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HUGH LASATER stood with his back to the window watching Lloyd Pierson squirm. They werein
Pierson's office, aroom furnished with university-issue desk and book shelves, as devoid of persondity
as Pierson himself was. He was one of those men no one after the fact could ever identify, so neutral he
could vanish in amist, become one with alandscape, and never be seen again.

Lloyd Pierson stopped fidgeting with his pencil and took adeep bregth. “1 can't doit,” he said primly,
examining the pencil. “ It would be unethica, and bes des she would apped . She might even have a sex
discrimination case”

“Shewon't apped. Believe me, she won't make astink.”

Pierson shook hishead. He glanced at hiswatch, then confirmed what he had learned by looking at the
wall clock.

L asater suppressed alaugh.

“Youdoit, or | go over your head,” he said mildly. “It'safunny thing how people hate having thiskind of
decison shoved a them when it could have been handled on alower levd. Y ou know?’

“You have no right!” Pierson snapped. Helooked at L asater, then quickly avay again. “Thisis
insufferable”

“Righto. Dean McCrory, isnt it?1 just happen to have his number here somewhere. | suppose your
secretary would place the call for me?” He searched his notebook, then stopped, holding it open.

“I want to talk to your supervisor, your boss, whoever that is.”

Lasater shrugged. “ Got apiece of paper? I'll write the number for you.” Pierson handed him a note pad
and hejotted down anumber. “ That's a Washington area code. Did it yoursdlf, if you don't mind. Y ou
have an outsde line, don't you? And hisisadirect line, it'll be his private secretary who answers. Just tell
him it's about the bird-of-prey business. HEll put you through.”

“Whose private secretary?’
“Secretary of Defense,” Lasater said, asif surprised that Pierson had not recognized the number.
“| don't believeyou.” He dided the number.

Lasater turned to look out the window. The campus was a collage of red brick buildings, dirty snow, and
too many people of an age. God, how tired he would get of so many young people dl thetime with their



mini-agonies and mini-crises, and mini-triumphs. Unisex reigned here; intheir dark winter garmentsthey
al looked dike. The scene was like an exercise in perspective: same buildings, same snow, same vague
figures repeated endlessly. He listened to Pierson parrot his message about bird of prey, and amoment
later:

“Never mind. Sorry to bother you. | won't wait. It'sdl right.”

Lasater smiled at the bleak landscape, but when he turned to the room there was no trace of humor on
hisface. He retrieved the note paper, put it in an ashtray, and set it afire. After it was burned he crushed
the ashes thoroughly, then dumped them into the waste can. He held the pad adant and studied the next
piece of paper, then dipped the pad into a pocket. He kept his amusement out of his voice when he said,
“Y ou will never use that number again, or even remember that you saw such anumber. In fact, thisentire
vigt iscdassfied, and everything about it. Right?’

Pierson nodded miserably. Lasater felt only contempt for him now; he had not fought hard enough for
anything ese. “So, you just tell her no dice on aleave of aisence. Y ou have about an hour before shelll
get here; you'l think of a dozen good reasons why your department can't do without her services.” He
picked up his coat and hat from the chair where he had tossed them and | eft without |ooking back.

Lyle Taney would never know what happened, he thought with satisfaction, pausing to put his coat on at
the airs of the history department building. He went to the student union and had amalted milk shake,
picked up apoetry review magazine, bought a pen, and then went to his car and waited. Most of the
poetry was junk, but some of it was pretty good, better than he had expected. He reread one of the short
pieces. Nice. Then he saw her getting out of her car. Lyle Taney was medium height, abit heavy for his
taste; he liked willowy women and she was curvy and dimply. Ten pounds, he estimated; she could lose
ten pounds before she would start to look gaunt enough to suit him. He liked sharp cheekbones and the
plane of acheek without a suggestion of roundness. Her hair was short and dmost frizzy it was so curly,
dark brown with just a suggestion of gray, asif she had frosted it without enough bleach to do athorough
job. He knew so much about her that it would have given her a shock to realize anyone had recorded
such information and that it could be retrieved. He knew her scars, her past illnesses, her college records,
her income and expenses ... She was bouncy: he grinned at her tripping nimbly through the dush at the
curb before the building. That was nice, not too many women were still bouncy at her age: thirty-seven
years, four months, Sixteen days.

She vanished ingde the building. He glanced a hiswatch and made a bet with himsdlf. Eighteen minutes.
It would take eighteen minutes. Actually it took twenty-two. When she regppeared, the bounce was
gone. She marched down the stairs looking straight ahead, plowed through the dush, crossed the street
without checking for traffic, daring anyone to touch her. She got to her car and yanked the door open,
didin, and drove off too fast. Heliked all that. No tears. No sentimental |ook around at the landscape.
Just good ol d-fashioned determination. Hugh Lasater liked to know everything about the people he used.
Thiswas data about Lyle Taney that no one would have been ableto tell him. Hefelt that he knew her a
little better now than he had that morning. He was whistling tunelesdy as he turned on hiskey, started the
rented car, and left the university grounds. She would do, he told himself contentedly. She would do just
fine

* k% k %

Lyle put on coffee and paced while she waited for it. On the table her book |ooked fragile suddenly, too
nebulous to support her entire weight, and that was what it had to do. The book had aflying hawk on the
cover; sunlight made the rufoustail look amost scarlet. The book was about hawks, about the word
hawk , about hawk-like people. It was not natura history, or ornithology, or anything in particular, but it
had caught on, and it was having amoderate success. A fluke, of course, such along shot it could never



happen again. She was not awriter, and she realy knew nothing about birdsin general and hawksin
particular, except what she had researched and observed over the five yearsit had taken her to do the
book. The book was so far removed from her own field of history that it was not even counted asa
publication by her department.

Her former department, she corrected herself, and poured coffee, then sat down at the table with it and
stared at the book, and went over the luncheon one more time.

Bobby Conyers, her editor for the hawk book, and Mal Levinson from the magazineBirds had inssted
that afollow-up book on eagleswould be equally successful.

“Congder it, Lyle,” Ma had said earnestly, on first-name basisingantly. “We want the article. | know
ten thousand isn't afortune, but well pick up your expenses, and it'll add up. And Bobby can guarantee
fifteen thousand up front for the book. Don't say no before you think about it.”

“But | don't know anything at all about eagles, nothing. And Oregon? Why there? There are eaglesin
other places, surdly.”

Mal pointed to the clipping he had brought with him: aletter to the editor of ariva magazine, it mentioned
the bald eagles seen dong a stretch of Oregon beach for two yearsin arow, suggesting they were nesting
inthevidinity.

“That part of Oregon lookslikethe forest primeva,” he said. “ And eagles, bald eagles, are on the
endangered list. That may bethe last nesting site on the west coadt. It'll make aterrific article and book.
Believe us, we both agree, it'll be even better thanHawks. 1'd liketo cdl itBird of Prey .”

Bobby was nodding. “1 agree, Lyle. It'll go.” She sipped her coffee, her gaze ill on the book. In her
briefcase were contracts, amap of Oregon, another one of that section of coast, and a Xerox copy of an
article on eaglesthat Ma had dug out of back issues of hismagazine.

“What if | can't find the nest?” she had asked, and with the question she had realized she was going to do
it.

“It's pretty hard to hide an eagle'snest,” Ma had said, grinning, knowing she had been persuaded. He
began to talk about eaglesthen, and for the rest of the hour they spent together, it had been asif they all
knew she would go to Oregon, search the jagged hillsfor the nest, set up a photography blind, sart
digging for facts, tidbits, myths, whatever e setook her fancy to make up afull-length book.

And she did want to do it, shetold herself again firmly, and tried not to think of what it would mean if the
book failed, if she could not find the nest, if the eagles were not nesting therethisyear, if ... if ... if ... She
would have to face Pierson and ask for her job back, or go somewhere else and start over. She thought
briefly of filing aclaim of discrimination againgt Pierson and the university, but she put it out of mind again.
Not her style. No one had forced her to quit, and no one guaranteed aleave of absencefor ajob
unrelated to her field. Pierson had pointed this out to her in his most reasonabl e tone, the voice that
aways made her want to hit him with awet fish. Thefleeting thought about the Statistics of women her
age getting work in their own fields went unheeded as she began to think serioudly about the difficulties of
finding an eagl€e's nest in the wooded, steep hills of the coast range of Oregon.

Presently she put the book on achair and spread out the coastal map and began to study it. The nest
would be within amile or two of the water, and the exact places where the bird had been seen were
clearly marked. An arearoughly fiveto eight miles by two miles. It would be possible, with luck, and if
the bird watcher had been right, and if the eagles came back thisyesr...

* k x %



Lyle sat on the side of her bed talking on the phone. During the past week she had packed up most of
the things she would take with her, and had moved into her study those things she did not want her
sublesasersto use. Shewould lock that door and keep the key. Almost magically the problems had been
erased before her eyes. Shewas listening to her friend Jackie plead for her to reconsider her decision,
and her mind was roaming over the things yet to be done. A cashier's check to open an account within
the village of Sdmon Key, and more film and developer paper...

“Jackie, it'snot asif | were achild who never left home before,” she said, trying to keep the edge off her
voice. “And | tdl you | am sick and tired of teaching. | hadn't redlized how tired of it | wasuntil | quit.
My God! Those term papers!”

She was grateful amoment later when the doorbell cut the phone call short. “Lunch? Sure. I'll be there,”
she said and hung up, and then went to open the door.

The man was close to six fet, but stooped; he had abig face. She seldom had seen features spread out
quite as much as hiswere: wide-spaced eyes with heavy long lashes and thick sable-brown brows, a
nose that would dominate asmaler face, and a mouth that would fit on ajack-0*-lantern. The mouth
widened even more when he smiled.

“Mrs. Taney? Could | have afew minutesto talk to you? My name is Hugh Lasater, from the Drug
Enforcement Adminigtration.” He handed her hisidentification and she started to open the door; he held it
to thefew inchesthe chain alowed.

“Mdam, if you don't mind. Y ou study the I.D. and the picture, compareit to my pan, and then if it seems
okay, you open the door.” He had a pained expression as he said this.

Shedid as he directed, then admitted him, thinking he must be looking for an informant or something. She
thought of the half dozen vacant-eyed studentsin her classes; the thought was swiftly followed by relief
that it no longer concerned her.

“What can | do for you, Mr. Lasater?’ She motioned to achair in a hafhearted way, hoping he would
not accept the quasi-invitation.

“No one's here with you?’
She shook her head.

“Good.” Hetook off his coat and hat and put them down on the sofa, then sank down into the chair she
had indicated. “Y ou amost ready to go?’

She garted, but then, glancing about the gpartment, decided anyone with an eye could tell shewas going
somewhere. “Yes. Next week I'm going on atrip.”

“I know. Oregon. Salmon Key. The Donleavy house on Little Sdlmon Creek.”

Thistime when she reacted with surprise, the chill waslike alump of ice deep within her. “What do you
want, Mr. Lasater?’

“How'd you learn that trick?’” he asked with genuine curiosity. “Y ou never had any intelligencetraining.”

“I don't know what you're talking about. If you'll just state your business. Asyou can see, I'm quite

busy.
“It'sadandy thing to know. Y ou just step back alittle and watch from safety, in amanner of speaking.



Useful. Damned offputting to anyone not familiar with it. And you're damned good &t it.”

She waited. He knew, she thought, that inside she was frozen: her way of handling anger, fear,
indignation? Later she would andyze the different emotions. And Hugh Lasater, she redlized, wasaso
back alittle, watching, caculating, appraising her dl theway.

“Okay, I'll play it straight,” he said then. “No games, no appedl to loyalty, or your sense of justice, or
anything else. We, my department and |, request your help in a ddlicate matter. We want you to get
fingerprints from a suspect for us”

Shelaughed inreief. * Y ou aren't serious.”

“Oh yes, deadly serious. The Donleavy houseisjust ahop away from another place that sits on the next
cliff overlooking the ocean. And in that other house is aman were after quite serioudy. But we haveto
make certain. We can't tip him that we're on to him. We need someone so innocent, so unlikely that helll
never give her asecond thought. Y ou pass him apictureto look at; he givesit back and you put it away
carefully in an envelope we provide. Finis. That'sal we want. If he's our man, we put atall on him and let
him lead usto others even more important and nab them all. They're smuggling in two-thirds of dl the
coke and hash and opium being used in the States today.”

He knew he had scored because her face became so expressionless that it might have been carved from
wax. It wasthe color of something that had died along time ago.

“That's contemptible,” shesaid in alow voice.
“I'msorry,” hereplied. “I truly am. But we are quite desperate.”

She shook her head. “Please go,” shesaid in alow voice. In aflash the lump of ice had spread; her
frozen body was athing apart. She had learned to do thisin analysis, to step out of the picture to observe
hersdf doing crazy things—groping for pillsin an adcohoalic fog, driving eighty milesan hour after an
eveninginabar ... It wasagood trick, he wasright. It had alowed her to survive then; it would get her
through the next few minutes until he left.

“Mrs. Taney, your kid wasn't the only one, and every day there are more statistics to add to the mess.
And they'll keep on being added day after day. Help us put astop to it.”

“Y ou have enough agents. Y ou don't need to drag in someone from outside.”

“I told you, it hasto be someone totally innocent, someone there with areason beyond doubting. Y ou'll
get your pictures and your story, that'slegitimate enough. The contracts are good. No one will ever know
you helped us.” He stood up and went to his overcoat and took alarge insulated envelope from the
ingde pocket. “Mrs. Taney, welivein the best of times and the worst of times. We want to squash that
ring of gentedl importers. People like that are making these the worst of times. It'sadirty business; okay,

| grant you that. But Mike's death was dirtier. Twelve years old, overdosed. That's pretty damned filthy.”
He put the envel ope down on the end table by the sofa. “L et them make the first move. Don't try to force
yourself on them in any way. There's Saul Werther, about sixty-two or three, cultured, kindly, probably
lonesome as hell by now. And akid he has with him, cook, driver, handyman, bodyguard, who knows?
Twenty-one at the most, Chicano. They'll want to know who you are and why you're there. No secret
about you, the magazine story, the eagles, it'sdl legitimate ashell. They'll buy it. Y ou like music, so does
Werther. Y ou'll get the chance. Just walt for it and then take advantage of it. Don't make abig ded of not
messing up hisprintsif he handlesapicture, aglass, whatever. Don't handleit unnecessarily either.
There's some wrapping in the envelope; put it around the object loosdly firgt, then pop it in the envelope
and put it away. Well bein touch.”



Now he put the coat on. At the door he looked back at her. “ Y ou'll do fine, Lyle. You redly will. And
maybe you'l be able to accept that you're getting back at them just alittle bit. It might even help.”

* * * %

Brilliant green moss covered the tree trunks; ferns grew in every cranny, on the lower dead limbs, on the
moass, every inch of space between the trees. Nowhere was any ground visible, or any rock; all was
hidden by the mosses and ferns. Evergreen bushes made impenetrable thickets in spots where the trees
had been cut in the past, or afire had raged. Logging had stopped years ago and now the treeswere
marching again, overtaking the shrubs, defesting them, reclaiming the steep hills. Raindrops glistened on
every surface, shimmered on thetips of the emerad fronds; the air was blurred with mist. The rain made
no sound, was absorbed by the mosses, transferred to the ground below efficiently, silently.

Lylesat on alog and listened to the silence of the woods on this particular hill. The Silencesvaried, she
had learned; almost dways the surf made the background noise, but hereit wasinaudible. Thiswaslikea
holding-your-bresth silence, she decided. No wind moved the trees, nothing stirred in the undergrowth,
no birds called or flew. It wasimpossibleto tell if the rain had stopped; often it continued under the trees
long after the skies had cleared. She got up presently and climbed for another haf-hour to the top of the
hill. 1t had been a steep climb, but a protected one; here on the crest the wind hit her. Seawind, salt
wind, fresh yet filled with strange odors. The rain had stopped. She braced hersdf againgt the trunk of a
tree twisted out of shape with sparse growth clinging to the tip ends of its branches. She waswearing a
dark green poncho, rain pants of the same color over her woolen dacks, high boots, awoolen knit hat
pulled low on her forehead and covered with the poncho hood. A pair of binoculars was clipped to her
belt under the poncho. She took them out and began to study the surrounding trees, the other hilltops that
now were visible, the rocks of aledge with adrop of undetermined distance, because the gorge, or
whatever it was, was bathed in mist. She did not spot the nest.

Sheturned the glasses toward the ocean and for along time looked seaward. A new storm was building.
A boat so distant that it remained a smudge, even with the full magnification, was stuck to the horizon.
She hoped that if it was afishing boat, it made port before the storm hit. There had been two storms so
far in the sixteen days she had been in Oregon. It il thrilled and frightened her to think of the power, the
uncontrollable rage of the sea under storm winds. It would terrify her to be out there during such astorm.
As she watched, the sea and sky became one and swallowed the boat. She knew the front would be
racing toward shore, and she knew she would be caught if she returned to her house the way she had
come. She stepped back under the trees and mentally studied the map of this day's search. She could go
back along the western dope of the hill, skirt the gorge (it was agorge cut by atiny fierce stream), follow
it until it met Little Sdmon Creek, which would lead her home. It was rough, but no rougher than any
other trail in these jagged hills that went up and down asif they had been designed by afirst-grader.

The wind blew harder, its cutting edge sharp and cold. Her face had been chapped ever since day one
here, and she knew today would not improve matters. She started down the rugged hillside heading
toward the creek gorge. The eevation of this peak was one thousand feet; her cabin was one hundred
feet above sealeve. She began to dide on wet mosses, and findly stopped when she reached out to
grasp atree trunk. Going down would be faster than getting up had been, she thought grimly, clutching
the tree until she got her breath back. Thelittle creek plunged over aledge to apoal fifteen or twenty feet
bel ow; she had to detour to find a place to get down the same distance. “ A person could get killed,” she
muttered, inching down on her buttocks, digging in her hedls as hard as she could, diding afoot or soat a
time.

The treeswerefir, pine, an occasiond alder, an even rarer oak, and at the margins of the woods
huckleberries, blueberries, blackberries, Oregon grapes, raspberries, salmon berries, elderberries ... She
could no longer remember the long list of wild plants. They grew so luxuriantly that they appeared to be



growing on top of and out of each other, ten feet high, twenty feet. She never had seen such aprofusion
of vines.

Down, down, dipping, diding, lowering hersdf from tree trunk to tree trunk, clinging to moss-covered
rocks, feding for atoehold below, sometimeswalking gingerly on the scree at the edge of the creek
when the berry bushes were impenetrable. Always downward. At last she reached aflat spot, and
stopped to rest. She had come down amost al the way. She no longer had any chance of begting the
storm; she would be caught and drenched. Now al she hoped was that she could be off the steep hill
beforeit struck with full force. Shelooked seaward; there were only trees that were being erased by mist
and clouds leaving suggestive shadows. Then she gasped. There was the nest!

AsMal Levinson had said, it was hard to hide an eagl€'s nest. It was some distance from her, down a
ravine, up the other side, aquarter of amile or perhgps alittle more. Theroiling mist was dready blurring
itsoutlines. Impossibleto judge its size, but big. It had to be old, used year after year, added to each new
Season. Eight feet across? She knew any figures from this distance were meaningless, but she could not
stop the cdculations. Half as deep asit waswide, four by eight then. It crowned adead pinetree. A gust
of wind hit her, lifted her hood, and now she realized that for some time she had been hearing the roar of
the surf. She got up and started to make the fina descent. In afew moments she came to the place where
thelittle creek joined the larger one, and together they crashed over arocky outcropping. Now she knew
exactly where shewas. She stayed as close to the bank of the creek as she could, searching for a place
where she could cross. Farther down, near her cabin, she knew it was possible, but difficult becausein
itsfina run to the seathe creek was cutting a deep channel through the dliffs.

How lucky, she was thinking, to find the nest this close to her own place. The two creeks came together
at the two-hundred-foot atitude, child's play after scrambling up and down one-thousand-foot peaks.
Lessthan amile from the cabin; it would be nothing to go back and forth, pack in her gear ... She
stopped suddenly and now felt achill that the wind had not been able to induce in her. Therewasthe
other house, Werther's house. The nest was dmost in his back yard.

The boy appeared, coming from the garage carrying a grocery bag. He waved and, after a brief
hesitation, she waved back, then continued to follow the creek down to the bridge where tons of
boulders and rocks of all sizes had been dumped to stabilize the banks for the bridge supports.

Therain findly started as she approached the bridge, and she made her way down the boulders with the
rain blinding and savaging her dl the way. The creek was no more than afoot deep here, but very swift,
white water al the way to the beach. Normally she would have picked her way acrossit on the exposed
rocks, but thistime she plunged in, trusting her boots to be as waterproof as the manufacturer claimed.

She had forgotten, she kept thinking in disbeief. She had forgotten about Werther and hisyoung
driver/cook/bodyguard. At first it had been al she had thought about, but then, with day after day spent
in the wet woods, climbing, dipping, diding, searching, it was asif she had developed annesaand for a
week or longer she had not thought of them at all. It was the same fedling she had had only afew days
ago, sheredlized, when she had come upon a bottle of deeping pillsand had looked at it without
recognition. Then, as now, it had taken an effort to remember.

She made her way up her side of the boulders; five hundred feet avay was her cabin dwarfed by
rhododendrons. Weskly she dragged herself toward it, turning once to glance briefly at the other house,
knowing it was not visible from here, but looking anyway. The boy had walked to the edge of the creek,
was watching her; he waved again, and then ran through the rain back toward his own house,
disappearing among the trees and bushes that screened it.

Spying on her? That openly? Maybe he had been afraid she would fal down in the shallow treacherous



stream. Maybe he thought she had fallen many times aready; she considered how she looked: muddy,
bedraggled, dripping, red-faced from windburn and cold. She looked like anut, she thought, area nut.

She found the key under the planter box and let hersdlf in. The cabin was cold and smelled of seaair and
salt and decay. Before she undressed, she made up thefire in the wood stove and put water on to boail
for coffee. She wished she had not seen the boy, that he had not spoiled this moment of triumph, that the
nest was not in Werther's back yard amogt, that Lasater had never ... She stopped herself. She wished
for golden wings.

“Don't wagte perfectly good wishes on mundanethings,” her father had said to her once when she had
il been young enough to St on hislap.

Shewas smiling dightly then as she pulled off her boots; her feet were wet and cold. Ahwell, she had
expected that, she thought sourly. She made the coffee, then showered, and examined new bruises
acquired that day. She had not lost weight, she thought, surveying hersdf, but she was shifting it around a
lot. Her waist was dimming down, while, shefelt certain, her legswere growing a an darming rate. She
would have legs like a sumo wrestler after afew more weeks of uphill, downhill work. Or like amountain
goat. She pulled on her warmest robe and rubbed her hair briskly, then started to make her dinner.

She sniffed |eftover soup, shrugged, and put it on to hesat, scraped mold off a piece of cheese, toasted
stale bread, quartered an apple, and sat down without another thought of food. As she ate, she studied
her topographic map, then drew in a circle around the spot where she knew the nest was. As she had
suspected, it was lessthan half amile from Werther's house, but not visible from it because of the way
the land went up and down. There was asteep hill, then aravine, then a stegper hill, and it was the flanks
of the second hill that the eagle had chosen for abuilding Site.

She started in surprise when there was a knock on the door. No one had knocked on that door since her
arrival. Shelooked down at hersdlf, then shrugged. Shewasin aheavy flannel robe and fleece-lined
moccasins. Her hair was gill wet from the shower, and out every which way from her toweling it. Her
wet and muddy clothes were steaming on chairs drawn close to the stove. Everywhere there were
books, maps, notebooks; her typewriter was on an end table, plugged into an extension cord that snaked
across the room. Mail was stacked on another end table; it had been stacked, now it wasin an untidy
heap, with aletter or two on the floor where they had fallen when the stack had leaned too far.

“What the hell,” she muttered, stepping over the extension cord to open the door.

It was the boy from Werther's house. He grinned at her. He was a good-looking kid, she thought
absently, trying to block hisview of the room. It was no good, though, he wastal enough to see over her
head. His grin degpened. He had black hair with adight wave, degp brown eyes, beautiful young skin. A
heart throb, she thought, remembering the phrase from her school years.

“I caught alot of crabstoday,” he said, and she saw the package he was carrying. “ Mr. Werther thought
you might like some.” He held out the package.

She knew he had seen the remains of her dinner, her clothes, everything. No point in pretending now.
She held the door open and stepped back. “Would you like to comein? Have a cup of coffee?’

“Thanks,” he said, shaking hishead. “I have to go back and make our dinner now.”
Shetook the package. “Thank you very much. | appreciate this.”

He nodded and | eft in the rain. He had come through the creek, she redlized, the same way she had
come. Actudly it was quicker than getting acar down the steep driveway, onto the road, up her equally



steep driveway. Over amile by road, lessthan half amile by foot. She closed the door and took the
package to the sink. The crabs, two of them, had been steamed and were ill warm. Her mouth was
watering suddenly, athough she had esten what she thought was enough at the time. She melted butter,
then dowly ate again, savoring each bite of the succulent crab meat. Werther, or the boy, had cracked
thelegsjust enough; shewas ableto get out every scrap. When she finished, she sat back sighing with
contentment. She was exhausted, her room was a sty, but she had found the nest. It had been agood

day.
And Lasater? She scowled, gathered up her garbage, and cleared it away. Damn Lasater.

* * * %

For the next three days she studied the area of the nest minutely. There was no good vantage point
actually for her to stake out as her own. The pine spur was at the end of aravine that wasfilled with trees
and bushes. Nowhere could she see through the dense greenery for aclear view of the nest. She had to
climb one hill after another, circling the ravine, keeping the nest in Sight, looking for alikely placeto put
her lean-to, to set up her tripod, to wait. She finally found a site, about four feet higher than the nest, ona
hillside about one hundred feet from it, with adeep chasm between her and the nest. She undung her
backpack and took out the tarpaulin and nylon cords, al dark green, and erected the lean-to, fastening it
securdly to treesat dl four corners. It would have to do, she decided, even though it stood out like a
beer can in amountain brook. She had learned, in photographing hawks, that most birds would accept a
lean-to, or wooden blind even, if it wasin place before they took up residence. During the next week or
so the lean-to would weather, moss would cover it, ferns grow along the ropes, atree or two sprout to
hide theflap ... Shetook a step back to survey her work, and nodded. Fine. It wasfine and it would
keep her dry, she decided, and then the rain started again.

Every three or four days anew front blew in from the Pacific bringing twenty-foot waves, thirty-foot
waves, or even higher, crashing into the cliffs, tearing out great chunks of beach, battling savagely with the
pillars, needles, stacks of rock that stood in the water asif the land were trying to sneak out to sea. In the
thick rain forests the jagged hills broke up the wind; the trees broke up the rain, cushioned itsimpact, so
that by the time it reached the mosses, it was dmost gentle. The mosses glowed and bulged with the
bounty. The greensintensified. It was like being in an underwater garden. Lyle made her way down the
hillsde with the cold rain in her face, and she hardly felt it. The blind was ready; she wasready; now it
would be awaiting game. Every day she would photograph the nest, and compare the pictures each
night. If one new feather was added she would know. The eagles could no more conced their presence
than they could concedl their nest.

When she reached her side of the bridge again, she crossed the road and went out to the edge of the
bluff that overlooked the creek and the beach. The roar of surf was deafening; there was no beach to be
seen. Thisstorm had blown in at high tide and waves thundered againgt the cliffs. The bridge was
seventy-five feet above the beach, but spray shot up and was blown acrossit again and again asthe
waves exploded below. Little SAimon Creek dropped seventy-five feet in itslast mile to the beach, with
most of the drop made in awaterfal below the bridge; now Little Sdmon Creek was being driven
backward and wasrising. Lyle stood transfixed, watching the spectacular siorm, until the light failed, and
now the sounds of crashing waves, of driftwood logs twenty feet long being hurled into bridge pilings, of
wind howling through the trees al became frightening and she turned and hurried toward her cabin. She
caught amotion from the cliff on the other side of the bridge and she could make out thefigure of a
watcher there. He was as bundled up as she was, and the light was too feeble by then to be ableto tell if
it wasthe boy, or Werther.

The phone was ringing when she got inside and pushed the door closed againgt the wind that rushed
through with her. Papers stirred with the passage, then settled again. She had to extract the telephone



from under apile of her sweaters she had brought out to air because things left in the bedroom tended to
smell musty. The wood stove and asmall eectric heater in her darkroom were the only hesat in the cabin.

“Yes,” shesad, certain it was awrong number.

“Mrs. Taney, thisis Saul Werther. | wonder if | can talk you into having dinner with methisevening. I'd
be most happy if you will accept. Carmen will be glad to pick you up in an hour and take you home again
leter.”

Shefdt arush of fear that drained her.Please , she prayed slently,not again. Don't start again. She
closed her eyes hard.

“Mrs. Taney, forgive me. We haven't redly met, I'm your neighbor acrossthe brook,” he said, asif
reminding her hewas gill on theline. “We watched the storm together.”

“Yes, of course, I'd ... Thank you. I'll beready in an hour.”
For several minutes she stood with her hand on the phone.

It had happened again, thefirst timein nearly four years. It had been Werther on the phone, but she had
heard Mr. Hendrickson'svoice. “Mrs. Taney, I'm afraid there's been an accident...” And she had known.
It had been asif she had known even before the telephone rang that evening; she had been waiting for
confirmation, nothing more. Fear, grief, shock, guilt: she had been waiting for acause, for areason for the
terrible emotions that had gripped her, that had been amorphoudy present for an hour and findly settled
out only with the phone call. No one had believed her, not Gregory, not the psychiatrist, and shewould
have been willing to dishdieve, yearned to be ableto disbelieve, but could not, because now and then,
aways with ameaningless call, that moment had swept over her again. She had come to recognize the
rush of emotionsthat left her feding hollowed out, as the event was repeated during the next year and a
half after Mike's death. And then it had stopped, until now. “Mrs. Taney, I'm afraid ther€'s been an
accident. Your son...”

She began to shiver, and was able to move again. She had to get out of her wet clothes, build up the fire,
shower ... Thiswas Lasater's doing. He had made the connection in her mind between Werther, drugs,
Mike's death. He had reached inside her head with his words and revived the grief and guilt she had
thought was banished. Clever Mr. Lasater, she thought grimly. He had known she would react, not
precisely how, that was expecting too much even of him. He had known Werther would make the
opening move. If Werther was involved with drug smuggling, she wanted him deed, just asdead asher
child was, and she would do al she could to make him dead. Even as she thought it, she knew L asater
had counted on thistoo.

* k x %

Hugh Lasater drove through the town of Salmon Key late that afternoon before the storm hit. Heand a
companion, Milton Follett, had been driving since early morning, up from San Francisco in acomfortable,
spacious motor home.

“It'sthe hillsthat dowed usdown,” Hugh Lasater said. “ The freeway was greet, and then we hit the
coastal range. Should have been there by now.”

Milton Follett was douched down low in his seat; he did not glance at the town as they went through.
“Could have cdled,” he grumbled, as he had done severd timesin the past hour or so. Hewasin his
mid-thirties, ablond former linebacker whose muscles were turning to flab.

“Thought of that,” Hugh Lasater said. “Decided againgt it. Little placelike this, who knows how thelines



are connected, who might be listening? Anyway | might have to apply alittle pressure.”
“I think it'sabust, she's stringing you dong.”
“I think you're right. That'sthe reason | might haveto gpply alittle pressure.”

He drove dowly, callecting information: Standard Gas, attached gift shop; Samon Key Restaurant and
Post Office, aframe building painted red; Reichert's Groceries, having a canned food sdle—corn
3/$1.00, tomatoes, beans, peas 4/$1.00; Thom's Motel, closed; asign for alapidary shop; farmers
market and fish stand, closed ... Tourist town, closed for the season. There were afew fishing boats
docked behind the farmers market, and space at the dock for four times as many, unused for along time
gpparently. A dying fishing town, surviving now with tourist trade afew months out of the year. Lasater
had seen numberless towns like this one; he touched the accelerator and left the disma place behind and
gtarted up another hill.

“Sure could have used aroad engineer and afew loads of dynamite,” he said cheerfully, shifting down for
the second time on the steep incline. The hill rose five hundred feet above sealeve, reached a crest, and
plunged down the other side. He did not shift into higher gear as he went down. The wind was starting to
shake the mongter, forcing him to hold the steering whedl around at an unnatura position for astraight
road. Thewind let up, and the vehicle rebounded. He dowed down more.

“Another milesal,” hesaid. “Well bein camp in timeto see the sorm hit.”
“Terrific,” Milton growled.

Lasater made the turn off the highway onto anarrow gravel road that was steeper than anything he had
driven that day. The trees had been shaped here by the nearly constant wind and sea spray; there were
stunted pines and dense thickets of low, contorted spruces. The motor home was vibrating with the roar
of the ocean and the explosive crashes of waves on cliffs. There were other people aready in the state
park; acouple of campers, avan, and even atent. Asthey pulled into the camping areaadeek slver
home-on-whedls pulled out. Lasater waved to the driver asthey passed in the parking turn-around; he
took the newly vacated spot.

Milton refused awak with him, and he went done to the ridge overlooking The Lagoon. That wasits
name, said so on the map, and there it was, anearly perfect circle amile across surrounded by cliffswith
anarrow stretch of beach that gave way to a basalt terrace, which, a low tide, would be covered with
tide pools. The lagoon was protected from the sea by a series of massive basdlt rocks, like acoral reef
barrier. Although they ranged from twenty to forty feet above water, the ocean was pouring over them
now; the lagoon was flooded and was rising on the cliffs. Waves crashing into the barrier megdiths sent
spray ahundred feet into the air.

Helooked at the lagoon, then beyond it to the next hill. Over that one, down the other sdewas
Werther's drive, then the bridge over Little SAmon Creek, and then her drive. Herewe dl are, he
thought, hunching down in his coat asthe wind intensity grew. Timeto go to work, honey, he thought at
Lyle Taney. Y ou've had a nice vacation, now's time to knuckle down, make a buck, earn your keep.

He had no doubt that Lyle Taney would do as he ordered, eventudly. Shewas at atime of lifewhen she
would be feding insecure, he knew. She had chucked her job, and if he threatened to pull the rug from
under her financialy, she would stand on her head in any corner he pointed to. He knew how important
security wasto awoman like Lyle Taney. Even when she had had areason to take aleave of absence,
she had held on grimly, afraid not to hold on because she had no tenure, no guarantees about tomorrow.
He had imagined her going over the figures again and again, planning to the day when her savingswould
be gone, if she had to sart using that stash, trying to estimate royalties to the penny, stretching that money



into infinity. He understood women like Taney, approaching middle age, done, supporting themsavesdl
the way. It was fortunate that she was nearing middle age. The kid was too young to interest her, and
Werther too old; no sexua intrigues to mess up the scenario. He liked to keep things nest and smple.
Money, security, revenge, those were things that were manipulable. They were redl things, not abstracts,
not like loydty or faith. He did not believe awoman could be manipulated through appedsto loyalty or
faith. They wereincapable of making mora or ethical decisons. They did not believein abgiracts.
Maternd devotion, security, money, revenge, that was what they understood, and thistime it had worked
out in such away that those were the very things he could dangle before her, or threaten. Oh, shewould
do thejob for him. He knew she would. He began to hum and stopped in surprise when he redlized it
was atune from his boyhood, back in the forties. He grinned. Who would have thought a song would
hang out in amind al those yearsto pop out at just the right moment? He sang it to himsalf on hisway
back to the motor home: “ They're either too young or too old/They're either too gray or too grassy
green...”

* * * %

Werther'shouse was asurpriseto Lyle. It was dmost as messy as her own, and with the same kind of
disorder: papers, books, notebooks, atypewriter. His was on a stand on whedls, not an end table, but
that was aminor detail. Carmen was dmost laughing at her reaction.

“I told Mr. Werther that | thought you would be verysimpatico,” he said, taking her coat.
Then Werther came from another room, shook her hand warmly, and led her to the fireplace.

“It'sfor abook I've wanted to do for along time,” he said, indicating the jumble of research materias. “A
history of asingleideafrom thefirs timeit's mentioned in literature, down to its present-day use, if any.
Not just oneidea, but half adozen, adozen. I'm afraid | keep expanding the original concept as| come
across new and intriguing lines of inquiry.” Hisface twisted in awry expression. “1'd liketo get rid of
some of this stuff, but theré's nowhereto start. | need it all.”

Hewasfivefeet eight or nine, and stocky; not fat or even plump, but well-muscled and heavy-boned. He
gavetheimpression of strength. Hishair was gray, abit too long, asif he usudly forgot to have it cut, not
asif he had intended it to be modish. His eyes were dark blue, so dark that at first glance she had thought
them black. He had led her to achair by the fireplace; there was an end table by it with a pile of books.
He lifted the stack, looked about helplesdy, then put it on the floor by the side of the table. A History of
Technology , Plato'sRepublic , avolume of Plato's dialogues, Herodotus, Kepler ... Therewasa
mountainous stack of theNew York Times.

Many of the books in the room were opened, some with rocks holding the pages down; others had strips
of paper for bookmarks.

“My problem isthat I'm not awriter,” Werther said. “It'simpossible to organize so much materia. One
wantsto includeit al. But you...” He rummaged through a pile of books near his own chair and brought
out her book on hawks. “What addightful book thisis! | enjoyed it tremendoudly.”

“I'm not awriter either,” she said quickly. “I teach—taught—history.”
“That'swhat the jacket says. Ancient history. But you used the past tense.”

Although there was no inflection, no question mark following the statement, she found herself answering
asif he had asked. Shetold him about the magazine, and the book contract, the nest.

“And you smply quit when you couldn't get time off to do the next book. Doing the book on eagleswas
more important to you than remaining in your own field. | wonder that more historians don't lose faith.”



She tarted to deny that she had lost faith in history, but the words stalled; he had voiced what she had
not wanted to know. She nodded. “And you, Mr. Werther, what isyour field? History dso?’

“No. That'swhy my research is so pleasurable. I'm discovering the past. That's what makes your hawk
book such ajoy. It sngswith discovery. It's buoyant because you were finding out things that gave you
pleasure; you in turn invested that pleasure in your words and thoughts and shared it with your readers.”

She could fed her cheeks burn. Werther laughed gently. “What capricious crestures we are. We are
embarrassed by criticism, and no less embarrassed by praise. And you have found your eagle's nest after
al those days of searching. Congratulations. At first, when you moved in next door, | thought you were a
spy. But what a curious spy, spending every day getting drenched in arain forest!”

“And | thought you wereasmuggler,” she sad, laughing with him, but aso watching, suddenly wary
agan.

“The lagoon would make a perfect spot for landing contraband, wouldn't it? Ah, Carmen, that looks
ddightful!”

Carmen carried two small trays, he put one down at Lyl€'s elbow on the end table, and the other one
within Werther's reach, perched atop a stack of books. There was wheat-colored wine, asmall bowl of
pink Pacific shrimp, adip, cheese, crackers...

“I've never tasted such good shrimp asthese,” Werther said, spearing one of thetidbits. “I could live on
the seafood here.”

“Metoo,” Lyle agreed. The winewas avery dry sherry, so good it made her want to close her eyes and
savor it. Thefire burned quietly, and Carmen made cooking noises that were obscured by a door.
Werther had become silent now, enjoying the food; outside, the wind howled and shook the trees, rattled
rhododendrons against the windows, whistled in the chimney. It was distant, no longer menacing; through
it al, behind it, now and then overwheming the other sounds, was the constant roar of the surf. She
thought of the pair of eagles. where were they now? Were they sarting to fed twitchesthat eventualy
would draw them back to the nest?

Presently Werther sighed. “Each of us may well be exactly what the other thought at firt, but that'sredlly
secondary, isn't it? How did you, ahistory professor, become involved with hawks?’

She brought hersalf back to the room, back to the problem Lasater had dumped in her lap. Slowly she
sad, “Five years ago my son, he wastwelve, took something one of the boysin his class had bought
from adrug dedler. There were twenty boys involved; three of them died, severd of them suffered
serious brain damage. Mike died.”

Her voice had gone very flat in the manner of one reading a passage in aforeign language without
comprehension. She watched him as she talked. She could talk about it now; that was what she had
accomplished under Dr. Himbert. She had learned how to divide hersdlf into pieces, and let one of the
piecestak about it, about anything at dl, while the rest of her stayed far away hidden inimpenetrableice.

Werther was shocked, she thought, then angry. One of his hands made a movement toward her, asif to
touch her—to silence her? or share her grief? She could not tell.

“And you turned to the world of hawks where thereisno good or evil, only necessity.”

Shefdt bathed in the warmth of hiswords suddenly, asif his compassion were aphysical, materia
substance that he had wrapped around her securely. He knew, she thought. He understood. That was



exactly what she had looked for, had needed desperately, something beyond good and evil. Abruptly she
looked away from his penetrating and too understanding gaze. She wanted to tell him everything, she
redlized in wonder, and she could tell him everything. He would not condemn her. Quickly then she
continued her story, trying to keep her voice indifferent.

“I found | couldn't stay in our apartment over weekends and holidays after that. My husband and | had
little reason to stay together and he left, went to Cdifornia, where he'sliving now. | began to tramp
trough the woods, up and down the Appalachian Trail, things like that. One day | got a photograph of a
hawk in flight, not the one on the cover, not that nice, but it made me want to get more. Over the next
couple of years| spent al my spare time pursuing hawks. And | began to write the book.”

Werther was nodding. “ Therapy. And what good therapy it was for you. No doctor could have
prescribed it. Y ou are cured.”

Again it was not exactly aquestion; it demanded no answer. And again shefdt inclined to respond asif it
had been. “I'm not sure,” she said. “1 had abreakdown, as you seem to have guessed. | hope I'm cured.”

“You'recured,” he said again. He got up and went to a sideboard where Carmen had | eft the decanter of
wine. Herefilled both their glasses, then said, “If you'll excuse me amoment, I'll see how dinner's coming
along. Carmen’'sagood cook, but sometimes he dawdles.”

She studied the living room; it was large, with adining area, and beyond that adoor to the kitchen. The
west wal was heavily draped, but in daylight with the drapes open, it would overlook the sea, as her own
living room did. Probably there was a deck; there was an outside door on that wall. One other door was
closed, to the bedroom area, she guessed. The plan was very like the plan of her cabin, but the scale was
bigger. Both were congtructed of redwood, paneled inside, and had broad plank floors with scatter rugs.
She began to look through the piles of magazines on tables. science magazines, both generd and
speciaized. Molecular biology, psychology, physics... History journals—some probably had papers of
hers. There was no clue here, or so many clues that they made no sense. It would be easy to pick up a
digest magazine or two, dip them in her purse, put them in the envel ope and be done with it.

But he wasn't asmuggler, she thought clearly. Lasater had lied. She picked up a geology book
dog-eared at a chapter about the coast range.

“Areyou interested in geology?” Werther asked, coming up behind her.
“I don't know athing about it,” she admitted, replacing the book.

“According to the most recent theory, still accepted it's so recent, there are grest tectonic plates
underlying the rock masses on earth. These plates arein motion created by the therma energy of the
deeper layers. Here along the coadt, they say, two plates come together, one moving in from the seaq, the
other moving northward. The one coming in from the west hits the other one and dives under it, and the
lighter materials are scraped off and jumbled together to make the coast range. That accounts for the
composition, they say. Andesite, basalt, garnetite, sandstone, and so on. Have you had achanceto do
any beach combing yet?’

She shook her head. “Not yet. I'll have more time now that I've located the nest.”

“Good. Let metake you to some of my favorite places. South of here. Y ou have to be careful because
some of those smaller beaches are cut off at high tide, and the cliffs are rather forbidding.”

Carmen gppeared then. | thought you were going to Sit down so | can serve the soup.”

* * * %



Carmen dined with them and his cooking was superb. When she complimented him, he said, “No, thisis
plain everyday family fare. | didn't know we were having company. Next time I'll know in advance. Just
wait.”

There was a clear broth with dices of water chestnut and bits of clam and scallion; abaked saimon
stuffed with crab; crigp snow peas and tiny mushrooms, sdlad with a dressing that suggested olive oil and
limejuice and garlic, but so faintly that she could not have said for certain that any or al of those
ingredients had been used.

“And take Anaxagoras,” Werther said sometime during that dinner, “nearly five hundred years before
Chrigt! And he had formulated the scientific method, maybe not as precisely as Bacon wasto do two
thousand years | ater, and without the same dissemination, but there it was. He wrote that the sun was a
vast mass of incandescent metal, that moonlight was reflected sunlight, that heavenly bodies were made
incandescent by their rotationd friction. He explained, in scientific terms, meteors, eclipses, rainbows...”

The ancient namesrolled off histongue fredy, names, dates, places, ideas. “Empedoclesidentified the
four eements: air, earth, fire, and water, and even today we speak of afiery temper, an airy dispostion,
blowing hot and cold, an earthy woman, the raging € ements, battling the eements, dementd spirits... An
idea, twenty-five hundred years old, and it's ill in the language, in our heads, in our genes maybe.”

Before dinner there had been the sherry, and with dinner therewas alovely Rieding, and then asweet
wine she did not know. Shetold hersdlf that no one gets drunk on wine, especialy aong with excellent
food, but, once again before thefire, she was having trouble following the conversation, and somewhere
there was a soft guitar playing, and asavage wind blowing, and rain pounding the house rhythmicaly.

Sheredized she had been talking about hersdlf, her lack of tenure and seeming inability to get tenure.
“I'm not ahotshot scholar,” she said, thinking carefully of the words, trying to avoid any that might twist
her up too much. She thought: hotshot scholar and knew she could never say it again. She knew also that
if sherepeated it to hersdlf, she would sart to giggle. The thought of breaking into giggles sobered her

dighty.

“You'reinterested in what people thought,” she said dmost primly, “but we teach great movements,
invasons, wars, successions of reign, and it'sal irrdlevant. The students don't care; they need the credit.
It doesn't make any difference today, none of it.”

“Why don't you do it right?’

“I'd have to go back to Go and start over, relearn everything. Unlearn everything. I've dways been
afraid. | don't even know what I'm afraid of.”

“So you bailed out at the first chance. But now | think Carmen had better take you home. Y ou can
hardly keep your eyes open. It'sthe fresh air and wind and climbing these steep hills, | suspect.”

She nodded. It wastrue, she wasfalling adeep. Suddenly shefelt awkward, asif she had overstayed a
vigit. She glanced at her watch and was Startled to find that it was €l even-thirty.

“Ready?’ Carmen asked. He had her coat over hisarm, had aready put on along poncho.

Werther went to the door with them. “Come back soon, my dear. It's been one of the nicest evenings
I've had in avery long time.”

She mumbled something and hurried after Carmen to the car. The wind had died down now, but therain
was steadly.



“Hemeant it,” Carmen said “1t's been agood evening for both of us.”

“I enjoyed it too,” she said, staring ahead at the rain-blurred world. The drive was very curvy; it wound
around trees, downward to the road, and only the last twenty-five feet or so Sraightened out. It would be
very dangerousif therain froze. Down thislast straightaway, then onto the highway, acrossit and over
the cliff to the rocks below. She shivered. Carmen had the car in low gear, and had no trouble at dl in
coming to astop at the highway.

“Isheadoctor?’ she asked. “ Something he said tonight made me think he might be or hasbeen a
doctor.” She shook her head in annoyance; she could not remember why she thought that.

“I think he studied medicine awhile back, maybe even practiced. | don't know.”

Of course, Carmen probably knew aslittle about his employer as she did. They had an easy relationship,
and Carmen certainly had shown no fear or anxiety of any sort, but he was a hired man, hired to drive, to
cook, to do odd jobs. They had arrived at her door.

“I'll comein and fix your fire,” Carmen said, in exactly the same tone he had used to indicate that dinner
was ready. There was nothing obsequious or subservient in him.

He added wood to the fire, brought in afew pieces from the porch, and then | eft, and she went to bed
immediately and dreamed.

Shewasin aclass, listening to alecture. The professor was writing on the blackboard as he talked, and
she was taking notes. She could not quite make out his diagrams, and she hitched her chair closer to the
front of the room, but the other students hissed angrily a her and the teacher turned around to scowl. She
squinted trying to see, but it was no use. And now she no longer could hear hiswords, the hissing ill
buzzed around her ears. The professor came to her chair and picked up her notebook; he looked at her
notes, nodded, and patted her on the back. When he touched her, she screamed and fled.

She was on anarrow beach with ablack shiny cliff behind her. She knew the tide had turned because the
hissing had become aroar. She hurried toward atrail and stopped because L asater was standing at the
end of the beach where the rocks led upward like steps. She looked the opposite way and stopped
again. Werther was there, dressed in tails and striped trousers, with apale gray top hat on. She heard a
guitar and, looking up, she saw Carmen on aledge playing. Help me, she cried to him. He smiled at her
and continued to play. She raised her arms pleading for him to give her ahand, and an eagle swooped
low and caught her wrigtsin itstaons and lifted her just asthe first wave crashed into the black dliff. The
eagle carried her higher and higher until she no longer could see Werther or Lasater or the beach, the
road, anything a al recognizable. Then the eagle let go and shefdll.

* k x %

Hugh Lasater waited until the VVolvo came out of Werther's drive and turned north, heading for town,
before he went up Lyles driveway. There was a heavy fog that morning, but the air was ill and not very
cold. Thefront of her house had aview of the ocean that must be magnificent when the weether was
clear, and no doubt you had to be quick or you might missit, he thought, gazing into the sea of fog,
waiting for her to answer hisknock.

Lyle was dressed to go out, boots, swester, heavy dacks. She had cut her hair even shorter than it had
been before. Now it was like afuzzy cap on her head. He wondered if it was as soft asit looked. Silently
she opened the door wider and moved aside for him to enter.

“How'sit going?’ he asked, surveying the room quickly, memorizing it in that one fast glance about. A
red pig, he thought with atouch of satisfaction. It figured.



“Fine. I'vefound the nest.”
Helaughed and pulled a chair out from the table and sat down. “Got any coffee?’

She poured acup for him; there was another cup on the table gtill haf-filled. She sat opposite him now,
pushed amap out of the way, closed a notebook. Her camera gear was on the table, asif she had been
checking it out before leaving withiit.

“Pretty lousy westher for someone who hasto get out and work init every day,” hesaid. “Your faceis
redly raw.”

She shrugged and began to put the lensesin pockets of the camerabag. Her hands were very steady.
She could keep the tension way down where it couldn't interfere with appearances. Lasater admired that.
But the tensgon wasthere, he could fed it; it was revealed in the way that she had not looked at him once
since opening the door. She had looked at the coffee cup, at the pot, at her stuff on the table. Now she
was concentrating on packing her camera bag.

“Met Werther yet?’ he asked casudly.

“Yes. Once.”

“«And?

“And nothing.”

“Tell me about him.” The coffee was surprisingly good. He got up and refilled his cup.

“Y ou know more about him than | do.”

“Not what he'slike; how hetaks, what helikes, what he'slikeinsde. Y ou know what | mean.”
“He's educated, cultured, ascholar. He's gentle and kind.”

“What did you talk about?’

He caught amomentary expression that flitted rapidly across her face. Something there, but what? He
saved it for later.

“Ancient Greece”

“Lyle, loosen up, baby. I'm not going to bite or do anything nasty. Open up alittle. Tell me something
about the time you spent with him.”

She shook her head. “1'm not working for you, or with you. I'm here doing ajob for amagazine, and for
my publisher. That'sdl.”

“Uh-huh. 1t was the cover story, wasn't it? Y ou don't buy it.” He sSighed and finished the last of the
coffee. “Don't blame you. After seeing that state park | don't blame you abit. Have to be anidiot to try
to smuggle anything into that cove. Who would have thought theré'd be dopes camping out dl winter. It's
February for Christ sake!”

“Y ou admit you lied to me?’ She knew he was playing with her, keeping her off guard, but she could not
suppress the note of incredulity that entered her voice. She knew he was a master at this game, also, and
shewas so naive that she didn't even know when the play started, or what the goals were.



“What did you talk about?”

She sarted again. There was more than atouch of confusion in her mind about what they had talked
about for nearly five hours, and somehow she had revedled something to Hugh Lasater. Almost sullenly
shesaid, “Philosophy, cuisines, the coast, geology. Nothing. It was nothing of any importance.” She
finished packing heir camera case and stood up. “1 have to go out now. I'm sorry | can't help you.”

“Oh, you'll help,” he said dmost absently, thinking about the changesin her voice, subtle asthey were.
Although she had learned to step back, her voice was revealing in the way it changed timbre, the
quickness of her words. He had it now, the cue to watch for.

“Have you read your contracts for the article and the book?’
She became silent again, frozen, waiting.

“Y ou should. If you didn't bring copies with you, | have some. I'll drop them off |ater today, or send
someone ese with them.”

“What are you threatening now?’

“Y ou've got no job, kiddo, and the contracts have clausesin them that | doubt you'll be ableto fulfill. |
doubt serioudy that you can get your story together within ninety days, starting nearly amonth ago. And |
doubt that you redlly meant you'd be willing to pay half your roydtiesto aghostwriter. But you signed
them, both of them. Honey, don't you ever read contracts before you sign them?”’

“Get out of here,” shesaid. “Just get out and leave me done.”

“Peoplelikeyou,” he said, shaking hishead sadly. “Y ou are so ignorant it's painful. Y ou don't know
what's going on in theworld you livein. Y ou fed safe and secure, but, honey, you can fed safeand
secure only because people like me are doing their jobs.”

“Blackmailing othersto do your jobs.”

“But sometimesthat's part of thejob,” he protested. “L ook, Lyle, you must guess that thisis an important
piece of work, no matter what else you think. | mean, would anyone invest the kind of effort weve
dready put into it if it weren't important? We're counting on your loyaty—"

“Don't,” she snapped. “Loydty to what, to whom? In the Middle Agesthe nobility al across Europe was
loya to nobility. The guildswereloyal to guilds. Peasants to peasants. Where'sthe loyalty of a
multinational corporation executive? or the Mafia? Loya to what? What makes you think there's anything
a dl you cantell methat I'd bedieve?’

“I'm not telling you anything,” he said. “1 know you won't believe me. Except this. HEs akiller, Lyle, |
didn't want to scare you off before....”

She pressed her hands over her ears. “ So let the police arrest him and take him in for fingerprinting and
questioning, the way they do other suspects.”

“Can't. He has something stashed away somewhere and we want it. We want him to lead ustoit, if he's
our man. First that. Is he our man?We can't go insde his house for prints. There are dozens of ways of
booby-trapping aplaceto let you know if someone has entered. A hair in adoor that falls when the
door's opened. A bit of fluff that blows away if someone moves near it. An ash on adoor handle. A
spiderweb across a porch. Hed know. And he'd bolt, or kill himsdlf. That's what we want to avoid. A
diveoff adiff. A bullet through hisbrain. A lethd pill. Wewant him very badly. Alive, hedthy, andin his



own house where he kegps his stuff. Well put a hundred agents on him, follow him ten yearsif it takes
that long. If he's our man. And we expect you to furnish something that'll let usfind out if heisour man.
Soon, Lyle.” He paused, and when she did not respond he said, “ So you like the old fart. So what? Even
the devil has admirers. There's never been amonster who didn't have someone appear as acharacter
witness. Y ou seeit every day, the neighbors describing ahomicida psychopath asanice, quiet, charming
man, so kind to the children. Balls! Your pa isakiller resting between jobs. Period. Y ou'rein no danger,
unlessyou blow it dl in front of him. But I'll tell you this, | wouldn't under-writelife insurance on the kid
withhim.”

She regarded him bitterly, not speaking. He got up and went to the door. “1 know, you're thinking why
you? Y ou didn't ask to get mixed up in something like this. Hell, I don't know why you. Y ou were there.
Andyouaemixed upinit. And | tell you this, Lyle baby. When it getsasbig asthisis, therésno middle
ground. You'refor usor againgt us. That Smple. Be seeing you.”

Hugh Lasater had known Werther/Rechetnik would turn up at the most recent molecular biologists
conference at U.C.L.A. thispast fall. He had counted on it the way he counted on Christmas or income
tax day. And Werther had not let him down any more than Santa had done when he was akid. Werther
had been there and | eft in hiswhite VVolvo with the kid driving him asif he were a president or something.
Sincethat day in November he had been under surveillance constantly. Twice they had tried ploys
designed to get positive identification, and each time they had failed. Thekid paid the bills, did the
shopping, drove the car. Werther wore gloves when he went out, and the house was booby-trapped.
Turk had spotted asilk thread across the porch the first day Werther had left, and Turk had backed of f
exactly as he had been ordered.

Thefirg timethey tried to get his printsindirectly, it had been through the old dog of aroutine telephone
maintenance visit. The kid had refused the man admittance, said they didn't want the phonein thefirst
place and didn't careif it was out. Period. No oneinssted. The next time ayoung woman had run into
Werther on the beach. She had been wearing avinyl cape, pristine, spotless, ready to receive prints.
Werther had caught her reflexively, steadied her, then had gone on hisway, and Milton Follett had
received the cape. Nothing. Smudges. Just asreflexive as his catching the girl had been, his other act of
smearing the prints must have been aso.

There were two men in the Lagoon state park at dl times, one of them on high enough ground to keep
the driveway under observation through daylight hours, and close enough at night to seeamouse
scamper across the drive. Farther south there were two more men in the next state park. He was bottled
up tight, and they il did not have positive identification.

They could have picked him up on suspicion of murder, staging the arrest, mug shots, prints,
interrogation, everything, but Mr. Forbisher had explained patiently that Werther without his paperswas
samply another lunatic killer. He would surely suicideif cornered. They wanted it dll in anesat package
undamaged by rough handling. They wanted his papers. It irked him that no onewould lay it dl out,
explain exactly what it was that Werther had. But Chrigt, he thought, it had to be big. Bigger than anew
headache capsule. He suspected it was a cancer cure; the Nazis had used Werther's’Rechetaik's mother
for cancer experiments, and he was getting his revenge. It had to be that, he sometimes thought, because
what could be bigger than that? The pharmaceutical company that owned that secret would move right
into the castle and be top of the heap for along time to come. When he thought of the money they were
aready spending to get thisthing, that they were willing to keep spending, it made his palms sweet. He
did not redly blame them for not telling him dl of it; that was not how the game was played. All he
needed to know, Mr. Forbisher had said primly, was that they wanted Werther, if he was actudly
Rechetnik; they wanted him intact with his papers. And Hugh Lasater had gone off looking for exactly the
right person to put inside the house next door. Step one. He had come up with Lyle Taney.



* * % %

She sat with her knees drawn to her chin, staring moodily at the nest. She did not believe Lasater and she
knew it didn't matter if shedid or not. She never would know the truth, and that didn't matter either. How
many people ever learned truth in asingle lifetime? she asked hersdlf, ill bitter and angry with Lasater,
with hersdf for stepping into thiseffair.

She had read the contracts, and she had asked Bobby about the time, about other things Lasater hadn't
brought up yet, but no doubt would if hefelt he had to. Formalities, Bobby had said, don't worry about
them. Basically, he had said, it was the same contract as her first one, with afew changes because the
work was not even started yet. And she had signed. She was dipping into her savingsto pay for thistrip,
for the three months’ rental on the house, for the car she had leased. It takes amonth to Six weeksto get
money loose from the company, Ma had said. Y ou know how bureaucracies are. And she did know.

They must have investigated her thoroughly. They knew her financid Stuation, the bills she had
accumulated during those wasted, lost years; they knew about Mike; they knew she would be willing and
even eager to leave her job. She remembered one thing Werther had said, about historianslosing faithin
what they thought. He was perceptive, Lasater was perceptive, only she had been blind. She put her
forehead down on her knees and pressed hard. She wanted to weep. Furioudy she lifted her head and
stared at the nest again.

The sun had come out and the day was still and warm. Down on the beach there would be a breeze, but
up here, sheltered by hills and trees, the air was calm and so clear she could see the bark on the pine
spur that bore the eagles’ nest.

“Mrs. Taney?’ It was Carmen's voice in a hushed whisper.

Shelooked for him; he was standing near atree asif ready to duck behind it quickly. “It'sdl right,” she
sad. “The negt istill empty.”

He climbed the rest of the way up and sat down by her, not al the way under the tarp. The sun lightened
hishair, madeit look russet. “ Y ou said last night that | could join you, see the nest. | hope you meant
now, today. | brought you some coffee.”

She thanked him as he took off asmall pack and pulled athermosfromit. The coffee was steaming. He
wore binoculars around his neck. She pointed and he aimed them at the nest and studied it for the next
few minutes

She had forgotten that he had asked if he could join her. She frowned at the coffee, trying to remember
more of the conversation. Nothing more came.

“It'shig, isn't it? How soon do you expect the eaglesto come?’

“I'm not sure. They'll hang around, fixing up the nest, just fooling around for severa weeks before they
mate. Sometimein the next week or two, | should think.”

He nodded. “Mr. Werther asked if you have to stay up here this afternoon. There's a place down the
beach afew mileshed like to show you. Beach-combing's great after astorm, and theres gold dust on
the beach there.”

Shelaughed. “1 don't haveto stay at all. | took afew pictures, | wasjust ... thinking.” She started to
check around her to make sure she had everything. “Have you been with him long?’

“Sometimesit seemsalifetime, then again likeno time at dl. Why do you ask?’



“Curious. Y ou seem to understand him rather well.”

“Yes. He'slike afather. Someone you understand and accept and even love without questioning it or
how you know so much about him. Y ou know what | mean?’

“I think so. It'sa package dedl. Y ou accept dl or nothing.”

“Héesvery wise,” Carmen said, standing, reaching out to pull her to her feet. He was much stronger than
hisdender figureindicated. Helooked at her and said, “1 would trust him with my life, my honor, my
future without any hesitation.” Then he turned and started down the hillsde before her.

Just like Werther, she thought, following him down. He sdestepped questions just as Werther did,
meaking it sseem momentarily that he was answering, but giving nothing with any substance.

Lyleleft her camerabag at Werther's house; they al got in the Volvo and Carmen drove down the coast
afew miles. Here the road was nearly at sealevel; water had covered it during the storm and there was
gtill amud dick on the surface. Carmen parked on agrave turn-off, and they walked to the sandy beach.
In some places the beach on this section of the coast was haf amile wide with pale soft sand, then again
it was covered with smooth round black rocks, or adiver of sand gave way to the bony skeleton of
ancient mountains, here the beach waswide and level, and it was littered with storm refuse,

“WEell make our way toward those rocks,” Werther said, pointing south. The outline of the rockswas
softened by mist, making it hard to tell how far away they were.

It took them five hoursto get to the rocks and back. All dong the way the storm debrisinvited
investigation. There were strands of seaweed, eighteen feet long, as strong as ropes, there were
anemones and garfish and crabsin tide poals, all of them colored pink or purple, blue, green, red ...
there was a swath of black sand where Werther said there was probably gold aso. It was often found
among the heavy black sand; washed from the same deposits, it made its way downstream along with the
dense black grains. They found no gold, but they might have, Lyle thought happily. She spied ablue bal
and retrieved it. It was a Japanese fishing float, Werther said, examining it and handing it back. He talked
about the fishing fleets, their lights like will-0-the-wisps at sea. They had not used glassfloats for thirty
years, he said; the one she had found could have been floating dl that time, finally making it to shore.

At one point Carmen produced sandwiches and a bottle of wine from his backpack, aong with three
plastic glasses. They sat on rocks, protected from afreshening breeze, and gazed at the blue waters of
the Pacific. A flock of seagullsdrifted past and vanished around the outcropping of granite boulders.

“It'sabeautiful world,” Werther said quietly. “ Such abeautiful world.”

Carmen stood up abruptly and stalked away. He picked up something white and brought it back, flung it
down at Werther'sfeet. It was half a Styrofoam cup.

“For how long?’ he said in ahard furious voice. He picked up the wine bottle and glasses and replaced
them in his backpack, then turned and | eft.

“Y ou could bury it, but the next high tide will just uncover it again,” Werther said, nudging the Styrofoam
with hisfoot. He picked it up and put it in his pocket. “ Speaking of high tides, we have to start back. The
tidesturning now, | think.”

They watched the sunset from the edge of the beach, near the car. The water covered their footprints,
cleaning up the beach again of traces of human usage. It was dark by the time they got back to Werther's
house.



“Y ou must have dinner with us” heinssted. “Y ou're too tired to go cook. Y ou'll settle for a peanut
butter sandwich and aglass of milk. | fed guilty just thinking about dinner while you snack. Sit by thefire
and nurse your images of the perfect day and presently welll eat.”

Lylelooked a Carmen who nodded, smiling at her. It was he who knew what shewould egt if she went
home now. She thought of what he had said about understanding and accepting Werther, and she had the
feding that he understood and accepted her aso, exactly as she was, nearing middle age, red-faced,
frizzy hair going gray. None of that mattered a damn bit to him, not the way it mattered to L asater whose
eyes held scorn and contempt no matter how he tried to disguise it. She nodded, and Carmen reached
out to take her coat; Werther said something about checking the wine supply, and needing more wood.
She sank into the chair that she thought of as hers and sighed.

Perhaps she could say to Werther, please just give me aset of good fingerprints and let's be done with
that. She could explain why she needed them, tell him about the hook Lasater had baited for her and her
eagernessto snatch it. He would understand, even be sympathetic with her reasons. And if hewasthe
man Lasater was after, he would forgive her. She snapped her eyes open as a shudder passed over her.
Lasater was sure, and she was too. Shefelt only certainty that Werther lived under afearsome shadow.
Shefelt that he was agentle man, whose gentleness arose from aterrible understanding of pain and fear;
that underlying his open love of the ocean, the beach, the gulls, everything he had seen that day, there
was a sadness with a depth she could not comprehend. She believed that his compassion, humanity, love,
warmth, al observable qudities, overlay acore asrigid and unweathered and unassailable as the rocky
skeletons of the mountains that endured over the eons while everything about them wasworn away. He
was aman whose convictionswould lead him to action, had aready led him to act, she thought, and
admitted to hersdf that she believed he was wanted for something very important, not what Lasater said,
because he was acongenitd liar, but something that justified the manhunt that evidently wasin progress.
And she knew with the same certainty that she had been caught up in the middle of it, that aready it was
too late for her to exclude herself from whatever happened here on the coast. Unless sheleft
immediately, she thought then.

“You'recold,” Carmen said, asif he had been standing behind her for some time. He was carrying wood.
“These placesredlly get cold as soon as the sun goes down.” He added alog to thefire, tossedina
handful of chips, and in amoment it wasblazing. “ Y ourein for atreat. He's going to make afamousold
recipefor you. Fish soup, | cal it. He says bouillabaisse.” He stood up, dusting his handstogether. “Be
back ingtantly with wine. Do you want a blanket or something?’

She shook her head. The shiver had not been from any externd chill. Presently, with Carmen on the floor
before thefire, and her in her chair, they sipped the pale sherry in acompanionable silence.

Carmen brokeiit: “Let's play agame. Pretend you're suddenly supreme dictator with unlimited power and
wed th, what would you do?’

“Dictator of what?’

“Everything, theentire earth.”

“Y ou mean God.”

“Okay. You're God. What now?’

She laughed. Freshmen games out of Philosophy 101. “Oh, I'd give everyone enough money to live on
comfortably, and I'd put awhammy on al wegpons, make them inoperative, and I'd cure the sick, hed
the wounded. Little thingslike that.”



He shook hishead. “ Specificaly. And serioudy.” He looked up at her without atrace of asmile. “1 mean
if everyone had X dollars, then it would take XY dollarsto buy limited things, and it would Smply bea
regression of the value of money, wouldn't it?’

“Okay, I'd redistribute the money and the goods so that everyone had an equa amount, and if that wasn't
enough, I'd add to both until it was enough.”

“How long before a handful of people would have enormous amounts again, and many people would be
hungry again smply because human nature seemsto drive some people to power through wealth?’

She regarded him sourly. He was a an age when hisidealism should make it sesem quite Smpleto adjust
the world equitably. She said, “God, with any sense at al, would wash her hands of the whole thing and
go somewheredse”

“But you, as God, would not be that sensible?’

“No, I'd try. | would think for avery long time about the real problems—too many people, for
instance—and I'd try to find away to help. But without any real hope of success.”

He nodded, and a curious intensity seemed to leave him. She had not realized how tense he had become
until he now relaxed again.

Very ddiberately she said, “Of course, solving the population problems doesn't mean it would be a
peaceful world. Sometimes| think history was invented smply to record war, and before records, there
were ord traditions. Even when the world was uninhabited except for afew fertile valeys, they fought
over those valleys. Therewill ways be people who want what others have, who have aneed to control
others, who have aneed for power. Population control won't change that.”

“As God you could pick your population,” Carmen said carelesdly. “ Select for nonaggressiveness.”
“How? With what test? But, as God, | would know, wouldn't [?7°

“There would be problems,” he said, looking into the fire now. “ That'swhy | started this game saying
dictator; you said God. Where does assertiveness end off and aggressiveness sart? There arered
problems.”

Shewastiring of the adolescent game that he wanted to treat too serioudy. Shefinished her wine and
went to the sideboard to refill her glass. There wasamirror over the cupboard. She stared at hersdlf in
dismay. Her hair wasimpossible, like dark danddion fluff, her cheeks and nose were peding; her lips
were chapped. She thought with envy of Carmen's beautiful skin. At twenty you seemed immune to wind
damage. Sunburn on Saturday became alovely glow by Sunday. She thought of Werther's skin, also
untouched by the e ements, too tough to change any more by now. Only she, in the middle, was
ravaged-looking. She hoped dinner would be early; she had to go back to her house, take along soaking
bath, cream her skin, then get out her checkbook and savings passbook and do somefiguring. She could
do the book somewhere ese, but if Bobby didn't take it, would anyone €l se? She remembered her own
doubts about a second one so closdly following the first, and she was afraid of the question.

Thered fear, she thought, was economic. Whoever controlled your economic life controlled you.
Overnight she could become another nonperson to be mani pulated aong with the countless other
datistics. Her dread was very red and pervasive, and not leavened at al by the thought that Hugh
Lasater understood how to use this fear because he aso harbored it. That Ssmply increased his power
because he too was driven by uncontrollable forces.



Carmen joined her at the sideboard, met her gaze in the mirror. “Y ou said you would hed the sick, cure
the wounded. What if you had a perfect immunology method? Would you giveit to the drug
manufacturers? The government?’

Slowly she shook her head, dragged back from the redl to the surreal. “1 don't know. Perfect? What
doesthat mean?’

“Immune to disease, radiation, cellular breakdown or aging...”

She was watching the two facesin the mirror, herswith itslines at her eyes, a degpening line down each
gdeof her nose, the unmistakable signs of midlife accentuated by the windburn; his face was beautiful,
like an idealized Greek statue, clear elagtic skin, eyes so bright they seemed to be lighted from behind.
She knew nothing changed in her expression, she was watching too closdly to have missed a change, but
inside her, ice formed and spread, and she was gpart from that body, safely away fromit. Isthat what
Werther had? she wanted to ask, wanted to scream. Isthat why they wanted him so badly?

She started to move away and he put his hands on her shoulders, held her in place before the mirror. At
his touch theice shattered and she was yanked back from her safe distance. Startled, she met his gaze
again. “Would you?’

She shook her head. “1 don't know. No one person could make such adecision. It'stoo soul-killing.” It
came out as awhisper, aimost too low to be audible.

He leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “1'd better seeif Saul needsany help.” He l€ft her,
shaken and defensdess. When shelifted her glass, her hand was trembling.

Saul? Saul Werther. He called him Saul so naturally and easily that it was evident that they were on
first-name terms, had been for along time. Had Saul Werther promised him that kind of immunity? Was
that the bond? Sowly what little she had read of immunology came back to her, the problems, the
reasonsthat, for example, there had not been a better flu vaccination devel oped. The viruses mutate, she
thought clearly, and athough we are immune to one type, there are dways dozens of new types. Each
virusisdifferent from others, each disease different, what works againgt oneisineffective againg the rest.
But Carmen bdlieved. Saul Werther had convinced him, probably with no difficulty at al, consdering his
persuasiveness and hiswide-ranging knowledge of what must seem like everything to someone as young
and naive as Carmen was.

Hewas crazy then, with a paranoid delusiona system that told him he could save the world from disease,
if he choseto. He was God in his own eyes, Carmen hisdisciple.

She went to stand close to the fire, knowing the warmth could not touch the chill that wasin her.

She would leave very early the next day. There were other eaglesin other places, Florida, or upper New
Y ork, or Maine. And she would start filling applicationsfor ajob, dig out her old resume, updateit ... If
she stayed, Lasater would somehow find away to use her to get insde this house, get to Saul Werther.
And she knew that Saul and she were curioudly alied in away she could not at dl understand. She could
not be the one to betray him, no matter what he had done.

She hardly tasted dinner and when Saul expressed his concern, she said only that shewas very tired. She
found to her dismay that she was thinking of him as Saul, and now Carmen did not even pretend the
master/servant roles any longer. Saul left his place at the table and came up behind her. She stiffened,
caught Carmen's amused glance, and tried to relax again. Saul felt her shoulders, ran his hands up her
neck.



“You'e like awoman made of stedl,” he said, and began to massage her shoulders and neck. “ Tenson
causes more fatigue than any muscular activity. Remember that blue float? Think of it bobbing up and
down through the years. Nosed now and then by a dolphin, being avoided by a shark made wise by the
trgps of mankind. A white bird swoops low to investigate, then whedls away again. Rain pounding onit,
currentsdragging it thisway and that. And bobbing aong, bright in the sunlight, gleaming softly in
moonlight, year after year ... Ah, that's better.” She opened her eyeswide. “Let'sjust have a bite of
cheese and a sip of wine while Carmen clearsthe table, and then helll take you home. Y ou've had along

ey

He had relaxed her; histouch had been like magic working out the stiffness, drawing out the unease that
had come over her that night. His voice was the most soothing she had ever heard. Perhaps one day he
would read doud ... She sipped her sweet wine and refused the cheese. He talked about the great
vineyards of Europe.

“They know each vine the way a parent knows each child—every wart, every freckle, every nuance of
temperament. And the vineslive to be hundreds of yearsold...”

The flame was atransparent sheet of pale blue, like water flowing smoothly up and over thetop of the
log. Lyle looked through the flames; behind them was a pulsating red glow the entire length of thelog.
Therewas aknot, black against the sullen red. Her gaze followed the sheer blue flames upward, followed
the red glow from side to sde, and Saul's voice went on sonoroudy, esdly...

“My dear, would you like to deep in the spare room?’

She garted. Thefirewasabed of coas. She blinked, then looked away from the dying embers. At her
elbow was her glass of wine, she could hear rain on the roof, nothing was changed. She did not fed asif
she had been deeping, but rather asif she had been far away, and only now had come back.

“We have aroom that no one ever uses,” Saul sad.

She shook her head and stood up. “I want to go now,” she said carefully, and held the back of the chair
until she knew her legs were steady. She looked at her watch. Two? Everything seemed distant,
unimportant. She yearned to bein bed deeping.

Carmen held her coat, then draped araincoat over her. “I'll bring the car to the porch,” he said. She
heard the rain again, hard and pounding. She did not know if she swayed. Saul put hisarm about her
shoulders and held her firmly until the car arrived; she did not ress, but rather leaned againgt him a bit.
She was having trouble keeping her eyes open. Then Saul was holding her by both shoulders, looking at
her. He embraced her and kissed her cheek, then led her down the stairs and saw her into the car. Hell
get awfully wet, she thought, and could not find the wordsto tell him to go back insde, or evento tell him

good night.

“Good thing | know thisdriveway well,” Carmen said cheerfully, and shelooked. The rain was so hard
on the windshield the wipers could not keep it cleared, and beyond the headlightsawall of fog moved
with them. She closed her eyesagain.

Then the cold air was on her face, and Carmen's hand was firm on her arm as he led her up the Sairsto
her house, and inside. “I'll pull those boots off for you,” he said, and obediently she sat down and let him.
He built afire and brought in more wood, then stood over her. “Y ou haveto go to bed,” he said gently.
“You'reredly beat tonight, aren't you?’

She had closed her eyes again, she redlized, and made an effort to keep them open, to stand up, to start
walking toward the bedroom. She was surprised to find that her coat was off already, and the raincoat.



“Can you manage?’ Carmen asked, standing in the bedroom doorway.
“Yes,” shesad, keeping her face averted so he could not see that her eyes were closing again.
“Okay. I'll look in onyou in the morning. Good night, Lyle.”

She got her sweater off, and the heavy wool dacks, but everything €lse was too much trouble, and findly
she crawled into bed partially dressed.

* * * %

The cabin was dark when she came awake. She could not think where she was for several minutes. She
was very thirsty, and so tired she felt she could not move the cover away from her in order to get up. Her
head pounded; she had atemperature, she thought crossly. In the beginning, the first severa times she
had come home soaked and shaking with cold, she had been certain she would come down with acold,
or flu, or something, but she had managed to stay hedlthy. Now it was hitting. Sluggishly she dragged
hersdf from bed, went to the bathroom, relieved hersdlf, and only then turned on the light to look for
aspirin. Shetook the bottle to the kitchen; it would burn her somach if shetook it without milk or
something. But when she poured alittle milk into aglass, she could not bear the sight of it, and she settled
for water after all. It was six o'clock. Too early to get up, too dark...

The cabin was cold and damp. She remembered how she had been chilled the day before and thought,
that was when it started. She should have recognized the signal's, should not have spent the day on the
beach in thewind ... She had been walking back toward the bedroom, now she stopped. How had she
got home?

There was no memory of coming home. Shetried to remember the evening, and again there was nothing.
They had gone to Saul's house, where she and Carmen had played asilly game, then dinner, then ... Then
nothing.

Like the night before, she thought distantly, the words spaced in time with the pounding of her head. Ah,
she thought, that wasiit. And still distantly, she wondered why it was not frightening that she could not
remember two eveningsin arow. She knew she was not crazy, because being crazy was nothing like
this. She could even say it now, when she had been crazy she had been frightened of the lapses, the gaps
in her life. And suddenly she was frightened again, not of the loss of memory, but of her acceptance of it
with such acam detachment that she might have been thinking of a stranger. She turned abruptly away
from the bedroom and sat down instead on a straight chair at the kitchen table.

What was happening to her? She forced herself to go over the previous day step by step. Carmen's
hands on her shoulders, her redization that Saul was crazy, paranoid, and her own panicky decison to
leave today. She nodded. Leave, now, immediately. But she had to wait for Carmen to come, she
thought plaintively. Her hands tightened on the table, made fists. She saw hersdf walking toward Saul's
open a'ms. Felt warmth of them about her, the comfort of resting her cheek on his shoulder ... Unsteadily
she stood up and got another drink of water. Leave!

She sat down with the water, torn between two imperatives: she had to leave, and she had to wait for
Carmen. If she stayed, she thought, sounding the wordsin her head, Lasater would use her somehow to
get to Saul. Still she sat unmoving, wishing Carmen would come now, take the decison away from her.
She pulled an open notebook close and with block |etters drawn shakily she wrotel eave. She nodded
and pushed herself away from thetable.

Packing was too hard; she decided not to take some of her things—the typewriter, some of the books,
one of her suitcases. Dully she thought of the refrigerator, of food turning bad. She shoved thingsinto a
bag and carried it to the car and blinked at the trunk aready full. She put the food on the floor of the



back seat and decided she had enough. It was eight o'clock when sheleft the house and started down
the driveway. At the bottom, alarge blond man waved to her. She made the stop, prepared to turn, and
rolled her window open acrack.

“YS?’

“Lasater wants to see you. He'sin acamper inthe park.” He went around the car, keeping his hand on
the hood; at the passenger side, he opened the door and got in.

Shelooked at him, feding stupid. Her door was locked, she had thought of it, but not that sde. Sowly
she pulled out onto the highway, climbed the hill, went down the other side thinking of nothing &t all.

“Theréstheturnoff,” the blond man said.

She turned and drove carefully down the steep gravel road to the campsite. She stopped when hetold
her to. They both got out and he motioned toward the motor home at the end of the campgrounds. She
waked to it.

“Lyle, what an early bird! | thought it would be later than this. Come on in. I'm making breskfadt,
Mexican eggs. Y ou want some?”’

Theinterior was exactly like the ads she had seen in magazines. Therewasatiny living room areawith a
narrow sofaand two swive chairs. There was a counter separating that part from the even smdler
kitchen, and beyond that another curtained-off part. All very nedt.

“Why did you send that man after me?’

“Afraid you'd be up and out early, and | wanted to talk to you.” He was dicing ared pepper. “Look, |
can add another egg, no trouble at all. Pretty good dish.”

She shook her head.

He reached bel ow the counter and brought out a coffee cup. “ At least coffee,” he said, pouring. He
brought her the cup and put it on a swing-out table by the side of the sofa. “Sit down, I'll bewith youina
minute. Y ou hung over?’ His scrutiny was quick, but thorough. He grinned sympatheticdly. “Have you
told them anything about me?’

“No. I'm sick, I'm going to buy juice and aspirin and go to bed.”

He backed away. “Christ! What abreak! Y ou okay? If you don't fed like driving to the village, | can
send for stuff for you.”

She shook her heed again. “I'll go.”

“Okay, but then in the sack, and stay until you're tiptop again, right? It'stherain. Jesus, | never saw so
much rain. Has it ever stlopped since you got here?’

He went on cheerfully as he added onionsto the chili pepper, then atomato. He tossed them dl into a
small pan and put it on one of the two burners of the stove. He poured himsalf more coffee as he stirred
the sauce, and through it he kept talking.

“Y ou know, it might be agood ploy, your getting sick now. Y ou pile up in bed and he comesto vist,
right? 1 mean, he digs you or would he have spent all day and most of the night with you? So he comesto
visit and you ask him for adrink, aglass of water or juice, and later we come collect the glass, finis. Not



bad actudly.”

Wearily sheleaned her head back and closed her eyes. “Y ou've been so smart,” shesaid. “If | did what
you asked and no more, | was safe enough. Hand over the prints, get my story on the eagles, forget the
wholething. If | poked around and learned anything more than that, you could aways point to my
medical record and say I'm just anut.”

“A plum,” hesaid, connecting her. “Y oure aplum. | reached in and pulled out ared plum. Y ou know
there aren't any plumsin plum pudding? Boy, was| ever disillusioned when | found that out.” He had
broken his eggsinto afrying pan; he watched them closely, turned them, and then flipped them onto a
plate. He poured his sauce over them. “Notortillas,” he said regretfully. “ Toast just isn't the same, but
them'sthe breaks.” Toast popped up in the toaster and he buttered it quickly, then brought everything to
theliving area. He pulled out another table and put his breskfast down. “L ook, are you sure you don't
want something, toast, aplain egg?’

“ NO_”

“Okay.” He reached under the table and flipped something and extended another section. “Presto
chango,” he said. Then he pulled a briefcase toward him, rummaged in it, and brought out an envelope,
put it on thetable. “While | edt, take alook at the stuff in there.”

There were photographs. Lyle glanced through them and stopped when she came to one that had Saul
Werther dong with severa other men, dl looking aheed, asif they were part of an audience.

“Start with thetop one,” Hugh Lasater said, with hismouth full.

She looked at it more closdly. It was an audience, mostly men, al with an attentive look. She studied i,
searching for Saul, and findly found him, onetiny face among the others. Two other photographswere
samilar, different audiences, but with Saul among the others. There was a photograph of four men
waking; one of them was Saul. And there were two blown-up pictures of the larger audiences.

Lasater had finished egting by the time she pushed the photographs aside. “Y ou recognize him without
any trouble?’

“Of course”

“But in one his hair's amost white, and in another oneit's dark brown. He had amustache in one, didn't
you noticeit?’

“I assumed they're over a period of time. People change.”

“Twoyears,” Lasater said. He removed his plate and leaned back in his chair once more, holding coffee
now. “One of those conferences was in Cold Spring Harbor, one's Vanderhilt, the last one's Cal Tech.
He gets around to the scientific meetings. And at each of those conferences there was an incident. A
young scientist either vanished or died mysterioudy.”

Lyle closed her eyes. Don't tell me, she wanted to plead, but no words came; she redlized her head was
pounding in time with the booming of the surf. The booms meant another slorm was coming. When the
waves changed from wind wavesto the long swdlls that formed athousand miles offshore, or & the
distant Asian shores, and when the waves did not dash frantically a random intervas, but marched with a
thunderous tread upon the land, there would be agae or worse. Saul had told her about the difference,
and her experience here had confirmed it, athough she had not been aware of the difference before his
mini-lecture.



“I'm leveling with you,” Lasater said now. “1 want to wrap this up and be done with it. Y ou must want to
be donewith it too. Lyle, are you ligtening to me?’

“Yes. My eyes hurt, my head aches. | told you, I'm sick.”

“Okay, okay. I'll makeit short. Picture Berlin back in the thirties. Y ou seeCabaret 7’ She shook her
head dightly. “Oh. Wdll, Berlin's recovering from the worst economic dump in history, expanding in all
directions under Hitler. At the university they're developing the first eectron microscope. And at the
university is Herr Professor Hermann Franck, who is one of the pioneersin biochemistry. He'susing the
prototypes of the eectron microscope fifteen years before anyone else hasit. Right? Franck hasa Jewish
graduate student working under him and the work is frenzied because Franck istired, he wantsto quit,
go back to hisfamily estate and write his memoirs. Only he can't because the work they're doing istoo
important. He's on the verge of something asbigin hisfield as Eingtein'swork wasin his, maybe bigger.”

“How do you know any of this?” Lyle asked.

“There were Gestgpo stooges throughout the university. One of them tried to keep up with Franck and
hiswork, made weekly reportsthat are mostly garbage because he wasn't being cut in on any of the real
secret stuff. But enough's there to know. And, of course, Franck was publishing regularly. Then,
something happened, and, | admit, this part gets shady. His grad student was beaten and |eft for dead by
ayouth gang. The professor gpplied for permission to take the body home for burial, and that's the last
anyone knows of either of them. Obvioudy the kid didn't die. He survived, maybe killed the professor,
maybe just hung around long enough and the old guy died of natural causes. He had abum heart.
Anyway, the student ended up with the papers, the notes on the work, everything. We know that
becauseit dl vanished. Eventudly when Franck didn't show up at work, the Gestapo got interested
enough to make a search, and found nothing. The war thickened, things settled, and Franck was
forgotten, another casudty. Then twenty years ago the Gestapo reports cameto light and amild flurry of
activity was started, to seeif there was anything worth going after. Nothing. About twelve yearsago a
bright young scientist working on histhesis dragged out Franck's articles, and there was an explosion that
hasn't stopped sending out ripplesyet. Bigger than Eingtein, they're saying now.”

“What isit?’

“I don't know. Maybe three people do know. But for twelve years we've been looking for that student,
now an ederly gentleman, who makesit to various scientific conferences and kills young researchers. We
want him, Lyle, intheworst way.”

Lyle stood up. “It'sthe best story yet. They keep getting better.”

“I' know. | can't top this one, though. He's crazy, Lyle. Redly crazy. Hisfamily was wiped out without a
trace, it must have done something to him. Or the beating scrambled his brains. Whatever. But now he's
crazy, he's systematically killing off anyone who comes near Franck's research. He's able to keep up with
what's going on. He can pass at those conferences. Maybe some of the time he actualy worksin a
university somewhere. But if we can get aset of prints, well know. The Gestapo had them on file, they
fingered every Jew in the country. All we want to do is seeif they match. Maybe they won't. Well step
out, go chase our tails somewhere else.”

“Andif they do match?’

“Honey, well be as gentle as aMay shower. Somewhere there are alot of notebooks, working notes,
models, God knowswhat al. He can't keep dl that junk in his head, and besides, he was just a student.
Franck had been on it for years. It's on paper somewhere. We want him to lead usto it, and then helll be
picked up ever 0 carefully. Thereésared fear that hell suicide if he suspects we're anywhere near him,



and he'stoo important to let that happen. Hell be better treated than the Pea Princess, believe me.”

She went to the door. Her eyes were burning so much it hurt to keep them open; she was having trouble
focusing. She il did not believe him, but she no longer knew which part of the story she could not
accept. It was dl too complicated and difficult. She wanted desperately to deep.

Lasater moved to her side, his hand on the door knob. “Honey, we're not the only ones looking for him.
And we are probably the nicest ones. Science is pretty damned public, you know.”

“Now you wave the Russan threat.”

“And others,” he said vaguely. “But dso, there are pharmaceutica corporationsthat know no nationality.
Itsared race and everyoneinit isplaying to win. Evenif by default.”

“What does that mean?”’

“The ultimate sour grapes, Lyle. A redly poor loser might decideif he can't have the prize neither can
anyonedse”

He opened the door. “Look, no rain. | must bein Caifornia. Go on, get your juice and aspirin, and then
pilein the sack for aday or two. I'll be around, seeyou later.”

He knew he had frightened her at last. It had taken the big guns, but there was atrick to knowing when
to show strength and when to play it cozy. She was shaken. She had to have time now to let it snk in that
her own position was not the safest possible. But she was asmart cookie, he thought with satisfaction,
and it would sink in. She would get the point soon enough that thiswas too big for her to obstruct. The
next time he saw her, she would ask what assurance she had that once done, shewould be truly out of it,
and he would have to reassure her, pour alittle oil on her conscience.

Hugh Lasater wasfifty, and, he admitted oncein awhile to himsdf, he wastired. Watching Lylewak to
her car, he thought of what it would be like to have awoman like her, to sit by afire when the wind blew,
play gin, read, listen to music, cuddlein bed. There had been three women aong the years that he had
tried that scenario with, and each time what he got was not exactly what he had been after. The women
he liked to cuddle in bed were not the sort who played gin by thefire, and, he said to himsdlf, vicy vercy.
Lyledrove up the grave trail to the highway and he motioned to Milt Follett to come back inside.

Not Lyle, or anyonelike her, he decided emphatically. Too old, too dumpy. He hoped she had not
spread flu germs around.

“Get up there,” hetold Follett, “keep an eye on her place. Werther's sure to pay asick call, and when he
leaves, the house isyours. She won't get in theway.” He did not believe Follett would find the prints,
@ther. In hismind was a scene where Taney handed them to him; he believed in that scene.

Follet scowled. “1t'sgoing to rain again.”

“Take an umbrella. Rain'sgood cover. They'll bein ahurry to get insde, you won't haveto stay so far
back.”

Follett cursed and dmost absently Hugh Lasater dapped him. “ Get your gear together. Y ou'd better take
some sandwiches, coffee. He might not show until after dark.”

Follett'sfists were as large as sacks of potatoes, and as knobby. “Relax,” Hugh Lasater said. “ Someone
has to teach you manners.” He began to gather the photographs, dismissing Milton Follett, who was,
after al, no more than atwo-legged dog, trained in obedience and certain indispensable tricks, but who



was inclined to yap too much.

Two days, he thought cheerfully. After al those years, two more days was not much. He had been in the
Company when Cushman made the connection between Werther (or David Rechetnik) and Loren Oley's
cancer research after Oley had vanished. Hugh Lasater had winkled out the details over a
fourteen-month period, the Berlin connection, the old professor, everything he had told Lyle. Cushman
had not then or ever grasped the implications and had shelved the investigation, but Lasater had stayed
with it, working on it when he had time, keeping hisown file. And four years ago Lasater had had enough
to take hiswalk. Heretired, pleading battle fatigue, nerves. He knew he had covered his traces so well
that no one would ever be able to backtrack him. Y ou're not going to write abook? they had asked, and
he had laughed at the idea. A year later he had anew job, and was till onit. And in two days, he would
know. But he already knew. He had known for over ayear.

He sat with hislong legs stretched across the motor home and made his planswhile Follett grumbled as
he began to put together sandwiches. Outside, the surf was booming like acannon.

* k% k %

Insde Lyl€e's head the surf was booming aso. She flinched from time to time, and she was squinting
againg the light even though the sky was solidly overcast now. Her legs ached and her arms felt leaden.

A gust of wind shook her car and she knew the risng wind would make the coast road hazardous to
drive. It was not too bad where the hills were high on the east Sde of the road, but every gap, every low
spot, every bridge opened awind channel, and it howled through, threatening to sweep anything on the
road through with it. She cameto the village and stopped at the supermarket. She had not had timeto
become very friendly with anyonein town, but they al accepted her by now with amiable good will.

Most of the townspeople she dedlt with seemed to know her name athough she knew none of theirs. The
woman at the checkout stand in the grocery nodded when Lyle entered.

“Morning. How'reyou, Mrs. Taney? That'sared sorm blowing in thistime. Got gde warnings up at
Brookings dready. Well getit.”

“Worse than last week's?’

“Lagt week?” The woman had to stop to think. “Oh, that wasn't much at al. ThisonesaPacific gale.
Better make sure you have kerosene for your lamp, and plenty of wood inside. Could lose the lights.”

Lyle thanked her and moved down the aide and began saecting her groceries. Juice, ginger ale. She
remembered being sick asalittle girl and her mother bringing her iced ginger de with abent straw. For a
moment she was overcome with yearning for her mother's comforting presence. She saw straws and
picked them up. Her pump was e ectric, she remembered, and picked up morejuice. If the eectric lines
went down she would have no water until they were restored. She knew she had to drink alot; she was
parched right now in fact. When she got to the checkout she was surprised by the amount and variety of
potables she had picked up. Irritably she regarded them; she should put some of the stuff back, but it
was too much effort and she paid for them and wheeled the cart outside to put her bag in the back seat.
The wind was stronger, the gusts took her bresth away. And the pounding of the surf was like a physical
blow to her head again and again and again.

Before she started her engine, she found the aspirin bottle and dipped it inside her pocket where she
could get it easily. She put acan of Coke on the seat next to her and then turned on her key.

Samon Key was on abluff ahundred feet above sealeve. On the streets running parallel to the coastline
the wind blew fitfully, not too strong, but at each intersection and on the cross streets it was a steady
forty miles an hour with gusts much stronger. Lyle went through an intersection, fought the steering whedl



to keep her car in her lane, and then in the middle of the next block parked at the curb. She knew she
could not drive up the coast against that wind.

She put her head down on the steering wheel and tried to think of someplace to go. The motd was
closed for the season. She knew no one in town well enough to ask for aroom for the night. Back to her
house? She was afraid to go back. Saul would give her something to make her deep again.

Shejerked upright with the thought and knew it was right. He had given her something both nights. Why?
She had no answer, only the question that kept dipping away asif she was not supposed to ask it, asif
she had touched on ataboo that sent her mind skittering each time she came too close.

Sheremembered agrave road that led from town up into the hills, following Samon Creek to apicnic
spot, going on upward past that. A logging road, dirt and rough, no doubt, but protected from the wind,
and unused now since logging had stopped. She drove again, turned at the next corner, and headed back
toward Salmon Creek. It churned under the wind, whitecaps dapped against the boats at anchor at the
docks. No one was in sight as she turned onto the gravel road, and within seconds she was out of town
with only the grass on both sides of the road. At the picnic grounds she stopped to take aspirin and drink
the Coke. Shewas very feverish, she knew. This had been agood idea, she decided, waiting for the
aspirin to dull her headache and ease the ache in her asrms and legs. She would rest until the storm
passed—they never lasted more than afew hours—and by the timeit was quiet again, probably after
dark, shewould go on, drive to Portland, return the car to the agency, get aflight back home.

She had no home, she remembered. She had |eased her apartment. But them were people she could go
to, she argued. Jackie, Chloe, Mildred and Jake ... Neither Lasater nor Saul could find her here, and
tomorrow she would be safe. The aspirin was not helping very much; reluctantly she turned on the key
and drove; thelittle park was too open, too accessible. Now the road deteriorated rapidly, from gravel
to dirt, to little more than ruts. She should have stayed at the picnic area, she realized. No one would be
there on aday like this, and she could not find a place to turn around, or to park, or ... The road forked.
Both sides began to climb steeply after thisjunction. Maybe she could turn around here. 1t took her a
long time, and she knew she was scratching up the car, and scraping the bottom on rocks, but findly she
had it pointing back down the dirt road and, exhausted, she turned off the key again and leaned back
with her eyes closed.

The wind was distant, high in the trees, hardly noticeable at ground level. She could not hear the surf, and
that surprised her because her head was still pounding with the same rhythm and urgency as before when
she had thought the thunderous waves were causing her headache. Therain was sarting findly a pattering
at first that eased up; soon it wasfalling harder. She had to get some things from the trunk. Warm

clothes, her poncho, her afghan. It would get cold in the car. Still she sat quietly, wishing she did not have
to move again for along time. Therain let up and now she forced herself out. She was appdled by the
messin the trunk. She had tossed stuff in randomly. Her camera case was not there, sheredlized, and
remembered she had left it at Saul's house when they had gone down the beach. She had no further
memory of it. She found along coat, her poncho, boots, the afghan, notebooks. She knew she would not
want anything to read; her eyes were bothering her too much. Therewas afire banked just behind them.

She arranged the car, put down both front seats al the way, made sure her bag of grocerieswaswithin
reach, and the can opener she kept in the glove compartment, and only then allowed hersdlf to lie down
and pull the afghan over her and finally close her eyes. The rain on the car roof wastoo loud, but
presently she grew used to it and found it soothing. She dept.

Her deep wasfitful and restless, besat by dreams. When she wakened, she was very thirsty; her lips
were parched, and her eyesfet swollen. Her headache had intensified and her body hurt al over. She
swallowed more aspirin and drank orangejuice with it. She dept and dreamed:



Saul was her lover and they ran down the beach like children, hand in hand, laughing, tumbling in the surf,
which was aswarm as blood. They started to make love in the gentle surf, and she woke up suddenly,
achingwith desire.

She should drink again, she thought, but it seemed too much effort; she wastoo tired. Shewas curled in
atight bal, chilled throughout, and burning with fever. She would die, she thought then, and they would
find her here one day and wonder what had happened to her. She dreamed they were finding her, poking
at her body with sticks because no one wanted to touch her, and she woke up again. Thistime sherolled
until she could reach acan of juice and she drank it al, and only then remembered she should have taken
aspirin. She pushed herself up enough to reach the bottle, and she opened a second large can of juice
and took aspirin again. It was nearly dark, the rain was hard and steady. She could not tell if thewind
was blowing.

She dreamed she wastelling her mother she had to go to the bathroom and her mother said not now,
dear, wait. She woke up squatting near the car; the shock of icy rain on her back, face, arms, thighs
brought her out of delirium. She was shaking so hard she could hardly get the car door open again, and,
insde, her hands seemed uncontrollable as she pulled on her clothes. She could not remember
undressing. Her hair was wet, ice water ran down her back, down her face. She found a dishtowel she
kept in the car to wipe the windshield with and she dried her hair with it as much as she could. It wastoo
dark to see her watch. She was so cold that she turned on the car engine and let it run long enough for
the heater to warm the car. Then she was so hot that she began to tear off her clothes again.

She heard Carmen's voice: “Don't be scared. I'll come get you and take you home. Well take care of
you.” Shelooked for him, but he did not come. Helied, she thought dully. Just like Lasater. Saul and
Carmen examined her carefully; they looked at her throat, her eyes, listened to her heart, took ablood
sample, and took her blood pressure reading. She answered Saul's questions about her medical history,
her parents, everything. It was reasonable and thorough, and he wrote everything down.

“I'mdying,” she said, and he nodded. She woke up. She remembered hanging the dishtowel outside the
window to get it wet and cold. She dragged it inside and wrapped it around her head. She could hardly
move now because of weakness and pain. It was not the flu after al, she thought distantly, asif
diagnosing someone €l se. He had poisoned her, she thought clearly. He was paranoid and he had known
from the tart that she was aspy. Hetold her so. He poisoned her and now shewas dying fromit. And
they would find her body and prod it with sticks. She wept softly, then dept.

* * % %

At noon the wind was rising enough to shake the motor home from timeto time. The trees around the
campsite bowed even lower, and the air tasted of salt. The tent in the campsite collapsed, started to fly
away. Thekid who had been camping out rolled it up and stuffed it in the trunk of his car, and then he
joined Lasater, who was standing at the railing of the park, overlooking the lagoon. The normaly placid,
protected waters were churning around and around; the wind-driven waves were meeting the outgoing
tidein afree-for-dl.

“Follett says something'swrong a Taney's house,” the boy said, closeto Lasater's ear.
“What?’
“Didn't ssy—"

“Tell Turk to get hisass up there and find out.” The boy watched the water another second, then left,
leaning againgt the wind. A few minutes later the rain Sarted and Lasater went insde the motor home,
Follett camein dripping ashort timelater.



“She never came back,” he said, stripping off hiswet clothes. “Werther'skid came over in the car at ten,
carrying her cameragear. He went inside and came back out, still with the camerabag. He left. Been
back twice on foot. Must wade the creek and come up the bank.”

Lasater watched him with loathing. Follett's flesh shook when he moved; he had faity flaps on his ches,
like awoman who had been sucked dry.

“After heleft the second time, | went to the house and looked around. She'sflown. Half her stuff's il
there, asif shewanted to fool you into thinking she'd be back. She left the refrigerator on, but she
stripped it, and her toothpaste, deodorant, stuff like that, al gone.”

Lasater could fed hisfury grow and spread asif it were heartburn and it scalded him just as heartburn
did. She had sat there looking stupid, pretending she was sick, and al the time she had her car packed,
her plansto skip out al made, everything go. And they were back at the starting post.

Wordlessly he got out amap and looked at the roads, the distances. She could be hafway to Portland
by now. And he did not have aman in Portland. Or, if she was heading south, shewould beinthe
Siskiyous gpproaching the Cdiforniaborder.

“Okay, so we change plans,” he said brusquely. “ Take me up to her place and then you get down to the
village and ask around, find out who saw her, which way she was going. Come back up to her place.
And for God's sake, keep your mouth closed until we have anew play to run with. Let'sgo.”

She had taken out maybe athird of the stuff she had brought in, he guessed, judging from the condition of
the living room where there were still books and papers, and even mail. She had not bothered to open
many of the letters. He did so and scanned them quickly. Nothing. He went through her drawers, and the
darkroom, where there were many prints of the coast, trees, hills, and an empty nest. Nothing. She had
started to make notesin anew large notebook, nothing. His search was very methodical and when he
finished, everything was as she had | eft it, and everything had been examined. Nothing.

He built afirein the stove and made coffee. She had cleaned the refrigerator but had not taken the coffee
or sugar, or anything from the shelves. It looked to him asif she had left in adead run. Why? Something
had scared her out of here, what? Not his doing; she was dready running by the time he had talked to
her that morning. Werther? He heard his teeth grinding together and made himsalf stop. His dentist had
warned him that unless he quit doing that he would be in dentures within afew years. Heeven did it in his
deep, he thought disgustedly. The thought of wearing dentures made him uneasy and irritable. It made
him want to work his dentist over.

He sat facing the door and waited for Follett to come back, and prepared his story. By the time the soft
tapping on the door gtirred him, he had made aphone call, and he had the new play ready.

Carmen stood with the wind whirling his hair into hisface. “IsMrs. Taney hereyet?” he asked, and the
wind swept hiswords away.

Lasater stepped back and motioned him inside. “What? Are we going to have a hurricane or something?’
He dammed the door as soon as Carmen wasingde. “My God! It must be a hurricane!”

“I don't think it'sthat bad. ISMrs. Taney back?’
“Oh, youre afriend of hers? Do you know where sheis?’
Carmen shook hishead. “Who areyou?’

“Oh. But we do take turns, you understand. I'm Richard V os, assistant editor at Rushman Publications.



Your turn.”

“Carmen Magone, just afriend. | got worried that she's out in this westher. She's sick with flu or
something.”

“When did you see her? Today?’

“Lagt night. How'd you get here?’

“I wasjust going to ask you that. | didn't see acar out there.”
“I walked over from next door. You walk in from New Y ork?’

Lasater didn't like him, too young, too flip, too bright-eyed. Mostly, too young. He had found hisdidike
of young men increasing exponentidly during the last few years, and while he was prepared intellectudly
to admit it wasjealousy, that did not prevent the fedling nor did it help once he recognized his antipathy
had been roused yet again...

“I'mwith afriend,” he said. “Milt Follett, you ever see him play? Were doing his book on college
football. HE's gone to the village to buy some things. We thought Lyle would be here, she said shewould
be here. | brought her contractsto her.” Heindicated his briefcase, which he had brought in with him.
Aggrievedly he went on, “1 could have mailed them, but she said she'd be here, and Bobby, her editor,
said it would be niceto visit and see how it's coming, since | had to bein Portland anyway to see why
Follett's stdled. Well end up with aghostwriter,” he confided. “I could have mailed them,” he said again
then. “Y ou say you saw her last night? Did she say anything about going somewhere for afew days?
Maybe she went somewhere to wait out the ssorm. Maybe she's scared of storms.”

Carmen shrugged. “ She didn't say, but she seemed pretty sick, running afever. I've got to go. If she
comesinwill you ask her to giveusacdl?’

“Camping out with abuddy?’

“Not exactly. Seeyou later, Mr. Vos.” Carmen had not moved more than afew inchesinsde the door,
and now he dipped out before Lasater could ask anything else.

That was ared bust, he admitted to himself. Briefly he had consdered dapping the kid and giving the old
man acal, tell him the punk fell and broke hisleg, wait for him to drive over to pick him up and then grab
him. How easy it could be, he mused. Grab him, make him tell us where the paperwork is, be donewith
it. He took a deep breath and went back to his seat on the couch. Maybe later it would come to that, but
not yet. Taney would stay out aday or two, Smmer down, but she would come back for her stuff.
Someone like her wouldn't abandon athousand-dollar camera. Hed twist her arm just alittle and get
what he needed that way. No suspicions, no fuss. And then, he thought coldly, Mrs. Taney, you and |
have alittle party coming up, just the two of us. First work, then play, right? Besides, he added to
himsdlf, the old man made a habit of killing off kids Carmen's age or alittle older. No way could he
believe Werther would lift ahand for this one. He made abet with himsdf that Follett would suggest they
grab thekid and use him for bait.

All afternoon Carmen was out in the white VVolvo during the height of the ssorm. There was areport that
he had shown up at the park twenty miles down the road. He had checked it out, then had left, heading
south. An hour later he had driven past again. He had checked out the Lagoon camp, and had gone north
from there. Looking for Taney, Lasater knew. Why? It had to be something that had happened at their
house. He was convinced the old man had said or done something that had scared her off. At dark the
Volvo made itsway back up the steep driveway next door, and stayed put the rest of the night. Early the



next morning Carmen was & it again. The slorm had blown itsdlf out overnight.

At eleven Lasater could stand it no longer and he called Werther's house. After six ringsthe old man
answered, and Lasater released the breath he had been holding. Belatedly it had occurred to him to
wonder if Werther might snesk out in the trunk of the Volvo. Hetold his story about being an assistant to
LylesNew Y ork editor, expressed his concern about her, suggested calling the police.

“I have done so,” Werther said. “ They obvioudy were not very impressed. Y ou, however, have avested
interest in her, and you had an appointment with her that she missed. They would have to pay more
attention if you voiced your fears.”

Lasater had no intention of calling the police, and he was mildly surprised that Werther had been willing
to bring them in, if he had. Hugh Lasater seldom expected the truth from anyone. Truth, he was
convinced, was of such anebulous nature that no one should expect it more than once or twice within a
lifetime. Y ou haveto ferret out facts, data, scraps of information wherever you can find them and arrange
them in apattern that seems to make sense, dways knowing that tomorrow you might have to rearrange
the same bits and piecesto make a different pattern. That was sufficient, that wastruth, dwaysreative,
aways changesble, dways manipulable.

Late in the afternoon the sun broke through the clouds and the air was spring-warm and fresh. The sea
had turned a deep unwrinkled blue; it rose and fell dightly like ablanket over the chest of adeeping
woman moved by gentle breathing. Sunset was breathtakingly beautiful without acolor |eft out. Carmen
returned home an hour after sunset. Hewas aonein hisVolvo. Helooked exhausted, the report said,
and mud was so high on the car that he must have been up and down logging roads all day.

At dark they all settled in to wait yet another day. Lasater felt he was caught up in apreordained
configuration like the congtellations of the zodiac, where each star isgoing at its own rate of speed inits
own direction asaresult of actions started long ago, which today resulted in this particular arrangement
of parts. Although their motion might be imperceptible, they were dl on the move; some of the sarswere
as close asthey would ever get to one another and their destiny now was to separate, draw farther and
farther gpart. Others, he knew, were on acollision course that was equally determined and unavoidable.

He was nervous, and was keeping in very close contact with the watchers up and down the coast road.
He had aman in Portland now, and another one on I-5. If anyone moved, he would be ready, and
eventualy someone had to move. Until then he had to wait. He had ordered Follett out to the motor
home when he felt he would haveto kill him if he remained in sight another minute, yawning, scratching,
foot-tapping, too dumb to read, too restlessto Sit till. He wanted to go over and peek insde Werther's
house, see what they were up to, and he knew there was no way. Heavy drapes, window shades, they
werewel| hidden.

By late afternoon the next day fog moved in after amorning brilliant with sunshine. Carmen had gone out
at dawn, and was back by two, and Lasater began pulling his watchers closer to the driveway. Fog was
the most treacherous enemy of a surveillance job. The white car could move through it like aghost,
appearing to awatcher to be no more than athicker drift, if it was spotted at al. The wakie-takie unit
remained silent through the long afternoon; no one was moving yet.

That afternoon Lasater felt like achrysaistightly wrapped in awhite cocoon. The way the fog pressed
on the windows gave him the illusion that the windows were giving, bowing inward dightly but inexorably.
He half-expected to see tendrils of fog forced through smal entrances here and there, writhing like
snakes as they squeezed in, then flowing down to the floor where they would spread out like wide
shallow rivers, join, become a solid white layer, and then begin to rise.



He got out the book on hawks, which he had started, then put aside. He did not like books on natural
history, could not understand people who became rapturous over animals or scenery. Fromtimeto time
he looked up swiftly from the book asif only by catching it unawares would he be able to detect the fog
if it did start to penetrate the house.

He cameto a chapter that dedlt with Sir John Hawkwood, a fourteenth-century mercenary, and his
interest quickened. Here was aman he could understand thoroughly. With no nonsense about loyaty to a
gtate or church or any abstract principle, he had gone about his business of hiring himself out to the
highest bidder, had done the job contracted for, then gone on to the next without looking back. He had
used the weaknesses of others against them and in the end had been rich and honored. Taney was sharp,
L asater thought then; she had made her point that Hawkwood and those like him somehow had been
bypassed by one aspect of the evolutionary growth of consciousness. They had not achieved the level of
conscience that would necessarily act asarein on their desires. Unlike the hawk, also without mercy,
they were creatures whose needs were not immediate and inseparable from survival. Forever barred
from the garden where the innocents till dwelled, and stalled on the ladder of evolution, they existed
gpart; symbol-making, dissembling, unrecognized before they acted and often after they acted, they were
cgpable of incaculable evil.

Lasater snapped the book shut. She was going too far, talking asif those people had some kind of
deficiency like adiabetic. And she contradicted hersdf, he thought angrily, first talking about dl the stuff
hawks grabbed for lunch: baby birds, rabhits, chicks, whatever they could lift, and then saying they could
do nowrong. If he took something, she would be on his case fast. He despised people who were that
unaware of their own double standards.

“Taney,” he muttered, “deserves whatever she gets.”

* k k %

Sunshine on her face awakened Lyle. She tirred, turned her head fretfully, and dowly drifted to full
consciousness. Almost resentfully, she pulled the afghan over her face and tried to go back to deep, but
shewas fully awake. She did not move again for severad minutes. She had not expected to wake up. She
remembered snatches of consciousness, pain, fever, thirst, and she remembered that she had gone
through the stages she had read about. She had felt sdlf-pity, then anger, fury actualy that thiswas
happening to her, donein the wilderness. That had passed and she had felt only resignation, and findly
anticipation. She had read about those stages preceding degath, and when she redlized she was|ooking
forward to the end, she had thought with a start: it's true then. And now she was awake.

Her fever was gone, or at least way down, and shefelt only aterrible weakness and thirst. Her mouth
was parched, her throat felt raw, her lips were cracked. Sheraised hersalf to her elbow and looked for
something to drink and saw a can of orangejuice; she had not been able to open it the last time she had
been awake. Shereached for it and pulled it close to her but wastoo tired to find the opener and finish
the task. Sherested until her thirst drove her to renewed effort and this time she found the bottle opener
and punctured the can with it, only to find she could not lift it to her mouth. Straws were scattered over
the car; she groped for one and finally got it in the can and sipped the drink. She rested, drank again,
then once more. By then she could pull herself up to asitting position. Even propped up against the door,
shefound gitting too strenuous, and lay down again. She dozed, not for long; the sun was till on her
when she opened her eyesthe next time.

For the next severa hours she sipped juice, dozed, sat up for seconds at atime, then minutes. Shetried
to remember what she had done through her ordedl, tried to remember her dreams. In one of them
Lasater'sface had grown so largeit took up her entirefield of vision; it had said, “ Are you going to do
it?" When the mouth opened, it became aterrible black pit.



“No.”
“Honey, why can't you liejust alittle?’
“Why can't you not liejust alittle?’

“Y ou make categorica statements and then fed obligated to live up to them. Now | haveto get you out
of hereso | can bring in someoneelse.” He shot her and while he was dragging her down the beach for
thetide to take, he kept complaining, “Y ou're nothing but a headache, you know? What would it have
cost you?’

“Stop,” she said then. He released her and she stood up laughing.

He stared at her aghast, then furioudy stalked away. She thought of the dream and could make no sense
of it. It was either straightforward and meant exactly what it said, or it was so deep it luded her. What
would it have cost? she thought. She was not certain. Maybe she would have done agood thing even,
but it was dirty; shefdt certain of that, although she would have been unableto defend it if it were ever
proven that Saul wasakiller, or asmuggler, or whatever else they might claim.

Sheremembered asilver rain when al the fir trees had been transformed into Christmas trees heavily
decorated with tinsal. She had been ddlighted with it, and if she had been able to get up and go out into it,
she would have done s0. That must have been when shewas a her most feverish, her most ddlirious, she
decided.

In adream she had agonized over having to choose between Saul and Carmen, and they had waited
patiently while she vacillated. She smiled; the rest of the dream was gone, forgotten, and probably it was
just aswell. Resting now she thought of the meaning of that dream: athough she was dmost ashamed of
her admission, she was attracted to both of them. It was because they both accepted her unquestioningly,
with gpproval, and either they were blind to her flaws, or thought them so unimportant that they actualy
became inggnificant. She could not remember being treated exactly like this before. When she had been
younger there had been the standard boyfriends, a proposal or two before she and Gregory had decided
to make their arrangement permanent. All that, she thought decisively, had been biologica, aburning in
the groin, an itch between her legs, nothing more. Even at the height of passion, she had dways known
that Gregory was fantas zing someone e se, someone made up of bits and pieces of movie starsand
picturesin magazines. She never had talked about this with anyone because she had accepted it the way
she accepted hunger and thirst and growing old, everything that was part of being human. But Saul and
Carmen had not looked at her asif they were comparing her to an ideal who existed only in their heads.
They had looked at her, had seen her as she was, and had accepted her. And she loved them both for it.

They were not afraid, she thought; everyone else she knew was afraid, at least most of the time. She
remembered telling Saul she had been afraid dl her life without ever knowing of what or why. Gregory
was afraid. Mike's death had terrified him, asit had terrified her. She, blaming hersdlf, had lived in dread
of the day he would aso blame her, because that would have justified her guilt. He must have felt the
same way, sheredized, and felt arush of sympathy for him that she had not known before. He had
needed to run al the way across the country, just as she had needed to run to the woods, to the hills.

She thought of Hugh Lasater, whose fear made him try to manipulate redlity by manipulating truth, but the
redlity was dwaysthere, just out of sght, out of hearing, with itsinfinite terror.

Thinking about Hugh Lasater, she sat up again, thistime without the accompanying dizziness she had felt
before. She knew she needed food, her weakness was at least partly attributable to no food for ... How
long? It had not occurred to her to wonder until now. Shetried the radio, nothing but static up herein the
hills. She began to think of bread in milk, chicken broth steaming hot and fragrant. She settled for an



overripe bananaand ate dmogt half of it before she wastoo tired to bother with any more. She dozed,
wakened, tried another banana, and later in the afternoon decided she had to try to get to the creek for
water. She had stale bread, and wanted only some water to softenit in.

She was sticky from spilled juice, shefdt grimier than she had been since childhood. The creek was no
more than fifteen feet from her car but she had to stop to rest twice before she reached it. The dishtowel
she had been using to cool herself with was muddy, filthy; she could imagine what her face |ooked like.
Thewater was shockingly cold; she held thetowd in it until some of the dirt was washed away, wrung it
out dightly and then washed her face and neck. She was seized with achill then. Shaking so hard that she
spilled amost as much water as she had been able to get in the juice can, she started back to the car,
thinking of the heater, of the afghan, of going back to deep wrapped snugly in her poncho, covered from
toe to head, deeping deeply without dreams ... And she knew she could not do that, not now. It was
timeto go home.

The heater took along time to warm the car. She sat huddled in the afghan until then, leaning against the
door, her eyes closed. She was afraid to lie down for fear she would fall adeep. She kept seeing her own
bed, her covers, sheets, ahot bath, something hot to drink, coffee. She wanted to be home before dark,
and she knew it would take her along timeto get there.

She ate afew hites of bread softened in water, and marveled at how hungry she was and how little she
could egt at any onetime. Two bites of this, three of that. She imagined her body as a giant sponge,
absorbing water, juice, whatever she could pour into it, sucking it up greedily, dividing it fairly among her
parched tissues. Her tongue felt more normal, and her throat hardly hurt now; sheimagined her blood as
duggish as molasses from the refrigerator, demanding more and more of the fluids, stirring, Sarting to
flow again, scolding...

She smiled at her nonsense and turned on the key, and this time she started down the dirt road. Within
ten minutes she had to stop. Her arms were quivering with fatigue; her feet were leaden. And when Hugh
Lasater turned up with more threats, more demands, she thought, with her head resting on the steering
whed, shewould tell him to get out and, if he did not go, shewould call the police and complain.

And shewould cal Saul and tel him aman was asking strange questions about him. No more than that.
If heknew hewas guilty of something, it would be enough. And if he was guilty of murder, she asked
hersdlf, was she willing to be his accomplice? She couldn't judge him, she knew, and she turned on the
key and started her lurching drive down the hill, down into fog.

She could remember nothing of this road, which was so steep and curvy it seemed now amiracle that she
had driven up it. It twisted and turned and plummeted down, faithfully following the white-water creek.
As she went down, the fog thickened until by the time she knew she had come far enough to have
reached the picnic area, she could see no farther than afew feet in any direction. She knew she had
missed the park when her wheels began to throw gravel. She stopped many times, sometimes turning off
the motor, sometimes letting it run while she rested.

Then, with her front wheels amaost on the coast highway she rested for the last time. She would not dare
stop again on the highway. She closed her eyes visudizing the rest of her route. The steep climb straight
up, over the crest, down again, straight al the way to the lagoon, then the sharp upward curve around the
far 9de of the lagoon, down to the bridge and her own drive. She could leave the car in the driveway and
walk the rest of the way. Not soon, but eventualy. Reluctantly she sarted the last leg of her journey.

* k x %

One more day, Lasater told himself, he'd give her one more day to show, and if shedidn't ... He had no
other plan and his mind remained stubbornly blank when he tried to formulate one. He was certain she



would be back before his slf-imposed deadline.

He should have used a professiond, he thought suddenly, asif stricken with terrible hindsight. If this
fizzled it would be used againgt him that he had gone with an amateur when there were people available
who could have done the job the first week. He worried about it, playing it thisway and that, looking at
the possibilities, and then heleft it, just asawel-fed cat leaves amouse corpse behind. He did not
believe Werther would have let any professond inside his house. He had not stayed loose and on the
prowl al these years, first duding the Nazis, and then customs, whatever had come aong, by being
stupid. He had accepted Taney because she was an amateur, and Taney had to deliver. Lasater still held
the image of Taney handing over the evidence he needed. It was a strong image, strong enough to keep
him immobile in her house while he waited for her to return.

It was nearly five when he heard the car in the driveway. A minute passed, another, and finaly he could
wait no longer; he stamped out into the fog to see why she was stdling. He yanked open her car door to
find her dumped forward against the steering wheel. He thought she was out, but at the sound of the door
opening she tirred and raised her head. Shelooked like hell. He had not taken it serioudy that she might
be redlly sick; he had been convinced that she had run because her nerve had failed. But shewas sick all
right.

“Lyle, baby, you look like death warmed over. Come on, let's get you insde.” He helped her out, then
steadied her as she walked to the house. * Jesus, you had us dl worried. Carmen'sbeen al over the hills
looking for you, they called the cops even.” They had entered the house by then and he deposited her on
the couch. “What can | get you? Are you okay stting up like that?’

“Just get out,” she said. Her voice was hoarse asif she had asorethroat. “I won't do anything for you. |
don't care what you threaten. Get out.”

“Okay, okay. I'll give Werther acdl. | told him | would when you showed up. He's been worried.” She
started to get up and he pushed her back. She was too weak to resist his shove, which actually had been
quite gentle. For thefirst time he wondered if she was going to get well, if she had pneumoniaor
something.

Carmen answered thefirgt ring. “Mrs. Taney'sback,” Lasater said. “ Shel'sredly sick, she might even be
dying. | think she should be taken to a hospital, except theres no way you could get there through that
fog. Isthere adoctor anywhere nearby?’ He knew there was no doctor closer than twenty-six miles.
Carmen said hewould tell Mr. Werther and hung up. “ Do that, kiddo,” Lasater murmured. He turned
againto Lylewho had her head back, her eyes closed. “Listen, swestie, they think I'm Richard Vos, a
New Y ork editor. | told them | had your contracts for you. They don't need to know more than that. Got
it?

Her nod was amost imperceptible.

“Okay. HEll probably send the kid over. When he gets here, I'm leaving. I'll be back at the park by the
lagoon. Y ou just get some rest now, take it easy for a couple of days. I'll see you later in the week.”

Again she moved her head dightly. “1 won't hep you,” she said.

“Okay, just don't worry about it for now. Get well first. And, Lyle, don't tell them anything. You're up to
your pink little earsin thisand it's classfied. Y ou blab, and, honey, they can put you away for along
time”

She darted to take off her coat and when he touched her in order to help, she flinched involuntarily. He
shrugged and moved away again. Her eyes were sunken, her face haggard, but her windburn was



clearing up. She was pale as a corpse. “Honey, you look a hundred years old,” he said softly. “I wouldn't
liedown and stay till very long if | were you. Someone might want to shovel you under.” She opened
her eyes and for amoment he was startled. He had not noticed how very green they were before. Or
now they looked greener againgt her pale skin. There was hatred in her gaze; when awoman ison the
downhill dide of thirty-five, she doesn't want to be told shelookslike hell, he thought mdicioudy. He
regretted his own impulse to make her open her eyes and acknowledge his presence; now she looked
more dive. Coolly he said, “I'm leaving your contracts on thetable. | think he's coming. Remember, I'm
Richard Vos”

He had heard steps on the porch, but no automobile noisesin the driveway. It was the kid, come over to
check first. He nodded, it was as he had expected. He opened the door and admitted Carmen who was

carrying a paper sack.

“Mrs. Taney, how areyou?’ Carmen hurried to her and took her hand in both of his, studying her face.
L asater noticed that hisfingers went to her pulse. Medica school dropout? Paramedic? He made a
menta noteto check it out.

“Donttry totalk,” Carmen said, rising then. “1 brought some soup. I'll just heet it up for you. Have you
egten anything at al snceyou left?”

“A little)” shewhispered in her hoarse voice.

“Soup iswhat you need,” Carmen said and went to the kitchen where he shrugged off his coat and
tossed it over achair, and then rummaged for a pan.

“If you think you can manage,” Lasater said, “I'll be going. I'm susceptible to viruses and bacteriaand
things like that. Get asore throat if anyone within amile coughs, you know. | tried to get adoctor, but
there aren't any in Sdmon Key. I'll be going back to the Lagoon Park.” He was keeping his distance
from Lyle, watching her asif afraid she might sneezein hisdirection without warning. He snatched up his
coat and tossed it over his shoulders and opened the door. “If you need me, you know. But | can't do
anything. | don't know athing about how to care for sck people.”

Inside the motor home he snapped to Follett, “Let's go. Back to the park.”
“What the hdll'sgoing on?’

“Never mind. Wereleaving. At thefirst turn, I'm going to stop and you get out, go back up here and
keep an eye on things. Werther's got to come over. Thekid will either cal him or go collect him when he
thinksthe coast isclear. She'sredly sick.”

He drove dowly, unable to see more than two feet ahead through the fog. Grumbling, Follett left the
motor home when he stopped, and Lasater continued down the highway. Visibility was so poor it would
take him nearly an hour to get back to the park. If Taney could driveinit in her shape, he thought, so
could he. He reached the bottom of the drive and stopped, trying to remember if the road had the white
line onthe sde dl theway, or only on curves, trying to remember if the road curved between here and
the bridge.

* * * %

“Thisisglly,” Lylesaid, as Carmen held out aspoonful of the clear strong broth he had brought from the
other house. “I can feed mysdf.”

“I know,” hesaid, smiling. “Open up. Thisisfun.”



“Carmen, wait asecond. | haveto tell you something. That man who was here, hel's an agent of some
kind. He's after Saul. Y ou haveto warn him.”

“We dready know,” Carmen said. “Open up, you're dmost done.”
She swallowed, then shook her head when he offered another spoonful. “Y ou know?’
“Not who he'sworking for. But it's been pretty obvious that there are people watching us.”

Lylefdt childishly disgppointed, asif she had run amileto warn of robbers only to find them aready
safely locked up.

Carmen looked at hiswatch, then said, “Now ahot bath for you, and then bed. Hold up your foot.”

He pulled her boots off, as he had done another night, she remembered. She had forgotten that night.
Again it darmed her that she was not more fearful of the lapse, not a al fearful about it, in fact. He met
her gaze and his face was somber.

“You'll gradualy remember it dl now. By morning when you wake up, it will al be there waiting for you
to examine. Y ou're not afraid?’

She shook her head.
“Good. I'll gofix the bath for you.”

A few minutes later he said, a her bedroom door, “Y €l when you get in bed. I'll tuck you in.” Hisgrin
was back; he looked like a precocious child enjoying enormoudly thisreversa of roles.

Shedidn't dare remain in the tub more than afew minutes, she had become so relaxed that she feared
falling adeep and sinking forever under the water. Regretfully she got out, toweled hersdlf, rubbed her
hair briskly, and pulled on her gown. She was as eager now to bein bed as she had beento bein the
tub. When she called Carmen her eyes were too heavy to keep them open. Shewasin atime-distorting
predeep Sate that made it seem to take him avery long time to get to the bed, but when he wasthere,
hisvoice closeto her, she was startled that he had arrived so quickly.

“You're going to deep like ababy,” he murmured, and touched her shoulder lightly, drew the cover up
closer to her neck. “Y ou won't hear anything at al until morning. I'll be heretonight, no onewill comein
to bother you. Good night, Lyle.” He kissed her forehead. She dept.

* * * %

Driving the motor home at any time was difficult for Lasater, who had never driven anything like it before
thistrip. He had trouble getting used to the rearview mirrors, which more often than not seemed focused
on the Sdes of the monster itsdlf instead of the road. And he did not like the fedl of it on the highway; it
was too high, the weight wasin thewrong place, it felt skittery if therewasaglaze of ice or adick of
water on theroad, and that night fog was freezing to form black ice. He feared black ice more than anice
storm, because it wasinvisible; it formed in one place but not another that was equally exposed. The

road surface of the bridge was already covered, and he skidded alarmingly. He shifted gears and dowed
down even more, wondering if hewould be ableto pull the grade up to the top of the hill between here
and thelagoon.

He had passed Werther's driveway and was starting up the hill, when he heard a car engine roaring
somewherein thefog. Hisfirg thought wasthat it was an idiot speeding on the coast road, driving blind.
Then he heard a crash, and he knew someone had gone off the cliffs behind him. He yanked on the brake
and got out, ran back on the white line at the edge of the road.



“Turk?” he cdled. “What the hdll's going on?’
“Mr. Lasater? Where are you?’

The fog scrambled directiond signdlss; it wasimpossible to say where any sound originated. Only the surf
remained congtant, and it was everywhere.

“Hey!” Turk yeled then. “ Stop, where you think you're going?’
“Get out of theway! I'm going down to find him.” Carmen'svoice.

Lasater crossed the road; he could hear scuffling sounds now, then a sharp exclamation followed by
harsh curaing.

“Turk, what's happening?’ he called again.

“Theold guy came down like abat outta hdll, picking up speed dl the way, didn't even try to stop, but
straight through and over the dliff. Thekid'sjust gone down thetrail. Must have radar.”

“Cdl Fallett. Tl him to meet you a Werther's house and give it agood dusting. Give me your flashlight.
I'm going down there.”

Turk began to sgnd to Milton Fallett, then said softly, “ Jesus H. Christ! Look!”

Up the hillsde thefog was lighted from within asif by volcanic fumes. Therewasaglow intheform of a
mammoth aureole.

“That bastard! That goddamned fucking bastard,” Lasater muttered. “ Get up there with Follett, seeif
anything'sleft.” He snatched the flashlight from Turk and looked for the trail down to the beach.

* * * %

By midnight the fire had burned itsdf out; the woods had not ignited; they were too wet and the moist fog
had acted as a damper. The house had burned thoroughly, down to the foundation stones. Carmen sat
huddled in ablanket near the stove in Lyle's house, his clothes drying on chairs. Lasater sat on the couch
staring moodily at the exhausted boy, who had tried to find the car for over an hour until, retching and
gagging, he had staggered from the pounding surf into Lasater's arms. The police had come and gone;
they would be back at daybreak to look for the car and the body. Accidental degth, they said.

Except, Lasater thought coldly, no one was dead yet. He did not believe Werther had been in the car
when it went over the cliff, no matter what Turk thought he saw. Werther had to be waiting somewhere
nearby, freezing hisbals off in the woods, waiting for the coast to clear enough to show up here a this
house. Taney wasn't out of it yet. Werther must be planning to use her to get him out of here.

Lasater dept on the couch that night; Carmen rolled up in the blanket and dept on the floor. At dawn he
was up cleaning Taney's car with Lasater watching every movement, thinking she was more of apig than
he had realized. Carmen made coffee then, and presently said he was going shopping and would be
happy to drop Lasater off at the park. When they went out, the trunk lid was still raised, airing out, and
the back doorswere open. Lasater felt a cold fury when the thought came to him that the boy was
playing games with him, demongtrating that he was not hauling Werther out of the woods that morning.

* k x %

Lyle awakened dowly, first semi-aware that she wasin her own bed again, that she waswarm and dry
and comfortable, and hungry; and dowly she began to remember the two evenings she had spent at
Saul's house. She sat upright and pulled the blanket around her.



All those questions! He had examined her as thoroughly as any medical doctor had ever done. And she
had permitted it! She closed her eyes hard, remembering. He had said she wasto fed no fear or
embarrassment, and she had fdlt neither; it had seemed the most naturd thing in the world. Shewas
dartled by the memory of tdlling him al about Lasater, her involvement with him. Saul had known since
that first night, and still had treated her with kindness and even love. The second night swam up in her
consciousness and she shook her head amost in disbelief. He had injected her with something, and the
rest of the night he had monitored her closdly, her temperature, her pulse, her heart ... She looked at her
finger; he had taken ablood sample. Except for the physical examination, which had taken placein the
bedroom, Carmen had watched it dl, had participated.

As she remembered both evenings, snatches of conversations came back to her; they had talked
serioudy of so many things. She had been lucid, not doped or hypnotized, or unnaturd in any way that
she could recall now. But she had alowed it al to happen, and then she had forgotten, and had accepted
not remembering. He had told her about that part of it: adrug in the sweet wine, suggestion. He had even
sad that if shetruly objected to anything, she would refuse the suggestion. And she had refused nothing.
Except, she amended, she had |eft the next morning although he had told her to wait for Carmen.

Slowly she got up and went to the bathroom. As she showered, more and more of that last evening came
back to her. Just before telling her to wake up he had asked if she wanted to deep there, in hishouse,
and she had said no. She remembered thinking at the time that there was something she had to do the
next morning, something she would not be able to do from his house. She had aready made up her mind
to leave so that Lasater could not use her to get to Saul. And she had to be homein order to carry out
her intention. If he had asked even one question about her reasons, she would have told him, she knew,
but he had not asked. He had suggested that she should wait for Carmen to comefor her.

It was nine o'clock when she finished with her shower, dressed, and was ready to face Carmen. She was
gtill weak, but shefdt now that it was due to hunger, not illness. The house was empty. Coffee was on
the hot plate. She poured herself a cup of it and sat down to read a note from Carmen on the table. He
had gone shopping for breakfast. Back soon.

Shewas still spping the strong coffee when he returned. Helooked her over swiftly. “I'd say the patient
isrecovering,” he announced. “What is prescribed for thismorning is one of the biggest steeksyou've
ever tackled. Bet you finishit dl.”

“I've never had steek for breskfast in my life. Toast soundslike plenty.” She wanted to chalenge him,
demand an explanation, but she was too hungry. After breakfast she would have her confrontation with
Saul, not with Carmen who was ssimply atool.

“Wait and see.” He was unloading grocery bags and putting things awvay. When he unwrapped the steak,
she amost laughed. Big enough for aparty. While the steak was broiling, he opened a package of frozen
peaches and diced a bananainto abowl with them. She eyed it hungrily. He laughed and moved it out of
reach. “Dessert,” hesaid.

Then he brought two plates out of the oven where they had been warming, and they ate.

Lylewas on her second cup of coffee when Lasater arrived. He scowled at the table. “ Surprised you can
eat on amorning likethis.

“What does that mean?’ Lyle asked. She had adim memory that he was pretending to be someone from
her publisher's office, and Carmen was pretending to believe that.

“They're searching up and down the beach for Werther'sbody,” he said bluntly. “No luck so far.”



She dropped her cup—it hit the saucer and toppled over, spilling coffee on the table. She turned to
Carmen who nodded.

“He had an accident last night. He drove his car over the cliff.”

Lyledid not move. Shewastrying to remove hersdlf so far that she could see the house, the cliffs, the
road, beach, forests, everything as she had seen it al in adream once. So far back that nothing could
touch her ever again. Faintly she could hear Lasater talking about a blood-stained car, one shoe, the
wool knit, navy-blue cap that Saul alwayswore. The distance seemed even greater when Lasater said
something about leaving that afternoon. She was brought back when Carmen covered her hand with his.

“He'sgone, Lyle. Areyou okay?’ She nodded. He began to wipe up the spilled coffee.
“Why didn't you tell me?’

“Y ou had to eat something. | knew you wouldn't afterward.”

“What happened? Wasit something | did?’

“No. Therewas afire at the house and he went out in the car and the car went over the cliff. That'sdl
they know about it.”

“Isheredly leaving?’
“I don't know. Maybe.”

She nodded. They needed the body to make their identification. She sarted to speak again, but Carmen
put hisfinger on her lips, slencing her.

Late in the afternoon she felt so restless that she could no longer stand the house and the waiting for
something, anything to happen.

“Let'sgofor ashort walk,” Carmen said. “Areyou up toit?’

Shesaid yes. All day she had felt stronger and stronger until by now she felt dmost norma. Her recovery
was proceeding as rapidly astheillness had done. Carmen drove to the beach they had walked on
before; he went closer to the black rocksto park thistime.

Today the sky was gray and low, pressing on the tops of the coast range mountains, making the world
seem very small, confined to thiswinter beach. The water was a shade darker gray, undulating with long
swélls, breaking up into white water where the wind waves rushed to shore. They walked dowly, not

Spesking.

That was where they had investigated the tide pools, exclaiming over the multicolored life formsthere, the
garfish, urchins, crabs ... And over there she had found the blue float after itsjourney of many decades.
And there they had eaten their lunch, and Saul had put the Styrofoam cup in his pocket to throw away
later. And Saul had talked about the way the ocean savaged the winter beach when so few people were
around to witnessits maniaca fury.

“it ssemslonesome,” she had said, looking both ways on the deserted beach.

“It has apresentiment of endings now,” Saul had said. “ Endings of life, of pleasure, of laughter inthe
sand. The winter beach islonesome, but it fights back. Each grain of sand wrested from it isfought for,
yielded findly, but never easily. And in the summer, very peacefully it al comes back, scoured clean by



the mother ocean. But in the winter, that's lways forgotten.”

Gray, black, white; the winter beach was a charcoa drawing today, chiaroscuro colorsthat reflected her
guilt, Lyle thought suddenly. And her guilt lay over every corner of her soul, every phase of her life. Her
child, her ruined marriage, her failure as ateacher, her loss of faith both rdigious and secular ... Her

hel plessness even. Had shetold Saul why she had logt faith in history asit was taught? She could not
remember. She hoped she had.

Oneday it had occurred to her that every great change brought about historically had been the result of a
very few people, men usualy, who were driven by the basest impulses: greed, the urge to ever more
power, vengeance ... The great mgority of people had aways been content to work their land, to mold
their pots, weave cloth, do the life-sustaining things that were aso soul-fulfilling; and the grest maority of
the people had aways been manipulable by those few, ten percent or less, whose needs were so far
removed from smple survival and persond savation.

Saul had understood that, even if she had not explained her loss of faith. He had been interested in the
other people, the oneswith great ideas, the oneswho created beauty, the ones who had tried to
comprehend the mysteries.

Saul had been her naturd dly, she thought dully, and by silence and inaction she had failed him, she had
betrayed him; she had alowed hersdlf to be used by Lasater who was amember of that minority.

And that was how they aways succeeded, she went on, taking it to its conclusion, dlowing hersdf no
excuse, no possibility of deliverance from guilt; they found people who were too weak to resist, who
were too afraid, too gpathetic, too ignorant of their methods, and they wielded them like swordsto strike
down or capture the opposition. She had recognized Lasater immediately, had known his goas were not
hers, were not even human, and she had done nothing. She had tried to ignore evil, deny its ability to
influence her, and now Saul was dead and she would aways know that she might have saved him if she
had spoken early, before the trap was too tight, before Lasater and the blond man came. Just afew
words in the beginning might have been enough. And she had done nothing.

And if Saul had been crazy, if he had killed people? She could not resolve the confusion in her mind
about him, about how she had responded to him, about the grief and sense of loss she now suffered.

“You'recrying,” Carmen said, hishand on her arm.

She bowed her head and wept, and he held her for along time until finally shetried to free hersdf. “I'm
sorry,” shesaid. “It's so pointless, isn't it? | didn't even know him. And he must have been very sick, he
must have suffered terribly. No one like that can go around killing people and not suffer. He amost killed
me. | know he dmost killed meand yet, | can't hep it, I'm crying for amadman who would have been
put away if he hadn't killed himself, and | know he wanted it thisway...” There was no way out of the
contradictions and findly she stopped. When shelooked at Carmen's face, she redlized he was laughing
Slently.

Stiffly she drew away and started to walk toward the car. * Y ou can't deny that hetried to kill meand
amost succeeded. That injection of his, you were there, you know about it.”

“Itwasagamble,” Carmen said, till smiling dightly. “But you were dying anyway.”

“That'salie. There wasn't athing wrong with me before that shot. | had alife expectancy of at least thirty
years”

“Exactly,” Carmen said. “ Thiswalk has probably been too much for you so soon after your illness. Let's



go home and have dinner.”

She opened her mouth to respond, then clamped it shut again and got inside the car where she sat Saring
out the window al the way home. He was as crazy as Saul, she reminded hersdlf.

* * * %

Lyle saw a speck in the distance and knew the eagle was coming home findly. Every day there had been
fresh evidence of the arriva of at least one of the pair, and how it was coming. She watched the speck
gain definition, become separate parts. A wing dipped and the bird made a great sweeping curve, and
she could seethetall feathers soread like afan, rippling now and then as it made adjustmentsin itsflight.
She could see the white head, gleaming in the sun; it was looking at something below, turning its head
dightly; it abandoned whatever had attracted it and looked ahead again. She was watching it through the
view finder of her camera, snapping pictures asit came nearer. It cupped itswings, its feet reached out
beforeit, and then it was on the spur, settling itswings down along its Sides, stretching its neck. She
snapped afew more shots of it asit preened, and then she sat back with her cameraat her sde and
smply watched it. If the eagle was aware of her presence, it gave no indication of it. She was certain
those sharp eyes had studied her blind, that they had seen her that day. There was atouch of mgesty in
itsindifferenceto her.

Throughout the afternoon the eagle toiled at refurbishing the nest. It brought long strands of seaweed, and
mosses, and sticks up to four feet long to expand the Sides, and it worked the materiasinto place with an
intentness and fastidiousness that was avesome,

Under thetreewas acircle of litter; the eagle had picked out materias that had been good enough last
year, but no longer pleased it. Old moss, old fern fronds, sticks. With an almost reckless abandon it
tossed them over the sde. When the light began to fade, Lyle picked her way back down the hillside,
around the ruins of Saul's house, through the creek and to her own house, where Carmen was waiting for
her.

She had not asked Carmen to stay, but neither had she asked him to leave; it was asif they both
accepted that he would remain with her for now. The matter had come up only indirectly when she had
said she couldn't pay him, and he had shrugged. For eight days he had been with her in the same

rel ationship apparently that he had had with Saul. He did the shopping, alittle cleaning, cooking; he
prowled the beaches and brought home clams or scallops or crabs, sometimes afish. Best of dl they
talked for hoursin the evenings, never about Saul, or Carmen's past, but of history, current affairs, art,
music ... Lyle knew that one day he would get restless and drift on, but she refused to think about it and
the hollow in her lifethat would result.

When she entered the house that day, the odors of cooking food and woodsmoke and the e usive scent
of another person greeted her. Shefelt nearly overcome by contentment, she thought happily.

“Carmen! He's home. He's beautiful! A wing span over eight feet. All day he's been fixing up the nest,
getting ready for hislady loveto join him. Tomorrow you have to come up with me and seefor yourself.”
Shewas pulling off her outer wear as she talked, unable to restrain the excitement she seemed filled to
overflowing with. “I can't wait to see the pictures.”

She stopped at the look on Carmen's face, alook of such tenderness and love it made her knees weak.
“I'll come up tomorrow. Maybe | can help you in the dark room after dinner.”

She nodded. And till they looked at one another and she wondered when she had stopped looking at
him asif he were only aboy, when he had stopped looking at her asif she were untouchable.



Then shesaid, “I'm filthy. I'd better get washed up and change these muddy clothes.” Shefled. She was
afrad hewaslaughing at her confusion.

They had dinner and worked in the darkroom for two hours. She felt like purring over the proof shests,
at least haf adozen of the pictureswould go in, maybe more. Throughout the evening she avoided his
gaze, and spoke only of eagles, her day in the blind, the dinner itsalf. She began to make notesto go with
the pictures, and found herself writing a poem instead. When shefinished, shefelt dmost exalted.

“May | read it?” Carmen asked. She handed it to him silently.

Heread it twice, then said, “I like it very much. It would make agood introduction to the book. | didn't
know you wrote poetry.”

“I don't. | mean | haven't before, not since college days.” She took the sheet of paper back and reread
her poem.

The dead tree flies an eagle on the wind,
Then steadily reelsit in,

Dip, sway, soar, rise,

All the time closer.

To the left, to theright,

Now too low, now too high,

But closer.

From nothing, to a speck

That could be a cloud,

To a being coming home,

It takes shape:

Sun on snow, the head,

Great wings without a waver,

White fan as graceful

And delicate as a black one

In a pale practiced hand.

Fromthe tree's highest crotch,

From a nest of branches, sticks, twigs, moss,
Elaborate skyscraper room,

A silent summons was sent.

Now the dead tree reels the eagle home.

Abruptly she stood up. “I guess I'd better get to bed. | want to be up there early. | expect the other one
will comeintomorrow or the next day.”

* * * %

In ascruffy camper in Lagoon Park Hugh Lasater played the tape over again, listening to their voices
intently, following them through dinner, into the darkroom where their voices were dmost too low to
catch, back to the living room. He wished one of them had read the poem aoud. He heard their good
nights, her door closing, Carmen's movementsin the living room for another fifteen minutes; then the long
slence of the night started. He turned off the tape player. Something, he kept thinking. Therewas
something he should be catching. He rewound it and started over.

What he did not hear, because the device was activated by sounds and thiswas donein silence, wasthe
opening of Lyle'sdoor at one-thirty. She stepped into the living room to look at Carmen deeping on the
couch, and when she saw him instead at the window that overlooked the sea, she did not retrest.



Instead, after adight hesitation, he cameto her, barefoot, visible in the red glow from the glass door of
the wood stove. He reached out his hand and she, after adight hesitation, took it, and together they went
back to her bedroom and softly closed the door.

Hugh Lasater listened again, and in the middle of the tape, he suddenly dapped the table top hard,
waking up Milton Follett on the bunk bed.

“Son of abitch!” Lasater said. “ The camera bag. Where was it when the house burned down?”’
Follett regarded him with hatred, rolled over, and went back to deep.

Lasater had not been asking him; he aready knew about the camera bag. Follett was good at certain
jobs; he could watch and report movements down to acasual scratching of the head. And Follett had
said that Carmen showed up with the bag at Taney's house when she was gone, and he had left with it.
He had not been seen with it again. So Werther considerately put it on a stump out of danger before he
set the house &fire?

L asater mused about the boy for along time that night. He knew photography enough to help Taney in
the darkroom. He remembered that sure way he had taken her pulse when she returned from her little
jaunt. They had only hisword that he had been hired by Werther in Los Angeles; if that was true what
had made him jump into that crazy surf in an effort to find the old man. No one risked death for someone
he had known only a couple of months, and that surf was a killer. Someone had to make sure that the car
door had not jammed shut, Lasater said to himsdlf. That would have screwed it up royaly, if there had
been no way Werther could have been thrown out. They had waited for the right kind of night with a
pea-soup fog for their little charade; maybe the kid even had arope guide to take him to where he had
figured the car would land. No one paid much attention to him; he was dways on the beach prowling
around.

Lasater knew hisforemost problem now was to convince Mr. Forbisher that histheory was right, that
Werther had not been in that car, and that the boy would lead them back to him sooner or later. Turk
was convinced that he had seen Werther go over the cliff; Follett believed him, but Follett would have
bought anything to get him off this job. He hated the rain and wind and cold westher, and he hated the
isolation here. He wanted awoman. When they got back to civilization, Follett would vanish aday or
two. There would then be a news item about awoman's body being found ... It was one of those things
with Follett, alittle weakness of his. Lasater could sympeathize with hisfrusiration even while hisown
frustration mounted to adangerous level. Even Lasater had to admit that he no longer believed Werther
was hiding out in the woods now. Not for eight days. In another day August Ranier would show up,
listen to the arguments for continuing the hunt, make his evauation, report to Forbisher by phone, and
then render the decison. Lasater's mouith tightened as he repeated the phrases to himsdlf, al so legal
sounding, SO proper and gented!.

He was certain they would not continue to pay the small army Lasater had brought to the coast to watch
the old man and the kid. Maybe one operator, or two at the most. They might go for that. He could bring
in someone who would get in closeto Carmen, and stay closeto him. A girl, he thought then,
remembering Carmen's body as he had stripped in Taney's house. Even blue with cold and shaking
amost uncontrollably, he had been good-looking, so young and unmarked it had been like astab to
Lasater. Hell, he thought, the kid was human, he must be dmost as horny by now as Follett. If he could
produce agirl who looked even younger, who looked hurt and vulnerable, who asked for nothing and
apparently expected nothing, arunaway with acar of her own, alittle money, Carmen would figure he
could use her to get him to where he had to go. And where he had to go, Lasater had convinced himself,
was home to Saul Werther.

* * * %



“Look,” Lylesaid softly. “ She's pretending she hatesit. That's Stuff he just brought in yesterday.” The
femd e eagle was discarding seaweed vigoroudy; the male sat on anearby tree watching her.

Carmen laughed. There was mist beyond the blind; it wastoo fine and too gentleto call rain, it wasrather
asif acloud were being lowered very dowly to earth. Carmen had joined Lyle only minutes earlier; there
were mist beadson hishair.

She had been afraid the morning might be awkward, but he had been up when she awakened, and when
she had gone into the living room he had kissed her gently on the nose and had continued to make
breakfast.

The female eagle reared up and half-opened her wings threateningly when the mal e approached the nest.
He veered away and returned to his perch. “All in the genes,” Carmen said in a hushed voice. “ She's
doing what nature programmed her to do.”

Why this pretense of free will? Lyle wondered. She knew the female might pretend to become too
disgusted with the nest, with the mae; she might pretend to leave, might even go through some motions of
garting anew nest. And in the end they would mate here and the fledglings would hatch out and learn to
fly from that dead spur.

She found hersalf wondering about her own attempts to escape Lasater's plans, to free herself from the
burden of betraying Saul, her own mock flight to freedom. From any distance @t all, it now seemed as
programmed asthe eagles behavior, at least her actions and Lasater's. Only Saul and Carmen had been
unpredictable. Suddenly shefelt that they had been from the Sart asalien to her asthe eagleswere, as
strange and unknowable. And it had not mattered, she thought, and did not matter now.

“Why areyou smiling like that?" Carmen asked.

“| wasthinking that you and Saul cameto Earth from adistant planet, that you're diens. They won't find
his body because he changed himsdf at the last moment into agreat snowy owl and sailed away in the
fog. He could come back as a butterfly, or an eagle, or whatever he chooses.”

“I hope Lasater doesn't dart believing that,” Carmen said, laughing. “He might get the Marines out.”

“Oh, no. Hethinks that Saul was a Jewish student in Hitler's Germany and that he discovered something
tremendous...”

She stopped at the change that came over Carmen's features. He leaned toward her and suddenly there
was nothing boyish about him, nothing soft or tender.

“Tdl mewhat hesad.”

“That last morning he stopped me as| wasleaving, when | wasill ... Shetold him dl of it. He did not
move, but she felt more aone than she had felt in her life, asif abarrier that could never be scaled had
come up between them.

“It'strue, isn't it?” she whispered.

“Essentialy. Some details are wrong. David'stwo younger brothers died young with Tay-Sachs Disease,
and it nearly killed hismother. David and his older brother Daniel swore they would find avaccinefor it.
But Danid just couldn't make it in school. He dropped out, David went on. The professor was aready
into genetic research, and he allowed David to pursue his own studies because he saw that the two
would come together at alater date. When the two lines did converge they redlized they had something
they had not counted on. The professor was terrified that the German government would get it, hewas



vehemently antifascist, and of course there was the danger that David would be picked up and forced to
work in agovernment lab somewhere. So they kept it very secret, kept the papers on the farm the
professor's family had owned for two centuries. David's brother knew what he was doing. When David
was caled up for regidration, fingerprinting, the works, Daniel went. No one noticed. All those Jew boys
looked dike after dl. So David never was on file actually. David's parents and Daniel were hauled avay
one day. He found out—they always found out rather quickly—and he returned to the laboratory that
night to destroy certain cultures. The Hitler Y outh gang caught him there carrying a culture dish acrossthe
laboratory. The culture had to be maintained at blood heet or it perished. All he had planned to do was
to put it in the refrigerator, because there was adanger of incriminating the professor if he actualy
destroyed anything in away that could be proven. When the gang burst in on him, he dropped the dish.
They threw him down on the mess and rubbed hisfacein it. Glass, culture, dirt ... Then they took him
outside the building and beat him to a pulp, and they dragged him back to the professor's house, and | eft
him on the steps.” He paused. “ Therest of it is pretty much as Lasater suggested, except that the
professor wasn't dead. They escaped together with the paperwork.”

“If hisfingerprintsaren't onfile, why did it matter if Lasater got aset? 1t would have ended there when
they didn't match up.”

“Davidsprintsaren't in anyonesfile,” he said dowly, gazing at the eagles nest. “But the professor's are.
We smply couldn't be certain they wouldn't be available for comparison.”

“Y ou're saying that Saul isthat professor. What about David?’ Her voice sounded harsh and unfamiliar
to her; she had to make a gresat effort to speak at al. She was caught up in abattle against dishdief and
despair: Carmen was mad, as mad as Saul had been.

“You know I'm David,” he said gently, asif only now becoming aware of her distress. “Don't look so
scared. You redly did know aready. Watch the eagles this afternoon. I'm going down to the beach. See
you for dinner.” Heleaned forward and kissed her lipslightly, and then was gone.

Dry-eyed, she stared at the eagles nest. Crazy. Paranoid delusions. It had to be that. Gradualy she
found that she was accepting that he was mad and that she didn't care, it didn't matter. He had to be
insane, or she had to accept something that had kept him twenty for al those years, that had stopped
Saul a sixty-four and held him there. Something that had made them both immortal. And she could not

accept immortdlity.

The female eagle returned with fresh seaweed to replace that which she had discarded; her token
res stance was ended. The mae followed with along scrap of white materia he had found somewhere.
Together they rearranged the interior of their nest.

The sun came out and steam rose throughout the forest; the air was heavy with spring fragrances and
fertile earth and unnamable seasmells.

And 4till Lyle sat staring, not taking pictures, trying to think of nothing at all. She would not think about
tomorrow or the next day. She would do her job and if Carmen stayed, she would love him; when he
left, she would miss him. Each day wasits own beginning and ending. That was enough.

But she knew it was not enough. Carmen had pointed out the listening device on the underside of the
tablein her house. Lasater was Htill out there, listening, spying. Maybe he thought Carmen would lead him
to the papers he so desperately wanted. Maybe Carmen could go to them. And, she thought suddenly,
shewas gtill herefor Lasater to use. He had put her here, he thought of her as hisinstrument, his property
to use when he got ready, to discard afterward, and so far she had not worked for him. The next time he
would use her without trying to force cooperation, without her awareness or consent. WWhen he started



moving pieces again, he would turn to her and make use of her, shefelt certain. Like the winter beach,
shefdt buffeted by forces she could not comprehend or thwart or dodge, and like the winter beach she
felt apresentiment of endings, aloss of laughter in the sand.

* * * %

August Ranier had come and gone and Lasater had been stripped of hisarmy with asingle word spoken
very quietly. “Do | continue?’ he had asked.

“ NO_”

Ranier had handed Milton Follett and Lasater their termination checks—they had been hired as
consultants—and he had |eft in his dawn-gray Seville.

“Let'sget out of here” Follett said.
“Aren't you willing to wait to pick up your bug in the house?’
“Y eah. I'm driving the camper up there. That little baby cost me sixty-three bucks. Let'sgo.”

“Milt, hold it aminute. Listen, | know that old man's dive and well somewhere and the kid's going home
to him one of these days. | know it just like I know the back of my hand. Now that Forbisher's out of it,
we could double the price when we get the stuff. You and |, Milt, just the two of us. A million, two
million...”

“Milt turned on the key and jerked the camper away from its parking spot. He did not even bother to
look at Lasater.

“Milt!” Lasater said softly. “ Remember Karen?”’

The camper shuddered to a stop and Milton Follett started up from behind the driver's seat. His hands
were clenched.

“Would you like another Karen?” Lasater asked, whispering the words.

Follett was pale and his fists opened, the fingers spread wide, then clenched again. “What do you mean?’
“I'll let you have Taney.”

Follett sat down on the bunk bed. “Tell me,” he said.

“What if the cops find her messed up, dead, her money, jewery, car dl gone? What do you suppose
they'll think, especialy since the old guy disappeared so mysterioudy such ashort time ago? They'd
wonder why a good-looking kid like Carmen was hanging around an old damelike her. But you can
have her first, aslong as you want, whatever you want.”

“Why?

“I want that kid to run hometo papa. Hell run when he finds her. Hell know they'll be after him, he's not
adope. Hell run and well be there. Who's the best team in the business, Milt? Not Turk and that bunch
of amateurs. Y ou think theré's any way in the world the kid can shake us? | think helll take us home with
him”

“When?’

“We need a car. One of ushasto go up to Coos Bay and get acar, and then we're all set.”



“You,” Follett said. “Too many people recognize me. Y ou paying?’
“Yep. All theway. | pick up al expenses.”

Milton Follett continued to study the idea. Lasater could tell when he stopped considering it and let his
mind drift to Lyle Taney; afilm of perspiration put ashine on hisforehead.

Outside, therain started again. It waslike adrum beat on the meta roof.

* * * %

L asater was not even certain he had heard aknock on the door until he opened it to see Lyle Taney
there with rain running off her. She was dressed in her down jacket and jeans, boots; her hood was
pulled low on her forehead. Shelooked like acommercia for ahikers club. He grinned & her and
stepped aside to alow her to enter. She pushed the hood back and stood dripping on the rug.

“My God,” Lasater said. “You look great! I've never seen you look better!” Her lips were soft without
any trace of chapping now; her eyeswere clear and bright, as green as sea water; her face glowed, the
windburn totally gone. She had swept Follett with one quick glance, and now was looking at L asater
Seadily.

“I think the lady wantsto talk to mein private,” he said to Follett.
“Raining too hard,” Follett said, not shifting hisgaze from Lyle Taney.

“What can | do?’ Lasater asked helplesdy. “He's bigger than both of us. Y ou want a cup of coffee?
Let'sget that jacket off, dry out alittle” He made no motion, but continued to study her, the changesin
her. Always before she had kept hersalf way back where she thought she was safe, but now shewas
right out front, not hiding a al. Her eyes blazed at him, straight on. Then he thought, she was degping
with the kid! He was fascinated and disgusted by the idea.

“Why areyou sill here?’ she asked. “What else do you want? 'Y ou drove Saul Werther to his death.
What more can you do?’

“Heisn't dead, Lyle. Let's not pretend. Werther, thekid, you, me, weredl in thistogether. We've come
too far to try to kid each other.”

“I'mwarning you,” shesaid, “if you don't get out of here and leave Carmen aone, and leave me alone,
I'm going to call the sheriff's office and the nearest FBI office and anyone ese | can think of and makea
loud noise about an ex-agent and an ex-football player who keep threatening and harassing me.”

“Baby, I'm on their side. Nationd security takes precedence over locd affarsevery time”
“Yourealiar, Mr. Lasater. | intend to make those cdllsif you don't get out of here and leave usadone.”

L asater laughed and reached past her to lean against the door. “Honey, what makes you think you'll be
going anywhereto do any complaining?’

She did not move. “I asked everyonein the park which camper you and the football player werein,” she
said evenly. “Two tents, amotor home, two campers, and atrailer. Some of the boys thought it was nest
to be camping out next to Milton Follett. They might even ask for an autograph.”

Follett made a sound deep in his chest, agrunt, or agroan.

Lyle continued to watch Lasater. “ Just S0 there wouldn't be any excuseto delay,” she said, “I brought



you this.” Shetook her hand from her pocket and tossed the bug onto the bunk bed.

“She'slying,” Lasater said to Follett then. “ She doesn't want cops asking that kid questions any more
thanwe do.”

“Let her go,” Follett said. He had stopped watching her and now was looking at L asater murderoudly.
“ She's been using my name around here. Let her go.”

Hewas infuriated because the plum had been yanked out of reach, Lasater knew. There would be no
way of getting him to cooperate again soon if she walked out the door. “Let's take off, go down the
beach aways and decide how to handle this.”

“Youll haveto move my car,” Lylesaid. “It's blocking you. One of you will have to go out and moveit,
and some of the people | talked to will be curious enough to be watching—" Now shelooked at Folltt,
asif she knew hewasthe oneto work on. “I left anote for Carmen, telling him | was coming here. If he
comes down, and hewill, and finds dl of usgone, hell call the policefast.”

“He put you up to this, didn't he?’ Lasater demanded.

“Y ou win because no one redly opposesyou,” she said, and there was anew intensity in her voice. “I
tried to close my eyesto what you were, what you were doing, trying to make me do. But I'm not afraid
anymore, Mr. Lasater.”

She wastelling the truth; she was not afraid. He knew it, and he redlized that Milton Follett knew it. For a
moment the tableau held. Then, asif from agrest distance, Lasater heard himsalf mutter, “Oh, my God!”
and suddenly he knew what it was the old man had found. “ It wasn't a cancer cure, wasit?” he
whispered. Wildly he turned from her toward Follett. “I know what it was! Look at her!”

Follett was moving the few stepsthat separated him from the other two. Savagely he jerked Lasater
away from the door. “ Get the hell out of here,” hesaidto Lyle.

Shelé&ft. She had not yet reached her car when the camper shook asif a heavy weight had been dammed
againg the side of it. Shedid not look back, but got inside her car and put the key in the ignition.

She started the car, left the camping area, climbed the steep gravel driveway.

He used it on me, she thought clearly, and it seemed asif the rain had come ingde the car, was blurring
her vison. She saw Carmen on the road and stopped for him. He examined her face quickly.

“Y ou could have been hurt!”
“But not killed?’

For amoment he was silent. She started the car again and drove south, toward the beach where they had
walked with Saul.

“Y ou could bekilled,” he said then. “But you could be hurt and hurt and hurt for along timefirst.”
She nodded. “Why did you do it to me?’

“We need help. We have to stay together in case one of us gets hurt. The other hasto take care of him.
No hospitas. No doctors. There are afew others, but they al have work to do, and some of us haveto
be ableto travel here and there.”

“To attend conferences, see who is getting too close.”



“Yes. Lyle, who would you hand it over to? Our government? A church leader? Who should be given it?
Eight hundred million Chinese? Two and ahaf billion Asans? Four and ahdf billion of al of us? A
scientific dite? Themilitary? Who, Lyle?’

She shook her head. “Y ou're as bad as L asater. Judge, jury, executioner.”

“Weknow we are,” he said very quietly. She thought of the immensity of the sadness she had detected in
Saul. “Four people so far have followed that line of research,” he said. “One of them was aready
gpending hisNobe Prize money. | killed him and buried him.” Hisvoice was very flat now; she did not
want to look at hisface. “One of them died following the injection. Two of them are back at work,

hel ping us keep it undiscovered.”

They had reached the wide beach. Today the water was dmost black under the low clouds and
pounding rain. It was low tide, the waves were feeble. Lyle parked and they sat staring out at the endless
sea. She thought of the story of the fisherman and his three wishes. Thiswas her third trip to thiswinter
beach. | wish ... | wish ... There was nothing to follow the words. Golden wings, she thought. She could
wish for golden wings. Why me? she had wanted to demand of Lasater.

Why me?

“I dont want it,” shesaid. “1 didn't ask for it. You didn't ask meif | agreed.”

“I' know. If you had wanted it, we wouldn't have chosen you.”

“Y ou can't make that decision for the rest of humanity. No one can make such adecision for everyone.”

“I know. We can't, but we have to, because if we don't someone else will. Who? Y ou know the fears
about an escaped genetic experiment? If amutated virus got loose, there wouldn't be any way to Stopit.
There wouldn't be any way to stop this either. We're carriers. You're acarrier now. It'sin the blood, in
every cdl of your body. A transfusion, sexud contact, that'sal it takes. Think of the malnutrition here
now with our four-and-a-haf-billion population, and then start multiplying it endlessy. Parents, children,
their children, dl living forever until their metabolism stops because there's no food for them. They would
hurt for an awfully long time before that happened, Lyle, and they would hurt very bad.”

She thought of thelook on Follett's face back in the camper. She had recognized that look: cruelly
possessive, hungry. Sexua contact. And the Folletts and the Lasaters would be the onesto get it. The
othersmight all die, but not the Folletts and Lasaters of the world. Lasater knew, but it did not matter.
No one believed him, and soon he would grow old, die. She looked at the sea, wishing for asign, for a
ranbow, astreak of gold at the horizon, anything to take the decison away from her. There was only the
gray water risng and fdling in dow swdlls, and the Steedy rain.

“I don't know any science,” she sad findly. “What could | possibly do?’

“Firgt, write your eagle book. Well stay here and go on just as we've been doing. Y ou'll become arich
reclusve woman. Y oull travel around the world, taking pictures, talking to people. We need others,
Lyle. Youll haveto help mefind theright ones, recruit them, sometimes bury them.”

Reclusive, shethought. Of course. Tak with many others, friends of none of them. No one could bear
watching children age and die, watching friends suffer, grow old, die... “ Othersto do what?’ she asked
dully.

“At first we thought no one could ever haveit, no oneat al. It doesn't change you, you know. Y ou don't
gain wisdom. or courage, or anything ese. Y ou just keep living, exactly the way you are. But more



recently we decided that if the world could change, if enough people could change ... | don't know if it
will work. Sometimes | know it can't. But we haveto try. A few people here and there, people like you
who don't want power or glory, who don't want to drive othersto do their bidding. Unwilling recruits
every one, the most reluctant dlite the world has ever seen.”

It was Starting to get dark now; the clouds pressed closer againgt the ocean asif waiting for darknessto
hide their possession of it. Lyle turned on the key. “We should get back before the fog comesin.” She
did not engage the gears yet, but sat with the motor idling. “Why are you here, a this place?’

There was along pause before he answered. “ Sometimes we have to go somewhere far awvay from
people, where there are things that haven't been changed much, where no one talks to us very much.
There are afew mountains, placesin the desert, upper Maine, here. We need a place where we can just
livewithout having to think for awhile.”

Lyle nodded. When the pain getstoo grest to bear, you try to escape, she thought: the bottle, pills, sex;
and when none of them gives more than amomentary surcease, you go to the woods, or to the winter
beach.

“Saul iswell then. It wasatrick to get him out of here.”

“Yes. | had to wait to make certain you were with us. If your fever had gone too high, you might have
killed off the genetic materia we gave you. We couldn't know right away. Tomorrow I'll send amessage
to theTimes persona columnto let him know you're okay.”

Now she shifted gears and started to back up. “1 know what the message should say. ‘ Bluefloat has
come ashore safely.”

“Welcome home,” Carmen said in hismost gentle voice. She thought of the eegles, beyond good and
evil, the winter beach entering atransition now, going into spring, and then summer when the ocean
would bring back the scrubbed sand, make amends. All ordered, necessary, unavoidable. She started
the drive home.
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