossed hislegs, and examined the living room with the same methodical
scrutiny he had given the foyer.

“Nicehouse” Cadwell sad finally.

Abby could fed her somach musclestightening harder and harder. The house was nice, with good,
maybe Danish furniture, good origina art on the walls, even if not very much it. There was agrouping of
netsuke on the mantd; the lieutenant’ s gaze lingered on it asif in gppraisa.

Expensive, she wanted to say. Too expensive. Brice had brought home two of them from atrip to Los



Angeles, her first anniversary gift, startling her. Take them back, she should have said; we can’t afford
them. But they were S0 beautiful ...

“Well, we're not sdlling and you' re not buying, so let’sget onwithit,” Brice said, glancing at hiswatch. “I
aready told you we ve given statements to the local police. What more do you need?’

Lieutenant Caldwell faced Abby and Brice then. “Y ou see, Mr. Connors, that place where the crime
happened is sort of in ano-man’ s-land, the lake and all. Part in one county, part in another, it makesfor
confusion. In cases like thisthey often cal in the state investigators, and that’ swhat happened thistime.
And just to keep things straight in my own heed, I’ d like to go over your statements again, get it firsthand,
S0 to speak.” He shrugged, dmost gpologeticaly, it seemed. “And, of course, you might have
remembered something during the past few daysthat you didn't think of when the sheriff talked to you.”

“I can only repeat what | said before,” Brice said wearily. “On Friday | drove to Portland for abusiness
meeting with associates from my company. We had dinner together and talked until about ten-thirty. |
went to bed around twelve. | had to make notes about the meeting; it took awhile. On Saturday morning
| checked out, drove down to Salem and had breakfast there, and then drove home. | gave the sheriff
copies of thelog of my trip and my receipts. And they dready took our fingerprints, they said for
elimination purposes. That'sdl | cantdl you.”

Cadwdl had been listening intently, consulting anotebook from timeto time. He nodded. “Y our firmis
Hartmann and Fine Financia Services?’

“Yes. The head officeisin Bellingham; there' san office in Spokane, onein Olympia, in Portland, Salem,
and herein Eugene. A representative from each office attended the meeting.”

“Y our company in trouble?’

“No. It'snot like that! If you read the newspapers, you know how the market’ s been for over ayesr,
crazy swings up and down. We have clientswho get antsy when it gyrateslike that. We ve been having
these meetings once a month over the past year. Purdly routine.”

“You dwaysgo?’

“No. There are three of us herein the Eugene office; we take turns. They aren’t exactly pleasure jaunts,
Lieutenant. It happened to be my turn.”

Cadwel nodded, asif everything Brice said checked out with the notes he had. Then he sad, “I
understand that some of the associates share rides. Do you do that?’

“No,” Brice said tiffly. “Dave Fulton isin Salem, and | would have stopped and picked him up, but |
planned to stay over Friday night, and he didn’t. So we drove up separately.”

“Doyou usudly stay up there overnight?’

“That wasthefirst time,” Brice said. “The other times| went | didn’t get home until after two in the
morning. We never know when the meetingswill end, and no matter when | go to bed, I'm awake by
six-thirty. | decided to stay and get some deep thistime since Abby would be gone.”

“Did you check in at your office herein town before you drove up to Portland?’

Brice' simpatience was clearly strained amost past endurance. “1 aready told them. No. Abby didn't
have to go to work until nine, and we lazed about that morning. | Ieft when shedid.”



The lieutenant asked more questions. where he had stayed, the names of his associates, where they had
met, had dinner, where he had had breskfast. All things Brice had gone through with the sheriff, dl things
aready in his notebook, Abby felt certain. Brice' stension was almost palpable; she took hishand and
held it. At first he was as siff and unresponsive as she had been al week, then he squeezed her hand and
she could fed histenson ease. They were both like that, she thought fleetingly, coiled so hard and tight
that aword, an expression breeze might make either of them erupt in some unpredictable way.

“Okay,” Cadwell said at last, and turned to Abby. Connors, you want to tell me about Friday?*

She moistened her lips and released her hand from | grasp, which had grown increasingly hard. “| was at
thewith friends”

Hesgmiled a her. “Injust alittle more detail, maybe?

“Jonelle, Jonelle Saltzman, picked me up when | go work at about two, and we drove out. To Y achats.
Emma son and Francesca Tremaine came out alittle later. We walked around, ate dinner, and talked
until very late. On Saturday deputy cameto tell me. Jondle brought me home.”

“Thisis something you do often, go spend the week with your pas?’
“Once ayear, sometimestwice.”

“Who made the reservation?’

“I did. At the Blue Horizon Cottages.”

“Why that weekend?’

“Since Brice would be away, and the others could make it seemed agood time.”
“When'sthelast time you folks were at the Jake, Mrs. Connors?
She moigtened her lipsagain. “ August.”

“I understand your father cdled you on Friday morning Isthet right?’
She nodded.

“What did he say? How did he sound?’

“Heasked if | could come over for the weekend, and | said | couldn’t.” She redlized that the other
detective, the woman, was watching her hands, and she glanced down and saw them clutching each other
amost spasmodicaly. Sheflexed her fingers and spread them, then Jet her handsrest in her Jap. “1f I'd
gone, it wouldn’t have happened,” shesaid in alow voice. “I could have gone there ingtead of to the
coast. If I—"

“For God' s sake, Abby! Y ou might have been killed, too,” Brice said. “Y ou couldn’t have stopped the
maniac who shot him. Y ou would have been killed with him.”

“Do you remember exactly what he said that morning?” Caldwell said, ignoring Brice.

She nodded. “He was happy and excited. He said, " Thisisimportant. | have something to tell you.” He
was laughing and happy. And | said | couldn’t.”

“Did he say what wasimportant?’



She shook her head. “1 asked if he could come to town on Saturday, that we could al have dinner
Saturday night, and he said he' d just stay put and work.”

Brice put hisarm around her shoulders, squeezed her shoulder lightly. “ Lieutenant Cadwell, tel her she
couldn’t have prevented what happened out there. It was't her fault.”

Abby avoided glancing at him; he sounded desperate, pleading. A glance now might be the cue that
would make her erupt into tears. And she was determined not to cry, not now. Get through this, that was
al that mattered.

“Tell me about the dog,” Caldwell said, paying no attention whatsoever to Brice.

Brice squeezed her shoulder harder.

“Spook? What about her?” Abby asked.

“Mr. Halburtson said she barked during the night, al the next morning. Did she bark alot?’

Coop Halburtson was the nearest neighbor to her father’ s cabin; he aways heard Spook when she
barked. Abby shook her head. “No. Just if araccoon came around, or acougar, or a strangef,
something likethat.”

“Did the dog stay out every night?’

“No. Sometimes there are bears, or cougars... He kept her inside. She has adog door and can come
and go when she wantsto, but he dwayslocked it a night.” She added, “ She, Spook, tangled with a
skunk once and he said... he said he never wanted that to happen again.” She looked down at her
hands, they were clutching each other hard.

“Mrs. Connors,” the lieutenant said then, “from al v been able to find out up to now you' re probably the
onewas closest to your father. Y ou lived with him for years your mother moved to Seettle; you kept in
touch. Did he] enemies? Did he ever tell you about anyone who might ] wanted to harm him, kill him
even?’

She shook her head.
“Do you know where Matthew Petrieis?’

She looked up, gartled. “No. | haven’t seen him or he from him since... since we were divorced eight
years ago.

“Why did your father give Petrie a check for fifteen thousand dollars the day after you divorced him?”’

Cadwell didn’'t look menacing, merely puzzled, but suddenly Abby began to fed asif he had been
building atrap, luring her toward it gently, effortlesdy even, but knowing exactly what he was &fter,
where he intended to lead her. She shook her head again. “I don’t know anything about that. Dad didn’t
have that kind of money back then. Who told you that?

Cadwell shrugged. “Y ou see, when it comesto amurder investigation, we have to go through alot of
history—records, bank records, things like that. It came up. Did your father and Petrie have abig fight
before Petrie took off?’

“Not afight. Just yeling back and forth. But Matthew wouldn’t have areason to come back, to hurt
him.” Then she whispered, “Y ou’ ve been going through al his papers, his private affairs, everything.”



“I’'m sorry, Mrs. Connors, but it’ s part of the routine. We haveto try to tie up someloose ends.”

Abruptly Brice stood up. “1 think this has gone on long enough, Lieutenant. The sheriff summed it up.
Some psyche probably high on meth or something, went to the cabin an shot Jud. The dog barked and
the guy got away. It has nothing to do with Abby or with the past.”

Cadwell eyed him speculatively, then nodded. “ Y ou' re probably right. Occam’ srazor, the Smplest
solution is mogt often the right one, but we' re stuck with routine, like most people. We just have to follow
up if thereare alot of loose ends.” He looked at Abby once more and asked, “ Do you know why your
father got cashier’s checks a couple of times ayear for the past seven years, who they were for?’

“I don't know what you' re talking about.”
“See? A loose end. Was he giving you an dlowance, paying for your schooling?’

“Yes. Hesaid it was hisjob, to seethat | got an education eveniif it took alifetimeto doit.” She blinked
rapidly, then ducked her head again. “But not cashier’ s checks, just aregular check every month.”

Brice was il standing, hisface flushed with anger. “ People get cashier’ s checksfor alot of reasons. He
traveled alot; maybe he didn’t like to use credit cards or carry cash with him. What' sthat got to do with
hismurder?’

“Over ahundred thousand dollars, walking-around money? And he did use credit cards, you see. So, a
looseend.”

“A hundred thousand?’ Brice sat down hard.

Caldwdll nodded, then said, “More, actualy. One hundred forty-five thousand. Just one or two more
things, and we're out of here. | talked to Harvey Durham, your father’ s attorney and executor of his
edate, and he said you weren't aware of the codicil your father added to hiswill years ago. Isthat right?’

Abby nodded.
“Do you have any ideawhy he added it?’
“No.”

“Strange thing to add. Y ou inherit it dll, act as hisliterary executor, continue to get your monthly
alowance, but you can't touch the principa or sell anything for six months. He never mentioned that to
you?’

“No. Harvey told uson Monday.”
“But you knew you were hisheir?’

“Yes. After my mother remarried, he told me he had changed hiswill. We... we laughed because he
didn’'t have anything to leave except the cabin and his papers.”

“Did hetdl you about the designation with the thirty-day contingency clause?’
She shook her head. “No.”

“Did he confideinyou at dl about hisfinances, the sdes of hiswork, how much he was making in the
past few years?’



“No. Lieutenant, he never talked about money, not when he didn’'t have any, not when he did. It just
wasn't important to him. He began to travel, and he bought me anew car, a Toyota Supra, two years
ago, and bought a van, asports utility van, but even that wasn't redlly important to him. Morelikea
necessity, living back in the mountains, as hewas. | don’t know how much he was making, or what he
wasdoing withit.”

She had aflashing memory of the time Brice had suggested that his company would be happy to advise
Jud about stocks, mutua funds, whatever.

Jud had laughed. “ There are three people that, if you usetheir servicesat dl, you should make sure are
not related to you. Y our doctor, your lawyer, and your money manager. But thanks.”

Caldwdll had asked something else, she redlized, something she had not heard. “I’m sorry,” she said.
“Did he stay here with you when he cameto town?’ Caldwell repested.

She shook her head. Jud had never spent asingle night in this house,

“Did he gtay with Willa Aghford?

“I don't know,” shesaid faintly. “You'll haveto ask her.”

Findly Cadwell stood up. “Just one more thing, Mrs. Connors, then we' Il leave you in peace. As| said,
we' ve had to go through his papers, records, al that. But the problemis, you' re the only one we know
who can look over the cabin and make sure nothing' s missing, that things are pretty much like he kept
them. Can you go out there with us tomorrow?’

“Jesus!” Brice snapped. “For God' s sake, can’t you see what thisis doing to her? That' s too goddamn
much to ask!”

Cadwdl kept his gaze on Abby. “The crime lab technicians have gone over things, there' s nothing left to
see. It s been padlocked ever since the sheriff got there, but we need someone like you to have alook
around before anyone takes anotion to bresk in or something. How long adriveisit from here?’

“Two hours,” she said. Hewasjust doing hisjob, she thought bleakly. That wasal it meant to him,
another job to get over with, move on to something € se. Then she thought, that was what she wanted,
too. To find out who shot her father in the face on Friday night. She nodded.

“Good. Nine? Isthat okay with you? We Il pick you up at nine.”

She nodded again. She remained on the sofa, with her hands clasped tightly, when Brice took them to the
door.

“I just don’t think you should come,” Abby said to Brice after the officerseft. “ There won't be anything
for you to do, and you must have aton of work to catch up on.”

“I don't want you to go off with them aone. Let’ stake the box, give your father hisburia, then close up
the place for now. We can drive Jud's van home.”

“No!” Shetook abreath, then said camly, “1’m not ready yet, and not with them along. Not with police
watching. It... it hasto be private.” She redlized that she had already decided to bury her father’ s ashes
aone, not with anyone else present. It had to be private. She was not aware of having thought it through
before, but the ideawas firmly implanted in her mind. Maybe she had known ever since the day Jud had
told her hiswishes, animplicit part of hisinstructions, unstated but communicated.



“Okay,” Brice said. Helooked amodt rigid, his mouth tight with frustration. “We |l leave that for |ater,
but | should be with you when you go back thefirst time. | don’t care what they’ ve cleaned up, it sgoing
to be hard for you to go back.”

The doorbell rang, and he glanced at hiswatch. “ Chrigt, it must be that agent. We Il talk about thiswhen
| get home, okay? Cdl meif you need anything. I'll be a the office dl afternoon.” He went to admit
ChriginaMaas.

Abby met Chrigtinaiin the foyer, surprised to see the woman enter with aroll-on suitcase and briefcase,
dressed in ablack pantsuit with asilvery blouse, ready to travel. Or to movein?

“I have afive o' clock planeto L.A.,” Chrigtinasaid. “So | checked out of the hotel aready. | can get a
cab from here, can't 17’

Brice said sure, call for a cab when she was ready to go; he blew Abby akiss and left the two womenin
the foyer, where Abby regarded her guest with suspicion and even hodtility. Christina had been one of
Jud’ swomen, she knew with certainty, and she didn’t know how to act with her. How to treet her.
Clearly Christina had not shed many tears over Jud' s degth; her makeup was too perfect for that,
untouched by human tears. She wastal, five feet ten, dmost too thin, with what Abby thought of as
big-city style, New Y ork style; her hair was pae, nearly platinum, beautifully coifed and moussed, her
nails manicured, ivory, aheavy gold chain her only jewery.

“|sthere someplace where we can spread out some papers?’ Christinaasked, glancing into the living
room, dismissangit.

Abby nodded and led the way to the breakfast table, where she began to pick up the coffee cups. Now,
in abetter light, she redlized Christinawas older than she had first appeared. Tiny linesaround her eyes
and mouth betrayed her in spite of the makeup. Forty-something, not pretty at all, just smart looking.

“Abby,” Chrigtinasaid, watching her wipe the table, “we might clear the air before we start. Jud told me
you suspected that we' d had an affair, and that you didn’'t approve. I'm sorry. | cared for him very
deeply, but it was over along time ago, and afterward we became good friends as well as business
associates.” She sat down and placed her briefcase on the floor.

“The police questioned me yesterday about Jud’ swork, how he got paid, now much, when, everything. |
told them exactly what I’m going to tell you. Better to tell them up front than wait for a subpoena.” She
was brisk, busnesdike, asif to say there should be no doubt about this meeting; it was purdly business.
“You'retheliterary executor. That means you have to approve any deds| make, or reject them. It
means that you can choose to have a different agent handle his unpublished work, if you want to go that
route, but I'll till handle everything | handled in the past—foreign sdes, for instance. Themovieded I'm
negotiating now. | can make the dedl, negotiate, do it al, but you have to approve and sign the contract.”

Abby listened to her mutely, hardly able to comprehend the meaning of her words as Christina continued
to talk about the agreement she and Jud had reached, and what it meant now that Abby wasthe literary
executor, the contract that Abby would have to Sgn agreeing to the arrangement with the agent.

Then Christina began to spread papers out on the table, and presently she asked if there was any coffee.
Later, when Christina began to talk about atax attorney, Abby shook her head.

“Stop. | don't understand the contract you' re talking about, the Hollywood ded you' re talking abot,
subgdiary rights, any of this”

“What it means,” Christinasaid dowly, “isthat if these various ded's go through, if you gpprove and sgn



the contracts, you' re going to make ahell of alot of money. Not al at once, and not until the terms of the
will are satisfied about the six-month waiting period, but over the next few years, perhapsalot of years.”
She regarded Abby through narrowed eyes. “Jud and | kept in close touch. He said he was wrapping up
anew novel, that it would be finished amost any day now. | think he meant it, that the new work was
either completed or nearly done. Do you know if it's done?’

“No.” Wasthat what his call had been about, the completion of the new novel? He was dways happy
when he finished; he dways wanted to celebrate, and she had said no, she couldn’t makeiit.

“You have adecison facing you,” Christinawas saying. “Do | handle the new work, or do you get anew

agent?’

Abby had not even thought of getting a new agent, and wouldn’t know how to start. “He trusted you,”
she said. “Hewouldn’t want me to change anything.”

“Good. But you'reright, thisistoo much al at once. | made copies of hisfiles, the royaty statements, our
correspondence, and notes about our telephone calls concerning the movie ded I'm working on. I'm
going downto L.A. from hereto try to get afina contract we can dl agreeto. I'll leave dl the copies
with you. Go over the material and whatever you don’t understand, jot down questions. I’ll giveyou a
cal early next week, and then, Abby, if you'reup toit, I’ll want to ook through his past work. He said
he had alot of stuff he never even showed anyone. | want to seeit. And | haveto read the new novel.
Hesaid it was dl in the cabin. Can we go there together, go through his paperstogether, seeif there's
anything else publishable? The policeman | talked to said there are file cases, and boxes and boxes of
papers. We |l have to sort through everything.”

Abby nodded. “I'll take you there.”

After Chrigtinaleft, Abby returned to the table and stared at the many file folders the agent had prepared
for her. It wasn't fair, she thought. All those years with nothing, no money, no job, nothing, and now, too
late, all that money. Jud had never held ajob longer than afew months; he had written advertisng copy
and detested doing it, had written alot of technica things, manuals, computer documentation, even
programs, but only when things got truly desperate, only long enough to pay the dectric bill or pay rent
for afew months... When Lynnefinaly could takeit no longer, the uncertainty of apaycheck, or of
having heet in the winter, never knowing if there would be enough food next week, next month, she had
left him, after years of holding jobs hersdlf, years of bitter fighting.

Jud’ sfirgt novel had been published in 1989 and had not made him very much money, but the next onein
1991 had made money, and the last one four years ago had made alot of money and would be making
much, much more, according to Christina.

And if the new novel wasfinished... Abby whispered, “It' snot fair.”

She gathered up the file folders and took them to the guest room, the room she used for her schoolwork
and her dissertation, the room her mother had stayed in. She could till smel Lynne' s perfumelingering in
theair. She put the foldersin the desk drawer; no more for now, she thought. She didn’t want to discuss
any of it with Brice, not yet, not until she had grasped what it all meant. He would take over the
management of the money, she knew; that was his speciaty, managing money. The thought of making
plansfor investments, purchases, travel, al the things he would want to discuss, repulsed her. Not yet,
not so soon.

She went to his study, picked up the mahogany box and carried it to her room, and placed it on her own
desk.



Standing with both hands on the box, she knew that she would find away to prevent Brice'sgoing to the
cabin thefollowing day. She did not want him to go through her father’ s papers, not until she had sorted
them al out. Shedidn’t want him to read her father’ s short stories, hisnovel, which might be completed
by now. First she had to read the new novel, and then she might decide to bury it with her father’ s ashes.

3

Brice came home late, looking tired and harried. “ The market goes up, they want to sell; it goes down,
they want to buy. Those who aren’'t on the phone yelping arein the office yelping. Buy at ten, sdll at
noon, buy again at two... Stacks of unanswered calsto get to...”

She put her fingers on hislips, aware that he had to talk about the office; he wastrying to put the past
week behind him, behind them, trying not to think of the coming vidt to the cabin. “We haveto sart
getting our livesin place again,” shesaid. “Y ou haveto take care of your clients, or they’ll do their

yd ping to the head office, and | have to go to the cabin tomorrow. I'll drive the van home and bring
Spook with me. Then we' |l have the weekend to get somerest.” She began to tell him about Christina
Maas, the Hollywood contract she was negotiating.

“I'll tag dong tomorrow,” he said, interrupting her.

“You'djust beintheway,” she sad. “ There s nothing there for you to do. I'll be safe enough with a
couple of copsat my elbow.”

Hisgrin in response to hers was wesak, but he agreed.

Now, driving on Highway 58, with Caldwell at thewhedl, Abby in the front seet, and Detective Varney
in the back, they were passing through the small dying town of Oakridge. They had not yet reached the
high mountains, but the road was curvy and there was alot of traffic, people getting an early start on a
weekend outing, logging trucks, RV's, commercid trucks. It was one of the most dangerous routes across
the Cascades, with fatal accidents year after year; today it would take longer than the two hours Abby
had predicted.

“How did your father stumble across such aremote cabin?’ Cadwell asked, picking up speed again
outside the town, aong with everyone else on the road.

“It was hisfather’s. Grandfather was transferred down to Santa Rosa, and hewas going to let it go for
back taxes, | guess, so Dad bought it for what was owed the state. He spent every summer and most
weekends up there when hewas akid. | did, too.”

Cadwell muttered a curse as an oncoming driver pulled out to pass; there was nowhere to move over,
no room to pass, either. Theidiot driver pulled back in line.

Abby had hardly noticed. She was remembering the scene when Lynne learned that Jud was taking over
the cabin. “Y ou're paying histaxes! What with? We can't even afford to get our own place.”

“| told you, | took the job with Aaronson. Dad will carry aloan for afew months.”

“For alousy cabinyou'll get ajob! Look at that bathroom! Look at that kitchen sink! Welive like dogs,
and you want to buy a cabin in the woods!”

“Wait till you seeit. You'll love it asmuch as| do. And Pudding Face here will, too. Won't you?’

Abby had nodded. “Why isit caled Two-Finger Lake?” She was coloring pictures.



“Makeafist,” Jud said. “Here, put your hand down on the paper first. Now, trace around it with your
crayon, dl around.”

Shetraced her fist, then looked at him. Shewasfour.
“Okay. Good. Now gtick out your first two fingers.”

She put out her little finger and her ring finger, and he laughed. “Wrong two. Thisone, and thisone.” He
touched her forefinger and middle finger, and she extended them, keeping the rest of her hand fisted on
the outline she had traced. Jud took the crayon and drew around the two fingers. “And thereit is!
Two-Finger Lake. See?’

She studied the object they had drawn and shook her head. “It’ sarabbit,” she said.

Jud laughed. “Damned if it isn’'t. Okay. It's Rabbit Lake, and our cabin isright here, on the lower ear.”
The setting for dl his novels had been Rabbit Lake.

She had loved it already that day, with as much fervor as Lynne hated it. Neither of them ever changed
her mind about the cabin on Rabbit Lake.

“Did he actudly live out there, or just hang out between other things?” Caldwell asked, bringing Abby
back to the present, back to the redlity of her father’s murder.

“For yearswe just went up for weekends and summers. After | graduated from high school, he moved dl
the way out.” When she married Matthew Petrie, he moved all the way out, she should have said, if she
had been more literal about the facts. He had taken an apartment for her sake, so she could finish high
school in Eugene, and as soon as she was out from underfoot, two weeks after her graduation, one week
after her marriage, he was gone. Within amonth he had finished hisfirst novel, and ayeer later it had
been published.

Traffic was dowing now asthey climbed into the mountains. There were no more villages, nothing but the
road with al-too-rare passing lanes and the mountains from now on. Somewhere up ahead, she knew,
there would be a camper |aboring up the road, with aline of impatient drivers crawling after it, darting out
to pass whenever they thought they could chanceit. Cadwell seemed content with the dow going, she
thought with relief. Jud had aways been a patient driver, too.

The mountains were beautiful at thistime of year; sumac, vine maples, poison oak al blazed scarlet, and
the cottonwoods were golden against the perpetua dark green of thefir forests with their deep shadows.
There had been enough rain that the fire hazard was not high this year, but not enough rain and wind to
denude the trees early. Not enough soaking rain to bring up the mushrooms.

Remembering again. Jud had shaken her arm to wake her up early one morning. “Timeto go hunting,
princess,” hesaid.

She had been deepy and fearful. Hunting? They had been at the cabin two days, and that night they had
to go back to Eugene. Lynne had refused to go with them that weekend. “It' s been raining al week,” she
had snapped. “1t' [l be cold and wet. I’ll wait here, thank you.”

But at the |ake the sun had come out, and the following day Abby and Jud had gone hunting, carrying
mesh bagsthey could ding over their shoulders, and they had filled them both with mushrooms. Then they
went out in the rowboat and fished, and that night they ate lake trout and mushrooms with rice. They had
taken mushrooms back to town with them, but Lynne had refused to touch them.

“You wait for agood soaking rain,” Jud had said, “and two days after it stops, the mushrooms pop up



like magic. They like to hide underground, but they know exactly when to come up for somefresh air.”

They crossed over Willamette Pass, and there was the sign for the ski resort off to the right, and another
onefor arecreation area, aso on theright. Abby said, “The turn to the state park road isjust up ahead
ontheleft.” It was adangerousturn; the traffic speed had increased again going downhill, but there were
dtill cars, trucks, campers climbing up from the east. The problem now was not the oncoming traffic as
much asthe traffic behind them; stopping and waiting for the opportunity to make theturninvited a
rear-end collison. They had been driving for two hours and ten minutes when Caldwell entered the road
that led to the state park.

“Haburtson’ sdriveway ison the left, just up ahead,” Abby said. Thisroad was narrower than the
highway, but agood road with pine forest pressing in closely on both sides; it was easy to missthe
entrance to Coop Halburtson’s place.

“I know,” Caldwell said. “We crossed over the lake from there last time. Today | thought I’d drive up,
seewhat that'slike.” He glanced at her. “Theroad’ s passable, isn't it?’

“At thistime of year it'sokay, unlessit’ s snowed recently. Later you' d need afour-whed drive, but it
would be crazy later even then. We never drove up in the winter. In fact, we hardly ever drove up at dll.
We used the boat to go across the finger unlesswe had big thingsto carry. You' |l add another forty-five
minutesto thetrip.”

“I thought we might,” he said. He drove past Coop Halburtson’ s property, and soon after that turned at
the entrance to Two-Finger Lake State Park onto awinding lava-rock road with smaler lanesthat led to
campsites hidden among trees on the right. He passed them and drove to the boat-launching area, where
he pulled in and parked. There were canoes, rowboats, even akayak or two on the lake, nothing
motorized. Motor-boats were forbidden here.

“Let’ sdretch our legs,” he said, “before we attack the mountain. Why isthe water so black?’

It looked as black asink, but that was deceptive. From another vantage point it would appear to be
amogt asblue as Crater Lake. It sunderlain with basdt in places,” Abby said.

They walked to arall and sood gazing at the water, at the surrounding cliffs, the boats. Like most of the
dtate parks, this one was well used year-round; there were alot of peoplein the areathat day.

“One of the things bothering us,” Caldwell said, watching the boats, “is how the killer approached the
cabin. Can you seeit from here?’

Abby shook her head. “Y ou can see part of thefinger, but not the cabin. It’s only a couple of milesfrom
here, actualy, but the cabin is set back abit; trees block it from view.”

“Two miles,” hesaid musingly. “Why couldn’t someone have launched a boat down here and paddled
up?’

She had rowed across to the state park many times, and occasionally someone did row up the finger to
the end, but only in daylight. She pointed. “ See that cliff over there, the basalt rimrock? 1t goesinto the
water, just below the surface mostly, but there' saplace whereit’ s actualy above the water level. You
can spot it from here. But just barely. There sabreak in the rocksthere, at the left of the basdt. At night
you' d need a powerful light to find your way through without grounding. There' s another break over by
the cliffs, and you can’'t seeit at dl unlessyou ' re out on the water. They’ re both hard to seein daylight,
andinvisbleat night.”



Cadwell was peering a the lake, frowning, but Detective Varney exclamed, “1 seeit. A littleidand, a
littleblack idand.”

Abby nodded. Siren Rock. Jud had rowed her out to it one hot summer day; about four feet long and
half that wide, it rose from the water no more than six inches, black and shiny, as smooth as the back of
the Loch Ness mongter. She had said, “It’sa Siren rock, isn't it? Calling you to the deep water where
thefish are” She had been reading alot of mythology that summer, and Siren Rock theidand had
become. Jud' sfirst novel wastitled Sren Rock.

Their finger was quite shallow, no more than eight feet at the degpest point, but at this side of Siren Rock
the basin plunged down eighty or ninety feet, and the water was many degrees colder than in the finger.
They dwaysfished in the deep water, and swam in the warm shallow water.

There were no boats visblein thefinger, and never any boatsin the north finger, which was a spring-fed
creek that had spread out fifty feet or more and was hazardous with boulders and blowdowns,
unnavigable. It was good for finding crawfish and pretty rocks and places where she used to dide down
dippery, moss-covered boulders and splash into tiny pools.

Sheturned her back on the lake and looked instead at the high mountains.

“Let’'smoveon,” Cadwell said. “We brought sandwiches and things. We |l eat when we reach the cabin.
| sugpected there wouldn't be much in theway of edibles aong theway here.”

They drove out of the parking area and came to another intersection. “Where doesthat go?’ Caldwell
asked.

“Eadt, over to Highway 97, about ten miles, another couple of miles up to Bend. That’s where people out
here go shopping, rent movies, thingslike that. The other way goes to the cottages on the north shore of
the lake. Mostly summer places or weekend retreats.”

He kept driving. Another dirt road angled off to theright, and she said, before he asked thistime, “ That
goes up to ahot spring. It's pretty popular, but tough to get to.” 1t was a deeply rutted dirt road. Most
vigtors hiked up. The forest service road they were on, only marginaly better a the start, became much
worse; it went up and down, back and forth, climbed steeply, then dropped just as steeply. It was
gxteen milesfrom Highway 58 to the cabin, and it took at least forty-five minutesto drive there. She had
cdled thisthe roily-coaster road and had loved it. Remembering. Looking out the back window, she had
seen acloud of dust billowing after them, and she had decided it was helping out, pushing them up the
mountain.

Detective Varney made a soft sound in the backsest and Caldwell dowed even more. Ahead, it
appeared that the road vanished into nothingness, another outside hairpin curve.

“I surewouldn’t want to drive thisat night,” Cadwell muttered. Now and then the lake cameinto view,
but he didn’t look down to admire the changing scene, sometimes blue water, sometimes black.

“Thisiswhy we use the boat to go back and forth,” Abby said.

They cameto aone-lane bridge over the north finger, in degp forest now, with no sign of the lake or the
cliffsthey had traversed.

“It'sonly alittle farther,” Abby said. “It'shard to see the driveway until you get right on it.”

When they reached the gravel driveway, Cadwell was making the turn before she could tell him now.
The cabin wasfifty feet lower than the road, with a steep approach. He stopped the car and |ooked at



Abby. “Y ou ever drive up here by yoursdf?’

Surprised, she shrugged. She had driven up many times, and down, she told him. She thought her mother
had come by road only that first time; after that she had refused, athough she aso had been afraid of the
smdl rowboat. “I’ ve never been on theroad after dark,” she admitted. “1 doubt that my father ever
droveit after dark.”

They got out and started toward the cabin door. There was no landscaping here; pinetrees, aders, and
mountain laurel pressed in closeto the driveway, and only the basdlt shelf that held the cabin kept the
dense growth from enveloping the structure.

The cabin was made of logs, with ashed roof that doped down low on this side, making the building
appear smaller than it was. The basdt formed awakway from the door, around the side of the cabin,
down to ledges that made steps to the water, ten feet lower than the cabin.

Someone had come here around the turn of the century, her father had said, and cleared some forest,
used thefeled logs, and built himself a hideout. The last of the Hole-in-the-Wal Gang maybe. Or aminer
looking for gold. Or arunaway Chinese railroad man, or an escaped convict. Over the years
improvements had been added: insulation and knotty pine panding ingtalled, eectricity brought in,
appliances and furniture trucked in over that incredible road. But none of that had ever mattered to
Abby; thiswas the hideout.

She watched in silence as Caldwell opened the padlock the police had put on the door. It probably was
thefirst time the door had ever been locked.

Her father had added aloft, an aerie, he had called it, cantilevered out over the back, with stout supports
anchored to the basdlt. “What' s an aerie?’ she had asked.

“An eagl€ snedt, or afort on amountain, ahouse on ahigh point. That’swherel’ [l work.”
And the space under it, she had decided, was hers, afairy cave.

They entered the cabin; it looked exactly the same as dways. Knotty pine panding aglow onthewalls,
Indian rugs on the floor, throws of many colors on the sofaand an easy chair, arattan chair. Theliving
room and kitchen made up more than half of thefirst floor; the rest conssted of two small bedrooms with
a bathroom between them, and the Staircase to the aerie. Therewas atelevision and a CD player; for
yearsdl they could watch were movies, then he had ingtalled a satdllite dish. Bookcases overflowed,
more books stacked on the floor, on tables... Thetable that divided the living-room areafrom the
kitchen had abowl of candy barsonit, just like dways. Abby caught her breath and then moved to the
middle of the room.

She redlized that she had braced herself, had expected to see the chalk outline of abody, bloodstains,
something. But there was nothing unusud to see. Everything looked naturd, the same asit had beenin
Augus, the same as always. But too till, too empty. And the carpet, the stair runner, had been removed.

“| think we should have our lunch,” Caldwell said behind her.

She spun around. “Not yet. Where was he? Where did it happen?” She was trembling, and her voice
was harsh.

“How we recondgtructed it,” Cadwell said evenly, “goes something like this. He had been up in the [ oft.
When he came down, he was shot at the bottom; he fell backwards, partway up the stairs. It probably
was between one and two in the morning. Halburtson said he got up to go to the John during the night,



and hiswife roused enough to hear the dog barking. Mrs. Halburtson said he usualy gets up between
one and two, and the coroner said that’ s about right. She thought that maybe a cougar or abear had
come nosing around on thisside. Their dogs didn’t bark, so she didn’t pay much attention. It wasacold
night; Halburtson closed their window, and they couldn’t hear the dog anymore. Not until the next
morning when they got up. Then they heard it again. And they could seeit from their ramp, running
around the house, jumping at the windows, things like that. They tried to reach Mr. Vickers on the phone
and got no answer. Finally Halburtson got his boat out and came over to investigate.”

Abby was taring at the steps to the aerie. Someone came in and stood about where she was standing
now, in the middle of the room, and when Jud reached the lowest step shot him in the face. She jerked
away from the spot and shefdt the floor tilting, the wals moving inward. ..

Detective Varney grabbed her, put an arm around her shoulders, steadied her amoment, then took her
to one of the chairs at the table. “Put your head down, al the way, to your knees,” she said camly.

A few minutes later, Spping coffee from athermos, they dl sat gazing out the back window at the finger
of water. From here it looked blue. Acrossthe half mile to the other shore, they could make out a patch
of white, Halburtson’ s house, and closer, the dark weathered wood of the boat shed.

“What was the arrangement with Halburtson?’ Cadwell asked.

Abby was no longer light-headed, and her hands were steady now, but her voice was different, duller,
when she answered. “ Dad rents—rented—space in the shed for the row-boat. We' d drive out, leave the
car, and cross over in the boat. Y ou can see his boat ramp from here. Dad would put the boat in the
shed if he planned to be gone more than aday, and we both just tied it to the tree sstump to go shopping
in Bend, or something like that.”

“ So theoretically anyone could have driven to his place, launched asmall boat, and come acrosslate at
night,” Cadwell said, till gazing out over the water.

“Not redly,” Abby said. “He hastwo dogs, Spook’s mother and alittermate, and they’ re pretty fierce,
really good watchdogs. Y ou couldn’t get near hisramp at night unless they knew you well. Dad could,
and | could, but no stranger, no one elsel know.”

“There must be other places on that side where you could put aboat in.”

She shook her head. “Not up here. Thisand Coop’s place are the only two. Y ou can see how the cliffs
rise al around the lake and the woods... How could you even get aboat through the woods?’

“Don’t know,” Caldwell said. “I say it’stimefor asandwich.” He began to unpack acooler chest and
very matter-of-factly handed a sandwich to Abby, then one to the detective.

After amoment Abby began to eat. Coming here, having the lieutenant recount their reconstruction of
what had happened, madeit real to her. Nothing had been redl for the past week; she had felt trapped in
adream, felt nothing redl, tasted nothing redl, but now it seemed that she had been released from a spell.
Someone had comein during the night, had shot and killed her father, and she would do whatever she
could to help the police find out who the killer was.

After they had finished the sandwiches and packed up the thermaos and cups again, the lieutenant said,
“The sheriff found arifle up in the loft, and Halburtson said your father had a handgun, too. Do you know
where he kept it?’

“In the drawer by that end table,” she said, pointing.



“Not there now,” he said. “Do you know what kind of gun it was?

“A forty-five. | don't know the make or anything.” Then, without prompting, she said, “We had another
dog before Spook. Mindy, aborder collie. A cougar killed her, and he said . he would get the guns, one
for downgtairs, to have handy, onefor theloft that he could shoot from the window if he had to.”

Then she was remembering again. He had wrapped Mindy in a sheet, handed Abby a shovel, and said,
Let'sgo. That wasdl. He led her on a search for deep enough ground for agrave; it had been hard to
find a place because it was so rocky and tree roots were everywhere. He carried Mindy in hisarmslike
ababy until they found a spot, then he had dug the grave and they buried the dog. She had helped him
pile rocks on the grave so bears or cougars wouldn't dig her up again. They had made afunerd cairn of
rocks. They both had cried the day they buried Mindy. Abby had been thirteen.

That was where she would bury his ashes.

“Okay,” Cadwel said. “What I’d liketo do isjust walk through the house, each room, and have you
look around, in closets, drawers, like that, and tell usif anything isout of place, or missing, whatever you
notice out of the ordinary.”

They spent an hour at it: downgtairs first, both bedrooms, his closet, her old closet that ill had atoy box,
then up to theloft, his desk, computers, somefifteen years old, one very recent acquisition. .. Detective
Varney had anotebook out and made notes as they moved through the cabin; Abby couldn’t imagine
what she was finding to note.

“Why so many computers?’ Caldwell asked in the loft. There were seven or eight againgt the wdlls, on
tables.

“He used to write manuas, and he kept them all in case the codes changed, or needed modification,
patches. He said obsol ete computers were worthless, and he might aswell hang on to them. | think he
just liked them dll.”

“Y ou know much about computers?’

“A bit,” shesaid cautioudy. Infact, Jud had taught her alot about computers; she had copy-edited text
for him now and then, had learned to read his code, tried out new programs— hisfirst betatester, he had
caled her.

“Maybe you can explain something,” he said. “I noticed that those pages, maybe the last oneshewas
working on, are numbered Chapter A-three, one through nine. But there’ sa big stack, and they don't
seemto bein any particular order. Isthat his new novel he was working on?’

“Yes I'msaureitis. That'show he worked. He rarely started with chapter one, page one. He was back
and forth al over the place. A-three means chapter A, thethird revision. It’s not necessarily thefirst
chapter; it could go anywhere. He could have written the first draft months ago, or just recently. Y ou can
tell more by looking at the directory, when the sections are dated, but even that won'’t be conclusiveif he
was doing alot of rewriting, backing it up, rewriting again.”

Cadwell shook his head. “He worked toward the beginning and the end al a once?’
“I think it was the only way he could work.”
Helooked dubious, then asked, “ Did he dways back up to afloppy disk?’

“Always” Hehad drilled it into her head: save, save, save.



“Okay. Another item, another loose end. No floppy disk wasin the computer. We made copies of his
hard drive, and | understand that you and his agent, ChristinaMaas, will be going through his papers.
When you do, will you let me know how near finished he was with this project? If you cantdl,” he
added, asif that would be impossible.

“Why?

“I don’'t know,” he said with ashrug. “ Our computer guy says he didn’t save or print out what he was
working on the last time he used the computer, probably Friday night. At least, the top pagesin the stack
don’t match up with the last file he had open. Our guy found materia in the automatic backup file before
anyone messed around with the computer. But if your father didn’t save and exit properly, who turned
the machine off, removed the floppy disk, and why?’

Abby stared at him. Y ou don't think it was arandom act, do you? A hiker or camper, someone like that
who camein?’

“Of course not,” he said, leaving the loft, sarting down the gairs.

After amoment she followed. She had assumed someone had come in from the forest and shot her
father, adrug-crazed someone looking for money, for something he could sdll, or even just acrazy who
saw thelight and waked in. The door would have been unlocked.

“So you can't see that anything' s been disturbed?’ Cadwell said, back in the living room, looking about
unhappily.

“No.” Therewerethings of Willa sthat never used to be there, apainting, a hairbrush, amirror with a
slver frame and handle. She didn’t comment on any of those things, and neither did Caldwell, but she
suspected that Detective Varney was making careful notes about them all.

“Okay, what I'd liketo do ishave alittle row around the lake, out to the black idand, along the opposite
shore. You up for that?’

She garted to ask why again, but since he never redlly answered her questions, she smply nodded. “But
we should leave by four-thirty, or you'll be on the mountain road in the dark.”

“Oh. See, what we figured isthat Varney will go ahead and drive out, and you and | will crossover inthe
boat and take your father’ s van back to Eugene. And the dog.”

Abby looked quickly at Detective Varney, who nodded.

“We probably should clean out some of that stuff from the refrigerator,” the detective said, femae and
practica aswell as police professiona, Abby thought.

“| saw some paper bags over there,” Varney said, pointing. “Want me to haul the perishables out and
bring them to your place later thisevening?’

“No,” Abby said quickly. “No. Just... dropit dl off at the Halburtsons, if they want it. Or keep it. Or...
dump it somewhere.”

It didn’t take long to pack things up and carry them to the car, but then Abby said, “Wait aminute.” She
hurried back inside and picked up the bowl! of candy bars and took it out. Caldwell and Detective
Varney were at the driver’ s door, speaking in low voices. He came around the car and took the bowl.

“I'll beaminute,” hesad.



She understood that she had been dismissed and returned to the cabin. She had never felt londly inthis
cabin, never afraid, or even aware of the silence, but suddenly the little building seemed filled with sllence
and emptiness. She walked to the kitchen counter and gazed out the window. Two bottles of champagne
were on the counter. He had planned a cel ebration. She closed her eyes.

Soon Cadwell came back. “One morething,” he said, and went up the stairsto the loft.

Outside, the car engine Started, tires grated on the gravel driveway; it sounded very loud. Proving a point,
Abby thought distantly, tracking the progress of the car asit climbed the steep ascent to the forest service
road. Caldwell didn’t come down until the silence had returned.

“Okay. We'll lock up again and go for aboat tour. I’ d like to keep the key another day or two, then I'll
hand it over. Youfinished in here?’

She nodded. Finished.

They walked around the cabin to the natural basalt deck, where the rowboat was moored to arock on
the lowest ledge, inches above the water. The oars were in the boat.

Cadwell examined the ledge carefully. It was above water now, but in the winter rainsthe water rose to
cover thefirst ledge, and with the spring runoff it came up another foot to the second ledge. He turned his
attention to the rowboat; it wasten feet long and lightweight, old but sturdy. Every fal Jud had repainted
it, repaired anything he saw amiss. The plank seats had been worn satin smooth.

“If you want, we could get the cushions,” Abby said. “We never used them unless we planned to stay out
andfish.” Or if shedrifted out on the water, pretending she was on a cloud high above the earth; or when
Jud was drifting and claimed to be writing. He had said he did most of hiswriting out there on the water.

“It' sfinelikethis” Cadwell said. Hewas peering a the water now. “How deep isit here?’
“About four feet.”
“Looks bottomless,” he said.

She began to pull the boat into the water; he watched and didn’t offer to help. He waslistening, she
realized, to see how much noise she made launching the boat. It made a scraping sound that she had
never paid attention to, a sound that now seemed very loud. The basat was smooth, but thiswasthe
reason Jud had had to upend the boat year after year and retouch the paint. She unhooked the mooring
rope from arock, coiled it, then tossed it into the boat. “Y ou want to row?”’

He shook hishead. “Noway. I'd just take usin circles, or run us aground.” He pointed to alight low on
the back side of the cabin. “Did he keep that on at night?’

“It’ sautomatic. Dusk to dawn. He stepped off the end once, and the next day he went to Bend and got
the light. Coop has one, too. Same reason. It’s hard to see the surface at night againgt al this basalt,

epecidly if it' sraining.”
“So it wouldn't be much of aproblem to cross over after dark. Just head for the light. Any other lightson
up herein thefinger at night?’

“No.” She stepped into the boat, settled on the narrow seat, and took up the oars; gingerly he followed,
evidently uncomfortable as the boat rocked with hisweight. She started to row as soon as he was
Seated.



Abby rowed around the far end of the finger, then down to Siren Rock and the other break in the
rimrock to show Cadwell the two places boats could pass from the deep water to the shallow water.
Shewas getting tired, she thought in disgust. Thislittle bit of rowing was using muscles that had gone soft
and lax.

“Okay,” Cddwell said, gazing at the cottages dong the north shore. “Y ou up for just alittle more?’
“Yes. Where?’

She assumed he wanted to go to the state park ramp or the cottages, but he seemed to have little interest
in either. “Along the shordline over there,” he said, *on up to Halburtson’ sramp. Closein, asclose as
you can.”

He was examining every inch of shoreline, looking for a place aboat could have been put in the water,
sheredlized, and she knew there was no such place. She rowed toward the shore silently. On thisside
the lava had flowed in narrow streams, and between them the soil was much deeper than on the far side;
trees grew close to the water here, some with roots that jutted out over the lake.

“It' sonly about three or four feet up to land,” Cadwel murmured abit later. “Can you stop here?’

She stopped their forward motion and looked at the roots he was examining. “If aboat was dready in
the water, | guess you could get into it from there,” she said. “But look at those trees. How would you
get aboat of any szeat dl through them?”’

“Trailsand such up there?’

“Yes. You can hike from the cottages dll the way to Coop Halburtson' s property; it’s shorter than going
by theroad, actudly. Up there the trail mergeswith the road.”

Cadwell made anoncommittal sound, then said, “Okay, onward.”

He had her stop once more, another place where, if there was a boat aready in the water, a person
could come down the side of the shore and board it, but it would be impossible to get aboat up therein
thefirst place. After that she headed toward the ramp.

She remembered the year Jud and Coop Halburtson had built the ramp. For yearsit had been smply a
dirt incline, but winter rains kept eroding it, guttering it, and they had built anew one of logs. It had taken
ayear of weekend labor to fell theright trees, cut them the right lengths, pedl off the bark, and get them
to the shore. She could see Jud digging, smoothing dirt, then gravel, using adedgehammer to drivelong
metd barsinto the ground to hold thefirst log at the edge of the water. That one was ten feet long; they
had borrowed ahorse to help moveit into place. Jud called it the anchor log, the one that held al the
others back. Therest were Six feet long; Jud and Coop had placed them carefully, sinking them just
enough, filling in between them with more dirt, tamping it down. She had been their water girl, trotting
back and forth to the house above, bringing them water or iced tea or lemonade from Florence' s kitchen.
For the first severd years she had been afraid the ramp would sink so far into the ground that it would
disappear, but Jud said it was just settling in, getting comfortable, and it had been years now since there
had been any change. When it wasrainy, the ramp was dick and it was easier to pull the boats up, but it
was treacherous underfoot. Today it wasdry.

The second the boat touched the ramp, three very large dogs began to bark.

“Spook!” she cdled. A gray dog appeared ready to jump into the water to meet them, nearly manic with
excitement, and the other two dogs stopped barking.



When they got out of the boat, Caldwell helped her pull it up the ramp, al the way to the shed. Spook
danced around her the whole time, not jumping on her, but too excited to St still asthe otherswere
doing. After the boat was put away, Abby knelt down and hugged Spook, and the dog licked her face,
licked her hands, making a soft whimpering noise.

When Abby stood up, her eyes were hot with unshed tears. Softly she called, “Here, Sal. Comeon,
Bear.” They cameto her, and she petted them both as they greeted her with licks on her hands.

“Sd istheir mother,” Abby said then. “ Coop aways said she went out and mixed it up with abear, and
these two were the result.” Sal was aso large, but deek, agray, short-haired dog of no particular breed;
her offspring were both much bigger than she was, both shaggy, one black and- brown, Bear, the other
gray and black, Spook.

“Do you have to check in with the Halburtsons, anything like that?” Cadwell asked as Abby rubbed her
hands on her jeans.

She shook her head. “1 called and told them I’ d pick up the van and take Spook home with me. | told
them I’ d be with the police. They won't expect meto pay avist today.”

She couldn’t face them again so soon, she thought. Florence had wept so hard before the memoria
sarvice, she had become faint, and Coop had not been much better, the shock of discovering Jud’ s body
gtill making his hands shake, hisvoice quavery. Therr grief wastoo intense, their sympathy too hard to
cope with now. And it was too hard on them, too, she added to hersdlf, justifying not going up to see
them. They were both eighty and had lost their best friend. It wastoo hard on all of them.

It was obvious that Caldwell had seen all he wanted to see of the boat shed; now he led the way to the
carport, where the van, a pickup truck, and atwo-year-old Taurus were parked. There was enough
graveled space to turn, to maneuver aboat to the ramp, release it, and then go park. The three dogs
trotted with them to the van.

“In, Spook,” Abby said, opening the back door. The dog jumped in instantly, then sat down on the
backsedt.

“Mindif | drive?’” Cadwell asked.
She shrugged and handed him the keys, walked around and got in the passenger set.

“Onemorething I'd liketo do beforewe cdl it aday,” he said, starting the engine. “1’d liketo havea
look at that trail.”

He drove out the driveway and turned toward the State park, driving very dowly, examining the woods
on both sides. Before they reached the entrance to the park, he pulled over to the side of the road.

“Who' d see a car stopped about here late at night?’

Shelooked at him in surprise. They weren't hidden by trees or bushes or anything ese. “Whoever came
adong,” shesad.

“It' sone or one-thirty in the morning,” he said. “Who'd be coming dong?’
“Maybe alate arrival. Or someone from one of the cottages getting in late. | don’t know.”

“Let’ sget out and wak a couple of minutes.”



Resignedly she got out. “ Stay, Spook.” She opened her window afew inches and closed the door. “The
trail?’

“You can get to it from here, can’'t you?’
She nodded.
“Not at the deep part yet, are we?’

“No. We're dtill west of it.” They couldn’t see the water, but she knew exactly where they were. Sheled
the way across the road; then, weaving in and out around trees, they cameto thetrail and stopped. “This
isit”

Caadwdl| grunted, and she wondered what he had expected: aneatly groomed, bark-mulch trail with rails
and sgnpogts? She turned and began to follow thetrail until the water came into view. Now they could
see the cabin; they were about six feet above the lake, but the trail was not straight for more than afew
feet at any place. It wound among the trees, around boulders, skirted the lake, then back into the woods
once more. And it was rough with roots and rocks.

“Imagine doing thisat one or one-thirty a night,” she said sharply. “I’'mteling you, theideaisinsane.”
“Hold up,” hesad. “If you used aflashlight, who would notice?’

“No one,” she had to admit. The campsites were too far away, in degp woods, and no onein the
cottages had aview of thefinger at this point. “But when you get near the water, if anyone on shore
happened to look, you' d stand out showing even acandle up here.”

“Who' d be up looking at one or one-thirty in the morning?’

She shrugged helplesdy and started to walk again. Now he had someone lugging a canoe or smdl boat
and holding aflashlight at the sametime. He called astop again in just aminute; they were at the place
where the roots afforded access to the water, only three feet down. She watched him examine the rough
ground, the tree, the roots. He didn’t touch anything and didn’t get close to the roots, but looked them
over carefully.

Then hesaid, “Onward.”

She knew they would not get much farther before Sal and Bear would set up aclamor, but silently she
led the way. Thetrail took a sharp turn toward the road, then angled back, and Sal and Bear began to
bark and came legping through the forest.

She called their names, and they stopped, not wagging their tails, just watching.
“Coop’ s property,” she said.

“Would they cross over hisline, come after anyone on thisside of it?’

“No. Hetrained them. They know his property.”

Cadwell nodded. “Right. And the trail leads back to the road now?’

“Yes. A couple hundred yards, but it sliketherest of it, zigzags dl the way.”

“Let’'shavealook.”



She sighed and followed the trail, back and forth among trees, around rocks, over roots and blowdowns,
to theroad. “ See?’ she said tiredly. They caught glimpses of Sal and Bear now and then, pacing them.

“Okay,” Cddwell said. “Wait hereand I'll bring the van.” He began to wak down the road.

She hurried after him. “Y ou can't get it dlone. Spook wouldn't let you.”

“Even after we' ve been together the way we' ve been?’ he asked, looking surprised and alittle offended.
“Not even. Coop trained her, too. She knows her job isto guard the cabin, the rowboat, the van, me.”

The lieutenant stopped moving and regarded her soberly. She realized theimplication of what she had
just said. But Spook had let someone enter Jud’ s house, someone who had put her out and closed the
door on her, locked the dog door on her, someone who had killed Jud and left without being attacked. If
she had attacked anyone, there would have been signs; Coop would have seen signs, or the police
investigators would have seen them.

“Just how savage can she get?’ Lieutenant Caldwell asked softly.

Abby swallowed hard and shook her head. Spook was big and strong; she could get savage enough to
frighten off abear or acougar. No stranger would have dared to try to get past her.

They started to walk again, not speaking now. At the van Spook whined softly. “1 was going to say, Why
don’t you drive,” Cadwdll said, “but | think you'retoo best. I'll doit.”

Not just beet, she thought. Shaken, stunned, frightened... Something else, not just best. It had been
someone Jud had known, someone Spook had known well enough to let in without attacking.

5

Fdicia Shaeffer had always thought of the basalt ledge out in the lake as the break until Jud wrote about
it and called it Siren Rock; it had become that in her mind aswell. Standing at the rear window of her
cottage, she watched Abby row aman close to Siren Rock, then along the other side of the ledge, asif
to demongtrate that there really were no good passages through, except the two narrow ones that only a
suicide-bent fool would try to navigete after dark.

Florence Halburtson had called to tell her that Abby was coming with some more police officers, and she
expected that now Abby would come through the break and deposit the policeman on the park side, let
him question the people over here. But they didn’t come thisway, and soon were out of sight again. They
shouldn’t dawdle much longer, Fdliciathought worriedly, or they would have to drive down that damned
road in the dark, and while she didn’t care afig about the police officers, she did not want Abby inacar
coming down the mountain at night.

She gazed about her cottage distractedly. When Herbert, her husband of forty-two years, died, she had
completely remodeled the building. Walls had come out, awoodstove put in, askylight cut into the
ceiling, rugs and carpetsjunked, and good, washable vinyl put down, and then, finaly, at Sxty-nineyears
old, shehad ared studio. That had been four years ago, and sheloved her studio with a passion that had
not diminished a bit. She had sold the big house in Eugene and bought a condo unit, big enough for one,
she had told her four grown children. Her daughter Sara had suggested that perhaps she and her husband
and three children could share the big house, so Feliciawould not be lonely. She had no intention of
having any of them movein on her, or to movein with any of them. Besides, she had her two beautiful
dogs, Daisy and Mae, snow-white, curly-haired poodles, who had more sense than all her kids put
together. She had never said that out loud, but she certainly thought it. None of her children had cometo



thelakein years. They had no idea of what al she had done to the cottage, and expressed their
bewilderment and dismay again and again at her eagernessto stay out here for extended periods. She
had told them to butt out.

After years of working at the kitchen table when no one else was using it or in the bedroom when
Herbert was not deeping, she had area workroom. Easals were set up; along table held many clay
figures, some fanciful, someredigtic; pots and tubes of paint and brushes were arranged o that she could
find exactly what she wanted at any hour of the day or night; there were shelves of books and
manuscripts, atelevision, CD player, and a computer with an excellent oversize monitor. Sheliked to
museum-hop on the Internet, aswell as keep in touch with an ever-growing network of friendsfrom al
over theworld, many of them beginning artists who valued her comments on the digitized art they
e-mailed her. Her illugtrations were everywherein the cottage, on thewalls, in frames leaning againgt the
walls, on the worktable. Sheillustrated children’s books and was good at it, and had no intention of
retiring and entering a community where she would have company, organized recreation, competent
medical attendants around the clock if needed. She suspected that her dutiful children conspired to ease
her into such a place every time they got together.

During the past week, since Jud’ s murder, they had taken turns calling her, urging her to go into town,
where she would be safe. “You're dl bugging the bgesus out of me!” she had exclaimed to Junior the
last time hecalled. “I have work to do. Leave me done.”

Her husband was an accountant, she had told Jud years ago, and unfortunately al four children were
accountants also. Not in fact, but in spirit. Jud had laughed ddightedly, and they had spent the afternoon
labeling people: four categories, they had decided. Accountants, bureaucrats, beasts of burden, and
atigs.

“Oh shit,” she had said. “We need ancother one. What about scientists?”’

“Artigts” he had said without hesitation. “ Some of them, anyway. Surrounded by pencil pushers, grant
writers, Bunsen burner igniters, and computer data tabulators.”

Feliciawas gitting at her kitchen table, her two dogs at her feet, her gaze on the lake, but she wasno
longer seeing it, thinking instead of the many times she and Jud had sat here, talking, joking,
companionablein away she had not known with anyone else. No need to explain thingswith him, or
explain hersdf or try to. Of course, when Herbert died, she had missed him. Y ou have to miss someone
you' ve lived with for more than forty years, but this missing was different. She missed Jud in away she
had not expected, had not been prepared for, and could not quite understand. It wasn't asif he had been
with her al that much, a couple of times aweek, then gone for weeks sometimes, but she had aways
known he would be back, that they would st and talk while she made fantastic figures out of clay, her
models. Or he would sit while she painted or sketched. Often he would bring fish or something, and they
would share dinner and drinks. Or he would pick up an order she had placed at astorein Bend and
ddiver it and linger. Now and then he would show up with aduck, and she would make a specid dinner
that he particularly loved.

She missed him with a deep, painful ache that continued to grow instead of recede as the days passed.

She was il at the table when Daisy and Mae both lifted their heads, came wide awake, and started to
bark. Then she heard it, too. A car had pulled up to the house. She went to the door and opened it, and
expecting police officers and perhaps Abby, she was surprised to see instead a young woman with frizzy
brown hair. Shewas done.

“I’'m Detective Ellen Varney,” her vistor said. “Mrs. Shaeffer?’



“Y ou're a detective?’

“Yes, maam.” She pulled out identification, and Felicia opened the door wider and motioned for her to
enter.

“Y ou drove down the mountain done?’

Detective Varney nodded, but she was looking at the large studio with interest, ignoring the two poodies
that were checking her out with equd interest.

“Well, that getsyou acup of tea,” Fdiciasaid. “1 wasjust about to make some. Come on to the kitchen.
Greenteq,” she said, leading the way through the clutter of her studio. “ Good for the heart, or the liver,
or something.” She glanced back when she redlized her guest had stopped and was examining agroup of
watercolorsin frames.

“Youillugtrated the Greta series!” Detective Varney exclamed. 1 loved them when | wasachild! The
pictures are wonderful!”

“For that you can have your choice of honey or sugar with your tea,” Feliciasaid. “ Sagebrush honey, put
up by aKlamath family over by LaPine. Rare, and very specid.”

The detective hurriedly joined her in the kitchen area; she looked embarrassed, Fdliciathought with
amusement. “ Sit down, won't be aminute. Y ou could start your questions while the kettle comesto a
bail.”

Detective Varney pulled a notebook from her bag, sat at the table, and looked out over thelake. “ Y ou
can't see much of the upper end from here, can you?’

“No. You can see Siren Rock and a bit beyond, that’ sall.”
“Were you here on Friday when Judson Vickerswas shot?’

“Yes. Heremost of thetime. And no, | didn’t see or hear anything out of ordinary, not until Florence
Ha burtson called and told me about the shooting.”

She busied hersdlf with scalding alittle blue porcelain tegpot, added leaves, then boiling water, and began
to carry thingsto the table. She talked as she moved about. “ Jud was adear friend, Detective Varney.
I’d like to see whoever did that to him dropped out of a boat with an anchor tied to hisfeet in the
deepest water out there. But | don't have any real information for you, I'm afraid. | don’'t know who did
that, or why. And | don’t know how anyone got over there in the middle of the night, unless he drove up
the mountain in the daylight and came back down the next day. Y ou know Coop’sdogsdidn’t set up a
clamor, | suppose. And they would have if anyone had put aboat out over there. And there just isn’'t any
other way.”

“Could someone from the park area have put aboat out, gone up the finger, and hung out somewhere up
thereuntil dark? Then left at first light”

Fdiciasaid thoughtfully, “First thing some of usthought of. | asked Pete Tolman abouit it. He gives kayak
lessons, you know. The lake' sagood place for beginners, no motorboats, no current, just quiet water.
Pete’ susudly the last oneto leave the lake, he and a student in a separate kayak. He makes them go
through one bresk, up into the finger, then back out through the other narrower bresk, and he said no
onewas up in the finger when heleft just before dark. He sthe last one out and thefirst one back in the
next morning. Helives over in Bend.”



She poured tea then and added alittle honey to hers. “ Try it. Sage honey isvery good.”

The detective added a spoonful of honey to her own tea and nodded after she sipped it. “Very good,
indeed,” shesaid. “Youwereaclosefriend of Jud Vickers 7’

“A good friend, yes. | knew him when he was alittle boy, and he used to come over here and play with
my kids. Later, he came over to talk, to hang out now and then.”

“Do you know anyone who might have wanted to harm him? To kill him?’

“I never heard anyone talk that way about him. He was liked around here. A good listener, willing to go
out of hisway to shop for someonein Bend, do littlefavors.”

“Someonedidn’t like him,” Detective Varney said dowly.

Feliciashook her head. “1 know what you’ ve been hearing about him, and probably most of it’ strue
enough. He was a chaser, but he never caught anyone who didn’t want catching. They knew what they
were getting into with him. Y ou know the story about Coyote and the pretty girl?”

Detective Varney shook her head.

“From one of the books | illustrated,” Feliciasaid. “They cleaned up the original tale for the kids. It goes
likethis: Coyote was made up like ahurt little bird, but if you looked hard, you could see it was Coyote,
al right. And this pretty girl comes by and seesthe bird limping along. She says, " Y ou can't fool me. My
grandmother told me about you. Go on about your business.” Coyote looks a her with a pitiful
expression. I'll die out herein the cold if you don’'t warm me under your blanket.” He shivered and
shook, and she took pity on him and picked him up and put him under her blanket. And soon, he had his
way with her. She screamed and cried, and Coyote laughed and said, “Y ou knew what | was when you
picked meup.” * Feliciasmiled gently at the detective. ” They al knew what he was, you see, and | don’'t
think he ever ddliberately hurt apersonin hislife”

“If some of the women he caught were married, maybe their husbands weren't happy about his
romances,” Varney said.

“Maybe, but no one ever came here saying anything like that to my face.” She consdered thisfor a
moment, then said, 1 assume that a crime of passion, which would include vengeance and jealousy, |
suppose, would be committed during the height of the emotional turmoil, not years afterward. And he'd
been seeing WillaAdhford for over two years. A long time to wait when you' re feding an uncontrollable
desireto get revenge.”

“Y ou know her? WillaAshford?’

“I introduced them,” Feliciasaid. “Willawas putting together aretrospective of art by locd artists, and
shewas out here severa timesto discussit and select picturesto include. He dropped in one day when
shewas here, and they hit it off just fine. | don’t believe he had eyesfor anyone el se after that.”

“WEe ve heard that he wrote about the people he knew, the residents around the lake. Did anyone mind
that he did?’

“Have you read his books?’
Detective Varney shook her head.

“Y ou should. You redly should. He used the lake here as the setting, you know. He changed it around,



put in aresort instead of these cottages, and added a village down the road aways, but it wasthislake,
and some of these people he wrote about. And truthfully, | don’'t know if any of them redizeit to this
day, or if they do, they don’t recognize themsalves. Y ou see, he wrotefiction, but fiction isaways
derived from experienceif it'sany good at al. And hiswas very good. Y ou redly should reed his
noves”

“I'will,” Varney said. “What other residents were here that weekend?’ she asked then.

“Wdll, | know Doris and Joe Manning were. They'rein the last cottage. And the Beardwellswere. HE's
aveterinarian in Bend, and they come every other weekend, when his partner ison cal.” She named two
othersand dismissed them. “ Summer people. That leaves Gary Evans, and | haven't seen him for
months. He' s separated from hiswife, Virginia, and she comes now and then, but he's moved up to
Washington State, | think. | doubt that she was here. She would have dropped in, | think. | imagine

they’ re planning to sdll the cottage to the state; at least, that’ s the rumor going around, and she' s been
moving stuff out each time she comes. The dedl isthat we can stay here aslong aswe want, but if we
|, we haveto sl tothe sate. It slike alittle pocket of individualy owned property inthe middle of a
dtate park, but that’ s the deal we made when the state began buying up al the surrounding area.”

“I noticed that the first cottage is boarded up, empty. Isthat what happens when the state acquiresthe
property?”

“Not dways. There were nine cottages a one time. One burned to the ground in the sixties and wasn't
rebuilt. The state bought one back around the middle of the seventies and tore it down. It was ashack to
gart with, in terrible condition. The old Frazier place that you mentioned isa good building, so | guess
they’ll keep it in repair and someday use it for something or other. Teri Frazier drowned in the lake years
ago, and Lawrence sold the place afew monthslater. The rest of us are hanging on.”

“Isthe Vickers cabin part of that deal ?’

Feliciashook her head. “Hisplaceisn’t in the park area. Neither isthe Haburtsons'. In fact, Jud said he
wanted to buy Halburtson’s place if he ever decided to sell, which he might do. He' s getting too old to
be out there on thelake dl thetime. Eighty! That’stoo old to pretend otherwise.”

She caught aglimpse of afleeting smile that crossed the detective sface, and she grinned. “ Takes one
old coot to recognize another one,” she said cheerfully. “I haven't been out on the lake in ten years. |
don’t need to be on the water, just close by. That's plenty for me.”

“Do you have aboat?’
“No. Sold it after Herbert died.”

The detective' s questions became more and more pointless, Felicia thought. But she answered each one,
and yet |ater, done again with her dogs, she fdt dissatisfied, asif there had been something left out
altogether. She nodded to hersdlf. The two overriding motives for murder, asfar as she was aware of
from alifetime of reading mysteries and newspaper accounts of crimes, were passion and money. And
even if Jud had dumped Doris Manning abruptly, and even if Joe Manning had learned of their affair, that
had been severa years ago, too long atime for passion ill to be afactor.

Shedidn’'t even consder Willa Ashford. Jud had fallen in love with her, and she with him. Of course,
Fdiciareflected, things could change, but if they had changed, it had to have been within days of his
death. The last time Felicia had seen Jud, the Wednesday before he waskilled, al he had talked about
was Willa, and il with the sense of wonder that had turned him, amiddle-aged man, into aboy, with al
the world' s marvels spread out at hisfeet. Feliciahad seen Willa s devastation when her husband died



years before, and she had seen her come back to lifefindly, and then fal in love once more, and she had
regjoiced for both her and Jud. Willawas out of the question.

But if he had been killed because of money, then Abby wasthe first person who cameto the fore for
motive, and that was ridiculous. She felt about Abby the way she had yearned to fed toward her own
children, for whom she could never summon the same kind of unquestioning love.

None of her children had been willing, or able, to it quietly and watch her shape dragons or monsters or
elvesout of clay. None of her own children had ever spontaneoudy hugged and kissed her, for nothing,
just because. Or said she had magic hands. Feliciashook her head in annoyance: if shewasn't careful,
she would become ancother foolish old woman who lived only in the past, one whose life existed in
memories. She brought herself back to the here and now, the redlity of amurderer.

Even if Abby had the motive, which she didn’t, since she cared little about money, she had been & the
coadt, far out of reach. Not even the police could seriously consider her a suspect. And Brice, according
to Florence Halburtson, had been in Portland, so he wasruled out. Lynne, long divorced from Jud, didn’t
stand to profit, and she certainly had felt nothing for him for many years, dthough there had been atime
when sheer frudtration and misery might have driven her tokill.

Feliciawashed the teacups and pot, and then poured hersdlf adrink of scotch and water. It was after
five; she could have adrink now. Herbert had never wanted liquor around the house, never used it
himsdf in any form, and had been disapproving of her occasond drink. She st at thetablein the
gathering darkness and watched the last of the boats come ashore, watched as |akeside fires were put
out, until only darkness remained. Bits of conversations she and Jud had had over the years flowed
through her mind. When she remonstrated him for putting Joe Beardwell in hisfirst nove, he had laughed,
had gone to her worktable, acard table in those days, and had picked up her modd of the Iceman. The
story was about an old man who froze everything he got near, who kept acquiring more and more
property where the sun never shone, the frost never melted. Holding up the figure, Jud had scoffed. “And
where did this come from?’ It was a caricature of Herbert, but of course Herbert would never have
recognized himsdlf in the grotesquelittle figure.

“Anartist,” Jud had said once, “is aperson who looksinto things, not just a them.”

He had looked into many things, through them, and had written about them. And hiswords were true.
Joe Beardwel | had not recognized himself in the novel, and in fact might never haveredly read it, just
skimmed the surface enough to say he had read and enjoyed it.

By thetime she redized that Herbert was the |ceman, she had been trapped in amarriage with four
children, and later she had been trapped by his need for her. People had believed her to be the
dependent one, but that had never been true; he had depended on her for everything, and toward the
end, thelast six years, as hismind had dipped, his dependency had turned him into ason of abitch. She
thought that Jud was the only person who had ever suspected the truth about her long marriage,
described again and again asthe idedl, the standard for other couplesto strive for. She drained her glass
and st it down hard.

Jud had written her and Herbert into his second novel, The Black Shore, and Felicia had recognized
them. She had wept when sheread it, felt anger, embarrassment, humiliation, and finally acceptance of
the truth, and even a deeper love and respect for the one person who had seen through the facade of a
contented couple and had been honest enough to tell the truth. But did others cometo that point?

Then shewasthinking of the new work, the novel he had been finishing when shelast saw him. If his
death had not been the result of an uncontrollable passion or smple greed or even an overwheming need



for money, there was athird possibility, she thought. Fear of exposure. He had seen into and through so
many things and had written about them truthfully. Was there atruth in the new nove that had driven
someoneto kill himin order to keep secret?

She stood up shakily and groped for the light switch. If the key to his desth wasin the manuscript, the
police would never find it, she thought bleskly. Herbert had looked at the little clay |ceman and said only,
“Ugly little critter, isn't he?” She never knew if Lawrence Frazier had recognized hiswife s death when it
appeared in fiction. People saw what they expected to see, what they needed to see, no more than that.

Then she wondered: Was the manuscript dtill in the cabin? Wasit intact?
6

For more than an hour neither Abby nor Lieutenant Caldwell said aword as he drove back toward
Eugene. It had grown dark and there was much lesstraffic now than there had been earlier, but it was il
adangerous road that required attention.

Abby wasthinking hard of the implications of someone’ s entering Jud' s cabin during the night without
being challenged by Spook. And obvioudy someone had done that. But how? She kept coming back to
the same questions. How had he managed a boat in the dark? Where had he launched it, landed it
afterward? Or she. Abby huddled in her jacket, freezing.

“I' undergtand you work in the museum,” Cadwell sad findly. “Full-time?’
“No. Three mornings aweek, usudly until noon, occasonaly alittlelater.”
“Y ou going to keep working now?’

She had not even considered what she would do now. “I don’t know.” It was, practically speaking, a
nonpaying job; she had had achoice, beaT.A., ateaching assistant, or work in the museum; neither paid
even minimum, but it was part of the postgrad program shewasin. That and her dissertation. Now she
didn’t know why she wanted the doctorate, if she wanted it, what she would do with it afterward.

“IsWillaAghford your adviser?’
113 YSH

“Tell me something about her, will you? We haven't been ableto talk to her yet. Someone a the museum
said you probably know where she hangs out when she' s not home. Whereis she?’

“I don’'t know. | haven't seen her al thisweek. Except at the service.”

“But she' syour friend, aswedll asyour adviser, isn't she?’

“Yes” shesaidinalow voice.

“Did you and your father have afaling-out because of her?’

She jerked up straighter and shook her head. “I don’t know what you’ re talking about.”

“Just another rumor? Someone mentioned that maybe you and your father had afight a couple of years
ago, about the time he started seeing alot of Willa Ashford. That things hadn’t been patched up yet.
Anything to that?’

“No! Hewas busy, traveling, book signings, and writing. And | was busy with my schoolwork, and we



just weren't as close as we used to be. It happens that way when your livestake you on different tracks.”
She fought to keep her voice even. “Who told you that?’

“Did you usudly wait for an invitation to go vist him?’ he asked, ignoring her question.

“No. | used to drive out and call him on the cell phonewhen | got to Coop’ s place, and he'd come over
and pick me up. Or sometimes I’d call first to make sure he' d be there. Sometimes he wasn’t, and | used
the boat and went over anyway. We didn’t need gppointments,” she said coldly.

“But since you both got so busy, did you usudly wait for an invitation?’

She stared a gpproaching headlights, then more headlights, more. “I just didn’t have thetimelike | used
to,” she said. “He asked me out now and then if there was a specid reason, like when he got an advance
copy of hisnovel, something like that.”

“Has anything come to mind about what he caled you for the last time? It must have been something
Specid.”

“I don’t know why he asked me out,” shesaid in alow voice.
“Y ou were going to tell me alittle something about WillaAshford,” he said.

She shook her head dightly. “No, | wasn’t. There' s nothing to tell. She was my ingtructor, then she was
appointed the director of the museum, but she continued to be my adviser. | work for her.”

“Was sheyour father’ slover?’

“Ask her.”

“Firg | haveto find her,” he said reasonably. “ Okay, okay. Will you be keeping the dog now?’
“Of course,” shesaid, surprised.

“| thought maybe Halburtson would take her back.”

“They go down to Southern Cdiforniafor thewinters,” she said. “It was hard enough to get two dogs
admitted to the community where they stay. It would be impaossibleto bring in another one. Anyway,
she' spart of thefamily; she'smine.”

“Mr. Connors likes dogs, too?’

“Sure. He grew up on afarm with livestock and alot of dogs and cats. He' s aways been around
animas”

“I wondered,” he said. “Halburtson said his dogs wouldn't let anyone but you and your father near the
boat ramp. Did he mean they wouldn't let your husband in without raising arumpus?’

She had to think about it. Every time she and Brice had gone, she had had to order the dogsto stop
barking; they didn’t accept Brice asfamily, but they hadn’t known him all their lives, either. Shehad a
flashing memory of the one time she had gone with him to visit hisfolksin Idaho. The dogs there had not
accepted him, either. He had been gone too long, he had said; his mother had added, “Eight years. It'sa
whole new generation of catsand dogs.” The visit had been awkward, the westher too hot and dry; the
dust-laden air smelled of chemicals and fertilizer. After an inane discussion of the new crops, the wesather,
anew irrigation system, there had been nothing for anyoneto say. The farm was severd milesfrom the
nearest town, nearly that far from the nearest neighbor. Driving away after their short visit, Brice had said



bitterly, “ Seewhy | had to leave? If | never come back here, it’ll be time enough.” The dogs had barked
asthey |eft the property; al the way to the county road, the dogs had kept barking.

Lieutenant Cadwell cleared histhroat, a gentle nudge that a question was till inthe air. Abby said, “I
doubt they’ d let him through without barking alot.”

“How about WillaAshford?’
He had been leading back to her dl aong, sheredized. Wearily she said, “Ask her. | don’t know.”

By the time they reached Eugene and he pulled into the parking ot of amotd on Franklin Boulevard, she
had a pounding headache. “Home,” he said. *Y ou can take over the driving now. | appreciate thetime
you' ve given ustoday, how hard it must have been for you. Thanks. I’ll bein touch.”

They both got out and she walked around the van to get behind the whedl. “ Good night, Mrs. Connors,”
he said, then strode away.

She drove home.

Coop adways maintained that dogs, &t least the dogs he trained, understood a limited number of words,
and thefirgt thing to do with one of them wasto lead it around the property and say repeatedly, “Home.”

“Then it will know whereit can go and can’t,” he had said.

When Jud got Spook from Coop Halburtson, she had been a puppy, not quite eight weeks old, <till aball
of gray fluff; Abby had carried her as Jud rowed across the finger.

“Have you named her yet?’

He said no. “How about Dust Ball?’

“Oh, Dad!” She studied the little dog. “ She looks like Casper. Y ou know, the Friendly Ghogt?’
“Thank God, Casper isn't agirl’sname,” hesaid. “1 can’'t see mysdlf living with adog named Casper.”

“Casperdla?’ They both laughed. She considered Ghogt, but shook her head. Y ou didn’t redly want to
walk around calling ghosts. If not smultaneoudly, then no more than ahalf beat apart, they both said,
“Spook.” And Spook she was. Later Jud had reported wryly that Coop was putting both him and
Spook through some schooling.

After they both graduated, when Coop said it wastime, Abby had trailed along with Jud when he led
Spook around e cabin and the surrounding area that was her territory, and far as Abby knew, Spook
had never strayed off the property, nor had she dlowed any stranger to enter it without a challenge.

Now Abby proceeded to introduce Spook to another new home. She snapped on the leash and led the
dog around the backyard, al aong ahigh fence, past the attached garage, to the front yard, around the
house, and back insde through the rear patio door. Although the yard was smdl and well lit, it wasa
dow process, Spook had to squat again and again, marking her territory, and she had to smell just about
everything. “Home,” Abby said over and over. Spook wagged her tail in gpparent understanding.

Inside the house Abby took her through each room. She would repeat the whole process the next day,
just to be sure, she thought then, in the kitchen making a pot of coffee. It was after S, but Brice had said
he would work late al thisweek, catch-up time. She took two aspirin tablets and sat down to wait for
the coffeeto drip. Spook lay at her feet; her ears twitched now and then as she registered unfamiliar



noises—a car on the street, aneighbor’ s door closing, something Abby couldn’t even hear. That was
how Spook had been at the cabin; she knew whenever aboat wasin the finger, and she never let out a
sound unless and until it landed at Jud' s property.

“If only you could talk,” Abby murmured. “If only you could.” She wastrying to construct a scene that
had her father up in the aerie, and Spook anywhere except near him. Then she must have heard someone
dock and started barking at an intruder in the middle of the night. Jud could have admitted someone, put
Spook out, then gone back upstairs. She shook her head. In the middle of the night? How? She kept
coming back to it. How had anyone crossed without launching a boat from Coop’s ramp? And his dogs
had not barked.

“ Someone must have been there dready, al evening,” she whispered. Had Spook barked because she
wanted in, not because an intruder had come? She stared at the shaggy gray dog whose ears kept
twitching. That was the only scenario that made any sense. Someone must have gone to the cabin early,
before dark, and stayed overnight, left as soon as there was enough light to get through the narrow
passage back to the park ramps. Or to one of the cottages.

Shewas till at the table, sipping coffee, when suddenly Spook jumped up and began to bark, and now
Abby heard it, too. A car in the driveway, then the garage door opening.

“Quiet, Spook,” shesaid. “1t' sBrice.” The dog stopped barking, still on full dert but quiet. Abby hurried
to the front door before Brice reached it, and opened it to await him.

“Hi,” she said when he entered. “Hi.” She stretched out both armsto him, and he grabbed her and held
her o hard that it hurt.

“Oh, God!” hewhispered into her hair. “God, I’ ve been so scared. Abby, you're okay? Y ou’ re okay!”
She nodded againgt his chest. “I’'m okay.”
Spook sat down and watched them; her tail swept back and forth, back and forth.

A little later, Stting on the couch with her head on his shoulder, Abby began to tell Brice about her day,
why the murderer couldn’t have been astranger, acamper or anyone like that.

She stopped talking when he drew away in order to watch her face, asif hedidn’t yet believe she had
come out of the stupor that had benumbed her all week.

“Y ou don’'t know how it made mefed,” she sad, “knowing that | could have been there, might have
prevented it somehow. But it had to be someone Spook knows, not astranger. If I” d been there when
she camein, shewould have stayed for awhile probably, then left, the way they do up there. She could
have gone back the next day, or any other day, when | wasn't there.”

Brice nodded. “I think you' reright, honey. Y ou redize you kept saying she?’

“I know,” she said. “But aman wouldn’t have been invited to spend the night. Dad would have taken him
across the finger and driven him home, to the cottage or wherever. Dr. Beard-well stayed too late a
couple of times, and that’ swhat happened.”

Bricetook her hand. “ Abby, don’t breathe aword of what you think about this. Oh, you can tell the cop
your theory, but no one ese. Okay? Will you keep mum about what you think happened?

Surprised, she said, “Who would | tell?’



“I don’t know. The Halburtsons. That old gossip, Felicia Shaeffer. Someone. | just don’t think you
should let it be known that you might have seen something, noticed something, or even suspect
something.” He tightened the pressure on her hand.

“I’d have no reason to mention anything to them,” she said. Then very dowly she added, “Y ou redlly
mean Willa, don't you?’

“I’d include her in the people you shouldn’t say much to,” he admitted.

“She had nothing to do withit,” Abby said. “Y ou don’t know how much she loved him. Shewould never
have done anything to hurt him.” She pulled her hand away. “Y ou just don’t redlize how she fdlt about
him”

“I think 1 do,” he said soberly. “Today | had atak with Harvey Durham about the cashier’ s checks. He
should know something,” Brice said, “but he claims he doesn't have a clue about them. Who they were
for, anything. But, Abby, it smacks of blackmail, extortion, something like that. Why the secret
otherwise? Why not just regular checks? But what if there' sawoman out there somewhere, maybe with
achild, someone Jud had to pay off over the years? What if Willafound out about her, about a son or
daughter he never acknowledged but had to support? What if he was married to her? Y ou don’'t know,
and neither do |. But someonewasraking in alot of money. And if it was anything like that, and Willa
realized she was going to be dumped the way dl the otherswere over theyears...”

Aghadt, she stared at him. She had forgotten about the cashier’ s checks, more than a hundred thousand
dollars unaccounted for. Could Jud have been paying off awoman, supporting another family? She
remembered the two bottles of champagne. A celebration. To introduce her to her slepmother? Maybe
that was who was with him that night. And hetold her it was over? Why champagneif that was the case?
They were being reconciled? Her headache had come back.

“Honey,” Bricesaid, “I didn’'t mean to upset you all over again. And that might be way off base, but the
fact is, we don’t know what those checkswerefor, and | think you should let the police do their own
work, and just not be talking about it with anyone.”

She nodded. “I'll tell the lieutenant that in the past awoman did go over and spend the night and leave
the following day. It happened, and could have happened again. Someone could have stayed and | eft at
daybreak.”

“Good. And now, let’ stalk about food. Out, or order something in? | choose ordering in. Sound okay to
you?’

“Okay,” shesad.

Shefdt asif days and days had passed with her in adrugged state, unable to keep anything in conscious
memory long enough to consider what it meant. Next week, she thought, she might Sgn a contract that
would eventualy bring in more than amillion dollars, and she had not given it asingle thought. Of course,
shewouldn’t see apenny of it until Sx months had passed, but even so, amillion dollarsl And then she
thought about the two codicils her father had added to hiswill, another datum she had not wondered
about, had smply accepted as given. Why had he done that? Why, why, why... ? All the things she had
ignored seemed to be surfacing in waves, and they al ended with the same question: why?

7

Thetrouble with their neighborhood, Abby said on Sunday, was that there was no good placeto wak a
dog. It was aneighborhood for rising young professionas: doctors and dentists who, like Brice, were ill



paying off their school loans, lawyerswho had not yet been made partnersin prestigious firms, financia
advisers on the way up. Landscaping was meticulous everywhere, with gardenerswho camein regularly
to maintain it, houses modestly upscale, SUVsin abundance, soccer moms the norm, agood
neighborhood. Although Abby had blanched when shefirst saw the Size of their mortgage payments,
Brice had ingsted that this was the place to be, and they managed to keep up payments, to keep up with
al the Joneses, but if Jud had not footed her education expenses with checks twice as big as her school
costs, shewould be working full-time, she knew.

Carswere not that numerous, and bikes not too bad, but there were no sidewalks, and Spook flinched
when anything on wheels got near. She was aforest dog, acabin dog, arecluse of adog, not a city dog.
Spook did not like this neighborhood.

“I'll take her to the Arboretum,” Abby said, picking at a sandwich at the kitchen table with Brice. He had
been working all weekend, still catching up, he said, but since she had little real knowledge of what he
actually did at work, she couldn’t imagine how he could catch up at home. The stock market had to be
open and running for him to buy and sdll, that much she knew. He often talked about his clients, but aside
from buying, sdlling, or advising them about investments, trusts, annuities, what ese wastherefor him to
do? Recordkeeping, for one thing, he had said tiredly, research investment possibilitiesin acongtantly
changing market. Review various portfolios so he would have some notion of what to tell old man
Donaldson, or Mrs. Meyers... Hewasway behind after aweek of doing little or nothing.

“Y ou want to take along walk, climb one of thetrails up Mount Pisgah?’ she asked.

He shook hishead. “ Can’'t. But you should go soon if you decide to hike up amountain. It'sgoing to rain
later on, according to the Weather Channel. Tonight, let’ sgo out for dinner. Ded 7’

She nodded. “Dedl.” She knew she needed exercise as much as Spook did; the little bit of rowing she
had done had made her back and arms sore, not agood sign. Since Brice went to the gym three days a
week, he probably didn’t fed the need for movement the way she did, but aso, she had to admit to
hersdlf, she couldn’t face any more of the sympathy cards and notes, the condolences that had poured in
from al over the country. Jud had touched the lives of many people, and many of them had reacted to his
death emotionaly. Now she was working through the box of cards and letters, responding briefly to each
one.

Brice returned upstairs to his study and work, and she cleared the table, put thingsin the dishwasher, and
got ready to leave. The phone rang and she paused to listen to the incoming call, then snatched up the
phone.

“Willa?l’'m here”
“Abby, I'm glad you picked up. Areyou dl right? How are you?’
“Okay. I’'m okay. Willg, the police are looking for you, state police.”

“I know. They’ ve left messages on my machine. I'll givethem acal, but, Abby, | have to see you before
| talk to them. Can we meet somewhere?’

Involuntarily Abby glanced up the stairs, then lowered her voice. “Yes. I'll come over to your place.”

“No. I'm not home. | don’t want the police to know I’'m back until after we talk, and they might cometo
the house. | suspect one of the neighbors was asked to call them when | turned up.”

“Where are you now?’



“Safeway, at Eighteenth and Oak. I'll wait out front.”

WillaAshford was forty-one and didn’t try to pretend otherwise. Her chestnut-colored hair had streaks
of white already, and she seldom wore any makeup and was carel ess about how she dressed, usudly in
jeans and swesatshirts or sweaters, and running shoes. Abby thought she was beautiful.

She had had a crush on Willaher freshman year, when Willahad been her ingtructor. At thetime, Abby
and Matthew Petrie were together, fighting most of the time, and with so little money that, dthough they
both worked while they were attending school, they often didn’t know if they would be able to pay the
rent or buy groceries. Thethreat of being put out on the street had been ever present. Willahad
appeared S0 serene, o self-assured and composed, so beautiful and intelligent, everything that Abby
knew she hersalf wasn't, she had set up Willaas an ideal that no other woman could even approach. She
had loved her, with reverence and adoration, the way she imagined good Catholicsfelt toward Mary.

In the spring of her freshman year, Abby had dropped out of school; there would be time later for her to
go back, she and Matthew had said, and he had only one more semester to go; he would graduate, then
work while she got her degree. The only thing she missed, she had confided to her friend Jonelle, was
Willa. And Jondlle had said wisdly, “Honey, you' re looking for the perfect mother, someone whose
shoulder you can cry on. Your lifeisthe pits, and she would make the fairy-tale mother for you to run to;
that’ swhat you miss”

She and Matthew maxed out their credit cards, borrowed heavily, skimped on everything; she worked at
arestaurant and often took food home with her, hidden in her backpack. Then she learned that Matthew
was into video poker, and athough he graduated and got ajob, money was scarcer than ever. Seventeen
months after they were married, they separated, with the divorce following swiftly, financed by Jud.

During Abby’ s year of absence from college, Willa s husband died of pancreetic cancer. Then, when
Abby registered to return to school, she had needed permission from Willato be readmitted to her class;
she had gone to her office without an appointment, unannounced, and found Willadrawn and pae.

“Will you take me back?’ Abby asked at the door, reluctant to intrude on such obvious grief. “I’'m sorry
| dropped out. I'm single again, and | want to work toward my degree.”

“You got adivorce?’
Abby nodded. “I’m sorry about your husband.”

Willahad been at her desk; she came around it and motioned Abby to comein dl the way and sit down.
“I’'m sorry about your marriage,” she said, closing the door. “1 know how hard that can be.”

There weretearsin her eyes, and she turned away quickly; then without knowing how it happened, Abby
found hersdlf holding Willa, and Willaweeping on her shoulder. That day they became friends, more than
friends; Abby found asister that day.

The bond degpened and strengthened over the next few years; Abby changed her mgjor to art history
and, later, began to work at the museum, where Willa had been appointed director when the former
director retired.

When Abby redlized that Willawas seeing Jud, seeing alot of him, degping with him, she had been
outraged, furious. “Leave him aone! Back off now while you can. Y ou don't know what he'slikel”

“I know him,” Willahad said camly. “Maybe better than you do.”

“Youdon't! HE Il useyou. He |l take and take, and when he' sdone, he' |l be off with someonedse. |



know exactly what he' slike. He' Il kill you. Y ou're not like the others.”
“Abby, for heaven’s sake! Y ou' re talking about your father!”

“And | love him morethan | can say, but I'm not blind. I’ ve watched him al these years, usng women,
then putting them in hisnovels asif they had been objects to be examined under a microscope, dissected,
spread out for the world to see, and findly discarded.” She drew in along breath, fighting to control her
fury, her anguish. “Willa, please, you must know about some of the others, how he' streated them.

Y ou' re too good for that. Y ou deserve someone who will redlly love you, not just for afling, but forever.
And he can’t. Hejust can't be that way. Heisn't mean or vicious, he'sjudt...” She spread her hands
helplesdy. “He swhat heis. He Il hurt you. Kill you.”

They werein the back courtyard a the museum, where severd statues gazed endlessly into areflecting
pond. When afew people came out to stroll, Willa started to walk away; Abby caught her arm.

“You'reacting likeajedous child,” Willasaid inalow voice. “I’m an adult, and so is Jud. | believewe
can both take care of ourselves.”

Abby dropped her hand and watched Willareturn to the museum and pass out of sight. Since that day,
two years ago, they had been distant, polite, no longer ssters.

She spotted Willaingtantly, standing outside the supermarket, her back to the parking lot; shewas
wearing jeans, along shapdess jacket, and hiking boots. Abby drove through the lot and stopped,
pushed the button to roll down the passenger window, and called her name. When Willaturned, al color
drained from her face as she stared at the van. Abby had driven it in order to give Spook alittle more
room than the small Supra afforded; she had not considered what effect seeing the van and the dog
would have on Willa

“It'sme” shecdled. “Getin.”

There was an awkward moment after Willagot in, before Abby started to drive. “1 phoned,” Willasaid,
“but then | realized you had relatives around, so | didn’t expect you to call back.”

“I didn’t know you called,” Abby said. It was entirely possible that Brice had told her, but she had no
memory of it. There had been so many calls, the answering machine had not been able to record them all.
“I was going to take Spook out to the Arboretum, let her run. Isthat okay with you?’

“Y ou don’'t have to spend time with me,” Willasaid quickly. “I mean... If we could just park
somewhere...”

“Do you want to go for awak with us?’
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“Okay, the Arboretum.”

Spook was standing on the floor of the backseat, her fore-paws on the back of the passenger sedt,
whining softly. Willaturned to pet her, and Spook licked her hand.

The Arboretum, afew miles south, was a sprawling park reverting to anatura state with aminimum of
human interference, enough to keep trails cleared, and to control the exuberant growth of brambles and
poplars and poison oak. On the lower sde was ariver and alarge pond with nutria burrows on the
banks and ducksin the water. The southern edge of the park extended up Mount Pisgah, wheretrails
varied in difficulty from acceptable for rollersto trails so stegp and rough that it took experienced



climbersto follow them. Abby intended to take one midway between the extremes.
“I'll have to keep you on the leash until we get up thetrail.”

Abby said to Spook, snapping on the leash at the parking lot. Half adozen other carswerein thelot, but
it wasalarge area; not aperson wasin sght. They waked past the administration building, with its
information lesflets and a large anteroom where school children assembled before starting nature walks.
Beyond that building was abig barn used for an annua plant exchange, or to put on demongtrations of
various kinds, to display mushrooms, with experts who would identify whatever fungus, mushroom, or
toadstool the patrons brought to them, or horticulturists who identified sprigs of plants, flowers... Behind
the barn thetrall led up the mountain.

As soon asthey had followed a curve or two and were out of sight of the buildings, Abby took the leash
off Spook. It was against the rules, but Spook was too well behaved to cause a problem, and watching
her bound off between trees, Abby smiled faintly. Creature of the forests and mountains.

Almogt asif unleashing the dog had been her cue, Willabegan to talk. “A few months ago Jud told me
about the fight you two had. All that time, and he never mentioned it until last summer. He told me some
of the things you both said, and how ashamed and sorry he was.”

Abby watched the trail ahead of them. It was hardly wide enough for two people; now and again their
shoulders brushed each other, or their arms did.

Phrases from that fight had taken up dwelling in her head, noisy tenants who would not be hushed. They
clamored now.

“If youdoit to Willa, I'll never speak to you again. I'll write you off completely!”

“What | do isnone of your business. Willa sabig girl, which ismore than | can say about you. You
didn't learn adamn thing the first time out, did you?”

“This has nothing to do with me. At least | didn’'t hang in there and hope for better tomorrows for years
the way my mother did. With some people there aren’t any better tomorrows. All tomorrows arejust like
dl yesterdays”

“This has everything to do with you! Y ou stepped init with Petrie, and turned around and did it again
with Brice, and didn’t learn athing.”

“Don’'t you dare bring Briceinto it!”

“I’'mwatching you turn into your mother, do you redize that? Y ou’ re becoming more like her every day,
crying for asecurity blanket, and it' s not there, kid. Believe me, it' s not there. Y ou provideit, or no one
does”

“I"'m not talking about my mother, or Brice and me. I’ m talking about you! Don’'t you ever consider what
you' re doing, one woman after another, used, tossed out? How you make them fedl? Like trash! And
now Willa”

“Y ou ever see awoman tied to a bedpost here? See me force my way in where | wasn't invited?’
“I saw my own mother cry hersdlf to deep night after night!”

“I was never unfaithful to her, and you know it! So does she. Y ou' re mixing gpples and oranges.”



“Oh, what' sthe use! | should go now. Take me acrossso | can go.”

“Not yet. Let’ sfinish what you Sarted.”

“Takeme, or I'll swim across. Now!”

“Y ou' re too mad to be alowed to get near acar. Y ou'd kill someone on theroad.”
She was so angry, she couldn’t stop shaking.

Jud came across the cabin to her and put his arm around her shoulders. “ Just cam down, and I'll row
you over.”

She shrugged him off. “I’ll get my stuff together. Let’ s not talk about any of thisagain. Never. I'll never
mention Willa snameto you again. But | meanit, if you hurt her, I'll never seeyou again.”

The scene, two years old now, wasin her head asif it had happened yesterday, and there was nothing
she could do to get it out. She felt outraged and confused that he had told Willaabout it. Abby had never
mentioned it to Brice. He knew something had happened, but she had not said aword about it to him.

Spook came running out of the woods, gave Abby and Willaagood-natured lick, and raced off in the
other direction.

“I wish | had known alot sooner,” Willasaid. “He hated it that afight like that had come between you,
but he didn’t know how to fix it.”

“We sort of patched it up again,” Abby said.
“Not taking about it isn't exactly patching up anything.”

Abby knew that and had kept trying over the past two yearsto pretend that being polite and dutiful was
gradudly hedling the wounds. They had both kept up the pretense. Neither had mentioned Willa'sname
agan.

“He cdled me after hetalked to you last week,” Willasaid, her voice dmost too low to hear. “Hetold
me you couldn’t make it out that weekend. We had planned... He wanted to talk to you aone; that’s
why he said Friday, when Brice would be at work, and that evening | was planning to join you. Then he
said you couldn’t makeit. Abby, he wanted to tell you that we were going to get married. He... we both

agreed not to tell asoul until he had talked to you. He wasn’t sure how you would take it. He didn’t want
you to hear it from anyone else before he talked to you.”

Abby stopped moving. Married? She clutched Willa sarm and pulled her around to see her face. Willa
had tears on her cheeks. “ He asked you to marry him?”

Willanodded. “Last month. We were planning to be married in November. But he had to talk to you
before we could announce anything.” She wiped her cheeks with the back of her hands, then put her
handsin her pockets and, hunched asif with achill, started to walk again.

Abby stood paralyzed, too surprised—even shocked—to move as Willawent up the trail. She looked
like an old woman. Then Abby ran to catch up; she grabbed Willaand embraced her and held her as
hard as she could. Champagne, a celebration, how happy he had sounded. And she had said no, she
couldn’'t makeit. After amoment Willadrew back. Then, hand in hand, they continued to follow thetrail

upward, not speaking now.



A littlelater they found alog to sit on, and they talked quietly. Now and then Spook checked in, gave
them akiss, and |€ft to explore again.

Bascdly Jud had finished the book, Willasaid, but he had alittle cleanup work to do; he had to shuffle
the pieces around and get them in order, then make afind printout, and he would be done. About two
weeks, he had said. He had planned to move in with her, and they would have spent weekends at the
cabin.

“I couldn’t get away until April,” Willasaid, “and then we were going to go to Italy, spend three
months... A delayed honeymoon. He said he wanted me to teach him how to see art.”

Willaglanced a Abby. “Y ou remember that day we had an argument over him?”’
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“You redly shook me” Willasad. “Y ou were giving voice to dl the problems and uncertainties | was
wrestling with. | couldn’t reconcile the three images of one man. He came to ashow &t the museum once,
long before | met him, and someone pointed him out to me and said who he was, the world-famous
writer, hermit, and reincarnation of Don Juan, al in one pretty package. He was handsome, and with a
woman, of course. Then there was the father you talked about alot, loving, warm, funny, capable of
anything and everything, a perfect godlike father. And the man | grew to know and to love. | wouldn't
say naive exactly, but tentative, shy, sort of hesitant. Afraid of me. That wasit, hewasafraid of meina
curiousway, and so careful with me, asif onewrong word, one wrong act would send meflying away. |
was having alot of trouble trying to sort things out the day you spoke your mind. | knew | loved him, and
| had accepted that | might be dumped, as you so elegantly put it, and | had decided | would risk that. |
had to risk that. But then | redlized that he was just as afraid as| was. In spite of what we had been
through, both of us, we were like two kids trying out being in love for thefirst time.”

When she became silent, and the silence stretched out to where it would have been awkward to refer
back to that time, Abby told her about the lieutenant and the detective, about going to the cabin with
them, everything. “Did he ever mention the cashier’ s checksto you?’

Willashook her head. “ One hundred forty-five thousand! He told me he had mortgaged the cabin years
ago and had given Matthew Petrie fifteen thousand dollars, but that much money! No. Could he have
been giving Matthew money al these years?’

“What for?’
“l don’t know.”

“Friday night, it had to have been someone he knew well,” Abby said after amoment. “That’ sthe only
way | can see someone being in the cabin in the middle of the night. Someone got stranded there, or
planned to stay until dark, something likethat.” Shelooked a the ground. I thought it was awoman,”
she mumbled.

“I would have thought the same thing afew years ago.”
After amoment, Abby asked, “Did he say why he gave Matthew that money, fifteen thousand dollars?’

“To pay off debts. Y our ex-hushand was going to skip and leave you with amountain of debts, creditors.
Jud said you were so determined not to be a burden, so independent, that he didn’t think you would let
him pay them off if you knew he had mortgaged the cabin to raise the money. He made your ex go with
him and pay people in person, with him watching. He wanted you to be free to go back to schoal, not



feel obligated to work asawaitress and pay Matthew’ shills.”

“He never told me,” Abby whispered. The money for the divorce lawyer must have come from the
mortgage, too, sheredized. Asrecently aseight years ago, Jud had till been poverty-stricken, just as
she had been.

Spook ran back to them, and thistime lay at their feet panting, her tongue hanging out, sides heaving. She
looked very happy.

Clouds had moved in and the air was degrees colder and smelled of gpproaching rain. Above them thefir
treesrudled inarisng wind, asif in anticipation.

“We should start back,” Abby said.

They began to retrace their way down the mountain, thistime with the dog staying close by, asif she had
had enough exploring for one outing.

Closeto the vdley floor, Abby put the leash back on Spook, and during the brief stop, Willasaid, “You
know no on€ s going to believe he actualy proposed, that we were going to be married.”

Abby looked at her, startled, then dowly nodded. It was true. Who would believeit? They hadn’t told
anyone.

“It' smade mefed awvkward,” Willasaid quietly. “That’swhy | didn’t want to come around when your
relatives were there. They would have looked on me as the new conquest, something like that, not as his
fiancee.” She ducked her head and started to walk.

“How did you find out?’ Abby asked. “Who told you?’

“The police caled me, looking for you. Jud said you were going to the coast with Jonelle and a couple of
other friends, and that’ swhat | told them. Then... | just got in my car and began to drive, and | ended up
in Bandon and checked into amotel. There didn’t seem to be anyone | could talk to. Or maybe | had to
be aone. | came back for the service, then took off again. Now they’ |l have to question me, | guess. I'll
tell them why Jud caled you, about our engagement, but | had to tell you first.”

“I'mglad you did.” He had sounded so happy, and she had said no, she couldn’t makeit.

Silently they walked past the barn, past the administration building. Other people were leaving now
before the rain moved in, the first people they had seen. Their silence continued asthey drove back into
town.

At the Safeway lot Willamotioned toward the Side. “1 |eft my car over there. | imagine the police will
want to talk to mefirgt thing in the morning. Will you come back to work yet?’

“Yes. I'll betheretomorrow. After... after they ask you questions, let’s go out for coffee or something.”
She reached for Willa's hand, and for another moment they sat there holding hands. Abby was thinking
that of al the people Jud had known, loved, and |eft, they were probably the only two people who had
redly loved him; knowing exactly what he waslike, they had loved him.
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It was no use, Abby thought on Monday at the museum. She and two other graduate students were
supposed to be packing up statues that had been on loan, but she kept forgetting what she was doing and
became asimmobile as one of the figures being crated. When Willafinally appeared at the door of the



workroom, Abby fled with her. Willahad been in her office for hourswith the lieutenant and his detective
assgant.

Abby didn't ask athing, and Willadidn’'t volunteer anything asthey left the museum, threaded their way
through avast parking lot crammed full, crossed the street, and entered a cafe. At the table, with coffee
before them, Willafinaly spoke.

“There must be a hundred different waysto ask the same question, and they used them dl.” She waswan
and listless, withdrawn. “Didn’'t wetell anyone at al we planned to be married? Not even my mother?’
She grimaced. “ That would be like hiring atelevison spot or afloat to go up and down every street in
town broadcasting the news.” She took a deep breath and looked out the window. “How can you prove
you were home by yourself if you didn’t see anyone, or if no one saw you? | don’t know.” When she
lifted her coffee cup, her hand was shaking.

“It doesn’t mean anything,” Abby said quickly. “ They’ re asking everyone questions like that, not just
you.”

Willalooked at her sadly and didn’t respond. After amoment she said, Y ou might aswell go back
home. Y ou must have alot of thingsto attend to.”

“The condolence notes,” Abby said. “Walk the dog. Wait for the agent to call. Then I’'ll haveto go to the
cabinfor afew days.” But it wastrue, she was usdless at work; she might aswell be home,

Shefound she could read only afew of the condolences before she had to stop, get up, and walk away,
and she kept listening for the doorbell, for the telephone, for acal to say they had found him, they had
thekiller, it was over. The day and night seemed without end.

ChristinaMaes called on Tuesday; she would take alate flight to Eugene, and could they go to the cabin
the following day, Wednesday? Maybe Abby, she suggested, could buy afew things for them to edt,
breskfast stuff, snacks, lunch, and they could eat dinner out. Her suggestion sounded like an order, but
Abby was grateful for anything that forced her to act.

“The movie contract isadoneded,” Chrigtinasaid before she hung up. “1I'll tell you about it when | see
yw.”

Abby picked her up a her motel on Wednesday morning. Christinawas wearing fawn-colored wool
dacks, along fur-lined raincoat, fancy boots—her “roughingit” clothes, no doubt, Abby thought
derigvely.

Chrigtinaeyed Spook. “Hewon't come leaping over the seat or anything, will he?’
“That’s Spook, and she' swell mannered,” Abby said curtly, then she started the long drive to the lake.

Ontheway, Chriginafilled her in with more details about the movie contract than she could grasp, and
she stopped listening after awhile. But she was awed; Christina had been negotiating this one contract for
five months. Abby couldn’t imagine how one agreement could take such along time.

Already, in just afew days, the landscape had changed: the scarlets and golds were gone, many of the
deciduous trees were bare; from now until spring the dark firswould reign on this side of the high pass,
then pines, and findly junipers. Thefront that had brought rain to the valley had been harsher inthe
mountains, there was snow &t the higher elevations.

At thelake, after parking the van and carrying their suppliesto the ramp, Abby started to pull the
rowboat from the shed, and Christina stopped moving.



I’m not getting in that little boat,” she said. ”It'stoo small. Whereisthe cabin?

Abby pointed. “We go by boat, or we don't go at all.” She worked the boat down to the water and tied
it to atree stump, then got the backpack and their groceries from the van. She tossed the backpack into
the boat, added the bags of supplies, and took Christina s suitcase from her.

Christinawas staring at the boat in horror. After awild look &l around, she moaned, and fearfully
climbed in. Abby motioned to Spook, who leaped in and sat down, and then she rel eased the rope and
pushed off, rocking the boat more than she needed to. She stepped in at the last second, sat down, and
took up the oars.

Chrigtina clutched both sides of the rowboat desperately al the way acrossthe finger, and by thetime
they pulled up at the ledge, shelooked asif she might become seasick, she was so gray. Abby held the
boat steady while Christina gingerly stepped out. Spook jumped out and raced around the cabin.

“My God!” Chrigtinasaid then. “| thought it was just a cabin on a shore somewhere.”

Exactly, Abby thought. Shetied up, and they walked around the cabin to the front, where Spook was
standing, wagging her tail furioudy; Abby unlocked the door and pushed it open. Spook darted in,
whining. “I’ll turn up the heat and then bring in our stuff,” Abby said. “Thisisit.” She knew Spook would
be tearing around inside, upstairs, down, searching for Jud. And she knew she couldn’t bear to watch.

She tended to the thermostat, unlatched the dog door, and went back out; Christinadidn’t offer to help,
but stood huddled in her coat as her color gradualy returned.

Then, everything unloaded, they both went up the dairs. “His study, the agrie,” Abby said.

“Good God! How many boxes arethere?’ Chrigtina said inside the doorway. She walked to the desk
and put her hand on the stack of manuscript. “Isthisthe novel ?’
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Christina gazed about the room, frowning. “He must have kept every scrap of paper for hiswholelife.
What'sin thefile cabinets?’

“More papers, manuscripts, correspondence. | don’t know what all.”

“Wdl, we ll haveto have adivision of labor, won't we?’ Christina crossed the room, pulled open afile
drawer, and glanced insde some of thefolders. “Warranties, things like that. And computer stuff.” She
opened a carton and looked at the top sheets of paper. “More of the same, it looks like. And what’ s
this?’ She pulled out afew pages paper-clipped together. “ A story? Could be.” With asigh she dropped
the papers back into the carton.

“Why don’t you take the novel manuscript downgtairs, and I’ [l start going through things up here,” Abby
sad, trying to keep her hodtility buried. She could admire Chrigting s cool efficiency, she thought, but not
in close quarters. Watching her drop Jud' s papers like that had sent a cold blast through her, and she
realized she did not want that woman to handle Jud’ s private papersat al.

“My idea, too,” Chriginasaid. “The dog won't be darting in and out alot, will it?’

“| doubt it,” Abby said in atight, strained voice. “ She'll probably come up here and hang out with me
after she'shad agood look around.”

“Waell, let’s get started. If you can separate out the stories, essays, things like that, and make astack, I'll



gart with the novel. Oh, and the advertising copy he wrote, that might prove useful, too. But no
warranties or computer programs.” She picked up the manuscript, then paused. “ Correspondence should
bein aseparate stack.”

Silently Abby agreed. That was exactly what she intended to do, separate out everything persona and
private. Chrigtina carried the novel manuscript downstairs, and Abby sat on the floor; after aminute or
two, time needed to loosen the knot inside, she opened a carton of papers.

Presently Spook came up the stairs and, after sniffing everything in the aerie, lay down with her head on
Abby’ sleg. The only sounds were papers rustling, the wind outside the windows, and occasiondly
Chrigtina s cell phone. When her voice intruded, Abby got up and closed the door.

She had emptied one box and had piles of like papersin asemicircle around her—fanfold computer stuff
in one pile, advertisng copy in one, papers clipped together in another, some miscellaneous things she
hadn’t decided about... The papers clipped together were on fanfold paper, too, but they had been torn
gpart, many of them edited in pencil, bits of Stories, sketches, ideas, even complete stories, she thought,
but she had read little so far. Now she stopped moving atogether as she looked over the next
paper-clipped set.

Jud’ sfirst novel had been a coming-of-age story about aboy named Lincoln Colby, called Link. Init
Link came to understand the adults around him, their affairs, betrayals, heartbreaks, and their generosity.
Link had a dog, Sport, that got mauled so badly by abear, he couldn’t be saved; Link had shot him to
end hisagony, then carried the body up into the forest and buried him. When shefirst read the nove,
Abby had redlized that he had written her into it, it was her reaction to Mindy’ s death and burid that he
had written about, and it had confounded her that he had been able to get insde her head so completdly,
that he had understood so thoroughly.

She sat back on her hedl's, stunned again, after skimming through afew pages he had written about that
day, about Mindy’ s death and burid, from hisviewpoint and from Abby’s. No names were given, but the
detailswere dl there: her feelings, a description of the deepened bond between father and daughter their
shared grief had brought about, al there.

She closed her eyes, recaling the scene from the nove . After burying the dog, Link had taken hisrifle out
into the forest to track the bear and kill it, but when he scanned the surrounding areawith binoculars, he
saw awoman on thejetty at the resort. Temple, that was her name. Temple something. Temple had been
Link’ sfirst love, an older woman who had seduced the fourteen-year-old boy and taught him about sex,
taught him about betraya when she laughed a him later and sent him away. A man joined her on the
jetty, and they struggled; she fell into the water, and the man turned and ran back to the resort. She didn’t
resurface. When Link was able to move again, he came across the tracks of the bear and redlized it was
just ahead, a certain shot, but he smply stood and watched it amble off into the woods; he went back to
the resort, where boats were out and people were in the water searching for Temple sbody. They said
shelogt her footing and fell, she must have hit her head. Link stood with hisrifle and gazed at the man he
had seen struggling with her, then he turned and walked away without saying aword.

Thefina image of the novel was of the adolescent boy walking away with hisrifle, but in the background
thewar drumswere beating in Vietnam.

Abby had been so shaken by finding hersdlf, in the guise of ateenage boy, exposed, open to the gaze of
theworld, that she had paid little attention to the last few pages, but now she recalled them vividly. She
stared at the many boxes around her. Had her father written scene after scene from redl life, later to be
fictionalized, disguised only to those unaware of the redlity he had written about?



“Oh, my God,” she said under her breath. She remembered how disturbed Jud had been about the
drowning death of awoman out by Siren Rock. When? She had till been in high schoal. It had
happened in the fall; she had stayed in town that weekend, and he had come out alone for afew days,
then returned haggard and more upset, and curioudy more energized? driven? excited? than Abby had
ever seen him. She had not understood then and she didn’t now, but he had been different, fervid and
absent. That wasit; he had withdrawn, lost in away she could not comprehend. He had said only that
someone had drowned. Temple? She shook her head. Teri. Teri Frazier.

Had he seen that, too? Had he witnessed what happened that day? Had he written about it in the same
way he had written about Mindy’ s degth?

She began sweeping the office with a searching gaze, looking for a place to hide the papers she was
holding. They were not for Christina s eyes, or anyone else’s. He had published what he had chosen to
tell; thiswas persond and private. She found hersdlf regarding the pile of other papers clipped together,
and sheredlized she had to read every bit in that stack before sheturned it over to Christina.

Ddliberately she upended the box she had been going through, and put the Mindy papersback init,
topped them with pages of computer code, and leaned back. What el se had he written about in that
graphic omniscient style? Reluctantly she pulled the stack of paper-clipped pages closer, picked up the
top one, and started to read.

Soon after that Chrigtinacalled up the stairs. “Let’ s have lunch now. Take abreak.”

Neither spoke asthey ate sandwichesin the living room. Christinahad spread out the novel chapterson
the kitchen table. Shelooked drawn and pinched.

“It'shard, isn'tit?’ Chriginasaid after finishing her coffee.
Abby nodded.

“Isthere any way we could have food sent in for dinner?” Christinaasked then. “Abby, | confess|’m
terrified of that little boat, and we' d be coming back in the dark, wouldn’t we?’

“For heaven' s sake, there' s no take-out place around here,” Abby said, sharper than she had intended.
More moderately she added, “Let’ smakealist, and I'll run over to Bend and shop. We can cook in for
the next few days.”

“Thanks,” Chrigtina said. “Nothing elaborate—frozen entrees, TV dinners, | don't care what we have.
I’ll do the cooking,” she added, surprising Abby very much.

Thiswould work out better than breaking and heading for Bend for dinner, Abby decided. There wasno
way she could get through al of Jud’ s papers by Sunday morning unless she stuck with them every
waking hour. She didn’t understand how Christinawas accomplishing anything at dl, since she seemed to
be on the phone mogt of thetime,

She went back upstairs while Chrigtina started making her list, and she gathered all the papers she did not
want anyone else to read yet and hid them under computer stuff in the carton she had started tofill. Then
she went down and looked over thelist. Dinner for two, four nights, bagels and cream cheese... Vodka
and wine. Orange juice. They debated briefly whether she should take Spook or leave her, and dthough
it was clear that Christinadid not care for dogs, it was aso clear that she was afraid to stay in the cabin
aone. Afraid of thelake, the boat, afraid of the silence, Abby thought darkly; what had Jud seenin this
woman? She left Spook to guard the house and shoved off in the rowboat. Christina s cell phone was

ringing again.



It was dark when she returned. She had been stopped many timesin town by people who wanted to
expresstheir sympathy, their grief, try to give her comfort. Jud had been well known, admired, liked; he
had been one of them. Then, on the black water with the light shining on the other sde, she found herself
blinking back tears.

Other timeswhen she had comein after dark, looking over her shoulder a the emerging cabin, at the
welcoming light, she would see Jud standing, waiting for her, to give her ahand with the boat, a big hug
and kiss, with Spook at hissde, wagging her tail furioudy. That night the cabin looked smal and
lonesome. The aerie was dark, invisible againgt the black trees. When she got closer, she whistled, and
Spook appeared on the lowest ledge, her wel coming committee.

Carrying the bagsinsde, she saw that Christinawas pale, fearful. “1 kept hearing things,” Christinasaid.
“I kept thinking of bears or wildcats or something. Or someone cregping in from the woods. Let’ s not
leave me here after dark, okay?’

“Sorry,” Abby said. Sheredlly was. Lynne had aways been afraid up here done at night, too, or done
with only Abby. “1 kept running into people.”

Chrigtina began to take things out of the bags, stashing them away in the refrigerator, on the counter. “|
know you think I'm aterrible coward, and | guess| am. | think you' re frighteningly brave.”

Abby laughed and shook her head. “We're al afraid of something,” she said, repesating what Jud had told
her along time ago. “I’d beterrified done at night in New Y ork,” she added.

Sheturned away to take off her jacket and gloves, it wasavery cold night, and the warmth of the cabin
felt good. “What are you afraid of 7’ she had asked Jud, and he had grinned and said, “ Of being found
out. Passing mysdf off asawriter. They'll find out what afraud | am and boot me out the door.” She
wasfighting tearsagain.

“I intend to have adrink, and then I’ ll put together some dinner,” Chrigtinasaid. “Can | make onefor
you?’

“Thanks. But not now. I’ll get back to that stuff upstairs.” Shefled.

Late that night, listening to the noisy forest, the wind in the trees, an occasional owl scream, she kept
thinking of the bits and pieces of her own life she had glimpsed through her father’ s eyes, bitsand pieces
of hislifewith Lynne, ascene from Lynne' s viewpoint where she had been so sympatheticaly trested thet
Abby had gritted her teeth and stopped midway through. But he had been able to do that, get insde the
other’ s head and see it from both sides. He had understood both sides, and had become the villain again
and again.

He had blamed himself, she thought bleskly, for al the hurts and the poverty, the quarrdls, the bitterness,
thedivorce, dl of it. He had blamed himsdlf, had suffered such guilt, and had not spared himself when he
fictionalized the incidents. In the second nove, the boy Link had returned home after aten-year absence,
and it was understood that he had been to Vietnam, had gone to school somewhere, and had married a
young woman. Abby knew where the second nove title had come from. She had asked what he would
do if there was a power outage and he had to row across the finger to get home.

“Wadl,” Jud had said, “first thing, dways carry aflashlight. Always have onein your pocket or
somewhere handy. When you cast off, turn left, keep close to the shoreline, check with the flashlight as
you go. It'sthe long way home, but you'll make it that way. Just follow the shore all around the finger
until you bump into the ledge out back.”



“Follow the black shore,” she had said in perfect understanding. Lynne had looked terrified at the very
thought. He had called his second novel The Black Shore, and the novel was about the boy grown into a
man now, groping hisway through the blackness of memories, abad marriage, broken promises, with no
welcoming light visble anywhere.

Abby had read another fragment, a description of her when Lynne remarried and became pregnant, and
Abby had asked Jud if she could come live with him. He had used that piece, too, but in away she had
not recognized until now. Link’ s mother died, and in the second novel he had expressed Abby’s
emotions perfectly. She had not thought of her mother as dying, but perhaps she had felt abandoned as
her mother withdrew into another life, leaving Abby motherless. Jud had known even if she hadn't, and
he had used that in hisnovd.

Restlesdy she turned over, then over again. What else? She had to reread the novels. Shefdt asif she
had read them with the understanding of achild, with eyesthat didn’t quite focus, skimming over
passages that were obscure, emotionsthat hit too close to home, even if she had not understood why that
was S0 at the time. She had seen only the surface, and the surface was the least important part, after all.
She had to reread them.

She sorted, read, and hid papersal day Thursday, on into the night after ahasty dinner with Christina
The stack she was hiding was growing very large, but there was another growing stack of storiesand
essaysfor Christina. Whenever she had any doubt where a particular piece should go, she put it with her
own hidden papers.

On Friday afternoon she cameto severa sheets clipped together, with the heading Teri. Her hands were
shaking when she started to read them. Again, from his point of view and hers, sometimes separately,
sometimes merging, running together, starting with one, then without warning switching to the other in
mid-sentence. Some of it was incomprehensible. She turned the paper over, but the one that followed
simply had block letters: SIREN ROCK.

Once Jud had come to speak to her lit class, and in answer to aquestion he had said, “It'slikebeingina
ground blizzard with snow blowing every which way, no form, no shepeat dl, just dl theindividua
snowflakesin motion. That describes how anovel beginsin my head, bits of stuff, characters, incidents,
scenes all whizzing around, but al at once they begin to codesce, and | can see a shape forming out of
chaos. A snowman, by golly. The novel is born when that happens.”

No one had understood aword of it, including her.

She started to read the few pages again and found she was not seeing the words, asif her mind refused
to dedl with them now. Slowly she put the paper clip back on, folded the papers and tucked them under
the waistband of her jeans, and pulled her sweatshirt over them. Moving asif in atrance, she stood up
and |eft the aerie, went downgtairsto the closet, and pulled out her jacket, awool hat, and gloves.

“I need to get someair,” shesaid dully.

Christinahardly even looked up. She had said she would finish reading the novel chaptersthat morning
and then gtart theimpossible job of putting them in order. Now she stood with papersin both hands, the
table covered with other papers, and Abby walked out with Spook at her side.

She climbed the driveway to the forest service road and started to walk. The road was no more than a
track through the forest, never maintained very much, and in the past half adozen yearsnot at al. Jud
had said the state foresters decided to let it revert to wilderness. It wouldn't take long for it to become
indistinguishable from the woods pressing in on both sides. She had paid no attention before, driving here
with Cadwell and the detective; she paid little more attention now, automatically sidestepping rocks or



roots, the occasiona broken seedling tree, the more frequent brambles that werefilling dl available
gpace. A flotilla of tanks couldn’t kill them. Spook dashed ahead, out of sight, came tearing back to take
off in adifferent direction through the woods, back again. Happy, Abby thought bleskly. Thiswasthe
world Spook knew and loved; she was happy here.

At the bridge over the north finger, Spook was waiting for her, tongue out, panting, waiting for asignd.
Ahead, down to the water, back?

Abby turned to her right and clambered over the rocky ground to amammoth boulder, where she sat
down and gazed at the creek. It was shallow, with many riffles, aseries of little fallsal the way down to
the lake nearly ahundred feet below. Moss covered the boulders and blowdowns; the air was misty and
cold. Spook went to the water for adrink, and stood sniffing the air. If Abby threw a stick into the water,
across the creek, anywhere, Spook would be after it like astreak of lightning, she knew, but she didn’t
want the dog to get in the frigid water.

Now she pulled the papers out from under her jacket and shirt, opened them, and started to read. She
skipped over thefirgt part, avivid description of the hot spring pool.

“We haveto leave, or I'll be stuck on the wrong side of the lake dl night,” he said. “Would that be so
bad?Y ou can stay with us.” She was playing with him again, the hot smell of sulfur water in hisnose, her
body smell, hisown body, and the resinous scent of pine al mingled, intoxicating. She smiled
languoroudy, and sank under the water, where she fondled his penis... He pulled her up furioudy. “He's
here, isn't he? If you want him to know, why don't you just tell him?” “And spoil haf the fun? Forbidden
fruits. You know.” | will belikeacat, smiling, lazy, languid, and he will samp around and want to hit me,
but of course he never would. He climbed out of the hot pool and toweed himsdf roughly, jerked on his
clothes. “We re through. Show'sover.” “Don’t be anidiot. It'sfun with you, and you have fun, too.
Admitit.” | shut my eyesand shewasthere, like agardeniabud cool and palein the late heat. “| haveto
get back. It salong wak.” “Not yet, my love. | will take you a short way.” Sheisso beautiful, so
beautiful. “My love,” | murmur again and again. Again the tearswant to fall and again | must not, must
not. “Bewhole, my love, go home and be whole, unhurt and free, and intime | will be like adream you
once had, alovely dream that must vanish like the ghosts when you awaken.” Her hand in his, guiding him
through the forest. She stops and pulls her long hair up in aswirl, puts on her cap, and now sheisa
shapdessfigurein black pants, black shirt, black cap. “Good-bye, my love.” Then sheisgone, vanished
in the dense forest, and he stumbles after her. *“ For God' s sake, stop acting like a schoolboy! He knows.
Heawaysknows.” “Y ou’'ve used meto taunt him. Y ou redly are abitch.” He goes down the rocky trail
too fast for her to keep up; sheisthe furious one now. “Y ou can’t do thisto me, you bastard. | decide,
not you.” | throw arock and catch him on the shoulder; | want to hurt him, to see him fal down,
bloodied. He just moves fagter, out of sight, and | run to catch up. Heis nearing the break before he sees
her in the canoe coming after him, and behind her at the back of the cottage, Lawrence with a can of
paint, brush in hishand. The canoeisfaster than the rowboat, L awrence sees us, he knowswhereI’'m
going, why. Itisn't too dark yet, but | won't be able to come back. He |l have to bring me back. He
turns toward Coop’'sramp. He'll wait for her and put her in the car, take her back to the cottage and
push her out. No confrontation, not on her terms, not thisway. She' s paddling too fast, on her knees, her
face ghost-white in the gathering dusk. Lawrence raises his hand with the paintbrush, opens his mouth,
going to cal her back, warn her? He lets hishand fall to hissideand | redlize she turned too soon. | yell
something, | don’t even know what, then she crashes and the jolt throws her onto the black rocks, into
the water. Lawrence turns around and startsto paint again.

It didn’t come to the bottom of the page, just stopped there, and on the next page in block capitals were
the words SIREN ROCK.



9

Later that Friday afternoon the cabin phone rang, but since the many incoming cals had al been for
Chrigting, Abby didn’t even glance at the recelver on Jud’ s desk. She assumed that Christinahad given
out the cabin number aswell as her cell phone's. Abby had caled Brice a couple of timesand did not
expect anyoneto cal her; today, however, Christinayelled up the stairs, “1t’ sfor you.” Abby stood up
and lifted the receiver. Her legs had started to cramp from sitting for too many hours on the floor; she
stretched one, then the other before she spoke.

“Abby?I1t's Felicia Shaeffer. | heard you were at the cabin.” She sounded faint and distant, and Abby
redlized that she had not heard the click of the downgtairs phone being hung up.

“How areyou, Fdicia?’ she asked, listening for the click.
“Oh, I'm fine, but there’ s something—"
“Fdicia, hang on aminute, will you?| can’t hear you on this phone. I'll go down and use the other one.”

The downstairs phone was off the receiver, on the end table near the couch. Christinawas at the table,
her back to the couch.

“Let’stry thisone,” Abby saidto Fdlicia.

“Someone swith you?’

“Yes. | brought Dad's agent up to look at his new novel.”

Fdiciahesitated, then said softly, “Is she going to take thingsto New Y ork with her?”

“That wastheidea,” Abby said, her gaze on Christina s back. She appeared unnaturaly stiff and till.

Fdicid svoice dropped even lower. “Don't |et her take the only copy of anything, Abby. | think—
Abby, would it be possible for you to drop in for afew minutes? I’d redly liketo talk to you for just a
few minutes”

Feliciahad been one of Jud's closest friends, and she had aways treated Abby like a granddaughter, but
acongpiratorial tone in her voice made Abby suspect that she was not proposing asocid call. She said,
“We'reonly herefor acouple of days. We haveto leave early Sunday.”

“Anytimetomorrow. I'll be here,” Fdliciasaid swiftly.
“I'm glad you caled,” Abby said. “Thanks. I'll do that.”

When she hung up, she eyed Chrigtinathoughtfully. Was she asnoop, or had she redly |eft the phone off
without thinking of it again? Now Christinamoved; she put down papers she had been holding and
picked others up, to al appearances engrossed in them.

Silently Abby left the room and returned to the aerie, and thistime she sat at Jud’ s desk drumming her
fingers, thinking, gazing out the window. The aerie, with windows on every wal, wasenclosed in
greenery on three sides, green pine boughs, green aderswith their red bark, green mosses... Thefourth
wall had taller windows framing the lake. A hawk sailed past that window without awing motion, ina
long sweeping glide. She brought her gaze back to the cartons she had not gone through yet; there were
three remaining, and one half-finished. Then shelooked at the stacks she had set aside to hand over to
Chrigtina. Advertising copy, stories, essays, sketches, anecdotes... There were hundreds of pages of



printouts, five, six hundred... And the stack she had hidden away had about that much materia. She
decided to change her tactics, take out everything remaining that was not obviousy computer- or
advertisng-related, and keep dl of it; she knew she would havetoo little time now to go through
everything carefully, the way she had been doing. She went back to work.

Dinner that night was more strained than usud. Their relationship had not been an easy one, and thetime
spent together at medsor just in passing had done nothing to relax it. Carefully Abby said, “I think I'll
take all the stuff you want to carry back to New Y ork to a copy shop in Bend and get Xeroxes made
firg”

“Y ou don't know what you' re proposing,” Christinasaid sharply. “ There are severd drafts of chapter
after chapter inthat pile”

“It doesn’t matter,” Abby said. “High-speed copy machines, an hour or so. Some of the stories |’ ve put
asdefor you arethe only copies. | don’t think the only copy of anything should be taken away.”

“Normally that’ sawisething to do,” Chrigtinasaid coally, “but thisis not anormd stuation. If I'm going
to act asagent for hismaterial, you haveto trust me.”

Abby shrugged. “But it' smy decison,” she said. “Things get lost traveling, misplaced, the plane can
crash. Besides, | want to compare the various drafts with his disks, with what's on the hard drive. That's
going to takealot of time. I’ll go early, get back well before dark tomorrow.”

“What am | supposed to do if you take dl this stuff away for hours?’
“Start with the advertising copy, seeif you realy want to keep any of it. I'll leave that here.”

Chrigtina s eyestook on aglassy gppearance. “Asyou say, it’syour decision. Y ou’ ve found things about
yoursdlf up there, haven't you?’

“Of course. We dways knew he wrote about the peoplein hislife. Areyou in the new novel ?’

Christina shook her head. Watching her, Abby redlized that the past few days had taken aterrible toll;
now she would guess her age closer to fifty than forty, and shelooked asif her eyeswere troubling her.
With agtart of surprise Abby thought, She' sbeen crying. Impulsvely shesad, “You redly did care for
him, didn’t you?’

Christina poked at the food on her plate, a prepared manicotti, frozen, ready to be popped into the oven.
It was |eathery, the cheese tough, with atomato sauce unnaturally red. She put her fork down, picked up
her glass of wine, and drank it al. “It's complicated,” she said dowly then. “Neither of uswaslooking for
acommitment, nothing permanent. We both knew and accepted that from the beginning. But | cared for
him asawriter inaway | don't think you would understand.”

Abby fdt her cheeks grow hot, and she ducked her head to keep from saying anything that might lead to
afight.

“I’'msorry,” Chriginasaid. “That wasn't meant as a put-down. Y ou loved him as the man, your father,
and | imagine he was awonderful father, and no doubt you appreciated him as awriter, respected him,
all that. | found him attractive asaman, but I’ ve known and been attracted to many men, maybe too
many, but | loved him asawriter, revered him asawriter. That' sthe difference. That'sdl | meant.” She
refilled both their wineglasses and sipped hers, then said in alow, fierce voice, “I could kill the one who
did that to him. | would liketo kill him mysdf, with my hands”

“Me, too,” Abby said in anear whisper. Abruptly she stood up. “Y ou’ re not going to finish that, are



you?’ She pointed to the food on Christina s plate.
“No. I'm done.”

“Tomorrow I'll get some steaks, potatoes, veggies, red food,” Abby said, clearing the table. She
paused. “Can you tell much about the novel yet? Have you put it in the proper order?’

“No. Some chapters have severa drafts, and I’'m beginning to think that some pieces aren’t there, not
written yet maybe.”

Abby sat down again. “The police said adisk ismissing. Someone turned off the computer without
saving the last things he worked on, and he took the disk. He must have taken part of the manuscript,
too.”

((WI,N?l
“l don’t know.”

They both looked at the untidy stacks of papers, and Christina shook her head. “How could anyone have
found a particular section? How long did he spend searching?’

“I don’'t know,” Abby said again, more harshly. She closed her eyes hard. Someone up there searching,
Jud’ sbody on the stairs, blood soaking into the carpet runner, Spook outside barking... Theimages
would not go away. Such aburning hatred flared for the killer that she becamerigid.

Chrigtina sfingers on her wrist made her jerk her eyes open. Thefingersfet hot, asif Chrisinawere
feverish.

“You'reshivering,” Chriginasad. “Areyou dl right?’

She was freezing and shivering, and burning up with hatred. “ All right,” shesaid. “Leavedl thisstuff. I'll
cleanit up later. I'm going to copy everything from hishard drive to disks. It will tekeawhile.” The
police had made copies, she remembered, but that didn’t count. She needed to have her own, compare
files, compare everything.

Shewas at Jud' s desk working on the compuiter files later when Christinacame upstairs, bringing coffee.

“I wasthinking, if what he was working on wasn't saved, what good isthisgoing to do?” Chrigtina
asked, setting down amug. “1 thought you might need this. It's been hours. It' s after one.”

Abby leaned back and picked up the coffee gratefully. Her neck was tiff and hurting. Too tense,
concentrating too hard. “Unlessit waswritten over, it' sinthere,” shesaid. “ Y ou can delete, but it’ s ill
there until you write over it. Thetrick isto find it. He had his automatic backup set for seven minutes, that
part’s easy. And the rest that wasn't saved automatically is till there, too.” Infact, she had learned that
Jud had written a separate backup program that saved every single keystroke as he worked. Power
outages were too common here in the mountains, he had prepared for them. “Tomorrow I’ll have to buy
more diskswhen | go to town.”

“If you find the missing pieces, will you send them to me?’ Chrigtina asked.

She no longer was demanding anything, pleading rather, fearful of Abby in anew way, asif she had seen
something change, someone unknown emerge, and she was not sure how to talk to her now.

“Yes” Abby said.



The next morning Christina hel ped carry boxes of papersto the ledge, where she watched Abby stow
them in the rowboat. Today Abby had brought out afolded tarp and her rain gear. It was going to rain
before she got back. “ Are you okay?’ she asked Christina before she pushed off.

“Yes, of course. I'll start reading advertisng copy. I'll befine.” Shelooked frightened at being left again,
asif Abby might strand her, or might have an accident and be taken to a hospital or something. But
whatever she feared, she feared the boat and the water more, and she had not even suggested that she
go with Abby. She would keep Spook with her, she had agreed. Spook clearly wanted to get into the
boat with Abby.

It was very cold, perhaps snow wegther instead of rain, Abby thought, sniffing the air. Therewere no
studded tires at the cabin; she would check the carport, and if there weren’t any there, she would buy
some and have them put on while she did the Xeroxing. And there was Feliciawaiting for her. Shewould
be gone quite awhile, she thought gloomily, thinking of Chrigtinagoing through Jud' sfiles, reading
correspondence, old hills, notices of discontinuance of service from utility companies. Abby had hurriedly
looked into many file folders and decided to leave them done. Let Chrigtinaget aglimpse of the man
Lynne had known, loved, and |eft. Abby had copied dl the correspondence files to disks, and Jud had
never kept paper copies of hisown letters. Let Christina see the many fan letters, thereviews....

There were no studded tiresin the carport. She carried the boxesto the van, got in, and started it up, but
when she came to the turn to the county road, she headed toward Felicia’ s cottage. No one was out on
the lake; it wastoo cold and threstening.

Abby loved Fdicia sworkroom with its smells of paint, varnish, old paper, wax, cinnamon. The cottage
had dways smelled of cinnamon, she remembered from years past. Today Feliciadrew her insidewith
both hands, embraced her and kissed her cheek. “My dear child,” she murmured. “Comein, get warm.”

“I can't stay,” Abby said, stooping to pet the poodies. Daisy and Mae were excited, happy to see her,
their stubby tails wagging their entire bodies. “ That agent isaone in the cabin, and | have to go to Bend.
Can you come with me? We can talk in the cafe at the copy shop.”

Fdicianodded. “Who isshe?’ She went to the bedroom for her jacket. She was dressed in aheavy
swesater and wool pants, boots. The clothes should have looked incongruous with her face so pink and
wrinkly, her hair as snow white and curly asthe dogs', but shelooked entirely natural to Abby. Shewas
putting on athick plaid jacket when she came back.

“HisNew Y ork agent. She wantsto take his novel back with her, and the short stories, anything I’'m
willing to let her have”

“Let mejust check the stove. | was going to make us sometea.” Fdicialooked insde the kitchen ares,
shook her finger a the dogs, and said, “ Y ou girls behave yoursaves. | won't be long.”

Abby drove to the copy shop, unloaded the boxes, gave directions about copying, and left Feliciaat a
table with a carton on another chair, the material Abby had put aside not to be copied, not to be shown
to anyone. She took the van to a service gtation for tires and walked back, and now she sat down next to
Feliciaand drew in a bregth.

The building was long and low, three busi nesses sharing the space, the copy shop with one atendant,
severa sdlf-service copy machines, and two high-speed, high-volume copiers, both in service with
Abby’s materia. Separated from that section by a counter with office suppliesin adisplay case wasthe
cafe, four tables, coffeemakers, doughnuts and pastries and sandwichesin cases. Two teenage girls sat
talking at one of the tables. Farther on there were more display cases with knick-knacks, afew pieces of
handmade jewelry, some locd pottery, and other odds and ends. Maxine Rutherford ran the gift shop



and the cafe, and as far back as Abby could remember, she had been there on duty, day after day, year
after year.

“Abby,” Maxine said, approaching, “I’m so sorry about Jud. Are they making any progress yet on the
cae?”’

“I don’'t know,” Abby said. “Thanks. Just coffee, please.”

Maxinewithdrew, and in amoment brought amug of coffee, glanced at Feliciaquestioningly, and |eft
them done again. Feliciadready had asmdl pot of tea.

Now Felicialeaned forward after aquick glance at the two girls, who were deeply into confidences
apparently and paying no attention to anyone else. “ Dear, unlessthere’ s an eyewitness, and thereisn’t, or
unlessthey find someone' s fingerprints that shouldn’t be at the cabin, the police won't come closeto
learning who killed Jud.”

Abby stared at the old woman, surprised by the vehemence of her voice, the way she had plunged
directly to the point she wanted to make. On the way to Bend, Felicia had asked about WillaAshford,
asked about Lynne, how Abby was holding up, things of little consequence, and Abby had assumed that
shejust wanted to talk, after all.

“Thisisal I'vebeenthinking of,” Feliciasaid. “It'sdl | canthink of. The police will look for amysterious
sranger, someone like that, and they’ Il get further and further away from the truth. Y ou’ re holding the
clues, Abby, in that box”— she pointed to the carton on the third chair a their table—"or in that pile of
stuff you' re getting copied. That’ swherethetruth is, but the police won't recognizeit evenif they seeit.”

“Willathinks they suspect her,” Abby said dowly. How much did Feliciaknow about the way Jud wrote,
that he had used redl incidents, real people heavily disguised?

“Oh, good Lord!” Fdiciasaid. “Willal That'swhat | mean. They won't get near the truth by themselves.
Jud and Willa... | think for thefirgt time hewasredly in love, and she was, too. Willal”

“She said they were going to be married,” Abby said.

“I believethat,” Feliciasaid, nodding vigoroudy. “Hewasfloating on air for months. But let metell you
what I"ve been considering. Someone might have suspected that Jud would be writing the truth about
him. That impliesit was someone very familiar with theway Jud worked, hisraw materid, and it means
that someone had timeto look for whatever it was he was afraid of at some point. That narrows it
down.”

“Parts of the novel seem to bemissing,” Abby said faintly. “And adisk ismissng.”

Fdicianodded again, asif in satisfaction thistime. “But you can see the problem. If you'rein one of his
novels, you might recognize yourself, some aspect of yoursdf anyway, but who else would relate that
particular incident to you? | saw myself and Herbert clearly, but | don't believe anyone dsedid. And |
saw Joe Beardwell and Joyce after | learned how to read the novels.”

“Did you recognize Teri and Lawrence Frazier?” Abby asked, nearly whispering now.

Fdiciadrank her teaand refilled her cup, keeping her gaze on the little pot. It took her along timeto
answer. “| saw them,” she said findly. “ Changed, circumstances different, the witness different. Lawrence
knows, he dways knew that Jud saw whatever happened that day. Even before the novel was published,
he had to sdll out, move away.”



They became silent when the girls stood up, put on jackets and hats, and left. A blast of cold air swept
through the building when they opened the door. Maxine moved down to the gift shop section and busied
hersdf there, and they were donein the cafe.

Abby was considering what Fdlicia had said: someone who had had time to learn whatever it was that
Jud was writing. Someone who had access to the cabin when Jud was absent, who knew what he was
looking for, not just engaging in ablind search that night. Someone who had known about the handgunin
the drawer. Who knew about Spook and the dog door.

“But there' still the problem of how anyone got there and out again,” she said after thelong silence.
Fdiciawaved that away. “If we can find out who, then we will find out how,” she said firmly.
“What do you mean?’

“Abby, | want to help find out who did that. And | can. | know how to read his novels, | know the
people involved. Jud was smart. He built aresort at the lake and brought in alot of peoplefrom al over
the world, with their intrigues and schemes, their wounds, their ambitions, but the people hereadly wrote
about were people he knew well. He saw things, heard things, and didn’t forget. Y ou’ ve been away for a
long time, ten years now, busy making your own life, you might not even know some of the people he
used in hiswork. And the way he went back and forth in time, things that happened when you were a
child, before you were born even, turn up in new scenarios. | want to read the novel. | want to find out
who did that to him.”

Abby gtared at her, this old woman with her curly white hair, whose fingers could turn alump of clay into
adragon or abird or aperson so effortlesdy that it looked like magic, and she redlized that athough she
had known Fdlicia Shaeffer dl her life, she did not know her at dl. Her eyes were bright blue, and so
piercing, Abby fdt asif her brain cdls were being examined, her blood vesselsvisible, her thoughts
tangible. Feliciahad said that she and her dead husband were in one of Jud’ s novels, but Abby had not
known that; she had not recognized them as a couplein the cast of characters, the parade of scenes, the
play of incidents.

“Hewas morethan just afriend,” Feliciasaid. “He was sometimes a brother, sometimesa son, a
confessor, a confidant. More than just afriend. | want to find his murderer and see him die for doing that
to Jud.”

Slowly Abby nodded. “Sodo,” shesaid. “But | can’'t leave the novel out here. | have to compare it
with disks, try to find the missing sections.”

“Not here. I'll cometo town and stay at the condo. | can come to your house every day.”

“No,” Abby said quickly. She remembered Brice swords, urging her not to confidein Willaor Felicia,
and she had talked to both of them. And now shewould join forceswith Felicia. They would work
together on the novel, on the fragments. “Where is your condo?’

They were dill talking, planning, when the attendant from the copy shop cameto the table to say hewas
done. “It' sagreat big stack of boxes,” he said. “Help you carry them to your car.”

“I haveto go get it,” Abby said. She added abox of floppy disksto the finished work, paid the man with
acredit card, and didn’t even blink at the size of the bill. Sheleft to retrieve the van, with the new tiresin
place, then collected Feliciaand the boxes, and headed for the supermarket, and finaly back to the lake.
Rain mixed with snow began to fal as she drove. At Felicia s cottage, they clasped hands briefly and
Abby sad, “I'll call you on Monday. Be careful drivingin.”
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By the time Abby reached the cabin, rain was coming down hard, driven by a cutting wind. She was
wrapped in awaterproof hooded poncho, and the boxes and bag of groceries were dl protected by the
tarp, but the wind was very cold and the rain stung her face; she was chilled when she pulled up to the
ledge. Chrigtinawas there with Jud’ s oversize umbrela. Although there wasn't enough wind to creste redl
waves, the dark water had a chop, and now and then it doshed up over theledge, over Christina' s feet.
Spook didn’t seem to notice that it was raining; she stood near the boat, wagging her tail wildly, spraying
water all about.

They got everything ingdethe cabin. “1 left the origindsin thevan,” Abby said. “Not much point in
lugging them across, then back in the morning.” She had aso |eft the private paperslocked up in the van.

“Never mind that,” Christinasaid as Abby took off the dripping poncho, then hung it up on apeginthe
kitchen. “Y ou're freezing. Sit down.” She hurried across the cabin and pulled athrow off the couch,
came back and draped it over Abby’ s shoulders, drew it in close around her, and nearly pushed her
downinto achair. “I made coffee. It'shat, in the carafe. Just St till and get warm.”

Another side of the woman, Abby thought, one she had not glimpsed before. Christina brought coffee
and then knelt down to take off Abby’swet boots. Her own feet were still wet, but she was paying no
atentionto that. “1’ll doit,” Abby said in protest, and pulled off her own boots. Christina picked them up
and placed them on amat by the door. She hurried out to the bedroom, came back with Abby’ s fuzzy
dippers, and put them on her.

“Y ou should dry your own feet,” Abby said.

Chrigtinalooked down in surprise, then hurried out again, thistime to return with her own dipperson,
holding her wet boots. They were very handsome—snakeskin? aligator? Something decorative, and
impractica for this part of theworld.

“I just want to make sure nothing happens to you before you get us back to dry land,” Christinasaid
lightly. She put her boots next to Abby’s, then got herself a cup of coffee and sat down at the table.

Abby smiled at her, and Chrigtina shrugged.

“When Jud cameto New Y ork thefirst time, right after he sold Sren Rock,” Christinasad meditatively,
“his editor suggested he should get an agent and gave him my name. He called, we met, and it waslike
finding an adolescent boy in my charge suddenly. He was so eager to see everything, understand
everything. He wanted to take the tourist boat around Manhattan, something I’ d never even done before,
and I'd lived there most of my life. | showed him around for aweek, every afternoon somewhere
different, museums, the Statue of Liberty, library, my favorite ddli... bookstores. He was insatiable for
books.”

Shewas gazing past Abby with adistant look. “He made me see my own city through hiseyes. | il
don’t know how he did that. Then heléft. | felt like amother must fed when her only child goes off to
college” Shewas not drinking the coffee, just holding amug with both hands, asif to warm them.

“He came back with the next novel, and heinsisted that | read it while he waited. | said | couldn’t read it
in the office with the phone ringing, people coming by, so much distraction.

| said | would read it overnight and call him, but he inssted that | had to read it immediately. We went to
my gpartment, and he read the newspaper, magazines, manuscripts, whatever he picked up, whilel read
hisnove. He made dinner while | read. | started to cry. Thefirst novel was good. More than that, it was



very good, but the second one, The Black Shore, it made mecry. And | fell inlove with thewriter.
Before, he had been a companion, apd, like award amogt, shy and tentative; suddenly he was Jud the
writer. He knew what he had; he was exultant. His excitement couldn’t be contained, and neither could
mine”

She became silent, gazing at the black |ake beyond the cabin.
“Y esterday, you cried again,” Abby said softly.

Chriginanodded. “Y es. The new novd isthe best thing he ever wrote. Even if it’ snever finished, just as
it stands, it' s beautiful, powerful, his best work yet.”

“It'sfinished,” Abby said fiercdly. “Hetold Willait wasfinished, hejust had to arrange the pieces,
discard early drafts, put it in final shape. Whoever stole the disk, and the pages, whoever turned off his
computer didn’t touch the hard drive. It sthere, and I'll find it. We'll get it together and get it published. |
promiseyou.”

The next morning they |eft the cabin early, in adriving rain. It was anightmare boat ride across the water
for Chrigting, but she helped with the boxes, held an umbrella over Abby as much as possible as she
loaded the van, helped her drag the boat into the shelter of the shed. She didn’t complain when Spook
shook water on them both.

Abby had warned her that there might be snow on the pass over the mountains, and there was, not a
threatening snow, not thisearly, just messy enough to dow traffic to acrawl and turn theworld into a
surred black and gray landscape with startling patches of white in unexpected places. On thewest side
of the pass, the snow gave way to rain again, the world became green again; it was ill raining when they
cameto astop in the driveway a Abby’s house.

“If there s someplace where | can change, repack my bags,” Christinasaid hesitantly. “I want to put the
manuscript, dl that other stuff in the carry-on. I’ll put clothesin the cartons and check them through.”

“Updtairs, aspare bedroom,” Abby said, and led the way into the house, where Brice met them with an
anxious expresson.

“They kept saying snow in the mountains,” he said, holding Abby close. “It scares me when you' re up
therein the snow.”

“Just in the pass,” she said. “And not much. We have alot to bring in. Volunteers accepted.”*

Later, at the airport in Eugene, Abby helped Christina unload her baggage and get it into acart. There
was an awkward pause as they regarded each other. Christinawas once again the stylish New Y orker,
her makeup perfect, her hair perfect; Abby felt like abum in her old jeans and boots, her poncho.
Chrigtinaheld out her hand and they shook hands solemnly. “He said you were dways the mogt terrific
kidintheworld,” Chriginasad. “I think you' re still aterrific kid. Thanks.”

Abby drove home through the driving rain and let hersalf in; Spook greeted her asif she had been gone
for months. Brice came down the stairs as she was getting her poncho off.

“You redly look exhausted,” he said, studying her face. “Y ou’ re trying to do too much, too soon. Sit
down and we' Il have aquiet drink and talk.”

He had afire going in the living room; she sank down gratefully on the couch and leaned her head back.
Brice went to the kitchen and returned with atray that held cheese, crackers, and Irish coffee.



“She' sthe most brittle woman I’ ve ever seen,” he said, Sitting next to Abby on the couch. He put one of
the cupsin her hand. “What al did she take back with her?’

“A copy of the novel manuscript, and alot of short stories and essays. Some go back nearly thirty
years.” The coffee was very good, not too strong with Irish, heavy whipped cream on top, swest. Just
what she needed. They were quiet for atime, sipping the coffee, eating cheese.

“Isthe novd finished, publishable?’ he asked when she put her cup down, empty.

“Shesad it’svery good. Hetold Willait wasfinished, so it just needs piecing together, wethink. She's
going towork onitin New York, and I'll work on it here. Between us, we' Il get it in shape.”

Brice reached for a piece of cheese and then said dowly, “You’ vetaked to Willa? | thought... Never
mind. The police are asking alot of questions about her. She told them that Jud proposed. They asked
meif | believed her story. | had to say no. | don't believeit. And if she’slying about that...”

Shefdt very tired. Thewarmth of the house, thefire, the Irish in the coffee, had relaxed her; she wanted
to go to deep. She had forgotten that she had not yet told him about her walk with Willa. Sunday night,
when she arrived home, Brice had been furious at the office secretary, who had put amemo in hisin-box
that aclient was due Monday morning and had not included hisfilefor Briceto review. He had gone
back to the officeto find it himsdf. All they had talked about on Monday night was Jud’ s contract; Brice
had been stunned by the amount of the option, fifty thousand dollars, and the purchase priceif they made
the movie: one and a haf million. Tuesday? She could no longer remember why she had not brought up
her conversations with Willa, only that she hadn’t. Then she recdled his anger because the police had
goneto the office that day and asked his associates questions. That had not been agood time to bring up
Willg, either. Wdll, she thought, now it was out in the open. “Willadoesn't lie,” she said. “Why can't you
accept her word?’

“Shewasn't histype,” Brice said after amoment. “Honey, you love people so much, you' re blinded.
Y our father wasn't the type to settle down with one woman. And Willawouldn’t accept less than that
finaly, no more than | would, or you would. But you can’'t see that affair the way the rest of theworld
sessit”

“Y ou hardly even know her,” Abby said. “What makes you so sure what she would settle for?’

“I know her well enough to know that she' s steady, responsible, that she hasalot of self-respect. Like
your mother. Likeyou.”

“Likeyou,” Abby said, trying to keep her anger in check.

“Yes, likeme. Darling, faceit, Jud wasn't like us. I’'m not saying bad or evil or anything like that, just
different.”

“And you think that this steady, stable, responsible woman went out there and shot him dead,” Abby said
harghly.

Briceflushed dightly. “Yes, | do. | think Willakilled your father because he told her he was going away
as soon as the novel was wrapped up. He hinted as much last summer, remember?’

She shook her head. “No, | don’t remember anything like that.”

“He said there was alot of world he hadn’t seen yet, he had alot of catching up to do, starting with
southern France and Italy, that he needed arest from words, from books, and alot of looking to do.”



“Heand Willaplanned to go to Itdy in April,” she said, remembering the conversation he wastaking
about. They had been on the back ledge; her feet had been in the water, they had al been swimming. The
basalt had absorbed alot of heat, hot under them, the water cold on her feet.

“Hedidn't say that,” Brice said.
“Shedid”

Later that day she and Jud had goneto visit Felicia. Brice had begged off; he had said he wanted to nap,
but she had thought that he smply didn’t want to spend any time with Fdlicia, who, he had said once,
was aterrific bore. Jud had warned her that she would get sunburned if she didn’t put ashirt on, and she
had worn one of hisover her bathing suit. She blinked hard, trying to erase the memory of rowing her
father across the lake to Felicid s cottage. He had laughed and said she had lost the touch, she was

Qgetting Soft.
“What ese did the police haveto say?’

“That lieutenant wants to see you tomorrow. He brought alist of people who had signedin at the
campsites, to seeif | recognized any names. | didn’t. And he had a picture, adrawing of aguy who flew
into Bend that night. | never saw him before. He wants you to give him acal first thing in the morning.

“Now they think someone might have flown to Bend, walked to the lake, swum across and shot my
father,” she said scornfully, thinking of Felicial s mysterious Stranger.

“I don't know what in hell they think,” Brice said. “But not that; it'sjust another one of the lieutenant’s
loose ends. They're moreinterested in Willa” Helooked at thefire then. “What they’ re suggesting is that
she could have driven up Friday afternoon, adl the way up to the cabin. During the night they had a
quarrel, he sgned off, and she shot him and then searched for whatever he had written about her, and the
next morning she drove back down and out.”

Abby’ s mouth had gone dry as he spoke. Willa had been questioned for more than two hourson
Monday; she had been badly shaken afterward and had said practically nothing about the session. Abby
shook her head. “1 don't believeit! I’ll never believeit!”

Briceturned to her, hisface stiff in afrown, his expresson remote. “ The point is, you don’t know,” he
sadintensdy. “They don't, either. But it could have been like that. | think you shouldn’t be working at
the museum for the next few weeks, not until thisthing is settled, done with, until they come up with
answers. And, for thelove of God, don’t spend time with her, tell her anything you suspect, confidein
any way. Not yet.”

Abby stood up, her arms folded tightly against her body. Before she could say anything, Brice shook his
head and motioned her back down. She remained standing.

“Honey, ligten, if they clear her, if that guy who flew into Bend did it, they’ [l nab him eventualy, and I’ll
apologize. Maybe he was an extortionist, a blackmailer. Maybe he' s fill hanging around. No one knows.
But, Abby, you have to take the suspicion of Willd sinvolvement serioudy, consider it apossibility, and
be careful. That lieutenant, Caldwell, he' staking it serioudy, and hel sno fool .”

He leaned back on the couch and closed his eyesfor amoment; he looked bone tired and very young,
and frightened. “ Lieutenant Caldwell suggested that you should be very careful. Honey, you should keep
away from al of this, don’t speculate, don’t voice your suspicions, just get on with those sympathy notes,
seeif you can put the nove together, do whatever €l se you have piled up. Start thinking about what you
want to do with alot of money. Make plans. Next week you'll get the Hollywood contract, and that's



going to take timeto read, to study. Y ou don’t need the museum job on top of everything ese. If you
decideto go back to it in ayear or two, or just amonth or two, it’ [l be there. But keep away from Willa
for now. Please.”

“Put it out of mind, get on with life, let the police handle everything,” she said bitterly. “That’ swhat you're
redly saying, isn'tit? You think | give a shit about the money, the contract, plansfor next year? | haven't
given any of that shit asinglethought. All I can think of isthat someone shot and killed my father! Can't
you grasp that? Someone killed him, and if there’ sanything | can do to help find out who that was, I'll do
it. If | need to talk to Willa, or Feliciag, or anyone esetotry to sort it out for mysdlf, I'll talk to her. If | get
an idea— speculate—and if that speculation seemsvalid, I'll tell the police. I'm not going to back off
and wait and see what happens. | can't!”

“Goddamniit, Abby! That'sal you can do! Y ou start prying, meddling, and you put yourself in danger!
That’ swhat you can accomplish.” Hejumped up and went to the hearth, poked at the fire vicioudy, then
swung around to face her. Hewas very pae. “Let metel you what I” ve been seeing happen to you. First
akind of deep shock that | was afraid you might not snap out of, might need medical carefor, even an
ingtitution. And now some kind of obsessive behavior that’s even scarier. Y ou' re becoming obsessed,
even delusiond if you believe you can do the police work. They come up with alikely theory, and you
samply dismissit without a second thought. For more than two years you and Willawere distant, hardly
even friends, and now suddenly you believe every word she utters! That'sirrationa, Abby, and it's

scary.
Sheturned her back and started to walk away diffly.

“Damnit, Abby, this needs saying, and you need to listen! Y ou had arift with your father; everyone does
sooner or later. Y ou had to cut that string, if not over one thing, then something el se would have come
aong. Kidshaveto cut thestringd! | did. You did. Wedl haveto. Y ou couldn’t keep jumping into the
car and running out there every time he sngpped hisfingers. Y ou know that and you' re denying it, and
you'reletting your guilt drive you into somekind of paranoid thinking.”

“Who the fuck gppointed you to be my shrink?’ she cried furioudy, jerking around to face him again.
“Just back off! Y ou're not my keeper.”

“Y ou need akeeper!” Suddenly he stiffened, staring at her. Sowly he replaced the poker he was ill
holding. “Christ!” he whispered. “He sdoing it now, after his death. He couldn’t do it dive, and now he's
doing it, coming between us, separating us.”

“He never tried to come between ugl”

“Hedid, in athousand little ways. Y ou were blind to his manipulations, hislittle digs. He never liked me;
from the day wefirst met, he had it in for me, and you were blind to that. | never said aword, | couldn’t.
Y our fixation wastoo deep, and it didn’t matter, not really; aslong as we were together, you were happy
with me, our life, therest didn’t matter. Let him dig and poke, | thought. Y ou were my wife, we loved
each other, and you would come to see him one day, see the truth about him.”

Abby shook her head. “1t wasn't like that,” she said angrily. “He waswilling to accept you; you were the
onewho was judgmentd, too disgpproving of him, of hislifestyle, living out alone like that. Before you
knew anything about his past, the women, any of it, you were disapproving. Thefirst time| took you out
to the cabin, you said, HE sstrange, isn't he, not quite al there. | said he was reclusive, people who lived
out like that tended to be reclusive, but so what? And the time we went up to the hot spring and you
were so shocked because people took off al their clothes. Shocked that he had allowed meto go there
ever. He thought that was funny. For you to be that shocked. He said with abody like yours you should



strip to the buff most of thetime. Y ou acted like a preacher warding off an unrepentant sinner, and he
thought that was funny.”

“Everything | take serioudy, he thought was funny,” Brice said. “He mocked everything | did and said.”

“Wall, you redly never said much to him, did you?’ She heard her voice become sharper and drew ina
breath, then said in amore conciliatory tone, “I can’t remember ared conversation between you two
ever. Hedidn't give arat’s ass about money, finances, and you turned mute when it came to books or
art. | wasn't blind to what was happening. Thereit was, and it was okay. | could love you both, different
asyouwere; | could and did love you both. | never expected or wanted you to be more like him, or for
him to be like you. All right, you disapproved of my father, so did | alot of times. | could accept that. But
he never did or said athing to try to come between us, never. He was generous to us, and he left us
grictly one. No gratuitous advice, or questions, or interference of any sort.”

“If | wasout of line, I'm sorry,” Brice said, hisface wooden, his voice dmost tondess.
“Not if,” she snapped.

He hesitated, then nodded. “I’m sorry. Let’sjust say we saw the same things and interpreted them
different ways. Leaveit a that. And, Abby, we're having thefirst quarrdl we' ve ever had, and it’ s about
him. At least you can agreeto that, can’t you?

“I’'mnot sureit’sabout him,” shesaid dowly. “I don't know what it'sabout.” She arted to wak
toward the foyer. “But let’ sleave it done. Isthere anything in the house for dinner? 1 don’t want to go
out. I’'m too grubby and in no mood to get dolled up. I’ d rather have a pizza or something later on. Right
now I’'m going to start hauling that stuff upgtairs.”

Brice closed the fire screen. “ Pizza s okay. I'm going up, too. I'll carry those boxes.”

Her room had become a cluttered mess, she thought disgustedly after Brice set down the third carton and
withdrew in silence. Novd, short stories, the bits and pieces of Jud'slife, her life, everyone slifein
another box. The box of notes she had aready written and not mailed yet, and the other box with the
sympathy notes she had not answered... And now astack of computer disks, and she knew there
wasn't space on her computer to hold the contents. She was still too angry, and too tired, to start sorting,
organizing, putting away ... She sat down at her desk and closed her eyes.

No one ever mentioned how exhausted the survivors would be, she thought. In novels and moviesthey
samply picked up the pieces and got on with things. How would Jud have handled that fight downstairs?
shewondered then. And her eyes jerked open. Had he written about their fight over Willa? Had he seen
her point of view? Had he written himself asvillain? Her gaze fixed on the box that held his unpublished
and un-publishable scraps, scenes, his camcorder reports. Their fight had been about Willa. Had he
aready been in love with her two years ago? What had he written about Willa?

Suddenly it occurred to her that her fight with Brice had started out with Willg; that was the root of it.
Willa. Twice now. Theonly redly bitter fight she' d ever had with her father, about Willa. The only fight at
al she had ever had with Brice, about Willa

Shewondered again how Jud would have written about her fight with Brice. He would have seen both
sdes, shetold herself, and tried to make her mind work the way Jud’s mind had. Brice'sside: worried
about her, frightened that she had been more than alittle crazy for aweek, more frightened that she
seemed obliviousto what he believed was the truth, that she could bein danger if she meddled in police
matters, that Willawas a prime suspect and could be dangerous. As aware as she wasthat if anyonefell
into the lake, that person could die; the water was so cold now that hypothermiawould be swift following



the shock of aplungeinto ice water. Worried about her driving in the snow; she had not told him about
the studded tires, but that wouldn't have dleviated hisworry al that much. He dways said it wasthe
other guy you had to be afraid of when it snowed, amaniac losing control, going into askid, hitting you.

And, of course, he was asurvivor, too, probably amost astired as she was. And the stress of having the
police suspect him, as, of course, they did. Motive: money. What else? Her money, but his, too, asfar as
the police were concerned. Having the police check hisdibi, question his associates, check the motel he
hed stayed in, everything.

Then, hiswork. Thiswas dways abad time of year, starting to prepare the annua reportsfor the clients,
on top of the day-to-day routine. Preparing for the annual audit, making sure everything wasin order.
And thisyear was particularly bad, as he had said, with the market doing insane gyrations and clients
who were anxious and demanding.

From his point of view, she was the one being unsympathetic and unyielding, unreasonable at atime when
they both were under such tremendous stress that they needed each other’ s support, not withdrawal and
contention. She bit her lip asthe redlization hit her that thiswas probably how Jud had worked through
S0 many things, by seeing both sdes clearly.

She st thinking, unmoving for along time, and findly decided that it didn’t really matter if they believed
different things; it had never mattered in the past, and it didn’t now. They were different in dmost al
ways, but neither of them had cared. She could never believe Willa had killed Jud, and he did believe it
was apossibility. Since neither of them knew anything concrete about Jud’ s death, there was no reason
to talk about it. All they could do was speculate, and then quarrdl. So, leave it alone. He wanted her to
stop working at the museum, and gazing at the many boxes of papers scattered about the room, she
agreed, she should quit for now. Attend to matters at hand. And he would have to accept that she was
seeing Felicianow and then. No reason to say every day, shetold hersdlf, but neither would she pretend
shewasn't seeing her. Compromise, shetold herself. Take the first step, or the anger that had arisen
would deepen and become too ugly to dedl with later. What she would not do was let it Smmer just
bel ow the surface the way her fight with Jud had smmered for two years. She nodded a her own
reasonableness and | ft the studly.

It was after Six-thirty when she tapped on his door, then opened it. “Pizza? Anchovies?’

Helooked startled, amost disbelieving. It was astanding joke: he had said once that anchovies on pizza
made him want to throw up. She dways suggested them. She grinned at him, and he got up from his
desk, crossed to her, and put his arm around her shoulder, and together they went downstairs to discuss
pizzes
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Waiting for Lieutenant Cadwell to arrive the next morning, Abby went over thelist of errands she had to
do that day: drop by the museum and pick up the few things she had | ft there. She had called Willaand
told her shewouldn’t be able to keep working for awhile. She had to buy alaptop computer. Knowing
she couldn’t afford it, she had decided to use a credit card, and by the time the charge appeared, she
would have something ready to tell Brice. In six months she might become arich bitch, she thought
darkly, but today she was broke. On reflection, it seemed this had been her life aslong as she could
remember, always something coming in tomorrow, sedom enough today. She returned to her mentd list.
She had called Feliciaand planned to go there from the computer store. Then grocery shop. It wastime
to start cooking again.

Lieutenant Caldwell arrived promptly at ten, as he had said he would. He looked different, she thought,



admitting him, and redlized it was because he was wearing avery nice business suit, dark gray wool, even
anecktie, and hewas carrying awell-worn briefcase. Helooked like an attorney.

He petted Spook, who had come to sniff him, renewing acquaintances. “How areyou?’ he asked Abby.
“Feding alittle better, | hope.”

“I am,” shesad. “Can | get you coffee?’

“Thanks,” hesaid. “I'd love some. | hate that drive from Salem. | hate|-Five,” he added. “|s the mutt
adapting to city life okay?’

“She' sfing” Abby said coldly, and turned to go to the kitchen. The lieutenant followed.

“Maybe we could st in here and talk,” he said, gazing about the kitchen, the dinette table. “1’ m akitchen
kind of person at heart.”

She shrugged and started to make coffee. He sat down at the table, opened his briefcase and pulled out
afolder, then put the briefcase on the floor.

“Just afew things1’d like to show you, talk over with you,” he said. “1 don’t want to take up too much of
your time, and I’ m due in court right after the lunch break.”

She looked at him in surprise. An attorney going to court; she had been right. “ This case, my father's
murder?’

“No, no, nothing to do with it. In my work, things sort of pile up, old cases, new ones. Thisisan old
one”

She cameto the table as the coffee dripped through the machine. “It takes a couple of minutes.”

“Yeah, | know. Okay, firg, thisdrawing. It'san artist’ s drawing from a description we got. Familiar to
you?”

She studied the drawing he placed on the table before her. Mde, long blond hair, two gold studsin one
ear... the man Brice had told her about. She shook her head. “He flew into Bend that night?” she asked.
“Didn’'t he haveto give hisname or something? | didn’t know there were flightsto Bend at night.”

“No commercid flights. Thiswas a private delivery company. Y ou know, steaksfrom New Y ork,
orchidsfrom Hawaii. Specia wedding dressfrom Chicago. Thingslike that. Pay enough, and you can get
ddivery on the same day of dmaost anything from amost anywhere. Sometimes the pilots make afew
extra bucks hauling a passenger. Against company policy, but the pilots are underpaid and the company
turns ablind eyeto anything they can’t afford to see. So anyway, this guy knew about the regular
Friday-night delivery to Bend, and he offered the pilot two hundred bucks for aride. No name asked for,
none given.” He sighed and moved the picture aside.

Abby went to pour the coffee and brought the filled mugs to the table. He took his black, he said, and
thanked her. “But you should add some cream and sugar to yours,” he added. “ And eat a doughnut or
something.”

She fet her cheeks grow hot. “What €l se do you have?’ she asked crosdy.

“A list of people who reserved campsites for that Friday. Fourteen sitesin use Friday, more folks drifted
in on Saturday, but we passed on them.” He handed thelist to her.



She scanned the names, then started over and considered each one. Finally she shook her head. “But
what about the othersin the groups? This one says a party of four, or six inthisone.”

“Ancther lig,” hesad. “Wegot dl their names.”
The second list waslonger, but asfruitless asthe first had been.

“Okay,” he sad, putting the lists aside with the picture. “It' sawash. We thought it might be. Pete
Tolman, you know him, the kayak guy?’ She nodded. “He swears he was the last one to leave the finger,
to leave the lake just when it was turning dark, and he and his gang were at the shore loading up to go
back to Bend until after dark.”

“Why areyou bothering with dl thisif you know it's pointless?’
“Making sureit’ spointless” he said mildly. “ Tying up loose ends when and where we can.”
“Y ou checked my friends, | suppose, made sure | was at the coast?’

“Sure, and the manager of the place where you stayed,” he said. “ They verify you were up until nearly
two. Couldn’'t makeit work,” he said with adight grin. “ And we checked your husband’ s associates,
and the motel where he stayed. Again, along drive, three and ahaf hoursa aminimum, and only if you
hit the gas hard and never let up. Y ou guys were the first two we checked out. Usudly it safamily
matter,” he added, rummaging in thefile folder. “Next, moving on, the cashier’ s checks. Take alook, will
you? See, the first column iswhat he was paid and when for his novels. The second column iswhen he
withdrew the cashier’ s checks and the amount. And the last columnisalist of tripsthat followed
immediately after he got the checks.”

She felt her brain go numb as she sared at the figures. Then at the trips. Each time he got acashier’s
check, he had gone to San Francisco.

“See” thelieutenant said, asif aware that she was not redlly tracking the numbers, “hisfirst nove,
published in 1989, only made him twenty-six thousand, minus the agent’ s ten percent. So roughly
twenty-three thousand, spread over two years. Not much to live on for two years. But he managed to get
four thousand in a cashier’ s check in ‘ ninety-one, and take off.

“The next time, hedid alot better financialy, but again, not as great asthe numbers makeit look. His
agent explained that; although the figure adds up to over three hundred thousand, he got about half that
after taxes and commission. And that was over athree-year period. Say one hundred seventy-five
thousand. And over that period three checks that came to forty-one thousand, and ten grand to you for a
wedding present.”

He stood up, holding his coffee mug. “You mind if | help mysdlf?'Y ou want some more?’

She shook her head, staring at the figures before her. Over the past three years her father had drawn four
more cashier’ s checks. Each time he had then gone to San Francisco.

Caldwell returned to the table and regarded her soberly. “Mrs. Connors, who did he know in San
Francisco?’

“I don’'t know. He never traveled until recently; there wasn't any money for traveling until recently. When
he got out of the army, he went to Santa Rosato stay with his parents for afew weeks, and then up to
San Francisco, where he met my mother. They were married and came back here together. He was only
twenty when they married. That’ sthe only time | know of that he was even in San Francisco until afew
years ago when he went on abook promotion tour.”



“Hewasin Vietnam, wasn't he? A nineteen-year-old kid in Vietnam. Could he have met agirl then, had
achild with her?’

Brice stheory, she thought bitterly. Another family somewhere, a child he had to support. She shook her
head hard. “Hewouldn't have kept it asecret,” she said. “Hewasn't like that. He acknowledged
everything, accepted respongbility for everything he did, even things he wasn't redlly responsible for. He
didn’t try to hide anything.”

“Everyone has secrets,” Caldwell said. “1I’ ve learned that over the years. Everyone has something lurking
in the background. And he used that money for something. Not into offshore wells, heavy drugs, or
racehorses, was he?’

“Nol! | don't know what those checkswerefor!”

Hetook the paper back and gazed at it for amoment, then with asigh placed it on top of the other
papers he had put aside. “Let’s pretend for amoment that he did have another family somewhere, just
for the sake of atheory. Okay?’

“It'snot okay! Hedidn't.”
“Wadll, I'll pretend. How would that have affected Ms. Ash-ford, if she found out?’

Brice again, she thought angrily. “1 won't speculate on that becauseit’ s not true, or even closeto the
truth. They were going to get married.”

“Can you give methe name of asingle person who knew that before she mentioned it hersdf?’

“No, | can't. Fdlicia Shaeffer knowsit’ strue, even if no onetold her. Heintended to tell methat day.
That’ swhat his cal was about. He wouldn't have told anyone else before he told me.” She jumped up
and went to the patio door and stood with her back to him, seeing nothing outside. “Y ou can't place her
in the cabin that night, you can’t get her in and then back out, and you know it.” She swung around.
“When you drove up there, were there little trees on the roadway? Did you see any knocked over?’

“Good,” he sad. “Good thinking. The answer is no trees knocked down until | got there. One of the
reasons | wanted to drive up was to see the condition of the road. Afraid we did alot of damage, set
back the reversion to wilderness quite a bit that day.”

“But Brice...” She stopped. “Y ou encouraged him to specul ate that someone might have gotten in by
car. Even when you knew it couldn’t have been like that, you let him think it.”

“I encourage everyone to speculate,” he said gpologeticaly. “ Never know when someonewill come up
with an ideayou might not have thought of yourself. Why don’t you speculate just alittle?’

“Dr. Beardwdl,” she said after amoment. “He knows the dogs, he treats them, gives them shots; they
wouldn’t bark at him. He could have gone over and back.”

“Y ou know better,” he chided. “ Apparently everyone knows his gang goes out thereto play cardsand
get smashed. Every other weekend, regular astides, that’swhat he does. And what he did that night.”

She did know that. He never drank even a glass of wine between his bouts with the bottle, but when he
was off, when his partner was on cdl, he got flat-on-his-face drunk.

“All right. Try this. Someone caled Dad, and he picked him up and rowed him to the cabin. After he shot
my father, he swam back to the other side, not to Coop’ s ramp, up where you were looking at the tree



roots.”

“Better,” hesaid. “Of course, the water temperature was down below fifty, maybe too cold for a
middle-of-the-night swim?’

“Hetook awet suit with him, like scubadiversuse.”

“Better yet. And carried his clothesin his backpack?

“You didn’'t find any trace of aboat being dragged through the woods, did you?’ she asked then.
He shook his head. “Nope, not asign.”

She returned to Sit at the table, then said dowly, “In the past, before Dad got serious with Willa Ashford,
now and then awoman would go to the cabin in the daytime, stay overnight, and leave the next morning.
In her own boat. It could have happened that night, and when he said no, he wasn't interested, she shot
him, then rowed out as soon as there was enough light.”

“Names?’ he asked mildly.

She shook her head. “1 don’t know who. But | could tell that awoman had stayed overnight afew times
when | went up there.” She remembered a cruel joke she had overheard years ago. If you had amissing
wife, check under Jud’ sloft to seeif she had parked arowboat or a canoe there before you called the
sheriff. Her fairy cave, she had thought miserably; she never had goneinto it again after hearing that. “ She
could have put acanoe under the loft.”

“That space goes back aways, doesn't it? Ten, twelve feet?’

She nodded. “And it would have been deeply shadowed, impossible to seeif anything was there unless
you got close and redlly looked.” She was seeing the fairy cave again, the ledges that made up the floor,
dair stepsto the farthest end, sometimes a dungeon, or atower, where she had placed afoam mattress
on the highest shelf, with just enough space to lie down and reach up to touch the planking over her head
and pretend she was aboard a spaceship, or asailing vessel going to an exotic land, astowaway in
hiding, Rapunzd waiting for her prince...

“Wel,” he said after amoment, “1 asked you to speculate. Y ou sure opened the door to alot more
possihilities, didn’'t you?” Hegrinned and said, “I thought you might have mentioned Halburtson.”

“You're out of your mind!”

“Probably.” He did not sound happy as his gaze cameto rest on the list of camping parties. “But
someonein one of these groups...”

Abby watched him suspicioudy, afraid he was smply lulling her into believing she had given him avaid
idea, the way he had lulled Brice into believing Willa could have driven up the mountain road.

He shook himsdlf, then asked, “Did you and Ms. Maas read the novel manuscript? Isit al there?’

“I haven't read it yet. She said parts seem to be missing, but she can't be sure until shetriesto putitin
order and then readsit again.”

“That’ swhat our guy isfinding. We re beginning to think that no one in the department isgoing to be able
to put the nove piecestogether right. We' re bardly literate up there, much lessliterary experts. Our guy
keeps complaining that awriter should have an outline, notes, something like that. But if hedid, we



haven't found them.”

“Hedidn’t. He never outlined or made notes.” He just had a huge stack of raw material, camcorder
records, to sft through, she added silently.

“Well, | guessthat’sdl | wasafter now,” hesaid. “I'll leave the picture and those names with you. Look
through that stuff now and then, let it sink into the back of your head, and maybe you' Il recal something.
Try toimagine that man with dightly different hair, shorter, darker, longer. Like that. And without the ear
studs. He does't look anything like Matthew Petrie, does he?’

“Good heavens! No! | never saw that face before, I'm sure of it. But, Lieutenant, it doesn't make sense
that astranger flew into town just to kill my father! If no onein Bend recognized him, he must bea
dranger to thearea”

He stood up and said reflectively, “Wdl, not many people hang out at the airport that time of night. Y ou
know, we were talking about speculations. Here' s another one. Someone could have hired himto go
there, could have told him about the dog, the dog door, the gun, everything.”

She stared at him, aghast. “ Y ou'retalking about a... ahit man? A paid assassin?’

“Speculating, Mrs. Connors. Just speculating. But remember, there’ salot of money unaccounted for, a
hundred forty-five thousand to be exact.” Hislook now was sympathetic. “Y ou know what thetitle of the
new nove was?’

She shook her head.
“Thefileislabded GUILT.”

“That does't mean anything. He hardly ever started with atitle. It was the last thing he did most of the
time. That probably was just theworking title.”

He shrugged. “If you come across anything in his papers or the manuscript that you think isrelevant, |
hopeyou'll let usinonit.” He started toward the hall to the front door. “1 can let myself out.” Then he
paused and turned to her. “1f you recognize any of those names, or that face, or find anything in the
papers, Mrs. Connors, | think you' d better not mention it to anyone. Or if anyone approachesyou for a
large sum of money, the next payment, maybe, just give meacall. Anytime, day or night. A message will
gettome”

She continued to sit at the table for along time after he left; he had been warning her to be careful,
exactly as Brice had warned her. Don't talk, don't tell anyoneif she found anything incriminating in the
novel. She felt benumbed, unable to move, to think. A hit man! Next payment! All that money! GUILT.

12

When Abby went to the museum later, she met Willaiin her office and told her that she and Fdliciawere
going to spend time together and find the missing pieces of the novel, put it al in order, seeif they could
find aclue about who had shot Jud.

“Let mehelp,” Willasaid desperately. “ Please, Abby, let me help.”

Abby hesitated amoment. Slowly she said, “Y ou know he wrote about al of us, the people he knew.
Y ou might find yoursdf...”

“Don’'t you think | know that? My God, Abby, the palicethink | did it! Maybe there' s something in there



to show them, to prove I’m not lying.” Her voice dropped to awhisper. “Maybe there’ s something that
no one except mewill see, something that only | will understand...”

Abby nodded. That was how it worked much of the time. No one on the outside could see what he had
really been saying, only the one person who had been there, had heard the words, seen the expressions,
could read the hidden text. Willalooked ill, she redlized, haggard, asif she had not dept enough for
weeks. She had lost her father, Abby thought then, but Willahad lost her future. She embraced the ol der
woman, and it was settled. Willawould help with the nove.

Abby bought the laptop computer, made another copy of the novel manuscript, and took it to Felicia's
town house; they planned for her to be there daily after Brice went to the office. Willawould go after
work, and Feliciawould work at it off and on during the day and evening. Abby hadn’t told Brice about
the computer yet, or about the other things Jud had written that she was not willing to share with anyone
else, and she would not tell him that Willawas involved in any way. Hisfear for her, Abby, wastoo red,
too immediate for her to add to it in any way.

She began making dinners again, hastily prepared mealsthat did not require much thought. Brice never
complained about medls; he said he had been abache or for so long, any home-cooked food was like
ambrosa

After dinner each night she went to her study to work on the notes of condolence, shetold him, and to
sort more of the papers. He took that without complaint also; he had seen the boxes of papers and knew
they had to be sorted, but as the days passed, he began to show anirritability that manifested itself in
unexpected ways. He complained about Spook, always wanting in or out. He complained about
ChrigtinaMaas. Where was the goddamn movie contract? What was she doing? And what were the
cops doing? Nothing! They must have enough to make an arrest, to move forward. He complained about
people she had never heard of, clients, she assumed, and about his workload with year-end reports
coming up, and the annual audit, and did she remember to take hisgray suit to the cleaners, and the
house was garting to look like ateenage hangout.

Well, that was true, she admitted to herself; she was not as negt as he was and tended to leave a swesater
on achair, or her shoesin theliving room, and for weeks she had not dusted, or vacuumed, or done
anything else about housework. Tomorrow, she promised herself, shewould clean things up abit. Then
sheforgot when she got involved once more in comparing the disks with the hard drive. She found the
missing pieces of the novel and read them, then reread them, making no sense a al of the contents.
There was one entire chapter and a piece of another. Out of context, she decided, they appeared
completely harmless to anyone, but in context, read by the right person, maybe they were dangerous.
She put them aside to take to Felicia’ s house, to be added to the manuscript.

“What' sredlly bugging you?’ she asked one night when Brice said he had no clean shirts. He had severa
shirtsready to wear, she knew. He had put them through the washer and dryer himsalf when she had
forgotten to do them. She was clearing the table, taking plates to the dishwasher, and had both handsfull.

“You,” he said bluntly. “Y ou’ ve become so obsessed with what you' re doing, you don’t have time for
me, for us. Y ou were like azombie one week, then gone for aweek, and now, here in thishouse, every
day you're farther away, more distant. Y ou're never herewhen | call, or e'se you just don’'t even bother
to pick up the phone—I don't know which isworse. Abby, come back. That' swhat’ s bugging me. |
want you back.”

She put the plates down and went to him, and they held each other fiercely, her face againgt his chest.
“I'm sorry,” shesaid. “Brice, I'm sorry. | just fed like | haveto get through with all that stuff before
things can start getting back to normd. | can’t help it. | haveto finish things. It won’t take much longer.”



“Chrigt,” hesaid into her hair, “I’ve doneit again. Come on like aspoiled kid. I'm the onewho' s sorry,
who has something to be sorry about. | just missyou so damn much. | love you so much, it’skilling meto
See you o hurt, so possessed. Let’sgo upstairs,” he said huskily.

She nodded.

“Wait aminute,” he said, releasing her; he set aplate of scraps on the floor. “ So she won't whine outside
the bedroom door.” They both laughed and went upgtairs.

Later that night, after Brice was adeep, she got up again, finished clearing the table, and then went to her
own room to read some more. And on Friday morning she returned to Felicia’ s town house. Possessed,
she thought, ringing the bell.

The condominium was on a hillsde overlooking Amazon Parkway, ameticuloudy landscaped site that
Feliciacaled the prison yard. She called her one-bedroom unit her jail in town. It was a handsomejalil,
beautifully furnished with antiques and with her artwork on thewalls, no messy paintsor clay in sight.
Abby was surprised to see Willathere; she had not noticed her car parked at the curb out front.

“I took the day off,” Willasaid. “We re so near theend, | couldn’t stand it, not finishing.”

Willahad found hersdlf in the novel severd times; one time she had blushed, and another time she had
wept. The passages werelyrical, joyful, erotic, but of course no one else would know he had been
writing about her. Abby could imagine the lieutenant’ s expression if they ingsted that that was how Jud
redlly had felt about Willa; he would be palite, she thought, and his noncommittal mask would snap right
inplace.

“I put the last chapterstogether last night,” Feliciasaid as Abby took off her jacket. “And | finished
reading the entire novel. What I'll do today, while you both catch up, is start making notes about the
characters| recognize.” Shelooked at Abby with great sadness. “It’sawonderful nove,” she said softly.
She went to the living room to her rocking chair, with both white poodles a her feet, a notebook on her
lap, and manuscript pages on an end table within reach.

Abby and Willawent to the dining table and started to read.

It was late in the afternoon; they had been working for hours when Willa dropped the chapter she was
reading onto the table; her face was white and tears ood in her eyes. “It wasn't fair,” she whispered.
“God! Sending childrento fight afilthy war! It was sinful, wicked. Those men behind it al should betried
aswar criminds, dl of them! Execution istoo good for them!”

They dl knew that dthough Jud caled his character Link, he had been writing about himsdlf. Link’s
ordedl in Vietnam had been Jud' s ordedl, and he had finally gottentoit in thelast novel. The chapter
Abby wasreading had Link drafted, tested, and assigned to communications; he became aradioman for
thetroops. A knot had formed in her chest when she read about a beautiful young Vietnamese woman, a
girl of seventeen, who was atrandator for hisunit. One day his sergeant, a Texan of gargantuan
proportions, yeled, “What the fuck doesthisfucking shit mean?’ Link had said, “1 think it saysthey got
logt, ran around in circleslooking for the latrine.” He had glanced at the girl and caught afleeting grinon
her face that dways before had been without expression. They had teatogether, then took awalk,
talked. They did it again the next day, and the next... Shetold him her grandmother warned her not to
swim inthe river because there was agiant ray with atail that could reach al the way acrosstheriver and
catch someone, drag her to its mouth, and eat her in one bite.

“Didyou svimintheriver?’



“Oh, yes. But | kept an eye out for the ray. The convent school was a kilometer from my house, and
every day | took off my clothes, most of them,” she quickly added with alittle smile, “and | told my
brother to carry them home for me. | swam home.”

“Why not al the clothes?’ he teased.

“Because Grandmother said the leecheswill crawl into agirl. Y ou know. And shewill swell up likethis,
and then shewill die.” She held her hands out from her body to show the swelling, like the last trimester
of pregnancy. Her hands were so tiny, her fingers perfect, each one perfect. Her wrisiswere assmall as
achild's. “When you swell up and die,” she said gravely, “the leeches come pouring out, like a black
sream. So,” shesaid in apractica manner, “I didn’t take off al my clothes. | kept my pants, and tied
them very tightly around my legs with cords, and another cord tight around my waist. To keep the
leechesout.” They both laughed.

They made lovethat day.

Willa stood up and went to the sink, and Abby returned to the chapter she was reading. The knot of
dread grew until she fdt filled with it as page after page described the love affair between Link and the
Vietnamese trandator he called Sammy.

They met behind the camp, in the mess tent between meadls, in the communi cations tent. Shetook himto
ahut in the forest where they could pretend the rest of the world had vanished. He told her about Rabbit
Lake, the village he had grown up in, and she told him about her family, her village. They made elaborate,
incredible plans to run away together, away from war. She wept with fear when he went out on missions,
and with relief when he returned, and he promised he would never kill any of her countrymen. It wasa
lie. He was the one who transmitted the ordersfor air strikes, for helicopter firepower, for
reinforcements. She said she feared her brother would kill him, and how could she bear such athing?

“Y our brother? But you're... | mean... | don’'t know what | mean.”

“Y ou know. Three brothers, one fighting for your cause, one againgt. Father against son. Brother against
brother. Mother againgt daughter. Husband againgt wife. That’ swhat thiswar has doneto us.”

She began to fold up the sheet. She dways brought a clean sheet for themtolieon. “It'stime,” she said
gently. Then, kneeling, holding the sheet againgt her breast, she said, “Once ayear, one day ayear, we
can put aside the war and honor our grandmother. My brothers, my uncles, al of us can put the war
aside. If for one day, why not two, then three? Why war that never ends?’ Shelooked at him sadly and
shook her head. “Y ou can't answer, my love, nor can . It' stime.”

He thought that hislovefor her would kill him; his heart could not contain such love without shattering.

Abby put down the last page of the chapter and, without looking up, put the paper clip back oniit, laid it
on the stack of manuscript she had finished reading. Shefelt asif her own heart might shatter.

Reuctantly she reached for the next chapter, the one that had brought about Willa's outburst. Willacame
up behind her and rested her hand on Abby’ s shoulder, pressed her cheek against Abby’ shead for a
moment, then went back to her own chair and picked up another chapter without aword.

Abby read swiftly. Sammy and Link were together every minute they were off duty. He wanted to marry
her, take her home when he got out, or stay with her in Vietnam. It was dl he could think of, waysto
keep her forever. Then one day he was caled to the captain’ s tent and was confronted there by his
lieutenant and the Texan sergeant.



He stood at attention as the lieutenant told him what they wanted. He detested the lieutenant, blond,
mid-twenties, an MBA inred life, alieutenant in Vietnam. All they wanted, the lieutenant said, wasthe
date of afamily celebration and the location. He thought of the many ways hewould liketo kill the
lieutenant with hisicy eyesand pink cheeks.

“Yes, dr,” hesad, and he knew al three men watching him were aware that he was lying. He would
warn her, he thought, tell her they would use her in some way.

The sergeant began to bluster, to threaten, and the captain held up hishand. He wasin hisforties,
experienced, a career officer who knew hismen. “Ligten, son,” he said. “We dl want the same thing

here, for this goddamn war to be over. That'sdl any of uswants, to get it over with and go home. This
girl’soldest brother isacolond in the Vietcong, and we want him. We don't want him dead, or hurt. We
want him aive. The more of their officers we can turn, the sooner the war ends. He' s mulltilingud, just like
her; they dl are, the whole family. He can be helpful. Not dead, he can’t be, but dive, convinced that
they can’t win, he can help us get out of this goddamn mirewe rein.” He nodded toward the lieutenant.
“He Il lead the platoon. They'll walk in and take one man, then leave with him. The celebration will
continue, no one hurt, no shotsfired.”

“Yes, dr,” Link said, exactly as he had before. The captain flushed, and the lieutenant looked ready to
soring a him.

“Meanwhile, you' re restricted to camp,” the captain said. “ Communications tent, mess hall, your tent.
Period. Think about it, soldier. Dismissed.” He turned to the sergeant and said, “Tell Sammy | want her
inmy office ASAP.”

Hethought dl that day, that night. They had planned this, dl of it. They had alowed him to be donewith
her for hours at atime, given him time off when she was off, looked the other way when he went into the
forest with her. No one else had been able to get close to her, but he had, and they had seen it and
planned to use hislovefor her, hersfor him. He thought, They had bugged the hut, heard what she said
about honoring her grandmother one day ayear, heard everything both of them had said. He felt nothing
but hatred for them, dl of them. He redlized he could say nothing, someone might be listening; if he
warned her and they overheard, they might seize her and treat her like aspy, force her to talk. The
thought filled him with terror. Hetried to avoid her, but it was usdless; they worked & the sametimein
the same place. Shelooked at him longingly, and reached out for his hand one day when they were
alone. He drew away and turned his back.

“What have | done, my love?’ shewhispered.
“I havework to do,” he said brusquely.

“My love, please, look at me. What has happened? The captain said | cannot leave the camp, you
cannot leave. What has happened?’

“I don’'t know. | think they’ re afraid spies have comein or something.”

From the corner of his eye he could see her shake her head, could seethe glint of tearsin her eyes. She
faced the wall and gazed at the map there. He doubted she was seeing it.

“I must leavefor ashort time,” she said. “What will they do to meif | leave without permission?’

“They’ll decide you' re aspy and dedl with you the way they deal with dl spies” He saw ashudder ripple
through her.



“Always before they let me go hometo my village for aday, for two days. Now they say | must stay
here. But | must go home, just for one day. On Sunday | must go. My grandmother... She needs mefor
just oneday.”

He dashed across the tent, to clamp his hand over her mouth, to make her unsay the words. The
lieutenant entered the small communications tent then and looked at them both coldly. “1t doesn’t appear
that either of you isinterested in the work you' ve been assigned,” he said. “ The captain wants you right
now,” he said to Sammy.

Abby was reading faster and faster, her hands swesating, her heart racing. Thiswas the woman he had
written about; in the incident about Teri Frazier’ s death, he had combined Teri and this Viethamese
woman, hislover.

For the next two days Link could not find her; the captain was keeping her busy, under lock and
key—trandating a classfied document of some sort, someone told him. Sunday morning the lieutenant
and sergeant took a platoon out; Link had not been assigned as radioman for thismission. An hour after
they left, Sammy gppeared at the communicationstent, and he felt his knees give asrdlief swept through
him. “Wak with me,” she said. The captain, at his desk reading something, barely glanced up. He said,
“Takeawadk, soldier.”

They walked without touching or speaking. Then shetook his hand and pressed it to her cheek. Sheled
him to a place he had not seen before. There was atiny stream. They bathed, made love, and then
walked some more.

Abby had cometo the part she had read before. “Bewhole, my love...” Sammy left him in the fores,
and hefollowed her. He heard music and redlized she had gone to her village. He ssumbled through the
forest toward the music and reached the clearing of the village at dmost the same time the platoon
gppeared a thefar Sde of it, tiny figures emerging from the jungle, their rifles ready, spreading out to
encircle the small houses. Someone was running from house to house, and the Americans began shooting.

Then the red shooting started, and the Vietcong swarmed over the platoon, firing from dl directions. The
platoon had walked into an ambush.

Link sank to the ground. He was there when the first two helicopters appeared and were shot down. He
was there when other helicopters came in and firebombed the village. When the rescue squad appeared
and scoured the area for the wounded and the dead, he was the only survivor they found; they carried
him out.

Abby was trembling when she put down the last page.

“You need adrink,” Feliciasaid, and handed her a glass that was mostly scotch. “ And you both need to
stop for today,” she added. She started to put the novel chapters back in the box.

Abby took adrink and choked; the scotch burned her mouth, her throat, al the way down. “1 haveto go
home,” shesad faintly.

“Yes, you do. | figure that tomorrow Willawill finish the last chapter, and over the weekend I’ Il get my
notes pretty much done.”

Abby had told them that she wouldn’t be able to come over during the weekend. She had to spend some
time with Brice, or hewould flip out totally. She would finish reading the other copy of the nove a home.

“On Monday we can tak about it,” Feliciasaid. “Willa, stay for dinner?’



Willashook her head. “Thanks. I... | have to go home, too.”
“Yes, | expect you do,” Feliciasaid.

Abby was grateful for Felicia' s matter-of-factness, her steadiness; she had read the entire novel, she
knew exactly what Willaand Abby were going through now, and she was the calm storm center that was
holding them both together, keeping them from dissolving into tears. Hesitantly Abby asked, “ Did the girl,
Sammy, did shediethat day?’

“I don't know,” Feliciasaid. “For Link the war ended that day; he never referred to her again. | just
don’t know.” Shelooked at Abby sharply. “Pull yoursdlf together, child. No one outside this house
realizes how autobiographica hisnovelsare. And we don’t know what really happened that day, or to
whom.”

Dully Abby nodded, thinking, Brice wasright all dong. Someone knew something terrible, had extorted
money, had blackmailed Jud, who had believed he had lured his own comradesinto adeadly trap. That
girl, Sammy, had used him; his own officers had used him. She had come back to haunt him. Maybe she
had been watching him for years, and as soon as she thought there was any money to be had, she
demanded it. Abby thought of the working title of hisnovel, and she knew it was hisred title, thefina
title, the end of the four-volume novel: Guiilt.

13

After Abby finished the last page of the novel on Saturday afternoon, she sat at her desk gazing out the
window for along time. Finally she nodded and drew in abregth; the best thing he had ever written. The
ending had |eft her reluctant to reenter the world of the concrete, the real world. She wanted to stay with
the nove longer, think about it, fed whatever it was she wasfeding for avery long time. Peace, she
thought in wonder; she was filled with asense of peace she had not felt in many months.

Almost reverently she reached across the desk and rested her hand on the mahogany box; she knew she
was thanking him, thanking God or fate or whatever it wasthat had granted him enough timeto finish his
work, finaly to find the peace he had looked for.

Shedid not stir until Spook made alow noisein her throat and lifted her head, her earstwitching, her
sgnd that Brice had come home. At lunch Abby had told him that she wasfinaly through responding to
the sympathy notes, and he had breathed asigh of relief. And, she had added, she would finish the novel
and have it ready to send to Christinaon Monday. He had gone out on some mysterious errands of his
own.

Shewent down to greet him.

“Done?’ he asked, hanging up hisjacket.

“Done”

“Great. Happy ending?’

Shehesitated. “1 think so.”

“Oh, God, more ambiguity. Never mind. I'll wait for the movie.”

They had argued once about one of Jud's novels, which Brice said was such amixture of fact and fantasy
that he couldn’t follow what was redly happening, couldn’t tell what wasredl.



“It'sdl real,” she had said, amused. “ Sometimes you use metaphors to express what can’'t be said
outright, but that doesn’t mean the metaphors aren’t redl. Y ou bypass the rational mind and go straight to
the symbalic.”

He had clamped his hands over hisearsin mock horror. “English lit lecture time. Spare me. | damn near
flunked it.”

“And you should have flunked it, you illiterate hulk.”
Now he reached in the pocket of hisjacket and drew out an envelope. “Guesswhat?’ | give.

“Tonight we' re going out on the town. Dinner reservations a Willie's, show at the Hult Center. David
Copperfidd, magic show. They had seven segts|eft. | snagged acouple.”

It was afun night, an excellent dinner followed by laughter and marvels. Brice looked so smug, he made
her think of adoctor who, after many vain attempits, findly found the right medication for adifficult
patient. And she had needed desperately to laugh, to relax.

Her dreamsthat night werefilled with illusions, with magic. Shereached for Felicia shand, and Fdlicia
turned into a stranger. She wasin a house of mirrors where she could see Brice but could not get to him;
she bumped into hersalf again and again. She was swimming to the cabin that kept receding farther and
farther out of reach, and there was something in the water with her, something dreadful, fearful, invisble.
Shewas drawn to aflower, agardeniajust opening. She picked it, and it turned into alovely naked girl,
and then shewasthe girl holding atiger in the pam of her hand. It began to grow, and she knew it was
devouring her, shewasturning into the tiger. It was neither painful nor frightening, just interesting to know
she was becoming atiger.

Brice had aready eaten breakfast and was reading the newspaper when she went down the next
morning. No matter what time he went to bed, he was awake before seven the next morning; her interna
clock didn’t keep time that way. It was after nine.

“Good morning,” they said in unison. Laughing, she blew him akiss and went on to make toast and pour
coffee. They were out of juice. Today she would make ashopping list, she promised hersdlf.

“I kept dreaming of magic tricks,” she said at the table with her coffee and toast.

“He' sgood, isn't he? There’ s a show that comes on now and then on TV, they explain how some of
those tricks are done. We should watch it sometime.”

She shook her head. “And spoil thefun? 1’ d rather think it’ smagic.” She began to read the comics
section as she ate, and he went back to the section he had been reading. Neither spoke again until she
got up to pour another cup of coffee.

“Abby,” he said then, “1 can take the notes and the manuscript to the office and mail them there. Y ou
won't have to bother with the post office. But what next? When will you finish the rest of the stuff you
brought home?’

“I don’'t want my notes put through a postage machine,” she said, thinking of the many handwritten notes
she had read, the ones she had written in response. “ That seems so ingtitutiond. 1’1l do them.” More
dowly she sad, “It’ sgoing to take some time to finish the short stories and story notes, al thisweek
maybe. | don’'t know. And I’ ll have to go back to the cabin and sort through the rest of thefiles. As
literary executor, that’ s my job now. | just don’t know how long it’sal going to take.”

He stood and crossed the kitchen, got more coffee for himsalf, and brought it back. “Next weekend,” he



sad, “let’sgo together, early Saturday, box up everything you think you haveto look over and bring it al
home. Close up the place for the winter. Bury your father’ sashes. It' stime, Abby,” he said gently. “It’'s

past time.”

Shefdt hersdf siffen with hiswords, and she couldn't help it. “Not yet,” she said through tight lips. “I’'m
not ready yet.”

“Y ou asked me afew days ago what’ s bugging me, and | told you part of it. There' sanother part. Those
ashesin our house, in the same room with you day after day. Maybe I’ m superdtitious and never knew it
before, but it’ s bugging me to the point where | dream of them. And if it sdoing that to me, | can't
imagine how it' s affecting you. It' slike he' s haunting us, a presence here dl thetime.”

“Oh, God, Brice—"

He held up hishand and said, “Hold it aminute. Y ou know that the Halburtsons will take off by the end
of the month and no one will be anywhere near you, not for miles. Y ou can't go up there alone, and next
weekend isthe last weekend I'll have free until after thefirst of the year. We haveto do it then, Abby.”

He was being reasonable, she knew, but this had nothing to do with reason. “1 just can't right now,” she
sad.

“Canyou tdl mewhy not?’

Miserably she shook her head. “I’ m just not ready. Give me afew daysto think about it. Don’'t push me
right now. Maybe | have to wait for the police to come up with something. | don’t know why. Just not
yet”

He regarded her for amoment with a bewildered expression, then his mouth tightened and he turned
away. “1 told you how | fed about having hisashesin my house. It's more than grotesque, it's obscene,
like you' re becoming amember of the cult of the dead. How | fed apparently doesn’t mean anything to
you. Think about it then. But next weekend | want it to end, Abby. | want our life back.” Heleft the
room, taking his coffee with him.

A few minutes|ater, up in her room, moving mechanically, she began to put her notesin abox, to be
stamped, mailed. Threerolls of stamps, she thought distantly, and remembered how touched she had
been when shefirst started to read the letters and cards that had poured in. How grateful for those that
had no return address. And grateful for those that implored her not to respond, those that acknowledged
her grief and the burden of responding. Grateful for theillegible onesthat she couldn’t respond to.

Gradudly the room would be cleared of all these things, she thought, gazing at the box of cards and
letters that had comein, the box of his private papers she had not yet read, the early drafts she had
extracted from his novel, and the finished manuscript... Her gaze came to rest on the mahogany box; she
shook her head violently. Not yet! First she had to know who killed him and why, and who had
blackmailed him and why, who he had known in San Francisco. ..

The nove had not given her any clue. But of course he wouldn't have written about ablackmailer, or a
possible murderer. There had been no mention of San Francisco.

Suddenly she shifted her gaze to the box of cards and |etters she had answered. Some of them had come
from San Francisco. She had stopped reading every word; again and again the message had been the
same, how much his books had meant, how important they had been to the writer...

Franticaly she began to go through the box, searching for a San Francisco return address. She found



one, another... Fourteenin al. Seven from Oakland. Nine from Berkeley. She sat at her desk and
opened the top one: “Dear Mrs. Connors, | fed | have to express my sorrow over the loss of your
father.

His books were so important to me personaly that | felt he was my friend, someone who understood me
asnoonedsecould...” The next onewas very like that, and the next. Most of them had been like that.
She opened another one. "My Dear Mrs. Connors, Please accept my deepest most heartfelt sympathy
for youinthistimeof grief. Theworld haslost avery finewriter. | havelost adear friend.” The
handwriting was old-world, spidery, difficult to read, with words that she could not decipher at al. There
was something, something, ” ... such hope asthey never dreamed of. He will be sorely missed, but never
forgotten.” There was something else that she couldn’t make out. Then the spidery signature: Fr. Jean
Auguste. Sheread it again, then studied the envelope. A different hand had addressed it in clear, bold
script, and the return address didn’t include aname, merely a street number and city.

Father, she thought. She had addressed her response Fr. but it meant Father. A priest. A dear friend.
She examined the spidery writing again; the writing of someone very old, maybe sick. Hagtily she
scanned the other notes from the San Francisco area, but she knew this was the one she had been
looking for. Father Jean Auguste. A dear friend. Her hand was shaking, she redlized with surprise, and
put the letter down, rubbed her hands together asif they were chilled. She had to go see him. He would
know about the money, or tell her who to talk to, tell her something. He would know something.

“What on earth are you talking about?’ Brice demanded. “Y ou can't just take off and go see someone
you never heard of. Tdl that lieutenant hisname, let him investigate it. That’ shisjob.” She had opened his
study door without knocking; he was at his desk before his computer, which was scrolling lists of
numbers. He blanked the screen and jumped up, crossed to her and grabbed her arm, nearly shoving her
out of the room, into the hall.

“I'mgoing,” she sad, jerking avay from him. “I have my reservation, sevenishin the morning. I’ ll come
home on the eeven o’ clock flight tomorrow night.”

“For God' s sake, Abby! Thisis crazinessl Who is he? Cal him on the phone. Y ou don’t have to go
down there.”

“| do haveto.” She hadn’t told Brice the priest’ s name, and now she was glad. Brice might decideto tell
the police, but she might learn something that could never be told to anyone, not the police, or Brice, or
anyone ese. Jud had kept his secret until he died, and she would do the samething if necessary.

“Let’'sgt down and talk about this,” Brice said, hisface flushed with anger.

“I'll 9t down, but there’' s nothing to talk about. I’ m going to see that priest tomorrow. My father met
someone in San Francisco, and thisisthe only hint so far of who it might have been.”

She waked downstairs and he followed; they went to the living room, where she sat on the couch and he
waked back and forth jerkily.

“Y ou don’'t know athing about him. He might not even be there now. Wasted effort, and expensive. You
scare me, Abby. Y ou redlly scare me acting like this. He could be aloony-bin candidate, acult leader or
something. | just won't let you do thisl”

“Doyou redly think you can stop me?’

He stopped pacing and stared at her. “Thisiswhat | mean,” he said hoarsdly. “I can see you changing
day by day, changing into someone | don’'t know anymore. Y ou’ re having a breakdown or something.”



She jumped up from the couch. “ Oh, for heaven’s sake! Shut up, just shut up! And stop telling mewhat |
can or can't do. I’'m going to take Spook for awalk.”

She had Father Jean Auguste' sletter in her purse, and her responseto it; shetook her purse with her
when she |ft the house. Tomorrow, she thought. Tomorrow.

14

Abby stood outside a Victorian house on Geary Street and checked the address once more against the
note she had received. There appeared to be two entrances to the house, one up aflight of steps, the
other at alower leve, with awinding ramp leading to it. Slowly she climbed the steps, drew in along
breath at the top, then rang the bell. She thrust the note into her pocket.

The door was opened by a plump, middle-aged woman in agray long-deeved dress with awhite apron.
Her gray hair was pulled back in abun, but afew tendrils had escaped to curl over one ear. She could
have been typecast asaservant in aplay set at the turn of the century. “Yes?’ she said.

“I’'m looking for someone,” Abby said hesitantly. “ Father Jean Auguste. |s he here?’
“Father Jean? Y es. Please, comein. HE |l be happy to receive aguest.”

Thesmél hit Abby then, medicind, mixed with floor wax, antiseptics, cleaning fluids... Hospitd smdls,
she realized, gazing about the foyer she entered. Many flowers on low tables, afew easy chairsarranged
in conversation groups, a highly polished, wide-plank floor, broad carpeted stairs, and ahal partly visble
with closed doors on both sides.

“What isthis place?’ sheasked inalow voice.

“You don't know?’ The woman had started walking toward the stairs; she turned to look at Abby. “It’'s
ahospice” shesad. “I’'m Sigter Monique. Father Jean Augusteis upstairs. Are you afriend of his?’

“No. I've never met him. My father was afriend. Father Jean Auguste wrote me anote afew weeks ago
when my father... when he passed away.”

A doubtful look crossed the sister’ sface, and she came back the few steps she had taken. “He wrote to
you recently?’

Abby pulled out the note and handed it to her. Sister Monique read it and handed it back. “I’m very
sorry,” shesaid. “1 was surprised that Father Jean had written to anyone these past few months. He's
very ill, my dear, and very weak. Hismind islucid, but his medication causeshim to lapseinto deep
frequently. If that happens, you must leave. Now, come dong. I'll take you to hisroom, and if he's
awake, | imagine he'll be glad to seeyou.”

Asthey went up the stairs, Abby’ sdread grew. They reached a halway with many doors, afew of them
open to reved small rooms, hospital beds, flowers on windowsills, people who had come hereto die. A
nurse with atray entered aroom and closed the door.

Sister Monique stopped walking. She glanced at Abby, then said, “If you' re going to beill, or sart crying
or anything, it would be better not to pay acall. For his sake,” she added crisply.

“'mall right,” Abby said.

After asearching look, the sster tapped lightly on the door and opened it a crack to peer within. “Ah,
Father, you're awake. How fortunate! Y ou have avisitor!” Her voice had become cheerful, and she had



awide smile on her face as she entered the room, motioning Abby to follow. “Mrs. Connors has cometo
seeyou, Father.”

Hewas so shrunken, his body barely raised the comforter over hisframe. Music played softly, Berlioz.
He had been facing the window; dowly heturned his head to gaze at Abby. His skin was so thin and
trand ucent that his bones showed, hisveins. His sparse hair blended into the white of the pillow. One
skeletal hand rested on top of the comforter. It appeared that he wastrying to raiseit, but he succeeded
only inmoving hisfingersdightly.

Sister Monique moved astraight chair close to the bed, glanced around the room, then said, “Ring if you
want anything, Father.” A cdl button was pinned to the comforter near his hand.

“Mrs. Connors? Jud' s daughter?’ the old man asked in awhispery voice.

“Yes, I'm Abby Connors” she said, and sat in the chair close enough to touch him. The room was
claustrophobic; it contained a bureau, the chair she wasin, a bedside stand. Potted orchidsin bloom
filled the windowsill, gay yelow, adeep rosy red, white. A crucifix hung onthewall opposite hisbed. A
CD player on the bedside stand played the Berlioz.

She shouldn't have come here, Abby thought despairingly. She didn’'t know what to say to him, what to
ask him. “I’m sorry to bother you,” she said findly. “Y ou wrote me, and I—’

“Did hefind peace?’ the old man asked, hisvoice dmost inaudible.
She nodded. “Y es. He found love and peace before he died.”

He closed his eyes and mumbled something, and she wanted to touch him, not let him fal adeep yet, but
shedidn’t dare. He was praying, sheredized. In Latin.

“Thank you, child,” he whispered after amoment. “I prayed that he would find peace. In the bureau,
top...” A spasm shook him; the comforter rippled with his movement. “Papers,” hesaid. “They’ll tell
you.” He sighed deeply and closed his eyes.

Thistime he did not open his eyes again, and for amoment she was afraid he was dead, but hisfingers
twitched on the comforter, asif feding the texture of it. Silently she stood up, put the chair back against
thewall, then went to the bureau and opened the top drawer.

There was a swester, bed socks, afew sheets of |etterhead stationery and some envelopes. Shelooked
in the other two drawers. empty. Slowly she returned to the bedside stand and opened the single drawer
there. Hospital items, lotion, powder, asmall basin... There was nothing elsein the room. There was no
closet, nowhere else to look. She went back to the bureau, picked up a sheet of stationery, and drew in
asharp breath: Xuan Bui Indtitute. Viethamese. They would tell her something. That waswhat he had
meant. She folded a sheet of the stationery and put it in her purse, then gazed at the dying man for a
moment, wishing she knew how to pray, wishing she believed it would do him any good for her to try.
Quietly she dipped out.

It was nearly noon when she |eft ataxicab on Tenth Street and |ooked about apprehensively. A
warehouse district? Massive buildings lined both sides of the busy, wide street, warehouses that had been
converted to other uses. Some upper windows were curtained, Venetian blinds hung at some of them,
and small business establishments were housed on the street level. She started to walk, passed aKorean
restaurant that advertised hot pepper ribs, a Brazilian restaurant with FEI-JADA in fading | etters on the
window. A used-furniture store with sad-looking beds and dressers on display. And then windows with
drapes, and a door that had aneet little sgn: XUAN BUI INSTITUTE.



It also had an OPEN sign. A bell announced her presence when she opened the door and walked inside
to aroom outfitted as an office with file cabinets, a desk, telephone, a computer, another door that
opened as she entered. A beautiful Vietnamese woman came into the office and smiled & her. “Can |
help you?’

Staring at her, Abby said, “1 waslooking for an ingtitute, a school or something like that.”

“Xuan Bui Ingtitute,” the other woman said, her amile broadening. “ Thisisthe office; the schoal, I'm
afraid, isin Vietnam. What can | do for you?’

She was dressed in black jeans and a T-shirt with silk-screened water lilies on it, Adidas shoes, no
jewdry. Her hair was short and straight, gleaming; she was very lovely, her faceivory-toned likean
antique cameo, with fine bones.

“I don't know,” Abby said dmost helplessy. Thiswoman was too young to tell her anything she needed
to know, she thought. And Americanized, not redlly Vietnamese. Her diction was flawless, without a
trace of accent. “ Father Jean Auguste said someone here could tell me something. Isthere anyone else?’
A nameplate on the desk had the words THANH BUI. A name? Abby didn’t know.

“Father Jean? He sent you?” Thewoman’s eyes widened, and her smile vanished. “Y ou’ re Judson
Vickers sdaughter?’

Abby nodded.

Swiftly the woman crossed the office space and turned the OPEN sign around. “1 was going to close up
and havelunch,” shesaid. “I’m Thanh Bui. | can answer your questions. | addressed the note to you, but
Father Jean wrote it himsdlf. Please, have lunch with me.”

Abby hesitated only a second, then nodded again, and they walked from the office out to the street.
Neither spoke as Thanh led the way to the corner, past afew businesses, then into arestaurant.
“Vietnamese,” Thanh said. “We Il have pho, my daily lunch.” She smiled dightly, spokein Vietnameseto
acounterman, and went straight to abooth. There were adozen or more other customersin the
restaurant, most of them Vietnamese. Some of them spoke to Thanh as she passed, in Viethamese,
English, even in French. She responded to each in kind. “What do you want to drink?’ she asked when
they were both seated. “| already ordered soup for us. I'll have jasminetes; it's very good here.”

Abby shrugged dightly. “That’ sfine.” She didn’t care what she ate or drank, and doubted that she could
egt anything. “Y ou knew my father?’

“Just asecond,” Thanh said as the counterman approached, bringing them water. She spoke briefly to
him, and he left. She studied Abby for amoment before she said, “I never met him, but I know much
about him.”

Abby’ s disappointment must have shown, she thought, leaning back, exhaling. Another dead end.
Pointless.

Thanh regarded her with sympathy. “I’m very sorry about your loss,” shesaid. “1 didn’t know him
persondly, as| said, but | share your grief. Many people share your grief.”

Abby’ s hands were folded on the table, and for amoment she feared that Thanh was going to reach
across, take her hand, touch her; she put her handsin her lap.

“Here' sour teg,” Thanh said as the counterman returned to place the pot and cups on the table. When he
|eft again, she poured for them both. “I’ll tell you what | know, and afterward you ask your questions.”



Shedid not wait for aresponse. “We lived in Saigon when | was very young, no more than ababy,” she
said. “My father was an engineer and my mother worked for the French embassy as atrandator. She
peaks six languages fluently,” she added. “When the French left, Father Jean told my parentsthat others
would come, the Americans would come, and they should return to the countryside, where they might be
safer. He got her ajob teaching at a convent school not far from our grandmother’ svillage, and that’s
where we moved. My parents, three brothers, and my sister. We had been relatively weathy— middle
class, | suppose you would say—and suddenly we were peasants.”

She sipped her teaand drew back as the counterman placed large soup bowls and a number of small
condiment bowls on the table. Thanh named the various additions to the soup as she added them to her
own bowl: cilantro, flakes of red pepper, rice noodles, other things that Abby had never heard of .

“Try it,” Thanh urged her gently. “I imagine you haven't recognized your own hunger.”

Following Thanh's example, Abby added some of the condiments, and the soup was delicious. Sheredlly
had not recognized her hunger pangs.

“So,” Thanh said, continuing her story as she ate, “it happened as Father Jean had predicted; the
Americans came, the war became aravenous monster. My father was conscripted, and we never saw
him again. Then my oldest brother vanished into the forest one night when he was sixteen. The next year
another brother went into the forest. No one told me anything: | wastoo young. Later | knew that they
had both joined the forces from the north. When my sister, Xuan, was sixteen, she began to work for the
Americansasatrandator. My mother had taught us al well; Xuan was agood trandator.”

She put down her spoon and gazed over Abby’ s shoulder, her expression remote now. “ One day Father
Jean cameto tell us good-bye. The school would be closed, the nuns recalled, and he would be sent to
the United States, to work with the Vietnamese refugees. He had come from atown in France, in the
Burgundy region; it was his dream to return to his own village one day, but he never did. Then the
Americans burned the schoal; they said the Vietcong were using it as ameeting place.”

She drew her gaze back to Abby. “Thiswasal avery long time ago,” she said softly. “Before you were
born even. And | wasachild. For usit’sno more than history.”

For Thanh it was more, Abby knew; pain of the memorieswas clearly written on her face.

“By thetimel waseight,” Thanh went on briskly, “1 was seeing what | had not seen before, dthough it
had been there to see. Xuan was meseting with our brothersin secret. A few milesaway from our village
was the American camp where she worked, and from it missons were sent out daily. The soldiersfrom
that particular camp were grestly feared; the captain who ordered the missions was considered one of
the best soldiers, very smart and cunning, and without mercy. My brothers and sster, and others, of
course, were plotting to entrap the best unit from that camp, the best soldiers, the most hated lieutenant,
and destroy them.”

Shelifted her teacup, then set it down without asip. “My sSster was avery important part of thetrap,”
shesaid dowly. “Her job wasto seduce asoldier, to make him fall in love with her, and pretend love for
him, and to confide in him, tell him about an important family meeting that would take place on acertain
day. A mesting that would bring in officers from the Vietcong to participate in a celebration. She knew
that what she had to say must be reported to the soldier’ s superiors, or at least be overheard by them. |
don’t know how they managed the details, but that iswhat happened. She used the young soldier; his
own officers used him and learned of the celebration, and they planned to raid it, to capture and kill
important officers, destroy their rendezvous site. Everyone used the innocent young soldier,” she said
fantly. “Hewasyour father.”



For atime neither spoke; Abby couldn’'t have spoken, her mouth was too dry, her lipstoo stiff. The
same story her father had told in the novel, afew details changed, but the same story. The Vietnamese
trandator had seduced him, used him, discarded him, just as he had written about Sammy, who had
seduced the boy Link and discarded him.

Thanh seemed logt in the past. She broke the silence. “Mogt of this| learned from my brotherslater,” she
sad. “Over aperiod of severd daysthe villagers quietly left the village; my mother took my youngest
brother and me and our grandmother to my uncle' s house. The Cong moved into the village to keep up
the gppearance of normalcy, to light cooking fires, tend the vegetable gardens... Then they left also, but
the fireswere burning, cooking smellsintheair, afew animalswandering about. Normd villagelife. The
Americans moved in, and someone began to run from house to house warning the people that they were
coming, or so it appeared. The Americans began to shoot. And the Cong sprang the trap. They
annihilated the American unit that day. No American init survived, and only one of our people waskilled.
My sster. She was the person they saw running from house to house.”

Abby remembered what Jud had written; the beautiful girl, hislover, had taken him into the forest and left
him. She knew what was coming; she wouldn't have gone back to the village.

Thanh said very quietly, “ The plans went awry. She was not supposed to fal inlove with the big
American, but she did. And she betrayed him. She made our brothers promise not to hurt him, to ensure
his safety, and she took her part in thefina scene, her act of atonement. He saw her get shot, and he saw
the helicopters comein later and firebomb the village. He knew. He collgpsed, and my brothers stood
guard over him until the American rescue team arrived. They did not harm him, but they believed he
would also die. They said he became a ghost that day.”

Abby wanted to cry out, No! He hadn’t written it that way. Up until now she had believed every word,
but not this. It was Teri Frazier hefelt guilty about, not the Vietnamese girl. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t
move. Thanh reached across the table and touched her hand.

“Let’ swak back to the office,” Thanh said. “I told them I’d pay thebill later. | think we' refinished
here”

On the sidewalk, obliviousto the busy street, the traffic, passersby, Thanh began to talk again. “Back in
1991, Father Jean told us aman appeared on his doorstep one day, your father, who had brought with
him a cashier’ s check for four thousand dollars. He asked Father Jean if he knew about the family of
Xuan Bui, if any of them had survived the war, if the village had been rebuilt. The check wasfor the
village, he said, and his name could not be revealed. At that time he didn’t even tell Father Jean who he
was. Hewas afraid they would reject the money if they knew the source, Father Jean said, and he said
the man gpologized for the meagerness of the check. Father Jean assured him that that much money in
Vietnam was afortune.

“Thefollowing year he came back, with abigger check, and that time he began to ask questions about
the schoal, had it been rebuilt, or adifferent one built. When Father Jean told him there was no school
near that village, he became excited, and said he wanted to build a school there. That it would take time
and patience, but hewould do it.”

They had reached the office; she unlocked the door and they entered. She did not remove the CLOSED
sign. Moationing for Abby to follow, sheled the way through the office to the next room. “We Il be more
comfortable here,” she said. She smiled and gestured to around table with half adozen chairs drawn up
around it. “Not much more comfortable, but alittle. Thisiswhere we plan and scheme.”

They taked for along time. With the American’smoney and the priest’ sinfluence in the church, they had



acquired the land and construction had begun; her mother was the school adminigtrator, and Thanh was
the American coordinator, the one who hunted down the best bargains in computers, paper, textbooks,
even teachers. She brought out photographs that showed the development of the school, from aforest
reclaming the land, to aclearing, atiny one-room building, .another, then alarger building that housed
three classrooms, adormitory, and an office. She gave Abby copies of legal documentsthat detailed
where every penny had been spent.

“As soon as he stipulated the name of the school,” she said, “we knew the name of our benefactor. Xuan
had talked about him to us, and about usto him. We knew. Father Jean has honored the promise he
made to keep our benefactor anonymous; he has never mentioned his name, but there was no need.
When Father Jean becameill, they set up atrust fund in abank herein San Francisco, and the money is
funneled through it anonymoudy. Now, some of our own people are starting to contribute, not merdly
with money but volunteer workers, even volunteer teachers; in time the school will grow and thrive. A
memorid to your father, and to my sger.”

15

On Sunday night Felicia Shaeffer had dinner with her daughter Sara, Sara s husband, John, and their
three children. Sarawas an executive secretary for agroup of attorneys, John worked in the city
building-permit department, and they both took their positions, their responsibilities very serioudy. Their
children took their jobs as grandchildren serioudy aso, she thought, suppressing asigh, as shelistened to
the youngest, eight-year-old Sylvie, play atortured piano piece. Dinner had been exactly correct, broiled
skinless chicken breasts, some weird potatoesin a casserole with fat-free sour cream, green beans that
had been heated but not really cooked—and at thistime of year everyone, except Sara, knew you had to
cook them; God aone knew how far they had traveled, how long ago they had been picked. Everything
measured, calories counted, so many grams of fiber provided, down to the sdlad sprinkled with lemon
juice and dry-roasted sunflower seeds. All very hedthful. Sara, like her father before her, did not believe
acohol was good for you, and served none, not even wine with dinner. At nine o’ clock Feliciayawned
widdly and said old people like her belonged in bed along about now. She escaped.

Back in her own one-bedroom jail, she petted her two dogs affectionately, then went to the kitchen and
poured herself aglass of wine. How on earth had she managed to bring up such... she groped for a
word, found it.. .puritanical children? What had she done wrong? It was the damn pendulum effect, she
thought glumly; shewas of the sixties' live-and-let-live generation, they were the new pure,
holier-than-thou generation. She pitied them, hoping the pendulum had found its farthest reach by now
and soon would start back again.

Daisy and Mae were eyeing her anxioudy, doing their dance, wanting to go out, needing to go out after
hoursinside. At home she could open the door and let them out when necessary, but here she had to
bundle up, put them on leashes, walk with them. It wasn't asif they ever stayed out aminute longer than
they had to, they were house dogs, after al, but they were used to the freedom of choosing when to go
outdoors. And so was she, she thought, looking about the tidy little apartment with distaste.

“All right, girls,” she said then, and got her heavy jacket from the closet. She pulled a stocking cap over
her head, over her ears, added warm wool gloves, and they were ready. Actualy, she needed some
fresh air to clear her mind. A vist with her perfect children and theirs dways |l ft her feding Strange, an
aien among weirdos. Tonight she had no intention of going to bed anytime soon; she had some heavy
thinking to do. A brisk walk first would help.

Tomorrow Willawould come by after work, and Abby had called to say shewouldn’t bethere at al, not
until Tuesday. That wasfine, Feliciahad decided; there were things she had to do before she talked again
with Abby.



At the sametime that Abby was leaving the room of the dying priest on Monday, Feliciawas opening her
door to admit Lieutenant Cadwdll. “Comein, comein,” shesaid. “Back off, girls, down.” Both poodles
were sniffing hislegswith grest interest; they retrested and sat down, keeping their eyeson him. “I'm
glad you could come yourself. Detective Varney isvery pretty, but she certainly isyoung, isn't she?’

He smiled and nodded. “Y oung and pretty, and a very good detective. But your message said you
wanted to see me, so here | am. Y ou have something for me?’

“Let me hang up your jacket,” she said. “Do you want coffee?’

“I'll keep the jacket, and coffee would be good. Never turn down coffee, that’s my motto.” He was
wearing jeans with boots, and awindbreaker over a sweatshirt. He looked asif he planned to go
undercover on the Eugene mdl or, morelikdly, infiltrate alumbermen association meeting.

“That'salong drive from Sdem,” she said, motioning for him to follow her to the kitchen.
“One hour twenty minutes.”

She nodded, suspecting that few details escaped his notice. The coffee was made; she poured two cups
and pointed to the sugar and cream on the counter, but he used neither. They returned to the living room,
where she sat in her rocking chair, and he on the couch; in the small room he was dmost close enough to
touch.

“Sotdl mewhat you have,” he said.

“Lagt week WillaAshford, Abby, and | worked at putting Jud’ s novel in order. Abby found the missing
pieces, and we included them. Have your people found those parts?’

“We recovered everything on hishard drive,” the lieutenant said.
“And they didn't help your cause,” she murmured. “ Have you made any headway at dl, Lieutenant?
“WEe retying up loose ends, running down leads, the usud thing.”

Hewas being cautious, giving nothing, and being very patient. She had noticed how people divided
themsalves: those who were patient with an old woman in arocking chair, and those who began fidgeting,
eager to get away, on to other things. She was glad he was a patient man; what she had to say couldn’t
be rushed.

“Areyou areader?’ she asked. “Have you read Jud’ s other novels?’

“I don't do much fiction,” he said. “ Biography, history, that's my speed. | haven't read him except for the
new novel, and | admit that we're not at al certain we haveit in the proper order.”

She nodded regretfully. “ Then there must be partsthat don’t make much sense, continuing motifs that
appear in adl the works, characters and subpl ots he comes back to now and then. | suspect that you're
more oriented to the concrete, to details, and hiswork is very nuanced, things hinted at, shapeslurking in
the background, the kind that if you turn to examine them, they’ re gone, but you know they’ re there again
as soon as you stop trying to focus on them.”

He nodded. “1t' s apuzzling book.”

“Take that blond man, for instance,” she said then. “What the pilot saw was long blond hair, ear studs,
and cashin hand. If you had seen that man, | imagine your description of him would have included his



height, weight, the color of his eyes, whether he had moles, good or bad teeth. Most people don't collect
red details a al; agenera impressonisal they retain.”

Hewaswatching her closely over therim of his coffee cup. He set it down and leaned back. “You
recognized him finaly?’

“No, no. | didn’t mean to give you that idea. | think that when you find him, you'll learn that he was going
hometo afamily crisis, awifein labor, something of that sort. Out on the desert somewhere, or up inthe
mountains. | tried to turn him into someone | might know,” she added. “ That’ swhat | do, start with
someone real, and begin making changes, alonger nose, or shorter, hairier, prettier or uglier. But |
couldn’t make him into anyone. He' s a stranger who was on amission of hisown that night, I'm afraid.”

“I doubt that you asked me to come around to tell me you don’t know who heis,” Caldwell commented
dryly.

“No, I didn’t. | hoped you had read Jud’ s other books by now, so that you' d have a bit of understanding
about the section | want to talk about. Jud was avery complicated man, Lieutenant. VVery complex, and
smart. He did asmart thing when he created the resort for his background. It alowed him to bring the
world to his doorstep, you see. Sometimes playfully, farcica even, sometimes very serioudy. He satirized
politicians mercilessy, Hollywood charlatans who channded Indian spirits, aging stars, people of dl sorts.
He had fun with them. They aren’t likely to recognize themsel ves because, like most of us, they look at
the surface, or more likely they see the face they want to show the world, and that isn’t how Jud painted
them in hiswork. | think he saw people from the insde out, and then created just enough surface details
to givethem asort of redlity. A different way of seeing.”

“Y ou think you recognize some of the people he was writing about?’

She nodded. “ Some. Quite afew, actudly, once | caught on to what he was doing. | extracted some
pages from the novel for you to read, if you will. Not alot, just ten or fifteen pages at most. Would you
do that?’

“Now?’

“Y es. Then we can talk about them.” She had the pages on the table at her elbow and picked them up to
hand to him. He stood up, came and took the pages reluctantly, then sat down again, began to read. He
was only skimming, she knew. He had read those pages before probably and had made no sense of
them, and he didn’t expect to make sense of them now. Watching him, she was not surprised when his
expression changed to one that was not exactly angry, but was no longer the placid, neutral one he had
worn before.

“Fll mein,” hesaid. “What are you getting at? That's Matthew Petrie he' stalking about? Isthat it? And
what’ s the nonsense about the mud bath?’

She shook her head. “ That’ swhy it would have been hel pful if you had read the other novels,” she said.
“I'll try to tell you as briefly as| can about the mud bath first. In thefirst novel Link’ sfather ownsthe
resort, apiss-poor sort of place that he beginsto fix up, to renovate. There' sahot spring on the
property, and some basalt basinswith little pools of water that seep in from the big hot pool. He
bulldozesthetrail to the big poal, but then he has dl thisdirt to get rid of, and he decidesto create the
mud bath out of one of the smaller pools. So the customers then can take amud bath, go up through the
next severd pools, and by the time they reach the largest hot pool, they’ ve been washed clean of the
mud. A good ideg, but it doesn’t quite work out the way he planned. The warm water combineswith
elementsin the dirt and makes amud bath with aterrible smell, sulfurous, not enough to be dangerous,
but very unpleasant.”



She amiled faintly. “Thiswas one of the recurring themes that Jud had fun with,” she said. “Y ou see, the
boy’ sfather, inthe nove, | mean, isawell-intentioned man, a bit inept, whose plans often go awry. He
findsthat it was much easer to dump Sieved dirt into the basin than it isto get it out again, and findly he
makes another trail to the big hot spring, and smply hopes that no one will come across the pool of mud.
But to his surprise, stories begin to circulate about the mud bath. Some say it isrguvenating; most say it's
amply soothing, relaxing. A few try it and find that the stench of the mud clings to them no matter how
hard they scrub to rid themselves of it. Over the years the mud bath becomes adraw initself.”

She was gazing at the lieutenant fixedly; he had taken off hisjacket and tossed it down on the couch, and
he was going to become impatient, she knew, yet this part had to comefirst.

“One of the properties ascribed to the mud bath was that it had the power to wash away one' ssins,
restore grace or innocence. Now, Link, the protagonist of dl the novels, was a child when the mud bath
was created; he watched it being made, and he believed none of the stories, and of course hisfather was
anonbeliever, but the stories were there, and people came to put the mud to the test. A kind of dark
baptism, if not blasphemous, then at the very least aperversion, | guess.”

“Mrs. Shaeffe—"

She held up her hand. “1’ m getting to those pages | asked you to read, Lieutenant. But you had to know
some of the background first. In the novel Link’ s mother dies when he' sayoung boy, and his aunt
Sookie takes her placein his heart. She has ason, Buster, afew years younger than Link, the man who
appears again in those pages. The boys were never close, and Buster left when he was about twenty or
s0, and now, a middle-aged man, he’' s come back. But we learn his history; heisabig-time gambler who
poses as a successful and respected red-estate developer. But he' sredlly agambler.”

“Petrie)” Caddwell said. “Mrs. Shaeffer, before you go on, | haveto tell you we located him, one of the
loose ends we' ve tied off, and he' sout of this. Accounted for. Nowhere near Oregon.”

She shook her head. L et mefinish. See, Matthew Petrie was the kind of gambler who might put two
dollars on ahorse, and then jump up and down, yell, get al excited over the outcome of therace. The
character Buster isnothing like that. He could put down haf amillion and never twitch an eyelash
outwardly, regardless of the outcome. Different breed of gambler altogether. So, anyway, he comes
back, and he hasaded for Link that isirresstible, he says. He will double his money for himin thirty
days, dl he needsis seventy-five thousand dollarsto get it off the ground. Link tells him no, and Buster
begins pressuring him for the money.”

She motioned toward the pages on the couch by the lieutenant. “Well, you read it, you know the kind of
pressure he began to exert. His mother, long since impoverished, and quite old, has no money; Link is
Buster’ sonly hope.

“Findly, in red desperation, Buster confesses that he gambled and lost to a syndicate that has sent
collectors after him; they’ Il kill him if he doesn’t pay up. It would kill his dear old mother for that to

happen, he says.

“Link considers his aunt Sookie, and he knows she hasthe will of aniron horse, and then herecallsan
incident from hisand Buster’ s childhood, when Buster took Link’ s marbles and lost them to the village
hotshot player. He says, ” Y ou're till playing with someone e se' smarbles, aren't you?

“ Soon the collectors come looking for Buster, and he runs up the trail to the mud bath and jumpsinto
hide. They go up the main trail to the hot spring, fail to find him, and leave. When Buster next turns up, no
one can stand to be near him, the stench is so bad. And he can't rid himsdlf of it.”



She smiled again. “I imagine when you cameto that part, it bewildered you, since you didn’t know the
history of the mud bath.”

“Now that | know the story,” Cadwell said dowly, “1 have to confess, Mrs. Shaeffer, I'm il
bewildered. Y ou know who he was talking about, writing about? This character he called Buster?”’

“Yes. | believe Brice Connors has been playing with someone s smarbles.” She paused, regarding the
lieutenant. “When Jud first introduced Buster, he was writing about Matthew Petrie, but he' s changed in
the last one. Now he' s Brice Connors. Once you read Brice instead of Buster in that section, there sno
mistaking him. Jud was an excellent observer.”

Cadwell eyed her steadily for severd seconds without speaking, hisface completely blank. He picked
up his cup and looked surprised to find it empty.

“Yoursisgone, and mineisstone cold,” she said, risng from her rocking chair. “ Do you want more?’
“Thanks, but no. Y ou’ ve given me something to think about, but | should be on my way.”

“I have morefor you to think about,” she said sharply, and walked into the kitchen to pour out the cold
coffee and refill her cup. He followed.

“Think about Jud' swill,” she said. “He added that six-month waiting period years ago, when therewas a
possibility that Petrie might try to get money from Abby if Jud died prematurely. Therereadly wasn't
anything much to leave her at that time, but he wanted to protect her any way he could. But he added
that designation with athirty-day contingency clause just afew years ago, when he knew there would be
agreat dedl of money. And at that time he did not change the six-month waiting period, heleft it in there,
gl protecting her. But not from Petrie any longer.”

Abruptly Cadwell waked out, came back with his own coffee cup, and filled it. “Go on,” he said. “What
ds=?’

“Heintended Abby to inherit,” shesaid. “But if they happened to be in an accident together and she
survived him by only afew days, or weeks, then she would not have inherited. | think Jud had no
intention of letting Brice ever touch acent of that inheritance. Y ou know the terms of the will. If shedies
within thirty daysfollowing Jud’ s degath, the executor, Jud’ s attorney, will dispose of Jud' sestateina
manner to be disclosed at that time, and not until then. A cat and dog hospital ? V arious assorted peopl€?
No one knows. Y ears ago my late hushand talked about that clause to Jud, urging him to straighten out
his affairs. The clause protects the estate from inheritance taxation twice in ashort period of time, that
was Herbert’ s concern. Jud laughed and said if they taxed nothing twice, they’ d still get nothing. But later
when there was an estate to protect he added it. | think he had a different reason, to keep Brice from
touching the money. And he bought insurance for Abby for at least thirty dayswith that clause.”

She sat a the small dining tablein the kitchen; Cadwell sat opposite her.

“Mrs. Sheeffer,” he said soberly, “you’ re making some very serious charges. Y ou realize what you're
implying?”

She waved that away. “ Just listen,” she snapped. “Last summer Abby and Brice called Jud and said
they’d be out for afew days. He wasredlly surprised. He knew Brice didn’t like him or approve of him

and that hetried to keep Abby away as much as possible. Jud was hurt by it. During that visit Jud and
Abby came to see me, but Brice stayed back at the cabin.

Abby said he wanted a nap, he wasn’t feeling well, the stock market had taken anosedive, his clients



were screaming and yelling, and hewas up al night, night after night. I think he went under then. And not
with just hisown money. One day last week Abby mentioned that he wasin a state of nerves, year-end
reports coming up, the annua audit coming, clientsdriving him crazy. | think he' s running scared, and he
hasto raise money before the auditors arrive. Neither he nor Abby knew about the six-month waiting
period, and they didn’t know about the designation with athirty-day contingency clause. That must have
sent himreding.”

Sowly, asif sdecting hiswordswith greet care, the lieutenant said, “But he’ d till haveto wait Sx
months. What you' re hinting at just won’t compute, Mrs. Shaeffer.”

“It does,” shesaid. “I asked my attorney about the sx-month period, and he said that unlessthere’'sa
contingency clause attached, the way thereisfor the shorter period, that provision would be nullified with
Abby’ s death. Brice would inherit immediately, no waiting period, after the thirty days have passed.”

“Then why would Jud Vickers have lft the six-month clause in?’ Cadwell asked. “Why not atrust fund,
let her have the interest and protect the principa ? It doesn't make sense.”

“That’ stoo controlling. He didn’t want to control her from the grave. He never tried to control anyone,
but Jud sized up Brice Connorsthe day they met. Bricetried to get him to put money in his company
very early, and ayear or S0 ago, when the market rose like a skyrocket, he tried again, promising redly
big returns. Jud knew he was agambler from the start. And he knew he would get in trouble. Gamblers
awayslose eventudly, that’ swhat he said about Matthew Petrie along time ago, and what he said afew
years ago about Brice. Then, last summer, Brice made a desperate pleafor help, and Jud said no, and
later wrote the scene you just read, changing the surface, keeping the core of it.” Very softly she added,
“I think he left that clause a one because he knew there would be trouble, if not soon, eventualy. Six
months gives Abby time to smell the stench, recognize the source.”

“When did you ask your attorney about these matters?” Caldwell asked brusquely.

“Oneday last week. | didn’t mention names or tell him why | wanted to know, just what the terms

“Right after you read that section of the novel ?’
“Soon &fter, yes”

Cadwel shook his head. “Mrs. Shaeffer, you ve built a case that rests on afew pages of awork of
fiction. You don't like Brice Connors, and neither did Jud Vickers, and you were extremely fond of
Vickers and upset by his murder. Everything you' ve said is based on your didike, astory in abook, and
your imagination. And what you' re doing is dangerous. Y ou can't go around accusing people of murder,
of plotting murder.”

“Lieutenant, believe me, | have not called a press conference, and I’ m not going around accusing anyone
of anything. | called for you to come here, remember. | haven't breathed aword of thisto anyoneelse,
certainly not to Abby. She must not become suspicious of her husband, that’ s the last thing | want.”

“Exactly what isit you do want?’

“I want you not to be kind and patronizing. | want you to listen to what I’'m telling you, and to do
something about it. | want you to stop beeting the bushes for a blond-haired man, and stop wasting time
looking for an extortionist or blackmailer, or whatever you think about that aspect. | want you to
concentrate on Brice Connors, the only onewith area motive for killing Jud. | want you to stop ignoring
the rope you keep ssumbling over while you' re off tying up nebulous |oose ends that could blow inthe



breeze forever asfar as Jud’ smurder is concerned.”

Suddenly the lieutenant grinned and leaned back in hischair. Y ou want alot, Mrs. Shaeffer. I'm sorry if
| appeared patronizing, no intention there. I'm not. I’ m interested in anything you haveto tell us. But,
Mrs. Shaeffer, please believe this, we have checked him out. And Abby Connors, too,” he added.
“That' sadwaysfirg, you understand, the immediate family. We can account for every minute of her time,
and his. We can't put him in that cabin between one and two in the morning, no matter how hard wetry.”

“Y ou mean you can't put anyone inside the cabin at that time,” she snapped. “Not just him. I’ ve told you
who did it, and why. With awhole police force at your disposd, it seemsto methat you could find out
how he managed it.”

Caldwel pushed his cup back and stood up. “We can't build a case on smple conjecture, Mrs. Shaeffer.
You'vegiven thisalot of thought, obvioudy, but unless you have a shred of evidence, red evidence, it's
afantasy. | appreciate your efforts. Please take thisin the spirit in which it smeant,” he said earnestly. “I
know that real police work might look tedious and unproductive from the outside, but we are following
up leads, interviewing people, more people than you redlize, getting statements, comparing them, looking
into records, and bit by bit through our own plodding, |aborious methods we get things done. Not as fast
asyou'd like, but we re making progress.

Then, even more soberly, he added, “And | urge you not to repeat what you' ve told me. Believe me,
Mrs. Shaeffer, the consequences could be severe.”

Feliciastood up aso; the interview, the didlogue, conversation, whatever it might be called, was over.

“Y ou'relike the knight who gets on his horse and gallops off in dl directions,” shesaid. “| believe that
once you know theright direction, you'll find thetrail and whatever evidence it will take to convince you.
And once you accept who, then you' Il find out how. Thetroubleis,” she said, leading the way into the
living room, watching him pick up hisjacket and put it on, “you’ll run out of time. Or Abby will. At
midnight Sunday, the thirty-day contingency period will end; shewill bethe lega heir to Jud' s estate. And
from that moment on, shewill bein danger.”

16

By the time Willa showed up after work, Felicia had dinner started, the table set, and wine open. She
ushered Willainto the kitchen. “Hang your jacket over achair,” shesaid. “It'spouring again, isn't it? You
must befreezing.”

“Wdll, it'sraining,” Willaadmitted, holding her jacket & arm’slength. “It’' sgoing to drip on your floor.”

“Letitdrip. I’'m making aMiddle Eastern lamb khoresh, and thistime you haveto hdp meest it. I'm
having scotch and water. Y ou want that, or wine? Help yourself to either.”

Willawas eyeing her curioudy; Fdiciaignored the look, uncovered apot and sniffed, thought amoment,
added apinch of cinnamon, and covered it again. “ That will hold it whilewetalk.”

Willapoured aglass of wine and sat at the dining table across the kitchen™ “Was Abby here today?’

“No. She said she had something she had to do. She' Il be heretomorrow.” Felicia sat opposite her and
studied her face. Willawas not beautiful, but striking, with good bones, lovely hair, deep-set blue eyes
that were only dightly less shadowed than they had been the previous week. Her grief had left its mark
on her expression, one of sadness, aremoteness that never used to be there. For a short period Felicia
had feared that Willawould go into ared depression following Jud’ s death, aclinica depression; her
remoteness had been frightening, but she was coming back, not al the way yet, but she was coming



back. Bascdly Willawas levelheaded and very intelligent, possessed of an andytical bent that exceeded
Fdicid's, and that was what Feliciawas counting on now, that steady, anaytic intelligence. Shetook a
drink of her scotch and set the glass down, and then without any more hesitation told Willa about
Cddwel’svigt, their conversation.

“Hedidn’'t believe aword of it,” shefinished. She had watched Willa s expression change to incredulity,
disbelief, maybe even pity.

Now the younger woman lowered her gaze and sipped wine without speaking. Feliciawaited out the
slence as Willathought. Finaly Willasaid, “It sounds plausible, possible, but Felicia, he wasright, you
can't accuse someone of murder based on afew pages of fiction, and you don’t really know for sure that
Jud was writing about Brice. The cousin appeared in thefirst novel; hewasn't just crested.” Her eyes
widened and she leaned forward dightly. “Have you told Abby this?’

“No, of course not. I’'mtelling you because you' reintelligent, and you know Brice. Do you think he's
capable of it?’

“I know him,” Willasaid, “but that’ sal, just barely know him. Heisn't interested in any of Abby’s
friends. And then, after Jud and I.... I’m sure Brice didn’t approve. He became even cooler. Polite and
cool. | confuse him,” she said with alittle shrug. “I’min the art world, which he doesn't trugt, but I'm dso
in administration, which he understands. It’s hard for him to decide where | belong.” She looked past
Fdicia, thinking.

Then she said, “ Capable of planning it, maybe. He sthe type who can plan eaborate financial dedlsand
such, with al the detail sthat go aong with them, but the execution of the plan isaproblem. There' s till
the means of getting to the cabin, which apparently no one has been ableto figure out. Felicia, you must
know the police had to have suspected him first thing. 1sn’t that how it works, the family first, then widen
the circleto include outsiders? But they would have checked him out, and hisaibi must be strong enough
to stand up under their invetigation.”

More forcefully she sad, “ Asde from that, there are too many unanswered questions—all that money in
cashier’ s checks, the strange man who flew into Bend that night, maybe awoman from Jud' s past.
There sjust too much no one knows.”

Fdicianodded, not at al surprised. “What I’ d like you to do is go to the living room and read that
section again, and think Brice, not Buster. See what you make of it with Bricein mind. I'll finish up our
dinner.”

They stood up smultaneoudy, Willato go to the living room, Feliciato the sove. Shelit the burner under
therice, then took the salad greens from the refrigerator, washed and ready to be tossed with vinaigrette.
Spinach leaves were washed and stemmed, ready to be added to the lamb for a minute or two only.

Y dlow saffron and yellow split peas, afew apricots, had turned the khoresh alovely golden color; the
bright green of the spinach would complete it. For dessert she had chilled pear halves,; she would add a
scoop of vanillaice cream and top it with carame sauce. And that was how dinners should ook, and
taste, she thought with satisfaction when it wastimeto call Willa

She found her on the couch, staring off into space with athoughtful look. “ Ready or not,” Feliciasaid.
“Y ou know where the bathroom is. Get yoursdlf atowd if | forgot to put one out for you.”

She dished out therice, carried food to the table, and by the time Willajoined her, everything wasin
place.

Willapicked up her wineand drank it al. “You'reright,” shesaidinalow voice. “I didn’t seeit before,



but he caught Brice, the way hetaks, the way he moves, everything. And | didn't seeit.”

“Of course not. Y ou expected the little bastard Buster, and that’ swho you saw. It’ s like one of those
object/ground pictures, where first you see only one image, then suddenly it flips and you see the other
oneand can't find the first one until it doestheflip again. The point isyou can see one or the other, but
not both simultaneoudy. Now let’ seat whileit’shot.”

Willapraised the dinner, but with adigtracted air, asif she was still considering the pages she had just
read, theimplications. Then she nodded, asif she had reached a conclusion, and she concentrated on the
food. “Thisis so wonderful! Do you do thisdl thetime? Just for yourself?’

“Of coursenot,” Feliciasaid. “That’ swhy | enjoy company, to give me achanceto eat what | like.” She
had avivid memory of Herbert carefully separating peas from zucchini; he never had liked things mixed
on hisplate, or in the pot, she added to herself.

After they werefinished, the table cleared, Willasaid, “ Even if we know without adoubt that Jud was
talking about Brice, it’s not enough. He could bein serious trouble financidly—alot of people are—but
to go from there to murder is different. There's smply no way we can connect him with it. But neither can
wewait for himto try it again. We haveto tell Abby what we suspect.”

“Not yet,” Feliciasaid quickly. “Do you think she' d accept it? Go back home and face him knowing |
believe he killed her father? She might never spesk to me again.”

“We haveto,” Willarepeated firmly. “If it’ strue, she'll bein danger, and you know that. She hasto be
told.”

“| agree,” Fdiciasaid, pleased that Willa had worked through the implicationsfor hersdlf. “The question
iswhen, and how. She'll need timeto think about it, and not in his presence. And we need evidence of
some sort, something to open that lieutenant’ s eyes. | suspect Abby can furnish something relevant, but
again, when and how?’

“What do you mean, she can furnish something?’

“When you live with aperson, there arealot of things going on that you don't conscioudly see, or that
you chooseto ignore, just to keep the peace. Or you put them out of mind, to think about later. I've
known Abby al her life,” she added, “and | know to what lengths she'll go to keep the peace; she's seen
quite enough fighting for one person.” She thought of what she had told Lieutenant Caldwell: onceyou
know the right direction, you can find the trail. Object/ground again. “I think that when Abby puts her
mind to Brice, serioudy consders him a suspect, thingswill surface. But she'll need some time away from
him for it to happen.”

Willawaked back and forth in the living room, thinking about it, and finaly said, “We could tell her
you' re planning to go to the lake thisweekend, and I’ m going with you. I'll ask her if | can gotothe
cabin. Thereareafew things| left therethat I’ d liketo pick up. Thereredly are,” she added unhappily.
“She said there’ salot more materia she hasto sort out, and the cabin islocked up; she'd haveto give
methe key, or planto go hersdf. | think she'll go; | think there are things she’ sfinding that she doesn’'t
intend to let anyone dse see. If she' swilling to go back now, | imagine she'll stay for severd days, and
Ill take off from work afew days.”

“That'sgood,” Feliciasad. “Let’ sdrive up together on Friday. And we can all three get together
Saturday, or even Sunday.”

Abby wasin the San Francisco airport, Sitting in an empty waiting area. She had arrived three hours



before her flight time, but there had not been any place she wanted to go, anything she wanted to do after
leaving Thanh. Now she sat asif in atrance, seeing in her mind that terrible day in Vietnam, watching in
her imagination the figure in shapeless black peasant clothes and cap run from house to house, seeing her
shot, and then shot again and again, her body tossed thisway and that by the thrust of bullets, seeing Jud

collapse.

He blamed himsdf for her death, blamed himsdlf for the deaths of his entire platoon. The day shedied, he
became a ghost.

Abby redlized suddenly that since his death, what had obsessed her was not his murderer, not altogether;
it wasthe mystery of her father. And hiswritten words, his act in creating a school, Thanh'swords, had
given him to her. Whatever doubts she had had were gone, erased by the sight of her father’ sbold
signature on the official bank documentsthat had set up the trust fund, provided for auditors, outside
overseers. It wasdl of apiece, sheredized, from Teri Frazier’ s death to the death of hisVietnamese
lover, dl the guilt, the anguish, dl one.

Sherecalled the old priest’ swords; he had prayed Jud would find peace. And finally after so many years
of wandering, of being logt, unableto kill himsdlf snce he was dready aghogt, unableto live whally,
driven by guilt and regret, he had found pesce.

Therewas no blackmailer. She no longer believed in ahit man, ahired assassin, if she had ever believed
inone. Hiskiller had been someone close, not a phoenix rising from dead ashes.

When achild started to cry near her, shelooked around in surprise; the waiting areawasfilling up.
Mechanically she rose and walked until she found another waiting areawithout people, and she sat there
until it, too, began to fill with passengers waiting to board their plane.

Eventudly she made her way to her own gate and found that her flight had been announced, that most
passengers were dready aboard. Shegot inline.

It was raining in Eugene when sheleft the airport termind to retrieve her car. For atime she sat watching
the rain streak down her windshield. What to tell Brice, she kept thinking. How much? Her father had
worked hard to keep this part of hislife confidential, secret from her, from everyone. It had been
important to him to keep it secret; she could do no less. But she had to convince Brice that there was no
blackmailer lurking about. Do you sweer to tell the truth? she mocked hersdlf, and answered, Some of it
anyway. In evading the whole truth, she redlized, she would be the one to drive the wedge that Brice was
convinced her father had tried to put between them. Jud never had, but his secret would do it.

She found her parking ticket in her purse, dug out money to pay at the exit; when she put her purse back
on the passenger seet, her gaze stopped at the manila envelope Thanh had given her containing the
financid records and photographs of the school. Swiftly she opened the glove compartment, jammed the
envelope inside, closed and locked the door; then she started the engine.

Later, in the living room a home, with Spook at her feet, acomforting fire burning in the grate, coffee on
the table before her, she told Brice about the priest. “He sso old, in hisnineties, and he' sdying. He dips
into deep, wakes up... My father knew him, respected him, and through him, Dad was giving al that
money to agood cause, aworthy cause. A school. That's where he went in San Francisco, who he saw,
what he did with those cashier’ s checks.”

Sitting opposite her, Brice watched her face as she talked. He leaned forward, his eyes shining with
excitement. “Jesus Christ, Abby! You did it! Those bumbling copsfdling al over themselves getting
nowhere, and you just up and did it! That'sit. An extortion ring of some sort, using a senile old man,
getting money from who knows how many people. Jud said no more, enough’ s enough, and they had to



kill him, keep him from talking, from exposing thewhole scheme. You didit!”

“Itign'tlikethat,” she said sharply. “ Dad wanted to give them the money, he started it al himself, found
them himsdf. The priest isold and dying, but he’ srationa. No one susing him for anything.”

He was paying little attention, she redlized. His eyes had narrowed, and he nodded. “Maybethey're
using the old priest without his avareness. Maybe he believes whatever you think he does, but it doesn’t
change anything. No one gives money away like that without a record, without declaring it on their tax
return. And Jud didn’t claim any such charitable contributions.” He brought his gaze back to her and said
softly, “Honey, faceit, people have sideswe can’t know. Y our father might have had aterrible secret
from his past that you know nothing about, something important for him to keep secret. Important enough
to pay out ahell of alot of money to keep buried. But there comes atime when you say, No more. He
reached that point. And, Abby, whatever it was that he did, that he wanted to hide, it doesn’t matter
now. It can’'t hurt him now. L et the police shake down that extortion ring; maybe they can even get some
of the money back.”

She shook her head violently. “ Stop it! I'mtelling you, it'strue. I...” She had started to say she had
talked to Thanh, had pictures, records. She drew in abreath, and more quietly said, “I learned enough to
know it’strue. | won't let the police badger that old man. Let him diein peace.”

“Don’'t beso naive,” hesaid. “ A group like that, they’ d have agood story, or they’ d never get a penny
from anyone. That’ sto be expected at the very least, a plausible story, documents of some sort to back it
up, and astring of suckerson theline. | know you believe whatever they told you. If you didn’t, they’d
be out of business. That’s how they work.” When she shook her head again, he added harshly, “I
thought you were burning with desire to find out who killed your father. Y ou know something that could
lead the police right to them. Y ou haveto tell them whatever you know.”

“If I haveto, I'll tell them I know where the money went, and that it has nothing to do with his murder,”
shesadjust asharshly. “And that’sdl.”

“They’ll never accept that.”

“That'sdl they’ll get. If you don't tdl them anything, they won't even ask questions about it. Brice, I'm
asking you, keep this confidential. My father wanted it kept confidentia, and do |. There’ s no confidence
game, no extortion, no blackmail. He did what he did because he wanted to. And if he had wanted it
known, he would have talked about it! Can't you even imagine that not everyone feds the same way
about money as you do? Can't you accept that it wasn't important to him?”’

“Chrigt!” he muttered. “I’m going to get adrink.” He stalked from the room.

As soon as he was out of sight, she opened her purse and pulled out the sympathy note Father Jean
Auguste had sent her, with the return address on the envel ope, her response, and the letterhead from the
ingtitute. Quickly she got up and went to the hearth and thrust them dl into thefire.

She watched a paper start to curl, asif flinching from the flames, then catch fire dl over dl at once, and
fdl likeablack ghost of itsdlf before shattering into ash. Suddenly she thought of al the private papers
upstairs, papers meant for no one' s eyes except her father’s, and she bit her lip.

If Bricetold the lieutenant his suspicions about an extortion plot, she Sarted, then changed it to when. He
would. He would phone the lieutenant, who would come to hear him out, and then come to question her.
What if they demanded al of Jud's papersin their search for the extortionists? A subpoenafor the
papers. Thosein her possession, and those till in the cabin.



Shewas artled by the sound of Brice svoice. He had comein with hisdrink. He stood very close, but
he didn’t touch her. Very quietly he said, “ Sweetheart, I’ m sorry | upset you al over again. You'vehad a
fierce day, up at the crack of dawn, damn airplanes, time with adying man. Emotiondly and physicaly,
you're beat. Let’s get some deep.”

“Yougoon,” shesaid. “I need to unwind.”

“Okay. You have afew calls on the machine. | got some roast beef and cheeseif you want asandwich
or something. Don't stay up too late.” He walked out of the living room.

Shelistened to her calls, acouple of friends, then one from Christina Maas, who wanted Abby to call
back at her first opportunity. Stiff, businesdike voice, brusque manner. Abby nodded, but she had seen
another sde of her, and that sde wasin her mind as she listened to the brief message. Thelast call was
from Coop Ha burtson, who sounded ancient on the phone, much more so than in person. “ Abby, you
there? Look, Florence and | will be heading out, down to Cdiforniaon Saturday. Timeto pack it infor
thewinter, | guess. We' d loveto see you before we leave, if you have the time to come out. If you can't
makeit, I’ [l put the key to the boat shed in the mail for you. But we' d love to see you before we take off.
Giveusacal.™

She thought of the old couple, looking out over the black water at the black emptiness of Jud's cabin,
knowing that thistime he wasn’t coming back. And poor Coop. When he looked over now, did he see
again the horror he had found, Jud sprawled on the stairs, his face destroyed, the blood? She
remembered that Jud had told them he wanted to buy their house when and if they ever decided to sdll it.

Slowly shewaked upstairs to her room and st at the desk. Tomorrow she had to get stamps, mail her
notes, send the manuscript to Christinag, and find a safe place for Jud' s papers. She leaned back, but in
her mind she was gazing at the mahogany box, and she reached out to touch it. It felt warm to her touch.

It wastime, she thought then. Whatever she had been waiting for no longer was compelling her to delay,
forcing restraint. It wastimeto bury her father.

17

Brice was on the phone when Abby went down to the kitchen the next morning. He blew her akissas he
continued his conversation.

“Right, right. I understand. Look, why don’t you come around to the office, say, about eleven or so, and
let’shashit out there.” Listening to the caller, he looked a Abby and raised his eyebrowsin an
expression of helplessness. “ Okay, I'll wait for you.”

He disconnected the phone and put it on thetable. “My clientsare driving me crazy,” hesaid. “1 think it's
aconspiracy.

“Y ou could aways go back to school and become a... an orthodontist,” she said, waiting for toast to
pop up. “I think they keep very regular hours and never give out their home numbers.”

Helaughed. “That guy,” he said, pointing to the phone, “againg dl the advice | could shovel on him, dida
crazy thing. He bought into a company heavily, used his own company’ s money to do it, and now the
stocks he' s holding are good for starting fires. He' d track me down if | moved to the North Pole and
woreapolar bear suit. He wants someone to get him out of the jam he'sin.” He glanced at his watch.
“While the phone sal warmed up, why don’t you givetheicelady acdl before| haveto take off?’

She looked a him curioudy, then remembered that Christina Maas wanted her to cdl back. And she



wondered how Brice could do this. Last night he had been so upset—nbetrayed, furious, hurt, awhole
gamut of dire emotionsdl acting on him a once; thismorning it was asif last night had not happened, as
if he had wiped the date clean with anight’ s deep. Every day anew beginning, she thought then, and
could even envy that ability. Not only each day, sometimes from one hour to the next; yesterday’s
toothache, this morning' s heartache erased, gone from memory.

It was eight, elevenin New Y ork, asgood atime as any to cal Christina. She had jotted down the
telephone number on the memo pad, and she saw her note there to call Coop Halburtson; she had
forgotten that one, too. She caled Chrigting, and once more was struck by her businesdike manner;
goparently shesmply didn’tindulgein any smdl talk.

“Abby, I'm glad you got back to me. The movie contract camein yesterday, and it looks okay. I'll
FedEx it to you. It's clearly marked where you have to Sign, and where you have to haveit notarized. It
looks good. How are you coming with the novel 7’

“It'sdone. I'll put itin themail today. | found the missing sections and included them with anoteto tell
you the pages where they belong. | think we haveit in the right order.”

When Abby disconnected, Brice was watching her expectantly. “Well?’

“The Hollywood contract arrived, she'll send it FedEX. | have to have something notarized, then send it
back.”

“Wow! Ancther movie! Honey, that' sgreat! I'm so glad for you.” His eyeswere shining; he grabbed her
and hugged her hard, then kissed her forehead. “Now you can have your toast and coffee, and I’ m off to
the salt mines. Seeyou later.” Whistling, he dashed out of the kitchen, out of the house.

That morning she went to the post office and bought stamps and alarge padded envel ope, the kind Jud
had used to mail his manuscripts. By €leven she had everything ready to mail on the table by the front
door; and by then, she thought, Brice had probably talked to Lieutenant Cadwell. Or maybe not. Even if
she hadn't actualy begged him not to tell the lieutenant about the checks, the school, she had asked him
not to. That should be enough, she thought.

She returned to her room, where she regarded three piles of papers. one held ten or more short stories,
or the starts of stories; one held private papers that she had read; one was still unread, unknown. No
safety-deposit box, she knew; they could subpoenathe contents. If Brice confided in the police, she
added. Nowhere in the house; they might search, or Brice might, looking for a clueto the priest, the
school hedidn't believein. Fdicia s place, she decided. At least for now, until she found a better
solution.

Hurriedly, asif Caldwell might appear any moment, she searched for her old backpack, the one she had
used daily when she rode her bike to high school, and later to her university classes. There were some
broken pencilsin it, scraps of paper, tattered and shredded Kleenex. She stuffed it full of Jud’s papers
and closed the fasteners, and then, abruptly, she sat down on the side of the bed.

What was happening to her, to her marriage? She was Smply assuming that Brice would tell Cadwell
everything he knew, everything he suspected, in spite of her asking him not to. She had never kept
secrets from him, not redly; if there were thingsin her past they never had talked about—her life with
Jud, her first marriage, even the fight with Jud—it had been more because she had known he wasn't
interested in her past than for any other reason. She nodded; he lived for now, right now, not yesterday
or last year. Every day anew start, she thought again, every day arenewa of tomorrow’ s dreams, never
areplay of yesterday’ s problems. That hel ped explain why they had never fought before the way they
seemed to fight these days. There had never been anything | eft over from the day before to fight abouit.



She had watched her parents’ battles, listened to them, feared them, and swore it would never happen to
her. But it had happened with Matthew. After thefirst excitement of love, or lust, was spent, there had
been nothing but infighting, and always about what had aready happened, yesterday, last week, two
hours earlier. Once out of that marriage, she had sworn never again, never, never... For yearsfollowing
her divorce she had avoided the suggestion of entanglement, of commitment; at the first argument,
regardless of how trivial, how meaningless, she was out of there. Gone. No more, never, never. And
that’ s how it had been with Brice, both of them at once calm and passionate, with no arguments, no
fights, no redl disagreements.

No talk about the past, hers or his, or theirs. Y esterday’ s mistakes, migudgments, bad decisions, gone,
dismissed and forgotten. Every day, every hour anew beginning. She remembered that she had meant to
suggest that whatever had happened between him and his parents should be settled, put to rest, forgiven,
and thinking of it now, she knew there was no point. He had no regrets, no second-guessing, nothing to
forgive or be forgiven for. Whatever happened was over and done with. Today anew day.

Even as she thought this, her gaze was roaming about restlesdy, and she redlized that with the manuscript
gone now, the cards boxed and in the closet and her notes gone, with the other papers stowed out of
sight, the room looked barren. Brice might suspect she had taken away more than just the manuscript
and notes; she jumped up to scatter the short stories around a bit, to give the room amore disordered
appearance, the way it had been yesterday.

Her gaze rested on the mahogany box, and she said to hersdlf, “Not my secrets. His.”

Sheleft the room and went back downdtairs, thistimeto cal Fdicia, make sure she would be home.
Maybethey could take dl the dogs for awalk, Feliciasuggested; she would wait for Abby.

Then, reluctantly, Abby called the Halburtsons. She felt guilty about not calling sooner, for avoiding them
when she had been at the cabin before. Forence answered the phone, her voice hesitant and her words
vague, the way they aways had been, asif in mid-sentence she lost track of where she had intended to
go, or lost interest in whatever she was saying.

“Dear, I'm so glad you caled. It searlier than we usudly leave, but... Coop’sbeen so... He sout doing
something in the boat shed, | think... Maybe a change would be good. Saturday morning seems a good
time”

Abby closed her eyes, lisening. “I'm sorry | haven't gotten in touch,” she said, and wasinterrupted.

“Dear, we understand. But we' d hate not to see you before... Coop even thought we might drivein to
Eugene, but...”

“No. Don't do that,” Abby said. “I’m coming out there thisweek. On Friday. I'll come seeyou on
Friday.”

Thefirst time Abby had asked Feliciaif it was dl right to bring Spook with her, Feliciahad snorted.
“Don’'t bedlly. Bring her, bring an dligator if you want to. That’swhy | bought thisjail cell instead of just
renting an gpartment, so | could do what | want init. If | decideto drive nailsin thewall, or paint my
floorsred, no one s about to tell meto stop or kick me out.”

Abby took Spook after that. Now she carried her backpack into the condominium and set it down; the
dogsdl greeted one another with suspicious sniffing, front to tail, and they al passed muster. Spook
looked like aroughneck country cousin next to the eegant white poodles; both of them could have
passed for windup toysin her presence.



“I have some papersin there,” Abby said. “Private things.” Wrong beginning, she thought, and stopped,
sarted over. “ Y esterday | went to San Francisco and met someone who used to know Dad. There sno
blackmailer, no extortionist, nothing like that. Dad was financing a schooal, it’ sthat smple, but Brice even
Monday. And they would al three get together and have aredl talk. But she wanted her own car, wanted
to come and go when she fdlt the need, not be a captive rider. She had no intention of begging at the
door and waiting for someoneto openit for her.

Sheredly did want to go home, she redlized, and she wanted to stay there. Bend was not that far from
her cottage; she had friendsin Bend, more than in Eugene, actudly. And if her children wanted to see
her, have her watch her grandchildren grow up, let them do the traveling. More and more often the
prospect of giving up the town house atogether and settling down in the cottage wasfloating up in her
consciousness, caling her. She missed the lake, the mountains, the solitude, the freedom. ..

But first she had to see thisthing through with Abby and Willa. First thingsfirs, shetold hersdlf.

That night Abby grilled salmon and baked potatoes, made asdad, did aquick stir-fry with broccoli and
green onions, and had it dl ready by the time Brice came downdtairs after changing his clothes. He
awaysdid that immediatdly, took off hissuit, hung it up neatly, and put on aswesater and jeans, loafers,
his at-home bum clothes, he called them. Cashmere swester, designer jeans, Itdian loafers, she had
scoffed thefirgt time he said that.

“There ssomething | haveto tell you,” he said, seating himself at the table without a glance at the food.

“After weeat,” shesaid firmly. She did not want to hear about histak with the police yet, and there were
things she had to tdll him, but &fter they ate, not before.

The dinner was not at fault, she thought afew minutes later, when it gppeared that neither of them had
much appetite. She was braced for what she knew would be another ugly scene, and she suspected that
he was annoyed that she had put him off as she had. They both drank the wine.

Findly Brice said, “ Good dinner, but | had alate lunch. Now can | talk?’

“Mefirg,” shesaid. “1 decided to go out to the cabin on Friday to see Coop and Florence before they
take off for Cdifornia. They’re probably leaving early Saturday morning.”

“I thought we were going together on Saturday.”

“You sadthat, | didn’t. | want to seethem, get the key to the boat shed, and then spend afew days at
the cabin working on the papersthere. And | want to make certain they understand that the deal they had
with Dad is gill good. He planned to buy their house someday; they counted on that. I'll tell them I'll buy
it mysdf, if they can hold off for sx months. They may not want to sdl out for years, but they should
know the offer istill good.”

Hewas garing at her in disbelief. “Buy their house! What for?’

“The same reasons Dad had, to be sure of easy accessto the cabin, and to keep the electricity operating
without having to move everything.” The dectrica service box was on the back of Coop’s house; Jud
had said he had no ideawhere they would put it if Coop sold to someone else, and no meter reader
would swim across the finger in order to read the meter.

Brice shook hishead. “Y ou're out of your mind! Y ou don’t intend to keep the cabin now, not after what
happened. Y ou can't intend that.”

“| dointend to keep it. And accesstoit.”



“Every time you go there, you'll see hisdead body, blood, and this nightmare will never end.”

“No, that’ snot how it is,” she said dowly. “ The happiest memoaries of my childhood, of growing up are
connected with the cabin and the lake. That' swhat I'll see and remember.”

He rubbed his eyes, then pushed his chair back and stood up, walked stiffly to the sSink, whereit
appeared he wastrying to hold it in place. “Y ou know how | fedl about the cabin,” he said. “I1t’ s never
been aplace where | fdt comfortable. Y ou' d do thiswithout talking it over, without even mentioning it
first, knowing how | fed about it.”

“Did you tak to the police today?’

He nodded. “1 had to. There' samurderer out there. Y ou have information they need, and they need all
the help they can get. Caldwell’ s coming to town tomorrow afternoon, to the office.”

“And you know how | fed about that,” she said. Then, quickly, before he could respond, she said,
“You'll never haveto set foot in the cabin again if you don't want to. | don’t even want you to come up
thisweekend. I’'m going to bury my father, and | want to do it done. Y ou wereright, it’ stime.”

She had expected aydlling match, a storming rage from him; now she could fed some of her tension
drain away as he continued to stand without moving, without speaking. She began to fed that she had
hurt him deeply, that she had been unreasonable in presenting her plan as done, something she had
aready decided done. Even taking his case to Cadwell was arationa act on his part, she thought
without conviction, since she had not told him enough to dispd hisbelief in an extortionist scheme.
Unhappily she drank her wine and wished she could get more without having to cross the kitchen to get
it; shedidn’'t want to bresk into his sllence with any motion of her own, not until he had finished whatever
he was going through in hismind.

At last he turned to face her, his expression strained and bleak. “ Abby, let’s put that aside for aminute,
Let’sconsder an dternative. | know you love the mountains and the lake, the cabin, al of it. But it
doesn't haveto be that cabin in that place. Let’ stry something else. | had acdl thismorning, you even
heard part of it, from aguy who'sin deep trouble. He hasto raise ahundred thousand dollars within the
next two weeks, or he' s dead in the water, and he knowsiit. He sredlly desperate. He owns a house on
the coast, a beautiful place, worth at least two hundred thousand, and he' Il sdll it for haf that in cash now,
tomorrow, first thing next week. But it’ s got to be cash. He offered it to me, and | nearly laughed in his
face. Wherewould | dig up money like that? But he' Il make adeal with someonewho will hold onto it
for afew months, long enough to duck the capital-gains tax, and then make his money back, doubled.
Let’sbuy it, Abby, and for sx monthstry it. Y ou can have your retredt, it' sin the forest, with astream,
the ocean nearby, everything you love. After sx monthsif you still want the cabin instead, then we' ll sl
it

“What in the world are you talking about? We can't raise that kind of money, even if we wanted to.
Have you seen thishouse, had it appraised, anything?’

“No, because | knew | couldn’t touch it. But you could. | can arrange for aquick appraisa.”
“I can’t get that kind of money for months,” she said. “Now who' stalking crazy?’

“You could,” hesaid. “You don't redizeit, but any bank in town would roll over for you now. Y ou could
walk inin the morning and have that money in your account by afternoon.”

“We couldn’t even make payments on that kind of loan. It' s hard enough to make payments on this
house and your car.



“We d borrow enough to cover the payments. A hundred twenty-five thousand, keep the twenty-five
thousand for payments until we decide. Then we'll either love it and want to keep it, or sl it and double
our money.”

“No,” shesaid. “No! If he'sacrook, let him go to jail. We don't have to get involved, and I’'m not
interested in doubling money | don’'t even have.”

“He' snot acrook,” Brice said. “He made a serious mistake, that’ s all. Let’sjust apply for theloan, so |
have something to tell him, and then go have alook at the property on Monday or Tuesday. But | haveto
have something to show him, so he won't make that offer to someone else. Someone’ sgoing to snap it
up. I’ san opportunity that doesn’t come up often.”

He came back to thetable. “If welook and don’t want it, we don't have to take the money out; we'll
samply say we changed our minds and don’t need it, but if we do want it, the money will be there.”

She didn’t remember standing up, but they were nearly eyeto eye. She shook her head.

“Isthat how it sgoing to be?’ he demanded furioudly, hisface livid and taut. “'Y ou want it spelled out
loud and clear? Y ou' re the heiress, you decide what you' || do with your money. Have you decided what
my roleinyour lifewill be? Will | even have abit part? Y ou know what you' re doing to us? Doesiit
meatter to you?’

Staring a him, shefdt asif an arctic wind had swept over her. “Y ou'reinvolved in someway,” she said.
“Areyou involved in someway?’ Her voice rose, became amost dhrill.

He sagged, and turned his back. “I’'m not, but if he goes down, he intends to take me with him. He' ll
swear hewas acting on my advice. Even ahint like that will kill me. I'll be out of the office within an hour,
maybe arrested. It'salie, but that’ swhat he' sready to swear toif | don't find away out of hismessfor
him”

Abby whispered, “Oh, my God.”

“I’m going up to my study,” Brice said hoarsely. “1 told you the truth. You can doit. Y our decison.” He
|eft the kitchen, headed up the Sairs.

She sank down into her chair again, seeing nothing before her, thinking nothing coherent enough to recall
from minute to minute. She didn’t move until Spook nudged her leg, and she redized the dog had been
whining to go out, whining for table scraps on the patio. She looked at the salmon, then mechanicaly
scraped it al together and removed the center bone, took the plate to the patio and et Spook out. She
stood with her forehead against the cool glass.

At length she moved and started to clear the table, put dishesin the dishwasher. Could she do it? She
had no idea, but if he said it was possible, it probably was. He was the one who knew about money. But
heisinvolved. She heard her own voicein her head, asif in warning, and she stopped moving, forgetting
again what she had been doing.

This had not started today, she thought then, remembering al the hours he had spent in hisroom at the
computer, how he blanked the screen if she opened his door, his sudden outbursts of irritation, how
worried he had been for weeks, months even, and not just over year-end business. But if he wastelling
thetruth, if he wasinnocent and would beimplicated in something illegd, and if she could get the money
for him, didn’t she haveto do it? She knew she did.

She bit her lip when she redlized that she had used both times. if he wasinnocent, if hewastdling the



truth. And she didn’t know.

She poured coffee and sat at the table waiting for Spook to want back in, and saw with surprise that the
table was clean, everything put away. Shefdt asif an invisble creature had come in and done the work
for her. A vivid memory surfaced of stting here with ChristinaMaeas, looking a numbers without
comprehension. Chrigtinahad said, “Whatever the figureis, count on haf that much by thetimethe
commission comes out and taxes are paid, both state and federd. You'll end up with haf of it. And
spread over time.”

She wished desperately she had someone she could discuss thiswith, and knew she would never breathe
aword of it. Could a person fill to overflowing with secrets? she wondered. Burst with secrets, swell up
and die of secrets, which would ooze out like black leeches. ..

Then, unaccountably, the fight with Jud played once morein her head. “Y ou didn’t learn adamn thing the
first timeout, did you ?... Y ou stepped in it with Petrie and turned around and did it again with Brice,
and didn't learn athing.”

Thiswas different, she wanted to cry out. Different!

Spook scratched at the door, and dully she got up and opened it, refilled her coffee mug, started to walk
upstairs, astired asif she had been carrying heavy trays of food for hours.

Inside her room, she stood with her back to the door, gazing at the box that contained her father’ s ashes.
“You knew dl dong,” shewhispered.

That was nicke-and-dime stuff, she thought then; we' ve graduated to the big league now. Jud had
mortgaged the cabin, bailed out Matthew Petrie, not for him, but for her sake, to get her out of
waitressing, get her back in schoal, but she knew without a doubt that he would not have stirred a
muscle, not even aflicker to help Brice now. She remembered hisjoking refusal to let Brice or his
company advise him about finances.

She wondered if Brice had gpproached him again; if so, neither of them had mentioned it, but the hard
fedlings on Brice' sside had intensified over the past year or two; she had assumed because of her

father’ saffair with Willa, her own fight with Jud, that Brice must have sensed her tenson, suspected the
cause. But Brice had been the one to suggest avisit in August, surprising her, pleasing her. That wasright
after the tock market fdl dragticaly, when hefirst started complaining about his clients and their fears.
Hisfears? That was when something happened, and he must have asked Jud for money the afternoon she
had taken awalk with Spook up into the forest, to some of her old haunts, leaving them aonein the
cabin.

Suddenly she wished she had not mailed the manuscript, because there was something... She went to the
closet and brought out the laptop computer that held al of Jud' sfiles, and she began to search the novel
sections, those written after August. She had not seen Brice in the nove earlier, looking as she had been
for a clue about the mystery of her father’ s past, but now, as she scanned the pages on the screen, she
was looking for Brice in whatever guise Jud might have cloaked himin.

She wanted to weep when shefound it.

But what difference did it makeif Brice knew last summer that he wasin trouble, or just found out
yesterday or even thismorning? Bottom line, she thought blegkly, hewasin trouble.
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Sometime around midnight Brice tapped on the door and opened it. He didn’t enter the room, merely
stood in the doorway. Shewas at the desk, trying to comprehend the many papers Chrigtina had left with
her—numbers, contracts, royaty periods, amounts due and when.

“It'slate,” Bricesaid. “I keep thinking of thethings| didn't tell you, and... Canwetak?
“What moreisthere?’ She swiveled her chair around to look at him.
“Can | tdl you what happened, what | did?’

She shook her head. “No, don't.” If hetold her, then she would be involved, she thought, and if she
became involved, she would have to assume responsibility, not out of choice any longer but out of
necessity. “ Do detailsredlly matter?”

“Okay. You'reright. | aminvolved. | made a stupid mistake, and then followed it up with acouple more
trying to get out from under the first one. But, Abby, | haveto tdl you why. It' skilling me not to tell you
why. | kept seeing Jud out thereliving the life of ahermit, suddenly striking it so rich. Thinking, | owed
him this house. Y ou had acar because of him. He even paid your insurance. | was afraid. He could give
you al the things | wanted to and couldn’t. Then thisguy camein, aclient, with atip that he was bursting
with.”

Digtantly she thought, Someone asks, Can | tell you something, and you say No, don't, and he tellsyou
ayway.

“Thisguy’ s son told him the company he worked for was going to go public in afew weeks, get inon the
ground floor, double your money in amaiter of weeks, then sall. He put in alot of money, and he’'sno
idiot. All I could think of wasthat | could make alot of money fast, pay back what | owed, and then

we' d go on atrip somewhere, the two of us, area honeymoon. And I’ d buy you anything you wanted,
anything you even looked at twice. | was crazy thinking like thet, but that’s how it was.”

He cleared histhroat, asif speaking were painful. “ All those months, it never occurred to meto hit up
anyone, you or anyone else, for money, not until you mentioned the Halburtson place, buying it. It came
to mein aflash—if they wanted to sell now, next month, you would borrow the money to buy their
house. Y ou could borrow money for us, for you and me. What redlly scaresmeisn't going tojail,
athough that’ s scary enough. What really scares meisthe thought of losing you.”

He had not moved from the doorway; she had not moved from her chair. Helooked like aboy standing
at the principa’ s office, afraid to enter, more afraid to leave, pleading not for sympathy or gpprova but
for understanding. She made amotion toward the papers she had spread out. “1’ ve been going over al
thesefiles Chrigtinaleft. | need alittle time to think about what we' || have and when we' Il haveit.”

“If you decide,” he said huskily, “if you think we can doiit, | want it dl in your name, aloan in your name
aone; if we buy the house, in your name. So you won't have cause to worry that | might do something
else stupid. But | swear to you, Abby, never again. I’ ve had the shit scared out of me, apretty bitter
lesson, but | have learned it.”

She stood up. “ There' s something you have to understand. | don’t think of Dad’ s money as mine, not
redly. There were things he planned to do, things | haveto do for him.”

“What do you mean?’

“Like the Halburtsons. That was apromise. | can't renege on his promises. And there' sthe schooal. It's
redl, and he promised to help financidly in the future. Now | haveto do it.”



For amoment his face went blank, then he shook his head. “I do understand. | redlly do. | know how
you felt about him, and frankly I’ ve been jedl ous ever since | met you. Once I’ m out of this mess, we'll
makeit without acent of his. You'll see.

“Tell meonething,” shesaid dowly. “Isthereredly ahousefor sde?’

He looked down at the carpet and mumbled, “ There saplace| can get for thirty-five thousand cash.
That' s real enough. The rest would go to replace what | borrowed. We can apply for theloan, or you
can, and on Monday or Tuesday, whenever you get back from the lake, go seeit for ourselves. If it'sa
shack, that' sthe end of it. I’ [l go to old man Durkinsand tell him what | did, and take my lumps.”

Durkins was the senior associate of the Eugene office; he wore silk shirts and custom-made suits and
vacationed in the Bahameas, or the Cayman Idands. “That’ smy future,” Brice had said before they were
married, talking about his prospects, hisfuture. “Our future,” he had said. Now he gazed &t her for a
moment, then said, “ Good night, Abby.” He stepped back into the hallway and pulled the door closed.

She shuddered, remembering something €l se about Durkins. At her wedding reception, he had patted her
arm and said, “1 don’'t usudly give out advice about persona matters, but | told Brice to grab you before
someone ese did. Glad to see hetook it serioudy.”

It was abad night. She studied Chrigtina s figures until her eyes burned, then lay down on the bed, not to
deep, just to rest. Sometime during the night she woke up, chilled, and pulled the bedspread over her,
and dept again. She dreamed she was being chased by tigers, that she kept dipping and faling down on
aplain covered with little bals of ice. She dreamed that Jud came staggering in from the woods carrying
agigantic rock, that he heaved and grunted with effort, and finally put it down and joined her at the ledge,
where they both dangled their feet in the water. He said, “Honey, go bring that rock over here, will you?’
Shewent toit and lifted it easily: pumice, full of holes, full of ar. Laughing, they weatched it float on the
black water until agiant ray snapped it up and vanished withit.

She heard Brice open her door, then close it softly, and shedidn’t stir, pretended she was till adeep.
Shewaited until she heard his car |eave before she got up. No more explanations, no more talk, no more
lies, shethought.

At the kitchen table she sarted alist of the things she had to get to that day and the next in order to be
free on Friday to go to the cabin, where she might be able to think clearly. She had to get the Xuan Buii

I nstitute papers from her car and put them in her backpack at Felicia' s house. She had thought they
would be safe locked up in her glove compartment, but then she had been thinking only of Brice's
searching for something, not of the police, too. And it had come to her during the night that she should
bury dl of Jud's private papers with his ashes. She would go to an import shop and buy a second box to
hold them; it wouldn’t be as fine as the mahogany box, but she would get agood one, possibly even one
from Badli. Also, she had to be on hand to receive the package from Christing, and sign the contract and
get it notarized.

She accepted that if she borrowed againgt her inheritance, she would have to pay back the full amount in
the spring. And when the Halburtsons decided to sdll, she had to honor her father’ s pledge to them. They
might make that decision soon, she knew; they were old, and without Jud nearby, no doubt they were
very londy. They would miss him in many ways, not just his companionship; he had helped Coop keep
his boat in good repair, helped maintain their house and ramp, had run errands for them... And what
about the Xuan Bui Ingtitute? Jud had told Father Jean Auguste he would donate five hundred thousand
dollars, spread out over time as he received various payments. Jud' s pledge was now hers. Shedidn’t
question that; she had never thought of his money as hers, not when he was living, not now that he was

gone.



Her father had not believed in borrowing; taking out the mortgage on the cabin must have pained him
terribly. Y &, here she was being coerced into doing something he had preached againg dl hislife;
gpending money she didn’t have. Spending his money. Playing with someone s smarbles. “1’m not
being forced to do anything,” she muttered, and realized she was rehearing words spoken by Brice, that
he had done it for her, to buy her whatever she wanted, that he had aways been jealous of Jud, that they
lived in this house because of Jud'swedding gift. She remembered how he had looked, like asullen child
dark with resentment, when Jud had presented her with the sports car, which, Brice said, cost him close
to thirty thousand dollars. Brice was making payments on his own car, and would be making them when
he traded it in on anewer model, and in fact would forever be making payments on acar. Suddenly she
wondered where he had gotten the ten thousand dollars he had put up as his half of the down payment on
the house. At the time he had said he saved it up over the years, but how? In school, graduate schoadl ...
His parents were not wedlthy; they couldn’t have given him that much money asagift. And Brice, she
well knew, was not asaver.

She had read that more rel ationships were fractured by disagreements over money than by sexud
problems, and she had to admit there had never been any sexud problemsin this household; she and
Briceliked sex alot. Liked it with each other, often. She had dways known that their attitudes about
money were polar opposites. In spite of Lynne' slecturing, she had adopted Jud’ s position after all. If you
had more than you needed, you found aworthy cause and gaveto it. Jud had been wrong about one
thing, she thought then; he had said she was getting more like her mother, like Lynne, who had
desperately needed security. She knew she had never expected red security in that same sense with
Brice; she had said yes because she had been horny. And because they never argued or fought over
anything. Never used to, anyway. Smple asthat. She had known from the start that Brice was envious of
those with wedlth, that he yearned for it the way achild yearnsfor abicycle like the one the rich kid
down the block has. Brice believed money was power and freedom, but who had been freer, her father
or Brice?

In vexation she forced herself to return to the list she was making. She should buy a shovd; there might
be one at the cabin, but she couldn’t remember seeing it in years. Then there was Caldwell. He would
see Brice in the afternoon, and no doubt give her acal afterward. Or would he smply appear at the
door?

She made agrocery list, enough for several days, aweek possibly, in caseit snowed and she couldn’t
get out right away. She closed her eyes, visudizing snow at the lake, the flakes meting slently on the
water, vanishing without atrace, without aripple. The world turning white and black, like asurred
painting or a photographic negetive, and the slence. Everything hushed and gtill. Thelake never
froze—the water by now was as cold asit got, thirty-eight or forty degrees—but sometimesice formed
at the edges, then broke away, miniature icebergs dowly diminishing; the water looked like Indiaink
then, with incredible ghostly white shadows afloat in ethered shifting patternsfor ashort time.

The phone rang, snapping her to rigid attention. Not Lieutenant Cadwell, not thisearly. It was Felicia
With relief Abby picked up the call and accepted an invitation for lunch with Feliciaand Willa 1t had
occurred to her that Brice might decide to come home for lunch, and she needed more time before they
talked again about aloan, the school, a possible house on the coast, or anything else.

It was after five when she arrived home; Brice was there dready, looking worried.

“| caled half adozentimes,” he said. “What have you been doing al day?” Hetook asmall bag of
groceriesfrom her.

She pulled off her jacket and hung it up. “ Shopping. Thisand that. | had lunch with Willaand Felicia”



His mouth tightened, but he made no comment.

Sometime during the day she had decided to stop pretending she wasn't seeing both Willaand Felicia.
Evenif shehadn't lied about it, she had mided him by evason, and one of them should start being on the
level, she had told hersalf severdly. She started to walk to the kitchen. “Hamburgers okay with you?|
don’t think I’m up to much more than that.”

“Whatever. It'searly. You don't have to sart anything yet, and later on I'll help.” He set the bag of
groceries on the counter. “Did the FedEx come?’

“No. | redly didn’t expect it until tomorrow.” She began to put away the cold things, milk, butter, ground
beef. “I'll Sgnit and have it notarized and just put it back inthe mall. If Chriginasadit’sal right, I'll take
her word for it.”

He nodded. “I dropped in at the bank today and had atalk with Eddie Blankenship. He said if you want
aloan, it' sin the bag. Just alittle paperwork. | brought the agpplication home with me. All you haveto do
isdgnit and take it back. It will be processed and the money transferred on Monday. They can notarize
the contract sgnature while you're there.”

Last night was gone, she thought in wonder. No carryover of bitter words, of her indecision, of separate
beds. Heredlly did suffer from short-term-memory-lapse syndrome, she mused. Or maybe not, maybe
he enjoyed the syndrome. She dmost wished she had it, too. She closed the refrigerator door.

“And Cadwell cameby,” Brice said, one matter over and done with, on to another. “I think they haveit
pretty much figured out. That guy who flew in to Bend, he must have gone to Portland from Cdiforniaby
plane, hopped the flight to Bend, called Jud and got aride with him to the cabin. That would explain alot,
if he was someone Jud couldn’t refuse to see. There had to have been an accomplice, someone waiting
for him, but the blond guy brought the ultimatum. So he went over to the cabin, and after he was done
there, he waited until daybreak and started hiking back down, and his accomplice met him somewhere
on theroad. No signs of a car up that road because the accomplice didn’t drive al the way up. Nothing
else has made sense yet, but that does.”

Slowly she crossed the kitchen to it down at the table.

Bricewas dill talking, excitedly, rapidly now. “That explains so much,” he said. “ Spook wouldn’'t have
attacked anyone Jud brought in with him. There was plenty of timefor him to go through papers, get
whatever he was after, find the right disk, everything. And Cadwell saysthere are a couple of placeson
that road where someone could have turned around to head back out, not in the dark, not at night, but in
daylight it wouldn’t have been ared problem. Thekiller might have walked five miles, not abig dedl with
so much at stake. Then they probably just headed over to Highway 97, and down to Cadifornia, gone,
vanished.”

It was possible, she thought; it sounded plausible. And Caldwell had suggested a hit man, acontract
killer. It was true that Spook would not have attacked anyone Jud had brought home in the rowboat, and
Coop Halburtson’ s dogs wouldn't have barked at anyone Jud met and escorted to the ramp. She rubbed
her eyes. Now they would search for amotive, aswell asthe blond man.

Asif reading her mind, Brice sat down and took her hand. “ Abby,” he said in alow, urgent voice, “you
haveto tell them what you found out in San Francisco, the name of the priest, about the cashier’ s checks.
That’ swherethey’ Il find that guy, down in San Francisco, but they don’t have anything to go on. You
haveto tdl them.”

She drew her hand away from his, then stood up. “1’ll put on some coffee.”



Heturned his chair and watched as she moved around the kitchen. “Y ou know I'm right,” he said.
“There s nothing you can say about your father that can hurt him now, nothing. And the worst thing you
can do, thered sin, istotry to protect hismemory and let akiller get off. Y ou haveto faceit, your father
was human, he made a mistake somewherein the past, and hetried to hideit. But it’ s not something you
haveto keep hiding. Evenif that priest married him to a Vietnamese woman and there was achild, even if
his marriage to your mother was bigamous, it has nothing to do with you, and it can’t hurt him for the
truth to come out now.”

She had measured the coffee, poured water into the well of the coffeemaker, and now stood with her
head bowed, trying to think what next.

“I think you were conned,” Brice said. “ But supposing you weren't, they’ Il ook into it, verify the school
story, and get on to something else, some other reason for killing Jud. No harm will have been done.”

Her thoughts were bleak. What they would find out was that Jud had dept with the enemy and gotten her
killed, and betrayed his own platoon, his own troops, led them into an ambush that wiped them al out.
That was how they would seeit, what they would believe, because that was what he had believed ever
sancethat day in Vietnam.

“I fed grimy,” shesaid. “1 need ashower.” She waked past him, to the hdlway, up the sairs, feding his
gaze with every Sep.

She stood under the shower for along time. Maybe Brice wasright, she had to tell Cadwell what she
knew so they would stop wasting time and get on with finding the readl motive, the real murderer. They
could verify that there was aschool, that Jud had given the checksto the priest, and then to the trust
fund, and let it stop there without asking why he had done that. They didn’t need to know why. Even
with that knowledge, she thought then, they might think he had been coerced, that therewasa
conspiracy. Brice certainly would il think it was acon. Thieves thought everyone stole. Liarsthought
everyonelied. Con men...

She closed her eyes and lifted her face into the water. But he was a con man, she thought. He had
conned her thoroughly, lied to her; and he would keep doing it, she added.

She left the shower, dried herself and dressed, and then went to her room and sat at the desk, looking at
the box that held her father’ s ashes. 1 don’t know what to do,” she whispered.

Shefdt like achild confronted with avast injustice, whose only recourse wasto cry, “Itisn’'t fair!”
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Shewas il Sitting there when Brice cameto tell her he had ordered Mexican, burritos and chiles
rellenos, she said shewould reheat somein alittle while, shewasn’t hungry. Still later, when she gathered
her gown and robe, preparing for bed, she hesitated, then walked out carrying them.

“Honey—" he said imploringly from hissde of the bed.
“I'm not ready yet. Good night, Brice.”

She sat inthe living room for along time, with abook in her 1ap; now and then she looked at the words,
but they might aswell have been in Sanskrit. When she tossed the book down and went upstairs, she
stopped outside their bedroom door, then turned to enter her own room to go to bed there.

She didn’'t want to hear his soft snore, didn’t want him to come awake and reach for her, didn’t want him
to reach for her when he woke up in the morning, the way he often did. Lying in the bed in her own



room, shethought it wasn't really revulson, something akin perhaps, but not that. Because, she thought
cearly, if shedidn’'t want to be in the same room with him, within touching distance, if sex went, what
was|eft?

She knew when he got up the next morning, knew when he went down, had his breskfast, knew when he
left the house and got into his car. She stood at the window and watched the big silver Buick drift down
the driveway, turn, and drift down the street. It looked very cold outsde, everything white with frost, and
she thought of the times when she had gotten in her fourteen-year-old Honda and let out the brake,
coasted down the driveway and then down the street because coasting downhill was the only way it
would start when the mornings were very cold. Brice had been humiliated by that car; he had said the
neighbors cleaning ladies al drove better cars than she did, and she had laughed and said at least hers
was paid for.

When Brice' s car was out of sight, she went downstairs. The newspaper was on the table in the kitchen,
and on top of it was the loan application. Sheignored both and scrambled eggs, poured coffee, made
toast, then found the comics section and read it while she ate. She read Dear Abby, and the medical
column, and the section written by teensfor teens. She would have gone on to the sports section if
Cadwel’ s cal hadn’'t come before she got to it. She picked up when she heard his voice. He would be
there around ten, in an hour.

Cadwdll arrived as she was sgning for the FedEx package from Christing; she waited at the door for
him. Thefrost was gone; pale sunshine was fading behind a cloud cover now.

“Good morning, Lieutenant,” she said. “Comein. | was going to have another cup of coffee. Join me?’
“Surething,” he said. “ Sounds good.”

Spook checked him out and wagged her tail alittle in token greeting, and he grinned. “ Progress,” he said.
“Evenin amal dosssit' sgraifying.”

Abby led the way to the kitchen and poured coffee into two mugs, started to put them on atray, but the
lieutenant smply took one from her hand, and sat down at the kitchen table.

“Out heré sfing” hesaid. “And I'll take off the jacket, but not too soon. Cold, around twenty-five.” His
jacket was sheepskin; it made him look burlier than ever.

Reluctantly she sat opposite him. Thiswastoo close. She would have preferred to have more distance
between them. Hetook asip of coffee. “Ah, that’sgood. What kind isit?’

“Celebese” shesaid. “Lieutenant, Brice told me your latest theory about the murder of my father, and
it swrong. | know what the cashier’ s checks were for, and they had nothing to do with his murder.
You'll haveto look somewhere esefor amotive.”

“Y ou going to tdl mewhat they werefor?” He waswatching her thoughtfully, his careful scrutiny
unsettling.

“A charitable contribution to aschool. I'm satisfied about itslegitimacy, and | am not &t liberty to tell you
more than that.”

“That’salot of charity, Mrs. Connors,” he said.
“Yes itis”

“You sad motive. Let me explain something. | think there’ salot of misunderstanding about police work.



Probably televison and novels account for it. Y ou see, most crimes aren’t mysterious at al. A guy goes
into abank, pullsagun, or says he has one on him, and waks out with money. No mystery; they even
have his picture. So we know who, and what, and how, and we couldn’t care less about why. That's for
adefense attorney to dig into. When we collar the perpetrator, we seldom even ask why hedid it. A
prosecuting attorney might make abig ded of it, but it’snot our business most of thetime.”

“But my father’ smurder wasn't like most crimes,” she said dowly.

“No, it wasn't. We' re still working on the who and the how. The way we figure, aman like your father
must have made enemies dong the way; people envied him, awoman was wronged by him, or her
husband felt wronged. .. Just the usud human reasons for wanting someone gone from your life.
Sometimes the reason turns out to be so petty, it's unbelievable. And most often the guilty party just ups
and tellsuswhy hedid it after we get him. So that’ s not a mgjor concern.”

“Then why are you here? What do you want from me?’ she demanded. She had steded hersdlf for a
grueling interrogation, hard questions, even anger from him, anything but this chatty tete-a-tete.

“I"d like to know what went on in Cdifornia,” he said. Then he grinned and made adismissve gesture.
“Don’t get mewrong. | would love to know. But whet | really came for wasto talk about your father’s
work habits, and his computer. Okay?’

She stared a him in incomprehension. *Y ou aready know about the missing pages of printout; you know
about the computer. Someone turned it off and stole adisk. But your people recovered adl the data.”

“And so did you,” he said agreesbly. “ That took a bit more than alittle knowledge on your part.” He
held up his hand in aplacating manner. “Not accusing you of anything. Mind if | take off the jacket now?’

Shewatched him take it off and tossit down on another chair.

“See” hesad, “if most people walk in on someone working at a computer, with a stack of papers
facedown at their elbow, the logical assumption isthat what’s on the screen, what’ s being worked on at
the moment, will be printed out and added to that stack. Most people would assume that if you' re writing
anovd, you start with word one on page one, and go until you reach the end. Y ou know, alogica
step-by-step progression, first one, then two, and so on. But what he was working on the night he was
killed came from somewherein the middle of the novel, according to my literary expert Detective
Varney; the Suff that waslost when the computer was turned off was stuff he had already written and
printed out, and those pages were till in the manuscript. Not where they belonged, mind you, but in
among the other sections. The manuscript pages that were swiped, about sixteen, we think, had nothing
to do with what he was working on that night, at least not with the materia our guy was able to recover.
And according to Varney, neither section could have been of interest to akiller. So why the theft?’

Abby found hersdlf nodding. “ She' sright,” she said. “Both sections were innocuous.”

Thefirst section was being rewritten, corrected, she remembered, when the computer was turned off. It
was an in-close reminiscence about a boy watching afish lay eggs, aman, Link, recaling that day, the
innocence of boyhood, yearning for itsreturn, grieving itsirretrievable loss. The other section, the printout
pages that had been taken, had a so been on the computer, and another version of it buried in the
manuscript pile. It was afunny scene that occurred when the boy, now a pre-adolescent, tried to figure
out if the adult he was talking to was redly stupid, or if hewastrying to play atrick on him; he couldn’t
believe the man was that stupid. Later he had accepted that many people were, but that was hisfirst
redization of the fact. In both instances Jud had written the passages amost too lyricaly, and he had
pared the language, sharpened it.



She said, “ Stedling that disk and the hard copy was just to midead you, make you believe my father had
written something that someone knew about and didn’t want to be made public.”

“That's pretty much what we decided,” he said. “But the point isthekiller didn’t know you could recover
that material. Welearn the hard way that if we don't save before we turn off the system, we lose
whatever ison the screen. Me, if | delete something, | consider it gone forever. Period. Y ou know better.
Our computer guy knows better, but how many other people do? We use programs as given, learn the
keystrokes, and think we' re masters, but for expertslike you that’ s just not true, isit?’

“I’m not an expert,” she said. “Many people know about recovering data. | just don’t see where you're
going, what you' re efter.”

“Okay, okay. Let me ask you this. If you wanted to redly get rid of something, how would you go about
it?’

She shook her head. “Y ou could write over it, or reformat your hard drive, or wipe out everything with a
powerful magnet. A strong electrica surge. Probably other ways | don't know about.”

“How did your father do it?" he asked softly.
Shefdt hersdf giffen with darm. “What do you mean?’

“See, hedidn’t use an outling; you told usthat and we confirmed it, asfar aswe can tell. But Varney says
some of the parts are so well realized, with dates, places, smells, everything, he must have kept notes.
Not on the computer hard drive. So if he used the computer to make notes, where are they? Maybe he
wrote them in longhand, in ajournal of some sort. Not a notebook, we looked for something like that,

not abound journd, either, but maybe loose among al those other papers. The problem we haveisthat
even if he accused someone of something in the novel, that can't be used as evidence of any sort. Can
you imagine our literary expert battling it out with adefense attorney’ s literary expert, decongtructing a
novel in court? So we couldn’t useaword of it, no matter what it is, if it'sjust in the nove. But ajourna
or adiay? That' sdifferent.”

She had to moisten her lips before she could spegk. “ Y ou’ ve gonefull circle back to motive.”

“Not redly,” hesaid. “Not really. There could be hard evidence of some sort inajournd likethat. A
direct accusation, athreat recorded, something. We began to think that maybe we made amistake letting
you take his papers away before we went over them all, but at the time we didn't realize how he wrote,
that he wrote about actual people and events, fictionalized alittle, but real enough. The problemisthat |
can't search for those papers, if they exit, you see. I'd have to have cause to show ajudgeto get a
warrant, and | don't have cause. Y ou have a perfect alibi; you' re not asuspect. If | opened that FedEx
package you got, and found afull confessioninit, | couldn’t hand it over tothe D.A., illegd search, you
see. Well, | could, but he couldn’t useit. So about al we can do isask for help.”

She leaned forward, grasping the table with both hands, her voice harsh and low when she said, “If |
found something like thet, I’d hand it over in asecond. Don’t you understand, there' s nothing | want
more than to see you find the person who killed my father! Nothing!”

“I' know,” he said, dmost soothingly. “From al sdeswhat I’ ve heard is how close you and your father
were, what aspecid relationship you had. Some might even say it verged on hero worship. But
sometimes, Mrs. Connors, you can be too close to see clearly what someone with a more objective
viewpoint might glimpse. That'sdl I'm saying.”

She stood up. “If | find anything like that, I'll giveit to you. Do you want more coffee?” He kept



regarding her with histhoughtful scrutiny; she stared back, thinking, Thiswas hisgame. Lead you on, let
you think he was behind you, supportive, believed what you said, and then spring out like atiger froma
tree. He wanted Jud'’ s private papers, that’ s what he had come for, nothing to do with San Francisco or
ahit man or the theory Brice had talked about—the blond man and an accomplice.

He had strung Brice along at least two times, first the insane idea that Willahad driven up the mountain
and back, when he knew by then that no one had done that. And now the blond man. Whose theory had
that been, hisor Brice' s?

Abruptly she turned away and walked across the kitchen for the carafe. He wouldn’t have told Brice
what he was thinking. No one could know what he was thinking. All traps, meandering pathsto the
thicket where he would pounce. What had he been after from Brice? Why had he played his game with
Brice?

“No morefor me,” Cadwel said when she reached for the coffee. “1I’ll be on my way. Y ou really going
back to the lake tomorrow?’

She returned to the table; he was putting hisjacket on. “Yes. | havealot of reading to do.”
“Aren’'t you alittle uneasy, theidea of being up there done?’

“I'll have Spook, and | fed safer at the cabin than anywhere ese.” Whether she meant personally, or
safety for her father’ s secret, she couldn’t have said.

For an eyeblink he looked surprised, then his expression was back to neutra, friendly even. He reached
in his pocket and brought out a card and a pen, wrote on the back of the card, then handed it to her. “If
anything interesting turns up, give meacdl. Don't bother with the office number, just cal the cell phone
number | put on the back. Anytime, day or night. Okay?’

“Yes” shesad.

On theway to the front door he asked, “By the way, do you know a Robert Langdon?’
“No. Why?Who ishe?’

He shrugged. “His name just came up.”

After shelet him out and returned to the kitchen, she sat at the table trying to think what hisvisit had
really been about. Jud' s private papers, certainly, but what else? Brice must have told him some
important papers might exist, and evidently had told him she was going to the cabin the next day.

For dl Brice knew, the only papers she had were the printouts Jud had made; she had not told him about
the laptop computer, about ingtaling dl of Jud’ swork on it, how she had found the missing sections. He
must assume that she had found only paper copies. She backed up a step. Brice had no idea of the
extent of her knowledge of computers, how much she had learned from Jud over the years; she had
never talked about those years after it had become apparent to her that he had no wish to go into that
part of her life. He could have looked into her desktop computer and would have found nothing of Jud's
there; he would have assumed that the papers were al she had, and that among them she had found
something that had taken her to San Francisco. She nodded to hersdlf. The theory about the blond man
had been Brice's, she fet certain, and he had pointed Cadwell in her direction to find something to
confirm t. Lieutenant Cadwell never told you athing he didn’t want you to know, she added silently, but
he let you ramble; he had let Briceramble... Why had he wanted her to know the name Robert

Langdon?



She was thinking of various things the lieutenant had said: how most people knew the programs they used
and little else; how would anyone erase or concea data? How had Jud deleted his notes?

How had he? She had found nothing on his hard drive to correspond to the very persona notes he had
written and printed out, the graphic omniscient record of hislife. She narrowed her eyes, visudizing the
notes, fanfold papers separated, clipped together, and suddenly she was seeing hisloft again, his office,
with many discarded, unused computers still taking up space, and remembering: “Honey, | have
something to show you, anew toy.” He had bought a new computer and anew laser printer when he
started the last novel, not quite two years ago, and he had made no notes on it. She thought he never
made notes once he got into anove. But that meant the older computer, the last one he had abandoned,
might gill have them, everything up to that time. She felt dmost feverish with anxiety then. If Cadwell
thought of thet... They could gtill go to the cabin, the crime scene; they could still investigate anew
development there even if they couldn’t get asearch warrant for this house.

Shefrowned, bringing back what Caldwell had said. He just wanted her help. Did she know a Robert
Langdon? They couldn’'t get asearch warrant without cause, and she had an dibi. Slowly she stood up
and started to walk toward the stairs. He couldn’t get a search warrant without cause, and she had an
alibi, sherepeated. Then she said, “And so does Brice.”

At the door to Brice sroom, she pointed to the floor and said, “ Spook, watch.” The shaggy dog lay
down in the halway, her earstwitching, accounting for every sound now; if anyone cameto the house,
came onto the property, she would give warning. Abby went inside the room and sat down at Brice's
computer, where the screen saver was displaying silent aircraft in an endlessloop.

Thefirst two programs she opened required a password; for the bank account and household accounts,
he had used Abby’ s maiden name. Then, for his Buick account he had switched to his Social Security
number, againg dl advice, she thought when it opened for her. That number also opened afinancid file
with stock market reports. She wasn't interested in any of them, but was testing only, finding his method
for passwords. His office accounts did not yield to either of the earlier ones. She leaned back in the chair
thinking. His mother’ s maiden name was probably it. Brice was methodica, everything on record, dl the
tax records, utilities, car, everything neat and orderly, and uncomplicated. He would have used something
eadly remembered and would not have made anote about it. Had she ever heard his mother’ s maiden
name? She couldn’t remember.

She got up and walked down the stairs, thinking. The phone was ringing and she stopped to listen; when
Brice' svoice came through asking her to please answer, she continued to the foyer, picked up the
FedEx, and went back upstairs. She opened the package in her own room and spread out the contract
copies on her desk, then went back to his computer.

Shewasrecdling their wedding, his relatives who had attended, an aunt and uncle, his mother’ s brother
from Idaho. Roger... “Cal meUncle Rog,” he had said jovialy. “Welcometo the family.” Someone had
introduced him and his wife—Wanda, that was her name—to Jonelle. Brice had introduced them.
“Jondle, thisis my aunt Wandaand uncle Roger Laurelton.”

Laurelton. Too long. Shetried Laurel, and the program opened the office accountsfile. She blinked at
the screen; thefile had opened to alist of names, clients, she assumed, scrolling until she cameto the
name Robert Langdon. She clicked on that one and knew she would not be able to make sense of what
shewas seeing: SharesIn, Shares Out, Capita Gains ST, Capitd GainsLT... She couldn’t, but others
could, she thought then, and hurriedly got up and went to her room to get the laptop from the closet,
where it was inconspicuous among several other suitcases stored there. Shetook it back with her and
found Jud’ s continuous save program, made a copy, and ingtalled it on Brice' s computer, under afile she
thought of as FAIL SAFE and coded beyond recognition; anything deleted or any changes made would



automatically go to that file, and it would be hidden from anyone who didn’t know how to look for it.

Then she studied the information on the screen. Apparently the Langdon account had started in January,
thisyear, with adepost of five thousand dollars. Shares had been bought in a company with aticker tape
name that meant nothing to her. She compared this account with those preceding it, and afew following,
and they dl looked alike to her eyes. Some with more activity than others, but with the same type of
activity. The Langdon account had grown very large over the next months, then had plunged steeply in
duly.

Meaningless, she decided. So why had Caldwell wanted her to know that name? Who was Robert
Langdon? There had to be something €l se, she decided, and exited the program.

But the fact that Caldwell had brought up the name and she had found it on Brice's computer had to
mean something, shetold hersdlf, evenif shedidn’t know what that something was.

She was scanning his directory when Spook made alow growly noise. Abby exited the program, and
went into her own room and aminute later when Brice yelled up the gairs, shesad, “I'm here”

Brice tapped on her door, then opened it enough to put hishead in. “I called and no one answered. Have
you been out yet?’

“No,” she said, not turning around to see him. “ Caldwell came and stayed along time, and the contract
came. | decided to look it over before| signed it. I'll have to buy an envelope, | guess, but I'll make a
labd.”

“Y ou want meto go with you?’

“Of coursenot.” She glanced at him. “Oh, Cadwell asked if | know someone called Langdon. Robert, |
think. Robert Langdon. Do you know him?’

Brice frowned, gazed past her amoment, then shook his head. “Never heard of him. Who' s he?’

“I don’'t know.” Shelooked down at the contract again and saw that her hands were shaking. Quickly
she began to gather the copies together.

“I’ve got acouple of thingsto check out, then I'll take off,” Brice said. “'Y ou have that |oan application?’
She nodded, and he backed out and closed the door.

Waiting for him to leave the house, she made alabel, and wrote a note to Christina, put the copies of the
contract back in the envelope they had comein, and then smply sat with her eyes closed. Whatever he
was doing took over half an hour, something an expert like her could have finished in five minutes, she
thought savagely, but he did finish at |ast, and returned to her door.

“Honey, | have aclient coming in about ten minutes, so | have to dash back to the office, but | won't stay
long. Y ou should be back about the sametime | get home, and let’ s spend the afternoon and evening
together. Let’ s plan avacation for next summer. Someplace redly dreamy.”

“I have adozen more thingsto get done today,” she said sharply. “1 have aheadache, and I'm feding
mean and irritable. Y ou get something to est when you'reready; I'll get something before | come home.
I’m not in the mood for vacation planning.”

“That bastard Cadwell,” he muttered. “ Did he give you a hard time?’



“Yes” shesad. “Hedid. He gave me ahard time. Now leave me aone.”

She watched from the upstairs window again until his car was out of sight, then she hurried to his
computer and brought up his office accountsfile. The client list now went from Lanier to Laughton. No

Langdon.

The rest would have to wait until he was adeep, she decided uneasily. He could shake off aclient and
return anytime. She went to the bedroom and packed the few things she would need at the lake, not
willing to do it later when hewould probably be there watching, talking, trying to get to her oneway or
another. As an afterthought she got out alarger suitcase, put the laptop in first, then her clothes on top of
it. She carried it out to the van and put it in the back with her groceries. And findly, taking Spook with
her, shel&ft the house, with no intention of returning until after eight, maybe even nine. No moretak, no
more explaining, cgoling. No more anything now.

Down the hill, driving toward town on Willamette, she saw his Buick coming her way. He had gotten rid
of hisclient in record time, she thought, and pretended she didn’t see his wave asthey passed each other.

Well, hewould have dl afternoon without interruption to hide whatever he needed to on his computer;
later, she would have most of the night to find it again.

20

She did her errands: the bank, post office, along walk with Spook aong the river front, thelibrary for an
hour, then to Felicia sto collect her backpack.

“I can't say,” she said to Fdlicia. “ Too much to do. Thanksfor holding thisfor me.”
“Abby, what'swrong?’ Fdiciaasked, peering a her closgly. “What' s happened?’

“Nothing. Nothing. | just fed... Too muchtodo, | guess. | redly haveto go. I'll bein touch this
weekend sometime.” She nearly ran from the condominium. She couldn’t talk to Feliciaright now, and
she knew she couldn’t have faced Willawhen she came. She would know in an ingtant that something
was very wrong. They had planned to spend time together, the three of them discussing the nove, putting
real names on thefictiona characters. How could she stand being around anyone now, what could she
say? Oh, by the way, this character Buster, actualy he’'smy husband, an embezzler, athief, and aliar;
pass the butter, please. Better to leave them both wondering, she thought unhappily, starting the van once
more. Then, driving, she didn’t know where to go next, how to kill three more hours.

In the condominium Feliciawas pacing, thinking, pacing, worrying, until shefinaly went to the phoneto
cdl Willa

It was nearly nine when Abby pulled into her own driveway, more exhausted from her amless wandering
inthe mal for hours than she could have been from doing any work she could think of.

When she entered the house, Brice was in the foyer waiting for her. He reached out with both hands and
she backed away.

“I’'mtired, and I’'m near the point where | might start screaming and throwing things,” she said, hanging
up her jacket. She could hear the truth in her words, in her voice, and when he stopped moving toward
her, she thought he probably could, too. She faced him. “I need, | redlly need to be | eft alone for now.
I’m having ahard time accepting that my husband is an embezzler, on top of losing my father. Maybe
after afew days of solitude a thelake, I'll be able to deal with things better, but not right now. I’'m going
to take abath and go to bed. If | wake up very early, I'll just take off.”



“Abby, God, I"d do anything to have a second chance, to undo things. Anything. Going to jail would be
easer than seeing you like this.” He looked agonized, amuscle twitching in hisjaw, fists clenched a his
Sdes.

Shewalked past him, started up the sairs. “1 don’'t know when I’ll come home. Monday, Tuesday. I'll
cdl firg”

She took a bath, went to her room and set an alarm clock for two-thirty, and went to bed. Later she
knew when he camein to look at her, and she knew when he went to their room and went to bed. She
dozed, came wide awake with astart, and dozed again. She hit the OFF button of the darm at the first
sound of abuzz.

Soundlesdy, without turning on alight, she got up and dipped on her robe, crossed the hall to the
bedroom door and listened. He might have heard the alarm, soft asit was; he might be awake, aso
listening. When she heard his gentle snore, she backed away and went into hisroom.

Shedidn’t waste a second getting into his computer, starting her search in the FAILSAFE file, where
everything he had deleted was waiting for her. She stifled agroan when she saw that in addition to the

L angdon account there were three others from his office. She didn’t stop to examine them, but moved on
down theligt of deletions. Games. Of course, he couldn’t bear the thought of being ridiculed for playing
adolescent computer games, he would have taken them off. She would examine them also, she decided,;
it was easy to label something whatever you wanted, try to hide it behind afase name. She moved on. A
lot of bookmarks from the Internet; she started down thelist to visit each one, find out what it was aboui.

A chat group about sportscars... A page from acar broker’ s Web site, price quotes... An understated
page about yachts, luxury vessasthat would deep forty on their trip around theworld... She sighed and
moved on...

Minutes later she stopped moving atogether, stopped bregthing, even her heart tried to stop, with heart
quakes, sharp jumps that shook her body; it found its rhythm again and she could bresthe.

Inflatable canoes. A page of inflatable canoes. Collapsible to backpack size, inflatable in minutes, with
compressed air in seconds, seven feet long, twenty-seven pounds, under three hundred dollars. ..

Order formsfor mail, phone, e-mail purchases. Or vist the showroom in Sedttle.

She was numb, no feding in her hands or feet, her legswere gone... Shefet the room shifting, tilting, and
pressed her head down on the keyboard. When she pushed herself upright again, the screen was
garbage, and she began to shake.

Out! Get out! Now! Almost asif someone else had marched in and started issuing orders, the words
cameto her. She exited the program, stood up, paused at the door only amoment to listen, then ran
acrossthe hal to her room. Get out! Get out!

Fumbling with clothes, she dressed asfast as she could, grabbed the mahogany box, motioned to Spook,
and | eft the house. She coasted down the driveway, down the street to the intersection with Willamette,
and only then started the engine, but she knew minutes later that she had to go somewhere, had to stop
and think. She didn’t even know where shewas; no familiar landmarks, no familiar storefronts, hardly
any other traffic. It wasfour-thirty in the morning and she had to go someplace where she could stop the
chaos of her mind, stop and think.

Ahead she saw asign for an dl-night restaurant, a doughnut and hamburger place, and she pulled in.



“Honey, you look like you' ve been on the road for along time,” amiddle-aged waitress said when Abby
sank down into abooth. “Y ou want coffee?’

She nodded. That was exactly right, she thought; she had been on the road for along time.

Finally she began to sft through the blizzard of thoughts. Call Cadwell. And tell him what? That Brice
had surfed the Internet, looked at yachts and sports cars and inflatable boats. She remembered phrases
Cadwell had uttered: hard evidence, good defense attorney, cause for asearch warrant... He suspected
Brice, she thought then, but he couldn’t proveit. She could hear another voice in her heed, like adistant
echo: No! No! Brice had an alibi. He wouldn’t have done that! He couldn’t have killed my father!
But that was what Caldwell’ svidit to her had been about, to get her help in finding evidence he could use
againg her husband.

“When you want something to est, just holler,” the waitress said, placing coffeein front of her.

He had an dibi, she thought. He couldn’t have gone to the cabin. He wouldn’t have doneit. Flesh of her
flesh, body to body, his hands on her, hers on him. He couldn’t have doneit! Although the coffee was
bad, it was hot and the jolt of caffeine waswelcome. Againgt her will, shefound herself visudizing that
day amonth ago, what Brice could have done.

When she leavesfor the museum, hefollows her out quickly and is on the road before nine, in Portland
by eeven, in the motel minutes later. He goes to his room and orders lunch from room service, takes of f
his jacket, takes papers from his briefcase and spreads them on the bed, then tips the bellboy lavishly
when he bringsthefood. So he'll remember.

No motive, shetold hersdf, just what he could have done.

He hangsthe DO NOT DISTURB sign on the door, clears off the bed, turns down the covers, probably
packs up the sandwich to eat later, and takes anap. That must have been hisreason for going to
Portland so early when their meeting wasn't scheduled until three in the afternoon. Timeto take anap.

He could do that, take anagp whenever helay down, fal into deep like achild.
From three until nine-thirty or ten heiswith his associates.

It was before ten, she thought; the other times he had gone up to the meetings, they had broken up
before ten and he had arrived home by midnight at the latest, even if he had told the police it had been
after two. Why hadn’t she contradicted him? Because it had seemed irrelevant then. The group had been
together for hours; there would have been little reason to linger for more hours over dinner. Maybe none
of the others had even noticed precisely when they separated.

By ten, and morelikely before ten, back in hisroom, he orders alarge pot of coffee, and when the
bellboy bringsit, another big tip, more papers spread around, the bedspread in place, hiding the fact that
the bed has been dept in aready, wet towels in the shower, sogp tossed in the shower. Then, moving
fast, change clothes again, pick up papers, pack up, put the coffee in athermos, or smply dump it out,
throw the bedspread on the floor in aheap. Everything used, everything normal. A few minutes a the
most. The sign till on the door. He doesn't take it down when he leaves.

Threeand ahdf hoursto thelake, at the minimum, the lieutenant had told her. They must havetimediit.
He could have arrived at the lake by two. Florence Halburtson said that Coop usually got up between
one and two, but they had not looked at the clock. How long to get from the car to the water? To inflate
the canoe? Ten minutes, fifteen? In areal canoeit would have taken only minutes more to crossthe finger
and get to the cabin, but an inflatable one wouldn't be as swift, she felt certain, and Brice wasn't an



expert. Fifteen minutes?

He gets out of the canoe, says something to Spook, and she doesn’t bark; she knows him. He goes
insde the cabin and locks the dog door, gets the gun from the drawer, and the minute Jud appears at the
bottom of the stairs, he shoots him.

Abby shuddered, spilling coffee. She mopped it up with paper napkins. Did he cal him?“Jud, | have
something to show you.”

He runs up the stairs, grabs sheets of paper from the stack, removes the disk, and turns off the computer,
then runs back down and out. Ten minutesin al? Fifteen? Back across the finger. How can he know
where to go ashore again? Coop’ slight would carry to the first low spot above the water, but dimly. He
could have tied something to the tree roots, something that would have reflected the light, served asa
guide. He steps out of the canoe, pullsthe plug onit to let the air out, and hurries back to the car. The
canoe will finish deflating while he drives.

She shook her head. It would have taken at least an hour from the time he arrived at the lake until he left
again. Therewasn't enough time for him to go back to Portland, and then drive to Sdem and get there by
seven-thirty. He had to have stopped to change his clothes; he wouldn't have gone through the woods,
out in the canoe, and back in his good suit and shoes and not leave atrace for a sharp-eyed detective to
notice; he needed time to hide the canoe in the trunk; everything he did would have added minutes. She
grasped at the fact; there wasn't enough time. The police must have gone through the same kind of
ressoning; they must know there smply was't enough time.

“Hedidn’'t go back to Portland. He drove directly to Salem,” she said under her bresth. Two and a half
hours. She knew how long that took; she had doneit in an old car, in heavy traffic, and in no particular
hurry.

He had plenty of time, she thought bleakly, time enough to stow the canoe in the trunk, shave, change his
clothes, freshen up.

Cadwdl knew that, she redlized, but there must have been witnessesin Portland who would swear he
had spent the night in the motel. The maid, the bellboy. No one knew when you checked out of amote;
you used a credit card, and the next morning you got up and left. He had kept alog of atrip to Portland
and back, miles, gas, everything, and he had receipts for lunch, coffee, breakfast in Sdlem. Businesstrip,
tax deductible, he had explained to the sheriff: he aways kept a careful record.

The inflatable canoe on the Internet wasn’t enough proof to counter hisrecords, possible witnesses. He
might even claim he had thought about ordering a canoefor her, for Christmas.

The waitressrefilled her cup, and Abby shook her head, nothing to est.

Another memory surfaced, and she narrowed her eyesrecdling it. He said he had goneto Jud’ slawyer’s
office to ask about the cashier’ s checks, and she had accepted that without question. But it wasalie, he
would have known the lawyer wouldn't tell him evenif he knew. He must have goneto find out what the
two different waiting periods meant, Sx months and thirty days. She could imagine the scene, Brice
sincere and puzzled, asking on her behaf what they meant; they had been in shock, without any
understanding of the legdlities before. And he found out, she told hersdlf, that she couldn’t even borrow
againg the estate until after the thirty days had passed. Unitil then nothing was herslegdly. That explained
theloan coming up now, to be findized exactly thirty days after Jud' s death. It would have been
impossible sooner.

She thought about the four accounts he had deleted, and wished she had paid more attention to the



numbers, the figures. How much did he have to put back before the auditors arrived? Evidently, at least a
hundred thousand had to bein place next week sometime. His desperation wasred. But what if there
was more?

Would he push her for more loansin the coming weeks? And if she balked, refused, there was no
possibility that he could raise more money unless she died. And, she added dowly, she couldn’'t dietoo
soon, not before Sunday .

She had signed the loan application, reassured that Since it wasin her name, she would have timeto think
it through at the cabin, and that he couldn’t touch it if she changed her mind. But if she died and the
money was in her account, he would inherit it aswell as Jud' s estate. It would dl be his. He could
borrow in hisown name, hire agood defense atorney, if it ever cameto that.

But it wouldn’t come to that; Caldwell needed hard evidence and he didn’t have any. He didn't have
enough to show cause for a search warrant.

Her ssomach was churning, and abruptly she felt she was going to be sick, shewould throw up here a
the table. She jumped up and nearly ran to the women’s room, and stood in astall taking deep breaths
with her eyes closed.

She was spinning atheory, shetold hersdlf, exactly the way Brice had spun theories, each one more
incredible than thelast. He was aliar and athief, but akiller? Hurt and betrayed, outraged, she had taken
atheory past belief without athing to go on except the fact that he had |ooked at inflatable canoes and
had tried to conced it. She should have stayed home, she thought then, looked further.

Sheleft the stall and stared at her reflection in the mirror over the sink: gray-faced, wild-eyed, amost
unrecognizable. She shook her head. “Hedid it,” she whispered.

She remembered what Matthew had said when they were splitting up, and he had begged for another
chance. “Youwin alittle, lose alittle, and it' sagame, just fun. Then you losealot and you try again, to
get it back, because you know your luck will change again. It dways does. Y ou fed lucky thistime,
redlly lucky. Y ou have to keep trying to win it back because that’ sthe only way you' Il ever come out
ahead. Luck. | know better now. I’ ve learned my lesson.” But he hadn’t learned anything. He had taken
the rent money and tried again.

Brice wasin too deep. Time had run out. Hisluck had run out, just as Matthew’ s luck had run out. Her
father had said she didn’t learn athing the first time, and that was wrong, she thought, remembering the
bitter fight they had had. She had learned never to try to come between an addict and hisfix. The
addiction would win every time. What she hadn’t learned was how to recognize an addict in the first
place; they camein many guises.

She dashed cold water on her face and dried it, and when shelooked at hersdlf in the mirror again, alittle
color had returned to her cheeks, and ahard glint wasin her eyes. “Y ou married the same man twice,
idiot. And thistime there’ sno oneto bail you out.”

She knew now that in heeding that voice of command in her head, she had done the right thing, the only
thing possible: run. If Brice had seen her, if she had confronted him, he would have done something
drastic to the computer, gotten rid of everything, finished covering histracks. But aslong ashe didn’t
suspect anyone could find what he had hidden, it would be there next week, next month. And she
desperately needed time done, timeto find away to prove what she knew. Caldwel couldn’t do it, and
unless shedid, Brice would get away with the murder of her father.
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At ten-thirty on Friday morning Felicia pulled into the Halburtson driveway. Whereit split, one part going
down to the boat shed and carport, and the other around the front of the house, she followed the oneto
the front door. Willawas in the passenger seat, composed but very pale. Felicia patted her leg.

“Wewon't stay long, afew minutesonly,” she said. There was an explosion of sound, a shot that echoed
and reechoed around the lake and dliffs. AlImost immediately there was another gunshot. “Good heavens!
What on earth... 7’

Coop’ s dogs bounded up through the woods at the side of the house barking, and the poodlesin the
backseat barked excitedly in response.

“Stop that nonsense,” Feliciasaid crosdy, getting out of the car. All the dogs stopped barking, and now
she saw that Spook wasthere; Abby had arrived aready.

Willagot out more cautioudy than Feliciahad done, and the three big dogs came to sniff her, accepted
her, and escorted the two women to the door, which Florence was opening.

No one said Florence was fat; they said that she was stout, or that she had put on some weight, or that
shewas heavyset, but in fact at forty to fifty pounds overweight, she wasfat. Shewore her gray hairina
braid coiled on her head and looked like an aged Brunhild. Holding a conversation with her was atrid,
Fdiciahad decided long ago, because Florence seldom finished a sentence, and her thoughts seemed to
jump from one subject to another in amanner that suggested she was paying little attention to what she
was saying. It wasn't her age, or the onsat of Alzheimer’s, or anything €lse ominous taking atoll; she had
aways been like that.

Florence embraced Feliciawarmly, then tentatively embraced Willa, who appeared just astentative
about the gesture. Another pair of shots sounded, fainter now that they were inside the house.

“Who' sthat shooting?’
“Coop. Takeoff your things. I'm making muffins...”

“What on earth is he shooting at out there?’ Felicia demanded as another shot sounded. “If he has't hit
it yet, heisn't going to.”

“Nothing. Heisn't shooting anything. Huckleberry, the last of them. Cleaning out the freezer. Abby’ swith
him, and they’ll be cold... Isthere snow in the pass? We might hit it down around Klamath Falls. And
coffee... You have our key, don’t you?’

Fdiciaand Willatook off their coats and put them down on the sofa, then followed Florence to the
kitchen; she was rambling on, but Felicia decided to wait for Coop to comein and tell her what was

heppening.

Thiswas agood house, she reflected, built back around the turn of the century, when finishing details had
been important and craftsmanship counted. Hickory wainscoting, oak and mahogany floorsthat had
turned dmost black with age but were as beautiful asthey had been when the house was buiilt, high
ceilingsand tall windows with wide window seats. The kitchen floor wasinlaid linoleum in a speckled
pattern, fifty years old or more, waxed to a high polish. Florence and Coop had raised three sonsin this
house, and when the boys had grown up, married, moved away, they had come home often with their
children, and the house accommodated al of them. The rooms were big; there werefour or five
bedrooms on the second floor, and a partly finished attic; and al the rooms used to get filled with laughter
and fun-loving children and their parents. Now the grandchildren had their own children, and the visits
had become more and more rare. The big old house seemed preternaturaly till and lonesome. Then



Fdiciaheard what Florence had been rambling on about: Abby intended to buy the house.
“... what she'll dowithit. | know what Jud planned some day. An art colony.”

Willawas nodding sadly. “Hewould have doneit eventualy. | told him I’ d teach courses, and Abby
probably would, and maybe Feliciawould do workshops on illustrating children’ sliterature...” She
looked at Fdlicia. “He thought maybe he' d talk to you someday about being the administrator, when it
was closer to the timeto tart. He didn’t want anything to do with paperwork, he said.”

Horence began talking about the meter man; the meters and the service boxes were side by side on the
back wall of this house. “ Coop had to show Abby the eectric boxes and circuit breskers...” Fdicia
always thought that was the real reason Jud wanted the property, not only to keep the ramp but because
it would have been a problem to move the eectrica serviceif strangers bought the house. An art colony,
she mused, that was more his style. It would have been for Willaand Abby, of course. She walked to the
back door and gazed out. Florence took muffins from the oven; they smelled wonderful.

“... nofusesanymore. It that strange? He' d come in with abucket of huckleberries, and sit there at
the table and wait for me to make muffins...”

Abby and Coop came into sight on the path from the back of the boat shed. She was carrying a shotgun.
The dogs romped around them as they came up the path, apparently deep in conversation. She nodded
at something he said. From the kitchen door Felicia couldn’t see the ramp or the cabin, the boat shed
wasin theway, but out in the other direction she could see some of the lake, black water today. Some
daysfrom hereit looked azure. It dl depended on the sky, the cloud cover, whether the sun was
bright... Sheturned away from the door.

When Abby and Coop came into the house, her face wasfiery red from the cold, and Coop had a blush
on his nose and cheeks, but hardly noticeable; his skin was so weathered and brown he seemed amost
imperviousto weather.

Abby was surprised to find Ficiaand Willain the kitchen. Shelooked at the shotgun she was holding,
and said with a shrug, “Coop inssted that no one can stay around here without agun of some sort, and
the police dtill have therifle. He was showing me the difference between shooting ashotgun and arifle. |
may never be ableto use my right arm again.”

“See” Coop said in hisddiberate way, “you don’'t haveto hit anything. | never did, and | never intended
to; ashot intheair will do thetrick. It will scare off whatever might be prowling around, and if the first
shot doesn't do it, you want to shoot closer, at the dirt in front of the critter. That’sgoingto doit.” He
was pedling off layers of outerwear as he spoke.

Abby had taken off her gloves, but that was al. Now she went to Florence and hugged her. “ Remember,
write—let me know how your trip was, how you both are. And don’t worry about me. Coop’sgood old
gun and Spook, that’sal | need.” She hugged Coop, who looked dightly embarrassed but hugged her
back. “If sheforgetsto write, it's your job. Thanksfor the use of the gun and the lessons.”

Shelooked at Feliciaand said, “We ve had along talk already, and | have to get started on things. I'll
cal you in the next day or two. Now I’'m off.”

Florence pressed a paper bag of muffinsinto her hand and walked to the door with her, then stood there
watching for atime. When she turned to the room again, her eyeswerefilled with tears. “Now, you two
can day for abit, can’t you? All those warm muffins...”

Willanodded, and Fdlicia, who had been watching Abby, sat down abruptly at the table, and she thought



with certainty: she knows. Abby knows.

She had turned the heat down too low, Abby thought when she entered the cabin; it was freezing cold
ingde. Trying to ignore Spook, who was racing around looking for Jud, she adjusted the thermogtat and,
without taking off her jacket yet, checked the kerosene supply for the oil lamps, the way Jud always had
done after an absence of afew days. Abby hadn’t remembered to do thiswhen she brought Chrigtina
here, but today she was methodica about checking out the cabin, making sure it was prepared for any
emergency. Outside, shelooked over the supply of firewood, neatly stacked and covered with atarp.
They usually burned wood for heat and didn’t rely on the ectricity; Jud had said the exercise of
collecting firewood and cutting it up was an absol ute necessity for him, and besides, wood hest was best.
After she carried in wood, she unloaded the boat and took everything inside, stowed away the groceries,
cleared an end table and put the mahogany box on it, and findly hauled the boat to ahigher ledge; the
lowest one had severa inches of water on it now. She started afire in the woodstove. Soon the cabin
would be warm enough to turn off the electric baseboard heaters and she would take off her heavy
jacket and boots. She made coffee and sat at the table, gazing at the lake, and now let hersalf think about
Brice.

Ever since sheleft the restaurant in Eugene, she had shied away from thinking about him, about what she
should do, what she could do; instead, she had planned her next few days, apportioned time, so much to
reconnect the old computer and reformat the hard drive to obliterate everything on it, so much for the
paperwork upstairs, so much for deciding what to keep, what to give away, what to put in the box she
had bought, what to do with dl the materid Christinacouldn’t use... Each day would befilled.

Driving, she had almost stopped and turned back to Eugene; she should change her will, she had thought
suddenly; then she had continued driving. She gpportioned time enough to write anew will inlonghand,
and even planned how to keep it safe until alater date. She would mail it to hersdlf in care of Felicia. It
would be dated, of course, and the canceled stamp would be proof enough. She had learned how alot

of Jud’'s money would be used, the Xuan Bui Ingtitute, but what had he planned for the rest of it? Coop
Halburtson had given her the answer when she told him and Florence that she intended to buy their house
when and if they decided to sell, exactly as her father had planned. And Coop had told her about the art
colony, the first she had heard of it. The colony would be for Feliciaand Willa, and her, of course, she
added. Coop said that Jud thought the world needed educating about how to read, and how to see
clearly, and an art colony would be a step in that direction. Right, shetold hersdlf. It would be.

Redlizing she had shied away from thinking about Brice yet again, she forced her mind back to him.
There weren't any guiddinesfor her Stuation, she thought bitterly. Cal Cadwel and say, My husband
killed my father. And hewould say, But we can't crack hisadibi. Tell Briceto hisface, Y ou killed my
father. They would yell at each other, and the following day it would be asif she had said nothing. Wait
for himto try to kill her. He might put it off for awhile, she thought, but eventually it had to be done.

She put hersdf in his place, trying to think histhoughts. All that money, the trouble he wasin—there
wasn't any other solution. He couldn’t wait out the six months, and she probably couldn’t or wouldn't
borrow enough to cover dl hisdebts. Also, she must suspect him, or she wouldn't have walked out.

She stopped her chain of thought and considered that. Of course, shewould leave him; hewasaliar and
achest, athief, an embezzler, and now she suspected that he had become involved in day trading. He
scorned the idiots who got hooked on video poker, the lottery, dot machines, he wasfar too intelligent
for those brainless games. He understood stocks and bonds; he could beet the system, and he was lucky.
Would al that have been enough to make her walk out? She didn’t know. In him she had found what she
had been looking for: peace, agood and satisfying sex partner, someone to share the hearth and home...
They might have worked something out, since after her disastrous first marriage, she had been desperate



to make the second one work. But he had killed her father. She thought thisicily, without any doubt, with
aslittlefeding asif she were congdering the probability of sunshinein summer, or rain in winter.

Then, remembering that she was trying to think like Brice, she went on: if she suspected him, sooner or
later shewould tell the police, and once they became redlly suspicious, they would start afull-scae
investigation at the office, one that would uncover irregularities. Self-preservation was inginctua, aduty
that had to be undertaken, regardiess of how repugnant it appeared. Poor Brice, forced to kill hiswife.
How he would suffer, because heredlly did love her. But if it had to be done, why wait?

Not Friday night, too soon. Probably not Saturday night. He couldn’t be certain when the Halburtsons
would leave. Besides, everyone said Jud died on Friday night, but it had been on Saturday morning
actualy, another day to wait. Best to avoid even aremote possibility of the technical problem of when the
thirty days ended. Sunday night then, after midnight. Their neighborhood was very quiet on Sunday
nights; he could dip out and back in without being seen. Two hours both ways, a snap. Row over in his
little collapsible canoe, do what had to be done, and get out. He would have an dibi, of course.

Almost gently she reminded herself that she didn’t redlly know; she could be aswrong as he had been
with al histheories. Her gaze came to rest on the shotgun she had placed on the table along with abox of
shells Coop had given her. All she had said to Coop was that she regretted the rifle the police had taken
away. It had been enough. If it hadn’t been, she would have asked if she could borrow it.

She worked on the discarded computer first: disconnected cables, reconnected others, brought up the
systemsinformation, then afile or two. She had been right. Everything written before twenty months ago
was gill on the hard drive. She hesitated, but only briefly; what was the point in printing out anything else,
just to bury it? She reformatted the disk drive, returned dl the cablesto their rightful places, and it was
done.

In the afternoon she sorted papers, separated out stories from private matters. The box she had bought
to hold his private papers wasfilling, and she worried that it might not be quite big enough. It was a poor
companion to hisbox, but the best she had been able to find. The wood was pale, intricately carved, just
asthe other one was, but it had been carved for the tourist trade, and that made a difference.

No longer reading every word, she found the work of sorting was going faster than she had thought it
would. When she grew tired of reading, she roamed the cabin, fingering objectsthat he had liked enough
to keep. There weren't that many, athough there was aton of books. A mantel clock that was wrong as
often asit wasright; he had had to reset it frequently, but he had liked it, and paying much attention to the
time had never been one of hisvirtues. She checked it against her watch and reset it. Severa framed
pictures of her at different stages, ababy, first-grade age, teenager, amore recent one of her swimming in
thelake... Onthedresser in hisroom aframed studio picture of Willa; shewasradiant and lovey iniit.
Next to it acarving from Bali, awhite bird, possibly a crane. For yearsit had been attached to a piece of
driftwood, then it had been broken off the base, and he had made aframeto hold it. The frame was very
ample; the bird hung from the top by anearly invisble nylon string, freeto movein dl directions. He had
glued the frame back onto the driftwood, as white as the bird. She touched it and it swung to and fro. It
was S0 lightweight, so beautifully balanced, it responded to the most gentle breeze.

On his desk was a paperweight she had given him for Christmas one year. She shook it and watched
rainbows form, become elongated, and finaly settle into ablue base. She had saved her dlowance for
more than amonth to buy it, she remembered, and moved on.

That night she wrote out anew will, and although she kept it as smple as possible while making it clear
that sheintended it to replace the one on file with Brice s attorney, it took her hoursto finish. She kept
forgetting something, or making amistake in the wording and had to start over again and again. No



corrections, no errors; it might have to stand up to a challenge in probate court. She burned each
discarded draft in the woodstove and she burned alot of them before she was satisfied. On Saturday she
would row across the finger and put it in Coop’s mailbox, raise the flag, and know it was done. Over the
weekend she would have to remember to ask Fdliciato hold aletter she was expecting until she collected
it.

On Saturday she found a piece about Willa; she started to read it, then put it down. It wastoo persondl,
too private. How Willa had blushed at what he had written in the novel, how much more she would blush
if shesaw this. That afternoon Abby finished sorting; everything left could be seen by anyone who cared
to look, and her pale box wasfilled al theway. She closed the box and locked it with atiny key, and
then said, “ Tomorrow afternoon.”

She made a cheese omelette and salad, and as she ate she thought again of what Jud had written about
Willg; abruptly she put down her fork, and went to the phoneto call Fdlicia They should dl three attend
hisfunerd, she thought. The three people he had loved, who had loved him, they should dl be there.

When Feliciahung up after talking to Abby, she regarded Willawith asearching gaze. * She wants usto
go with her to bury her father,” she said. “Tomorrow.”

Willahad been pacing restlesdy most of the afternoon, gazing at the lake, pacing again, unableto st il
more than afew minutes a atime. Now she exhaed along breath and nodded.

“And afterward, we' Il tell her about Brice,” Willasaid. “We Il bring her back here with us.”

Fdiciashook her head. “ Afterward we' |l have awake for Jud. I'll make us some dinner and we' Il eat
over therewith her.”

Willagtarted to protest, and Feliciasaid softly, “ She knows. We don’t haveto tell her anything. She
knows. Sheisn't likely to come back with us.”

“Then... Shecan't just St over there not knowing what he might do. He might show up tonight,
tomorrow, who knows when? She can't just Sit and wait for him to come. That' s crazy!

Originally Felicia had thought that when they told Abby what they believed, she would be shocked,
disbelieving, horrified, and finaly accepting. Then, she had thought, they would al cometo the cottage
and decide what to do. But seeing Abby with the shotgun, knowing her, recognizing the changein her
expression, she had thrown out al the planning. Abby already knew, and she was making her own plans.

All night she had worried the problem of what to do, what Brice might do, what Abby was planning. He
had gotten away with it the first time, and however he had managed then must seem the likeliest way to
get away with it again. But not before midnight on Sunday, not before the thirty-day grace period. And
since hedidn’t know for certain when Abby would return to Eugene, he probably wouldn't trust waiting

until Monday night.

Now she sad, “Willa, please st down. I’ ve given thisalot of thought, and here’ swhat | think we can do.
Firgt, nothing’ s going to happen tonight; the thirty days aren’t over yet. Tomorrow night we' |l holeupin
the Halburtson house and keep watch. We'll take turns, one of usrest on the sofa, one keep watch. Y ou
can see the sart of the driveway from the dining-room window, and if he shows up, we'll call Abby and
tell her to hidein the woods. She might get alittle cold, but that’ s al, and she knows those woods the
way you know your own house. That won't be aproblem for her. And we'll call the sheriff. So Brice will
go over and find the house empty, and come back acrossthe finger. But we'll disable hiscar, let theair
out of thetires, and the sheriff will come and get him and find whatever evidence they need to keep him.”



Willasat a the table considering it, and finally nodded. “But I’ll try to get her to come back with us, or to
let me stay there with her. Something might go wrong, and she'll be done. Maybe we rewrong and he
won't comeat dl, or he hasdifferent plansin mind. An accident in their house, something like that.”

Theimage of Abby holding the shotgun wasin Fdlicia’smind again, but she nodded. “Yes, well try to
get her to be reasonable, but | don't think we should mention Brice yet. She' sworking things out for
herself and needs alittletimeto finish.” Then very briskly she said, “I hope and pray I’ m wrong, and
nothing will happen thisweekend or ever. If nothing happens, we' Il have our tak with her on Monday,
but for Sunday night, we'll keep watch over her, just in case. Now | haveto go to Bend and do some
dinner shopping, and buy along rope. We won't dare show alight in the Halburtson house, and we'll
need aguideline to follow to the carport to get to hiscar. Y ou want to come dong?’

They went shopping, and afterward they drove to the Hal burtson house and took the rope around to the
back, where Feliciatied it to the porch rail, and then strung it along the path, wrapping it around atree
here and there as she went. At the boat shed she stopped and tied it.

“Thisisenough,” she said, surveying the boat shed, the carport off to the side, the boat ramp down
below. “Thelight from the ramp will be enough for the rest of the way; it'sjust that first section that’ stoo
dark.” Shelooked at the cabin across the finger; smoke was curling out of the chimney, lights already on
in the upper part reflected paey on the black calm water. Later, when daylight failed, the reflected light
would be anilluminated path.
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No onetalked as Abby led the way up the drive, then onto the ruined road toward the bridge over the
north finger. Willa carried the box of papers, Fdiciathe shovel, and Abby the box with her father's
ashes. It was very quiet in the woods that early afternoon, little wind, no frolicking dog; they had left
Spook in the cabin, and the forest creatures had been stilled by the arrival of intruders. It wasn't very
cold.

After crossing the bridge, Abby turned toward the lake; there was no trail, but she knew where they had
to go, and athough it was not a strenuous walk through the woods, she kept the pace dow, afraid that
Feiciawould tire. When they stopped, the north finger wasin sight, grumbling and hissing itsway over
and around rocks and blowdowns on its way to the lake, which wasin view below.

Mindy’ s grave looked different; aflat black obsidian rock had been placed on it. Jud had been here,
Abby thought; he had repaired damage done by an anima or astorm.

She and Willatook turns digging, and during her rest periods she gazed at the tall trees, mostly pines, not
very big through the trunk but eongated, reaching for light; through the sllvery gray-green needle patches
of pearly gray sky shimmered, and down below, the black lake was areflecting pool. Underfoot,
centuries of pine needles carpeted the earth, sound absorbing and resilient; trees felled by the most
elementd of al foresterstold their own stories, bore witnessto the timelines of their history. Those most
recently struck down were still cloaked in thick russet bark; then the mosses claimed the tree trunks,
brilliant greens and grays, and the multihued lichen, white, red, yellow. .. Burrowing creatures inhabited
the decaying trees, cave dwellers deep in the inner recesses. The crumbling bark became foothillsto the
cave dwellings; then the trees were no more than dark mounds with onelast visible act to
perform—nurse trees to seedlings, preserving the species. And findly even those mounds sank back into
the earth, leaving places on the forest floor where the earth offered | ess resistance to whoever trod upon
it. Here and there, like sculptures, black obsidian rocks rose, some fractured and faceted, some polished
by years of tumbling, artless art. Abby thought this was the most beautiful placein the world.



When the grave was ready, she placed the box of papersin first. Neither Willanor Feliciahad asked
what it contained. Then she put the mahogany box in the grave, and for amoment stood gazing at it
slently, saying good-bye. Willatook agold chain from her neck and placed it on the box, and Felicia
added asmadll figurine. Abby and Willatook turnsfilling in the grave, and then dl three gathered rocksto
cover it, protect it.

Hisfunerd, Abby thought: silent, reverentid, fitting. It was done. His secrets were buried with him for all
time

Back insde the cabin, Abby put another piece of wood on thefire, then said, “1 have cheese, snack
food. Let’s haveit now. Tea? Coffee?’

“Nope,” Fdiciasaid. “1 bought two bottles of avery nice wine, fume blanc. And aduck. He used to
dropinand say, "You'll never guesswheat flew into the car on my way home from Bend. A duck. Maybe
| can make us somedinner.“ And, of course, I’d make dinner. He did love duck. And he aways brought
in abottle of fume blanc to go with it. Between thetwo of uswedrank it dl.”

Abby smiled faintly and went to the refrigerator to find the cheese. In the novels Link’ s aunt Sookie had
made duck for the boy, then the man. She had dways known that Feliciawas Aunt Sookie, she redlized:
his mother, companion, confidante.

“Too early to gart the duck,” Feliciasaid, rummaging now in the refrigerator with Abby. “Ah, hereitis.
Pate.”

They sat a the table, looking out over the lake, nibbling, Spping wine, and then Willasaid, “He brought a
duck in to my house once and asked if | knew how to cook it. | said no but | was game, and he said so
was the duck. Anyway, | got out my handy-dandy cookbook and followed instructions to the letter, and
we ateit, but afterward al he said was, " Never mind.” ”

They dl laughed. Willagave Feliciaafond look. “1 didn’'t know at the time what the competition wes. |
never tried it again.”

“I used to try to make chili theway heliked it,” Abby said. “But no matter how much chili powder or red
chilies| put in, he dways added more at the table. So thisonetime| decided to get it right to start with,
and doubled the amount | usudly used, then added even more. He camein while it was Smmering, and |
was off in the woods or something, and he must have thought he' d fix it himself and added till morered
chili flakes. When we sat down, | waited for him to sampleit, looking forward to his surprise when he
found it was okay for once. He nearly choked on thefirst bite. Helet out ayell, and gasped, " Milk! |
need milk.* He drank aglassful, and then helooked at me and said, ” Abby, you're an overachiever.” ”

They sat and told Jud stories, smiled and laughed, drank wine, and lapsed into silence now and again.
After one of the silent periods, Feliciashook hersdf. “I’ll get that duck started,” she said.

When she went to the kitchen, Abby and Willafollowed and watched her preparations. Her secret,
Abby thought, was that she braised it first in amixture of wine and water, with garlic, ginger, alegk, a
carrot...

“We'll let it smmer awhile. What goes with duck is mashed rutabagas, brown rice, and asdad. Should
have red vine-ripened tomatoes, but forget that thistime of year. All tomatoes are good for now isto
look at.” When Willaand Abby offered to help, she shooed them away. “Later I'll take the duck out and
&t it to the Sde and strain the broth and chill it down, so | can get the fat off the top. Used to keep it for
making biscuits, but | gavethat up.” She glanced a Willaand Abby. “Y ou girlslike biscuits?” They both
nodded. “Calories be damned! Cholesterol be damned! Biscuits, with duck fat. Best thing thereisfor



making biscuits while the oven’ s so hot from finishing the duck, crying out for biscuits.”

Watching her, Abby smiled; then, looking past her, she saw out the kitchen window that the ramp light
across the finger had come on. Beyond the reach of pale light the world was as dark as the black [ake.
She emptied the wine bottle into their glasses and raised hersin asemisadute. “Calories be damned,” she
repeated.

Fdiciafinished the duck by covering it with a paste she made from alittle broth, mashed leek and carrat,
more ginger, more garlic, and adollop of orange marmalade, then put it in the hot oven. It came out half
an hour later crackling golden brown all over; the biscuits went in, and she finished mashing the
rutabagas, tossed the sdad, then surveyed the table, gave it asatisfied nod, and said, “Let’seat. I'll get
the biscuitsin about one more minute.”

It was a beautiful and delicious medl, and for atime no one spoke. Then Abby asked Willa, “How much
detail did you and Dad go into about an art colony? What made him think of such athingin thefirst
place?’

“You,” Willasaid after atiny sp of wine. No one was drinking much wine now, asip from timeto time
wasall. “I’'m afraid | had been bitching about some committee work | couldn’t get out of. He asked me
what agirl like you could do with an advanced degreein art history. Y ou know the answer: work ina
museum, do restoration or authentication, teach. He said you chose to work in the museum instead of
beingaT.A., and that said something.” Willasmiled faintly. “Heknew the kind of work you' re doing,
hauling and crating, hanging ashow, taking it down, more hauling and crating...”

“I might liketo teach,” Abby protested, “just not like they’ d want meto.”

“That’ swhat he said, that you' d be afine teacher if they gave you your head, and that what you needed
more than anything else a this point wasto travel and see someredl art, and then he started talking about
an art colony. Established artists who need space and quiet now and then, students who are there
because they want to learn something, maybe an occasiona Elderhostdl.”

Shelooked a Felicia, till pink and flushed from her kitchen duties, with her curly white hair curlier than
ever. Shelooked like Mrs. Claus, after agood nutritionist had worked the éf over for ayear, trimmed
away every excess pound.

“Hesaid,” Willacontinued, speaking now to Felicia, “that you needed aredly good reason for staying
here at the |ake because your kids were driving you up thewall, pressuring you to moveto civilization
and act nice. And, by God, an art colony would be afine reason, if you would agree to take any partin
such acrazy idea.

“| said I’d give up my position, go on part-time, and divide the year, haf here, haf in town, the best of
both worlds...”

Abby’smind was drifting: the Xuan Bui Indtitute in Vietnam near her village, the Jud Vickers Art Indtitute
here by his cabin, hislake. How excited he must have been.

They talked about the art colony throughout the rest of dinner. Abby made coffee, and later she and
Willacleared the table and washed the dishes.

Then Fdiciasaid, “ Abby, thank you, child, for letting this day happen, for letting us be here. Thank you.
Now, we should be going.”

Willaclasped Abby’ s hand fiercely. “ Come with us. We |l toss a coin for the cot; the winner getsthe



sofa. Please, Abby, comewith us.”

Abby shook her head. “I’'m glad | redized intimethat | didn’t want to be aone today, that you both
belonged here, too. But now | haveto be done. For awhile.” She hugged Willaand kissed her cheek.
“Thanks, Willa” Then she drew away and embraced Fdlicia “And you. | can’t thank you enough. | love
you both so much.”

Then very briskly she said, “Now get bundled up. It' sgoing to be acold ride across. Fdlicia, you must
be exhausted, al that hiking, cooking, shopping. Y ou have your gloves?’

They all pulled on waterproof boots, heavy jackets and hats, gloves, and |eft the cabin. Abby told Spook
to Say, to watch, and obediently the dog lay down with alow whine.

“I won't linger on the other side,” Abby said, steadying the boat for Feliciato step in. “Too cold.”

It was very dark, the woods and sky a black wrap that started somewhere beyond comprehension and
cameto the edge of the boat; only the lights from the cabin and the light from the ramp existed in such
overwhelming darkness. A faint breeze had started at the surface of the lake; higher up it was brisk
enough to rustle the pine branches, whisper in the needles. That and the faint dap of the carsdiding in
and out of the water were the only sounds.

At the ramp Willahelped Felicia out of the boat, and then pleaded with Abby. “If you won't come with
us, let me go back with you, spend the night.”

“Ancther time,” Abby said. “Take care of Fdlicia” She pushed off and started to row.

For several seconds the two women on the shore watched her, then Feliciatook Willa'sarm and said,
“Let’'sgettoit. Comeon.” They started up the path to the carport; when they got there, Felicialooked
once more & the water; Abby was gone, out of sight, past the reach of the ramp light. On the other side
of thefinger the cabin glowed like a beacon.

Fdiciaand Willagot into Fdlicid s car, and she sarted the engine and backed out carefully. At thefork in
the driveway she turned and drove to the front of the Halburtson house, then farther, and stopped
between two pine trees, a spot where the car would be al but invisible to anyone who didn’t look hard
for it. Slently they got out and walked back to the front porch; Fdliciaused atiny penlight to find the
keyhole, unlocked the door, and they entered the house to Sart their vigil.
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Abby reentered the cabin and locked the door. She checked the wood supply, unnecessarily; she knew
there was plenty insgde, more than enough to see her through the night. Spook was pathetically happy to
have her home again, and she ruffled the dog' s fur, then unlocked the dog door. Later shewould lock her
insde. After taking off her heavy jacket and boots, she picked up the shotgun and the box of shellsand
took them to the table and very methodically loaded the double-barreled gun.

The answering machine light was blinking, she redlized. Someone had caled in the short time she had
been out. It was Brice. His voice sounded strange, thick, the words durred: “Abby, pick up the fucking
phone! | know you'rethere. Please. Please pick up.” She stared at the telephone. Was he crying?
“Abby, please. I'm begging you. Tdl her, Eddie, tell her I'm begging.” Hisvoice broke, and amoment
later, in a steadier, more measured, even ddliberative manner, he said, “I’'m at Eddie Blankenship’s place.
I’ll be here for awhile. If you need me... What' s your number, Eddie? What' s your fucking number?’

He was drunk, she thought in amazement. Drunk, at Eddie Blankenship’s house. He was repedting a



number, enunciating each number too clearly, too precisdly. “Cal me, sweetheart. Cal me.”

She felt weak with relief suddenly. He couldn’t drink and amost dways stopped with one drink, one
glass of wine. The only time she had ever seen him drink too much had been at his birthday party when
he turned thirty. He had passed out on the couch and had dept for hours, through the party, through the
noise of music and laughter, through good-byes hours later, through the night. She had covered him up
and left him on the couch. After that he had been teased mercilessy by hisfriends. Cheap date, they said,
what a cheap date. Eddie Blankenship had been at the party, she remembered. And tonight Bricewas at
his house, drinking himsdlf into astupor.

She started to replay the message, and midway through she whispered, “I don't believeit.”

He was putting on an act. There must be others around who knew he couldn’t drink, and he was putting
on an act for them. Setting up an adibi. Using her to set up hisdibi. Someone would take him home and
put him to bed, and presumably he would be out cold for the rest of the night. Respectable people would
testify to that: abanker, hiswife, people whose words would not be doubted. She disconnected the
phone from thewall jack.

Eddielived afew blocks away in their neighborhood, at the top of the hill; their house was midway
down, and how Brice wanted ahouse a the top of the hill. By the time he achieved it, Eddie would have
moved to Spyglass Hill, or some other even more elite neighborhood, and then Brice would not be able
to rest until they could move there, too. She looked at her watch, aquarter to ten. He would make it
look good, another fifteen minutes or haf an hour, and then Eddie would take him home, probably take
off his shoes, watch him pass out on the couch the way he had done before. He wouldn't arrive at the
lakefor at least two and ahalf hours. If he came, she added.

If shewaswrong, hewouldn't show up at al. But if she wasright, he would be there sometime after
twelve, probably closer to twelve-thirty or one, or even later. On Sunday nights most lightsin their
neighborhood were off by eeven. He might wait until leven or alittlelater to Sart.

Unhurriedly she resumed her preparations. On the back wall of the kitchen, the refrigerator wasin the
corner next to three feet of counter; there had been wall cabinets aboveit at onetime, but Jud had taken
them down and put in adiding window, for light and air, he had said, but actualy in order to St at the
table and be able to see out over the finger. Then came the sink, with another window, more counter and
cabinets, and the sove. The worst possible kitchen design; Lynne had complained about it often, but for
one person or even two people, it wasfine. Abby cleared the counter between the refrigerator and sink,
put the toaster and dish drainer on the other side and placed the shotgun on the side where they had
been. She consdered the box of shells, it should be within reach, but not in the way. She put it near the
gplashboard under the window. Cadwel’s card with his cell phone number went by the telephonein the
living room. She made a pot of coffee and filled athermos, placed amug nearby; she hated the plagtic
cup on the thermos. The binoculars, she remembered, and got them from a drawer to take to the kitchen.
Scanning the opposite side of the finger, she found the rock she had picked out asafocal target, and
when it was perfectly clear she put the binoculars down, closeto the edge of the sink. A glassinthedish
drainer, where, if she knocked it over fumbling in the dark, it would not crash into the sink; any sound at
night carried, she knew. No noise. No light. No shadows at the window.

She brought in arattan chair and placed it by the counter, but when she sat down, she redlized she was
too low; she couldn’t see thelake well, couldn’t see the ledge, only across the water. Two cushions
made it exactly right. She surveyed the scene, unlocked the window, and then turned off the lightsin the
cabin. Rehearsd time.

There was more light than she had thought there would be. The glass panel in the door of the woodstove



olowed with firdight. Standing at the window with that glow behind her, she might be seen. Regretfully
she decided to turn up the thermostat, |et the fire die out. The light from outside dso illuminated the cabin
dimly. It would not reved her, but it would be a spotlight on him when he came ashore. No rehearsal was
needed, she realized; she could see al the items she had arranged. She stood up, then paused, gazing a
the water beyond the window.

Although only afew inches deep, the water on the ledge |ooked bottomless, an abyss; it was responsive
to the breeze, restless with shifting patterns under the soft light from the house. Would he wear
waterproof boots? She doubted it. He had never been here at thistime of year; he didn’t know that the
ledge would be covered, that his feet would get soaked with the icy water, hisfine Italian shoes ruined.

It was il early, just eeven. Without turning on alight, with no need for more light, she went to the stove
and poked at the wood to make it burn faster, be done sooner. Afterward she sat in the living room.
Newly energized, firelight flared brighter than ever; fire shadows danced on the walls.

If hedidn’'t come, if shewaswrong about everything, then what? She didn’t know. But no matter what
else, she knew she could never live with him again. In her mind she had seen him plot the murder of her
father and carry it out; she knew he was capable of it, and she believed he had done it. But they might
never be able to prove anything.

Uneadly she got up and while there was still enough light, dthough it wasfading at last, and went to the
pegsin the kitchen, reached into her jacket pocket, and pulled out her pen-light. Shewouldn’'t need it in
the kitchen, she now realized, but when she used the bathroom she would, and even now she needed it
to seethe thermostat and st it. Having turned off al the lights, shefelt agreat reluctance to turn them
back on.

She checked the door again, and latched the dog door, and findly she sat down in therattan chair in the
kitchen. Poor dumb Spook, without aclue, sniffed her legs, nuzzled her hand, and finaly lay down at her
fegt withasgh.

If hedidn’t come, Abby started again, she would |leave tomorrow. What if he redlly had afoolproof aibi?
If he redlly had not committed murder? She would go home, pack some things, and hole up someplace.
Go to Sdem? Talk to Caldwell? She had to do that, but when? Not before Brice' s hard drive was
copied onto disks. If he had left atrall, it was on his computer. She had to start there. And if hisdibi
couldn’t be disproved, what? Give Brice a chance to admit what he had done at the office, make him go
to Durkins and confess and guarantee restitution, starting with the money she was borrowing? She
redlized she was consdering giving him the same chance her father had given her first husband: confess,
pay up, and get out. Brice would have to agree to go into some other line of work before sheturned a
cent over to him; he could never manage anyone els€ smoney again. That would belike putting a
pedophile in charge of a day-care center, or a diabetic with an insatiable sweet tooth behind a candy
counter.

It was dmost laughable, trying to imagine Brice accepting such an ultimatum from her. Shewould tell him
she had changed her will first, or better, leave him anote saying that she had doneit. She bit her lip.
When should shetalk to Caldwell?

Theideaof accusing her husband of murdering her father made her ssomach hurt, made her spinning
thoughts spin even faster, out of control. She knew what she had to do, but she couldn’t find a sequence.
Everything had to befirst. She took several deep bresths and started over. If she went directly to
Cadwdl, what could shetdl him? Brice made his motel reservation only after | reserved the cottage
at the coast, and that was at his urging, to go that weekend. Bricewould deny it. He stayed home
that morning because my father called and wanted me to come out, and Brice had to make sure |



didn’t doit, that | would go on to work, and then to the coast. Hisword, her word. He went to
three meetings in Portland before that one, and each time he got home by midnight; there was no
good reason for himto stay over that night. He aready had explained that away.

Embezzlement, the need of money, supplied amotive, and Cadwell was't interested in motives, only
means. That |eft the canoe, and possibly the gun, but where were they, if he had them at al”? He could
have flown to Sesttle, bought the canoe with cash, flown back home with it the same afternoon. Would a
salesman remember him? And he had kept it somewhere. Not & home; she might have seen it during one
of her sporadic cleaning frenzies. Hewouldn’'t haverisked it.

She stood up to stretch, afraid tension would make her legs start to cramp, make her hands cramp. She
reached across the counter and did the window open. A faint rubbing sound was the only noise it made.
She picked up the shotgun and cradled it against her shoulder, againgt abig bruise that throbbed painfully
a atouch. Coop had said if she intended to practice abit more, she should pad her shoulder with a
towd.

Maybe heredly was drunk, adeep on the couch. Maybe he had wanted to come out here and found he
couldn’t do it, and had started drinking instead.

She lifted the shotgun and sighted the restless black water at the end of the ledge, where he would come
ashore, and she said under her breath, “1 can go thisfar, but could | shoot him? Actualy shoot him?” She
didn’t know the answer.

She had visudized how it would be, but she had no image, no ideawhat would follow tomorrow, the
next day, next week; everything beyond tonight wasablur.

Hewould not be holding a gun—he would need both hands to manage the canoe, to get it up onto the
ledge. The gun would bein his pocket. Her shot would be a complete surprise; he would stagger on the
ledge, dippery under the water, fall backward into theicy water, another systemic shock. He might
struggle up, try to get back on the ledge, and she would shoot him again, knock him back again, and
while he struggled, she would have time to reload and to shoot as many times as he got to hisfeet and
tried to reach her. But it would be like shooting an unarmed man, lying in ambush and killing an unarmed
person. Coop said the buckshot wouldn't kill abear, and probably not acougar, but it wouldn’t do them
any good, either. She had visuaized Brice climbing back into the canoe, fleeing, and then she would call
Cadwell and tell him that Spook had wakened her, that she had seen someone coming ashore and shot
him. They would find Brice, wounded, bloody, soaking wet, find the gun, find the canoe, and it would be
over.

She shook her head violently. If she shot him, he would die from wounds, loss of blood, hypothermia. He
would die. Shaking, she put the shotgun back on the counter and closed the window. Could shedo it?

In the Halburtson house Felicia shifted on the sofaand looked at her watch: twelve o’ clock. Although she
had not dept, she had rested; now it was Willa sturn to stretch out and try to relax. Shefdt tiff and
creaky when she stood up, but by the time she reached the dining-room window and touched Willa's
shoulder, she fdt fine again. They had postioned a comfortable chair by the window, and Willahad

taken athrow from the living room to cover herself. No matter that they had turned up the thermostat and
the house was warm enough, keeping the night watch was chilling, as Feliciawell knew. She wondered
how many nights she had sat up with asick child, and shook her head. Many, many times.

“Go get somerest,” she said softly as Willastood up and stretched.

“I doubt that I'll deep,” Willasaid, just as softly, asif they both were afraid their voiceswould carry out
into the black night. “If you see his car lights, come get me. And only two hours, then my turn again.”



“1 know,” Feliciasaid. “1 know. Go rest now.”

Abby sipped hot black coffee and wished she had |eft some cheese out, but she wouldn’t open the
refrigerator to get any. Thecabin would beflooded with light.Sheshould have thought of something she
could do in the darkened cabin while she waited. Like Madame DeFarge, knit and watch, knit and wait.
She stood up, stretched, sat down again and again, but till felt twitchy al over.

Suddenly, on the opposite shore, a shadow moved in front of the ramp light. No longer aware of her
restlesslegs or her nervous hands, she snatched up the binoculars, did the window open, and searched
the ramp area, and then she found him.

Brice was putting atiny canoe into the water.

She could see him clearly, black cap, black coat that she had never seen before, a peacoat, the kind
saillorswore, black pants. He got in the canoe and started to paddle; the canoe was faster than she had
thought it would be. Very soon it would pass out of the light from the ramp, into the black space, and
then it would reappear in the light from the cabin. She put the binoculars down and picked up the
shotgun.

When Fdiciasaw the headlightsturn in at the Halburtson driveway, she sood up and silently put on her
heavy outerwear: jacket, scarf, knit stocking cap pulled down nearly to her eyes, woal gloves. She
checked to make certain the cell phone wasin her pocket, then she made her way through the dark
house and out the kitchen door without a sound. On the porch shefdt for the rail and the guideline she
and Willahad placed there.

Using the utmost caution, she descended the three steps down to the bark mulch trail; then, keeping her
hand on the guideline, she followed the trail to the back of the boat shed. There was a glow beyond the
shed, but no light on the path; she never let go of the guiddine. She stopped at the shed and watched
Briceinflate arubber boat. He had a canister of compressed air; it took him only secondsto finish.
Acrossthe finger, the dock light beckoned, awarm yellow light road.

As soon as hewasin the boat and had started to paddle, Feliciaretraced her steps back to the house.
She had to warn hersdlf repeatedly not to rush, not to risk afall, not to lose the guideline. She could not
see her hands, or theline, or even the house.

Findly, back on the porch, shefdt for the door, then continued to feel her way acrosstherear of the
house, past the window, and to the eectrical service boxes. She took off her gloves now and felt for the
switches. The bottom one, the biggest one, was the one she needed. She found it and threw the switch,
then repeated the act with the service box next to it. The glow beyond the boat shed vanished. The glow
from across the finger vanished, and the night was darker than ever.

She found the stairs again and, as before, keeping agrasp of the guiddine, she returned to the back of
the shed. Now she had her other hand on the cell phone. If he had aflashlight, alight of any sort, she
would haveto cal Abby, warn her. She did not believe he had alight; the dock lights were sufficient. She
waited.

Before Abby could position the gun againgt her shoulder, the ramp light went out, the light at the back of
the cabin went out, and there was only the black night.

Spook made alow growly sound, adeep rumble in her throat. “Be quiet,” Abby whispered. “ Spook,
watch.”

What was he doing? What had he planned? Maybe he had alight of some sort in the canoe. She shook



her head. A flashlight wouldn’t be of any useto him, not unless he followed the black shore dl the way
around the finger to theledge. That would take along time. But if he didn’t have alight, or if hehad a
night-light of some kind, she wouldn't be able to see him when he came ashore; she would haveto rely
on Spook to warn her, rely on her own earsto warn her. She didn’t move, listening, watching for the
beam of aflashlight to come on, go off. It was so dark, nothing was visble—no sky, no water, nothing.

She had begun to fedl drowsy, but adrenaline and the cold air had roused her, and now fear raised her to
an even higher level; she could hear her own heart, Spook’ s every breath, the whisper of water on
basdlt...

Then she heard the sound of a paddie dapping water, and again... It got louder, nearer; he was begating
the water, not diding the paddlesin. The sound began to fade again. Drawing away? Or had he begun to
measter the technique? She leaned against the counter to get closer to the window, and she heard it again,
the splash of apaddle hitting water, but it wasfaint, farther away.

Hewaslog, she thought then. Out therein the dark, lost. She didn’t move, listening.

After along silence, during which she hardly bresthed, straining to hear, she lowered the shotgun to the
counter and rested her hand on Spook’ s head; the dog’ s ears were stiff, her hair bristled, her whole body
wasrigid, listening, on watch. If Brice came thisway again, Spook would know, and through her Abby
would know. She didn’t move again for along time.

Then she heard afaint cry from far away; it sounded like the scream of an owl. Slowly Abby reached out
and closed the window. If it had been closed before, she wouldn't have heard the cry, she thought
distantly. She sat in the rattan chair and started to shiver.

Acrossthefinger Feliciawas standing at the back of the boat shed, aso listening, and she too heard the
cry that could have been an owl. Slowly she began to make her way back to the house, using the
guideline rope as before, blind in the pitch-black night. She reentered the house without a sound and
returned to the dining room, the comfortable chair by the window, where she sat down and pulled the
cover about hersdlf without removing her heavy jacket, her gloves, or the stocking cap. She was aching
from the cold and she knew that without dectricity, the house would only get colder.
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“It'stime,” Feliciasaid, touching Willd s shoulder. The young woman was deegping, huddled in atight
meass, with ablanket up to her nose; the house had become refrigerator-cold overnight. Fliciawas ill
dressed in her heavy outdoor clothes, her face flushed with cold. “If we're going to get to the cottage
before the park ranger drivesthrough, we' d better be on our way,” she said.

Willayawned and sat up.

“Let’sput that chair back whereit belongs, and while you straighten up thingsin here, I ll collect that
rope, and we' |l be off,” Feliciasaid. Together they moved the easy chair back to the living room, and
afterward Feliciawent outside quickly. The sky was lightening, but the woods were ill very dark, with
shadows dense and impenetrable. She needed her penlight to see the circuit breakers, restore them to
their proper places. Then she followed the guiddine to the end of the boat shed and gazed at the cabin
acrossthe finger; the paelight looked warm, soft yellow againgt black. At thisside, the ramp light was
enough so that it was amatter of seconds to undo the rope and start back to the house, coiling the rope
as she wernt.

They finished up in the Halburtson house quickly, went out and got into Felicia s car, and she backed out
from between the two pine trees, turned, and headed toward the road. At the spot where the driveway



branched, she caught aglimpse of Abby’slittle black car down near the carport. Willa's eyeswere
closed, and Feliciadidn’t say aword. She drove to the cottage.

“Itwasabugt,” Willasad tiredly when they got out of the car. “But I'm glad we did it. Are you okay?’

“Fine” Feliciasaid. “I’'mfine.” She opened the cottage door, where they were greeted by the two
excited poodles. “Asfar astherest of the world is concerned, last night we drove home, talked awhile,
then went to bed. Not aword about anything €lse. Agreed?’

“Of coursg,” Willasaid.

“Y ou should go on to bed now, get in afew hours of real deep at least. I'll let theseidiot dogs out and as
soon asthey come back in, I'1l go to bed.”

Willawas aready peding off layers of clothes as she headed toward the bedroom they had been sharing.
There was a sofamade up for abed in the room, and Felicia stwin bed, one easy chair with alamp
nearby on an end table, and a chest of drawers. Enough.

While she waited for the dogs, Feliciastood at the kitchen window gazing out over the lake that was
dowly defining itsalf, re-creating itself from darkness, form out of chaos. Presently the poodles wanted
back in; she opened the door for them, undressed, put on awarm flannel gown, and went to bed.

In the cabin, when the light came back on and she could see what she was doing, Abby put things back
intheir place, then huddled on the couch, shivering hard. She should go to bed, get some deep, she
knew, but she leaned back, pulled one of the gaudy throws around hersdlf, and after along timefell

adeep.

At nine Feliciawoke up; then, putting on her robe, she went to the kitchen to look at the lake, at what
was happening out there. On shore were two sheriff’s cars, atruck, and a rescue-team ambulance. A
few people were being kept back by a deputy—curious campers, she guessed. In the water she saw a
sx-man rowboat, with men grappling for something. She was glad they hadn’t sent adiver down; the
water was too cold to put anyone through that. She went to rouse Willa

They stood side by sde watching for amoment, then Willasaid faintly, “We haveto cal Abby. He must
have gotten to the lake somehow.” Shelooked and sounded terrified.

“Did you seeany car lights?’

“No! But he must have gotten in!” She ran to the phone and punched in numbers, and after afew
seconds, her face ashen, she said, “ The phone' s disconnected or something. I’ m getting arecording.”

“I have her cdll phone number,” Feliciasaid, and hurried to find it in her address book. Her hands were
shaking.

Willaplaced the call, and on the fifth ring Abby answered groggily. Willadumped down into achair.
“Ligten,” she said, “something happened out on the lake last night. The sheriff ishereand alot of men are
looking for something in the water. | think you should come over. Drive. Don't come by boat.” She
listened amoment, then said, “We didn’t, either. No one.” When she hung up, she looked old and tired.
“Shedidn’t hear or see athing during the night.”

Felicianodded. “ Thank God!” She was putting on her heavy jacket and stocking cap. “I’ m going to talk
to the sheriff,” she said. “Ed Grayson. I’ ve known him dl hislife. Why don’t you make coffee?’

She wanted to intercept Abby before the sheriff got to her, or one of his deputies turned her away. Abby



would seethelittle black car; she might not be able to get around it without scraping it, in fact, and she
would know what they were looking for out there. Felicialet hersdf out and walked toward the ramp
areaand the sheiff.

“What'sgoing on, Ed?’ she asked when she drew near him. Hewas adightly built man with amustache
far too big for hisface. Hewas very proud of that mustache; he seemed to think it made up for a
fadt-receding hairline.

“Morning, Mrs. Shaeffer,” he said. “Reckon there' s been some kind of accident out there. The park
ranger spotted alittle boat hung up on the rocks and caled us, and herewe are. | put in acall to the state
troopers, ” cause that lieutenant—Ca dwell?—he said if anything unusual happened out here, he should be
cdled. Andthat'sall | know.”

She nodded. It probably was dl he knew. She pointed to asmall blue canoe on the shore, partly
deflated. “ That was out there?”

“Yep. Damnedest thing | ever saw. Rubber canoe, who would have thought of such athing?’ He shook
his head in wonder.

They stood gazing at the canoe for atime. Out on the |ake the men continued to drop the grapple over
the side of the boat, and pull it up. Then Felicia saw the van appear on the park road that edged the
parking area, and she waved to Abby to stop. “It's Abby,” she said to the sheriff. “ Jud’ s daughter. |
thought since she was at the cabin alone, maybe she should come on over and stay with usfor atime,
until we know what’ s going on out there.” She went to meet Abby, who was Hill in her clothesfrom the
day before and who looked asif she had been up al night. She was pale down to her lips. She drew
even with Fdlicia, stopped, and rolled down her window.

“My car isin the driveway over there,” Abby said in alow voice. “My car, the Supra, it'sin the
driveway.”

“Maybe you' d better tdll the sheriff that,” Feliciasaid. 1t looks like someone had an accident last night,
maybe fell out of aboat, something like that. Let’ stell him about the car, and then we'll go onto the
cottage and get warm.”

Abby stared at her, along, searching look; she started to say something, but abruptly turned away and
swallowed hard. Then, not looking at Felicia, she nodded. “Yes, | should tell the sheriff,” she said.

Sheriff Grayson nodded politely when Fdliciaand Abby drew near. “Why don’t you ladies go on to your
place” hesaid, not unkindly but clearly wanting them not to linger.

“She saw her car in Halburtson' s driveway,” Feliciasaid. “Her own car. She drove Jud’ s van over from
Eugene”

Helooked past them at the van, then at Abby. “Anyoneinit?’ Hisvoice was different, harder now.
She shook her head, her gaze fixed on the big rowboat on the lake. She was as pale as death.

“Take her back to your place,” the sheriff said to Felicia it was no longer just asuggestion. I’ll send one
of the boys over to see about the car, keep an eye on it until Lieutenant Caldwell gets here.”

They sat at the table by the back window. Felicia made toast and spread butter and jam on a piece and
put it in Abby’s hand; she took abite, then put it down. Willaput coffeein her hand; she sipped it, and
put it down.



They saw Cadwell arrive, followed by another state police car, and soon after that aman drove stakes
into the ground and strung a crime-scene tape. Cadwel and the sheriff stood together, watching the
rowboat; the onlookers stayed behind the tape. Two more state cars arrived, and Detective Varney
appeared, talked with Caldwell, then left again with several men.

The men in the rowboat dropped the grapple into the water, rowed the boat afoot or two, drew the
grapple up, dropped it again. Now and then the grapple appeared to be snagged on arock or something,
and the men had to reverse their direction, maneuver to freeit again, then they resumed their search.

At twelve-thirty they stopped moving forward, and began to pull up the grapple line dowly, three men
struggling with it, until they got it out of the water. The massthey pulled into the boat was shapeless,
black, big, and dripping water.

Feliciatook Abby’sarm and drew her away from the window as the men began to row toward the boat
ramp.

Haf an hour later Caldwell cameto the cottage. Feliciamet him outside on the front stoop. Caldwll
looked tired, and he looked very angry.

“It'sBrice, ia't it?’ Fdiciasaid. He nodded. “ She knows, Lieutenant. She saw her car, and she has
been putting things together for herself. She knows.”

“Youtold her your suspicions about him,” he said harshly.

She shook her head. “Y esterday we buried her father; Willa, Abby, and | buried him up in the forest. We
had dinner in the cabin, the three of us, then she rowed us across the finger and we came home. Brice's
name was never mentioned al day. | haven't said aword to her about him. But she saw her car over
there. It certainly wasn't there when Willaand | left. She knows.”

He started to move past her, toward the door; she caught hisarm. “Was he carrying the gun?’

“There was aforty-fivein his pocket,” he said, il harsh, still angry. He pushed the door open and
entered the cottage.

Abby, seated at the table, watched silently as he strode across the studio with Fdliciaat hisside. Felicia
pulled achair closeto Abby’ s and took her hand.

Cadwell drew in abreath, then said, “Mrs. Connors, there’ sno easy way to tell you this. We ve just
recovered your husband’ s body from the lake. I'm sorry.” He sat down across from her. Abby bowed
her head and didn’t move again, or make a sound. “Can you answer afew questions?’ Cadwell asked
after afew moments. She nodded.

He asked questions, and Feliciaheld Abby’ s hand as she answered. She might have been holding anice
sculpture, but Abby’ s voice was steady, if faint. Shetold Cadwell about the shotgun that Coop had
ingsted she take and about the call from Brice, then, startled, remembered that she had not reconnected
the phone. Willalooked at Fdlicia, agonized, and Fdiciaknew what she had to be thinking: even if they
had seen the car lights, they wouldn't have been ableto call Abby intime. They would have had to come
back to the cottage to look up the cell phone number.

“So hismessage is on the tape?’ Cadwell asked.
“Yes. | thought hewas at Eddi€ s house, passed out. He couldn’t drink really.”
Findly Lieutenant Cadwell stood up. “I’ll have to have that tape with hismessage,” he said. “And the



shotgun. Areyou going to stay at the cabin now?’

“No,” Willasaid quickly. “I'll go with her to get her things and then take her home with me. She can't
stay up here, or a her house.”

Abby didn't protest. Instead, in avoice that had become even fainter, she said, “ Lieutenant, if | give you
permission to search my house, the computers, whatever you want, do you still need a search warrant?’

He regarded her steadily for along time, then shook his head. “No. Let’s go to the cabin now,” he said.
While Willaand Abby were getting their jackets on, and Willa collected the few things she had brought
to the cottage, he stood looking down at the small fantastic model s on the worktable; then he asked
Fdicia, “You going to be here later on?’

“Yes I'll behere”

Dusk was gathering before he came back, no longer angry looking, but tired. Without waiting to be
asked, hetook off hisjacket and sat at the kitchen table. “ She went back to Eugene with Ms. Ashford,”
he said. “ She said she'll be back and forth alot in the months ahead.”

Felicianodded and poured coffee for them both and sat opposite him, also looking out. No one was on
the lake now: no boats, no onlookers on shore. A finerain had started to fall.

Without glancing her way, the lieutenant said, “\We were checking out everyone who drove aBuick to
that Portland motel the night Connors stayed there. A tourist waswilling to swear he saw him leave
before seven that morning. What he saw was asilver Buick and aman in adark suit, but he would have
been hard to shake unless we found another Buick, another driver. And we were running down everyone
who bought a collapsible canoe or boat of any sort west of the Rockies during the past few months. We
had that narrowed down to two possible customers, one' s off to Alaska or someplace, the other used a
pseudonym: Robert Langdon. We were doing that before you called me with your theory about Brice
Connors. Plodding, laboriouswork.” He Sghed heavily.

“But you let him come out herewith agun,” she said hitterly.

“I had people keeping an eye on him,” he said. “What they saw was Connors drive to the Blankenship
house, park at the curb, and go in. Later acar came from the garage with two people, neither onewas
Connors; it left and then come back with just the driver, Blankenship. Connors had been in the backsest,
lying down, according to Blankenship. He and afriend took him home and dumped him on the couch,
and he was out cold, they thought. Blankenship took the other guy home, and went back to hisown
house. Our guy was gill watching the Buick.”

“And Brice dipped away in Abby’scar,” Feliciamurmured. “With agun in his pocket and acanoein the
trunk.”

He nodded, amost absently, it seemed. Still not looking at her, he said, “ The sheriff thinks he had afew
drinks, came out with the gun, maybe to harm her, and then was overcome by remorse, and turned away
from the cabin, maybe headed for the break and miscalculated. Thelittleidand isjust about al under
water, invisble, and he rammed into it. He couldn’t free the canoe from inside, so he climbed out and
dipped into the deep water. The shock of ice water, the heavy clothes he was wearing, they kept him
from climbing back out. That’s how your sheriff hasit figured out.” He glanced at her. “1 keep thinking of
what you said early on, that you' d like to see the murderer with an anchor tied to hisfeet and dumped
into the deepest water.”

She had to think back amoment, then she shook her head. 1 said something like that to the young lady



detective, not to you.”

“Likel said, Varney’ syoung and pretty, and agood detective. After acouple of daysshe'll drivethe
little sports car back to Eugene. She ll likethat.” Hefinished his coffee, then eyed her speculativey. “You
believe he suffered remorse?’

“Of course not. Y ou have to have a conscience to suffer remorse.”

“Conscience. Guilt and conscience. Real driving forces, aren't they? One or the other—both—can ruin a
decent person’slifefor dl time.”

Feliciastood up and went to acabinet. “I’'m going to have adrink, Lieutenant. What | can offer is scotch
and water, or wine. Are you on duty? Or do you want one, too?’

“Scotch and water,” he said without hesitation.

She put icein glasses, added scotch and filled them with water, then sat down again. “ Did you ever track
down that blond man?’

He nodded. “Weeks ago. It was like you said, afamily matter.” He picked up his glass and tasted his
drink. “1 reed once,” Cadwell said after thefirst sip, “that if you'relogt in the forest, you should st il
and let searchersfind you, or you just wander in circles. | suspect the same thing' strueif you' re rowing
around in the dark, you just row in circles until you run into something.”

Hedrank again. “ That’sgood,” he said. “Just what | needed. Y ou ever go down in acave?’ Hedidn't
even glance at Felicia, didn’t wait for an answer. “Y ou get down in it and the guides turn off thelights,
and for thefirgt time for most folks, they experience real darkness. Thetotal absence of light. The old
saying, you can't see your hand before your face? True. Y ou can't. City people don’t know what that
means, not redly. Low dense clouds, no light to bounce off them to light up alittle of the landscape, totd
darkness, that’s how it must be out like this. Like being deep in acave.”

He gave her an oblique glance, then looked away again. She didn’'t move. “1 keep wondering how and
why Connors ran up onto thelittleidand like that, far enough to make it necessary to get out of the canoe
to freeit. Seemsto me he would have been paddling along, not very fast in that little rubber canoe, not
fast enough that hisforward momentum would have carried him up onto the rock before he felt abump,
enough to back off. He could have felt abump, reached out, expecting to be at the ledge back of the
cabin, and felt the rock, pretty much like the lowest ledge behind the cabin. Couldn’'t have seen it, or he
would have known he was off course. He could have reckoned he had reached the place hewas aiming
for and climbed out, pulled the canoe out, and stepped backward, into the deepest part of the water.
And once he was in the deepest water, that’ sal shewrote.

“Of course” he sad reflectively after amoment, during which Feliciadidn’t stir or make asound, “it
wouldn’t have been that dark, not with lights on both sides of the finger. The utility company saysthere
was no outage, nothing like that last night. And the circuit breskers, the main switchesin the éectric
service boxes, they’re dl okay. | checked. Even checked for fingerprints; nothing but smudges.”

Shedidn’t say aword. Acrossthe way the tops of the trees were black against the gray sky, but aready
the base of the trees, the basdlt, the |ake were merging, becoming one. Soon the trees would be one with
them, and there would be only the enveloping darkness. Sheloved thistime of day, when everything
merged and became one.

“I keep thinking of Abby Connorsup in that cabin alone with her dog and aloaded shotgun,” Caldwell
sad. “ She' swhat, twenty-eight? A long life ahead of her, fifty years, sixty? A long life” Hefinished his



drink, put the glass on the table, and stood up. He gave Feliciaone of histhoughtful looks. “Would she
have shot him?’

For along time Feliciadidn’t speak, but finaly she stood up also, and said, “Yes.”
He nodded. “I'll be running dong now. Thanksfor the coffee, for the drink.”
“Lieutenant,” she said, going to the door with him as he pulled his jacket on, “isthe case closed now?’

“Paperwork to clean up, reports, wait for auditors’ reports, abit of tidying up to do, but asfar aslI'm
concerned, it’s closed.” He opened the door, then looked at her once more. “Y ou take care, Mrs.
Sheeffer.”
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On Tuesday Abby went to her house to meet Lieutenant Caldwell and get areceipt for whatever he
wanted to take away, and she knew that Willa had been right; she could not stay in thishouseasingle
night. She would have to come back later and pack her belongings, and then shewould turnit over to a
real-estate agent, and never come back.

While Cadwel and histeam made their search, shelistened to the answering machine messages, two
from friends that she skipped over, one for Brice that she skipped, and then Harvey Durham, Jud's

attorney, was speaking.

“Mrs. Connors, will you please giveme acal at your earliest convenience. Following the instructions of
your father, | am to deliver aletter to you in person on Monday.” The call had been placed on Friday.

She closed her eyesin rdief. Harvey Durham would know what to do about afunera, about Brice's
parents, about the house. She sat down in the living room to wait for Caldwell to finish. Histeam had
aready taken out some clothes, papers, Brice' s computer; when he entered the living room, he was
holding keys. “A mini-storage place,” he said, “and his car keys. Duplicates. We found another setin his
pocket. Have you decided what to do about his car?’

She shook her head.

“I'll' have someone bring it around and put it in the garage.” His cdll phone rang and he answered, turned
away, speaking in avoice too low to catch. When he looked at her again, he said, “Mr. Connors was
carrying the gun that killed your father. They just phoned in the results.”

Now shewasin Harvey Durham’s office, and the attorney was deeply shocked. Hewasin hissixties,
with unruly white hair, apaunch, very pink cheeks. He held her hands and led her to achair asif afraid
she might collapse as she told him what had happened at the lake, and that Brice had killed her father.

He would arrange everything, he assured her; he would get in touch with Brice' sfamily, arrange to have
them take care of the funera; of course, she should not attend; he would take care of the house and car,
meset with Brice sattorney ...

Then hesaid, “ Y our father gave me explicit directions some years ago, three years ago, my dear. | anto
shred adocument in your presence, and ddliver to you aletter.”

Three years, she thought numbly, before he and Willa had gotten together, but after Abby and Brice
were married. That was when he had added the thirty-day contingency clauseto hiswill, ayear after she
married Brice. She nodded and watched as the attorney fed a manila envelope into a shredder that
turned it into confetti. Then Harvey Durham handed her asedled envelope.



“I'll leave you donefor afew minutes,” he said, and walked from the office,
Slowly she opened the envelope and took out several sheets of handwritten papers.
Hi, honey,

I’mwriting this letter on the assumption that for whatever reason, we won’t have talked about
these things when you receive it.

“ Shewas a child, and | was a child in our kingdom by the sea.” Her name was Xuan Bui, she was
seventeen yearsold, | loved her, and | killed her.

They sent me to Bali, to a hospital. One day as | bicycled around the island with two other
patients, we came across an old man on the beach, carving something. He was as brown and
wrinkled as a walnut, and the wood he was carving was driftwood, bleached bone-white. He
motioned for meto join himand | did. The other two men began to walk along the shore, looking
for shells, but | sat near the old man, neither of us speaking for a long time. Now | could see that
he was carving a bird with outspread wings, one foot already drawn up for flight, but the other
foot still attached to the driftwood base. Each feather was detailed, the ruffled breast feathers
parted by the wind, the wings taut and strong. Then he stopped carving and said in perfect
English, “ Sheis till bound to the earth, sheis not released yet.” He handed the piece to me. He
got up and walked away, so ancient, so frail and small, he looked unreal. The other two men
returned and asked where | had found the carving; all they had found were a few worthless shells.
| said the old man had given it to me, and they said there had been no one with me. | had sat there
by myself while they walked. They had checked now and then; we were all considered to be
suicidal, you see, and not permitted to go out alone. One of them must have reported to the doctor
that | was delusional, and the following week they sent me home, booted me out of the army. Go
home and be crazy was the message | got loud and clear.

You' ve seen the bird, Abby. It’sreal enough. Was he? | don’t know to this day. | went home and
was crazy for along time. I met your mother in San Francisco, and at first, seeing her fromthe
back, | thought it was Xuan Bui. Her hair was long and black, straight to her waist; she was
dender ... Three weeks later we were married.

| did your mother two terrible wrongs, Abby. | married her when | didn’t love her, trying to
substitute her for someone else. And | failed to provide for her afterward. | never blamed her for
leaving me. The wonder isthat she didn’t do it many years sooner, the day she came to know that
| couldn’t love her.

| knew | had to do something, something important to me, and | couldn’t find what it was. | tried
towrite, | read, | meditated. All useless. Then | saw a woman drown out by Sren Rock, and it was
asif everything in me shattered, and when it grew back together, | knew.

| had to write the novel, a long novel. Now three volumes are done, and there is one more to do.
They will make a great deal of money, and | will build a school in Vietnam. | was responsible for
the destruction of a village, and the death of a lovely young girl. Maybe | can redeem myself The
school has been started, and as more money comes along, it will grow. It is called the Xuan Bui
Institute.

You will have wondered what | did with the cashier’s checks, and now you know. One other
person knows, and he has helped me through every step. Heis very old and I’'m afraid he won't
live to seeit all completed. Because his health is failing, we have set up a legal trust, the Xuan Bui
Institute Trust Fund, in the Bank of America Trust Division in San Francisco, and that iswhere |



deliver the checks.

In the unlikely event of a fatal accident—the plane crashes, the boat sinks, lightning strikes—I
have instructed Harvey Durhamto deliver this letter to you thirty days after my death. And you
should also know that if, God forbid, your death should have followed before the thirty days have
passed, then all the money due me would have been sent straight to the institute trust fund. Snce
you are now reading this letter, the thirty days have passed, and you will have had time to start
down the very difficult path of recovery from the merciless grief of the death of a loved one, and
Harvey by now will have destroyed, unopened, the second part of this document.

Honey, please understand that this letter isin no way a demand on you. It's meant only to inform
you so you won't worry and speculate about the checks, as | know you would without hearing this
fromme. | failed you in the same way | failed your mother, by not providing adequately too many
times, and | am sorry, and yet your unguestioning love never wavered, and for that I amtruly
grateful. |1 don’'t believe the sins of the fathers are visited on their children. You have no obligation
to repay my debt, and | would never try to dictate from the grave. Whatever | leave is yours
without restraints, without strings. But you should know what | did, what I’ m doing.

My truest wish isthat one day I'll burn thisletter and you will never seeit. But, Abby, since you
arereading it, know this: | have been blessed twice. | have loved and been loved by a woman who
was heroic, and | was given a magical child. My two loves. My life has been blessed.

One last bit to ponder. A puzzle without an answer, a cosmic riddle. The day | finished Siren Rock,
| felt a freedom | had not known before, arelease, asif | had been in restraints that | could not
identify, could not find, could not escape. And on that day when | picked up my lovely bird, it
came apart in my hands, set free fromits driftwood trap. The bird is for you, Abby. Be whole, my
darling, be free, be unhurt. | love you.

She read the | etter twice, then dowly folded it, returned it to the envelope, and put it in her purse. She
crossed the office to stand at the window, seeing nothing outside, looking instead into the past, her father
inVietnam, Bricelost on the black lake, her mother’ stears... She had been weeping for her lost child,
not her lost husband, Abby understood now.

And she was seeing the final scene from her father’ slast novel. The man Link, exhausted, defeated, was
gtaring at the mud bath, dowly undressing. He never had believed aword of the myths that had arisen
about the mud bath, its power to hedl, to cleanse, or to cling as a stench that could not be washed away,
but till he hesitated. Finally he moved forward, and up above the big hot spring he saw the woman he
loved, holding alarge white towd, waiting for him. He stepped into the mud bath.

Abby was startled by the voice of the attorney; she had not heard him reenter the office.
“Areyou dl right, my dear?’ he asked hesitantly.

“yes”

“How can | reach you, if the need arises?’

“WillaAshford will know where | am,” Abby said. “I haveto go to Seettle, stay with my mother for a
week or s0. Willahas her address and phone number.”

When sheleft the office and walked out to her car, the words were in her head: Be whole, be free, be
unhurt. “I'll try,” she said under her breath. “I’ll try.”



