Justice For Some by Kate Wilhelm

THE TROUBLE WAS that Sarah Drexler did not look like ajudge. She knew it, and suspected that so
did everyone who came before her in court. She wasforty-six and still had frizzy red hair, not asred as
it used to be, but unmistakably red, and she had freckles that she had long since stopped fighting, and
shewas sturdy. Not fat, not even overweight, but sturdy, built for endurance, Blaine used to say. She
stood at her window overlooking the parking lot at the courthouse, and held the blind back to watch
heat patternsrise and riseand rise.

It was May, but Pendleton, Oregon, could be aninferno in May, or it could snow. Thisyear, hell was
winning.

If it were snowing she would be even more dissatisfied; what she redly wanted wasidyllic May wesether,
storybook, poetry May wesather.

Shelet the Venetian blind close again when she heard the door opening behind her. Her fingersfdt dirty.
The building was air-conditioned, but the blinds were dways gritty, there was dways pae grit on the
desk, on every flat surface, on her fingers now. She couldn't understand how it got inside, not just herein
the courthouse, but in her house, in the car, everywhere.

"They'reready," her secretary, Beatrice Wordley, said.

When Sarah turned to face her, she caught the gleam of ddlight in Beatrice's eyes. "Damnit dl,” she said,
going to her desk for atissue. Bestrice nodded. She had been with Blaine and Sarah when they werein
private practice, then with Blaine here in the courthouse, and now with Sarah, dtogether for nearly
twenty years. Her expression of glee said clearly that she knew aswdll as Sarah that Homer Wickham
was not willing to give any woman the authority to tell him the time of day, and that Homer Wickham
was due for asurprise. Sarah wiped her hands, tossed the tissue into the waste can, and stepped into the
hall outside her door.

She entered the conference room next to her office, and nodded pleasantly to the small group aready
there, two attorneys, and Mr. and Mrs. Wickham, who wanted to kill each other. The conference room
was opulent compared to the office. Blaine had kept his surroundings nearly barren, nothing that wasn't
absolutely essentia had been dlowed, and she had donelittle to change that. But the conference room
had old-fashioned furniture, overstuffed chairs and sofas, along scarred table with ladderback chairs,
fernsin pots. Thefernskept dying because the humidity was too low, but when they looked termindl,
new ones appeared; the old brown plants vanished asif by magic.

Everyonein thelittle group awaiting her had been sitting upright, stiffly uncomfortable in the comfortable
chairs. Thetwo attorneys had risen with Sarah's entrance, and belatedly Johnny Weber hauled Mr.
Wickham to hisfeet. Mrs. Wickham glared at her husband and then nodded to Sarah. Sarah sat in her
own chair and said, "Thank you for coming. | wanted thisinforma conference before the hearing in
order to make asuggestion. Mr. Weber, Mr. Howell, please understand that thisis an informal
proceeding.”

The attorneys nodded.

"It isagreed that Mr. and Mrs. Wickham are exemplary parents, and the custody of the four childrenis
the mgor difficulty to be resolved.”



Mr. Wickham shook himsdf and muttered, "' And the house."

"Yes, the house," Sarah said, nodding. ™Y ou have both stated that one parent should be allowed to
remain in the house where the children have lived dl their lives, so they can continue to attend the
schoolsthey are familiar with, enjoy the friendshipsthey have made, and suffer the least amount of
trauma. This arrangement, of course, would mean that one parent would have primary custody;

however, you have both requested and agreed to joint and equa custody, and thisissue must be
resolved. The court gppreciates that you both recognize," she went on smoothly, "that divorceisaways
traumatic, and that probably the children suffer even more than the parentsin these cases. In studying
your financid statements, | came to the conclusion that the parent who must move out will suffer asevere
economic hardship in trying to maintain a second house large enough to accommodate the four children
during their vidts.

Therefore, that cost must be borne equally between you, since you are being awarded joint custody, and
it isthe stated purpose of this hearing today to assure that your children are not plunged into poverty
aong with one of the parents.”

Mr. Wickham glowered, but amost instantly he crossed his arms and then nodded. Mrs. Wickham
began to shake her head; her eyesfilled with tears. "I don't have enough money for another house,” she
whispered.

"I know you don't,” Sarah said. "And neither does Mr. Wickham, not redlly, athough he may think at
this moment that he could manageit.” "What | said al dong isthat we gottasdll the house," Mr.
Wickham said.

"No," Sarah sad firmly. "Y ou have very little equity in the property, dthough the payments are quite
manageable, but payments on two houses, or even two gpartments large enough for four children, would
be a burden. Everyone would be impoverished very quickly.” She paused amoment, then said, "What
this court is prepared to order isthat the children remain in the house, and that you take turnslivingin it
with them.

Their traumawill be lessened considerably, and you could joint rent an apartment, or rent separate
affordable gpartments, asyou prefer.”

The silence in the room was profound for severad seconds asthey al stared at her.

Mr. Wickham began to change color, hisruddy face growing darker and darker red, and Mrs.
Wickham was shaking her head again, harder thistime.

"You can't do that!" Mr. Wickham cried. Heturned to. hislawyer. "She can't do that!" "Yes, Mr.
Wickham, | can," Sarah said, and stood up.

"Y ou both asked for custody of the children, and this court will grant joint custody on those conditions.
Now, what | suggest isthat al of you discussthis, either here, or perhaps across the street in the coffee
shop. Let us meet again this afternoon at four. Thank you."

She walked to the door, and glanced back at them.

Johnny Weber had moved to stand behind Mr. Wickham's chair, and had his hands firmly on the larger
man's shoulders, holding him down.



Johnny Weber met her glance and winked.

Carol Betts was the prosecutor for the state against Steven Mancero that afternoon. It wasasimple
matter: the restaurant where Mancero worked had come up two hundred dollars short and the manager
had accused him of stealing from the cash drawer. Sarah listened, but without alot of attention. She was
more interested in watching Howard Bartles, the defense attorney, who seemed to be in an endless
whispered conference with aman seated behind him. He appeared unaware when Carol Betts
concluded and sat down.

"Mr. Bartles," Sarah said, and he hurriedly faced her and half rose.

"Sorry, Your Honor. Mr. Mason wishesto plead guilty.”

She glanced at the sheet before her. Steven Mancero.

Shewaswel awarethat in large cities, New Y ork, Philadelphia, and sometimes in not-such-big cities
where the attorneys were overworked, they often spelled out their clients namesin big block lettersfor
easy reference during ahurried trid, but here in Pendleton, Oregon9 No one had rushed in Pendleton
sincethe Oregon Trail wasfirst blazed.

Now she looked more closely at the young man, too thin, very dark, dressed in jeans and a sport shirt.
Helooked young enough for juvenile court.

Bartles nudged the young man. " Stand up, Mason."

He stood up and clasped his hands before him, watching her with big frightened eyes.

"Mr. Mancero, are you ready to plead?' she asked.

Helooked quickly toward Bartles, who nodded.

"Yes, maam.”

"Have you ever been in court before, Mr. Mancero?

He shook his head.

"Y ou have to answer," she said, "so the court recorder can hear your words and get them in the record.”

She added to the recorder, "Indicate the answer was no,” and then turned to the young man again. "How
old areyou, Mr. Mancero?'

"Twenty-one."
"And how long have you worked for the restaurant?”
"Threeyears."

"Mr. Mancero, do you understand that you have theright to atrid by jury? Has that been explained to



you?' He shook his head, then quickly said, "I didn't know that. No, maam."
"Did anyone explain what reasonable doubt means?

Or preponderance of evidence?”

He glanced at hislawyer, who was staring off into space. "No.
Nobody told me anything, except to stand up and say guilty.”

"Did anyone promise you anything?'

"No, maam."

"Or thresten you with anything?'

"No, maam."

"Did anyonetell you what the sentence could beif you're found guilty?
Were you told you could be sentenced to jail ?"

"No." Hisvoice was anear-whisper. He moistened hislips.

"Mr. Mancero, did you have a conference with your attorney?"

He shook his head. "No, maam.”

"When you went to his office, didn't you talk with him?”

"He wasn't there. His secretary said it would cost a hundred dollars, and | should be here today, and
today he said | should stand up and say guilty.”

"| see. Please be seated, Mr. Mancero." She waited until he wasin his chair, stiff, wary and frightened.
"Mr. Bartles, Ms. Betts, please," Sarah said then, and stood up.

"Wewill bein recessfor twenty minutes.” in her office she watched Bartles and Betts as they entered,
and he started to Sit in achair close to her desk.

"Don't bother to make yoursdf comfortable,” she snapped. "1 will fileaforma complaint, Mr. Bartles,
charging you with mafeasance.

| am removing you from Mr. Mancero's defense and will have a continuance until he can arrange for
other counsdl. If he can't afford counsd, this court will appoint adefender. And you are ordered to
return the hundred dollars you accepted from him."

"Good Chrigt," he muttered in disbdlief. " Sarah, that kid'sas guilty as hell and you know it!" "I'll add
contempt if you push me,” she said fiercely.



"l am Judge Drexler in these chambers and in that courtroom, and don't forget it!"
"Y es, maam, Y our Honor," he said with heavy sarcasm.
"I want that check made out to Steven Mancero, that's Man-cer-o, by five. Now you may leave."

He shrugged and went to the door. Carol Betts followed him. She paused at the open door and gave
Sarah along searching look that reved ed nothing, and then she left.

Sarah sank down into her chair and drew in along breath, curioudy weak now. That sarcasm, that
eloquent shrug, she knew exactly what he had meant: what possible difference could it makeif shefiled a
complaint, snce she was only afill-in judge serving out her dead husband's term?

And she wondered what in the world she was doing here. She didn't look like ajudge, didn't think likea
judge, didn't talk like ajudge.

She could not think of this bare little room as ajudge's chambers.

Blaine, she thought then, oh, Blaine, damn you. Damn you. Shetrailed afinger over the desk that had
been Blaine's, and would be hersfor afew more months.

Then she closed her eyes and took several deliberate breaths and finally stood up, ready to go on with
the day.

By three on Friday afternoon of that week she had her desk as cleared asit was ever likely to be, and
shewasready for her vacation.

Fird, haircut, she was ticking off as she walked to her car. the lot was broiling, the concrete sent heat
through the soles of her shoes, made her toes want to curl up. Then, dry cleaning. A littlelaundry...
"Hey, Sarah!"

Sheturned to see Dirk Walters hurrying toward her.

Hewas along thin man, with what seemed to be too many angles, although it was hard to say just where
the extra ones came from.

Blaine used to say Dirk was apol's pol-a politician's politician. In hismid-sixties, he had beenin politics
long enough to have met everyone, and he remembered every name, knew everyone's histories, their
triumphs and tragedies, never forgot aface or avote. He never had run for any office, and it was said
that no one ever won amaor office in Oregon without his help. He was grinning broadly as he
approached her, both hands outstretched exactly asif they were friends of long standing.

"Hi, Dirk. What are you doing out herein the wilderness ?* With some amusement she submitted to
having both hands held warmly for amoment.

"just passing through,” he said, as she had known he would. That was his stock answer. "Buy you anice
cold drink?"

She shook her head. " Sorry. Thingsto do, vacation coming up, you know."



"Y eah. Down to good old C.A. How's the old man?
Wheat's he now, eighty, eighty-one? Y ou're going to the birthday party?*
"How do you know dl that?' she asked, laughing.

"You'rejust showing off." Actualy hewaswrong. Her father's birthday had come and gone back in
April; now the family was having areunion.

Shedid not correct Dirk; shefdt that catching himin even asmplelittle mistakelike thisgave her a
certain edge.

"True," he admitted cheerfully. "L ook, | redly want aword with you before you take off. Later today?
Lunch tomorrow? When are you leaving?'
"Dawn or even earlier tomorrow. Oh, come on. Just so | get to the beauty shop by four.”

He glanced a hiswatch. "Plenty of time." "Benny's?" she asked, glancing toward the coffee shop across
the stredt.

"Too noisy. Let'sgo to your place. Y ou can kick off your shoesand welll talk. Y ou have
ar-conditioning, don't you?"'

When she hesitated, he patted her shoulder. "Y ou just go on ahead and I'll be dong in ten minutes. See
you."

She watched him as he went back to the courthouse and entered; then she got in her car and turned on
theignition. He wanted a private talk, she understood. It was all right for him to be seen talking with
anyone briefly a aparty, in the parking lot, even in arestaurant with others, but this was something else.
In atown like Pendleton everyone would know if they sat in abooth in Benny's and discussed anything
of substance. There was nothing of substance for them to discuss, shetold hersdlf, and engaged the
gears, started to drive.

When Blaine died three years earlier, it had been Dirk who cameto tak to her, offered her the
appointment to finish Blaing's term as county judge. She had been too numb to respond, and he had
returned in amonth, and thistime she had said yes. She had seen him infrequently since then, and aways
at an officia function at the side of the governor, or asenator, or aforeign dignitary, never done.

She had been driving automatically, she realized when she started up the bluff road to her house. No
doubt she had nodded to people, or waved, smiled, but she had no memory of them. What did Dirk
want?

Werethey goingto cdl intheir chips? Try to cal themin?

The narrow, twisting road demanded her attention now. The pinesin the valley below did not try to
climb the dry hills; instead there were dusty cottonwoods, and dustier junipers with astraggly sparse
understory of sagebrush. No houses were visible from the road, but here and there lush green grass and
shrubbery stood out glaringly, asout of placein thisand land as sequins on cowboy boots, and as
durable. Sheturned into her own driveway at the sumiit of the bluff.



The house and the dry grass might have been painted with the same camouflage brush; the building was
low and amost as unadorned as Blaine's office at the courthouse. There were native grasses and sage,
contorted juniper shrubs and trees, but when she went into the house the drabness changed. Here were
new colorful pottery vases, sometaller than Sarah, glazed with brilliant green and copper finishes, with
plumes of pink pampas grass, snow white grasses. The furniture was covered with fine glove legther,
mahogany-red in the living room, and bright yellow and white and green in the dining room. Thewalls
were stark white that showed off the Navaho rugs hanging on them, and the copper plates and shields...
The rear of the house overlooked the valley and from here it seemed that Pendleton huddled so closeto
the ColumbiaRiver it wasin danger of tumbling into the water and drowning.

The Columbiawas so blue it looked uncanny, so till it looked painted.

When Dirk arrived minutes later, he was carrying a paper bag with a bottle of wine; condensation had
turned the bag into a pulpy mess. "Oh well," he said, laughing as he peded bits of sodden paper away
from the bottle. "Not the suave entrance | was planning, but what the hell." He opened the bottle and
poured, and they took their glassesto the living room where they sat near the wide windows. "Redl
nice" hesad. "Very niceindeed.”

Sarah sipped her wine and waited. It didn't take long.

With adecisve motion, Dirk set his glass down on alow table and said, ™Y ou don't need the beauty
shop.

You look just fine. We're al impressed very much, Sarah. That's the word.”

"Wewho?' He shrugged. "L ook, | know you said in the beginning that thiswas temporary, you
accepted the respongibility of finishing Blaineésterm. We dl understood that thiswas an interim
appointment, and everyone was grateful. But it's gone way beyond gratitude, Sarah, way beyond that.
You're one hell of ajudge.”

In spite of hersdlf, shefelt awarmth on her cheeks.

Shelooked down at the glassin her hand. "Thank you, Drk."

"Sarah, we want you to run in November."

She looked up in surprisethen. "I'm not apalitician, Dirk. | told you that. | hate the whole idea of
campaigning, of trying to sdl mysdf.

Shaking hands with everyone, smiling a everyone, saying theright thingsal the time, being circumspect
every second of my life.

It's... it'snot for me. | hated it when Blainedid it and | had to go along sometimes. | despised it al. And
I'mvery bad at it. | don't remember names, and | say the wrong things." Helplessy she shook her head.

"Sarah, hear me out,” Dirk said. "We chose Blaine, you know. Every step of his career was planned
after acertain point. He had everything going for him. Yae Law School, private practice, prosecuting
attorney experience, and then digtrict atorney, and finaly county judge. Like aneat ladder without a
missing rung. The next step wasto run for state judge in November, and then after another year or so be



gppointed to the Ninth Digtrict federd judiciary. That wasthe plan, Sarah.”

"What do you mean, plan? Whose plan? Blaine made those choices, he decided to run for the
judgeship...”

State judge? He had not mentioned that at any time.
"He had guidance and advice every step of theway," Dirk said flatly.

"Beieve me, he had help. And then he died in that accident. And one day we redlized that whatever
Blaine had, you have double in spades. Except for the prosecuting experience, but you handled aprivate
practice that included alot of plaintiffs, aswell as defendants. Y our grades were higher than his. Y our
win record was better than his. And you had two kids to look out for. If you wereblack andin a
wheedlchair, it would be heaven.” He flashed agrin, then added, "But, Sarah, | kid you not, you are one
hdll of ajudge.

Y ou've made alot of friends; others have noticed even if you're not keeping score.”

Shefédt asif she had wandered into amire that threstened to drag her under. What made it even more
ridiculous, she thought, was that she could recognize what he was doing, where the traps were, and yet
her familiarity with the game was of no help whatever. Thiswas how Blaine used to get hisway: he
would propose something, and if she protested, he would come back at it from adifferent angle, over
and over until hewon.

"Why don't you listen to me?' shesaid. "l told you | can't campaign. | won't campaign.”

"Y ou campaign every time you open your mouth,” Dirk said, and picked up hiswine glass, drank.
"When's the last time you turned down an invitation to talk to a school group? A college assembly, or a
class? A local meeting for whatever cause comes aong? How many committees are you on? How many
hours aweek do you put in? Y ou're already campaigning, Sarah, whatever you cal it.

That'sal campaigning is, you know.

It's getting out there and selling something, and for most of usal weve got isoursaves, but you've got
the law, and some kind of integrity that shows, and wisdom that shows."

Sheredized she was saring at him fixedly. She had found hersdlf believing him, accepting hiswords, and
that was the real trap, she knew. Shelooked away. | "We don't want you to do athing you're not
aready doing," he said. he drained hisglassand put it down. "Y ou just say yes, and well take care of
therest.”

"We again. Who? Judges are supposed to be nonpartisan, | thought.”

"And you will be, too. A committee, Sarah, of your peers, if we can find anyone who qudifies. Well
form acommittee and take care of it, the ballot statement, the bio stuff, dl of it." He laughed suddenly.

"No one's going to run againgt you, you redize. A sitting judge is as automatic a shoo-in asyou can get.”

He stood up and stretched. Daddy Longlegs, she thought; he could touch the celling if he chose. He
looked at her gppraisingly, then smiled.



"I'm afraid you've missed your gppointment with the beauty shop, but like | said, you look fine the way
you are. How long will you be at your father's place?’

"Two weeks."

"Okay. Think about this, and I'll give you acdl aweek from Monday, see what you've decided.” He
regarded her thoughtfully for another moment. "Y ou're so suspicious of politics, aren't you? It's endemic,
I'm afraid. But it isn't adirty word, and it doesn't have to be adirty business. If we wanted a corrupt
judge, we'd go buy one.

There's no shortage of candidates. If | offered Bartles two hundred, he'd agree to be alap dog; for three
hundred he'd poop on command.”

Helaughed.

"And, Sarah, while you're thinking about al this, remember that Blaine cameto us, but thistime weve
cometo you. It makesdl the difference who doesthe asking. All the difference in theworld.” He
walked toward the door. "I'll call aweek from Monday, in the afternoon. Say hello to the old man for
m"

She stood at the wide window for along time, no longer seeing the town or theriver, thinking, three
years and six weeks. Blaine had gone skiing in April with half adozen others, and the group had been
caught in an avalanche. Three of them died, and one should have been left in the snow afew hours
longer. He wasin a permanent vegetative stage.

Someone had cometo tell her, and she had never been able to remember who it had been. A shadow
againgt the white wall, evil shadow, evil words. She had not wept then, and for weeks she had not wegpt,
but then one day, the tears had come, unexpected, out of place. And after that she had found herself
weeping again and again at ingppropriate times; while doing the dishes, or backing the car out of the
driveway, or reading the newspaper, suddenly she would be blinded by tears.

She had not wept in court, but twice she had called arecess and fled to Blaine's office, her office, and
cradled her head in her arms on Blaine's desk, her desk, and wegpt like achild.

"Threeyears, Sx weeks," she said slently. The hurt kept changing; aphysica hurt, her body demanding
his body, aching for love, for acaress, for atouch. Then, forgetting that he was not there, and starting to
speak to him, that brought a sharper pain, alife-threatening spasm of pain. And anger. She could admit
anger now, and strangely, admitting it lessened it, lessened the intengity of the pain it dways brought with
it. The pain of guilt was asfierce asit had been from the start. They had quarreled; he had wanted her to
go to the ski lodge even if she had not wanted to ski, and she had said no.

Too much work, acase pending, just no. She did not like to ski, did not like snow sports, did not like
sitting in the lodge with other women whose husbands were out on the dopes, and later would drink too
much and play cards most of the night.

Sheredized with atart that lights were coming on in Pendleton, twinkling starsin the dusk below, and
her legs were aching, her back hurt. She had not done thisfor along time, lost hersdlf in glimpses of the
past, how he had come loping up the hill with swest dripping, three times aweek. How he had hunched
over the newspaper in the evening, how he had looked up at her and smiled. Hisarms around her.



Hisbody and hersjoined in love. She hugged her arms about hersdlf and turned from the window. That
was the hurt she could not bear, the need her body had for his body, her need for hislove, his passon
and hers.

She had to do some laundry, had to et something, had to start packing.

Instead, she went to the bedroom they had shared, that she had abandoned after two weeks of trying to
deepinther bed without him.

She stood in the doorway; the room was spartan, the way he had liked things around him. It was amost
obsessively clean; she used to leave a blouse on a chair, or panty hose on the chest of drawers, her
purse on the dressing table, something that indicated she lived here, too.

Now every surface was bare, the bed made with the green spread he had liked, drapes closed the way
he had liked them.

The children had come home for Blaines funerd, had stayed with her for the next two weeks, then had
gone back to school. The night they |eft she had made up the bed in Winni€'sroom and had dept in it,
the firgt night she had been able to deep without pills. She had dept there ever since. They weren't
coming back, she had redlized that night. Blaine had Ieft her, the children had left her, and none of them
would ever come back.

| She entered her room. She had taken out most of Winni€'s things, replaced frilly curtainswith lace
panels and drapes, put in ablue rug, and an easy chair and reading lamp, made it her own, with the
children's pictures on onewall, every stage of their childhood faithfully recorded, framed. They were
both beautiful, she often told herself in wonder. Even if Winnie had inherited her frizzy red hair, she had
been abeautiful girl, was a beautiful young woman now. And Virgil was so like hisfather, with brown
hair, dark eyesthat often looked black, but were actually dark blue. The same crooked grin. He was
twenty-three and lost.

Somehow he had becomelost. And that was what the reunion was al about, she admitted to herself.
She had to have alittle time with the children, find out what Virgil was doing, what he wanted to do, why
he had dropped out of schooal, if he intended to go back. Find out if he was sick, into drugs. In serious
trouble. And if the children wouldn't or couldn't come to her to spend somered time, she had decided
to go where they were willing to be, her father's house. She gazed at Virgil's picture, his crooked grin,
and she wanted to demand: Who are you?

What are you turning into? Abruptly she swung away from the picture.

She had to pack, she reminded herself, and remembered that she till had not done the laundry. And a
few minutes later, starting the laundry, she remembered that she was overdue for dinner. Some nights
sheforgot to eat until it was dmost bedtime. She had posted a note on the refrigerator: Seven o'clock
Eat! She sat down at the kitchen table and drank another glass of Dirk'swine and then wrote alist of as
after nine.

It was one-thirty when she finally dropped into bed, exhausted and restless, the way she was before a
trip.

She wished she had deeping pills, anything to put her over the edge swiftly, stop the tape loop that



played endlesdy in her mind. Virgil, her eighty-year-old father, Winnie, Dirk and his proposition, her
own future.

For atime everyone had kept asking, what are you going to do now?
What are your plans, and she had had no answers. She gill had none.
Five-year plans, forty-year plans? One seemed as meaningless as the other.

Then she remembered another night when she had been too restless to deep; she had dressed and had
gone out in the car, down to the Spurs Bar and Grill. She had walked in and been greeted by afew
people there; the place was full, with people playing poal, drinking, huddling in booths whispering, and
she had been shocked by the redization that she was there looking for aman.

Any man. No long-term commitment, no promises for even another day, just aman for one hour. She
had fled, had driven for hours, and returned home only when dawn was breaking.

She sat up and hugged her knees hard against her chest and thought so clearly that she knew she had
been thinking thisfor hours, and had denied the thought for hours: If she were gppointed afedera judge,
shewould move out of Pendleton, where everyone knew everyone; shewould livein abig city where
she would be unknown, and where it wouldn't matter if she were known. She could see men if she chose
to, date them, deep with them. If she were appointed federd judge, it wasfor life.

She would be free. No more impossible decisions about tomorrow, next year, no more worry about
what she would live on when Blaing's term ran out, no more worry that she might not be able to get
another job asalawyer anywhere.

And if she had wings, she thought bitterly, rocking back and forth-but she could not see herself with
wingsflying through the air, and she could see hersdlf at the bench. Curioudly, the image of hersdf at the
bench was sharper, more in focus than the memory of Blaine there. She pressed her face hard against
her knees, rocking back and forth.

"Wereyou their man, Blaine?' shewhispered. "Wereyou?' ALL FRIDAY AFTERNOON Winnie
Drexler had been overseeing the congtruction of afantasy asworkmen laid sod and struggled with tubs
of plantsto creste theillusion of asuburban yard. A fence line was being delineated with potted roses
and junipers. Thiswas supposed to be acomer of ayard, and it probably would fool most people, who
would pay little attention to the background and would not suspect that the lush grasswas a
postage-stamp-size patch of new sod. Where it ended, near-desert conditions began-brittle gray or tan
grasses, pale cracked earth.

Ringing theimmediate setting, mountain pesaks reached the sky, afew of them with the sheen of snow,
but most of them bare, some close enough to make out individua dopes, somelost in ahazy distance.

Closer, behind the potted shrubs, a hill rose steeply, brown aready with clumps of dead-looking grass, a
few scattered, tired pine trees, and many pae rocks. In another direction the background was rows of
greenhouses and, finaly, dusty old poplars between here and the road.

None of thiswould make it to the video.

"Okay," Winnie sad, asthe men working with the heavy potswaited, sweating. "Well go with that' It



looks good.” After the men gathered up their equipment and loaded everything onto heavy wagons and
left, Winnie walked around the smdll areacritically, thinking about light, about shadows, about two
peoplefilling that space and not getting in each other'sway... The sky was brilliant-too brilliant? She
considered it, then forgot it. Not much to be done about the sky.

Herein Eagt Shadta, Cdlifornia, the sky was dmost dways brilliant blue, the sun amost awaysglaring
white, the air dmost dways oven-dry.

She glanced around for her brother Virgil, but he had vanished back to the greenhouses or the tropical
dome, or somewhere. It didn't matter, not yet. Today she was getting things ready, in the morning they
would tape.

Winnie was amonth short of twenty-seven, one year out of graduate school which she had not actudly
finished, and thiswasthe third video for her. And the most important. The other two had been smple
indoor training films, done within afew hours; this project would take aweek or longer. At the moment
shewasn't dtogether sure she would be paid for it. Oh, sheld be paid for the materids, certainly, and the
processing, but her time? Maybe, Virgil had said, and had not referred to it again, athough, she thought
darkly, he knew she was dead broke.

She believed she had no illusions about herself when actudly she was much harder on hersdlf than
anyone elsewas. Shewas sturdily built, muscular from running every day, with abody she thought of as
amply heavy and others saw as strong, well-built, even beautifully muscled.

All that people saw of her, she had aways bdlieved, was her hair and her freckles; now she could fed!
freckles popping out all over her legs, her cheeks, her arms. She moved into the shade of the poplar
trees.

What the workmen called her, she dso knew, was "the Flaming Bush.”
"The aridity here made her frizzy red hair more frizzy than ever, aflaming bush.

She let her gaze wander over the rest of the grounds, two acres of water gardens and greenhouses, with
hardly enough room to park acar anymore.

The pond they would start digging in the morning was the sixth and last of a series, no two dike: different
Szes, shape- S, different plants.

And she would put the catalog together for it dl, her biggest job to date, her most important even if she
never made apenny fromit. A catalog and avideo.

She started to walk toward the tropical dome where she had decided Virgil would be, at least if Maria
Horindawas gill working on thetropicd lilies. She didn't actualy smile, but ressted only through an
effort, as she thought of theway Virgil looked at Maria, and then she did smile because they were to be
her actorsin the video, playing the part of ahappy yuppie couple with acouple of grand to spend ona
water garden. Poor Virgil, she thought, and followed the thought swiftly with an admonition. She would
not tease Virgil, shetold hersaf. She would not tease Virgil. She would not... Thetropical domewas
divided into two sections, the smdler one the showroom that looked like a piece of Eden. Anirregularly
shaped pool was backed up by lavarocks and lush tropica plants. There were two waterfalls, and the
water was dyed black; it looked like velvet. Lotuses rose seven feet high, eight feet, with gigantic leaves
that looked large enough to lie down on, and grest brilliant red, yellow, white flowers. Thetropicd lilies



stood above the black water in every possible color, bicolors, some that changed throughout the day
from yellow to orange to red, some as blue asthe sky.

Theair was S0 fragrant it was tifling, and as soon as she entered the dome, the swest that had not
collected in the and hest outside became a clammy second skin.

The hest, the humidity, the heavily scented air suddenly became overwheming; she felt-her ssomach
chum, and ran through the showroom.

Her footsteps sgnaled the fish in the pool; to them people meant feeding, and they came to the surface
and milled about in abandon-reds, oranges, yelows, whites, blue and white... When Virgil first told her
the fish were tame, she had laughed, but he had told the truth. Some were so tame they came up to be
stroked, to take food from human fingers. Shelooked at them and kept hurrying; the fish followed asfar
asthe confines of the pool permitted.

The workroom was severd timeslarger than the showroom, and in here half a dozen people were busy
at long benches, at tanks of water, at tablesin the center of the room. The air was as hot and humid asin
the showroom, and nearly asfragrant. Virgil had taken her on atour ayear ago, had pointed out the
tanks, some as much as two feet deep, some so shallow they had no more water than the absorbent
lining held.

He had pointed out the wicking system, which made working on some tropica bog plants much easier
than if they were submerged. Under the shallow trayswas atrough of water that was regulated by
vaves, he had gone on, so that the wicks drew up exactly enough water... He had given her a
mini-lecture on the systems-automeatic humidity and temperature adjustments, autometic watering,
draining, the vents and fans, the oxygenating systerm... She had stopped listening, and merely observed
after that. And when she realized that he intended to point out every plant, every detail of the
maintenance, she had regarded him with disbdlief and excused hersdlf.

Today, people at the centrd table were packing plants for shipping; rolls of the green feltlike materia
hung over the table, rolls of heavy plagtic, rolls of plastic bags, flattened plagtic-lined boxesin stacks,
insulation, plastic binswith labdls... The water gardens did abig mail-order business, and thiswastheir
busy season. She nodded to the few people who glanced up at her, and went on past to where she had
spotted Virgil and Maria

They appeared to be performing surgery at the tanks of water lilies.

Most of the workersin here wore shorts, some of the women wore halters, and everyone looked very
moid.

Mariahad on awhite T-shirt and white shorts, rubber thongs on her feet. Her skin glistened. Virgil had
cut-off jeans and no shirt. He was very tanned. He had missed out on the frizzy-hair genes from their
mother, and had got the smooth, dark., dightly wavy hair from their father. And no freckles. So, Winnie
sometimestold hersdf, aiming at a philosophy that was bearable, her little brother got the good looks
and she got the brain. Fair enough. But it irked sometimes, like now, to see him looking so handsome, so
comfortable when shefdlt like something just out of the dishwasher. And MariaForindalooked like a
modd pretending to be a botanist. She was beautiful, with long black hair that she had pulled off her
back and neck in aponytail; she had fine high cheekbones, and the coloring of a Polynesian princess.

Mariawas detaching minute new plants from the leaf joints of amature water lily. The plantlets were no



bigger than Winni€slittle fingernail. Marias fingers were long and shapely, and very sure as she wielded
ascalpel to cut the new plant free from the parent, and handed it to Virgil, who wasjust as steady and
sure ashe planted it in asmal pot, spread out hairlike roots with adowe hardly thicker than a
toothpick; he added soil and sand, and finally lowered the pot gently into ashalow tray with enough
water to cover it. Thelittle lancelike leaves twisted, then rose through the water to the surface, where
they.floated. When hefinished, Maria had another one ready.

"And LIFE goeson,” Winnie murmured. They both looked up asif surprised by her presence.
"Viviparousreproduction,” Mariasad. "Aren't they lovely? Thelittle ones?’

They were. Perfect Lilliputian water lilies. Neither Marianor Virgil moved, and suddenly Winniefelt
awkward, like an intruder.

There had been some sort of communion here that she had interrupted.

"Just wanted to say we're all ready for the break of dawn tomorrow,” she said. "I'd like aword with you
about it before you take off," she added to Maria.

"WEIl be donein about haf an hour,” Virgil said.
"Y ou want to wait?'

"Not in here" Winnie said, wiping her upper lip with the back of her hand, fighting nauseaagain. "I'll be
at the house."

She did not go back through the showroom, but headed toward the nearest door. She glanced again at
her brother and Maria; their heads were bent over the work: communion reestablished.

She was facing the fish hatchery when she stepped outside, where surprisingly the air felt cool and fresh.
Sheleaned againgt the door breathing deeply, gratefully.

Carlos Chiricos entered the building opposite, walking around ahand truck of shipping boxes at the
wide doors, today, Friday, they would send out a shipment of fish and plants, abusy day for everyone.
Rusty Curlow flew two shipmentsin his Cessna each week down to Reno, where they were transferred
to acommercid line on their way to the customers.

"Shit," Winnie said under her breath. That meant that her grandfather would aready be in the shipping
room overseeing the packing of the fish, snails, whatever they were sending, or on hisway there, or on
hisway to the plants room. He aways oversaw this operation. He till didn't fully believe you could send
fish by mail to anywherein the world without heavy mortdity rates, athough by now experience should
count for something. She started back toward the house. She had hoped to corner her grandfather this
afternoon; she had hoped the same thing yesterday when she arrived, and now she would haveto put it
off until Sunday. Tomorrow she would be too busy with the video, and he never redly talked after
dinner. Besides, Virgil would be hanging around, or someone else would drop in. She had to seehim
alone. And she had to see him before her mother arrived on Sunday.

Sowly she walked around the pond nearest the house. Thiswasthefirst one her grandfather had
ingtalled, for therapeutic reasons. When her grandmother had astroke, he had retired from government



sarvice, and they had come out here, the area of his childhood, and just for something to do, he had
taken up water gardening and fish breeding. At first he had said it was for hiswife; he had read that
watching goldfish and koi was relaxing, that it took the blood pressure down measurably just to Sit and
watch the fish swim. Now, twenty years |ater, the little hobby had become amillion-dollar business, but
thefirst pond was il hisfavorite, and it was the prettiest of them all.

Winnie moved into the shade of the veranda where she could still overlook the pool; sheleaned againgt a
post, trying to think of away to get her grandfather alone for ten or fifteen minutes. Then, surprised, she
heard hisvoice.

The house was not air-conditioned; he did not like air-conditioning, and usudly there was enough of a
breeze up here that no matter how hot it wasin the sun, the house stayed cool and airy. But now she
could hear him, gpparently on the telephonein the living room, adozen or so feet away from where
Winnie was standing.

"For God's sake, make surel” he said in aharsh, unfamiliar voice.

"No innuendas, no suggestions, no suspicions. Make sure!l” There was apause, and then he said more
quietly, "When can you come out here?" Another pause. "Sun day it is, then. And bring everything you
have. All of it.,, There was another silence that extended so long that Winnie thought he had hung up.
She wanted to leave, but now she was afraid he might see her and think she had purposely
eavesdropped.

She had decided to back away, approach the house again and thistime go straight into the kitchen
around the other side, when he spoke once more.

"l know. | know, by God! But thisisn't acourt of law. Whatever it takes to convince you, that's
probably enough. Sunday, late in the afternoon, then. Well give you some supper.”

The harsh note was gone; he sounded choked, asif he was fighting tears not too successfully. Winniefelt
aclutch of fear a the sound of his, voice. He was old, she thought suddenly, eighty, an old man.

And something was desperately wrong.

She ran from the verandato aclump of pinetrees near the driveway, and sat down on abench to think.
At firgt she had believed it wasamedica problem, something about the harshness of hisvoice had
suggested that, but he had said a court of law. Something to do with Winni€'s mother?

She dmost laughed at the idea of anything about Sarah causing that pain in her grandfather. Not Sarah.
And amogt as certainly not anything to do with Virgil; her grandfather was blind where Virgil was
concerned.

Winnie couldn't even imagine what it would take to make him turn againgt his only grandson. Not Sarah,
his daughter; not Virgil, his grandson.

Not his brother Peter, what could there possibly be about Uncle Peter to cause grieve Not any of Uncle
Peter'sfamily; her grandfather was not close enough to any of them to sound that upset. She camefinally
to the point she had been driving toward al dong. It had to be about her. The clutch of fear returned,
redoubled, making her ssomach spasm.



A truck rumbled behind her on the driveway, heading toward the fishery and the plant room. A few
minutes later Maria gpproached her, pushing abicycle. Virgil was supervising the shipments, she said,
and Winnie couldn't remember for amoment what she had wanted to bring up with them.

"Seven okay with you?' she asked.

"Sure. No problem.”

She thought Mariawas eyeing her curioudy, and she remembered. " Oh, yes. No white. It makestoo
much glare”

Marianodded. "Blue jeans, blue shirt. I'll even wear shoes," she added, laughing.

Winnie stood up and said, "Blue'sgood,” she said.

"Seeyou inthemorning.” She knew she sounded brusque, and seemed unable to think of anything to say
to soften it. She started toward the house, and Mariagot on her bicycle and pedaled toward East Shasta

hdf amileaway..

Thetruck left before Winnie reached the veranda, and Virgil came running from thefishery, carrying a
sheaf of papers. She stopped walking to wait for him.

"Where's Maria? | thought you'd be talking." " She went home, | guess. | told her no white clothes, that's
about dl | had to say." A few steps short of the veranda, she suddenly took hisarm and steered him
away from the house. "Virgil, what's wrong with Grandpa?

What'sgoing on?'

"What do you mean?' he demanded, but a hidden expression came over hisface, and for amoment he
looked so much like their father, it gave her ajolt.

"l don't know. That'swhat | want to find out. Something's going on with Grandpa, isn't there?”

He looked down at the papers he was carrying, copies of the ordersthey had filled, and then he looked
past her toward the house, and at last he said, ™Y eah. Something, and | don't know what it is. He hired a
detective.”

"For heaven's sake, why?*

"l don't know."

"Wdl, something must have happened. When did he, and how do you know?

Did hetdl you?'

"He hasn't told me shit," he said sullenly. "Back in April the insurance guy was here, renewing policiesor
something like that. Routine. Grandpa asked him for the name of a detective about aweek after that. |
heard him on the telephone. And he called her, awoman detective.

Her number was on the phone bill and | called and her answering machine said it was adetective



agency. | hung up. | don't know what he's doing.” He looked at the papers again and shook his head. "I
think he's checking up on me, and helll boot me out,” he said in a soft voice.

All trace of their father was gone; the expression had been so fleeting, she felt she might have imagined it.

Now he was her little brother again, and she wanted to hold him and comfort him and tdll him it would
be all right, but she couldn't because she didn't know what the problem was, where the hurt was, where
the danger was.

Before she could say anything, Grandpa called from the veranda, "Hey, you two fixing to get sunstroke
or something out there? Want some lemonade?”

Vngil drew in abreath. "Don't ask him anything," he muttered. "Y ou know how heisif hethinksyou're
prying.

She nodded, and they walked toward the house to join their grandfather.
"Lagt-minute arrangements about the epic tomorrow Winnie said.
Grandpa nodded and held out his hand for the papers Virgil carried.

"You'd better planto get in al thefilming you caninaday or two," he said. "Mat grass will be deader
than last year'shay if we don't get somerain, and that's aslikely as snow you know where."

Hewas atal man, broad in the chest and shoulders, too heavy, but he was not willing to give up athing
heliked at the table, and he liked mogt things. A few years earlier he had had a cancer removed from his
nose, and since then he had worn awide-brimmed straw hat whenever he walked out the door; he had
one on NOw.

They teased him, claiming that he had salted his entire property with straw hats; they turned up
everywhere. He had been an outdoorsman al hislife, and his skin had gone past preserved |egther to
old, well-seasoned wood, with deep wrinkles on his forehead, deep vertical gutters up and down his
cheeks, and a permanent squint that the straw hat did not aleviate. Now he surveyed the surrounding
hillswith troubled eyes.

"We're going to start losing pines,” he said gloomily, and turned to reenter the house. At the door he
sad, "Thanks, Virgil, for handling the shipmentsfor me."

Hisback was amogt rigidly straight as he went inside.

Virgil wasright, Winnie knew; she could no more ask Grandpawhat he was up to than she could
demand an explanation from God for the continuing drought.

"Lemonade," she said then. What she redlly wanted was some of the good white wine he kept stashed
away for specid occasions, but lemonade would do. She suspected that no onein her family would think
her pregnancy was cause for a celebration. Wrong kind of specia occasion.

Assheand Virgil walked across the veranda, she said in alow voice, "Whatever is going on could come
to ahead Sunday. | think the detective is coming out here on Sunday afternoon.”



THE NEXT MORNING Winnie shivered in asweatshirt as she taped Virgil and Mariaplaying their
parts of the young married couple. They dl had pretended not to notice Virgil's blush when they began
the charade.

He and Mariamoved awhite rope around on the grass to outline a shape, stepped back, moved it
again, and finaly were satisfied.

Virgil began to dig around the edges, helifted out the sod asif it were actualy anchored with roots,
placed it asde, and Marialooked beautiful watching.

"Okay," Winniesaid. "Next step.”

It was dl planned to the last detail; after the editing, a script had to be written, an actor hired to do a
voiceover. Another man and Virgil would be shown digging, then they would bring inasmall backhoeto
deepen the hole, Mariaand Virgil would step back into the picture from time to time to smooth out the
ledges... Winnie taped for ten minutes, waited for the next phase, taped again. Virgil wasworking hard;
he was very muscular, very tanned. She was making her little brother agtar, she thought at him, taping,
watching.

They stopped for lunch, and went back to it. Now she wore one of her grandfather's straw hats under
the merciless sun. By late afternoon the hole was finished and they had the plastic liner in place. She
taped Mariawhen she brought a hose into view and started running water into the pool. Virgil moved
closeto her and put hisarm around her shoulders, exactly right for ayoung married man in love with his
wife, but Winnie knew that the stiffness that came over Mariawould be apparent on the cassette. It
could be edited out, shetold hersdlf, but she stopped taping. Maria pulled away from Virgil and walked
to the opposite sde of the pool. He kicked at the grass and |ooked at the surrounding hills.

"Weéll wait until it's about full to finish up,” Winnie said. She had hours and hours of materid on tape, and
another ten minutes or so to be added, then al of it had to be edited down to twenty minutes, and that
would bethered work.

It was nearly five, and al a once shefet exhaustion hit like alanddide crushing her, exactly asif she had
donedl that digging persondly. She sat down. It was dways like thiswith her; she seldom redlized how
hungry she was until she felt weak; she seldom redlized how tired she was until her legs gave way. Her
interior sgnalswere amess, shetold herself. She needed atimer to remind her of things other people
took for granted.

Virgil looked miserable, and Maria, on the other side of the poal, to al appearances was entranced with
the rushing water; Winnietook pity on her brother then. It might be puppy love, she thought, but it hurt
likethered thing. "Maria," she said, "tonight I'm going over to Ghost Lake to take some picture’ shy
moonlight. Y ou want to come dong?' She did not add that she had dragooned Virgil into helping with
gear. When he said the redl reason she wanted him to go was because she thought the |ake was spooky,
she had not denied that.

Marialooked doubtful. Slowly she waked around the pool and sat on the grass beside Winnie.
"Have you seen the lake?" Winnie asked.

"Yes, but in daylight, and with alot of people around. It'safull moon tonight, isn't it?"



Winnie nodded. Last summer she had been out at night to the dry lake, and she had cursed herself for
not having acamerawith her, and for the intervening months the image of the lake under afull moon had
come back again and again, until she had determined that this summer shewould get it on film.

"All right," Mariasaid. "I'll go with you. It must be very different in moonlight.”

Winnieliked it that Maria had not said beautiful, or exciting, or scary, none of the expected things.
Different was exactly right. They had met only two days ago, and had not talked more than polite-deep,
and dl Winnie knew about her wasthat Virgil wasin love with her, and she was a botanist. She was
okay, Winnie thought then.

"Ghog Lake isn't even the red name," Winnie murmured, dmogt asif to hersdlf. "It'sredly Rabbit Lake,
or used to be. I think it's till on the maps that way, you know how they show adry lake, with dotted
lines." "Mrs. Betancort says there's quicksand,” Mariasaid.

" She says the ghosts of dl the people who have been taken under stir sometimes, move the sand trying
to get out. She saysif you listen. you can hear their voices." "Mrs. Betancort saysalot of things" Winnie
sad.

"And sometimes she's even right. There's quicksand. Thewholelake is posted. | don't intend to get out
onit, believe me." And Mrs. Betancort had called Wmnie by her grandmother's name, Rebecca, from

thefirg time they had met. The only way to ded with Mrs. Betancort was not to deal with her, Winme
had decided. The woman must be pushing a hundred, and shelooked asif time couldn't touch her ever

agan,.
everything it could do had been done.

It wastaking the pool along timetofill. Theidea, Virgil had told her, was that they would demondtrate
that a pool could be put in on day one and filled, wait two days and add plants, wait two more days and
add fish, and presto you have acomplete water garden in five working days.

Start Monday, have a garden party on Saturday. He wanted to franchise the whole package, and it
would sdll, she had redlized with surprise.

Theideaof having alovely little water garden in the back yard was agood oneif al you had to do was
sign acheck.

It wastimeto put afinishing edge around the new pond, and Mariaand Virgil Started that for the tape,
then moved aside for the workmen to finish, and within afew minutes the water level had risento lap
againgt coping stonesthat looked asif they had been there from the beginning of time. It was done. ,
"Havedinner with us" Virgil said to Mariawhen Winnie started packing up her gear.

"Oh, no," Mariasaid quickly. "Rosaand Carloswill be expecting me.

But thank you."

Sheleft hurriedly on her bicycle, and now Winnie wondered if she had made amistakein not telling her
that Virgil would bether driver later that night. At first she had believed that Mariawas smply not

interested, was even alittle embarrassed by Virgil's attention, but it could be more than that, areal
averson, maybejustified. Virgil was not her baby brother any longer, she reminded hersdlf, hewasa



gorgeous young man who had lived hisown life for five or Sx years now, alife she knew very little about
actudly. They wereto pick Mariaup at nine-thirty, and she could back out then, Winnie decided,
suddenly very unhappy with anew and unpleasant thought, that she was pimping for her brother. To call
it matchmaking was smply gilding thelily, she added slently; it was dl the samething.

East Shastawas a pretty town, Winnie thought, asthey drove through it that night. Therewas astable
population of about two hundred, most of them employed by the Lister Ingtitute, which wasredly a
hospital/ physical therapy facility, or by the gardens, or on one of the ranches nearby. Whileit would
never be mistaken for PAm Springs, neither was it shabby or run-down.

The houses were mostly frame, well maintained, and the stores and public buildingswere al in good
condition. There were many trees, many gardens, one traffic light. The police force had one member; the
mobile library visited once aweek; there was a movie theater, and severd bars, severa churches, a
hardware store, a drugstore with a department store attached, a K-Mart, a hobby and craft shop... A
Saturday Evening Post cover sort of town.

Tonight, Saturday night, the bars, or asthey inssted here, saloons, would be jammed; the Saturday night
dance wasthe socid event of the week. Virgil had protested wasting a Saturday night looking at a
creepy dry lake, and she had said patiently that it wasthe only time.

On Sunday their mother would arrive, on Monday the whole family would be together for adinner, and
by Tuesday the weather might change, and, besides, the moon wouldn't rise until near dawn,
Wednesday morning.

Shedidn't know if that was true, but she did know that Virgil wouldn't think of checking it for himsdlf.

Besides, she had added, it would take a couple of hours, and afterward he could dance until his feet fell
off.

He stopped in front of the Chiricos house and started to get out.

"Il go," she said hastily, dipping from the passenger sest. She had to give Maria one more chance to
avoid being stuck with Virgil, an awkward businesswith Virgil a Winnie's elbow.

At the house, she knocked on the screen door; no one wasin sight in the living room on the other side of
the door, but then Carlos, Rosaand Maria came into view from the rear of the house. Carlos opened
the door and stepped aside for her to enter.

"Weareready," he said. He was a barrel-chested man with short legs, black hair cut so short it stood up
al over hishead like porcupine quills that had not yet fully devel oped. He was the generd manager at the
gardens.

Rosa, hiswife, was the housekeeper for Grandpa, and they were both at the gardens more than they
were home. Shewas only five feet tal, as dark, ashe was, and very handsome, with features that could
have been on aMayan wall. She stood with her arms crossed, a stem expression on her face. She
looked remote and unapproachable.

"We?' Winnie asked. "Y ou al want to go?' "No," Carlossaid. "I do not want to go to Ghost Lake, but
you girls can't go out there done. So, | will go with you." Mariasaid sharply, "Carlos, you're being
foolish, and patronizing. We are not children!”



Equdly annoyed, Winnie said, "Wewon't be done.
Virgil isgoing with us."

Carlos opened the screen door to peer out at the car at the curb, and then nodded. "That's good. Going
out there at night isn't good, but taking Virgil withyou is.

Then we can go to the dance, Rosa." Hiswife relaxed and nodded, smiling.
"I'm sorry," Mariasaid, asthey walked to the car.

"Hetrestsmelike achild, asif | were hisdaughter or ward.,, Then why don't you move out? Winnie
started to ask, but held her tongue.

"Forget it," she muttered instead.

She wanted a shot from the westernmost side of the lake, shetold Virgil when they arrived at the ghost
town and Ghost Lake. She would set up her Hasselblad first, half-hour exposure, and move on down
the lake with the Leica, twenty-minute exposure, twenty-five, she was not sure yet, both camerason
tripods, of course. She would shift back and forth between the two cameras, and gradually work her
way in toward the town aong the road. She redlized that Virgil had stopped listening, and she stopped
explaining what she intended, and considered the problem of the lake.

The quicksand, if there was any, was said to be out toward the center of the lake bed, nowhere near the
old shore, but she was not interested in going out on it. She wanted the lake asit was, ghostly, uninviting,
ressing intruson.

Ah, shethought afew minuteslater, wide-eyed in the eerielight.

The lake was as white as she had remembered; the sand in daylight was pale brown, but now it was as
white as the moon that had just cleared the horizon. She had aview of the expanse of lake, from alow
angle that made it appear endless, with the moon bigger than amountain... A few jutting rocks, some
boulders, some clumps of sage cast long black shadows that looked like caves. Wind-driven sand had
filled in the deep spots, had created dunes whose shadows were higher, sharper than the sand hills
themselves, black swords cutting through white satin. A moonscape, dreamscape, nightmare escape
where the shadow, theilluson, had more redlity than the original.

Asthe moon sailed higher, the shadows changed; she moved again and again, and then she heard the
rustle of thewind in sand, like whispers.

She strained to hear better.

"Winnie? Arent you done yet?' Virgil asked, at her elbow.

She started, nearly knocking her tripod over. And fatigue hit her like a hammer. She started to take her
cameraoff thetripod, and nearly fell down; Virgil's hand caught her arm and steadied her. Mariawas at

her sde, her hand warm on Winni€'s other arm.

"I'mjust tired,” Winnie said, embarrassed.



"No wonder," Virgil said. "Weve been out herefor hours."
The moon was nearly overhead; the shadows were gone, the sand quiet.
"Not just tired," Mariasaid in alow voice, "It'sthis place.

Nothing'sred. You look at one of the houses, and it lookswhole, asif people are il init, and then you
see therésno floor, or no roof, or nothing behind awall except sand. And then another one looks
complete, and another, and they al areillusion. Y ou think you see water, hear waves against abeach,
andit'silluson.” She stopped as abruptly as she had started; her hand fell from Winniesarm and she
turned to walk toward the car.

"Let'sget out of here" Virgil said; hetook the camera off the tripod, hoisted the tripod with his other
hand.

Winnietook a step, and felt the ground shift. "Back up,” Virgil said hoarsely. "Hurry up.” They both
backed away from the edge of the lake.

Winnie redlized that she had worked her way from the far end past the ghost town ruins, and had
stopped on alow bluff, no more than eight feet above the lake bed, an areawhere the desert was il
forming, where the edges crumbled and fell and added to the expanse of dry lake.

The dry lake was devouring the [and. She had been insde the posted hazard signs.

Then she and Virgil were on the roadway again, near the car. Mariawas aready in the back sedt, a
shadow among shadows. After they stowed Winnie's equipment in the trunk, she stood for a second or
two at her car door, listening. The whispers were gone; the silence was profound, and under the full
moon the ghost town appeared ready for the return of the inhabitants, who had stepped out for awhile.
Winnie blinked hard, and the derelict buildings became ruins again, tilted porches, leaning wals, roofless
shells. One building looked asif it had melted down into the ground with only part of the upper wallsand
roof remaining, and they appeared intact. The sun- and wind-bleached wood reflected the moonlight like
ghastly skeletons, as colorless as lead.

Winnie shivered and got insde the car and they started the drive back, the twenty-three miles of narrow
winding road that was almost as rotten as the buildingsin the ghost town. No one spoke until they
reached East Shasta, and Virgil said, "I'll take you homefirgt, Win me."

She had drifted into asomnolent state, and his voice jerked her wide awake. She nodded. All she
wanted was a cup of hot anything to drink, along hot bath, and along, long deep. "Thanksfor going
with me," she said to Maria, over her shoulder.

Marialooked as distant as the moon; her face was as pale as the moon, her features craters of deep
shadow.

"I'mglad | went," shesaid.

But shewasn't glad, Winnie thought then; something had happened out there, something had made
Mariaretreat, back so far shelooked untouchable, unknowable.



[lluson, Mariahad said, it was dl illuson, and for amoment she seemed as much anillusion asthe ruined
mom buildings, the destroyed town, she looked as eerily colorless as the bleached wood, as cold and
unyielding as the moon, no more than a pale face, detached, floating among shadows.

Virgil turned onto the driveway to the house. Briefly' she wondered if he and Mariahad said aword to
each other out at the ghost town, but she was too tired to pursue the thought as they stopped at

Grandpa's house and she pulled hersdlf from the car, shouldered her gear; they al said goodnight, and
shetrudged insde.

AT SIX ON Sunday evening Sarah pulled up to her father's house, shocked, as she had been on her last
visit ayear earlier, a how much space the ever-expanding businesswastaking. A new greenhouse
edged the back lawn, and there seemed to be more pool s than she remembered.

She should have parked under the trees, she thought, glancing at severd cars already there, but she did
not turn on theignition again.

Later.

Shewalked to the front door dowly, tired from her long drive, tiff, and too hot. The house was wide
open as usual, and as soon as she stepped onto the covered porch, the air cooled by many degrees.

Through the screen door she could hear Winnie's voice: "Hand me that tape, will you?'

Sarah entered alarge foyer. A few feet to the right an archway framed the living room entrance. Stairs
on theleft led down to ahal that ran the length of the house, front to back, and ten feet straight ahead
stairs went up to the second floor bedrooms. She turned to the steps going down, then stopped when
she saw Winniein the halway taping apicture to the wall.

"Now apin,” Winnie said, and aman's arm moved into view and reached out toward her. "Damn you,
Freddie, do that again and I'll pinyou to thewal!"

Sarah had not seen what he had done.
From beyond them came Virgil'svoice, "Big brother iswatching you."

Sarah went down the remaining steps, and now she could see Virgil at the end of the hdl, on thefar sde
of another set of steps that matched the ones she was on.

His head appeared to be stuck between two banisters.
"Mother!" Virgil yeled; he pulled back and stood up.

Winnie jumped off alow stool she had been standing on and came running, and beyond her, Virgil was
making hisway cautioudy; he was on ice skates, Sarah redlized.

She hugged Winnie, kissed her, drew back to examine her again-too sunburned, and her cheek felt hot
then she hugged her some more. Virgil had covered the distance by then and they embraced awkwardly
as he tottered on the skates, laughing.

"Y ou know Dr. Wolper, don't you?' Winnie asked, when Sarah and Virgil drew agpart. Winnie nodded



toward the man who apparently was the Freddie who had to be warned about his hands.

"Of course,” Sarah said, and shook hands, with only the vaguest memory of him. He wastall and blond,
with blue eyes, in hisforties probably, atouch overweight.

"Well, I'll beleaving,” Dr. Wolper said. "Leave you to your reunion.
See you tomorrow."

As hewent out, Winnie made aface at his back, then turned to her mother. ™Y ou look tired. Bad trip?
Y ou want something to drink?

Booze, wine? Water? | ced coffee?’
"lced coffee sounds wonderful. Virgil, for heaven's sake, why are you wearing ice skates?"
He had seated himsdlf on the steps and was unlacing the boots.

"Turned my ankle last year, and one of the guys here said if I'd walk on skates half an hour aday, three
daysaweek, I'd strengthen them.

Worth trying. | keep the blade coverson,” he added hurriedly.

The urgeto pat him on the head was so strong she had to clench her hands, and she conscioudy did not
sigh. No more patting, no more sighing, she and Blaine had agreed more than five years ago.

"Because hesamuit,” Winnie said cheerfully. "Come on out back where there's abreeze, and I'll rustled
up the coffee. Sure you wouldn't rather have wine, or abloody mary, or something?' "Coffee" Sarah
said, and followed her daughter through the hal to the back veranda. "Where's Dad?"

Virgil padded after them in bare feet, carrying the skates.

"In hisoffice" Winniesaid.

"Tawngto abuyer,” Virgil sad at the sametime.

Sarah caught the swift glance that passed between them, and shrugged.

All their lives Virgil and Winnie had shared secrets; shefound it oddly reassuring that they till did. She
sank down into alounge chair in the shade and surveed the scene before her in contentment.

The pool was prettier than ever, more flowers were blooming than she recalled, and the air was fresh
and fragrant.

While Winnie was gone to get the drinks, Virgil began to talk about the ideahe had come up with to
franchise instant back yard water gardens.

She watched the animation play across hisface as he added detail after detail, and she knew today was
not the timeto bring up his plans, hisfuture. Therewould betime, shetold herslf.



Winnie returned, and they were chatting about Ghost Lake and their visit out there, when Sarah's uncle
Peter strolled around the house.

Sarah stood up to kisshim.
"How areyou?'

He looked very much like her father, tal, broad in the chest and shoulders, and alittle too heavy, but
where her father was weathered from alife outdoors, Uncle Peter was pale, and appeared weak in
comparison. Hislife had been spent in academia, where he had made a name for himsdlf as a professor
of biochemidiry.

"I'mfine, fine" he said. "Sarah, you ook wonderful!

Michael camein yesterday and we sat up talking dl night. He'slooking forward to seeing you.”
"Michad's getting anew job," Virgil said. "Provost.” "Uncle Peter, that's wonderful!" Sarah said. He
smiled, but she knew he was as disgppointed in his son Michael asBlaine had beenin Virgil.

Michael had no interest in science; Virgil had no interest in education, period. "IsMichael going to be
around a bit? It's been ages. Is Bernice with him?"

"No, she's been over in Colorado Springs viditing her folks. Shelll fly into Reno with the kids tomorrow
and hell pick them up. They'll stay afew days. | believethey'll be herefor dinner tomorrow.” He
wouldn't stay long, he said, but something cold to drink would be good, a vodka collins, maybe? Winnie
went ingdeto make him adrink.

"Just popped into say hdlo," hewent on, smiling at Sarah. "It'sgood that the family's getting together for

abit. We should do it more often." He laughed softly. " Sometimes when I'm donein the old house, | find
mysdlf wishing it waslikeit used to be, your mom and dad, you, my kidsdl jammed in there together,

ydling, laughing, Snging.
Eating. That'swhat | remember mog, all the eating that went on and the clock. Remember?’

She laughed, too, remembering very clearly. It had been fun, and she was eager to see Michad again,
her cousin who had been more like a brother, her Virgil.

Winnie returned with afrosted glass and gave it to Uncle Peter.

"Thank you, my dear," he said, and took along drink. "Ah, good.

Y ou were talking about Ghost Lake when | came around the house,” he said to Winnie.
"That's a pretty dangerous place to be at night. Y ou know about the quicksand, don't you?”'

"It's perfectly safe aslong as you use your head, Winnie said, then added, amost too sweetly, "No place
issdfefor idiots, isit?"

He chuckled. "Y ou are your mother's daughter, Winnie. No doubt about that." He drank some more,
and put the glass down. "Taking about eating makes meredlize | probably should be on my way and get
some food instead of acohol. Well, I'm off." He stood up, then stopped again.



"But, Winnie, it redly can be adangerous place, out at Ghost Lake.
Quicksand can be deceptive. Have you read anything about it? | have abook that isvery good.”
"Uncle, I'm not going back. And | know about the quicksand.”

Hewas like that, Sarah thought, remembering this, aso. He never could leave atopic done until he had
finished what he intended to say about it, and he could never leave the young people alone, but had to
treat them al like students in a classroom. She wondered when he had let her crossthe lineto
adulthood, and no date came, but it had been late; she had had two children, when suddenly he had
started treating her like agrownup. She avoided looking at Winnie, who she, she knew, would be
flushed in anger.

Uncle Peter grinned at them and waved. "Right.
Well, I'll seeyou dl tomorrow."

The other thing about him, Sarah remembered then, was that he seemed to know that he overstepped
that line again and again, but knowing it did not deter him abit the next time. Hismissonin life, by God,
wasto ingtruct, and instruct he would.

Helooked so much like her father, Sarah thought, watching his straight figure; he even sounded like him
when he laughed. How deep the connections ran, she continued the thought, Winnie so like her, Virgil
like hislinksin an invisible web father, on and on, connecting stronger than stedl.

"Mother, | have asurprisefor you," Virgil said then.
"Right after we edt, I'll show you. It hasto be alittle later than this."

Then her father and a strange woman appeared in the doorway, and she went to greet them, shocked
and darmed by his appearance. He was as deeply tanned as ever, but he looked very tired, amost
haggard. Just ayear ago he had been robust and youthful, jaunty, playful, but this evening he looked tiff,
asif movement gave him pain, and his eyeswere clouded. He had aged terribly, sheredized, and ft a
deep pang of regret, guilt, fear for him, something she could not identify.

Eighty, she thought amost wildly; hewaseghty.

His arms were strong when he embraced her, however, and his voice was steady when he introduced
the stranger. "Fran Donatio," he said. "My daughter, Sarah.

And that's Winnieand Virgil." He said thisasif she should know who they al were, and she nodded at
them generally and did not offer to shake hands. "Did you put her car in the shade?' he asked Virgil.

"Yesgr. | left thekeysinthecar,” Virgil added to Fran Donatio.

"Isthat dl right?' "Fine," shesaid. "Thank you." Shewasin her early forties, with black hair cut shortina
style that was very becoming to her oval face. Her eyeswere dark and beautiful, her best feature, and
she used eye makeup, but none other than that. She was a bit too full in the hipsfor the pants it she
wore.



"Wadl, comeonin,"” Grandpasaid. "l told Rosato put supper on thetable."

At the start of the medl, there was a pal pable tension that baffled Sarah. She wastoo tired to try to
make smal talk, and she never had been clever at small tak even at her best. But then her father began
to reminisce about some of his adventures when he was with the government Department of Fish and
Wildlife. "Remember that geyser we found?' he asked Sarah. "Up near Steens Mountain in Oregon.
Pretty asapicture, and not on any map. | named it Rebecca Spring. It spouted every fifteen minutes,
about three feet up. Hundred forty degrees,” he added, and then laughed. "1 usualy named things and
then took off the names, not my.

job to namethem, but that one | left, and it's ftill there, Rebecca Spring. | wasin the business of tracking
streamsto their sources, making maps, things like that, and up until Sarah had to stay in Portland to go
to schooal, the three of us went. Rebecca, Sarah, me.

Wedept in tents, stayed in trailers, falling-down houses, whatever was available." He took abite of
sdlad and |ooked thoughtfully into the distance. "Best days of our lives, and we didn't know it. Didn't
know it until | was sent to Port land to work at a desk, and then, by God, we know." He looked at
Sarah with asoft, distant expression.

"Those werethe days," hesad.

She nodded. "Remember the bears up in the Blue Mountains?' Again he laughed, and he told the story
of the bearswith sound effects, enjoying himself, growing younger and more vigorous by the second.
The bears had come out of hibernation to find humans on thetrail, and he had dung hisfamily insdethe
truck, and had backed out of the campsite asfast as the machine would go.

"They come out hungry," he said. "Redl hungry. They tore up our gear to hell and gone. | think they ae
my shoes."

"Mother and | were more afraid of the mountain road we were racing down backward than of the
bears" Sarah said emphatically.

"How did you end up here?' Fran Donatio asked when Ra ph finished the bear story.

"Home," hesaid. "I grew up in these parts. Retired here, just like | planned from day one. Let metell
you about East Shasta. Bet your map shows it about midway between Cdifornia Highway one
thirty-nine, and U.S. three ninety-five. Most maps show it there.”

Frank Donatio looked thoughtful, started to say something, then shook her head. "I think you'retight.”
Helaughed.

Sarah watched him with great love and amusement; he enjoyed talking about East Shasta, betting with
newcomers that their maps were wrong.

"Way it happened,” he said, laying down hisfork, settling in for somerea storytdling now, "somefolks
came wandering by aong about elghteen thirty-six or close enough, and for no reason known to man
they stayed. Therewas alake, and they had just come through Nevada and passed a hdll of alot of dry
lakes, and alot of mountains. Maybe one of them said, no more mountains, no more looking for water



where there wasn't any. No more. Rabbit Lake must have been a pretty sight, with rushes all around,
clean, sweet water, and alot of it, forty acres of lake that attracted game, and could be used for
irrigation.

So this group, no more than twelve or fourteen, accounts vary, started building houses. Maybe some of
them thought they'd farm, but they'd have been foolsto think so. Rockiest valley in the state. Maybe they
thought they could hunt and trap, or be atrading post. The old Modoc trail, that's three ninety-five now,
was just twenty-two milesto the east, and another trading road where one thirty-nine is was twenty-four
milesto the west. Must have seemed alikely spot to settle.”

Silently Rosabegan to clear the table. He did not pay any attention.

"My grandfather showed up afew yearslater. He was twenty-six, and said he was a doctor, and maybe
hewas. He could set abone, ddliver ababy, stitch up acut, the usual things. He had his pregnant wife
and a baby with him. The town folks begged him to stay, even built him ahouse, and he became part of
the community. By then it had grown to fifty-four people. My father said my grandfather talked like an
Easterner, maybe even an Englishman, but we never knew; asfar aswe were concerned, he was Adam,
and history began with hisarrival in East Shasta. But he was educated. And after acouple of years he
became aregular Jeremiah, from al accounts. He began to warn everyone that the water was drying up,
the lake was shrinking.

And he wasright, even if the town did deny it until the water got so silted up and poisonous they had to
abandon it in eighteen Sixty-nine."

Rosa had brought in coffee service and placed it before Wmnie; she came back a second timewith a
strawberry shortcake, and put it down before Sarah dong with dishes and forks. She looked over the
table, mouthed agoodnight, and withdrew slently. If Sarah'sfather noticed any of this, he gaveno sgn
of it, but continued his narrative as Sarah served the cake and Wmnie poured coffee and passed the
cups around.

"My grandfather knew athing or two about geology, | guess,” Raph was saying. "Anyway, hefound this
gte, with half adozen strong springs, and he said he was moving here if anyone else came with him or
not.

My father was the first baby born in the new East Shasta. Most of the folks followed, but they never got

around to mentioning the move to anyone, not the government, no one, and the old town was | eft without
aname, to fall to pieces by the sde of Rabbit Lake that findly turned into Ghost Lake." He began to eat

his cake and only then appeared surprised that it had appeared.

"Ghogt Lake," Fran Donatio murmured. "Why that?'

The old man snorted, whether with indignation or laughter, or both, was hard to say. "That's old lady
Betancort'sdoing,” he said. "Silly old witch. They've been around aslong as the Kellermans, she says
longer, but who knows? Anyway, her father bought up the whole shebang, lake, town, everything back
inthe late twenties, early thirties, theregbouts.

He claimed that the water would come back, and hed have himsdlf aresort like that one over a Eagle
Lake. Makes afortune, so they say.

Anyway, he died eventudly and his daughter Leonainherited, and she'skept it, waiting for the water to



come back, | guess. But it won't. Back in the late Sixties she tried to start a commune over there, area
back-to-the-Bible-and-no-nonsense-about-it commune.

She got a handful of believersto join her and promised them water, but there wasn't any water. They
took out adowser or two, but then they began hearing strange noises all over the valley. Ghogts, they
sad.

They abandoned the attempt to build anew city of God, but the name stuck, and Ghost Lakeit's been
ever snce" "Wow," Fran Donatio said softly. "I wonder how many other small towns have storieslike
that, or not like that, but strange.” "All of them,” he said soberly. "Every last one of them."”

For afew momentsthey weredl silent until Fran Donatio glanced at her watch then and said, "I should
beleaving. It'salong drive."

"And I'm about ready for bed," Ralph said.

"First you have to see the pictures| posted in the hdl,” Winnie said quickly. "Y ou don't haveto
comment, or make any decision, but you have to look. Y ou promised,” she added, grinning likea
four-year-old.

Ra ph looked at Sarah with lowered eyebrows. "Y ou taught her to do that, didn't you?' He patted
Winni€'s hand. "Right. No commentary, though.”

Virgil had said very little during the meal; he had watched Fran Donétio with great warinessin the

beginning, then had relaxed as his grandfather had gone into his entertainer role. Now, asthe med
wound down, the wariness returned.

They went to the hall to examine the pictures Winnie had put up.

They were possible choicesfor the catalog cover, she explained. In each of them awater garden was
featured in the foreground, while the background changed from one to another. Therewas astylized
mountain, a photograph of Mount Shasta, another aeria photograph of the mountain, line drawings of
mountains... Ralph looked them over slently, then went back to the one of Mount Shastafrom the air,
with the water garden in the foreground.

"That ong" hesad. "l likeit."

Winnie nodded soberly, but then she whooped and hugged him. "1 knew you would! | knew it would be
that one! Thanks, Grandpal"

He looked bewildered.

"My turn,” Virgil said. He sounded dmost petulant.

"Comeon, Mother." "You go ahead,” Raph said, when Virgil turned toward him. "I'll wait here." He
glanced a Fran Donatio. Y ou might enjoy this. Why don't you go with them, won't take more than afew

minutes”

Virgil ducked his head and started toward the door.



"Yeah," hesad, "you can comeif YOU want. It'sjust some night-blooming lilies.

"I'd loveto seethem. | was afraid | wouldn't get apeek at dl," Fran said with awide smile. "Sort of like
going to the zoo and not seeing the animals. Y ou know?"

Winnie stayed in to clear the table, and Virgil, Sarah, and Fran Donatio walked to the tropica dome
adong apath lighted with low, dim lamps.

The light reflected off the surface of water here and there, and glowed on the petals of the
night-blooming lilies; the air was as fragrant asabordello. Insde the dome, Virgil turned on another dim
light; the effect wasthat of having stepped into a moonlit paradise.

Hetook Sarah's hand and led her to the far end of the poal.
"There" hesad, pointing.

It wasawater lily with aflower eight inches across, cerulean blue, with bright red jagged petalsin the
center. It ood six inches or more above the water, and was perfectly reflected on the black velvety
surface.

Sarah caught her breath. "It's beautiful," she said after a moment, puzzled about why they were here,
what the rest of the surprise was.

"I'mcdlingit Sarah D," Virgil muttered. "'l thought it lookslike you." ™Y ou're naming it? What do you
mean?' Sarah asked. Then she said, "Y ou developed it? Hybridized it?

Whatever you do with lilies?'

"Y eah. Well have enough to start salling in acouple of years." "I'll be damned,” Fran Donatio said. "Y ou
mean thisisthefirg one of itskind?'

Virgil looked uncomfortable, shifted hisweight from foot to foot, and mumbled, " Something like that.”

Fran moved closer to examine the flower, but Sarah could not look away from her son until shefelt tears
in her eyes. She put her arms around him; he was unyidlding at first, then softened until he was embracing
her fiercely. "Thank you," shewhispered. " think that's aterrific honor, isn't it? To have aflower named
after you, | mean."

He pulled away and shrugged. "l guess.”

They lingered afew minuteslonger, admiring the flower from different angles, and finaly they Sarted
back to the house, Virgil walking ahead of the two women. For a second Sarah saw Blaine in thefigure,
then he passad into a shadow, and the illusion was gone when Virgil resppesred.

Theair was very cold now. The moon had risen and cast long dark shadows; it gleamed on the water in
the pools, brighter than the lamps that lighted the path. A bird called faintly, and adistant chorus of
coyotes welcomed the full moon with song. At Sarah's Side Fran Donatio began to walk faster, touched
by unease perhaps, as Sarah was, by the reversion of civilization to wilderness with the passing of

daylight.



At the house, Ralph met them; Winnie had gone up aready. Fran excused hersdf to use the bathroom
before her trip, and Virgil went out to bring her car around to the front of the house. The rejuvenating
magic brought on by retelling stories of the past had vanished, leaving Raph drawn and old again; he
looked very tired Now Sarah felt her fatigue hit her in the legs, in the back, behind her eyes, as soon as
Fran returned, she said goodnight and went upstairs, leaving her father and Fran talking in low voicesin
thefoyer.

Minutes later, when she dropped into her old bed, she fdlt asif she plunged straight through it into a
deep, dreamless deep. No twisting, no adjusting of her body for position, just the deep fdl into
timelessness, into the void. Then she wasjolted wide awvake by a piercing scream, and another and
another.

She tugged on her robe as she ran from her room, down the stairs, through the hall to the back veranda.

d, but Rosawas standing there with both hands over her face, shaking convulsively, and beyond her
Sarah saw Carlos and another man pulling her father's body from the poal.

SARAH WALKED SLOWLY among the headstones in the cemetery overlooking East Shasta. She
was aone. -A cool wind whipped her hair, short asit was, plastered her nylon jacket to her body; it
whigtled in the dry grasses edging the cemetery, and whispered in the dry sandy dirt where the grasses
had withered and given up.

Among the headstones and markers, between the angels and pillars, the obelisks and statuary, the wind
moaned.

She reached the Kellerman plots and sat on awooden bench. Her great-grandparents were here,
Matthew and Maud; her grandparents, Ezraand Isabel; now her parents, Raph and Rebecca.

The past week was a kaeldoscope, with everything happening together, followed by vast blanks.
People had stepped in, people who seemed to know what had to be done. Carlos and the workers,
Rosain the house; her father's lawyer had appeared and said he would handle al the details, her father
hed given him explicit ingtructions. The lawyer had told her the generd details of thewill, and what-all
had to be considered, discussed with Virgil and Winnie later. Freddie Wolper had come and talked in
medica terms about her father's dizzy spell, maybe even alittle blackout, afal, unconsciousness and
drowning.

Painless, he had said, and Winnie had fled, tears glistening on her cheeks. She had stayed away dl day.
When Carlos and the others started to drain the pool, Virgil had run, also weeping, to drive away with a
rettle of thrown gravel, ascream of stripped gears. "It hasto be done," Carlos had said apologeticaly,
and her scomach had churned as understanding came. Uncle Peter and Michael had wandered in and
out, in and out, dmost as aimless as she had been, and Michadl's wife had been there briefly, then was
no longer there. Sarah couldn't remember where she had gone with the children, or when. And the loca
people had come, al of East Shasta, people from Susanville, people from the Bay area, from
Sacramento... All week she had been surrounded, and had never felt so alone.

"Why didn't you wait another day or two?"' she said silently, addressing the raw dirt of the new grave. "'l
needed to talk to you, tell you things, get advice." She lowered her head, remembering how tired he had
looked, how troubled, and she saw the spray of roses she was clutching; she had forgotten them. He
had said no flowers, alot of foolishnessto waste money on flowers, give donationsto the inditute
instead, or the youth program down in Susanvifle. Sowly she stood up and gpproached the grave and



placed the spray of roses on it, and then she turned and started back.

She parked under the poplars, out of the sun, and regarded with resignation another car parked in the
drive a the front of the house.

More, she thought, and braced hersdlf to dedl with yet another grieving well-wisher.

Shefelt her own grief could not be examined, experienced yet, not until the others all were finished and
gone. Then she could grieve.

As shewalked toward the house a man stepped out of the shadows on the porch. "Judge Drexler?!

Being cdled "judge’ here was 0 startling that for amoment shefelt confused, asif he had the wrong
person, the wrong address.

"Y our housekeeper said | should wait out here,”" he said, coming down the steps toward her. "I'm
Lieutenant Arthur Fernandez, with the State Police, Specid Investigations." He held out his 1D for her to

inspect.

He wore pal e chino trousers and a short-deeved white shirt; he carried awindbreaker. Sender, no
more than five feet eight, he was dmost delicate-looking. His hair was thick, wavy, black, streaked with
purewhite; his eyeswere bright blue.

After looking at his1D, Sarah said, "WHAAT can | do for you, Lieutenant?'

"I know thisisaredly bad timefor you, maam, and I'm very sorry to intrude, but could we sit down for
just acouple of minutes?' He motioned toward a group of chairs at the end of the porch whereit turned
the comer of the house and joined the wide veranda, which had been an afterthought, her father's
afterthought.

When they were seated, Lieutenant Fernandez said, "This sureisapretty place, al those poolsand
flowers

Sarah had positioned hersalf with her back to the pools. Shefelt certain he had not missed that. She
waited Slently.

"Weretrying to track the movements of awoman," he said, bringing his gaze around findly to her.
"Frances Donatio. Did you know her?"

Sarah shook her head. "' don't think so. What do you mean, did | know her?"

"She's dead, maam. | think she caled hersdf Fran, short black hair, forty-six "Oh," Sarah said,
remembering, aso fighting annoyance at his use of theword "maam’ for her. Hewas at least asold as
shewas, maybe older.

"Yes, | met her.

She was here on Sunday for dinner. She had some businesswith my father earlier.”



He nodded. "Do you know what time she left?"

"About ten, | think."

"And did she mention where she might be going?'

"No. Just that she had along drive. | arrived an hour or two before dinner, and we met so briefly. |
didn't redly talk with her about anything, just table talk. | understood that she was a buyer or something
likethat, and | was very tired, inattentive. What happened to her?

"Shewas shot" he said, and gazed past her broodingly. He took adeep breath. " She was a private
detective, Judge Drexler, doing some work for your father gpparently. Do you know what it might have
been?'

Sarah shook her head in disbdlief. "'l told you, | thought she was a customer.

A detective?| can't imagine why he might have hired her, if hedid.

When was she killed?"

"Sunday night," he said, and lapsed into sllence again asif deegp in thought.

"Lieutenant,” Sarah said sharply, "stop this gamel

She left here at ten Sunday. When and where was she shot? Why come here now, dayslater?' "Right,”
he said. "Okay, heré's what we've got. Sunday night she ran out of gas on the old East Shastaroad,
about five milesin from three ninety-five. Someone gpproached her car, fired severd shotsinto her
through the window, took everything loose, and then started the car rolling down into alittle ravine, off
theroad, out of sight. Thursday, yesterday morning, some kids took dirt bikes up the old road. Y ou
know, it's pretty steep in places, and rough, good for thrill rides, and they spotted her car and
investigated. And called the sate police.”

He spread hishands. "And here| am.”

"The old road? Why? Why drive over there?'

"Wish we knew. That's one of the things I'm trying to find out. We got her identification through the
license plates, and we traced phone calls, quite afew back and forth between her number and this one.

It'sadarting place.” "Y ou said my father hired her. Why do you think so?

Did you find papersin her thingsto indicate that, or are you guessng?'

He nodded, and a suggestion of agrin passed over hisface and vanished swiftly. "Just aguess. Her
office and her apartment were both cleaned out. Whoever shot her took her keys." He shrugged. "
don't have a search warrant or anything, but could | have alook at his papers? Maybe therelll be aclue
about why he needed adetective.”

"If hedid," Sarah snapped. "And you know you can't."



"Right. Who dsewas at that dinner?' Shetold him, and he asked if he could speak with Virgil and
Winnie. "I'll seeif | canfind them," she said. When she sood up, he did, too, and she understood that he
would stay with her, not give her achanceto say anything to the children first. Doing hisjob, shetold
hersdf, and led the way into the house and the intercom unit in the office. She rang the tropical dome and
passed amessage for Virgil to come up to the house, and then went to the stairsto get Winnie. When
the lieutenant started up with her, she hesitated, then called her daughter.

"Winnie, will you come down, please?' There was amuffled answer. Sarah looked at the lieutenant and
for amoment she thought she detected atrace of understanding, appreciation, sympathy, something that
waswarm and cordidl; it vanished and he glanced around. "Living room agood placeto tak?' he asked.

"Yes. In here" She had been afraid he would suggest going out to the veranda; none of them had been
out there al week. The pool looked scorching hot in the sunlight, bare, empty, agaping black pit. They
couldn't bring themselvesto fill it with water, restock it, pretend nothing had happened; neither could
they bring themsalvesto fill it with dirt, smooth it out, and pretend nothing had happened that way.

He examined thelarge living room with interest while they waited silently. Thiswasthe biggest roomin
the house, with three outside walls and wide windows on al three sdes. The fourth sde had amassive
replace flanked by bookcases that stretched from floor to celling, with booksin untidy disarray. Twin
arches at the ends of the bookcases opened to the wide hdl that aso was the length of the house. The
furniture in thisroom was grouped in three separate sections, asofaand chairsdrawn in asemicircle at
the fireplace were the only pieces that showed wear. The sofawas covered in degp maroon plush, the
chairs, o plush, were bright green, and it should have been discordant, but it wasn't.

Another group of chairs had old rose-colored damask covers and looked very uncomfortable; no one
ever used them. Thethird arrangement of chairswas amost sun-room informd, with flowered chintz
covers, very bright and gay-Sarah redlized that she had been examining the room asif with new eyes,
seeing it ashe must be seeing it. It had been along time since she had actudly looked at the room; it
samply wasthere.

Then the children camein together.

Sarah introduced Virgil and Winnie, and then sat down and let Lieutenant Fernandez ask his questions.
She had steered them dl to the front end of the room with the flowered chairs. Normally it was very
bright in here-the sun would be hot at this Side of the house but it was amost dim this afternoon. On
Monday she had closed the drapes and they had not been opened since.

Not only did they not want to go out to the veranda; they didn't want to look at it or any of the ponds.
When the lieutenant shook hands with both children, again she thought she detected sympathy, and she
felt grateful for it. Winni€'s eyes were red and puffy from weeping. She couldn't seem to control her tears
that flowed off and on throughout the day. Virgil's eyes were reddened, and he had become withdrawn
and slent.

As Fernandez questioned them, told them what he had already told Sarah, and they answered his
questions, sheredlized that they were lying, both of them.

When he told them that Fran Donatio had been a detective, something in Virgil's posture, the way
Winnie opened her eyesin surprise, told Sarah more clearly than words that they aready knew that.



"She came about five," Winnie said in response to hisquestion. "I didn't pay much attention. They went
into Grandpas officeand | didn't see her again until dinner.”

"Y ou thought she was here to buy fish, or plants or something?' he asked. "On Sunday?'
"Isit any stranger to have abuyer out here than to have a detective on Sunday?' Sarah asked sharply.
The lieutenant inclined his head fractionally. "Good point.” Then he turned back to Winnie and waited.

Winnie shrugged. "When he had open house for dedlers or the public, it was always on Sunday. | didn't
giveit athought.”

"Did any of you touch her car? We want to diminate fingerprintsif we can,” he added, dmost kindly.
Virgil giffened, hesitated, then he said, "Yesh, | did.

| parked it out of the sun and then brought it back around for her when she was ready to leave.”
"Did you notice the gas gauge?'

"No.

"Was anything in the car? Suitcase? Papers, anything?”'

"A map. On the passenger seat. She brought a briefcase in when she got here. | might have glanced in
the back, but | didn't see anything that | remember.” Virgil said he had not paid any attention to the map.

All he could say wasthat it was folded with roads showing.

"Did you stay here after Fran Donatio left on Sunday night?' Fernandez asked, glancing at Sarah first.
"l went straight to bed.”

He nodded and turned to Winnie. "Ms. Drexler?' "I took awalk, here, around the grounds,” she said.

Virgil said, "1 went out in the truck. I went downtown and hung out awhile, until Dacey's closed at
deven.

"Thenwhat?' Fernandez asked. "Y ou don't usudly driveinto town, do you? It'sonly haf amile, | think."

"I drove around alittle and then | came home and went to bed,” Virgil said sullenly. "Why? Y ou think |
might have followed her and shot her?”

"Do you haveagun?' "Everybody out here hasguns” Virgil said.
"Could | seeyours? Arethey in there?' He nodded toward a gun cabinet across the room.

"Yeah." Virgil waked over to the cabinet and unlocked it and opened the door. There were two rifles
and a shotgun. Onerifle and the shotgun had been used a couple of weeks ago, Virgil sad, asthe



lieutenant examined them. Virgil and one of the guys had gone out to try to scare off coyotes, keep them
away from the pools. Sarah remembered learning to shoot with the old Winchester rifle ill in the cabinet.

"Anyone else have akey to the cabinet?' Fernandez asked.

"Grandpadid.”

"Y ou have atruck, and the judge and your sister have their own cars.

How about your grandfather? Did he have acar? Was he dtill driving?'

"Lieutenant!" Sarah sngpped. "What are you getting a? My father was eighty yearsold!"

"Just filling in blanks" he said, his expression as bland astapioca.

"Getting acomplete picture. Did he drive?!

Virgil glanced at his mother, then said, 'Y eah, when he wanted to.

Usudly | drove him. But he could drive okay. We have acar and atruck.

Y ou think he followed her out and shot her? Man, you'reloco!™ "Probably,” the lieutenant said. Then,
placatingly, he added, "What we think happened was that she ran out of gas and stopped to wait for
daylight before walking on over to three ninety-five. Maybe she thought there was a gas station closer
that way than going down one thirty-nine to Susanville. Most likely someone happened to comein from
three ninety-five and found her, maybe dready adeep, and saw the chance for an easy robbery, first her
in the car, and then her office and her house,

That'sthe most likely scenario, but we havetofill in asmuch aswe can.” "That night,” Sarah said dowly,
"at dinner on Sunday night, we talked alittle about Ghost Lake. It's on that road. Maybe she smply
wanted to have alook at it."

"Maybe s0," he said. "First suggestion of areason I've heard yet."

He stood up.

"Lieutenant,” Sarah said then, "you didn't mention what kind of gun was used.”

He nodded. "I know | didn't. Well send someone around to get your fingerprints,” he said to Virgil.

"Y ou know, to eiminate them, see what we have left. Now, if | could have afew words with your
housekeeper?

I'm afraid you'll haveto tell her to answer some questions.

Shewasn't willing to tell me anything, not even that you were visiting," he said to Sarah, with asuggestion
of agrin softening hisface. Before following her out, though, he glanced at Virgil again, and asked, "Y ou
know what time you actudly got home Sunday night.

See anyone while you were driving around?’



"About twelve probably, and | didn't see anyone, not to notice. | drove down one thirty-nine toward
Eagle Lakefor awhile and then came back.”

"Pretty night for adrive," Lieutenant Fernandez said.
"Big full moonand dl. Thanks."

After leaving the lieutenant in the kitchen with Rosa, who was clearly hostile, Sarah returned to theliving
room arch. Virgil and Winnie were by the front windowstaking in low voices.

"When he'sgone, | want to talk to both of you," Sarah said in an equaly low voice. They both |ooked
irredeemably guilty.

She did not pause, but turned quickly and walked to the first of the two offices. Thiswas the one her
father had used for his persond affairs; the other, larger one, that used to be a den or family room or
something, he had maintained for the business of the gardens. She had not been in elther on thistrip, until
today when she had entered this one to use the intercom. Now she closed the door and stood with her
back againg it for aminute, dmost seeing him in the great high-backed swivd chair that he had liked for
aslong as she could remember.

When shewas very smdl, he had given her ridesin his chair, spinning it around and around until shewas
dizzy.

The room was crowded with adesk, hisbig chair, afiling cabinet and two straight wooden chairswith a
smdll table between them. The intercom and a tel ephone were on the desk, aswere afew papersand a

megazine.

She glanced through the papers. a Bureau of Land Management bulletin, aletter asking for money for an
environmenta cause, apostcard from Amarillo sgned with an illegible name. Shelooked through the
desk drawers, and it was the same-nothing. There was no Donatio in the file cabinet, no Fran, no
detective nothing. She found severd thick files that appeared to hold every letter she had ever sent
home, every postcard, every scrap. And he had kept afile for Winnie, another for Virgil. He had been
so methodical, so practicd, so retentive. He would have kept everything to do with a detective. But if
not here among his persona papers, it had to have been something about the business, she decided, and
was taken aback by the surge of relief that passed through her.

She left the office and went down the hallway to the large business office that was cluttered with two
desks, atypewriter, acomputer, atelevison, severd file cabinets, atable piled high with pamphlets,
catalogs, advertisements for various pond-keeping supplies... Again she found nothing to do with Fran
Donatio, but she had to admit, her search in here had been rudimentary at best. There was too much to
search through, dl business,

She noted with dread the amount of correspondence that was accumulating.

Carloswas opening mail every day, separating orders from checks from invoices, but beyond stacking
things he was|eaving it done for someone elseto dedl with. And her father's attorney had said they
shouldn't do anything with any of it until he sent out an accountant next week.

There had to be something about Fran Donatio, shetold hersdf uneasily, anote, amemo, a phone
number, something. She glanced at the outside door and tried it and, of course, it opened. Nothing was



ever locked in this house. Anyone could have walked in, taken away papers, checks, anything.
She | eft the office, and returned to thewide main hall and the stairsto the bedrooms. Sowly she went up.

When she opened her father's bedroom door, she felt such a mixture of resolution and guilt for prying
that for aminute she wavered.

Everything was negat in here; there were two pictures of her mother, one as ayoung woman, hisbride,
one taken when she was abot fifty.

Even Sarah could see how strong the resemblance was between her and her mother. There were two
pictures of Sarah, asachild of three or four, and when she graduated from law school, already married,
aready amother. There were pictures of Winnie and Virgil. Sheforced hersdf to stop studying the
pictures, and began to look through the drawers of his bedside table, hisbureau, the closet. Therewasa
television but no books in the room. A few years ago her father had complained about his eyes,
cataracts forming, and he had not done anything about them. Next year, he had said whenever she
asked. The teevison schedule had programs circled for the month of June.

Sarah's eyes were burning as she backed out of the room, paused in the doorway, and then pulled the
door closed softly.

Virgil was sitting on the bottom step when she went down, and Winniewas at the long hall table that
held a basket of cards and |etters of condolence. "He's gone out, back to the sheds," Virgil said.

"Let'sgototheliving room," Sarah said.

Virgil stood up and walked ahead of her, his shoulders dumped, his handsin the pockets of his cut-offs,
eyes downcagt. Winnietrailed behind them.

"Y ou both knew that woman was a detective, didn't you?' Sarah demanded as soon asthey were
together.

"Didn't you?'

Virgil glanced at his sister and Sarah snapped, "No more evasions.
No sgnds. Just tell me!” "Yeah, we knew," Virgil sad.

"What was she doing?'

"I don't know," Virgil said quickly. "Honest to God, Mother, | don't know.” "Me neither,” Winniesaid. "I
overheard Grandpa on the phone telling her to bring everything she had found.

Hedidn't say any morethan that."
Again, Sarah thought, watching her daughter. Wearily she said, "Just tell mewhat he said, dl of it."
Thistime Winnie cast ahasty look at her brother, but then she told therest. "He said if she had enough

to convince her, it was probably enough because thisisn't acourt of law. He said to bring everything she
had and we'd give her some supper.”



Court of law? Sarah could fed adistant throbbing in her temples, atremor of pain raced behind one eye,
subsided, then raced again. Thiswas how her infrequent headaches dways sarted, asif somethingin
there was revving up, testing the system. She walked to the fireplace, back to the chair where Virgil
douched, to atable where she touched a deep red water lily in acrystal bowl of water. With her back to
them, she said, "1 don't know what your grandfather was having investigated, and | have to believe you
don't either. But | want to tell something about investigations, about how the police operate, how the
systemworks." Now she faced them. Winnie was listening intently, with maybe alittle fear; Virgil was
studying hisfoot in arubber thong.

"That police officer isexperienced,” Sarah said. "He'sdone alot of interrogations, watched alot of
people answer questions, evade questions, lie. I've seen witnessesliein court, and when | wasin
practice, and you know they're lying, just not dways about what. And once you accept that they're lying,
you haveto treat everything with suspicion. Everyone lies about some thing, sooner or later, but whenit's
amatter of the law, and you know someone'slying, or has lied, what other course can you follow except
to be suspicious of everything?' "I didn't lie about anything except that!" Winnie said Htiffly.

"And it doesn't make any difference. | il don't know why she was here."

Sarah nodded. "1 believe you, but what the lieutenant believesis anyone's guess." She looked at Virgil.
"How did you learn about her?' He told about hearing his grandfather ask the insurance agent for a
detective, and then the phone bill with her number, about diding it.

Hetold it in aswift monotone and didn't look up at his mother.

Something ese, she thought. Therewas till something dse.

"And what about papers? Did you see documents of any kind?*

"No. | told you. She had a briefcase, closed. They went to his office and shut the door. She had her
briefcase when sheléft. | don't know if she gave him anything. How could 17"

"I looked in both officesand in Dad's bedroom,” Sarah said. "There aren't any papers. No notes.
Nothing. Not even her name in his memo book."

Virgil shrugged, but Winnie jumped up; she looked very frightened.

"Someone camein and stole them!™

"Maybe," Sarah said. Wasit the idea of someone entering, stedling that frightened Winnie so much? But
the house had swarmed with outsiders every day this past week; they had come in groups, aone, had
stood and talked in low voices, patted her shoulder until she felt bruised, wandered about. Too many
people, too many opportunitiesto enter either office, both of them, go upstairs.

She returned to the fireplace and gazed at a scattering of ashes.

"Maybe he got rid of them himsdlf."

She turned to the archway to the hal then when she heard Uncle Peter's voice, and Sarted to walk
toward the front "' Sarah, are you here? | want to talk to you!"



He had come into the house, followed closely by his son Michad!.

They saw Sarah and came into the living room. " Sarah, my God, there are detectives here asking
questiond”

"I know," shesaid quietly.

"They were here.”

"What are they after? For God's sake, what is going on?"'

"Takeit easy, Dad," Michad said. "Sit down." Hewastdl, like hisfather, as Sarah's father had been,
but there were no visible tracesin him of academia. He was muscular from regular workouts, from
bicycling, from running; he wastaking care of hisbody. His hair was sand-colored, and he had the light
blue Kdlerman eyes, and he was deeply tanned.

Uncle Peter looked old and frail and even ill next to his son.

But there was nothing old or frail about hisvoicethen asheyelled, "Like hell I'll take it easy! Sarah,
answer met What are they after?’

"I don't know," she said, more harshly than she had intended.

"What have these kids been up to? Y ou, Virgil, what have you been up to?'
"Nothing," Virgil said, dmost as sharply as Sarah.

"The gardens here. Some hanky-panky with the bookkeeping? Something like that?"
"Jesud" Virgil yelled. "l said | don't know. There's nothing wrong with the books!”

"He didn't tell me anything about a detective. He awaystold me everything, but he didn't say aword!
That meansit hasto do with family, or he would have told me. Not aword."

"Uncle Peter, please sit down. Apparently he didn't say aword to anyone. This has nothing to do with
youl.

Please, calm yoursdlf. Why are you S0 upset?”

Hedid sit down, so hard and so abruptly it was dmost acollapse.

"He should havetold meif there wastrouble. We aways talked things out.
He should have told me what it was."

"Why is he so bothered?' Sarah demanded of Michael then.

Michael sat down aso and rubbed his eyes. "It'sthe name.



Kdlerman.
Y ou know, no scanda, no rumors, no talk."

"Yes, exactly," hisfather said in an acid tone. "There have been Kellermans here since there was a here.
And never aword. Never needed a private detective before.

And now. At thistime. Michadl's appointment coming up. Any scandal, and you know how that goes.
We haveto know what he wasinvestigating.”

"Not just my gppointment,” Michael said quietly.
"They're naming achair for Dad over at Hayward.

Fully funded for avisiting big name in biochemistry to come lecture one semester ayear. Hewas going
to announceit last Monday at dinner. We even had champagne for atoast. That's why Bernice came,
that and the reunion, | mean.”

Now Sarah remembered that Bernice and the children, had been around earlier in the week, Bernice
pale and very helpful about food, about the endless stream of guests, of mourners, but most of al
concerned that her children should not be traumatized by death. The week had taken on some weird
aspects of astrange socid event; Bernice had taken the children home immediately after the funeral.

"Uncle Peter, that'swonderful newd" Sarah said.
"I'm so happy for you!"

He scowled. "L et'swait and seeif anything changes," he muttered, and then he heaved himsdf upright
again, and began to pace the room.

"That crazy old fool," he said, "what in God's name did he think he was doing?"

Sarah and Michael exchanged alook. They had played together as children, had been around each
other for vacations, for family outingsal their lives. She remembered walking a hisside, heading for his
house, complaining that her father wasin asnit, better to stay out for awhile. And timeswhen it had
been hisfather carrying on. Heraised his eyebrow now and shrugged dightly.

Uncle Peter had aways seemed to think that his brother Ralph was abit smple, that he had spent hislife
in the woods because he was not equipped for real business, or academia, or research, or anything in
the cregtive arts. For aslong as Sarah could remember Uncle Peter had always been around to tell her
father how to do things, when to do things, what things meant. And her father had indulged him, that was
the only word for it; he had indulged him and then had gone on to do exactly what he had planned from
the start. He had treated hislittle brother asif the only family derangement existed in the one who had
chosen to spend hislifein musty classrooms with hordes of young people who would rather have been
out throwing Frisbees, or fishing, or fucking. He had said this more than once, and each time, it had been
enough to send Uncle Peter away, hislips pursed, adeep frown on hisface.

While Sarah's thoughts roamed, Michael had gotten up and had goneto hisfather to take hisarm.

"Dad, Sarah's had quite enough without this. Let'sgo."



"All right, dl right, don't manhandle me," hisfather sngpped.

"Sarah, if you or the kids find any papers or notes or anything that tells you what he was doing, cal me,
Y ou haveto let me know what it was, if the family isinvolved. Y ou hear me? Do you promise?" " Of
course not,” Sarah said, and suddenly shefdt her anger blazing.

Her father had indulged him, but she would not; there was no reason for tient with thisimperious old
man. "I'll use my discretion, if | learn anything. If he had wanted you to know, he would have told you."

"God damnit! | havearight-"

"Y ou have no right to come here and give us orders, and you know it!"
"Dad, comeon." Michad started pulling on hisarm.

"| told you not to do that!" hisfather yelled. "God damniit!

Don't do that!"

Suddenly Winnie jumped up from the chair where she had dl but cowered before, and sheran out, up
the Sairs, weeping again.

Sarah hurried across the room and went to the front door, jerked the screen door open, and she saw
Lieutenant Fernandez leaning againgt a post on the porch. He wiggled hisfingersin greeting.

"Didn't want to interrupt alittle family gathering,” he said.

She dammed the door. When she glanced back at her uncle, lie looked drained and ashamed. Michadl
strode out past her with amuttered, " Sorry, Sarah. My God, I'm sorry.” Uncle Peter followed silently.
Hedid Pot look at her.

Fernandez waited until Uncle Peter and Michael were crossing the driveway on their way home before
he beckoned awoman to join him. She looked too young to bein auniform. " Shelll get your son's prints
now, if he'saround.”

"Y ou know he'saround,” Sarah said.

"Y es. Sergeant Boyar, Judge Drexler. Y oull find the young man in the living room, | think."

Heleaned againgt the post again, gazing after her uncle and Michadl.

"They dwayswak over?'

"Yes It'snot far."

"I know. Srpal townslikethisare funny, aren't they?

| mean, you've got al this open space, no onein sight, no building, nothing but mountains and trees, and
yet it's claustrophobic.



Everyonesclose by dl thetime. For ingance, | heard that your son left in the truck and stayed out all
one day, Wednesday, | think it was.

And ok off in her car and was gone al day your daughter to Tuesday. Dr. Kellerman was gone al day
Monday, buying tomato plantsin Susanville, he says.

And hisson was gone dl day meeting hiswife and kidsin Reno.”

Helooked a her musingly. "Everyonein your family had a chance to run over to Sacramento and go
through Donatio's apartment and office.”

"That'sinsane. It'sthree hundred miles!"
"Twothirty," hesaid mildly.
"And not everyone," Sarah snapped. "'l was here every minute.” "1 know," he said. "1 know."

The sergeant came out and nodded to him. "WEell be on our way now," Fernandez said. But he paused
and looked at her. "The old man has quite atemper, doesn't he?"

Sarah did not respond.
"Y ou handled him, though. Bet you're good in court.

Know what your voice reminded me of when you put him down?' He didn't wait for any response this
time

"l ce cracking and breaking. It'samemorable thing to hear, ice breaking up on alake. Y ou don't forget
how it sounds. Be seeing you, Judge.”

ax WHEN SARAH REENTERED the living room she yanked the drapes open.

If there were going to be eavesdroppers, at least let them be visible, shetold hersdlf, and then she
paused, gazing at the black hole of the empty pool. The plastic would be ruined exposed to the sunlight;
it would not take long at thistime of year. Sheleft the living room, stalked through the hdll, through the
dining room and on to the kitchen, where she knew shewould find Carlos. It was after five, quitting time.
One day last week Rosa had asked if Sarah would want her to stay on.

"Rosal Please, don't leave. Not now."

"No, no. Only if you want meto," Rosa had said.

She had been weeping that day.

"Everything should stay exactly the way it was," Sarah had said.

"The gardens have to continue, we need you in the house."



"Not the same,” Rosasaid firmly. "Y ou and the children should be together for supper, not out herelike
we dwaysdid. Carloswill comein and eat with me, and you and the children in the dining room, bea
family or alittlewhile. Y ou havethingsto talk about.”

Sarah'sfather and Virgil had eaten in the kitchen with Rosa and Carlos every day unlessthere was
company. Her father had wanted it that way.

When hefirst introduced her to Rosa, he had smply said, "My daughter Sarah," and Rosahad called her
that ever since, and she had called him Mr. Ralph.

Now Sarah found Rosaand Carlos at the big oak table in the kitchen; he was drinking a beer, she had
coffee. "Carlos, if you have aminute, I'd liketo talk to you," Sarah said, passing them to go to the
cabinet for aglass, then to the refrigerator for ice cubes. She poured coffee over theice and took it to
the table and sat down. Rosalooked at her glass with disapprova; she thought Sarah ruined perfectly
good coffee that way, and she knew her coffee was the best to he had in the whole county.

She had told Sarah thisthefirst time she fixed hersdlf iced coffee.

In hiswill Ralph Kellerman had named Carlos as one of his beneficiaries, leaving him ten percent of the
business, Sarah and her children thirty percent each. After amoment of thought, Sarah had understood
precisely why.

There wouldn't have been a business without Carlos as manager. He had known, Carlos admitted to
her, the day the attorney revedled this.

He had tried to talk Mr. Ralph out of it, not right to give property to people not family, he had said, but
thereit was. No one knew how much money there would be, or if there would be any, not until the
accountant did hiswork, but Ralph Kédlerman had shared what he had.

Sarah stirred her coffee, helping it chill faster, and watched theice cubes racing around and around. "We
have to fill the pool," she said, and looked up at Carlos.

He nodded. "Y es. He would be unhappy to see it now. | helped him dig it.

Did you know? Thefirst time | worked for him was when he hired me to help with that pool, but he dug
like aprairie dog right there with me.

That waswhen | met Mr. Ral ph, when we dug that pool. From that day to this, that pool never was
drained.”

"I know. | think you and Virgil should fill it, restoreit. Did you save thefish?"

He nodded. "They arein aholding tank, aso very unhappy. That isthe only home most of them have
known. They want to go back home."

Some of the koi had been there for twenty years.

Sarah sipped the coffeg; it was ddliciousiced. Then shesaid, "1 think you should be the oneto talk to
Virgil about it, ask him to help you restore everything.”



"Yes" hesad. "That isright." He reached over and patted her arm.
"Virgil will bedl right, Sarah. | tell you this. | know he'sagood boy.” "Yes™ shesad. "l know it, t00."
Shetook adeep p. "'l won't keep you. Thanks, Carlos. breath and stood u I'll leaveit in your hands."

She wandered out the back door and saw Virgil and ayoung woman with along black ponytail standing
together near the driveway. She was holding abicycle; they were talking with their heads lowered, not
looking ok her head violently, at each other. The woman shaking the long hair swish back and forth; she
jerked in ycle around and got on, amost upsetting it in her her big haste, and then sped off down the
driveway, leaving Virgil with his hands clenched, looking after her.

He two toward the house, saw Sarah, and took a step or turned and walked back to the tropical dome.
Was his problem that smple, she wondered, girl trouble?"God," she breathed, "pleaselet it be 0."

She went back insde the house and eyed the dairs, hesitated, then started up. Winnie, she thought. Next
on her lig.

Updtairs, she tapped on her daughter's door, waited for the invitation to enter, and opened the door.
Thiswas Virgil'sroom, which he had given over to hissgter for her vigt; it wasfull of boy things-posters
of sportsfiguresin action-Sarah could not identify any of them.

A large poster of rocks and minerals-feldspar, niica, chalcedony... Album covers taped to the wall-Pink
Floyd, Prince, The Grateful Dead... With agtart she realized these were dl relics from his childhood, his
preteens teen years. Blaine had given him the sports poster; they had attended a rockhound show and
purchased the rock poster when he was twelve. One shelf of abookcase held models he had made-the
Enterprise, afuturistic racing car, arobot... All giftsof hisfather. It was asif he wastrying desperately to
hold on to those years, the years before he and Blaine had stopped talking, stopped reaching for each
other, before Blaine had given up on him. Blaine had tried so hard to direct him into sports, into science,
engineering, law, anything. It waslike pushing sogp bubbles, Blaine had said findly, in defeat. Besdethe
bed was a stand with aCD player, and ashelf of discs, and over it another poster that proclaimed in red
letters: Mapplethorpe Forever! Over the bed was alarge poster of a serene Buddha. Sarah stopped
examining the room that seemed to represent nothing more than a cry of anguish, and looked a Winnie.

She was sitting cross legged on awindow seat with aview of the back property, greenhouses, the
tropical dome, and beyond them, the mountains. She had abook in her hand, her finger ostentatiously on
alineof print, asif she could afford very little interruption. Sarah crossed to her and gently removed the
book from her hand, placed it on the bed, and then sat on the foot of the bed within reach of her
daughter.

"Virgil and Carlos are going to restore the pool,” she said. "And | think you should get on with the
photographs for the catalog. Can you manage that?"

Winnie nodded. "if you think | should. It will be good to get back to work. I'm not used to so much
leisure.” She attempted asmilethat came off very badly.

"Areyou going to tell me about it?" Sarah asked in the same tone as before.

"What?' Winnie asked, much too quickly. "Tdl you what?"



"V ;batever it isthat you haven't brought up yet. If | knew what, | wouldn't be asking, would 17"

Winnie stared at her, then lowered her gaze to her hands, and finally back to the scene out the window.
"I don't have anything to tell you," she muttered.

"Virgil knowswhatever it is, doesn't he? And were you planning to tell your grandfather? Why not me?"

Winnie shrugged. "'l was going to tell everyone. It's not the sort of thing that stays a secret, but not just

"You're pregnant?’ Her fatigue, the palor, her nausea, the way she looked at her food... Sarah didn't
need an answer to her question.

She got up and kndlt on the floor at the side of her daughter and took her hands.

"Winnie, you're my child, my only daughter, and | love you very much.

Whatever you do now, please, know this, | love you very much, and I'll be there."

Winnie twisted on the window seat and abruptly launched hersdlf into Sarah'sarms, weeping violently.

Sarah held her and comforted her, and remembered the last time she and Blaine had discussed their
daughter. She had voiced her suspicions, and he had raged, and denied them. "She just hasn't met the
right guy yet," he had ydled that night. "Mr. Right hasn't come aong, that's dl. When he does, welll hear
about him, shelll bring him around. My God, Sarah, you're talking about your daughter, my daughter. An
affair with - amarried man? Good God, what next? Ask her. If that's what you think, why don't you ask
her?' She would have asked that spring, but he had gone skiing in April, and it hadn't seemed to matter
any longer if Winnie was happy, not happy, having an affair... None of it had mattered.

She stroked Winnie'sfrizzy hair that |ooked wiry but was as soft as baby hair; she stroked her back and
held her close until her sobs eased, her body stopped its convulsive shuddering.

"Want to talk about it now?" Sarah asked findly.
Winnie drew away and went to the adjoining bathroom and washed her face.

She came back holding awashcloth to her eyes. "Back in March Virgil called and said he and Grandpa

had this schemefor franchising pools, and did | want the job putting the catalog and video together. Did
1?

Jeez, | was down to nickels and pennies and wondering if | could afford a cup of coffee.

Businessisredly dow, you know?" Sarah nodded, waiting; they both knew thiswasn't what Winnie
should be talking about, but Winnie pressed on, not really asking for comment. "So | came over and we
talked it out, and | took some pictures. That'swhen | got the stuff | used for the cover proposal. And |
made up cost estimates, and looked at other catalogs, researched everything | could think of. Grandpa
was as enthusiasm about it dl as Virgil wasthen. But when | came back everything was different.
Grandpawas... funny. He didn't have timeto talk to me, or want to talk to me, and | felt it was only fair
to tdl him that he could fire me and get someone eseif hethought I might hurt his business™



Sarah fdt that somehow they had suddenly jumped tracks. She held up her hand. "Back up. What might
hurt his business, how?'

Winnie kept moving around the room, holding the washcl oth first on one eye then the other, forcing
Sarah to twist and turn to keep her in view.

In exasperation Sarah reached out for her wrist and pulled her back to the window segt. She took the
washcloth from Winnieshand. "Tell metherest,” she said, "and please St down before my head fals
off."

Winnie perched and let her hands drop between her knees. "I probably will be arrested, and my name
will bein the papers, and you know how they like to find family connections. Kellerman is sure to come
up. | thought it was only fair to warn him." "Arrested for what?' Sarah demanded.

Winnie looked up in surprise, asif she thought she had dready explained this part. "The demonstration.
For the summer solstice. Y ou know- Andi, that's short for Andrea, she's gay, and most of our friends
are, and it's hell on them, and we're demonstrating. There's sure to be some arrests. Civil disobedience,
or something.”

"Oh my God," Sarah whispered. Suddenly she thought of Uncle Peter, and she made awry face. "You,
| suppose, fed you haveto be part of it," she said, not a question, not questioning at al that Winnie
would fed that.

"Sure" Winniesad. "Y ou would, too, in my place.

Sarah wasn't that certain. She was grateful that there had been no need to test her in such away. She
stood up, and studied her daughter for amoment. "Y ou were going to tell Dad, but not me?'

"l wasgoingto tel you," Winnie cried. "First him, though, because of the job, and "Who isthefather,
Winnie? Does he know?"

"He knows," she muttered, and sat down on the be d.

"Hewantsit aborted, but it's getting too late aready, and | wouldn't anyway. | want the baby. | really
want the baby, Mother.”

Sarah nodded. "Who is he?'

Winnie jumped up and began to pacein quick furious strides.
"Jackson Wilkes," she whispered, after another minute.
Sarah stared a her. "Thefootball player?!

"Wes"

"But | thought hewasinjail."



"Heis, but he wasn't three months ago."

"Y ou've been seeing him for the past three years?'

Winnie looked surprised. "Yes. At first he was going to get divorced, you know that story. But |
believed him. Then, hewasin trouble, and hiswife walked out, and it seemed asif no one was going to
gtand by him, so... Anyway, herewe are.”

"Yes, here we are. He's aracketeer, Winnie. Y ou do know that, don't you?'

"l do now. That's another one of thosethings | didn't believe. But none of that has anything to do with
me, or the baby."

Sarah started to walk to the door, dazed and numbed, and Winnie rushed after her.
"Mother, I'm sorry. | didn't know how you'd handleit.”

| was afraid you'd be hurt, and angry, and give lectures, and talk about a counselor or something.
Maybe even abortion. | just didn't know.

When | thought of you and Dad, how you were with him, | just didn't know how you'd takeit.”
"What do you mean? How was | with your father?"
"Nothing. Y ou were such a perfect wife, you know.

Super wife, super mom," she said with acrooked grin rapidly. "Not just that. Y ou never got mad at that
faded zz off, or crossed himin any way.

him, or told him to but out And then, after Dad died, and | came homefor afew days, | redly wanted to
talk about things, you know, but you were like aghogt, only half here, half gone. It was too spooky.
Like hedied and took part of you with him.

| don't know," she cried helplesdy. "Anyway, now it'sout and I'm glad.

No more pretending anything.”

Sarah had reached for the doorknob, but now she drew back and faced her daughter. "Not yet, Winnie.
Aslong asthe police are ftill coming around and asking questions, not aword of thisto anyone.”

"What's that got to do with me?"

"Nothing, and | want to keep it that way. I'll haveto tell Uncle Peter, prepare him, and I'll tell him to
keep away from you dtogether.

Hewon't say anything about this, of course, to anyone else. But he hasto betold, just in case it gets
spread in the papers at acrucid timefor him. It's quite agtory, isn't it? Pregnant by racketeer, in agay
rights demonstration, arrested for civil disobedience. The papers Will loveit.”

"They won't make the connection to him," Winnie protested. "He's hardly even ardative, agreat uncle?



And adifferent name even. I'm aDrexler, even if he does seem to overlook that.”

"I'll point that out to him," Sarah said dryly. Shewas gill holding the washcloth; she put it into her
daughter's hand and | eft her.

She went to her room, the same room she had used on her visits home through the years, but aroom
never redly lived in, asdevoid of individudity asamote room. It was comfortable, with twin beds,
enough furniture, agood closet, and an adjoining bath; that was al she could say about it, and after
leaving it, she would have had difficulty describing the contents.

Now she pondered: Would the news of Winni€s child, her arrest, if she managed to get arrested, and
she probably would, reach Pendleton, Oregon? Fifty-fifty, she thought, but Dirk Walters would know.
Dirk had sent atelegram of condolence; he would call the week after next, it had also said, and she had
put him out of mind, put his proposal out of mind. Now it came swimming back to the surface and she
regarded it for amoment and said, "Not yet," asif the thought were an entity in itsown right, and,
obedient for thetime being, it would dink back into some dim recess and try again later.

What she had to think about now was the mystery of what her father had hired a detective to do.
According to Virgil he had got her name from hisinsurance agent, and had called her in April. But he
wouldn't have hired anyone by phone, not for aconfidentia investigation.

They must have met. Not a the house, or Rosa, Virgil, someone would have mentioned it. Shewould
ask Rosaif he had gone to Susanville back in April. It could be, she continued, that there redlly weren't
any papers, that her report had been verbal only; she shook her head.

Her father would have ins sted on some documentation of whatever he was &fter. If Fran Donatio had
shown him reports, anything, it could be that she had taken them away again, and there never had been
any papersin the house. But if there were reports, papers, someone had those papers now.

Sarah had been pacing the nondescript room abstractedly as she thought, and findly she sat downin an
uncomfortable chair. Suppose, shetold hersdlf, Lieutenant Fernandez's scenario wasright, and someone
had driven in from 395 and killed Fran Donatio and robbed her, had burglarized her office and home.
Whoever that was now knew what Fran Donatio had been working on.

Her experience asatria attorney, following Blaine's casesfirgt as a prosecuting attorney and then asa
judge, aswell as her own court cases, dl convinced her that innocent people seldom were found guilty
and sentenced to prison. Also, she knew that nearly everyone lied about something during interrogations,
they al had thingsthey did not want found out, and they worked hard at concealing them. Usudly, if
caught in the lies, they excused themsalves with the explanation that whatever it was had nothing to do
with the case at hand.

And, usudly, they wereright.

She had to abandon her thoughts then because dinner was ready. She went down to join her childrenin
the dining room. Virgil had lost some of his sullenness, and Winnie actudly ate her food. Rosanodded at
Sarah with approvad, evidently satisfied that she had worked this minor miracle.

Late that night Sarah came back to the line of thought she had been pursuing. Someone had Fran's
papers, that person either had tossed everything not immediately negotiable, or else now had damaging



information about afamily member. She was certain her father would not have hired a detective for
anything except the family, or the gardens.

If it was the gardensthen it had to involve Virgil or Carlos-family, or near enough.

And it had to be bad, or he would have asked directly what someone had been up to. She could imagine
him confronting Virgil: Did you at sixteen sted acar and go joy-riding? And Virgil would have said yes.

Or saying to Carlos: Did you borrow money from the cash box, and Carlos would have said yes or no,
end of matter.

Would he have asked Winnieif she had been having an affair with someone like Jackson Wilkes? Sarah
could not answer that. She didn't know.

She began diminating family: not histwo ssterswho lived in Horida

Neither had come home for the funeral; one wastoo arthritic, and the other didn't travel. She had made
thetrip from East Shastato Florida and had never made another trip. Uncle Peter had three children:
Michadl, Daisy, and Liza. Not Daisy, she thought; they caled her the Domestic Cat, three children at
hand, plumping up with the fourth, Uncle Peter had said. Liza had three ex-husbands, al wanting back in
her bed, from &l accounts. Sarah did not strike her name, neither did she believe her father would have
been concerned with her affairs. And Michagl? Maybe, she decided. Her father had been very fond of
Michad, often tregting him like the son he never had. Michad'swife Bernice?

She shook her head, not believing for a second that her father would have cared about anything that
Bernice had done in the past or might do in the future. Unless Michadl was dso affected by it. But
Michael wasfond of hiswife. Sarah remembered clearly the shock she had felt when Michadl confessed
to her six years earlier that he and Bernice were not exactly lovers any longer, but that he was quite fond
of her.

When she asked if they planned to divorce, he had been shocked. "What for?' he had asked. "She likes
her life; we're comfortable; and the children need a stable home. Neither of us had that, Bernice nor 1,
and we both think it'simportant.” Bernice wastall, agood physica match for Michael, good genetic
meaterid for the children, who were dl tal and fair and very handsome. Did Bernice have alover? Did
Michadl ?If so, any affair was very discreet, and outwardly the younger Kellermans were the idedl
couple, the dl-American family.

Sarah put their domestic arrangements out of mind again, and thought of the list she wastrying to
compose.

Too short, she thought with dismay. Her own two children, Uncle Peter, Michael, maybe hiswife.
Carlos and Rosa?

She kept her own name on the list. He would have cared desperately if anything had come up
concerning her, and, she reminded hersdlf, innocent people seldom were convicted, but they were
frequently accused.

Andfinaly, Blaine. A few weeks ago she would have gtricken hisname ingtantly, but Dirk'swordsran
through her head: "He had help dl the way." And she knew the Blaine he had talked about was a
stranger to her; the Blaine she had known had done it the hard way, aone.



She had to find out what her father had hired the detective to do, find out what she had reported, what
her father had meant when he said this wasn't a court of law. There had to be away to find out.

ON SATURDAY MORNING Carlosand Virgil brought the cart with the rocks down from behind the
greenhouses where Carlos had taken them to be scrubbed, sanitized and preserved. Sarah stood on the
verandawatching.

No' one spoke; Carlosand Virgil worked well together, not needing any instructions or suggestions.
Virgil left again and headed back toward the sheds for ahose. Carlos pulled atarp off the rocks and
then stood il looking UL therocks, the cart, something; findly he cast aglance toward her of misery
and indecision, and then reached down and picked up abig straw hat, one of her father's hats. He
handled it dmost reverently.

Silently he approached her and handed the hat to her.

For amoment she felt only bewilderment, but then understood; when he cleaned up the pool, hauled
away the rocks and plants, he had taken the hat, too. She remembered seeing it that morning, on the
edge of the pool, She cleared her throat and then thanked him, and went back into the house, up the
dairs, and to her father's room, where she put the hat away on a closet shelf.

There was another one up there just like it. She would have to go through the closet, sort the clothes,
give awvay usableitems... Later, she said to hersdlf, and went back to the veranda.

Carlos knew where every rock belonged in the PO, some of them had supported shelvesfor plants that
did not like deegp water; some had held individua heavy tubsto keep the plants at exactly the right
depth. The pump had to be repositioned, the hose reconnected to the waterfall. She watched him and
Virgil for another minute or two, and then saw the burning bush of Winni€s hair, as she leaned over,
adjusting her camera on atripod at amore distant pool. Sarah nodded, and went back through the
house, out the front door, and started to walk toward Uncle Peter's house.

It was alittle more than a hundred feet to the road adong the driveway that curved in such away that the
house was not visible to any passerby. Her father had redone the origina drive to provide alittle privacy.
At the blacktop road, the town of East Shastawas off to her right, haf amile away, and the driveto her
uncl€e's house was about a hundred feet to the left, across the road. She turned toward it, not hurrying,
not at all eager for the scene she expected.

The old Kellerman drive went in for twenty or thirty feet, and then turned to parallel the road into town.
At an early date this had been the road, but the county had come aong and straightened out a crook
here, arise and fall there, and when they were done, the road was thirty feet farther north, and this
section was a private driveway that went only to this one house, past it, and to the far east end of the
town. She waked dowly. Before she reached the house, Michadl appeared, carrying pruning shears.

"Scrub sage everywhere," he complained. "Thisplaceisamess.”
There were pines on both sides, and an understory of sage and rabbit grass. The air smelled astringent.
Thiswasthe land the first Kellerman had bought, where he had built his house more than a hundred

years ago.

It was easy to imagine a horse-drawn wagon wending itsway home, atired doctor nodding at thereins.,



Some years ago Michael had said that if it were not for hisfather, he would never come back to East
Shadta; it was nothing to him, aplace to which he had been dragged repeatedly on summer vacations, a
place that he viewed as no more than a semi-wasteland. He was staying now because he believed his
father needed someone, abit of family, for aweek or so. Sarah understood exactly; they were the
homeless ones, she and Michael, with no sense of place dways caling them back, no sense of belonging
among the ancestors in the hillsde cemetery, where, shefdt certain, she would be treated as an intruder.

"IsUncle Peter here?" she asked as Michad fdl into step beside her.
"l haveto tak to him."
"Y es. HE's out back doing something in the garden, probably trying to revivify histomatoes."

It was afamily joke that every year Uncle Peter planted tomatoes and every year they died before they
produced asingle fruit. He always used to go back and forth so much, here, then over to Hayward,
back here for aweekend. Once he had called from Hayward to ask/order her father to water the
tomatoes for him, and her father had forgotten, had been too busy, or just not interested in tending them.
Actudly herarely had done any of the things Uncle Peter ordered done. He had never argued about
them, but had smply listened with adistant look, and then had forgotten the whole thing, over and over.
Uncle Peter had blamed him for hislack of successwith tomatoes that year. He dways had something
or someone to blame. Sarah remembered the skepticism in Lieutenant Fernandez's voice when he
commented that Uncle Peter had spent the day buying tomatoes, but she could believe that. Not just
tomatoes, but fertilizer, pots, supports, anything innovative that had come dong during the past year,
whatever he thought it would take to make them produce. And he would have shopped every garden
gorein town, picking out the hedthiest plants, the biggest.

They had drawn near the house, atdl, two-story frame house with big rooms and severa fireplaces, and
not quite enough windows. Sarah's grandfather, who had died before she was born, had |eft this
property equally to hisfour children. The two sisters had chosen to sell their sharesto Ralph and Peter
without delay, but for years, twenty or twenty-five, Ralph and Peter had jointly owned the property,
athough no one had actudly lived here. Throughout her childhood this was where Sarah's family had
come for vacation, for time out, for family gatherings, she had played al over this property, had hiddenin
every nook, had climbed many of thetrees. It had been the same with Uncle Peter's family; this had
been their vacation house aso. Then, when her father decided to retire out here, he had sold his shareto
Peter, but only after months of negotiating; Ralph had wanted the old homestead and land, and Peter
had said no, not willing to give up hisretreet, an atitude her father grudgingly had admitted he
understood.

With the proceeds of the sale to Peter, Ralph had bought the gardens site and house there. Thiswas il
more like home than the new house, Sarah thought, gazing at the ungainly structure that was too high and
narrow, with windows too narrow. They had repainted it tan some years ago, but in her mind it was
white, and as soon as she turned her back on it it reverted to white again.

She had come to a stop under apine tree near a brush pile, Michadl's trimmings, which he would not
dare burn. "1 haveto tell you, too," she said reluctantly.

"Maybeit's better to tell you first."

Michael waswearing old scruffy jeans, atattered shirt with both elbows out, and boots; he looked



nothing like a soon-to-be provost, no more than she looked like ajudge, she thought. She looked away
from him, not willing to witness hisreaction.

"Winnieis pregnant. The father is Jackson Wilkes, and, of course, he'sinjail." She drew in abreath and
saidinarush, "But therés more.

She's going to take part in agay rights demongtration next month, which she thinks may result in some
arrests, probably including hers.

If she'sarrested, shélll probably namethe father for abit of added publicity.”

Therewasalong slence.

"Boy, oh boy, oh boy," Michad sad findly. "Isshe gay?'

"No. But many of her friends are, including her business partner.

Jackson Wilkes certainly isn't.” Wilkeswas serving time for throwing games and illegd betting on the
outcome, and other charges al stemming from association with gangsters. A few yearsearlier he had
been indicted for rape and assault; the woman had decided not to testify and the case had been dropped
findly. And Winnie mugt have found him exciting, Sarah thought bitterly. When she faced Michad, he
was gazing & hisfather's house with a deep frown line on hisforehead. The Kellerman frown line, she
thought distaptly. Her father had had it, Uncle Peter had it. Maybe it went with the light blue eyes, the
wide shoulders, broad chest, dl in the samelittle gene package. Her own eyes were more green than
blue, her mother's eyes.

"Hell blow," Michadl said then.

She nodded. "He's not to say aword to her, no orders, no reproaches, no suggestions. Nothing.”
"Right. I'll seetoit. And tell the wind not to blow, and the sun not to shinewhileI'm at it."

"I won't have him harassing her now. She's got enough on her mind.

Evenif | haveto order him to keep off our property. I'm quite serious, Michad, try to make him
understand that." He shrugged.

"Will thishave any effect on you, your appointment?’ she asked then.

He looked blank for amoment. "Why would it? She has nothing to do with me, nor | with her. Sheé'sa
digant rdlative, that'sal. | just fed sorry for thekid. Illegitimate child, single parent, | think the fun ends
with thefirst earache, or cutting the first tooth."

Sarah darted to walk dowly toward the house. "Well, heisn't likely to show any pity, ishe?’ she
murmured.

Michad waswaking with her. "It'sfunny, but he dways had infinite patience with his students, maybe he
usedit al up with them.

He's guided more brilliant young scientists to successful careers than anyone | know, has more big prizes



among his students, even the Nobel, than anyone. Some of them have been gay, pairing up, whatever,
and heignoredit dl, but with hisown family... No, heian't likely to show much pity or understanding.”

"Well, I'll go wander around back. See you later, Michadl."

Uncle Peter had dready watered his tomatoes and was tying one to afour-foot stake, acrue joke
because the plant obvioudy was dying.

The leaves |ooked lifeless, curling at the edges. There was a big garden patch, gone to weeds, with only
one smdll section in use, planted to squash, beans, and tomatoes. The squash and beans were fine; they
awaysdid well with neglect. He was wearing avisor cap pulled low on hisforeheed, hiding hiseyesin
deep shadows. She called out good morning, and hefinished the plant he was working on before he
turned to her.

She stopped afew feet away, and used dmost exactly the same words she had used with Michad, but
Uncle Peter's reaction was instantaneous.

"Get her to apsychiatrist! She'ssick!"

"Sheisn't sick, she's pregnant. And she doesn't need a psychiatrist any more than most of usdo.”

"Y ou'd see her ruin her wholelife rather than admit you've got asick daughter? Are you that ashamed of
her that you can't help her when she needsit? Who's going to support her child? A felon? All right, let
her have abastard! She doesn't have to broadcast it!

Jesus God, isshe proud of hersdlf, isthat it?Isit asking too much for her to show alittle discretion?”

"Uncle Peter, | had to tell you because it may bein the news. | smply wanted to prepare you for that.
I'm not looking for advice."

He began to walk toward the house. "I'll get Wolper.

Hell know a good discreet man, someplace where she can stay awhile.
Therapy, that's what she needs. Maybe it isn't too late to abort.

Wolper will know."

"Stop that! Y ou'll do no such thing!" Sarah ran to block hisway.

"Youwont interferein her lifein any way! Do you understand? | won't have you trying to manage her
life! She'snot achild. And it'snone of your business!”

"It'sfamily business" he sngpped. "That makesit my busness.”
"Uncle Peter, I'm warning you. Stay away from her.
And you're not to discuss her with anyone, doctor or otherwise."

"Youthink I'll just stand by and let that snit of agirl ruin my son'slife? Sarah, you're out of your senses



asmuch assheis.”
"Michad sad it won't make any differenceto his career.”
"Then helied, or he's stupid, and he's not stupid.

Maybe with some people respectability doesn't matter, not to politicians maybe." Theword wasgdl in
his mouth, hisface contorted asif it hurt even to say it.

"But in some circlesit counts, Sarah. And we've always been respectable. Always. Now, why don't you
run dong and let me get on with what | know isimportant.”

"Uncle Peter, don't you do anything until you've had timeto think about this. Y ou're talking about
protecting aname, an abstract, but I'm talking about protecting my child. Don't interferel™

"For God's sake," he muttered and brushed past her, started up the steps.

She turned to watch him and caught a glimpse of Michadl behind the screen; his expresson was
murderous.

He vanished back into the shadows of the house.

Sarah paused long enough to say, "Uncle Peter, if you harass my daughter, I'll advise her tofilea
complaint, and that, by God, will be public knowledge." She did not wait for hisresponse, but walked
away rigid with fury, a him, at hersdlf for losing her temper, a Michad, & Winniefor starting dl this.
She echoed Uncle Peter's furious words: would it be asking too much for her to show alittle discretion?

She walked briskly, and entered the town proper where the old gas station, which had not beenin
sarvice in her memory, hugged one comer and opposite was Dacey's tavern, with a parking lot out of
proportion to the smal building. On weekend nights the lot was dwaysfilled.

Sheturned left and passed the Betancort house, one of the oldest in town, built at the sametime the
Kelerman house had been built. The Betancort yard was meticulous, with shrubs so precisely pruned
they looked like statues, and grass that |ooked painted on; the house was just asrigoroudy maintained.
It was green with yellow shutters. To Sarah's eye it looked like the first daffodils from adistance,
showing color, but not yet open all the way. People said that Mrs. Betancort had married ayoung man
back in the twenties, they had gone off together, but within afew months she had returned home, had
taken up her maiden name, and never mentioned him again.

Thiswasthe nice part of town. Mrs. Betancort had fought against Dacey's and the gas station
strenuoudly, and, some said, had cursed the gas station into bankruptcy. If asked why she hadn't got rid
of Dacey'sthe same way, they cast furtive glances around and muttered something indecipherable.
Sarah'sfather had said it was because the old witch owned the land Dacey's was Situated on and she
made atidy little sum on rent.

Sarah crossed the old Shasta Road, which they called Main Street in town, and turned down the next
Sde street; there were only half a dozen side streets atogether, and the houses on them were modest,
one story for the most part, with human-sized lawns and gardens.

At Rosa and Carlos's house, she hesitated only a second to make certain her fury had disspated, and



then strolled to the front door asif she paid acall on Rosaroutindy., Rosawas clearly surprised to see
her.

She opened the screen door wide and stepped aside. "Are you al right?

Isanything wrong?'

"Nothing, Rosa. | just began to wonder about something while was taking awalk, and decided to
come ask you."

Rosa put her finger to her lips and shook her head dightly, but it wastoo late. From the kitchen came
Mrs. Betancort'sgravelly voice: "A talebearer revealeth secrets, but hethat is of afaithful spirit
concedleth the matter.”

Sarah rolled her eyesin exasperation, and Rosasmiled dightly and shrugged. Mrs. Betancort came into
the living room, leaning on acane.

She was a shriveled woman the color of dry ocher clay, with yelowishstreaked hair pulled back ina
bun. Her hands were so gnarly it seemed incredible she had enough function in them to grasp the cane,
much lessrely on it for balance or support.

She hobbled dowly into the living room, peering at Sarah through ditted eyes.

"l told him. | told him. The Lord would cast him down in the waters like the soldiers of the Pharaoh. It
was my water. The Lord told meto lead my people there and He said, Behold, | will stand before thee
there upon the rock of Horeb; and thou shat smite the rock, and there shall come water out of it, that
the people may drink. But he called and taketh with himself seven other spirits more wicked than himself,
and they enter in and dwell there; and the last state of that man isworse than thefirst. Even so shdl it be
aso until thiswicked generation. And | saw three unclean spiritslike frogs come out of the mouth of the
dragon, and out of the mouth of the beast, and out of the mouth of the false prophet.”

Sarah had taken only afew stepsinto the room; now she began to back up again. "Rosa, | won't stay.
I'll see you up at the house."

"Whose daughter art thou? Tell me, | pray thee: isthere room in thy father's house for usto lodge in?"

Sarah was shaking her head. "Mrs. Betancort, | don't understand what you're saying, what you mean.
I'm sorry | interrupted your vist."

"He brought you back and you cast eyes on him and made him to do your bidding, buy me afine house,
take up thewater. But | tell you yet through the scent of water it will bud, and bring forth boughslike a
plant. But man dieth, and wasteth avay: yea, man giveth up the Ghost, and where is he? Asthe waters
fail from the sea, and the flood decayeth and drieth up: so man lieth down, and riseth not: till the heavens
be no more, they shal not awake, nor be raised out of their deep.”

Suddenly Mrs. Betancort waved her cane before her, asif clearing the air for her passage, and she
began to cross the room, moving much fagter than Sarah would have thought possible. Rosa moved
aside out of her way, and Sarah stepped away from the door to let her pass.

"You're not Rebecca," the old woman mumbled. "I say to you this, how long wilt thou go about, O thou



backdiding daughter?for the Lord hath created anew thing in the earth, awoman shall compass a man.
A woman in pantsis cursed in the eyes of the Lord.”

She had reached the door and Sarah had drawn back against the wall in order not to touch her as she
passed.

The old woman laughed. "And | say to you this, now the waterswill dry up and | shall smite the rock
with the rod and the waters will come forth that my people shdl drink, and no more wilt he call up the
spiritsto moan and bewall their fate, for they shall be swept away in the floods.” She went out onto the
small porch and started down thefirst step, muttering, "And | say to you this, Behold, every onethat use
the proverbs shdl use this proverb againgt thee, saying, Asisthe mother, soisher daughter.”

Neither Sarah nor Rosamoved yet. Mrs. Betancort's voice drifted back: "Tittle tattle, little tattle, but
know that he who gossips..."

Shewas out of hearing. Sarah drew in along bresth.

"You're shaking," Rosasaid. "Comeon, let's have acup of coffee.

Noice. Just coffee. Comeon.”

"She's crazy," Sarah said, following Rosathrough the living room to the kitchen. The house looked asiif
Rosa had opened a Sears catal og to Furniture and selected an arrangement she found there: adark blue
sofawith random red stripes, a chair that matched exactly the red, and drapes that picked up the blue, a
red and bluerug... It was very neat and clean.

"Sit down, Sarah," Rosasaid in the kitchen. "I'll put on coffee.

She's crazy enough.” She waited until Sarah was seated at asmall Formica-topped table that looked like
pale wood, and then she began to assembl e the coffee pot, coffeg, filters... "Back in El Salvador when |

wasalittle girl we had an old man who waslike her.

They said hewaslogt intime, al timewaslike now for him, yesterday, fifty years ago, even thingsthat
might happen tomorrow were like now.

Everyone was very kind to him, poor old lost soul.”
" She thought | was my mother, and Winnie said she called her Rebecca...”
"So it waswith this old man I'm telling you abot.

It must have confused him to see more than one generation of the same family, so he kept joining them
together, just like she was doing.”

Rosa chatted as she prepared the coffee, and by the time she brought it to the table, Sarah was no
longer shaking, no longer disturbed by crazy Mrs. Betancort.

The coffee was steaming, and delicious, as aways.

"Rosy," she sad findly, knowing very well that Rosawould never ask why she had come, "I'm trying to



find out why my father hired that woman, the detective. No one seemsto know. Back in April did
anything happen to him, anything out of the ordinary that upset him, or seemed to make him angry,
anything likethat?" She knew that approaching this so directly could make Rosabecomeassilent asa
treg, or it might work the other way. She waited.

Rosalooked out the back screen door, considering.
At last she dowly shook her head. "Not angry. Not that.
Troubled. Very, very troubled. After Winnie left, something happened.

She camein March, and they were like three children playing, laughing al thetime. Heloved them so
much, the grandchildren, he was so happy then." Her voice became husky and she sipped the hot coffee
before she went on. "Then aweek, maybe two weeks, something happened. | don't know what. He told
me he would go to Susanville with mewhen | did the shopping. That's dways on Wednesday, every
week, 0 1 can get fresh fish. He knew. He told me to drop him at the hotel, and pick him up again at
two. | did, and we came home, but he never said aword, not aword al the way home. Very troubled.”
Sarah remembered that Winnie had said she left on March twenty-ninth, aFriday, and the insurance
agent had come out on Monday, April fird.

Her father had till been al right then, she reasoned, or he would have asked in person about a detective.

So, she continued the thoughts, something came up in the next few days and he got the detective's name,
called her, made an appointment for the following Wednesday. Why meet her in the hotdl at Susanville?

Why not have her come to the house? If he hadn't been sure yet that he wanted to hire her, it might
make sense; or if he didn't want any questions about her, what he was up to, that might make sense. Or
another reason that she hadn't thought of, she added irritably. But why ask an insurance agent instead of
his own attorney for the name of areputable detective?

No answer she could come up with satisfied her.

She became aware of Rosa, who had not moved while she examined these thoughts. Rosa could be as
gtill and as unfathomable as arock, as patient asarock.

Sarah lifted her coffee. "I can't make any sense of it," she said.

" Something happened in the first week of April-anewspaper story, abit of gossp disturbed him, a
phone call, aletter, something.” She drank the rest of the coffee and put her cup down.

"Wethink, Carlos and me, it must have been the telephone,” Rosa said calmly. "He stopped reading the
papers four, five years ago when his eyes began to bother him. Sometimes he asked Virgil, or Carlos, or
even mewhat was happening in theworld, but he didn't really want to know.

He had hisown world. And not aletter because Carlos or | brought in the mail every day about ten, and
what happened was late in the afternoon. | don't know what day, but it was afternoon, not lunch or
before. Not gossip in town, because when he walked to town it was before lunch, then he ate and took
anap every day. And one day at supper | thought something was on his mind, something bad was on his
mind. Not at lunch, but a supper | thought that.”



Sarah looked at her in wonder, and agreed with her totally. "A phonecal,” shesaid. "That'sit.” For a
second she wanted to ask Rosa how much of this she had mentioned to Lieutenant Fernandez, but she
held the question back; she did not want to know. It might be improper for her to know, because she
suspected that Rosa had not said aword beyond yes or no to any of hisdirect questions, and had
looked dumb at hisindirect ones.

Sarah stood up then. "1 have to get back. Thanks, Rosa. I'm glad | came by."

As she started to leave the kitchen, a strikingly pretty young woman entered, carrying avinyl suitcase.
Belatedly Sarah remembered that shewas Maria... The last name was gone. Today shewas dressed in
apale blue dresswith amatching jacket, hose and high hedls; Sarah would not have recognized her if
they had passed on the street. Thiswas the young woman she had seen Virgil with, sheredized.

"Mrs. Drexler, | haveto go home," Mariasaid.

"Thereisillnessin my family. Pleasetdl Virgil goodbyefor me”

"I'mso sorry," Sarah said. "Y ou will come back, won't you?'

Mariashrugged. "If | can." She moved her suitcase out of the way.

"My ridewill be herein aminute, | just wanted to tell you good-bye."

Sheturned and went back through the hall, out of sight.

When Sarah glanced again at Rosa, for an instant the expression she saw was of grim satisfaction; it
passed quickly, and Rosasaid, "It is sad.

But shewill come back.”

Sarah hesitated a moment; there was something, she felt, that she should understand, she should know,
but she had met Mariaonly onetimefor just aminute, and she knew nothing about her, only that Virgil
was interested. She started to walk toward the front door.

Rosawent with her; she was so small she barely reached Sarah's shoulder. At the door she said, "Last
night when we came home, | told Carlos not to worry himsalf so much because you will find out what
troubled Mr. Ralph, what hurt him like that. Not the police, | told him; they don't understand things, but
Sarah will find out."

They regarded one another for amoment; Rosalooked as cam as a Buddha, and as certain. '@-I'm
goingtotry,” Sarah sad.

Rosanodded. "Yes. You will find out.”
SARAH DID NOT haveachancetotdl Virgil about Mariauntil dinner.
When she did, he jumped tip from the table, and with alow anguished cry heran to the kitchen.

Sard'i haf rose, then sat down again.



Winnieran after her brother. "What's happening?’ "Don't you know?" Sarah asked, not quite scathingly.
They aways knew each other's secrets, she thought, why not thistime?

She could hear Virgil's voice raised, then Rosa's quiet murmur, and Carlos's degper sonorous voice,
then Virgil again. She could not make out the words. She turned her fork thisway and that, no longer
interested in the very good food Rosa had served. Neither she nor Winnie spoke again until Virgil came
back into the room, hisface set in hard, angry lines, the Kellerman lines, she thought in wonder. She
never had seen any Kelerman in him before.

"Shesanillegd dien?' she asked softly.

Virgil shrugged, then nodded dmost in defiance. "So what?' "So nothing,” Sarah said. "They don't let
sngle young women in very often, do they? With an investigation going on, | think shewaswiseto leave
for atime. Don't you?'

He regarded her for along moment, then sat down again; the little-boy hurt look was back, the
Kdlerman look gone.

"Do you know where she'sfrom, where her family is?' Sarah asked.

He shook his head.

"Does Rosa? Or Carlos?'

"I don't know. They wouldn't say if they did.”

Of course, she thought, they wouldn't. And they would deny any irregularity, as shewould in their case.

As she might have to do, she added, if anyone asked her. Obstruction of justice, she mocked herself,
and then she thought, some justice.

She had said they don't let Single young women in often, but in fact, it was so rare asto be newsworthy
when they did. Taented, educated, intelligent, it didn't matter, those women of color smply wanted to
come north to land rich white American husbands, and that could not be tolerated. Damn uppity women,
let them stay home in the fields where they belonged- She cut her thoughts off sharply.

"Just try to be patient,” she said, toying with her fork; the food now was taking on arepugnant look. She
put her fork down and pushed her plate back alittle.

"When theinvestigation is over, shell come back.”

Hislook was bitter. He stood up. "I'm going for aride.”

"Metoo,” Winnie cried. "Let me come, too. | haveto get out of here for awhile.”

He shrugged and stalked out, with Winnie close at his hedls. Sarah watched them leave together, grateful

for Winnie, knowing shewould talk to him, get him to talk now that the secret was out. Sheleft the table
with three perfectly good dinners hardly rearranged on the plates.



After Carlos and Rosal€ft, the house felt desolate, and eexily quiet.

She turned on the stereo, but then turned it off again. If anyone came, she might not hear them, she
thought, and knew the momentary fear wasirrationa, but she did not turn the music back on. She
wandered to her father's office and after hesitating, she sat at his desk, and searched through his
checkbook until shefound the first check to Fran Donatio, dated April seventeenth. A Wednesday. The
second check had been written on the day Sarah arrived, just aweek ago.

She marveled that it was only aweek; it seemed alifetime, and yesterday. She remembered what Rosa
had said about the madman from her village: he waslost in time. She shuddered, and turned back with
determination to the checks. Thefirst wasfor five hundred, the second for two thousand five hundred.
Three thousand dollars! What had been worth that much to him?

The phone hill, she thought then, and looked for it.

Shefound it in the utilitiesfolder in thefile cabinet in the other office. She found the insurance office
number among the many cals. the eighth, aMonday, one week after the agent'svisit. The call to Fran
Donatio was on Friday of the same week, the twelfth.

She returned to the private office and found a sheet of paper and wrote down the dates. Something
happened, shetold hersdlf, after the first of April, and before or on the eighth. His birthday had been on
thesxth.

She remembered a newspaper article Virgil had sent her from the Sacramento paper; a Saturday feature
in the home and garden section, it had focused on the second career at his age, and the success of the
water gardens.

Slowly she added the date April sixth to her paper.
Had someone seen the article and called as aresult?

On Monday he had gotten the name of Fran Donatio, but had not called her until Friday. Sarah nodded
dightly; he had been mulling it over, she decided. He would have. She put hersdlf in hisplace: first an
upsetting phone cdl, hisreaction of anger, disbdief, whatever it had been that made him find the name of
the detective, and then reflection: did he realy want to follow up on this? Would it be better to leave it
alone, not expose anything that must have been very bad, too bad to ask anyone about outright? And his
fina decision that he had to find out, had to prove or disprove whatever it was.

She turned off the office light and went out to the living room, where she closed the drapes. It had
become very dark; shefelt dmost spotlighted, asif an invisible viewer was watching her every motion.

"So I'm Fran Donatio," she said under her breeth, pacing, "aprivate detective, and | agree to meet this
man in Susanville. | take on thejob.” She paused in her pacing. He would have mentioned aname, or an
event, she thought then. So and so called and said this, or there was an anonymous call about some
particular thing. Why hadn't the person called back? she asked herself suddenly. What had he wanted?
A threat?

Blackmail? Just to stir up trouble?

But maybe he had called back, she went on, and redized how futile thiswas. She couldn't learn anything



when the only two people who knew about it were dead.

Presently she found herself pacing again. It didn't matter if the caller had called repeatedly; her father had
hired Donatio, who had investigated and had brought her findingsto him. And she could not have
worked in avoid; she had to have had anameto work on, an event, a date, something concrete.

No one existed in avoid: there were dways tax records, property taxes, credit reports, automobile
registrations, police records, FBI records, amultitude of reference works from Who's Who to aumni
associ ation magazines, newspaper morgue indexes... And anyone who searched this maze left a paper
trail, she added to hersdf. Fran must have left atrail of her own.

Her telephone bill, her credit card charges, things she might have checked out of the library, or accessed
by a computer and read on the spot.

Briefly Sarah considered hiring her own detective, and discarded the ideaemphaticaly. Already there
was someone out there who knew what Fran had learned, and who might try to use that information at
some futuretime. And it had to be bad; shefdt certain of so little, she had to admit, but that was certain:
whatever it was, it was bad. Not merdly harboring anillegd dien, or having an illegitimate child.

And, she reminded hersdf, Winnie had planned to tell him. She had known it would be dl right to tell her
grandfather, even as she dreaded telling her mother.

Wearily Sarah let hersdf sink down into adeep chair, one of the worn ones near the fireplace, and she
thought of Uncle Peter and the honor of having a chair named for him. And Michadl's gppointment as
provost.

And her own future, she added bleakly. Federal judge! She shook her head. Shefelt asif someone
stood ready to pour water into sand before the eyes of aperson dying of thirst, and she was that person.

Sherubbed her eyes, thinking clearly that someone out there had information that possibly could ruin any
oneof them, al of them, none of them. Not Winnie, she thought with relief; this certainly wasn't the first
time; people forgot illegitimate births, single parents became acceptable.

Uncle Peter had overreacted, as she had known he would. But without knowing what information it was
out there, she did not dare tell Dirk yes. Not with a possible sword swinging invisibly over her.

And, she thought even more bleakly, if she were afederal judge dready she wouldn't give adamn what
anyone knew about her, her dead husband, her living family.

Sheremembered what Winnie had said about her and Blaine, called her the "super wife." Super wife,
malleable, docile even. Never crossed her husband, trailed after him when he changed jobs, two steps
behind him all the way, aswas proper, and did the best she could with her own career. Super wife. Her
lipstightened as she recalled what Dirk had said: if shewere black and in awhedlchair it would be
heaven.

She started when she heard the front door open and dam shut. Winnie and Virgil cameinto theliving
room; she was as iff asarighteous Joan of Arc, and he looked pale and defeated. She ordered sharply.

She nudged him "Tell her,” Wi and they cameto the fireplace furniture where Winnie plopped down on
the sofaand crossed her arms, glaring at her brother. "oh God," Sarah breathed. "Virgil, St down and



tdl me.
What now?"

Virgil sat opposite her on the edge of achair. "It's pretty bad,” he mumbled. "I think Grandpawas
investigating me and found out things." He looked down &t his hands.

Sarahfdt asif dl theair rushed out of her and nothing camein tofill thevoid. "Just tell mewhat itis" she
said, her words sounding faint to her own ears.

"Downa UCLA," he started, "when | just got there, thefirst year Y ou know | didn't want to go to
college there, or anywhere, but Dad..." He glanced at her, then at Winnie, who had not softened a bit.

"l got in sometrouble. Me and alot of others. We used to go down to Mexico, you know, just fooling
around, and this guy said we could make alittle money and still have fun, nothing to it. What we did was
load up acar or astation wagon or van with abunch of kids and go down, and we'd switch people and
bring home other people.”

Sarah gtared a him. "Y ou smuggled in diens. Isthat it?"

"Yesh"

"What about the people you left there? How did they get back?"

"They had their passports, or driver'slicenses, you know, the right papers, and they just went to another
crossing and came over, and got picked up and taken back to campus. That part was easy."

"And the aliens you brought in had fal se papers?*

"Sort of. They werered, just for other people. No one paid much attention to students.” " Then what
happened?' she asked, when he paused too long.

"One of the guysdidn't want to do that anymore," he said in alow voice, keeping his gaze on his hands;
they looked aslifeless asfish dangling on aline. "He said some of the dienswe brought in were doing
drugs, we were bringing drugsin, and he got scared. They took him out and best him pretty bad and
told usto show up Friday as usua, or wed get the same thing but worse.”

Sarah could dmost smdl hisfear, hisshame. ™Y ou showed up on Friday?' she asked quietly. "You
continued.

"Two moretimes,” hesaid. "l.... | didn't know what to do. | thought they'd come get me, too, and they
probably would have. Then | ran away."

He became silent, mationless.
"Isthere more?' Sarah asked.
He shook his head. "What about Maria? Did you bring her in?’

Helooked up quickly. "Yeah. Then | saw her again afew weekslater, waiting tables," he said hitterly.



"Wetaked alittle, and she told me she was in college down there, in El Salvador, studying botany, and
here she was waiting tables, and that's al she'd ever be ableto do. | told her about the gardens, that
maybe she could get ajob here, and gave her the address, but she laughed a me. She thought | was
kidding, and shetold meto get out of al that Stuff, to leave, because they'd kill me sooner or later.”

"So you came here," Sarah said findly. "Do those people know where you are? Have they beenin
touch?' "They couldn't know," he said, sounding desperate.

"They knew the name Drexler, not Kelerman. | never dreamed anyone would make the connection and
causetrouble." He was closeto tears.

But Mariaknew, Sarah thought, and abruptly she stood up and started pacing the room again. From the
front window she said to him, "Y ou think that's what someone told Dad, that's what he was having
investigated?"

"What es=?' Virgil muttered.
What else? she echoed slently, tracing her finger on atabletop.

But this was an opening, she thought then, something that could be looked for, an event, a series of
events, abust down at UCLA; something might have appeared in print.

When she turned back to the room, she saw that Winnie had moved, al her righteous anger gone, and
she was now holding Virgil's hand protectively. Another scene superimposed itsdlf: they had started a
firein the back yard when Virgil was no more than six, Winnie nine, and when, the fire department had
come and gone, the excitement ebbed, Sarah and Blaine had gone looking for the two children and had
found them exactly likethis, Virgil looking terrified and miserable beyond words, and Winnie, equaly
terrified, holding his hand.

There was no follow-up memory of theincident, no memory of their punishment, lectures, nothing except
this one glimpseinto the pagt.

It had brought her to tears then, and it threatened to do the same now.

Briskly shesaid, "Virgil, | want the names of everyone who ever was connected with that scheme,
everyone. And dates.”

He looked at her blankly. “Why?"

She sat down then and regarded her two children. "I haveto try to find out what was being investigated.
We have to know. Tomorrow afternoon I'm going over to Sacramento, and I'll stay aday or two and
seeif | can turn up anything. What | want you both to do is stay here and do exactly what you've been
doing, your work, the photos, everything you're supposed to be doing. And if anyone wantsto know
wherel am or why or anything else, you just say I'm taking care of some business. No more than that.”

"l know what shewas investigating,” Virgil said morosdly.

"We don't know. Not for certain. Now fill in the gaps, after you left UCLA were you still in touch with
Maria?'



"No. | went back to the restaurant once, but she was gone, no forwarding number, nothing. | didn't see
her again until she showed up here last year and asked for ajob.”

Sarah did not press him about Mafia. "All right, you left UCLA, and then what did you do, where did
you go?' Hetold it hatingly with omissionsthat he backed up to explain, then legped forward again.

It was hard to follow, but when he was done, Sarah felt agreat rdlief, there had not been timefor himto
become involved with alien smuggling or drug smuggling during the past two years.

He had come here, worked through the summer, and in the fal had enrolled at Chico State. She knew
that aready; she had written the check for histuition. What she hadn't known was how he attended
classes, only those few that seemed relevant to him: some botany classes, some business classes, some
marine biology. He audited most of them, he said in alow voice, no grades, no credits because they
hadn't alowed him to enroll without anumber of prerequisitesthat he skipped.

He had lived here, he added, had driven over to Chico in the morning, had classes, and had come home
again towork or study.

No credits, no transcript, no records, Sarah thought near despair, her relief of only aminute ago
forgotten; there was no proof of where he had gone all those days he had |eft early and returned late.
She rubbed her eyes; for days a headache had threatened, receded, threatened again, and now it had
arrived with athrobbing intendity.

When Virgil finished, Winnie jumped up. "What we al need is something to edt,” shesaid. "Comeon, I'll
make pancakes. Maybe Rosa has some huckleberry syrup stashed away.”

They trailed out to the kitchen, where Virgil offered to help, and Winnie pointed to the table. ™Y ou Sit
and start dredging up names out of that murky mire you call amind." She flashed her quick and crooked
grina Sarah. "And you St and egg him on."

Later that night, unable to deep, waiting for aspirins to take effect, Sarah made alist of thingsto do; she
aways made lists, and most often |eft them on the table, or forgotten in apocket, or in her purse.

Sometimes she came across alist from months past, and marveled at the things she found on it, usualy
the same things on any current list: buy wine, dry cleaning, buy gas... She stopped her flow of thoughts,
and added, Buy gas. Firgt stop, Susanvillefor gas, then on to Sacramento, say five hours; she wanted to
arrive before too late in order to find amotel or hotel early enough to have dinner and then get a decent
night'sdeep.

If only Fran Donatio had mentioned being low on gas, she thought with regret. East Shastals Sngle gas
station had been closed for decades, and everyone had grown used to the idea of keeping extragason
hand.

Here at the gardens there was alarge tank kept filled to run a generator in case the eectricity failed, but
not only here; everyone had gas cans. She remembered Virgil's comment about guns, and added to
hersdf: All god's chillun got gasand guns. Amen.

Then she thought, if only Fran Donatio had gone out the usud way, by 139, she till would have run out
of gas, but not on such an isolated stretch of bad road.



And now are we going to play blame the victim? she asked hersaf mockingly, and went back to her lig,
but her mind kept wandering, and she gaveit up and went to bed.

When shefinaly dept, she dreamed. She and Blaine were walking hand in hand among easy ralling hills,
like the Paouse country. The children had gone ahead, out of sight; they were small, the way they
awayswerein her dreams. A wind came up and swept Blaine's hat off and it went rolling away from
them, and laughing, holding hands, they started to chaseit. The hat was abrown fedorathat rolled likea
ball before the wind. The country changed, became sand dunesthat she struggled through, and now she
was aone and the hat was till out of reach; athough she could no longer seeit, she knew it wasin front
of her, moving away from her farther and farther. She stopped pursuing it and looked for Blaine, for the
children, for anyone. The wind whistled through the dunes and she was aone in adesert that stretched
on al sidesto the horizon. She began to struggle harder than ever in the sand, and then was struggling
with the sheet and the blanket, and then was on the side of the bed sitting up, shivering.

"The hat," she whispered.

Like adeepwalker she got out of bed and pulled on arobe and left the room, went down the halway to
her father's bedroom, where she turned on the light and went to the closet to take down the
wide-brimmed old straw hat that Carlos had returned to her. She carried the hat back to her own room,
closed her door softly, turned on alamp and sat down to examine the hat.

It was badly stained with sweat, and the brim was floppy on one side, and at the back inside edge there
were other gains.

"No," shewhispered. "Dear God, no!"

She thought suddenly of the shadows | eft on the walls by the victims of Hiroshima, instant snapshots. In
her mind was such a snapshot of last Monday morning when she had run down to the veranda.
Uninvited, it had returned over and over. She cdled it up now and examined the pieces of the picture.
Rosa standing with her hands covering her face, her body convulsing with sobs. Carlos and another man
pulling her father from the pool. He was face down in the water; Carlos handled 'him so gently pulling
him out, cradling his heed.

Carlossface tear-streaked. And off to one Side, at the edge of the pool coping, unremarked until this
minute, there was her father's straw hat.

When she blinked the images away, the hat seemed to re-form in her hands, shelooked at it with horror.

Sowly she put it down on the table and stared at her hands asif they might have become bloodstained
aso.

She had no doubt that the stains at the back of the hat were blood, that there was hair matted in the
blood, that the straw fibers were broken, crushed.

Carlos had not noticed, she thought then, but he had had no reason to examine the hat closely, not the
way she had done, theway alab would do. She bit her lip.

She had to cal Fernandez, tell him, start awhole the investigation, She was almost surprised then to find
hersdf pulling on jeans. She dressed hurriedly, dipped on her sandd's, and went downgtairs, out the
back, and toward the tropica dome. The low dim lights were spectra, the path of bark mulch eerily



white, and in the distance a coyote yelped, and then adog barked. The tropical dome was not locked;
nothing here was ever locked. She went in by the back entrance, to the long work table in the center of
the packing station, where she picked up alarge plastic bag and atie for it; then she retraced her steps
to the house, back up to her room, hardly thinking of anything now. It was asif her mind had divided
completely into haves, one part logicaly following the steps she must take: call Fernandez, describe the
scene, state her fears; and the other part directing her actions that seemed to require no thought at al.

She carefully placed the hat in the plastic bag, tied it, found her car keys and went down one moretime,
out the front door, and to her car parked under the poplar trees. She opened the trunk, placed the
plastic bag insde, and gently closed it again, checked to make sure the lock had caught, and then went
back insde and up to her room.

After shewasin bed again, shivering violently, her toes and her fingersicy, she consdered what she had
done, what she had been thinking, and she knew once more that she had to tell Fernandez, had to, had
to Dr. Wolper lied, she thought then very clearly. He had talked about afaint, adizzy spell, and he had
lied.

Hadn't he seen awound on the back of her father's head? How had he not?

That other, more rationa and separate, part of her brain answered: Wolper had not known her father
was found facedown. Fernandez would order an autopsy, that part of her brain then said, and she turned
her faceto her pillow and cried likeasmall lost child.

LATER MONDAY AFTERNOON Sarah admitted to herself that she needed help.

The Sacramento newspaper had given her the name of Fran Donatio's next of kin, asster, Patricia
Lagomo, and the phone book had supplied the telephone number and address, but no one answered the
many calls she had tried to place. Of course, shetold hersdf, the family was grieving, arranging for a
funera, maybe out of town atogether. Her eyes burned from hours of scanning microfiche copies of the
Los Angeles Times, with no success; she had found no story that mentioned Virgil, any of the nameshe
had given her, any mention of an dien/drug smuggling ring.

Nothing.

She had driven past the building where Fran's office was located, and again, nothing. A three-story
frame Structure afew blocks away from the Capitol Building and the courthouse, convenient for those
mogt likely to use the services of aprivate detective. Anyone with akey could have waked in, gone up
the steps to the second floor, entered Fran's office and searched it. No security, no one paying any
attention. She had driven past Fran's gpartment building also, and it was much the same: anyone could
have entered that, too. A complex of gpartments with offsets of entrances, and shrubsto afford alittle
privacy to those coming and going.

Now, at five on Monday afternoon, her eyes hot and stinging, the sun scorching white-hot outside, she
sat in. acoffee shop near the library and tried to think of the plans she had formed, the steps she had
thought she might take, and she recognized the futility of her endeavor.

What had she expected, she asked mockingly, to go knocking on Fran's neighbors doors and demand
they tdll her what Fran had been investigating? Onelook at the gpartment complex had stifled any such
idea. It was raw-looking in its newness, the sort of place where no one knew anyone e se, she
suspected, and the tenants preferred it that way.



And an experienced detective wouldn't tell neighbors anything, she knew and had denied the knowledge.
The library did not keep records of who used the microfiche, who read old papers, who read reference
workswithin the building. It did keep records of who checked out what books, and the librarian had
told her haughtily that it was policy never to divulge that information to anyone-police, FBI, CIA, IRS...
Sarah had ordered iced coffee, which turned out to be cold and undrinkable. After toying with it until the
ice melted, she reluctantly gathered her purse, the map she had bought, the check, and headed for the
cashier, and then outdoors again, where the heat was a physical assault. Now what? Not the library. She
felt shewould go blind if shetried to read any more microfiches or computer printouts.

She walked toward her car dowly, dreading opening the door; it had been parked in the sun. As she
neared a tel ephone booth, she paused, then stepped inside and tried the Patricia Lagomo number once

again.

Thistime aman answered on thethird ring.

"May | speak with Mrs. Lagomo, please?’ Sarah was surprised to hear her other voice, thejudge's
voice, it was different from Sarah's voice, she thought, sure of itsdlf, very cool, a no-nonsense sort of
voice. Animpogtor'svoice.

"What for? More questions? Hasn't she had enough of that?"
"Just another point to clear up,” Sarah said. "It won't take long."

"Jesus Christ! Y ou want to talk to her, go over to the apartment and talk to her, and stop caling!" The
phone banged down.

The apartment! Sarah fairly ran to her car and opened the door; the heat wave was like abomb blast in
her face. Gingerly she did in and turned the key, turned on the air conditioner, and started driving back
to the apartment complex. He had meant this one, she thought; he had to have meant this apartment.

Traffic was heavy, the stop lights interminable, and atrip that had taken only twenty minutes last night
now took forty-five minutes. She parked at the complex in a space marked Reserved, and hurried to the
front of the building. The main door was unlocked; it opened to asmal foyer with four mailboxes, stairs
going up, and two doorsto the first-floor apartments. Fran's was upstairs. Sarah climbed the stairsand
at the landing turned to the door marked 2B, and drew in adeep breath to steady hersdlf, wishing her
heart were not pounding so hard, wishing she were not swegty al over. She knocked, and when the
door opened, she gasped because for amoment she thought it was Fran Donatio standing there.

Thewoman looking a her warily said, "Well?'

The differences became gpparent: she wasthinner, and alittle younger, her hair alittlelonger... "Mrs.
Lagomo?May | speak with you?I'm Sarah Drexler."

"I'm sorry..." Mrs. Lagomo said, starting to pull the door shut. Her eyes were swollen and bloodshot,
with deep shadows.

"It'sabout your sigter,” Sarah said quickly. "I'm sorry to intrude now, but plesse.”

"What about my sister?’



"I met her last Sunday night, at my father's house,
Shewasworking for him. If | could only come in aminute or two."

Patricia Lagomo studied her for another second, then pulled the door wider and stepped aside. "Y ou
saw her on Sunday night?"

"Y es. We had dinner, your sister, my father, my two children. Mrs. Lagomo, I'm so sorry.” The
woman's face tightened, became masklike.

"Y our sster died on Sunday night, and my father died the next morning, Mrs. Lagorno,” Sarah saidina
low voice. "l am truly sorry, for both of us."

Patricia Lagomo's face twisted and she looked away from Sarah before she said, 'Y eah. What can | do
for you?I'm sorry, | didn't hear your name."

"Sarah. Sarah Drexler. My father's name was Ra ph Kellerman." Y eah, she mentioned that. She said he
wasold." 4Eighty.”

"Look at thisplace! Why'd anyone haveto tear it apart like that?'

Sheindicated the gpartment with asweeping gesture, as she walked into the living room with Sarah
close behind her. Cushions and pillows had been pulled off the sofa, books and magazineswere dl over
the floor; across the room a desk had been emptied, the drawers thrown down to the floor.

A chair wasonitsside. Therewasa CD player, atelevision, acomputer on the desk. Papers were
everywhere, hills, receipts, |etters, envelopes, cards... "It'sworsein the office," PatriciaLagorno said
tiredly. "They won't et mein there yet-padlocked, like this place was until awhile ago. | looked in, it's
like apaper blizzard hit."

She picked up apiece of paper from thefloor, held it amoment, let it drop again. "They said after |
straightened this place up again, maybe I'll be ableto say if anything'smissing. | don't even know where
to sart,” she cried huskily, her face wrinkling again asif she wasfighting back tears.

"I'l helpyou," Sarah said. "Let's start with the sofa”

Together they got the cushions back on it, and the pillows, and then they moved around the room
picking up papers, stacking them on the desk, putting desk drawersin place, straightening things that had
been knocked over. Now that she was busy, Patricia Lagomo was businessike and moved with
purpose, until she came to abroken vase. Thistime the tears streamed.

Sheran from the room, saying in astrangled voice, "I'll pick up in the bedroom.”
As soon as shewas out of sight, Sarah ran to the desk and snatched up severd hills she had dready
separated from the rest; one was the phone bill from April seventh to May seventh, and the other wasa

credit card bill through May tenth. She jammed both into her purse, and then went out to find abroom
and dust pan, and proceeded to sweep up the broken crystal vase.

In the kitchen afew minutes later she picked up the flatware that had been dumped on the floor and



shoved it dl into the dishwasher. A few boxes of crackers and one of cerea had been pulled out of a
cabinet; some pans had been thrown around. She spotted a coffee maker and filters under a mass of
dishtowels, sorted them out, and made a pot of coffee.

A few minutes |ater, the kitchen more or less usable with things stashed wherever they would fit in, she
went down the hall to the bedroom door and said, "L et's take a break. | made some coffee. | hope you
don't mind. I'll just wash my hands."

Patricia Lagomo was sitting on the side of the bed, holding alavender garment crushed in her hands,
rocking back and forth. Sarah continued to the bathroom, closed and locked the door, and then pulled
out the two billsand hurriedly copied into a notebook everything listed after April eighth. Therewasalot.

When she returned to the kitchen Peatricia Lagomo was stirring coffeein acup. "We don't have any
cream,” shesaid.

"Black isfine
Sarah poured her own coffee and they went to the living room to sit on the sofa and the one chair.

"| till don't know why you're here," PatriciaLagorno said. "Y ou know, when | got heretoday, | just
stood in the room, like Lot'swife, apillar of salt or something. | couldn't seem to move. Thanksfor

hdping.”

Sarah nodded. "I don't know why | came, either,” she said after amoment. "To talk to someone about it
maybe. To ask some questions.” "Y eah, questions,” Patriciasaid bitterly. "They're going to write it off as
arandom killing and robbery, like afreeway shooting or something." She spped the coffee. "Fran was
worried about your old ma-your father.

She said hewastoo old for thiskind of hasde." Sarah caught in her breath and asked, "Did she say
more than that? What kind of hasde?

Anything se?"

Patricia shook her head, but now when she looked at Sarah there was sympathy in the expression;
before she had been too wrapped in her own grief to express anything else. "Y ou don't know what she
was doing for him?" Sarah explained her vist, her bad timing, her father's death. "We would have talked
on Monday, but it wastoo late that night after dinner. | wastired, he wastired, your sster had along
trip... It'sdriving me crazy trying to imagine what he could have been doing,” she added truthfully, her
gaze on the cup in her hands.

"l guessit would," Patriciasaid after amoment. "I don't know what she was trying to find out. She never
talked about her work. | didn't want her to go into that kind of work and she knew it, but sometimes
shed say something, like thistime she didn't want to take the case at first because he lived too far away,
but she went out and talked to him, and said he needed someone, and there wasn't anyone out therein
the boonies. So shetook it. She went down to LA once, looking into something about it," she added
amogt absently.

She was anurse, she said, worked nights, but on Sunday after mass she always had brunch for her two
kids, her husband, and usualy Fran.



Fran brought nice things. good danish rolls, or fresh strawberries, papayas or mangoes, Stuff that Patricia
couldn't see buying. That Sunday Fran had cometo brunch, she said.

"She got over to the house about eleven, same as usud, but she stank of gas. Shed filled the car to
overflowing and she was mad because she had gas on her nice shoes. Anyway, she said she had to
leave by twelve because it was along drive, four or five hours, and | said something likefor God's sake
you're working on Sunday? Even | don't work on Sunday anymore. That's when she said she felt sorry
for the old man because he was too old for thiskind of hasde.”

"If shel€eft here at twelve she must have gone straight over to my father's house," Sarah said, perplexed.
"Shedroveasmall car, didn't she? | saw asmall car parked when | got there.” "A Mazda Small,"
Patriciasad, frowning. "Why?"

"They said sheran out of gason that old road. But u full tank of gas, and only two hundred thirty miles
or ulittle more. Maybe she didnt fill thetank.,, "She dwaysfilled it to overflowing,” Patriciasaid flatly.

" She hated to pump gas, just like me. She had gas on her hands, and on her new shoes.
That's why she was going on abouit it, they were new."

The phone rang then and they both started in surprise. Patricia became pale, and moistened her lips
when her sster's voice floated through the room with the taped message from the answering machine.

Then aman's voice came through: "Pat, you still there? For Christ's sake, come on home. Dinner's

reedy.”

Sarah looked at her watch, after seven. "I'm sorry if I've kept you,” shesaid. "I'll go now.” "Y eah, me
too. He made dinner," she said, so softly it was hard to catch. "I've got to go, too."

Sarah ripped out a piece of notebook paper and wrote her name, her father's number on it and handed it
to Patricia. "If you think of anything... Y ou know. Please give meacal."

"Yeah, | will. And Mrs. Drex-Sarah, thanks for helping. | mean it redlly helped me. | might have stood
there until tomorrow."

Sarah walked out of the building into the sunshine, which was il glaring, till blistering hot, and stopped
a the edge of the parking lot when she saw the dight figure of Lieutenant Fernandez strolling toward her,
coming from the shade of an oleander bush. Hewasin his chinos as before, and a short-deeved shirt.
From adistance he could have passed for a college boy.

For amoment they regarded each other, hisexpression friendly, until she said, "If you're looking for
Mrs. Lagomo, she'sdtill ingde. Y ou may till catch her.” "I'm not," he said. "Her husband called the
department alittle while ago, sore as hell because we were pestering her again, and when | got the
message, | thought maybe I'd better have alook, see exactly who isimpersonating an officer.” "'l didn't
impersonate anyone," Sarah said sharply. "I asked if | could talk to her, that's all."

"And somehow he got the impression you were with the department,” he said musingly. "Funny.
Anyway, we came over and when | saw your car, | sent the others on their way. Told them | thought |
could handleit done," he added, not quite mockingly.



She shrugged and gtarted to walk again.
"| told my driver maybe | could get aride back downtown with you," he said, falling into step beside her.
"Why don't you cdl acab?’

They had reached her car and when she unlocked it and opened the door, she stepped back quickly to
let the hot air out, and then glanced at him.

"l guess| could get aride with Mrs. Lagomo,” he said thoughtfully.
"Maybe sheld even tell me what you asked her."
"For heaven's sake! Leave that poor woman aone.

Get in." She did behind the wheel and reached over to unlock the passenger door. He walked around
the car and got in.

When she started driving he told her to turn left on the street. Shelooked at him questioningly.

"Short cut,” he said. ™Y ou probably came by the main sireets, fighting traffic al theway. Thisis better.”
She made the turn and then another at his direction, but then, after several minutes of silence, she pulled
over to the curb and stopped under atree. "Where are you directing me? Thisisn't the way back to
town." "Good," he said approvingly. "I was betting it would be another five or six blocks, and two more
turns before you'd notice.

Just up ahead, and turn left again,” he said. "And actudly it'srealy not much out of your way."

Since she had no ideanow where they were, she drove straight ahead and made the next turn, and
before them stretched a park, with inviting deep green shade.

She looked at him quickly, but he seemed absorbed in the scenery.

"There's anice pot to park afew minuteson,” he said, not looking at her. " Around another curve or
two."

She droveto the area, parking spaces under trees, with aguard rail and then adropoff to the river
below.

Sheturned off theignition.

"You don't redly want to get in the water," he said, "but it's nice to look at from adistance, isn't it?'
"Isthiswhere you aways bring people to interrogate them?'

Helaughed. "I wish. Y ou're trying to find out what Fran Donatio was poking into?"

"Yes, of course”



"And did you?"

"No.,, "Okay. End of interrogation. Look, there's an awfully good Italian restaurant near here. Not too
fancy, but good. Good selection of Italian wines. Y ou're donein astrange town, and you've been too
hot al day and it'sdinner time, and I'm adone, and I've been too hot al day, and I'm hungry. And before
you say no, tell yoursdf why not.”

She gazed at him searchingly and could not think of areason to follow why not. "Because suspects didn't
get involved with the police investigating them? She wasn't a suspect, and having dinner was hardly
getting involved. And he was not investigating anything to do with her anyway.

"l hate chianti,” she murmured.

"Metoo. You back out and go back the way we came. I'll tell you when to turn again.”

"l think candlesin chianti bottles are tacky-"

He laughed, and she turned on the ignition and backed out.

The restaurant was not far, and it was not very large, but quite busy. A plump waiter greeted Lieutenant
Fernandez by name and appeared happy to see him, and very quickly they were seated with menus
before them.

Before he opened his menu, Lieutenant Fernandez said in arush, "I'm divorced, two teen-age daughters,
very beautiful, both of them, although the fifteen-year-old won't smile. Braces. They livewith their

mother, who isaso very beautiful and who has anew man who is much richer than | am, and much
better-looking, and is not a cop. I'm aways broke.

My daughters are named Ramona and Serena; they have raven hair down to their fannies, olive
complexions, dmond eyes, metingly lovely.

Ramonataught meto say that."

Sarah burgt out laughing, and he looked hurt. "Why are you tlling me all that?' she asked findly.

"To clear theair, show my hand. Now you know al about me."

"Oh, | doubt that very much," she said gravely, but she could fed thelaughter in her throat. It felt good.
And now she could see mirth behind his hangdog look. "What's especialy good here?"

"Everything."

They discussed the menu, he discussed wine with the plump waiter, they nibbled on a platter of antipasto
and spped avery good dry wine that looked like honey.

"If I tell my mother | had dinner with ajudge she will be pleased,” he said. "She dways said | could do
better than | do. Shethinks | hang out with low-life. Y ou know the saying, if you want to jug the devil

you haveto go to hdl for the witnesses. She knows that one and usesit alot.” "Of course,” Sarah said,
"if she presses you with questions and you admit the judge was femae, and middle-aged, and with red



hair, her pleasure might evaporate.
"I won't tdl her any of that,” hesaid firmly.
"Middle-age, what athought. Both of us, middle-aged.

Somehow | never put myself in this place before. Don't eat too much of that or you won't be ableto
enjoy your redl food," he added, and sounded very like afather advising achild.

She grinned and picked up one more mildly hot pepper.

"Tel methe funniest thing that's happened to you in court Since you've been ajudge,” he said afew
minutes | ater.

"And then you'll tdl me agtory?"

"Sure. Them'stherules." She thought about it, nodded, and said, "It was quite early, my first week or so.
| was terribly uncertain about myself, you understand, never having been ajudge before. | waswatching
my every move, practicing every word before| uttered it, making notes of everything anyone said, and
using atape recorder to boot, the whole insecurity bit to an extreme. So this case came up, plaintiff sued
the defendant for damages caused by negligence, resulting in injury to the plaintiff.

This happened on aworking ranch where they aso had amountainsde with veins of jasper, picture
jasper, blue quartz, other vauable semiprecious rocks that they exploit as aprofitable sddline. They
blast the mountain from times to time to expose more of the rocks and people go in and pick through the
rubble, buy tons of the materia from al accounts, to make jewelry, knickknacks, clocks, you know the
sort of stuff. Anyway, the plaintiff wasinjured following a blasting operation that he claimed was not
done properly, causing bouldersto fal later.

Oneof them hit him. It al seemed preity clear-cut at firs."

She was watching the lieutenant to seeif he was getting bored, but he appeared interested. The waiter
brought their dinners, and they both took abite or tm before she continued. " So the plaintiff stated his
case, few rockhounds testified about the va ue of the rock the procedures they followed, adoctor
testified. All theusud sort of thing. | was scribbling away with n notes, and then the last witness for the
plaintiff wasthe stand, saying something like he wasthinking how... But | didn't catch what he was
saying. Hew@ mumbling, uneasy about being awitness, hurryir through hislines. So | stopped him and
asked him please back up and repeat what he had said. He looked at me and said, "Huh? Very
nervous, more nervous than | was, if that was possible.” She paused, remenbering, then said, "Well,
what | said to him was ™Y ou were thinking what? And he said, "When?"Just now What were you
thinking?' Sarah laughed softly. "And hetold the court what | had just been thinking: that if anyonefound
out that'd plaintiff was going in there at night and loading trucks and setting off the blasting powder when
nobody was around, they'd both bein for il" Fernandez began to chuckle, and then he threw back his
head and laughed loud and long.

"| bet everyone was hopping,” he said when hislaughter died down. "Oh my, yes! And that poor man
never took his eyes off me.

Hetruly believed | knew what he had bet thinking. The defense attorney got the whole story, of course.
The witness and the plaintiff had gone in the night before the injury and blasted a bit, loaded atruck and



left, and the next day sure enough rocks tumble down and hurt our hero.”
They both ate for awhile. The food was ddlicious, as promised.

Then Sarah said, "Y our turn, you know." He put another bite of pastain hismouth, and said, "I can't top
you." "Dont talk with your mouth full," she said.

He grinned, chewed, and swallowed. "Right. We were doing undercover once, down around LA, trying
to nab agang of kidswho were hitting women, grabbing their purses and pulling a disappearing act.
They had it down to ared art, making the grabsin the parking lot most of the time, but sometimes at one
of the entrances. So | wasin jeans, you know, kid stuff, and | was near one of the entrances, keeping
my eyes open, and from out of nowhere this broad--this woman dugs me. She's big, five eeven, two
hundred plus, and she hits me hard enough to knock me off my feet. And she plops hersdlf down on top
of me. | mean, she could have killed me! 1 open my mouth to tell her I'm acop and she dgpsme, and all
thetime she'sydling her head off, screaming like Fay Wray." He nodded thoughtfully.

"A good screamer. And I'm passing out, can't breathe, can't move.

So now asecurity cop comestearing up and he yells at her that she's sitting on a cop. She cuts off a
screech in midstream and gets on her knees and artsto shake melikearag doll, yeling," Youreall
right.

| didn't hurt you. You'readl right." And I'm so woozy | can't eventell her I'm dying. Next thing, this broad
picks me up and dings me over her shoulder and runs out of the mall, to her station wagon, and shoves
meinsde. Only now I'm starting to come awake and al | can think of isthat | haveto kill her. It'sher or
me, that wasin my head, and sheé's driving like amaniac, and I'm thinking as soon as she stops I'll kill

her. Only | don't know how I'll doit. I mean, no gun, no rock, no brick, no rope, just my hands, and
they wouldn't even reach around her throat. Then were there, wherever that is, and she gets out and
opens my door, and before | can even think of grabbing her by the throat, she's carrying me, for Christ's
sake. She carriesme into a house, and puts me down on the couch and begins to make noises about
Band-Aids, or chicken soup, or ahot soak in the tub, she's going on about vitamin E, for Christ's sake,
and she's blubbering like a baby, a big fat overgrown baby who's scared to death she'skilled a COP."

Sarah was staring a himin horror. "That's not funny," she whispered.
"Maybe not so far. | didn't think it was either, far asthat goes.

By then every squad car that had inflated tires must have drawn up to her house, and an army came
bugting in, and they found me sitting on the floor by her, patting her hand, telling her it was okay." His
eyes seemed to unfocus as he gazed past her. "And then,” he said dowly, "when | got to the station the
next day, there were pictures. God, were there pictures. We'd been doing surveillance, remember, and
there were guyswith hidden cameras dl over that mal, and between them they had caught every second
of the action from the time she siwvung at me until they busted into her house. Every bit of it, dozens of
pictureslining thewals, and | looked likeanidiot in every sngle one.

There | was on the floor with her on top of me, my tongue sticking out.

There | wasrolling with adap, cross-eyed. In oneit lookslike I'm groping her, and | am, trying to find a
placeto get hold to move her off me. And over her shoulder aslimp asasuit of clothes.



And findly one where-e were sitting on the floor playing pattycake.
That station sounded like we were on laughing gas for the next month.

Someone new would wander in and just sort of glance at them, and then start to really ook, and next
thing it'srolling on thefloor time."

Sarah'slipswere twitching. "Why didn't you take them down?”

"I did. Threetimes, and like magic, back they came the next day."

Sarah was laughing now. "But that's so like you," she said, laughing harder.

"Y eah, awful." Helaughed with her.

Later, he drove her back to the motel. "Y ou've had too much wine," he said when she protested.
"Wouldn't do to have avisting judge cited for driving under the influence.” When he parked a the motd,
she asked, "How will you get to where you're going?'

"I'll call acab." He continued to hold the steering whed with both hands, and |ooked at them, not her.
"Likel said before, you're probably one hell of ajudge, but probably alousy detective. Y ou assume, of
course, that if someone has Donatio's results of her investigation, that person could go in for aspot of
blackmall.

Someone in your family might be targeted, and, naturdly, if that happenswed like to know."

She stirred but did not respond.

"The blackmailer in that event would be akiller,” he said soberly.

"That makesit my business." He faced her, and his own face was deadly serious. "And if that the case,
thekiller might be perfectly willing to Idu again.

Now she should tell him about the hat, she thought, tell him her suspicions, tell him everything. Now. She
bit her lip. When he continued to watch her silently, she said, "What other case isthere?

An opportunistic passerby took the chance, and then he probably threw away everything except money
and credit cards.”

"We have aproblem with that,” Fernandez said. "Everywhere he went he left smudges, not prints, just
smudges, the sort that rubber gloves make. Not your typical hyped-up killer or burglar.” He regarded
her for another long pause and added, "And he left smudges on the gas cap.

Weérethinking our origina scenario might have been abit smplified.”

"I'd better goin," shesaid in alow voice.

"Without answering what | meant by the smudges on the gas cap?* His face changed subtly; the new
look was not delightful, not mocking, but neither wasit the friendly expression he had maintained dl



evening.

Helooked sad, sheredlized. "If you're jumping through the same hoopswe are," he said, "you've
aready considered how unlikely it wasfor her to run out of gas, and you've considered the implications.”

"Why areyou telling me these things?" Sarah asked.

"l wasatrid lawyer for many years, you know, and | don't think any of my clients mentioned discussons
likethis"" Her tone was sharp; she did nothing to softeniit.

"I know. | know. Back when | was arookie, life was le. Someone committed a crime, We went out and
got him and turned him over to others who would take care of things, so we could go out for the next
one.

Simple. Like digging wormsto feed the fish; after you tossit in, it becomesthe fish'sbusiness.” He
shifted, placed one arm over the back of the seat, and looked totally relaxed, except for hisface, and it
was not relaxed at al, but looked carved. "Men things got more complicated,” he said. "Much more
complicated every year.

The digtrict attorney keeps a score card, so many wins, so many |osses.

The defense lawyers kegps theirs, wins, losses. At my end, it's the same; how many arrests, how many
convictions, how much of araise doesthat warrant, how fast up the ladder doesit get you. Likethe
kids game, Chutes and Ladders, remember that? Aim for the ladder, avoid the pits, and keep climbing,
keep playing the game. And then, one day you're reminded it's not agame. Not to those whose heads
get blown off, or the parents watching their kids taken away in manacles, or... Y ou get the picture.”

She nodded dightly. "I never had the chanceto ask ajudgethis,” he said then. "Isit like that with
judges? A big game complete with score card? Not wins and losses as such for judges, but what?
What'sthe plus Sde, theminus?' "Reversds” shesaid in alow voice. ™Y ou don't want to get the
reputation of having alot of reversals.

And sometimes you might make case law, be in the textbooks, be cited in other cases.”

"Ah. Fame. That'sthe biggie for judges? Within anarrow circle, granted, but abig frog in asmal pond
must fed pretty good.” "That'stoo smple," she said hotly then. "Some judges dso try to put thingsright.
And my God, in this country in thistime, someone had better try todo it!"

He nodded, and now he removed the key from the ignition. "My starting point,” he said easily. "Try to
put things right. We all know that the prosecutors and the defense attorneys are biased as hell; they have
to be. At my end, and yours, theruleisto beimpartid. A good rule. For one thing, it gets harder when
you're biased, doesn't it?' "Now what do you mean?' she demanded, and opened her door.

"Oh, | admit to bias. Fran was afriend. At one time more than that maybe, but agood friend. I'm going
to put things right for her. And I'd like to do it before you meddle too much. 1'd hate to think you're
finding out anything that's getting deep sixed, making LIFE harder for us. And before someone getsthe
ideathat your meddling could be dangerous and puts afew bullets through your head. Comeon, I'll
walk you to your room."

At her door he handed her the car keys. "Thanksfor anice dinner," he said, when she opened her motel



door. "Goodnight, Judge.”

SARAH TOOK A long tepid shower, and then, dressed in athin cotton gown, barefoot, she found that
shewastoo restlessto consder trying deep yet. The phrasetry to put things right kept playing in her
head, over and over until it acquired ametronomic rhythm of itsown.

She thought of the things he had said, what she had said, what she should have said, and through it al the
phrase put things right kept up a contrapunta begt. All right, she taunted hersdlf, so lurking under that
practica exterior isafull-blown Joan of Arc complex, aneed to fix the world. She nodded. Yes. A

need, areal need.

Egotigticd, she thought, then; sanctimonious, and again she nodded.

It was. But she knew she was good, better than some-better than most, she said to herself amost
savagdly. "God damn it, admit it, you're better than most!"

Curioudy, theimage of her mother flashed in her mind, how she had wept when Sarah told her shewas
getting married. She had wept even more when Sarah announced her pregnancy later the same year, but
that encounter was not as sharply etched in her memory asthefirst one.

Sarah had been furious with her mother; her own happiness had been overwhelming, the tears had
seemed a deliberate attempt to destroy everything.

"Y ou know what you'l be, don't you?' her mother had cried. "A tag-along wife, just like me. | wanted
morefor you. Y ou're better than that.”

Tag-adong wife. Sarah could hear her mother's voice uttering the wordsin despair. What had her mother
wanted to do? Sarah never found out.

When she asked, her mother had shrugged and said it didn't matter.
Later, Sarah asked her father and he had smply looked blank.

She had been padding around the room in her bare feet as the thoughts raced, dways againgt the
background music of the phrase put thingsright. Stop! she ordered herself. Abruptly she sat down and
pulled her notebook from her purse and looked over thelist of numbers she had copied from Fran
Donatio's phone bill. Twenty cdls, thirty, or more.

Areacodes widdy scattered. Well, she would turn that chore over to her secretary in the morning, let
her run them down, link names and addresses to the telephone numbers. Besatrice Wordley had done
smilar choresin the past for Blaine.

And then she was thinking of Blaine, when he first became a prosecutor, the long talk they had had
about how awkward it would be to oppose one another in court. He had not asked, or even suggested,
that ' she stop taking criminal cases, shetold herself sharply; they had joked about it that night, laughed
about it. But she had stopped handling criminal cases. A game, Femandez had called it, the game of
cops and robbers and lawyers, and she had been agood player, better than Blaine. She hurriedly got up
and started pacing again.

But she had been better, she repeated sharply, and they had both known it; she had stopped taking



crimina cases because if she had opposed Blaine, she would have beaten him, and their marriage would
not have survived that.

Everyone had been surprised when she first announced that she was going into law; no onein the family
had done that before. Doctors, scientists, a preacher or two, but no lawyers. Then, in the beginning,
corporate law, contractua law, tax law, estate planning al had seemed as dull as accounting; what she
had wanted from the start was to become atrid attorney. The excitement of dedling with real peoplein
serioustrouble, of helping them battle an inhuman system, of securing their rights when the system would
scuttle them, of winning, she admitted, the excitement of winning had been a powerful stimulus, more
powerful than drugs or alcohol or even sex.

But something happened; something always happens, she added bleakly.

Too many lies, too many progtitutes with too many diseases, too many bruises, missing teeth, broken
noses, broken arms; too many drug dedls; too many beatings and knifings; too many durats and too
many ded's; too many corrupt police officers; too many lazy or corrupt trid attorneys, too many lazy or
indifferent judges, too many juvenilesin jeopardy; too many assaults, robberies, crazies, swindlers,
chegts of every variety.

At first they al had been exciting, worthwhile, but the time came when only one of three seemed
worthwhile, then one of ten, one of twenty, until in the end, she knew she had lost Sight of the people
atogether, and there was only the courtroom drama, a new opening night over and over in aproduction
ever-changing, ever the same, and dways starring her, Sarah Drexler. By then the win was all that was
worthwhile. She remembered again how excited Blaine had been when he started as adidtrict attorney;
s0 keen on law and order, she had teased him gently, and he had said very serioudy, Absolutely. He had
been keen then, and later asajudge. He had carried his prosecutorid attitude to court undiminished and
had earned areputation as atough judge who had little sympathy for the crooks and loved to send them

away.

She had been very surprised at the differencein her attitude and Blaine's about the role of judge. He had
started with the presumption of guilt every time: " They wouldn't be here, you know, if therewaan't a
good case against them." And, yes, she had to admit, that was true, and most of those accused were
indeed guilty, but till... Anyway, shetold hersdlf, she knew dl thetricks Blaine had used asa
prosecutor, and she certainly knew A the tricks she had used as a defense attorney, and on the bench
she could see others using the same tricks again and again, asif they personaly had invented them. "She
marveled that some prosecutors didn't seem to redlize that she might notice that akey question had not
been asked, that she might ask it. Or that a defense attorney had failed to follow up akey line of
guestioning, and that she would. The jurorswere not alowed to ask questions, she reasoned, and how
could they do their job with inadequate informetion?

It made her uneasy at timesto redlize how disapproving Blaine would have been to observe her
courtroom manner. He had believed the law was asrigid asa sted bar; if one law didn't get the desired
outcome, there was alarge library to peruse, another law to be found that would.

She thought of law as aflexibletool to serve people and seldom bothered citing cases. Her uneasiness
turned to dull helpless anger when she thought of al the political gppointees, thelegd hacks, the lazy
judges, the inept ones, the toadies serving unnamed magters, sitting on the bench with agendas they
never divulged, perusing thelibraries, or, more likely, ordering their clerksto find the lawsto fit the
desired ends.



She suddenly had aflash of memory from the past.

She had come hometired, defeated in court that day, and complained that the judge had openly sided
with the prosecution. "It's not right," she had cried. " Judges shouldn't come out of the prosecutor's
office” "Likeme?" he had asked coldly.

"I wasn't thinking of you," shesaid. "You try to befair."
"What do you mean, try?| am fair."

But he wasn't, she had known, and had held her tongue. He assumed guilt every time until it was proved
otherwise. He had earned the reputation of being a strict judge, ahard judge, but fair enough, asfair as
could be expected. She hit her lip and conscioudy changed her line of thought.

What had truly surprised her, more than anything else, when she took the bench to serve out Blaine's
term was that she was dedling with people again, the defense attorneys, the prosecutors, the plaintiffs
and defendants, all had become people again. And the second surprise had been the knowledge that
cdling it awin/lose game waswrong, totally wrong. It was alose/lose Situation, not agame at dl. They
were people and most of them were hurting, and their resorting to the process of law meant that they
aready had lost agreat dedl.

If she had been honest with Fernandez she would have said that she didn't give adamn about reversals,
or being in textbooks, or being cited in other cases. That was meaningless where she was concerned
because she so obvioudy didn't think, act, or talk like ajudge. No win or lose, she continued the
thought, no scorecards, just people in trouble and a system that was out of control, and she was better
on that bench than alot of people would be, and she was better than Blaine had been.

The suddenness of thisthought, the vehemence, stopped her in the middie of theroom. "But | am,” she
whispered, dmogt asif to ill the denid that dready wasforming.

She went to the bathroom for adrink of water. If Blaine hadn't died in that stupid accident, she asked
hersdlf, would anything have changed?

Shelooked at her image in the mirror and dowly shook her head. She would not have changed her life,
she knew, she would have continued with her eyes haf open, her brain on dow forward, pretending,
always pretending. If she had had questions, they had been so deeply buried she never had been aware
of them, no questions, no denid's, no resentment.

Super wife, she mocked her reflection, then turned off the light and went back to the bedroom, pulled off
the bedspread and stood another moment looking at the great expanse of king-sized bed.

In her mind's eye was atiny, barren cell with ahard narrow cot, ahard wooden chair, nothing else, and
it was her cell. "Get thee to anunnery,” she whispered under her breath, and then sharply, "Forget it."

She got into the enormous bed.

At ten the next morning she was shown into the office of Harry Mandertay, the agent who handled
insurance for the water gardens. He was amost obscendly obese, with aflorid complexion, white hair.
He ushered her to a soft chair, dmost begged her to accept coffee tea, something cold to drink. She felt
he would have patted her hand if she had allowed it. The office was dimly lighted; he had turned down



the lamps, closed the blinds in deference to her. He sat very closein a second soft comfortable chair, his
knees wide gpart, and hislit the feet pointing toward each other. His shoes were so highly polished they
gleamed and reflected light with every suggestion of movement. He smelled of cinnamon and greese, asif
he had only amoment ago eaten a cin damon doughnut. The desk across the room was completely bare,
without even apicture or telephone; it i could have been delivered only moments earlier.

Mr. Manderlay wiped his neck with a handkerchief, wiped both hands, returned it to his pocket, and

sad, "Mrs. Drexler, | begged him not to cashin hislifein surance. | redly did, but to no avail. Hewas
adamarn.

He said one way or another it would go to his beneficiaries, either as a cash payment, or as a better
business, and he preferred the better business.” "1 know," she said, trying to hide impatience. "Wetalked
about it.

| agreed entirely. What | want to know iswhat he said the day he called you for the name of an
investigator. Why did hecdl you for it?"

Hisface seemed to close; the obsequious manner vanished, leaving behind, she thought, the redl Harry
Manderlay, a shrewd and cautious businessman.

"l don't know," he said. "l was surprised. But since this office has used the services of Ms. Donatio in
the past and found her efficient and reliable, | didn't hesitate to recommend her." He wiped his neck
again, then hishands. "l assumed there was petty pilferage going on, nothing more than that.”

" At some point you must have mentioned to him that you sometimes used a private detective.”

He shrugged. "1 redlly don't recal, Mrs. Drexler. Perhaps he assumed that." She regarded him for
another moment, then said dowly, "WEell bereviewing dl theinsurance, naturaly.

I'm sorry to bother you now. Well beintouch at alater date.”

"Ali, Mrs. Drexler, you know we, your father and 1, spent an entire afternoon going over the property,
the new additions, dl of it. | believe you'll find everything in perfect order. The old policy, of course,
doesn't come up for renewa until the end of June, but the sooner the in after is concluded, the better.
Alwaysthe best way, do it, be done with it. One more thing not to have to worry about.”

"I wonder," she said. "We may want to trim expenses, do alittle comparison shopping. Y ou understand,
I'msure”

"Y ouwon' find a better dedl than | gave him," he said, nearly whining.

"I go out of the way for old clients, go the extramile and then some.

Y ou won't do better."

She stood up, regarding him coldly, without comment.

"All right," he said with amotion that might have been awave for her to resume her chair. She refused to

acknowledge the signal, and stood waiting. "I told him about Fran when | was out there. We chatted a
little, you know, just chatting. | mentioned a case of fraud that Fran worked on for us. That'sdl."



"Did you tdl him she specidized, anything like that?"

"No. No. That never came up. And anyway, she didn't. She handled pretty much anything that came
dong.”

"And when he cdled you, whet did he say?"

He got to hisfeet awkwardly, but once upright, he moved around the office easily, dmost gracefully for
aman asfat ashewas. "It wasastrange cdl," he said, not looking at her. "At first | thought it was sticky
fingersinthetill, likel said, but he went on about needing someone who could be counted on to be
discreet. He asked me..." He gave her asidelong glance, and then went to the window and opened the
blind.

"He asked meif shewould fed it was her duty to report acrimeif she came acrossone." He stared out
the window asif fascinated by the parking lot beyond it.

"What else?' Sarah whispered.
He shrugged and turned to face her. "That's about it.

He asked if she had done thingsfor usthat were redlly serious, if she had been discreet. | remember he
kept saying discreet. | reassured him that if sheworked for him, sheldd report to him and no one ese, and
that wasit." He spread hishands. "I didn't hear anything more about it. | wasn't even sure he had called
her until | read about her death in the paper, where it happened, | mean, and | assumed she had been
over to the gardens.” Sarah asked him another question or two, but he added nothing € se, although he
repeated himsaf at length. Findly sheleft him and went out to the brailing parking lot. The weather
report had said a change was due later in the day or early evening, asystem moving in from the Pecific
Ocean would bring cooler temperatures, maybe rain, maybe even athunderstorm. She hoped it brought
inacrashing, brilliant sorm.

By the time she got back to the motdl, it would betimeto call her office in Pendleton, she thought.

Bestrice Wordley was working haf days while Sarah was gone, unavailable until after eeven. And after
putting Bestrice to work, then what? She had no answer.

Had she learned anything from the insurance agent that she had not aready known or guessed? she
wondered, driving again. Only that her father had known he was looking into some sort of crimina
activity.

Virgil?

She bit her lip and blinked hard.

Had her father gone to the agent instead of his attorney because he was not certain an attorney would
not report acrimind act if helearned of it? Wasit that easy?

In her motel room she called Bestrice, who voiced her sympathy and went on to gossip aminute or two
about thingsin court. Sarah listened absently, and then asked her to take down the numbers, and read
them off dowly. "I'll call you from the gardenstomorrow she said. "Theresafax machine, but | don't



know the number. Think you'll have namesand dl that by tomorrow?"

Bestrice assured her that she would, and she would have the fax message ready to send as soon as
Sarah called, and they hung up.

Sheredized her phonelight was blinking, and squinted to see why: A message at the front desk. The
desk clerk read it to her when she pushed that button: Call F about gas. There was anumber. She
thanked the clerk and asked him to prepare her bill, she would be checking out in about five minutes.
Therewaslittle packing to do, little to take up the five minutes she had given hersdlf, and then, ready,
she sat down and dialed the number.

She was passed through three different people before Fernandez came on theline. 'Y ou left amessage,”
shesaid.

"Yes. Areyou at the motel now?I'll come over.”
"I'm sorry, Lieutenant, I'm on my way out. I'll be going back to the gardens.”

"Hmm. Judge, there are a couple of things we need to clear up, and with you hereit ssems now'sthe
best time. Y ou know. Save me along drive tomorrow or the next day. Why don't you get a cup of
coffeein the coffee shop and I'll pop in, ask my two Or three questions, tell you about the gas, and then
you can be on your way?" If she said no, what would he do, send asquad car after her with Sirens
blaring, lights flashing? She wanted to demand hetell her about the gas, but she knew perfectly well that
the carrot served no purpose unlessit dangled out of reach.

"All right," shesad. "I'll bein the coffee shop." And she had to get her suitcase into the trunk before he
got there, she knew, or he might insst on going with her, watch her open the trunk, see the plastic bag
with her father's hat... She shook her head dmost violently.

Not yet!

She was edting a sandwich when Fernandez appeared. How many identica sets of clothes did the man
have? she wondered. Always the same trousers, the same shirt, the same

how-coul d-this-man-possi bly-be-a-cop |ook.

"Ali, Judge. Mind if | order something? Haven't had lunch yet, or breskfast either, | think." He waved to
the waitress.

"Busy day?' Sarah asked noncommittally.

"Yep." Thewaitress came, pencil poised over order pad. "Roast beef, whole whest, milk." The waitress
left and Fernandez |eaned back.

"Y ou leaving town?'
"Assoon as|'m done here"

"Coming up some wegther," he said. "Wewon't get rain, most likely, but it could whip up adust storm.
Y ou read about the mess we had with dust few weeks back?"



She nodded. "Lieutenant Fernandez, we redly don't need smal talk, do we? Y ou have some questions,
you said, and you said you have some information. | gather the questionswill befirgt."

He grinned. "Tell me something about the Ligter Inditute.” "Theinditute?' shesaid in surprise. "'l don't
know more than you'l find in the newspapers, your own files."

"Y ou know morethan | do. How was your father involved?

"Hewasnt. Hisfather was. My grandfather and a man named Oskar Zugman, or something like that,
darted it back around the turn of the century.

My grandfather was adoctor, and Zugman... | don't know what he was.

Anyway, it was Sarted as minera baths and hot springs for the trestment of polio and other crippling
diseases. And they named it the Lister Ingtitute because, the story goes, Zugman, or whatever his name
was, sad it would be adraw using Lister, and ahandicap usng Zugman.

And my grandfather agreed.” She shrugged. ssier Suff, asl said.”

His eyes were narrowed as he thought about it. "But your father was on the board of directors, wasn't
I,.e?l

"Oh, that. | guess so, and so isUncle Peter." She sighed deeply. "1'd he willing to bet Dr. Jarlstadt has
me pegged for the board now."

"Who'she?'

"He bought controlling stock sometime back in the fifties, | think, another doctor, retired now or just
about completely retired, but he's still on the board, till lives on the ingtitute groundsin his own house,
and overseesthings generdly, | suppose. | think it was hisinspiration that turned theindtitute into a
genera therapy treatment center, not just a polio treatment hospital. He bought it cheap, or so the story
goes, because it was nearly bankrupt. He's old, in hiseighties. Anyway, my grandfather didn't stay in the
business very long, afew years at the mogt; he didn't like being atame doctor with histime locked up at
thefacility there. | think he sold his sharesto Zugman, or my father sold them later. I'm not sure about

this part.
But my father didn't have any red interest in the place within my memory.

His name was on the board, and even that was ajoke since he lived out of state and never cameto
mestingsor did anything."

"But your uncle might be more active there?!
"I just don't know. | suppose he could be. Why?

"Whereisthisleading?' "A minute," he said. The waitress brought his sandwich and he began to ext.
Sarah had finished, and nodded at the offer of more coffee.

"Okay," Fernandez said after severa very large bites. Hewould get ulcers or something, she thought.
"Likeyou, werereally curious about why your old man, your father, hired a detective.



Firgt place you look iswhere theres money, rea money. The gardens make money, some, not enough
to get al that excited about, if you want to be honest. But the indtitute isin the big bucks category. So
we go poking around there. And your father's name does seemto belinked to it."

She never had thought about it one way or the other; the institute was just there, the way Ghost Lake
was there, the ghost town was there, part of the landscape.

After the Salk vaccine came aong and the number of polio cases sarted to dwindle, there had been a
crigsa theingitute, she remembered, athough she did not know the details, just the general story.
Reacting to the danger of bankruptcy, they had switched their focus onto patients with disabling diseases
and injuriesstroke patients, bum patients, congenital deformities and these patients or their familieswere
mostly wealthy enough to afford very expensive treatments, sometimes for prolonged periods. There
was alarge gtaff, she knew, and severa very good doctors, therapists, nurses.

Some of the staff lived in East Shasta; more, she believed, lived in housing on the grounds. Theindtitute
had an impeccabl e reputation.

Shetold Fernandez what she remembered about it, adding details when she thought of them, ashe ate
hislunch; at length he held up hishand for coffee.

"Isthat it?" she asked, when she could think of nothing € se connected with the indtitute.

"l suppose. See, you knew morethan | did. Y our nameis on the board.

Non-paying postion?"

"No doubt. And apparently they think they don't need anyone's permission to include them. Next topic?'
"A minor point,” he said dmost gpologeticaly.

"How'd your father get Fran's name? Who recommended her? Not hislawyer, | asked him."

Trick question? she wondered. Manderlay had not got in touch with the police, and thereredlly had
been no reason for him to do o, he surely would argue, but now, after her visit, not knowing what she
might do, it seemed inevitable that he would call the police. He would worry firet, swest alot, sart to
cdl, back off, but he would make the call to protect himself in the event that Sarah divulged his name.

Let him swest, she said to hersdlf, and told the lieutenant about him.

She doubted that the insurance agent would be as open with the police as he finally had been with her.
What did they have to threaten him with?

"Get anything useful from him?* Fernandez asked.
She shook her head. "He doesn't know what the problem was."
"Okay. About the gas tank. We got the report this morning. Tank'sintact, in perfect shape, cap fits

perfectly. No leaks. And the car's equipped with an idiot light that comes on when the gas gets below
two gdlons. It works just exactly the way it should.” "Two gdlons," she said frowning. "That should have



been enough for fifty milesat leadt.

She should have madeit out to three ninety-five unlessit was aready blinking when she arrived. But that
doesn't make any sense, either.

Wouldn't she have mentioned that she needed gas?'

"Would you start off on astrange road late a night with anidiot light blinking at you?' Fernandez asked.
"No, of course not.”

"Nether would Fran," he said softly.

Sarah considered it. After leaving the house Sunday night Fran could have driven for afew miles before
the light came on and then she would have had to decide, keep going to 395 where there might be agas
dation within her range, say fifty miles; from East Shastato 395 was about forty-six, forty-eight miles.
Close, but she must aready have covered part of the distance before the light came on. It would have
been Sarah's choice to keep going. The alternative had been to return to East Shasta, head down 139
and run out of gas on that stretch. By 139, it was seventy milesto Susanville and agas station. And Fran
had known that; she had driven in that way. Would it have occurred to her to ask if anyone had extra
gas a the house? Probably not.

When had she noticed how low it was? How far had she gone? It seemed terribly irresponsible not to
know how much gaswas in the tank, especidly driving in anear-wilderness area at night.

"The light must have mafunctioned,” Sarah sad findly. "Obvioudy she didn't have as much gaswhen it
came on as she thought she did, or else she sat with her engineidling until it ran dry, and that'sinsane.”

"Wethink so," Fernandez said. " System checked out okay. Well, back to work. Oh, by the way, how
long did it take you to drive over from the gardens?' "I didn't notice,” she said; he grinned. It had taken
her four hours and five minutes. And she could have trimmed that if she had wanted to.

"I madeit in three hours, twenty minutes,” he said.
"Beseeing you, Judge.”

Fran must have taken nearly five hours on a Sunday afternoon, but late at night, before dawn, any
weekday it would be faster. Fernandez was il thinking someone from East Shasta had driven over to
search Fran's office and house. Timing it. He would be back over there asking questions again, she
thought, and she gtill had the straw hat in her trunk, and still couldn't think of anything eseto do withit,
any other placeto keep it safe.

Sheremembered what he had said |ast night: he didn't want avigiting judge cited for driving under the
influence. How about obstruction of justice? she asked hersef bitterly. And swiftly followed the question
with another: whose Justice? She had been a debater once, taking the position that justice not only could
not be achieved, but also that few people really desired it. We pay lip service, she thought. But it wasa
good question: whose jugtice? The Ku-Klux Klan's, the Ayatollah'sin condemning Rushdie; the
interrogators of Central and South Americawith their torture instruments... the justice Anita Hill found
before the senatorid inquisitors? The justice Rodney King found in Simi Valey? In each and every case
the dispensers of justice could rationdize their position, justify, explain; each was seeking justice. She



had concluded her argument that day in her debate: we make laws and claim to enforce them with
impartiaity, but even then we know that those who are weak are not permitted to legidate power to
themselves, away from those who are strong. So how can those laws reflect atrue justice that serves
everyoneimpartialy?In fact, thereis no truejustice, only anidedl.

o, if shewas obstructing justice, what exactly was she guilty or 1t would not be justice if she pointed a
finger a Virgil. He was s0 guilt-possessed, so ashamed, o filled with self-loathing, he would be judged
guilty before he said aword; an accusation of murder or anything else would be al that was required.
Protecting the innocent could not be equated with obstruction of justice, shetold herself, and knew she
wasrationdizing.

Not much longer, she promised hersdlf then. Tomorrow she would get the list of names and try to make
sense of them. If they were unknown to Virgil, had nothing to do with his past crimes-she winced at the
word, and repeated it-crimes, then she would look up those people, try to learn what their connection
had been with her father. And she would tell Fernandez about the hat. Eventually she would tell him that
she was reasonably certain that her own father had been murdered also. And if the nameswere
connected to Virgil in any way? She knew she could not decide. Her father, her son. She knew, she
reminded hersdlf, that Virgil would never have harmed his grandfather. She was as certain of that as of
her own innocence, but Fernandez, his officers, the system couldn't know that, and Virgil could be
arrested, could betried, could be found guilty, al because he had done such stupid thingsin the past.
She knew very well the tenor of the times, the crusade to get the drug dedlers, especidly at hislevel and
below. If you could not get them for drugs, you got them for something else, Blaine had said positively.
She knew he had voiced a position that few in the system would argue with. And she knew that if
handing over the hat meant she was handing over her son, she would keep the hat until hell froze.

She was back in the car, driving away from Sacramento; the wind had started to blow fitfully, stirring
clouds of pale dust, making the air thick and visible. It entered her car freely in spite of the closed
windows, the air conditioner. The dust was asfine astalc and stung her eyes.

Why didn't he go ahead and ask that one question that must be uppermost on his mind? Playing with her,
pretending an openness that was really a bait to entrap her?

Hewould ask it sooner or later, she understood quite well: why would anyone have killed Fran Donatio
and burglarized her house for the information she already had passed on to Raph Kdlerman? Unless
that person knew Ralph Kellerman would conceal or even deny the information, or else that person
knew that Ralph would not five long enough to do anything abot it.

Her hands were so tight on the whed! that it was hard to keep from oversteering. She relaxed, and
dowed down; the dust churned up dust devilsin afield to her left. Traffic got crazy as peopleraced to
best the rain, raced to beat blinding dust storms, raced to besat the durry that would form if only askim
of rainfel. Sarah raced dong with everyone e se, and when she reached Susanville, the dust and the
windswere far behind her on the other side of the mountain; she had been driving for two and ahaf
hours, with another hour to go to the gardens.

Anyone could have driven over and back in aday, an overnight trip.
Any one of them.

ELEVEN SHE BOUGHT GASin Susanville, but instead of heading north on 139, she continued east
and then north on 395.



The highway followed the lowlands in the shadow of the mountainsal the way into Oregon. Her
knowledge of the road was based entirely on her map; she had never driven it, and was not certain
where the turn wasto East Shasta, or if the road was even marked. It was about fifty-five miles
according to her map, which was admittedly not reliable; it showed East Shastawhere the ghost town
wastoday. A farm truck came from nowhere and passed her, dropping potatoes that hit the road and
gpattered. She dowed down until the truck vanished in the distance. She strained to see aturn-off ahead.

It was marked with a county road number, not aname; she passed it, stopped after another few hundred
yardsto consult her map, and then turned around to gpproach the intersecting road again, and thistime
made the turn. Five miles from 395, Fernandez had said. She made anote of the odometer reading:
38542. 43: theland began to rise as soon as she | ft the highway; it seemed to twist and turn itsway as
straight up the mountain as aroad could manage, hairpin curves, steep climbs, switch backs. 44: there
was sparse, desertlike growth here; dusty, scattered, stunted trees, gray-green understory sage, brown
grass, cactus... The steepness of the dropoff increased, a sheer fal down fifty feet, ahundred feet, two
hundred feet, and no guard rail... Findly, five milesin, she dowed, stopped the car, pulled on the hand
brake, and then got out to stand in the road. That was where Fran's Mazda had gone over the side, she
thought, noting aline of broken and twisted weedy growth, sage, grasses, destroyed by the car rolling
over them. Not destroyed, she redlized, moving closer; it would recover. The human had been
destroyed, the wildlife would come back.

She looked at the place where Fran must have rolled to astop on afairly steep section with asharp
curve severa feet ahead. Fran must not have known how close she was to the highway. She
remembered the look of apprehension that had crossed Fran's face when they heard the coyote on
Sunday night. Out here, she must have felt she was at the end of the world, and even though the moon
had been full and brilliant, she would have been rductant to leave the safety of the car.

Anyone coming in from 395 would have been startled, coming around that sharp curve, suddenly to be
confronted with another car dead ahead. The other driver might have pulled over too fast, grazed arock
or atree... She did not move to examine the rocks and the few trees that could have been at risk. She
felt dmost certain that the car had not come from that direction.

Back the other direction then, from East Shasta, someone could have come down the hill carefully,
knowing very well that Fran's car was ahead, out of gas, not precisay whereit was, only that it was
stopped, waiting. She redlized that she was making the assumption that the killer had done something to
Fran's gas tank, siphoned out gas, something. She shook her head irritably. And Fran didn't notice the
idiot light blinking? Either it had been in working order and she should have reached the highway, or it
had malfunctioned, and cured itsalf before the police could test it. It did not matter, she told herself
sharply; he did not have to know where' she would be stopped, only that she would be on the road out
of gas somewhere. Let Fernandez worry about theidiot light.

Therewas no good place to turn around, Sarah redlized, standing in the center of the narrow road,
looking first one way, then the other.

With alot of backing and filling, a U-turn was possible, but he would have marked his car, brushed the
hillside, scarred the paint on arock.

Had Fernandez considered that? Or else he must have stopped up there somewhere, come the rest of
the way on foot.



She darted driving again, going very dowly now, upward, toward East Shasta, watching for aplaceto
stop and survey the scene below. She found it very soon, awide enough stretch to park in, high enough
to give agood view of the road below where Fran's car must have been waiting in the cold indifferent
moonlight.

Lessthan haf amile. She could imagine Fernandez and his men spreading out over the sides of the road,
aboveit, down the steep bank, searching for rubber gloves, for an emptied purse, agun, anything to lead
toakiller.

There would have been shattered glass, she thought, glass fragments on Fran's purse, her briefcase,
embedded in the killer's clothes.

Bloodstains on his clothes?

She thought of the plastic bag in her trunk, and another picture cameto mind: the killer could have
dressed in athrow-away garment of some sort, acheap plastic rain coat, or even just a sheet draped
over him, and, of course, the gloves, he would have carried a plagtic bag, agarment bag, something to
put thingsin. If he was clever enough to arrange for Fran to run out of gas, wouldn't he have thought of
thet?

A leaf bag, ayard bag, something of that sort; they all used them.
No one dared bum anything for fear of wildfire. A packing bag like the onein her trunk. She bit her lip.

She drove again, up the tortuous road that climbed, climbed, twisted, often crumbled near the edges,
sometimes so rotten it seemed no road had ever existed here, only anarrow clearing through the rocks
and scrub growth; other times the blacktop appeared nearly intact.

The sun was getting low; when she straightened out of a curve and found hersdf heading west, the sun
was cruel againgt her eyes.

Then she reached the old ghost town, and stopped again but did not leave the car, or even turn off the
motor. Pale Ghost Lake with itswhispering sand at her left, edged with acliff on thefar sde; the ruins of
the town on her right, and then the other barrier cliff with afringe of fallen rocks at its base. Her father
had said that at one timethis entire valley had been alake, amile wide, three mileslong, back when the
glaciers started melting. There must have been adam, he had said, ice dam maybe, or rocks, or maybe
just an earthen dam, and when it gave way, aflood poured from the valey like water running out of a
bathtub, leaving behind the shallow lake. On the far side, 1apping the opposite cliff, the lake had lingered
for thousands of years, shrinking year after year, century after century. He had shown her the ravages
gill visble from swiftly moving water wielding rocks and trees that had scoured and gouged theland in
passing, leaving their marks.

The lake had been formed by runoff water, a product of the melting of the last ice age, he had sad; it
had not been spring-fed. Drying up had been aforegone conclusion, anecessity. Mrs. Betancom he had
sad, had hired ahydrologist to find water for her commune, and when he failed, she had fired him and
brought in awater dowser.

If the ghosts hadn't run them &l off, she would have had to fire him, too. Mrs. Betancort claimed that
Moses had been adowser, he had said, laughing, but not even Moses could find water where there
wasn't any.



Driving again, Sarah tried to remember just what Mrs. Betancort had said in Rosa's house. She had
been talking about the ghost town, Sarah redlized, about her dowser who would smite the rock and
bring forth water.

If you knew what she was talking about it didn't sound quite so crazy, but that was going about
communicating backwards. First you know, then you listen to confirm what you know? Crazy or not,
shefound hersalf wishing she had paid more attention to Mrs. Betancort's words; she had an uneasy
suspicion that there had been other sense-making bits mixed in with the madness.

As shedrove through East Shasta on her way home, she knew that those who didn't see her at the
moment would hear from those who did that she had driven in by way of 395 and Old Shasta Road.
She muttered crosdly, "To hell withit," and kept going.

At the house there was | eft-over chicken stew, which was ddlicious, and strawberries with cream. And
there was amessage from Dr. Jarlstadt: would she please give him acdl at her convenience?

"Anything dse?' she asked Winnie, who kept her company as she ae.
Virgil was till working in the tropical dome, doing hiswork and Marias, apparently.
"Nope. What did you find out?"

"Not athing yet. Maybe tomorrow." She gave Winme an abbreviated account of her daysin
Sacramento.

"I've been thinking,” Winnie said. "Y ou know, what Grandpawas having investigated doesn't have to be
something real, or about any of us. It could be arumor about Grandpa, or Grandmafrom years ago. Or
you, when you were dill akid. Y ou know what | mean?'

Sarah nodded. "1 know exactly. And we may never find out."

Winnie looked gtricken. "And well haveto livewith that,” she said in alow voice. "Not knowing, not
knowing what he wastold, what he believed, how unhappy it was making him." She had poured hersdlf
acup of coffeeand stirred it around and around blindly. "Virgil and | weretaking last night. Whet if
whatever Grandpa learned was something that made him have a heart attack? What if it killed him?
Something about me, about Virgil? Evenif it wasalie, what if it was something about methat did that to
Grandpa? Or Virgil ?* Shelifted her face to regard her mother. "Thisis so shitty!”

Sarah put her fork down and Wmnie cited, "I'm sorry!

Jesus, thisis so awful, nothing we do isright, nothing we say works the way we meant it to. I'm sorry.”
Wmnieinsisted on cleaning things up in the kitchen, and remembered that the accountant had come and
gone, and would give his report to the attorney who had been named executor of the estate. Sarah was
at the table while Winnie moved back and forth putting things away.

Suddenly V*rInnie paused. "If nothing was taken from Fran Donétio's gpartment, | mean, not the
televison or CD player, pawnable stuff like that, it must mean the person was searching for information,

papers, reports.”



Sarah was unbreathing then as Winnie went on, "Why? | could see someone maybe going through her
office stuff, but her house, too? That doesn't sound like aguy looking for dope money.” "I know," Sarah
sad quietly. "Honey, | think we should not talk about any of thisto anyone. You, Virgil, and | can
discussit, but no oneelse at all. Okay?'

Winni€e's eyes widened, then narrowed. She nodded.
"Jesus," she whispered. "When you get those names, what then?”
"l don't know yet. First welll seeif we recognize any of them, and go on from there.”

The next day when Sarah studied the names on the fax printout, shefelt only bafflement; Virgil looked
mystified and Winnie shook her head.

"Virgil, are you certain? None of these people could have been mixed up in that troublein Los Angeles?’
"I don't know any of those people,” he said.

There were twenty-two cdls, seven to the surname Leszno in the Chicago area, aHerman, Stanley,
Wanda... There were four calsto people named Bookman in the Ogden, Utah, area. Three cdlsto
Barcleighsin Los Angeles, and the rest scattered with no two to any one name. Those three names were
the significant ones, Sarah thought with certainty; they dl followed calsto directory assstancein the
three locations, and they were grouped within days of the day Fran started working for Ralph
Kelerman. First she had found the names, the numbers, and then she had started calling. Her sister had
said Fran even went down to Los Angeles once on this case. One of the Barcleighs?

Sarah had caled Dr. Jarlstadt, and agreed to visit him at eleven.

Shefolded the fax report and dipped it into her pocket. No word from Maria, Virgil had said glumly
when she asked; he looked years older than he had on the Sunday afternoon when Sarah arrived here.
She wanted to pat him, to hold and comfort him, to soothe him in some way, but he was keegping himself
aloof and distant, and so terribly busy back in the tropical dome, in the various pools... She could envy
his ability to work almost as many hours as he was awake; he was young enough that he could still do
that. And Winnie had taken over one of the second-floor bathrooms and turned it into a darkroom,
where she was developing and printing picturesfor hours at atime. The video wasjust about done, she
sad; if Mariawere here, she could have finished it completely by now, but without her... Maybe they'd
edit her out from the start, instead of having her vanish midway... Sarah left them both to their worries,
and walked dowly to the ingtitute for her meeting with Dr. Jerlstedit.

Thethree names kept playing over in her head, dmogt asif she knew them and ssmply had forgotten for
amoment, like forgetting an ingredient in arecipe, ahaunting lack of something that she couldn't quite
name,

The indtitute could be reached by the road, or by the route she chose, through the grounds here, along a
stony path through a bit of woods, and then onto the grounds of the ingtitute, like wandering into the land
of Oz, where everything suddenly became technicolor. There was no brown grass, no dying bushes, no
dusty trees here; everything that should be green was green; grass was clipped short and looked like an
immense golf course; flowering bushes were abloom, and hedges were neetly trimmed to the point of
looking like magezineillugtrations.



The paths on the grounds were wide and level and very smooth; nothing to impede awheelchair, or
someone on crutches out for exercise. Her father had put in alarge pond here, and a branch of the path
led around the circumference, with many sesting arrangements spotted along the way.

Very good, very handsome scul ptures appeared dmost randomly around the entire park-like grounds.
Everything was expensive, handsome, beautifully landscaped, beautifully maintained.

Look where there's money, Fernandez had said, and this beyond a doubt represented great wealth.
Sarah never had thought of this before; the intitute was just there, the way a hospital wasin acity; she
never had questioned why such arich-looking hospital was out here so far from any city.

Asshedrew nearer the main building, patients and personnel from the ingtitute began to appear: afew
peoplein whedchairs, afew with walkers; severd people strolling with e aborate care, accompanied by
gtaff memberswho did not seem to wear uniforms here but still managed to look like nurses and
thergpists. Something in the way they watched the patients, the way a hand seemed dways ready to
reach out and provide support, to steady afatering step.

Sarah entered the main building and paused a a desk where ayoung woman was keying something into
acomputer. He was expecting her, the young woman said, and pointed down a corridor. The fourth
door on thel€ft, she said amiling, and went back to her computer.

Sarah had known Dr. Jarlstadt most of her life; he had been afrequent dinner guest when her uncle and
her parents still shared the Kellerman house, and then had been aguest in her parents house; and they
had come over hereregularly, with her if shewasvisting.

Hewasin hiseighties, and looked very frail. He wasin awheedlchair with an afghan over hislegs. The
room she had entered was a conference room, not an office; she doubted he had aredl office anymore.
The room was discreet in pale green and rich brown furnishings, athick pale green carpet on the floor.

"My dear Sarah, | am so glad to see you. | must gpologize for my not attending your father'sfunera, my
dear. Some days| don't leave the house, I'm afraid.”

She bent over to kiss his cheek, and then sat near him in a soft comfortable chair. "l understand, Dr.
Jarlstadit.

Please, don't concern yourself. I'm sorry you're not well."

"It'sthelegs,” he said with ashrug. "They smply stopped working.

Kneesfolding backward, hip jointsfrozen... Getting old is not a pretty business, my dear.”

"I don't want to keep you," she said gently. "Y ou left amessage for me?'

"Yes, yes. I'm afraid | told that policeman you were adirector here, and |'ve been worried about it ever
since. | mean, | would like very much for you to assume your father's position, but | quite understand if
you prefer not to do s0." He covered his mouth for araspy little cough, abiscuit cough. His hand was

milk white with midnight-blue veins.

"Honorary position, of course.



Dallar-a-year sort of thing. There's dways been aKelerman or two on the board.” "But I'm not a
Kdlerman," she sad. "Uncle Peter ison the board, isn't he? Is Michad digible?’

"Peter, of course, but not Michadl; we prefer not to have father and son, you see. Smacks of nepotism
or something equdly ridiculous, but it'sin the bylaws."

"WEell, it should be someone available to attend meetings, | think," Sarah said. "Have you considered
Virgil?'

"But he's hardly more than achild!"

"Almost twenty-four. In any event, whatever you told the police can't be aproblem, I'm sure. | just don't
see how it matters one way or the other to them.” She stood up.

"Wedll, I'll straighten it out when that lieutenant comes back. Today or tomorrow, he said. | don't like
leaving the wrong impression, and | did spesk hadtily.

Think about it, my dear. Y ou may find that aperiodic visit here has some gpped.”
"The lieutenant is coming back here? Did he say that?"

Dr. Jarlstadt looked at her curioudy. "Y es. He called yesterday and said he would have afew more
questions.

About one of our former patients. | just don't understand what the connection can possibly be between
him and that poor woman."

"A patient?" Sarah repeated. " Connected to Fran Donatio.
"No, no. That'swhat I'm saying, there can't be a connection. It was years and years ago. Wedley Leszno.

He vanished nearly thirty years ago, presumably he died in atragic accident on the coast, and why the
lieutenant has brought up his name now isamygery to me."

Abruptly Sarah sat down again. Leszno. One of the names on her fax list.

Dead?"| remember something about that," she said. "Severd young men disappeared, didn't they? That
young man, and some others, al students, vanished? |sn't that the same name? They came here, didn't
they?' The memory was coming back in bits and pieces, not making any sense at al yet.

"Y es. Wed ey had been apolio victim, and he was here for treatment for several years off and on. That
night he showed up with two other young men and said they were celebrating, and he wanted meto be
thefirst to know. But | had dinner guests and | asked the boys to come back later.

If only | had asked them to wait in the house, or to join us at dinner, or anything else. But they left and
no one saw them alive or dead again.

They vanished." He shook his head, hisface troubled. "Why the police want to ask about that is more
than | can guess.”



She stood up, kissed him on the cheek again, and went to the door.

He said it would be apleasure to have lunch with her before she | eft the area, and she said shewould let
him know, but her mind was on the long forgotten story about the three students who had vanished after
atrip to East Shasta

She knew the story, everyone in the family knew it, as did everyone in East Shasta, everyone who had
read the daily papers back in the sixties.

Dr. Jartstadt's words had brought it back intact. The three students had been Uncle Peter's students; he
had been ayoungish professor of biochemistry. He had met the youngest of the three a the indtitute, she
recalled, walking home, seeing nothing now of the lavish grounds. Leszno had been abrilliant prodigy,
stricken with polio at an early age, undergoing treatment at the indtitute. Peter Kellerman had testified
that he met the boy, they talked, and he told him that when he was ready to go to graduate schoal, to
give Peter acal.

Severd yearslater the boy had called, and he had become one of the starsin Peter's class.
The disappearance had been devastating to Uncle Peter, she remembered.

She and her parents had been at the house here when he came out, shaken, nearly incoherent, and
crying. She remembered that in particular; he wasthefirst adult male she had ever seen weeping.

She didn't know the details of the work the boys had been doing, only that it was brilliant, and
incomplete when they vanished. According to the reports that she could remember, they had come out
hereto vigt Dr. Jarlstadt, to tel him something, and he had sent them away until later that night. They
never returned. Their car had been found the next day down the coast somewhere; not atrace of the
boys had been found then or ever. Drinking, the papers had said; they had been drinking beer all
evening. It was conjectured that they had gone out onto rocks with ahigh surf running, and had lost their
footing, had been swept out to sea.

It wasdl public knowledge, shetold herself. Nothing new could have turned up after all these years.
There had been a complete investigation, of course. And Uncle Peter's devastation, she now
remembered, was partly due to the fact that by vanishing a that particular time, they might havelost him
the Nobel Prize. The work they had been doing-his project-was |leading them inevitably toward it, but
then everything had come to a standdtill with their disappearance; and Watson and Crick had made the
breakthrough first with the discovery of the structure of the DNA molecule, the double helix. Uncle
Peter's one redlly big chance had vanished as completely as his sudents. She remembered with aflush of
embarrassment saying to Michael about hisfather, dways the bridesmaid. Too closeto the truth to be
funny, she knew. But she hadn't thought about al that miserable past for more than twenty-five years.

And that was the problem, she thought, walking more and more dowly.

It was astory from the early sixties, public knowledge, nothing to make her father start hisown
investigation. Unless, she added, Uncle Peter had tied about his part in it, and had gotten away with the
lieuntil now. But who from nearly thirty years ago would know anything to make her father open that
particular door? Dr. Jarlstadt? He had had witnesses who had confirmed the story he had told; his
dinner guests had al overheard the whole conversation with Wedley Leszno. They had looked out and
had seen the three boys. And severd of the dinner guests were aso house guests who had sat up with
Dr. Jarlgtadt until after two in the morning.



If anyone had found new evidence of any sort, why hadn't he gone to the police, or Uncle Peter? The
three students had been his; her father had had nothing to do with them. Why call her father? What had
that been for? She was not even certain the three students had died; who had Fran Donatio been cdlling?
Looking for one of the students A surviving family member? Why?

She remembered what the insurance agent had said about her father ingsting on confidentidity, even if
Fran uncovered a crime. But what the crime could have been was asdlusive as ever.

And now Sarah tried to rethink the conclusions she had drawn about her father's death. She could not
believe anyone would have had areason to kill him over that incident from so many years ago, an
incident that had been public knowledge, and that never had involved him. He could havefdlen, shetold
hersdlf, hit his head, twisted in such away that his hat fell off to one sde. It was not what anyone might
expect, but she had seen alot of cases where the truth was the least likely of the many theories and even
liesthat surrounded them.

All right, shetold hersdlf, fedling asif she had shrugged off the weight of amountain from her shoulders.
He had Fran investigate something to do with the students. -maybe they had stolen money, or cheated
on test results, or fudged their work, something, but whatever it was, it had nothing to do with her father,
nothing to do with Virgil or Winnie, or Sarah or Blaine. Fran had found whatever she waslooking for
and reported back. It sounded to Sarah asif at least one of the students must be aive; who else would
know anything about the past?

And then Fran had decided, for whatever reason, to drive the old Shasta Road to 395. She had run out
of gas, someone had comein from 395 and killed her.

If that someone now had information about the students and that incident, she thought, so what? Maybe
one of the students, now a middle-aged man, had done something to turn the spotlight onto himsdlf, had
drawn attention, and that had inspired the call to her father.

But it didn't matter. None of it mattered now. If there was akiller/blackmailer out there, he would be
after the one with something to hide, the student who had vanished, whose desth had been assumed, and
now maybe was dive and well..

She considered and dismissed the idea that the student, a middle-aged man now, had madethe call. It
made no sense for him to have called her father instead of his former teacher, who was till listed at the
university, still had his gpartment, and was easy enough to track down.

Before, she had been driven by aterrible need to move, to try to find out what the investigation had been
about, driven to take action, any action; now, she felt relaxation ease the tension that had tightened her
shoulders and neck. She found herself thinking about Dirk Waters and his phone call that would come
on Monday or Tuesday.

She thought about caling ameeting with Winnie, Virgil, and Carlosto decide the future of the gardens.
She thought about calling the attorney to find out the state of the finances of the gardens. She had
planned originally to go to the coast for aweek before starting her drive north again, back to Pendleton.
She began to think of the coagt, of the waves washing the shore, the crashing of storm waves, of waking
for miles on hard-packed sand, of eating steamer clams and drinking fine white wine, and reading a
book with the music of the surf in her ears.



Shefdt asif she had put the whole world on hold, and now she released the button and the spin
resumed, her future was till there waiting, tomorrow was still there, her decision was dtill to be made,
athough shefdt that was alie, that it had been made when Dirk told her what they wanted. What they
wanted was what she wanted. What decison?

And suddenly she wasthinking of love, of being loved, of being held and kissed and caressed, of
opening her legs, and the fiery pain and pleasure of the first thrust... She gasped and closed her eyes
hard and caught atree trunk for support.

TWELVE SARAH'SMIND KEPT drifting during the business meeting they held that afternoon. Carlos
and Virgil would continue the business as usud; Winnie would take over the publicity/advertisng
department, compl ete the catal og, complete the video, take charge of the mail-order department.
Sarah'sthoughts were far away... Monday or Tuesday Dirk would cdl, she would pack up her things
here and leave for the coast, and then back to Pendleton, where she would have a conference or two
with Dirk, and plan her campaign strategy... Let him plan it, she corrected hersdlf, and did not even
question the stiffening of her hands, the tightening of her neck muscles.

"Mother?' Winnie said impatiently.
"Sorry. What?'
"Do you intend to be an active partner? We've skirted al around that question for the last fifteen minutes.

"Of course not. In fact, as soon as everything is settled here, | intend to Sign my shares over to you and
Virgil."

There were no fa se protestations, merely acceptance, an understanding that her decision wasthe only
senshle one. Therewas very little money, there would befinancia problemsfor along time; she smply
hoped Virgil would make enough money to live on, to maintain the house, keep a decent staff in the
gardens so that he didn't have to work too many hours aday. Her father never had made real money,
she thought then, listening absently to Virgil, who was outlining his plans for the next sx months, all
meaninglessto her. Had her father ever developed anew lily? She thought not, and smiled to herself. He
must have been pleased. Sheimagined the grandfather, grandson together, talking, talking; Virgil never
had spent more than aminute a atime talking with Blaine, shefdt certain. All she could remember
between them was a certain kind of uncomfortable silence, the kind there was between Virgil and Uncle
Peter.

"We could save the ddlivery costs,” Carlos said, "if one of us could drive over to Las Vegas and pick up
theliners ourselves. Twenty percent.” "I'll do that,” Virgil said. "I'll go in the afternoon, deep in the truck,

pick up the stuff the next morning, and head home. No big dedl.”

"It will get old after atrip or two, but it'sabig savings," Carlos said. "We could take turns.”

There never had been red money in the family asfar as Sarah knew.

Her father had had a substantial pension, and alittle bit extra stashed away againg retirement.

That money would vanish fadt. If the gardens didn't make it on their own, the businesswould fold. It was

that smple, but at the moment, listening to her son, whom she had dways considered afailure, exactly as
Blaine had done, sheredized that he had every intention of keeping the gardens dive, making the



business succeed. And he would, she thought, amost surprised but not quite. Blaing's father had been an
atorney, and his grandfather, and he had had every expectation that his son would carry on the tradition,
and Virgil wasamost exactly like hismaternd grandfather.

Her drifting thoughts were taking her further and further afield, as she considered how snobbish Blaine
had been, and she also, she added, and on her part it had been an act of deception because shewas as
practical and down-to-earth as her father had been, as Virgil was, with little timeleft for flights of
intellectua speculation "Mother!™

Winnieagan.

"Sorry.,, "What | said wasthat if you don't have anything to add, this meeting is going to adjourn. Rosa's
home with acar full of stuff and | told her I'd help unpack and put things away."

Winnie's eyes were gleaming the way they did when she was angry, and she was being excessvely polite
at the moment. Sarah smiled at her.

"I have absolutely nothing to add.”

Latethat night Sarah walked outside, al around the house, making certain Virgil's lights were off, and
Winni€'s, and then she went to her car and retrieved the plastic bag with her father's hat, and took it
ingdeto return it to his closet. She could not think now of the chain of reasoning she had followed to the
conclusion that her father had been murdered. The missing information about Fran Donatio? Not
enough. He could have destroyed it himsdlf, or maybe there never had been anything tangible. The
thought that Fran'skiller had struck him down to keep him silenced about the investigation results? Not

enough.

All that had been hashed out many years ago. Public knowledge. The hat?
Not enough.

Inside her father's room, she blinked hard several times, and then went purposefully to the closet,
unfastening the tie around the bag as she walked, and then she came to a stop again. The other hat was

gone.

There had been another one exactly like the one she was holding; there were several others scattered
around the house and grounds, in the outbuildings. But one had remained in the closet when she took
away thisone.

She backed away from the closet and sat down on awooden chair, and began to retie the bag, not
thinking what she was doing, not giving herself areason, smply refagtening it, to keep the hat safe.

Who could have taken it? Anyone. The family here, Rosaor Carlos, avistor, Uncle Peter, Michad....
They had gone back to the Bay areaon Monday, she knew. Eidw of them could have walked over
Sunday night, early Monday morning. One of the workers, astranger, anyone.

"Why don't they lock the goddamn doors?' she muttered, and findly stood up, turned off the lights again,
and left the room. She stood undecided for only amoment, then went back downstairs, back to her car,
and replaced the bag with the hat in the trunk.



When she reentered the house, she made acircuit of the ground floor, checking the doors, locking

everything. Three doors were not locked; when she came to the diding patio door, she redlized the
futility of her actions. There was no lock on thisone, only asimple latch, operable from either sde.

Tomorrow, she thought, she would get abar to put in the runner.

In her room she got ready for bed, and then stood at the windows looking out for along time. Anyone
could have taken the hat, she told hersdlf, for an atogether innocent reason. Rosa or Carlos, someone
could have wanted a sun hat, that smple. Or maybe she had been mistaken and there had not been a
second hat on the shelf when she looked before. That was possible. She had been upset, had not dept
enough for nights, she could well have made amistake. She bit her lip.

Tomorrow she would talk to Lieutenant Fernandez, she said to hersdf, and was finally ableto move
away from thewindow, let hersdf snk down into the bed.

Where would they start? An autopsy, she answered her question, staring dry-eyed into the darkness.
Shewanted to tell her father she was sorry, and she did not know if she meant sorry because she had
delayed this, or sorry to disturb hisrest. She wanted desperately to tell him, but there was only the
darkness, the slence, the void.

Findly, drifting into deep, she glimpsed scenes of her mother working on her notebooks. She had not
cdled them diaries, or even journas, but smply notebooks. And she had kept records of everything.
Her entries had consisted of afew lines of script, not on adaily bass, but when something happened that
she had found interesting. She had included line drawings or photographs, or ascrap of fabric, aletter, a
card, apressed flower or two, newspaper clippings, whatever had been available and necessary.

Sarah sat up, wide awake, and thought, of course, there would be a notebook filled with clippings of the
disappearance of those three students. The notebooks were here in the house somewhere; her father
never had thrown anything away, and her mother's notebooks spanned her entirelife; therewasabig
box of them somewhere,

It was after two in the morning when she siwung her legs out of bed; she hesitated, and then stretched out
again. Tomorrow, shetold hersdlf.

Tomorrow.

The next morning she was sorting out the notebooks by date when she heard Lieutenant Fernandez's
voice a the front door. Rosa's voice was too soft to carry up the sairs.

Sarah went to the head of the sairs, started to go down, but then heard Lieutenant Fernandez again, "I'll
finish up out here, first, malam. It'sgoing to beawhile.”

She went down dowly, giving him time to leave the porch; at the front door she watched as he walked
to the parking spaces under the poplar trees and began to talk to two men there. Then she went to the
kitchen.

"What are they doing?' she asked Rosa, who was cleaning a cabinet.

"l don't know," Rosasaid. "Whereis Maria? Where is Carlos, whereis Virgil ? Is that where people
always park? What do we do with our trash?'



Sheglared a Sarah. "Loco! That manisloco!”
Trash? What on earth... 7'

"Don't ask me. | don't know. | say he's nuts. What does that have to do with that lady detective's death,
| want to know. Crazy police.”

Sarah walked again to the front of the house but did not go outside, rather she watched from awindow;
one of the men waslifting dirt samples carefully, putting them in a plastic bag, moving, doing it again,
each sampleinitsown little bag, which he then |abeled. The other technician was waking back and forth
inthe driveway studying the ground, moving forward inch by inch, gpparently intending to scan the length
of it from the parking areato the road. In exasperation Sarah turned from the window and went back to
her room, back to the box of mementos, the legacy of her dead mother.

There were only fourteen notebooks; Sarah had thought there would be more. Asfar as her memory
extended, she remembered her mother jotting down notes, making drawings, pasting thingsin one of
them.

The early ones were loose-leaf binders, but later she had gone to spiral notebooks. Sarah opened one at
random and read about a frog trapped in a pail. She remembered the incident. They had turned the pail
over eventually when it became apparent that the frog did not know enough to legp straight up, or else
was not able to leap high enough.

And her mother had recorded the incident.

Again and again as Sarah scanned one of the notebooks after another, the past came dive for her; many
of theincidents she also had seen, some she had been told about. Now and then she found something
previoudy unknown. And someone had tom out pages, she redlized at one point where a story wasn't
continued, but something atogether different was at the top of the following page. Nothing significant, it
seemed to her; aparty they had goneto in Portland, alist of attendees, and then they were digging for
clams on the beach, months later.

Now and then she came across what could only be labeled an aphorism:
Babies always know when atrip is scheduled and becomeill accordingly.

Newspaper recipesfail in one of three ways. they leave out amgjor ingredient and fall, they foul up the
measurements and fail, or they are very bad variations of classic dishes, and fail. Sometimesthey fail in
al three, and even invent new ways.

Men understand women quite well; they pretend not to because they are cowards.

Sarah read that |ast one severa times; it was tucked in between Christmas stories, shopping expeditions,
adescription of a store's decorations. Sarah put down that notebook and picked up a different one, and
thistime found one of her high-school report cards taped to a page, and afew lines about how
precocious she had been. And then: Widowhood signifies freedom for women.

Carefully Sarah closed the notebook and placed it back with the others, and then closed the box.
Another time, shetold hersalf. She would read them al word for word, but not now, not today, not soon.



Shefelt that she was trespassing in the private affairs of atota stranger.

She went outside a minute or two later, and stood on the porch watching the lieutenant and histwo men
examine the ground at the edge of the stand of poplars.

Lieutenant Fernandez looked up and waved, spoke to the two men, and came toward her.
"What are you doing?"' she asked, staying in the shade of the porch.

It was pleasantly cool in the shade, but till very hot in the sun.

"Good morning, Judge," he said. "'l was going to come looking for you.

Would you do usafavor?' He didn't wait for aresponse. "What we need isfor someone to walk us
over to your uncle's house, show usthe path you would normaly take, that al of you would normally use.

Would you do that?' "Y oure kidding," she said. "What's there to show?

Out the driveway, cross the road to his driveway, and up to the house." "I know it sounds easy,” he said,
"and until we got here, | thought it was exactly like you just said, but it getsalittle complicated in redlity.
Which driveway, for instance?'

He pointed to the old driveway that went straight out through the young trees her father had planted, and
was unusable by automobiles, but still passable on foot, and then to the newer drive that he had put in.

"Okay," Sarah said. "Now?"
He nodded. "Y eah, now'sfine."

"Thisistheway I've dways gone,” she said, "and | suppose most of the others go thisway, too. But |
couldn't testify to that.”

"Fair enough.”
They walked toward the trees, then followed the new drive around them.
Lieutenant Fernandez motioned to his men to follow dong, and they dl waked slently to the road.

"See, here's another one of those points of confusion,” Fernandez said at the road. ™Y ou cut right across,
or stay onthissde?'

"Stay onthissdefor alittle, then diagonally across and end up at the edge of hisdriveway. What isthis
al about, Lieutenant?"

"Curious, that'sal. Thiswasthe old road? Too wide for aregular driveway."
"Yes

He stopped again afew feet farther in. " Someone's been cutting stuff.”



"Michael was pruning last week."

"Uh huh. What'sthat?"'

Hewas pointing to asmal path through underbrush that had grown so much the path was nearly invisible
now. A tangle of sage, rabhit grass, poison oak aways had made it a challenge; when they were
children, they had kept it open. She realized that Michael must have been working on it that day she

found him with the pruning shears. She could not imagine why he would have been working on this path
Now.

"It goesto the house," she said. "Or, | should say it used to. | doubt that it's passable any longer.” He
nodded. "Hold it asec,” he said, and stepped back to speak with the two men who trailed them, and
then rgoined her.

They finished the walk to the house. Sarah wondered if dl the tomatoes had died yet, and suspected
they had.

The house was looking londly, she thought, uncared-for; Michadl's sporadic trimming and clipping were
not enough, and Uncle Peter never redlly had done much maintenance. There used to be aman who
came around once aweek or so and did the routine things, but apparently he had not been employed
with any regularity for quite sometime. She wondered again why Uncle Peter even bothered with the
property here; hewasredlly acity person, enjoyed restaurants, movies, museums, events at school.
"Okay," Lieutenant Fernandez said then. "Well leavethemto it.

That way goesto the other side of town, doesn't it?" ™Y ou know it does," she said.

"Yes. So you can use this old road and bypass the town atogether.

No one the wiser about your coming and going.”

Shelaughed. "Don't believeit. They know, al right.

Mrs. Betancort lives at the east end of thisroad, and she knows every time amouse crossesit, | think.
Nothing happens around here that isn't known within minutes, it ssemsto me." "Mat's about whét |
thought,” he said. "But no one seemsto know what became of MariaFlorinda. Do you?'

"No. She sad there wasillnessin her family and she had to go home.

That'sdl I know."

"That'swhat | heard. Y our son kind of likes her, doesn't he?'

"Why don't you ask him?"

"I will. When we get back to the house, I'll want to see her personnd records, you know, socia security
number, education, references, stuff likethat." He grinned in afriendly way, and added, "1 got asearch
warrant for dl that."

"When?Why are you looking for Maria?'



"Y esterday, and because she's gone. We got atip that she took off in ared hurry right after we found
Fran'sbody. That'sdl. | got the search warrant just to ease things alittle, you being such astickler for
due process and such. Rightly so, | might add. But if anyone gives you any dtatic, you have an out, see?'

"Why on earth do you think anyone would give me ahard time over Maria?'

"Oh, well. Y ou never know."

A high breeze rustled the branches above them, the old pines creaked and groaned; a blugay squawked
and something stirred in the withered grass at the side of the road. Any motion set off puffs of dust: birds
taking off, landing, the small creatures of the underbrush, the footsteps of the people walking on the old
road al created varying eddies of dust.

The sunlight shafting down through the tree limbs caught the swirling clouds and magnified them, turned
themglver.

"Something ese" Lieutenant Fernandez said after afew minutes of slence. "I have afew thingsto do a
your place, you know, the employment records, a couple of questionsfor your son and for Carlos, little
things, and then | wonder if you'd do me another favor.,, "Lieutenant,” she said dryly, "I hardly think ina
murder investigation favor is the appropriate word."

"Sureitis. | figureyou and | have alot in common, more than either of us has with anyone sewithin
miles. You've seenit dl, and so havel. Y ou know? We make up sort of parentheses, with most of life
and death ingde; you're at one end, I'm at the other, but there we are, you don't find one without the
other. See, what | haveto do istime how long it took Fran to drive to where shefinadly cameto astop.
I'd like you to come aong. We can exchange information.”

Shelooked a him sharply. "1 wonder why that sounds like an inducement instead of a statement Of fact.”
"Wel, it'san inducement,” he admitted with agrin.

"] dso have acooler with some sandwiches, and some beaersfor lunch later on. Now that's areal
inducement.”

"Exchange information about what? What do | know that you want?', " Oh, family stuff. Like your Uncle
Peter and the affair of the missing students from back in the sixties. Littlethingslike that.”

Shedrew in aquick breath. ™Y ou probably know more about that than | do.”

"Maybe, but mineisfrom news accounts, not from family. Makes adifference, don't you agree?’

They had reached the gardens, and he went straight to the house.

"Hrg, employment Suff.”

Virgil met them in the front halway. He was dressed in his cutoffs, and thongs, with asweatshirt draped

over hisshoulders. "They said you were here again,” he said sullenly to the lieutenant. "What do you
want now?"'



"I'm redlly looking for Maria Horinda. Y ou know where | can find her?"

"No. What do you want her for?"

"Just some questions. We got atip that she took off right after we found the body of Fran Donatio, and
theres apossibility that whatever Donatio was looking into might have concerned Maria Horinda
Maybe someone has those papers and called Maria, threatened her. Maybe she just believes she might
be at risk. We don't know."

Virgil'slook was hogtile and unbelieving; he said nothing.

"| want to see the personnd records,” the lieutenant said easly.

"Where she came from, where she worked before, her references, you know."

Virgil glanced at Sarah, who shrugged. "He has a search warrant,” she said. "We have to show him the
files" What else did Fernandez suspect, or know? she wondered. He knew that Virgil would be the one
to cause datic over Maria. She did not look at the lieutenant; she thought there might be asmug
expresson on hisface.

Wordlesdy Virgil led the way into the business office and opened one of the file drawers, began to
rummage about in it. His motions were hurried and clumsy, then he stopped and turned toward the

lieutenant.

"I can't find them.” He began to go through folders more methodically, more efficiently. Hefinaly drew
back, shaking his head.

"| can't find anything about her.”

"May 17" Fernandez asked, aready at thefile, sarting at the beginning. Virgil withdrew only enough to
give him room to maneuver, near enough to wetch closdly.

Finaly the lieutenant stepped away from the cabinet and let his gaze roam the office: three other big file
cabinets, two half-szed file cabinets, various desks and tables with papers strewn about, paperson
shelves. He sghed. "What well haveto do, I'm afraid,” he said, most mournfully, "is sed off the room
and have a couple of my people go through it all. What anuisance for Y ou guys.”

"Jesud” Virgil sngpped. " A nuisance! Y oull shut down the whole businessl”

"Who had accessto the files?'

"Everyone here. Me. Carlos, hiswife, my sster, my mother, my uncle and cousin, adozen workers here,
i your people, you. Everyone who's been in the house in the past. Thefilesaren't kept locked.”

"And your grandfather," Fernandez added sadly.
"Too many. Okay, I'll just give my guys abuzz and get them started.

Shouldn't take them too long.”



Virgil glowered a him, then turned and started to walk out of the office.

"Mr. Drexler, if you don't mind, while my guysaregoing at it in here, thereare afew things1'd like to
clear up with you. Maybe on the patio round back?"

Virgil had stopped at hiswords; he shrugged. "Whatever you say,” he muttered, and went out to the hall.

Fernandez spoke into a cordless phone, and then motioned Sarah to precede him from the office.
"Yourewelcometo stin onthisif you want,” he sad. "Just routine stuff.”

She hesitated, then nodded slightly.

"Isthat how the pool was before?' Fernandez asked on the terrace amoment later, regarding the pool
with gppreciation. "That'sredly pretty, isn't it?"

The plants had been returned, and the fish. Nothing hinted of the tragedy that had taken place here.
"That'show it was," Virgil said.

"Tell me about him, your grandfather,” Fernandez said softly. "He liked to get up early and walk around
the grounds here?"

Virgil nodded.
"Hefed thefish every morning?'

"No, it was usudly too early, they'd be duggish until the day warmed up some. He just liked to walk
around and ook at things."

"A long-time habit of his?'

"Aslong as|'ve been around.”

"Hedid the hiring here?'

"Yes.

"Okay, tell me about Maria, when she came, how she was hired, you know.
Fill inthe gaps”

Virgil looked at his hands and opened them, closed hisfists, opened them again. " She just turned up one
day. | don't know if she called himfirst. | never asked.

Hetalked to her, and then brought her around back where we were working, and introduced her. And
she gradudly took over all the plant supervison. Shesabotanis.”

"Whered she go to SCHOOL ?' Virgil shrugged.

"Okay, whered she live before she came here?”’



He shrugged more theetricaly.

"Virgil, come on. Loosen up. Have you considered that she might be in danger? She might have heard or
might have seen something that puts her in danger.”

Virgil'sfigstightened vigbly. "I didn't crossexamine her about her past.”

Fernandez nodded. "Okay. I'll seeyou later on.” He l€eft the terrace to meet his two men, who had come
into view from the Kellerman house. They conferred at length, then dl three cameto the terrace, and
Fernandez escorted histwo assistantsinside.

Virgil watched them through narrowed eyes; helooked terribly young, Sarah thought, and very
frightened. He caught her fixed gaze on him, flushed angrily, and slamped away. "I'm going back to
work," he muttered.

Sarah watched him out of sight, then turned to see Fernandez at the doorway, also watching. "Ready?"
he asked.

"Ready?" She had forgotten, he wanted her to go along for the ride, for sandwiches and beer, apicnic a
Ghost Lake. Shewanted to laugh and to cry. "Yes," shesaid. "Just asecond.” Shetold Rosathat she
would be out for severa hours, that she would have lunch out. Rosalooked a her with disgpprova and
made no comment.

"All right,” Fernandez said when they were both in the car, seat belts fastened, ready. He made a note of
the milesand the gears.

"It'sten at night an you don't know the area. Sunday night, not much going on intown, | guess, isthere?'
"Not redlly. But someone must have seen her drive past. They don't miss much.”

"We're checking on that today," he said. " Door-to-door stuff, area drag." They had passed the
entrance to the indtitute, and were going through town at a sedate pace; they stopped at the solitary
traffic light and waited for it to turn green. No other car was at the intersection.

Sarah was very aware of the people they passed, severa in the hardware store, more at the grocery
store, three women at the discount store entrance... Everyone stopped whatever they were doing to
watch the policeman and Sarah.

"Seewhat | meant?' she asked, trying to keep it light. "They know if amouse sneezes.”

Some kids on bikes passed them, waving, and then they were passing Mrs. Betancort's house, passing
the abandoned gas station, Dacey'stavern, leaving town.

The road began to curve ingtantly.

"It wasn't terribly dark that night,” Fernandez said, "but on the other hand this road doesn't have amark
on it, no center stripe, no shoulder stripes, nothing. She would have been cautious.” He held it to
twenty-five miles an hour, now edging up to thirty, back down to twenty-five. When it became hillier and
curvier, he shifted down and held it to twenty, to fifteen a a series of hairpin curves.



"And thisisthe good section," he said chearfully twisting the steering whed hard. "I guessthelocastake
it abit faster than this."

"Right. It'sabout half an hour to Ghost Lake, twenty-three miles.

That'sin daylight."

"Tell me something,” Fernandez said after another switchback yielded to a straighter section of road.
"What do you look for when you're working, asajudge, | mean? The way people answver questions? If
they get shifty eyes? The facts presented by the opposing sides? What?' "That'stoo smple,” she said,

thinking about it. Y ou can't Smply decide thiswitnessislying, that oneisnt.

Some judges use a philosophica gpproach, weigh thelogica symmetry, the logica necessities of the
evidence; some look for historical precedents, anachronistic discrepancies, even tradition and customs.

Some decide amost entirely on the weight of the customs of the particular trade or businessasit is
practiced today.

And for some judges the socid implications count most, the socia politics behind the rules or the laws. It
can become extremely palitical, and those judges are generaly considered to be the actividts, as
opposed to the strict congtructionists, who, athough they deny it through their teeth, are even more
politica in redity than they can ever admit.”

Fernandez was watching the road closdly; there were deep potholesin this section, and acrumbling
shoulder.

"Where do you fit into that scheme?" he asked, keeping his gaze on the road ahead.

"Here and there," she said, laughing. "I'm afraid | don't have a clear-cut agenda of my own. | like what
Learned Hand said, something like, ajudge isthe declarer of the common will of the people, as
expressed in law. He was a great believer in common law, of course.

Y ou know, what has been will be, what goes around comes around, however you want to put it."

"Y ou put morefath infacts, or rules?' he asked, glancing at her.

"Back and forth,” she said after another brief pause.

"Facts, | think. Rules can be pretty inhuman.”

"Yeah, metoo. At my end factsare dl wevegot.” "Actualy,” Sarah said dowly, "you know, don't you,
that dmost everyone in the business, from your end dl the way through the system, behavesin amost
exactly the same way? We dl work backward. First there isthe notion of what the truth is, and then the
facts are discovered to back it, and the legal principles are applied to enforce the police work.
Backward. Just likein Alice. Except we dl pretend otherwise." "Tell me about Alice," he said. He had
let the car edge up past thirty, and braked again, back to twenty.

"Givemeaminute. | used to know it pretty well."



She gazed out the widow at the dry trees, the rocky hillside, the crumbling road. A hawk flew overhead,
circled back into view, studying them, no doubt, and vanished.

She quoted the White Queen:

"He'sin prison now, being punished: and the trid doesn't even begin till next Wednesday: and of course
the crime comeslast of dl.”

"Suppose he never commitsthe crime?’ said Alice.

"That would be dl the better, wouldn't it?" the Queen said.
Fernandez nodded gravely. "That makes perfect senseto me.
"Oh, metoo," Sarah said. "Of course."

They both laughed.

"Y ou said we would exchange information,” Sarah said after another minute or so of sllent driving. The
road demanded attention, but not total concentration, she had decided. At least, she could drive and talk
at the sametime, and she suspected that he could also.

"Right. We traced the numbers Fran called. Asyou did?' He didn't wait for confirmation. "And came up
with anearly thirty-year-old mystery. | hatethat alot.

When you ask questions, you should get answers, not just deeper questions.” He was scowling at the
road, a the world now. "Y ou were here at East Shasta when it happened? When those kids

disappeared?’
"Yes. Youtdl meyour versonand I'll tdl you if it'slikethe onel know."
He nodded. "Right. My version isfrom police files and news accounts.

The three boys worked under the supervision of your uncle at Hayward, and were on the verge of a
monumenta discovery. Since they were graduate students, it didn't mean much to them when the term
ended, but they decided to celebrate it anyway, and came out to East Shasta to share their good news
with Dr. Jarlstadt. The doctor was too busy to see them instantly, and they drove awvay and were never
seen again.

Their car was found the next day south of Hayward on the coast in a particularly bad stretch of road. It
was assumed that they horsed around on the rocks and were swept to sea. Period. Case closed.”

"That's about what | remember,” Sarah said after amoment. "1 had forgotten that it was at the end of the
term, but that explainswhy | flew in to Sacramento. | was going to UCLA then. My father met me and
we drove on out to East Shasta the next day, Saturday .

Mother was dready at the house, straightening up generaly. She hated it when Uncle Peter and his crew
left things amess, and they dways did. Anyway, he camein that Saturday night, really upset, crying, and
that's when we learned about the students.” "Why'd he come out here?' Fernandez asked. "He had a



family back on the coadt, didn't he?"
"Oh, something else | had forgotten,” Sarah said.

"His divorce was happening a that time. A nasty one, bitter recriminations on both sdes. Anyway, their
kids were with her, and he was spending most of histime at school. He had an apartment nearby and a
cot or something in the science department lounge. | don't know the details, only that he spent moretime
at school than a home. No one thought it strange for him to come out to East Shastawhen there was
trouble. He had nowhere elseto go. My father was hisred family, | guess.”

"But the point isthat you, your folks, everyone knew about his students, how hiswork was delayed, al
thet?"

"Of course. That'swhy it doesn't make any sense for Fran Donétio to have been investigating any of
that."

"Right," he sdid.

The car bumped over the bumpy road, skirted the potholes, and edged lower and lower down the
mountainside. They had long since passed Ghost Lake, without stopping, and were approaching the spot
where Fran had been killed. They both became silent as he pulled to the sde of the road where the view
overlooked the stretch where her car had rolled to a stop.

He made anote of thetime; it had taken them an hour and forty minutes.

But someone familiar with the road could have driven it in less than an hour, another five minutesto walk
down to the other car, five minutes, ten at the mogt, to kill Fran, gather the papers, her belongings, and
return to this spot, and then turn around... The whole thing could have been donein two hours.

Sarah was startled when Fernandez said, "I'm just alittle surprised that she got thisfar before she ran out
of gas.,, "What do you mean?' "Later," he said. "Still thinking it through. Let'sgo.”

He drove back much, much faster than he had driven coming thisway.
And thistime when they drew up to Ghost Lake, he stopped and parked.
“"Lunchtime" hesad.

They got out of the car, but he made no motion to open the trunk yet.

He stood looking over the ruins of the town where at one time a hundred people had lived, loved,
worked, dept. Then the water had |eft, and they had, too.

"Let'sstretch our legsabit,” Fernandez said. They walked together toward the largest of the standing
buildings, agenera store, from al appearances, with a porch long since sunken into the ground, ahigh
step up and over the doorjamb, and an interior where the air was yellow with dust and age. The floor
was unsafe, rotted through in places, gone in places, reveding a crawl space five feet deep, and then a
basement that seemed to be under only part of the building. Sarah did not move into the building more
than a step or two, but Fernandez cautioudy made hisway farther, and then stopped, and listened with
his head tilted, afrown on hisface. He nodded.



"Givesmethe cregps” hesad. "You ever vidt any of thebig ruins, the tourist attraction sort of thing?'

"No." Sheretreated, and stepped over the high doorjamb, out into the air and light, where shetook ina
deep breath asif she had been breathing far too shallowly.

Hefollowed her outside. 'l've seen some of them.
Spooky, Machu Picchu, Chichén Itzd, they're spooky.

For one thing they're too quiet. Oh, there are ghosts, | have no doubt, but they don't make a peep, not a
sgh, or moan, nothing, and that makes them scary. What are they waiting for?' He was |ooking about
the ruinswith interest. " Saloon, barbershop maybe, hotd, restaurant, homes. No school. Guessthey held
school in one of the homes. Church. Y ou think that's the church?' He pointed to a building. It wasthe
remains of two upright wals now, and atumble of timbers and sand pilesingde the wdls. He had come
to astop again, thistimein the middle of the road, Main Street of old East Shasta, no doubt.

"Fernandez, what are you doing?' Sarah asked finadly. They had not entered any of the other buildings,
but approached one or another, stopped to listen, moved on.

"Food," he said then decisively, and turned to go back to the car.

Long black shadows werefilling the valey, striping it. The contrast of the dark shadows and the
sun-silvered wood was so intense that the buildings looked like polished silver and jet, and the shadows
of the ruinswere grotesgue, nightmare buildings.

"Y ou know anything about the commune that was started in here, back in the sixties?" Fernandez asked,
opening the trunk now. He pulled out a cooler, looked around, then shrugged and set it in the shade of
thecar.

"Mrs. Betancort started acommune,” Sarah said.

"She's dotty, of course, and | suppose always has been. Anyway, she gathered abunch of people,
convinced them that the world was going to end, or that Jesus was on hisway, or something, and that
sdvation lay in establishing the commune here. They came out and set up tents, did whatever peoplelike
that do, and eventually moved out again, back to East Shastafor her, scattered to thewind, asfar as|
know about the others." She watched him spread a blanket on the ground, and sat on it when he was
through. "Y our turn. What do you know about the commune?’

"About like that. Milton Flink, your very own loca pharmacist, told me about it. He was here, ateenager.

He said every day about thistime, before dark, when the sun was going over the hill there, they heard
ghodts.

Day dfter day, moaning, wailing, crying, begging for help, he said.

Not loud, he said you had to strain to hear the actua words, but the moans and sobs were clear enough.
They started in the afternoon, sometimes continued al night. Must have been eerie”

"Weve been ligening for ghosts" Sarah said.



llRigml
"Yep. Didn't hear one, did you?' "Nope. Sorry. | told you Mrs. Betancort is quite mad.

Everyone except her knew there was no water here, but she insisted on the commune, and believed, or
at least declared that God would reved water for them to drink."

She gave him the brief geology lesson her father had given her many years earlier, and they looked out
over the pde dry lake examining it for sgnsof quicksand. If it was there, neither of them knew how to
identify it. The lake bed was a dusty, tan expanse of dirt and sand, with tufts of bitter grass sticking out
here and there, clumps of creosote sage tenacioudy clinging to life. Rocks, boulders, sand dunes gave
the lake character, she thought, but did they mean the quicksand was where boulders and rocks were
not? She did not know the answer.

Fernandez handed her a sandwich and they both ate ravenoudy and drank the beer.

"I suppose that when the police were looking into the disappearance of those students, they did a
thorough job on my uncle" she said, when she had finished her sandwich. She kept her gaze on the lake
bed, her tone noncommittal.

"They did. They checked him for sand from the ziuctch of coast where the boys vanished. Not atrace
on hisclothes, or inthe car." Histone was as dispassionate and remote as hers had been. They might
have been talking about ahistorical figure. "They tried to check hisdibi at the school, but that was alittle
harder, no one saw him and no one should have because his lab was pretty isolated. He used the science
lab computer dl that weekend, logged on and off properly, and that was as much of an alibi as he could
come up with. But everyone a so agreed that he had no motive for any hanky-panky, and if it was an
accident, there was nothing to link him to them that night. The whole thing was put on hold and has been
there ever snce”

She exhded softly. "There hasto be a catalyst, doesn't there?' she said dowly. " Something happened
that set thingsin motion. The phone call to my father was the result of something else, and the cause of a
whole new chain of events. That's how it works. Cause, effect, more cause, more effect, but never an
actinared vacuum."

Fernandez stood up and dusted himself off, then held out his hand to help her up. She took hishand and
got to her feet, and for along moment they did not release each other's hand. Oh, God, she thought
suddenly. Oh, dear God!

His face changed subtly, and then changed again to amask. For amoment she had seen aman
desperate in his hunger for awoman, not just any woman, hungry for her, and she knew she wanted him
more than she ever had wanted any man. Not just aman, but this man.

Carefully he withdrew his hand from hers, and just as carefully she took a step backward, and |eaned
over to pick up the beer cans.

Without aword they cleared the blanket of the picnic and put everything away in the car trunk, and then,
dill in Slence, they got indde.

Hewaslooking straight ahead, not at her, when he said, "Thank you for avery nice few hours, Judge.”



"It was my pleasure, Lieutenant,” she said, aso looking out through the windshield.
Both voices sounded fake, theatrical.
Hedid not start the car yet. "There's something else,' he said.

"What | redly wanted to tell you, why | wanted you to come out here with me. | got the search warrant
yesterday, and | also got an exhumation order.

I've ordered an autopsy on your father's body, Sarah. I'm sorry.

FROM ANOTHER point than the valey offered, it was readily apparent that this was oneinsignificant
valey in aseries of mountains, passes, valeys, and more mountains, more passes, more valeys. But
from within the smdl valey, it seemed the world began and ended here; no other mountainswerevisible
except these enclosing dopeswith their dying or dead grasses, their dead or dying trees; the lake was
aready dead, the houses dead, crumbling to pieces, silvered and spotted with rust where nails had long
since vanished. The sand of, the lake bed whispered asit shifted under a steady breeze. There was
adways abreeze herein the valey; the wind was funneled through the pass, strengthened, and whileit
might appear to be dead calm out there, in here the wind blew and made the sand unquiet. Had the
whispering sand given riseto ghost stories? When thiswas till Rabbit Lake it must have been alovely
place with sparkling water, atime when the green thingswell-e truly green, when children's voices
sounded, and no sand whispered, no ghosts stir-red.

"Y ou've been playing gameswith me," Sarah said after along silence broken only by the restless sand.

"No. Not that. | did want to talk to you, and | did want you to come out here with me. And, Sarah, | am
redly sorry."

"V,/hy areyou doing it? What doesit mean?"'

"A lot of reasons. All that missing paperwork, for openers. Y our father's desth was too coincidentd. |
don't buy many coincidences a my end. Do you?"

She shook her head. "Rardly.”
"Right. You're not surprised.”

"No." Still facing away from him, her gaze fixed on the lake that she no longer saw, she told him about
the hat. "I've been back and forth with it,” she said. "I don't believe he could havefdlenin such away to
do that to the hat, leave blood on the back of it, and then have the hat on the ground, and him facedown
inthewater. | don't believe that. Today | planned to tell you, let you decide.”

He was silent then, and she wondered if he believed her, that she had intended to give him the hat. She
did not look at him.

"We're both running the sametrack," he said then, 44 with a high fence between us, and now and then
there's an opening and we see, by God, we're till noseto nosein adead heat.” 61 You said alot of
reasons.



What els=?"

Slowly he reached past her to the glove compartment and brought out a manilaenvelope. Hewas very
careful not to touch her in passing. She found herself watching his hands now, tan, long and thin, with
prominent veins, one misshapen knuckle, asif it had been broken and not set properly. "We came
acrossthis" he said, opening the envelope. He fished out a dtrip of green feltlike materia, about eighteen
incheslong, an inch wide. "It'sthe wicking materia they usein the greenhouses. Thisisn't the piece we
found, but likeit. | got this sample today from Carlosin the greenhouse.”

Shelooked from the wick to him, back, and shook her head. "'l don't understand.”

"Suppose you wanted to make sure someone ran out of gas. Y ou could siphon most of it out, but you
wouldn't want to take out too much, or the person might not start at al, not with anidiot light blinking.

So you loosen the cap, insert awick, and let the wind and aridity do the rest. In an hour and ahalf alot
of gaswould go up in evaporation." "That's reaching,” she said. She felt adeep chill that had nothing to
do with the breeze.

"l had thewick analyzed. It had dried gasthe entire length of it."

"Where did you find it? Y our men were looking for traces of gas on the ground where Fran parked that
night? Did they find anything?' The chill had reached her voca cords, made her voice sound hollow and
digant.

She turned again to gaze at the dead lake, the sand that looked quiet, but whispered when she stopped
watchingit.

"No, they didn't. I'm not surprised. I'd say the best thing to do with siphoned gasis put it in another car,
not waste it on the ground.

Wefound thisat the landfill.
Everyonein East Shasta uses the same sarvice, the same landfill.

Nasty job, digging through thejunk. We recovered it yesterday. A strip likethis, Fran's purse, rubber
gloves, afew other things. All in aplastic bag, tossed out with the garbage.”

Hisvoice was as distant and dispass onate as a news announcer's-just doing my job, that voice said
clearly in every way but words.

"Am | to assume the plagtic bag came from the gardens, not just adiscount-store bag?' "Right,” he said
flatly.

"l see. Why areyou telling methis, Lieutenant?' Shelooked at him, her voice asflat and cold ashis. She
might have been asking a defendant before the bench if he was ready to plead, if he understood hisrights.

Fernandez garted the engine. "Professiona courtesy?"

"Bullshit!"



He laughed and began to drive. After amoment he said, "I'm telling you things because at heart you're
dill atrid lawyer, asking questions, making decisons about who might have done this, who might have
donethat. But thistime, in this place, with this cast of characters, it isn't al that safe for you to be asking
guestions. And I'd appreciateit alot if, when you get some answers, you let me in on them. Sooner than
you did with the hat, | mean. And, | guess, just to warn you that there are more kinds of danger than
most people think about. Some of the worst kinds are those you walk into with your eyes wide open,
hoping just to pull it off.

And that in some cases it isn't the stranger you should be scared of, but someone you might have trusted
for along time." Before she could respond to this, he said, "Tell me something, what's the burnout period
for trid lawyers?’

She shrugged. "Million-dollar-a-case lawyers, never.

Therest of us, five years, and we've had it with perps, progtitutes, crooked D.A.s, inefficient
investigating officers, lazy judges. Most of us can't quit, burnout or not, can't afford to quit. What'sthe
period for police lieutenants?"

"Eight years from the time you start. Samelist of reasons as yours, and afew more tossed in probably;
night-life on the streets loses its attraction pretty damn fast.” He glanced at her. "How about doctors?"

"No idea. | suspect the specialists Sart to despise noses, or bad knees, or kinked bowels pretty damn
fedt."

"What about judges?’ he asked, keeping his gaze on the road ahead.

"Eighty-five years old, burnout. Or ninety. What's the name of the game we're playing, Fernandez?"
"Just wondering how long before you'd start thinking of retiring.” Mat'salong time," he added soberly.
Thistime she laughed.

"What about college teachers?' he asked after alengthy pause.

For atimetherewas only slence. Then she said, "Or administrators?

Can we lump them together? I've known people who never got tired of their jobs, actualy.”

"Y eah, metoo. Some of them are burned out, but they just don't know it, and they get worse and
worse, meaner and meaner, and think it's caused by lumbago or something.”

Shefound hersdf nodding slently. Right.

Soon after that they pulled up dongside her car under the poplar trees back at the house again. "Thank
you for coming with me, Judge,” he said then. "I'll just pick up that hat now."

It was strange, she thought when she got out; she could reax with him, play gameswith him even, and
find it pleasant, and then aword restored the proper order between them. He was investigating the
murder of her father, suspected her son, suspected she might aid and abet her son in any way she could
to keep him out of prison. She did not look at him when she got out, went to her car to open the trunk



and remove the large bag with her father's hat in it. He opened histrunk and deposited the hat inside,
dammed the lid closed, hesitated amoment, then nodded to her politely and got behind the whed; she
walked to the house as he started his car once more and drove away.

Winniewaswaiting for her. "Mother! Uncle Peter said they're going to exhume Grandpal They think he
was murdered, too!"

Shewas desthly pae, haunted-looking, and haggard.

She had lost weight during the past few weeks, her face was too thin and drawn. Her freckles seemed
painted on skin that was too colorlessin spite of apedling sunburn.

"IsUncle Peter here?
"No. Hewas and he | eft again. Michadl said he had to drive him back over from the coast. He was
raving, and was going to come alone otherwise, and he'sin no shapeto drive that far right now.

Michad'sworried aoout him. Isit true?'

"Yes. Winnie, let'sst down aminute. | haveto tak to you. Areyou feding dl right?' They entered the
living room and sat down near the front windows.

"I'm okay. Just tired. And Uncle Peter was yelling alot. HE's not easy to take."

"I know. Winnie, have you considered what tear gas might do to the baby?

If they useit at the demondtration, | mean. And they might.”

"Oh God, Mother, not you, too! You'retelling meto behave, just like Uncle Peter!™

"No. Nothing like him," Sarah said harshly. "I'm telling you that from now on everything you do,
everything you think, everything you say will in some way be channded through your child.

Every decison you makewill be reflected in another being, another person.

Y ou're not lone any longer and you won't be alone again for many, many years. That'swhat I'm telling
you. If you don't want a child, for God's sake, abort it now. If you do want it, you have to consider its
wdlbeing."

Winniewas staring at her, wide-eyed. "I have friends, too," she said.

"Promises, obligations, duties. | can't just pretend they aren't there any more.”

"Pretend be damned! It's started, Winnie, and it won't end. Y ou'll be pulled a hundred different ways
duty, friends, family, child, principles, love, you nameit, there will be conflicts from now on.

It'syour decision. But for God's sake, do alittle reading, alittle research.

What does a strong dose of tear gas do to afetus? Or akick in the sscomach to the mother? Or being
dragged by the hair? Or anight injail?



What psychologica traumaof yourswill have an effect on the baby?
When you know the answers, make up your mind."
"That's shitty," Winnie whispered. "Why are you doing thisto me?'

"When | became pregnant with you," Sarah said, in alow voice now, "my mother cried. That'sdl. She
just cried and cried. | hated it.

| was happy, inlove with your father, delighted to be having ababy, and she cried. She never told me
why, but | came to understand.

Shethought my lifewas ending, and in asenseit was.

Orelife ends, adifferent one begins. For her, it dl ended with marriage, motherhood. That'sall she
could see for me. Someone's wife, someone's mother, nothing of my own. If she had talked to me, if she
had told me how hard it would be, the decisions, the tearing apart and trying to put yourself back
together again and again, being pulled thisway and that over and over, if she had told me, it would have
made a difference. So many times| thought | was sdlfish and silly, maybe even alittle crazy, worrying
over nothing. Blaine laughed and told meto just be mysdlf, do what | wanted; he never understood that

you can't just be yourself again, not until you reinvent yourself. And no onetells you ahead of time that
you'l haveto do that, reinvent yourself over and over.”

Abruptly she stood up, aghast at the things she had been saying to her daughter, amazed at the
vehemence of her words, the passion.

Winnie jumped up too and threw her arms around Sarah, buried her facein her shoulder and held her.
After aminute or so Winnie sniffed and said, choking, "Oh, God, I'm crying again. Mother, | loveyou.”
She ran from the room, up the gairs.

Sarah sank down into her chair. Instead of talking about the murders, about her father's exhumation,
about having her own son probably suspected of murder, she findly had got around to talking to her
daughter about the facts of life. And by talking about them, discovering them for hersdlf.

She had decided to have aglass of wine, take an aspirin, and lie down until dinner, but her planswere
scuttled when her uncle Peter, Michael, and Dr. Wolper appeared together at the front door.

"Sarah, isit redly true? They're going to exhume Ralph's body?* Uncle Peter asked. Hisvoice was
tremulous, he sounded and looked very old and tired.

"Comeonin. | wasgoing to have wine. It'strue, Uncle Peter. Do you want wine, booze, anything?"

"Good Lord! Thisisterrible! Terrible! Michad "I wasafraid of this" Dr. Wolper said. "If theré'sany
Questiona dl..."

"Y ou did what you thought best," Uncle Peter snapped. "Michadl, there must be away to stop that man.”

"I'll seewhat Rosahasto drink," Sarah said hurriedly. "Go on into the living room and make yourselves



at home. Right back.” Shefled.

In afew minutes Rosa brought atray to the living room, and Sarah et the others help themsdlves. She
had aglass of winefindly, and she had swallowed her aspirin in the kitchen, and now waited for it to
take effect.

"Sarah, what did he say? Why are they going to do an autopsy? Isthat man out of hismind?' Uncle
Peter gulped scotch and looked surprised when Michael took the glass from him and added alot of
water.

"Sit down, Uncle Peter. Y ou seem to know more abouit it than | do.
When did you find out? How did you find out?'

"Freddie called earlier today," he said, but he did sit down and glared at his glass, at hisson, a Sarah, at
Dr. Wolper. For amoment the strong family resemblance was obvious: helooked like his dead brother;
then it was gone. He was too pale, too jumpy, too bookish, athough physicaly he was very like her
father. Nature had started them more or less dike, and then nurture had worked its way with them, and
the two individuas had devel oped into themselves, and athough they could never have been mistaken
onefor the other, now and then atrick of lighting, aflegting expression, something appeared in Uncle
Peter that seemed to belong to his brother.

Sarah had seen it with her father dso, amomentary flash of Uncle Peter that had come and I eft
myserioudy.

"I thought we were putting this behind us, getting on with things" Uncle Peter said wearily, "and now...
Why is he doing this??"Dr. Wolper, what did he say to you?' Sarah asked.

"Nothing. Nothing. Just afew questions, routine, | thought, and then he sorang this." "Dr. Wolper,”
Sarah said sharply, "for heaven's sake! What did he ask?' "Y ou know," he said resentfully. "The usud

things

Time of death, did | see the body, how long had he been in the water.”

"And the cause of death,” she said coldly. "Didn't he ask that, ds0?"

Wolper glanced at Uncle Peter, and then at Michael, and he shrugged.

"That, too." "And what did you tell him?" she demanded. "Do you know the cause of my father's desth?"
"Sarah, thisisn't going to get us anywhere," Michadl said. "Freddie talked to Dad and me the day your
father died. There was no reason to suspect anything but a heart attack. Y ou know that. We all agreed it
would be best to just Sgn the death certificate without delay, get on with the funera, get it over with."

Sarah sipped her wine, her gaze fixed on Dr. Wolper.

"Y ou don't know, do you? A blow to the head, heart attack, stroke, drowning accident... Y ou don't
know."

"Mrs. Drexler, | wastreating him for a heart condition, you redize-2' "No, you weren't. He had nothing



at dl wrong with him. No medications, no redtrictionsin his diet, nothing.

"l was monitoring his heart closdly,” he started, and she shook her head at him. "Y our father was eighty
yearsold!" "What do you want from me, Dr. Wolper?' she asked, icein her voice, in the way she
looked a him.

He was swesting heavily; an ugly man, she thought then, sagging jowls, paunchy, eyestoo small and too
restless, with agaze that never settled anywhere more than a second or two. "Y ou expect me to back up
astory about a heart condition? | won't. He didn't have abad heart.

Hisblood pressure was normal for hisage.

He was hedlthy, wasn't he?'

"Hewas eighty yearsold," he cried, nearly whining.

"Of course, he could have had a heart attack just like that."

"Why did you go to my uncle that day, instead of coming to me?1 am legaly the next of kin."

"I.... There wasn't any reason. Y ou seemed very upset, and | knew Ralph and Michadl, that's all.”

"And when you learned of the autopsy, your first thought wasto cal Uncle Peter. Why?"

"Sarah," Uncle Peter said, his voice hard and sharp, what the devil are you implying? Whereisthis
leading? For God's sake, Freddieisn't on trid here!™

"I don't know where this might go. This smacks of the good old boy network, though, doesn't it? The
three of you making decisions about what to put on the death certificate, kegping in touch.”

"Sarah, berationd," Uncle Peter snapped. "We intend to stop this nonsense. We thought you would
want it stopped, aso, and you have the legal expertise to know how to put an end toit. Y our father had
an unfortunate heart attack and fell into the pool and drowned.

What good can come of disturbing his grave? Of upsetting everyone al over again? If you're going to
become silly over this, just say so0, and I'll call Krueger.”

She had forgotten that Krueger, her father'slawyer, was aso Uncle Peter's attorney. She glanced at her
watch. ™Y ou won't reach him.

And Fernandez intends to do the exhumation very early in the morning.

Y ou can't stop it, Uncle Peter. The police not only have the right, they have the duty to investigate
suspicious deaths. Krueger can't scop him."

"Oh, God," Wolper said with an agonized expression.

He went to the table with the tray and poured himself half a glass of bourbon and drank it asif it were
water.



"That's the point,” Michadl said. "No one had any reason to think it was a suspicious degth. At hisage a
sudden death is not suspicious.

He complained of dizzinessatime or two, didn't he, Dad?"

"Y es. Hewas not well. Not sick, but not redlly well.”

"Dr. Wolper, tel them," Sarah said harshly. "What will an autopsy reved?'

"l don't know," he mumbled.

"Not abad heart, not a stroke, not anything out of the ordinary?

Won't it show avery ordinary, hedthy man?'

Shelooked from him to Michadl, to her uncle. "Why are you doing this?

Why areyou fighting so hard?'

"It'stheinditute,” Michagl said after amoment. "We can't afford bad publicity at the indtitute now.
We have a stockholders meeting coming up next month, some important decisonsto be made. Y ou
know, Jaristadt's redly out, but who's going to replace him? If Freddie gets bad press, and the
Kéelerman name gets dragged through shit, they'll go to someone from outside, and that would be a

misake"

"My father was on the board of directors,” she said dowly. "He never made a cent from the ingtitute, did
he?1 takeit that's not true for you, any of you."

"He sold his shares when he moved out here,” Uncle Peter said irritably, asif she should know this

dready.

"He put the money in the gardens, the fool. Freddie had just come along, the ingtitute was changing
directions, climbing up out of atrough, not agood timeto sal out.

He got practicaly nothing. Then it turned the comer and it has been agood investment for the past fifteen
or twenty years. Welve dways had a connection, the Kellerman family and the ingtitute, you know that.
Weadll thought it wastime for a Kellerman to take over the directorship, but now, bad press, scandd,
God knowswhet all.

Jarlstadt's going senile, he's no help Y ou should have thought of that before you conspiredto signa
fase death certificate," Sarah said coldly.

"Comeon, Sarah, ease up,” Michad said. "1 told you. At the time there didn't seem any reason not to
believe heart attack. There ill isn't any reason to suspect anything ese. If it turns out wrong, well,
perfect hindsight is not one of the giftswe share.”

She shrugged, watching Freddie Wolper, who had been following the conversation with a despairing
look.



He knew what he had done, she thought grimly, and he knew what it would do for hisreputation if it
turned out that he was wrong, If anyone wanted to cause trouble legaly, he would bein deep trouble;
fasfying alega document was as serious acrime as any digtrict attorney decided to makeit; covering
up amurder could cost him hislicense, put himin prison. Wolper was alarge manin hisforties, hehad a
long unhappy face with haunted eyes. Haunted by his own dreams, his own ambition cast asdein order
to settle for the security of the ingtitute position, by other wrong decisions? She knew nothing about him
except that Winnie had been forced to warn him about his hands.

That was to know enough, she decided. She watched him pour more bourbon and drink it down and
then he put the glass on the table, and started toward the front door without looking at any of them.

"Funny, isn't it, how the inditute kegpsturning up?' Sarah said then.

"Uncle Peter, did the lieutenant tell you yet that they traced calls the woman detective made, they think
they know what she was investigating for my father? It was the disappearance of your students
twenty-eight years ago. Isn't that strange?”

Helooked uncomprehending. "What are you taking about now?"

"Hedidn't tell you yet? He will. She was|ooking into that affair for my father. | keep wondering why."

Uncle Peter shook his head. "There's nothing to investigate. It was dl over the papers, the newscasts,
everywhere."

"They came out here, to the indtitute that night,” Sarah said dowly.

"That'swhat | mean, it keepsturning up a crucid times. The boys visted the ingtitute, they left, and
vanished. Mother and Dad came down from Oregon-, he left her here and came over to meet my plane
and then you came home. | had forgotten dl that until today. 1've been going over Mother'sdiaries.”
"Well, you might aswell put it out of mind again,” Uncle Peter said.

"There was nothing to investigete.

Y our father knew as much about it when it happened as anyone el se did.

What could have turned up so many yearslater?' "I don't know," she said. "That's the question, isn't it?"
"Sarah, | know law and science are about as far apart as any two disciplines can be, but didn't you have
to learn that it's of absolutely no use to ask questions that can't be answered? | s there agod? Do we
have asoul?

When the only two people who knew something are both dead without leaving arecord of what it was
they knew or believed, there's no point in asking what it was. Next you'll propose we hire achanneler or
aclarrvoyant, amedium," "Like Mrs. Betancort and her dowser," Sarah said, and shrugged. "If the
normal routes don't work, go for the @bnormal.”

"It wasthat girl," Michael said then in asavage voice. "Damn her eyes!

She had an accomplice around here, sneaking off to be with him, and when Uncle Ra ph found out



something about her, they had to get rid of his detective and him. And now God only knows where they
are. Thiscould al drag on for yeard"

Uncle Peter was nodding soberly. "Shejust turned up, you know. Out of nowhere, talked her way into
the gardens. | bet he didn't check on references or anything el se. Just took her on."

"What are you both talking about?' Sarah demanded.
"Surely you're not going to make an accusation like that based on absolutely nothing!”
"It'snot nothing,” Michael said with adight shrug.

"| tried to talk to her once afew months back, and she as much as told me to back off because her
friend had aviolent temper. | wasn't even athreat, and she told me that. What would it have beeniif |
had posed areal threat?"

Sarah studied him curioudy. "How little we al know each other,” she murmured. He met her gaze
defiantly, then, flushed and angry, he turned away, went to the makeshift bar and poured wine for himsdlf.

She remembered Maria Florinda more clearly, how long and beautiful her hair was, how lovely her eyes
were, the dender waist, beautifully tapered fingers on the handlebar of abicycle... A beautiful young
woman.

Michadl probably had been mildly interested; his marriage was okay, he had said once with a shrug,
about what you expect after atime.

Bernice was okay, the kidswere fine, his career was progressing exactly on course; life was okay, he
had said that afternoon six or seven years ago. He would avoid jeopardizing any of it, shefelt certain,

but, on the other hand, he would not have objected to testing the waters with Maria, the way Freddie
hed tested the waters with Winnie. And now they would happily offer Maria.on the atar of sacrifice.

And it might well work, she knew; if any serious checking was done, Marids datusasanillegd aien
would not be hidden very long. If you can't pinit on adrug pusher, go for the dien, any minority, the
most helpless... And usudly they were the guilty ones, she reminded hersdlf, the lesson she had learned
at Blaingsebow.

"| think you've got it," Dr. Wolper said, returning from the doorway where he had stopped to listen. "She
wouldn't et me examine her last fall, for the insurance policy. She said shewould have it donedownin
Susanville, but | don't think she ever did. | think she has something-AIDS maybe, HIV positive, a least
and shedidn't want it to show up on aphysica. That would explain why atrained botanist who isalso
young and beautiful would waste herself on the gardens, wouldntt it?"

Michael nodded thoughtfully, and Uncle Peter drained hisglass and set it down hard. "They'll never find
her; | bet she's back in Mexico or wherever she came from, and that's the end of that. Let's go, Michad,
Freddie

He nodded curtly to Sarah and stalked out, followed closdly by Michael, who shrugged and raised his
hands asif to suggest utter helplessnessin dl this. Wolper did not even glance a her.

Sarah watched them cross the dry grass toward the driveway. They would convince themsalvesthat it



wasadl right to give Mariato Fernandez, with whatever suggestions, tidbits, facts and fanciesthey
dreamed up to support their case, exactly the way they had convinced themsalvesit wasdl right to
falsfy adesth certificate.

Deny redity and make it go away, she thought at their backs, and, curioudy, most of thetimeit seemed
to work for them, whilefor her it never did. She lacked faith in the rightness of her denia, she thought to
hersdf, and nodded. Exactly so.

The problem was, she understood, that she had no way of knowing if Mariawasimplicated in the
murdersor not. What Michadl had proposed made a certain amount of senseif Mariawas that
desperate, and had afriend that desperate. What would it mean to have it discovered that shewas an
illegd dien, and probably involved in drug smuggling as well? What price had Mariapaid for her entry
into the United States?

Was she dill paying the price? Sarah shook her head over the useless speculations.

Even Wolper could be right; she might be infected with AIDS or some other horror. Apparently Maria
had given Michadl the cold shoulder and she had not encouraged Virgil, and for that Sarah was grateful.

Then the thought came to her that if Mariawas asinnocent as she had appeared, coming back here
would be the most dangerous thing she could do. If INS did not get her for illegd entry, or the police
arrest her on Suspicion of murder, then akiller might well try to get to her, frame her for the murders,
fake an accident, a suicide, something.

After DINNER UNCLE Peter called and asked if he could drop in.

Sarah raised her eyebrows at Winnie and Virgil and told him, of course.

"Widl, I'mout of her-¢" Winnie said firmly. "He's not going to exercise hisvoca cordson meagan
today." "Metoo," Virgil said.

"Hey, want to go shoot some pool ?*
Winnie looked surprised, then nodded. " Sounds good to me. Let'swalk to town."

They both had to put on shoes before they could leave. Virgil was wearing the thongs that he used in the
dome, and Winnie was barefoot.

Her feet were swelling, she had announced earlier, dmost asif proud.

"Protect yoursdlf at 0 times," Winnie said to Sarah at the door, "Belt him one for meif he gets out of

"Respect,” Sarah sad, rolling her eyes, "where'sthe respect in thisfamily?
Virgil and Winnie laughed and walked out.

Sarah went to the kitchen and made a pot of coffee; Uncle Peter probably would not. want any, but she
would, if only to give her hands something to do.



"Michadl and Freddie are playing cards with a couple of the nurses and patients,” Uncle Peter said when
he arrived. "We had dinner at the ingtitute, you know. They have an extremely gifted cook over there, a
real master chef Sarah knew he ate over there frequently when he wasin the area. She nodded and
waited for him to get to the point. They were on the back veranda; the warm glow of the night lights on
the paths was just beginning to show up well in the darkening evening.

"Y ou've been reading your mother's papers?’ he said findly.
"Y ou're going to come across an account of that night we were talking abouit.
Maybe you dready have?'

She shook her head. In fact, she had not gone back to the notebooks again, and had no idea when she
would do so. It ill fdt likean intrusion.

"Sarah, I'd better tell you about it. Y ou'll come across something and it's better to hear it firsthand, |
guess. Just try to understand.” If she did not look a him, did not pay any attention to the meaning of the
words, just heard the cadences, the rhythms, he sounded uncannily like her father. She redized shewas
pressing her feet againgt the floor, grasping the arm of her chair hard, amost asif she were bracing
hersdlf for arollercoaster ride.

"That day," he said, "back at Hayward, the boys came to the lab and said they were coming out hereto
see Jarlstadt, exactly asit was reported.

They were feding so good about the work; in another month or six weeks we were going to write our
first big paper. In sx months we would dl be world-famous..." His voice sank lower and lower. She had
to strain to hear him. "1 was going through hell, plain hell, with Emmaand the divorce, and working too
hard. They said they were taking the weekend off, and were going to play, and on Monday back to the
grind without another pause until the first paper was done, the results made known.

And al at once, | just wanted to play too. | hadn't planned on going with them, it was the last thing | had
thought abouit. | had an dl-night job running on the computer; it took al night for most thingsin those
days, dl night, days, weeks. Anyway, | had signed on for that night and al day Saturday. | thought your
folkswere at the house, Ralph would want to talk.3bout hiswoods and rivers and fish, and your mother
would bake bread, make cakes, pies, things she missed out in the woods living in atent or whatever.
That seemed like awonderful way to spend aweekend. No work, no lab, no Emma, no lawyers, just
talk about woods and rivers, play hearts, or chess, relax, have some decent home-cooked food.

| could take the train back on Sunday, be rested for the next big push.”

Sarah remembered how he had come into their house so many times, eeting asif famished, praising
everything her mother made. Her mother had been an excellent cook, and his appreciation had pleased
her; Sarah'sfather always had taken food for granted and had not given it any thought except when he
was hungry, and then he ate everything with what always had seemed the same enthusiasm.

"So| just left thingsin thelab and came with them,” Uncle Peter went on, hisvoice firmer now. He
glanced at her and drew himsdf up straighter in his chair. "I'm not with them,” he repeeted. "They let me
out at the driveway and | walked on up to the house while they went to the ingtitute to see Jarlstadt. And
| found your mother here done.



Obvioudy | couldn't stay with her donein the house. We talked for afew minutes, and | left, and met
the boys on their way into town.

They planned to go over to three-ninety-five and buy gas and head back to the coast. | think Jarlstadt's
reception must have cooled them down; whatever happened, they wanted to be on their way, and | said
we could take the gas from the house and skip the detour, just head on back, save an hour at least that
way. That'swhat we did. We aways kept two five-galon cans of gas on hand, you remember? |
borrowed it, and we drove back.

That was one of the things the police concentrated on, where they got gas for the return trip, who saw
them, at what time, and | didn't say aword." He sounded amost defiant now, amogt asif lecturing to a
class of reluctant students who doubted his methods, his data, or his conclusions. Hisface wasin deep
shedow, invishle.

"Anyway, they let me off at schoal. It was after two in the morning.

| smply dropped onto acot and fell adeep before my head got al the way down.”
He became silent. Sarah got up and poured coffee for both of them.

"And you didnt tdl anyone," she said softly.

"No. God, | don't know why now. At thetime | wasin shock, afraid, | don't know what | felt. | drove
out here late on Saturday and talked it over with Ralph and Rebecca, and we all agreed that | should not
get involved. No one knew | had been with them earlier, and it really didn't matter that | had been. |
mean their deaths, the accident, whatever happened had nothing to do with coming out here. And it
would have destroyed me completdly. Drinking with students, running around the countryside with
students, abandoning them when they had been drinking.

They weren't drunk, but they had been drinking beer; | had been drinking beer earlier, far asthat goes.
They might have had enough to drink to make them do something reckless, something dangerous,

foolish, I don't know... But we knew, your father and | knew, how it would look, what I'd be accused
of, what it would mean, the consequences for me, and | never told, and neither did Raph or Rebecca.”

Sarah lifted her coffee, thinking of the work he had not published in time for it to have meaning, the way
he had dedicated hislife to his students, how he had become an exemplary teacher, no longer deeply
into research of hisown, but encouraging, prodding, goading, whatever it had taken to get his studentsto
be the best.

Hewasright, she knew; hislife would have been completdy ruined if he had talked then.

"Uncle Peter," she said after along silence, "'l just don't understand why anyone would cal my father
about that. Even if someone had seen you that night and finally remembered, why call him; why not cal
you?"

"l don't know," he said heavily. "I believe Mrs. Betancort must have seen me that night. Rebecca said
later that Mrs. Betancort hinted that she knew something that concerned me; we thought she assumed |
had come out to be with your mother.”

Sarah conddered this. Someone could have seen him, could have known he was getting divorced ina



messy, public way, could have known her mother was here aone, could have made that assumption, but
would that someone have waited twenty-eight years to act? Fifteen years after her mother's death. Why?
What kind of terrible hatred would fester unrevealed that long? Even if someone had called her father
and made such an ugly claim, would he have acted on it? She shook her head.

He would not have believed it in thefirst place, and even if he had been given reason to doubt, he would
have known there was no way to prove or disprove any such assertion after so many years. It made no
more sense than it had before Uncle Peter'srevelations. But it cleared up one mystery, sheredlized; her
father had raged over people taking the gas cans and not replacing them, leaving other people stranded.
Gas, shethought then; it kept coming back to gasoline.

"Sarah," Uncle Peter said suddenly, "if the police think your father's death was not natural, and if they try
to link his death with that woman's deeth, alot of the past isgoing to be aired again.

Uglinessdoesn't die, it i hidesitsdlf, and comes back when you least expect it.

| wasn't aware that Rebecca even kept adiary, but there's no reason | should have known that. Y our
mother didn't redlly like me much, you know. | thought that if you came across areference that seemsto
contradict what was made known at the time, it was only fair to warn i you, to prepare you. Now you
know."

Exactly what she had thought when she decided she had to tdll him about Winnie: prepare him, not let
the newspapers break the newsto him, not let strangers ask him alot of questions he was not ready for.

Sarah remembered how much her mother had hated coming to the house after he had been there with
hisfamily. She had cdled them pigs.

She dways had washed dl the dishes, dl the pots and pans before using them for her family. She had
spent thefirst day in the Kellerman house cleaning on every trip Sarah could remember. She wondered if
the house wasfilthy now; shei had not been insdeit in years, and her memories were of her mother
sweeping, vacuuming, dusting, scrubbing, and the house needing it. When Uncle Peter wasin East
Shastafor more than afew days, she knew, he had awoman come in and clean for him, cook, do
laundry.

But so often he came over, stayed one or two days, and drove back to his apartment near the college.
Back and forth. She suspected he was here long enough to add to the general messin the house, and
rarely herelong enough for anyone to do athorough cleaning job.

She wondered, as she had frequently in the past, why he bothered to come over here at all. He did not
seem to derive any greet pleasure from the countryside; histomatoes always died; he bemoaned the lack
of restaurants. Michadl had made it very clear that he would never set foot in East Shadtaiif it were not
for hisfather, and, she supposed, theingtitute. For the first time she wondered -which of them intended
to take over the ingtitute. Uncle Peter had said aKellerman, and she had not asked, had not thought to
ask then. She had assumed he meant himsalf. But maybe he had meant Michad. What aplum for him!
Become aprovost and chairman of the board at the ingtitute in the same summer.

"Uncle Peter," she said, and redlized that the silence had extended well past what good mannerswould
have dictated. She had been wrapped in her own thoughts, as evidently he had aso. "The morning my

father was found, it was nearly nine before anyone had time to go over to your house, and by then you
and Michadl were both gone. But if Bernice's plane didn't get into Reno until four in the afternoon, why



did hego so early?’

"Y ou don't understand aman like Michadl, the responsibility he has," Uncle Peter said after alengthy
pause. "Heisunder a public microscope most of the time. There's never any opportunity to play, to have
adrink, to relax. Someone might notice, might talk, might raise doubts about his character, some damn
fool nonsenselikethat. | know that pressure very well, I've lived with it dl my life, but you've been
saved. Ralph wouldn't have any part of it in histime,

It'sthe price you pay for the security of academia. That day Michagl saw an opportunity to play alittle,
and hetook it. A few hoursin Reno, who would know? Who would talk? He got up and made coffee
and |eft before Sx. He was being quiet but | heard him, saw thetime; living alone makes one hear every
unusuad sound in ahouse, I'm afraid.

| don't care how suspiciousit appears, it wasthat smple.”

Shefdt rigid with the memory of waking into atavern with the purpose of finding aman, any man, for an
hour, and then of driving for hours, too fast, too hard, going nowhere and unable to stop. Shewas
grateful that the shadows that concedled him aso conceded her. "I understand,” she said very quietly. "l
think | understand perfectly.”

"And the other, the night the boys vanished?Y ou understand that, also, why no one talked about my
roleinit?' "Yes" shesaid in an even lower voice. "l won't bring any of it up, no matter what | findin
Mother'sdiaries”

Uncle Peter | eft soon after that, and then Winnie and Virgil returned, and Sarah sidestepped their
questions about what Uncle Peter had wanted; talk about old times, she said noncommittally. She made
apoint of showing them how she intended to lock up every night aslong as she stayed in the house. She
had found a heavy stick that she used for the diding door. Winnie nodded approva, and Virgil shrugged,
not caring one way or the other.

Then, done again in her room, Sarah got out her mother's notebooks and |ooked for the year 1963. Her
mother had written very little about the incident itsalf, but she had taped in severa newspaper items
concerning the disappearance of the students. The youngest of the boys had been Wedey Leszno, who
had had polio asachild, and who had talked the othersinto the weekend outing. He had been
twenty-one.

The picture showed him to be athin-faced boy with black hair, dark eyes, waking with crutches. He
looked no more than fourteen or fifteen.

Mitchell Bookman had been twenty-three, a big-faced blond boy with owlish eyes magnified by thick
glasses, and adimplein hischeek.

The paper said he played the comet. The oldest of them had been Duane Barcleigh, twenty-four, newly
married, with a bride twenty years old, Joan Harrison Barcleigh. She looked terrified, very thin, with
long straight hair, blond the paper said; it was hard to tell from the picture. She had been visiting her
mother in Santa Barbara at the time of the accident, and was staying there to wait for word from her
missing husband. Duane Barcleigh had been skeletal, with black-rimmed glasses, heavy dark hair
tumbled down nearly to hiseyes, anintense stare.

Helooked like avery young Frank Sinatra.



The print account was the same story everyone aready knew, the difference was that now the boys had
names, awidow had been named.

Suppose someone had seen Uncle Peter with the boys herein East Shasta, or someone had seen them
back at the coast, proving he had stayed with them until they were swept out to sea, why cdl Sarah's
father, why call now? Sarah could imagine an accident in which Uncle Peter had not acted, and had
found himself trapped by the sllence he would have felt forced to maintain.

More than that? No, she decided. Hiswork had been lost with the students; some of it was missing,
some indecipherable, someincomplete, and by the time he could have recruited anew team, trained new
students, it would have been too late; the biggest prize of dl aready spoken for. Too many teamsin too
many laboratories had been searching for the same e usive thing the structure of DNA. And, athough his
team had found it, second place was the best he could do after the disaster with the students. Hislife had
been taken off one track, put on another with their deaths.

Hislie about his part of the tragedy was understandable, but why someone had caled her father about it
was not. The question came back repeatedly-irritating, maddening, persistent, unanswerable.

All right, shetold hersdlf then, forget that part for now. The police would not care who the suspect was
aslong asthey could prove opportunity. They seldom concerned themsalves with motive; that was for
the defense team, for the prosecutors, the grand jury, the judge, the probation officers, the tame shrinks
hired by both sides.

And asfar as opportunity was concerned, it was wide open. Sarah might have been the only onein the
immediate cast of suspicious characters who had not had an opportunity to get over to Sacramento and
go through the office and gpartment of Fran Donatio.

After opportunity, suspicious behavior would count heavily. And Maria Forinda had behaved
suspicioudy by leaving now. If they got serioudly interested in her, shewould lead them to Virgil. Asfar
as the police were concerned, Virgil would make a classic suspect, better than most because as soon as
they started digging, his past would be certain to come out, he would be tagged drug dedler, and the
case would be closed right there.

Thewicking strip, the plastic bag, his prints on Fran's car, his knowledge that she was a detective before
anyone had been told... A very good suspect, Sarah had to admit.

Starting with the conclusion that Virgil didn't do it, then who did?

If Carlos, Rosawas dso involved. He could not have gone to Sacramento without her knowledge; he
could not have cometo the gardens early enough to kill Ralph Kellerman without her knowledge.

He even had amotive; he had inherited ten percent of agrowing business. If guilty, would Carlos have
handed the hat over to her?

She shook her head. And Carlos had never owned agun in hislife, Rosahad said once.

Nor had Rosa. Thiswas what defense attorneys did, she thought then, surprised at the role she had
assumed, exactly as Fernandez had said.



Not Winnie. No reasons needed for the way Sarah was playing the game now, she thought amost
derisvely. She hesitated over Maria. She did not have a car, and to borrow acar to follow someonein
order to kill her was ludicrous, and then borrow it again to go to Sacramento. But had Mariahad a
mysterious friend lurking around the area? Maybe, Sarah conceded, but no stranger had come on the
groundsto sted the wicking materid, or the plastic bag. Mariaand an accomplice? She did not strike
Marias namefromthelid.

Wolper? She did not know if he owned agun, if he had an dibi for any of the crucid times, and none of
that seemed important. He had lied about her father's death. Sheredized that it would give her great
satisfaction to see him being hauled away by the police. Bias, she warned herself, and nodded,
absolutely right.

Michael? She knew he could shoot and hit a-target; they had practiced at Ghost Lake many years ago,
shooting cans off ruined buildings, pretending they were actorsin awild west extravaganza. He had had
the opportunity, and he had a reputation to protect.

Uncle Peter. Although the disgppearance of his students seemed to have been the only incident of
interest in alife thereafter devoted to teaching, and there was no apparent reason for that incident to
have been revived now, it seemed to have been the catalyst for whatever €l se had happened. What did
he do dl the time? she wondered suddenly.

She supposed there might have been somewomen in hislife, but if so he had been very discreet about
them. Her father had commented on the celibate role the two of them had assumed, her father when he
became awidower, Uncle Peter through divorce. All her father's excess passion had goneinto the
gardens when Rebecca died, but what about her uncle?

Had his devotion to his students been enough? She did not know.

Sheredized she did not know how Michadl or hissstersfelt about their father now. As children, they
had complained about his gtrictness, histemper. She had complained about her father's temper, too, she
recdled, athough he had not been strict, and she could not remember atime when hisrage had been
directed &t her.

She vaguely remembered Michaedl's mother, Emma, a plump dimply woman, with ahearty laugh, and a
blind eyeto dirty dishes, unmade beds, all the things that had bothered Sarah's mother so much. Michael
had been very fond of her, but what he thought of hisfather she could not guess.

A sense of duty, responsihility, but was there more than that? They shared such aneed for propriety, she
thought, and admitted that she did, also, and resented it more than she could say. If she admitted to
Michael how much it disturbed her, would he admit to the same deep hatred for the hypocrisy they both
had to maintain? At onetimein their lives, many years ago, shefelt she could have answered that
question without hesitation; now she did not even attempt an answer.

Michagl was astranger to her, aswas hisfather.

She paced, found hersdf down in the living room pacing there, back up the sairs, her thoughtsgoing in
circles. If they had been tangible, she would have found hersdlf tightly bound in a cocoon, shetold
hersdf irritably.

The gun, she thought then, in the kitchen, water pouring over therim of aglass she held. Absently she



turned off the water, and put the glass down, walked back upstairs and got ready for bed as she
pondered: Where was the gun? Any of them had had ample opportunity to get rid of aweapon, but she
didn't believe anyone would have got rid of agun; it would still be somewhere nearby, handy to use
againif necessary, or eseto useto frame someone e se. Shelay in bed staring at the ceiling that was
margindly paer than thewalls.

Then she thought of Lieutenant Fernandez, and thinking of him, she found hersdlf restless again. She had
not had sexua arousd like that for many years, she and Blaine had settled into ardationship in which
sexuality had been important, but not blatant, not forcing itself at unexpected times, unexpected places.
Their rhythms had corresponded closely enough so that neither of them had ever felt denied, or rushed.

Dependable, reliable, safe.

She mocked hersalf. Safe sex, Judge, isthat what's on your mind these days? And she shook her head
at the calling. Just sex, she thought clearly. With that one man, that policeman, Lieutenant Fernandez,
whosefirst name she had not been ableto recall since the day she met him; and now it would be
embarrassing to ask. She remembered watching hislean hands, and thinking of them on her body, in her
body; she began to shake, and after another minute, she left the bed, and paced some more.

ALL MORNING SARAH wandered from room to room, picking up abook, putting it down, picking
up the latest horticulture magazine, putting it down, arranging, rearranging water liliesin acrysta bowl,
pacing out to the veranda, back inside. At ten Rosacametotell her, "It'sdone. They're gone now."

Sarah sat down heavily and nodded. And soon they would know, she thought, but that wasn't right; she
and Fernandez aready knew. Soon they would have something to show the world, to let the world
know.

Winnie cameto the living-room door, looking haunted, the way she did these days.

"I'm going to take the color film to the drugstore,” Winnie said.

"Rusty Curlow fliesinto Reno this evening. | want to get the color shotsin to the processor."

Sarah jJumped up. "I'll comewith you. Waking?'

"Yes. Itisn't very hot out yet. | need to walk every day, they tell me." "So doweadl," Sarah said. Walk,
run, move, do something.

Aslong asthey walked in the shade, the air was pleasantly coal, but the sun was bruta aready, and they
passed in and out of shade, in and out. They would both burn, Sarah thought, and tried to banish the
worry about diminished ozone layers, about the hole in the atmosphere growing larger day by day, about
ultraviolet rays cooking her eyes, her brain cdls, her skin. She could aimost fed the freckles popping;
sometimes she thought she could hear them asif they were popcorn exploding.

"| thought you had a darkroom in the upstairs bathroom," she said asthey walked.
"That'sjust for black and white stuff. All the shots| took out a Ghost Lake, thingslike that. The garden

shotsare color for the catalog, and that getsinto lab work." She went on moodily, "I don't know what to
do about Mariaand Virgil, how I'll finish the cassette for the franchiseidea.”



She waked briskly, faster than Sarah would have chosen, but Winnie was the one who felt the need for
X hours of exercise daily, Sarah conceded, and kept u Pl getting hotter and hotter.

"I'll wrap it up thisweekend,” Winnie was going on, muttering to herself more than to her mother. "And
later I'll try some fancy editing, move theimage of Mariafrom hereto there afew times. What amess!”

"Y ou can do that? | know you can with film, but | didn't redlize you could with videos."

Winnie began to describe some of the equipment she and her partner Andi aready had, and what they
intended to buy in the coming years, dl high tech and complicated-sounding-remote-control devices,
programmable timers, editing machines. Mogt of it sounded like equipment for a space launch, asif it
had nothing to do with art.

Then Sarah was thinking that there had been timers around for half acentury or even more, of one sort
or another. It wasn't that the ideas were new, it was the equipment that had become more powerful,
more accessible. Suddenly she thought she knew how Ghost Lake had been haunted.

"Mother?'

"Hmm? Sorry, honey. What?"

"Nothing. Y ou do that alot, you know? Were here, and | asked if you want something cold to drink."

It was not that she had been unaware of her surroundings; she knew perfectly well that they had passed
the few blocks that were not "downtown™ and had arrived at the two-square-blocks hub of East Shasta.

The hardware store was here, and the grocery, the tiny K-Mart discount store, and before them the
drugstore and department store combination.

They had passed the Baptist Church, and the Church of Jesus Chrit; they had stopped for the red light
at thetraffic sgnal, and today there had even been two cars at the intersection.

Sarah grinned at her daughter. " Sorry. Thinking, and about the drink, you bet. | wonder if Milton Hink is
here"

They went insde the small building painted blue that housed the drugstore aswell asagenerd
merchandise department that had things like hammers and dish towels, nylon string for weed cutters,
digpers and picture frames, al jumbled more or lesstogether in no discernible order. There was a soda
fountain, with iron tables and folding chairswith gray vinyl seat pads. Milton Flink wasin the pharmacy
Section.

He was abading man two or three years younger than Sarah, and one of the best dancers she had ever
Seen.

They had danced together many times during her various visits home.
"Hi, Milton," shesaid.

Helooked up, saw who it was and came around the counter to take her hand. "Sarah, | can't tell you
how awful | fed about... you know.



Everyonein town fedsthe sameway. If therés anything | can do..
She withdrew her hand gently. "Thanks, Milton.
Thanksalot. I'd really rather not talk about it. How are you?"

Winnie had nodded to him and moved on past to talk to a young woman behind a different counter, one
marked Post Office, UPS, Wrapping, Copies Made, Videos.

Milton wastelling Sarah how he was, not too bad considering, but the kids were coming down with
something, he hoped not summer colds, you know how mean they can be, and Judy was not very well,
pregnant again, you know... She nodded from time to time. "'Can we get a Coke?

Want to join us for something to drink?"

He did. He went back around the counter and put drinks and glasses with ice on atray, and came back
out. "My treat," he said serioudly.

"Thanks," she said, just as serioudly. Shetook adrink, burned her tongue as she had known she would,
and nodded. "That's better. Areyou Hill at the ingtitute most of the time?"

"Yes, three or four days aweek there, afew hours here, dl day Saturday and Sunday.” She had
forgotten how conscientious he was, how he always explained everything. "I'm working too hard, | guess.

Workahalic, asthey say, TypeA, that'sme. Things are pretty quiet at the ingtitute these days, though, it
comes and goes, busyness, | mean He talked on and she did not interrupt him for severa minutes until
Winniejoined them and gulped her drink.

"Winni€'s been taking pictures of locd attractions,” Sarah said.

"Likethe Ghost Lake area. | think she needs some history to go with the pictures. I mean, not many
lakes get renamed within the memory of thelocal residents.”

"It was Rabbit Lake when | wasaboy,” Milton said earnestly, right on cue, to Winnie, who |ooked
bewildered. "No water, but a shoreline that's still there, and alake bed with pockets of quicksand. Just
plain old Rabhbit Lake, without any rabbits by that time." He laughed. " Should have called it No-Rabbit
Lake"

Helaughed again, and Sarah was remembering why she had been willing to dance with him frequently:
he was agreat dancer, and he did not talk while he danced.

She nodded encouragingly to him. "Y ou were there when they renamed it, weren't you?”'

"Surewas. Let's see, that would be a ong about nineteen sixty-eight or sixty-nine. Sixty-eight,” he said
amost triumphantly. "I till had braceson. Y ear Mrs. Betancort tried to start acommune out there. She
had her scientist climbing al over the hillside looking for water, and he kept saying there wasn't any, but
sheld send him up to look under another rock. Shetried to make him hit the rocks with awillow stick,
but he wouldn't do it. He didn't stay more than two or three days altogether, and he went away saying
what he said when he got there, no water. The lake was ill Rabbit L ake then.”



He was gazing thoughtfully into space, considering, recdling thetime.

He nodded then. "Y es, it was gtill Rabbit Lake then. Wasn't until the Indian camein that it turned to
Ghogt Lake. Mrs. Betancort got hold of this Indian who could find water, dowse for it, and come up
with water every time, if there was any to find. He said he was from Black Horse, Nevada. Never heard
of it mysdlf, but that'swhat he said. | think Mrs. Betancort sort of overlooked part of what he said, if
water was thereto find, he'd find it. | think she believed her Indian could make it happen no matter what.
Shewasadl over town crowing about him, his successes everywhere he went, and that she had hired him
on. So there was agood little audience when he went out there trying to find water, and he used a stick,
but | don't know what kind. It could have been willow, but | never got close enough to examineit. He
brought it with him. And the first day he was out there, the ghosts started, just asif they thought he might
find water and disturb their rest or something. We hadn't heard anything like them before he turned up.
He quit for the day, and the next morning he started again, and in the afternoon so did the ghosts.

No one came out from town that day, as| recall. | supposethey al thought the show was over aready."
Winnie had been restless and fidgety at first, but she had stopped moving and was listening with attention.
Milton grinned at Winnie, evidently pleased with her fascination, and continued his story.

"Wdll, me and two others, we knew someone was just playing atrick, and welaid low the next day up
on the road before you get to the lake, and we waited. He, someone, would come along and make the
noises, we thought, and we'd grab him. We thought it would be someone from town because dl the
commune folkswere red believers; they wouldn't have dared pull atrick like that on Mrs. Betancort.
Only no one came.

The ghogts sarted just like they had done before, and they kept it up and kept it up, the voicesfloating
out from the-laka,-but there wasn't anyone on the road, or in the scrub, or behind arock. No one was
out there but commune folks and the Indiau.-dowser, and he wasn't there much longer. | think he lasted
three days.

Maybe four. And the ghogtsjust went on and on for most of the summer.

We headed back to town, me, my dad and mom, Johnny and Rae, we'd had enough of Mrs. Betancort,
the ruins, the lake you-not-only couldn't drink or swim in, but couldn't even walk on, and now ghosts. It
was enough. No one stayed after that. Within aweek it wa Over, no more commune. No more Rabbit
Lake, either. It was Ghost Lake from then on.

Mrs. Betancort went back to her big house and waited for the end to come, the way she had predicted
it would, and we've been waiting ever since. Reckon one of these days, it will happen.” He laughed again.

"Wasthe Indian trying to find water on the hillsde, the way the hydrologist had?' Sarah asked.
"Nope. He said if there was quicksand, there was water, and he went out on the lake to find it. He used
along pole, fdt hisway with apole before he took a step. Like feding for river bottom in aboat, like

Mark Twan."

"And you thought someone was playing adirty trick on you al?* Winnie asked then. "Do you gtill think
Sofe



"I don't know what to think. We looked for someone, we redlly did look, but there wasn't anyone out
there. | tried to imagine how anyone could have pulled it off, and maybe someone could have, but it
would be complicated, not just a prank, and what for? That's what stopped me, there just wasn't any
reason for acomplicated trick, one that took smarts and equipment and time to set up. | mean, if anyone
wanted to get at Mrs. Betancort, dl he had to do was wait until the commune was going and the end
didn't come. Or just wait for the weather to change. Those folkswouldn't have lasted through the winter.
First good freeze, they'd have scattered. Wasn't asif anyone wanted to drive them out to get at the
hidden gold, or thelost silver mine, @r because the train was coming through and thiswould make a
stopping place. No movie gimmicks worked, iswhat I'm saying. The ghosts started, the commune | eft,
the ghosts kept on for amonth or so, and stopped. And that'sit.”

"Y ou don't believe they were ghosts, do you?" Winnie demanded.

"l don't know what | believe," he said dowly. "I didn't, then | did, then | didn't. Problemisthat | don't
believein ghodts, but we heard something, al right.

Like amoaning, crying, soft voicesrigng and failing, sort of caling for help, stopping and then starting up
again. Weadll heard it, the Indian heard it and left. What we heard, | don't know. That's what makes
ghogt stories so unsatisfactory, isn't it? Y ou never redlly know what you've tangled with."

"Y ou went back and heard the same noises?’ Winnie asked, asintense as before, as demanding. Sarah
fdt an uneasness gir in her a Winni€sintendty.

"A couple of times," Milton said contentedly. At first he gpparently had assumed Sarah wasthe
audience, his story had been directed at her, but gradually he had switched to Winnie and by now he
was paying very lit the attention to Sarah. "Never alone, though. Three timesto be exact.

Sametime of day, latein the afternoon, but before dark. It dways started about three or four, and went
on for afew hours, sometimes until well after dark. Spooky thing to hear if you believein ghostsor
don't." "That'saterrific sory,"” Winnie said, leaning back in her chair, satisfied et last. "I'll put it with the
pictures, dl right. | loveit!" "Y ou like to dance?' Milton asked, surprising them both; he sounded amost
mournful.

Sarah bit her tongue to keep from smiling, and Winnie nodded.

"Sure.

Why?'

"Well, | just thought that if you show up at Dacey's Saturday night, we might dance alittle. Sarah dances
like an angdl, but probably thisisn't agood timefor her.,, "Oh. | guess I'm not feeling much like dancing
ether right now, Mr. Hink," Winnie said carefully. "Mother, shouldn't we be on our way soon?"

"Y esindeed. Milton, it'sgood to see you again.

Please give my best to Judy." Helooked so sad that she wasinclined to pat his head as they walked

past him; sheressted, and by the time she and Winnie reached the door, he had gone behind the
pharmacy counter and was busy again.



Back out in the sunlight, the heat, walking more dowly now than they had before, Winnie looked at
Sarah suspicioudy. "Y ou dance like an angel ? | never saw you dance at dl."

"Ohwel, Blainedidn't care for dancing, and it sort of fell out of my life. Except when | came hereto visit.

Mother and Dad and | used to dance out in the wilderness, in acabin, atent, whatever." Her voice was
soft, remembering. "They taught me, but Milton isthe best dancer I've ever seen. Hard to believe, isn't
it?"

"Hard is not exactly theword I'd choose," Winnie said. "Who's Judy?"
"Hiswife," Sarah sad airily. "Thought it wastime to remind him of her."
Winnie laughed alow dirty laugh, and linked her arm through Sarah's.
"He's a cregpo, but that was agreeat story.”

Sarah nodded, still remembering her childhood, her youth. " One time when | waslittle and we were up
inthe Blue Mountainsin Oregon, it rained for asolid week, day after day after day. Weweredl going
dtir crazy, Mother, Dad, 1. Y ou know, I'vetold you, how they tutored me dl thetime. By thetime | was
ready to be enrolled in school, and should have been in the third or fourth grade, | wasready for junior
high; that's how hard they worked me.

Anyway, thisrainy week Dad decided to give me some lessonsin chemistry and in engineering, | think.
He rigged up an experiment that used something like mercury, but not mercury, I'm sure. Heput itina
tiny via with amembrane cover that was pliable. | seem to remember it asleaf gold, but that's probably
wrong. It'sbeen along time," she said with asoft Sigh.

They had been in a cabin with two rooms and asmal bath that had a shower in the center of the ceiling
S0 that everything got wet when it was on. She remembered how shocked and furious she had been the
first time she used it, and her pgjamas and towel had been soaked.

In her mind's eye she could see the Rube Goldberg invention of her father's. The vid with something that
was not mercury, the membrane cover, and athin wire taped to it. The wire connected to a battery and
that connected to adoorbell. Carefully they positioned the via on the windowsll that rainy afternoon,
and then they played hearts for the next few hours. Most likely they had danced after dinner; they often
had done so.

She had danced with her father, with her mother, the three of them together, her parents together and
Sarah done... Days passed, but eventually the sun had come out again, and her mother had dropped a
skillet when suddenly the doorbell began to ring; it played chimes, "How Dry | Am," over and over and
over until they disconnected thewire,

"The sun heated the vial, expanded the contents and raised the membrane, and so on," Sarah said,
walking with Winnie, thinking of her own childhood. "Aslong asit was hot enough to keep the
membrane up, keep the connection, that silly doorbell would have kept playing.

When it cooled off, it stopped. The next day it did it again, of course.”

Winnielaughed. "Y ou think one of the boys did something like that?



Maybe your dancing angdl HIMSELF "Who knowswho did it, or why? But I'd be willing to bet that it
was something like that doorbell trick, maybe with atape player, atapeloop. The sun hit acertain place
in the rocks, a connection was made, and it started, and when it cooled off after dark, it stopped.”
"Grandpamight have doneit,” Winnie said after amoment. "It'sthe sort of thin he might have done.”

She looked pleased with the idea of her grandfather playing this sort of prank.

"I know. Hewould have loved doing just that when he was young; he hated fanatics of any stripe,
especidly religious, superditiousfandtics.

However, he and Mother were up in Oregon by then, in Portland, where he had that office job he
loathed, and he was not young anymore. We heard about Ghost Lake in the fall when we came here for
Thanksgiving.

Today isthefirst timeI've heard the whole story told by someone who was actudly there. Before, it was
just that ghosts came out and drove people away. It'sagood story."

"Boy, if | could get photographs of two or three more specid places, likethe lake, and grest storiesto
go with them, and put it dl together in abook AsWinnietalked on, Sarah felt her eyes bum.

Honey, she wanted to scream, stop this. Y ou're going to be asingle parent, remember? Angrily she
pushed the thoughts away; Winnie was smart, smarter than she had been at that age, and she, Sarah,
was damned if shewould play her own mother'srole. Winnie would find her way, shetold hersdf. Hers
and her child's.

Severa people came up to her asthey walked, shook her hand, one woman patted her shoulder, and
Winni€'s, and walked away shaking her head.

Mrs. Betancort appeared across the street, walking heavily with her cane; she began to hurry acrossthe
empty stret, her gait very awkward.

"Who cdlsforth the spirits, who disturbs their rest is himself caled from rest,” Mrs. Betancort said,
garting to speak while ill in the middie of the street. Sarah and Winnie had cometo a stop.

"And when they shall say unto you, Seek unto them that have familiar spirits, and unto wizards that peep,
and that mutter: should not a people seek unto their God? for the living to the dead?”

"Mrs. Betancort, | don't understand what you aretrying to tell me," Sarah said.

"Hah! She spesks, the wicked Jezebd speaks. | saw three unclean spiritslike frogs come out of the
mouth of the dragon, and out of the mouth of the beast, and out of the mouth of the false prophet.”

Sarah took Winnie by the hand. "Let'sgo," she said angrily.
"Go! Go! 0 daughter of Babylon, who art to be destroyed.”

Sarah and Winnie were nearly running, leaving her on the sdewak talking to them, her words answered
with loud laughter now.



"Hee, flee! Stedl no more, o backdiding daughter.

Leave mein peace, and my bed, and my chairs, and my water. Bring your pailsto my well no more!”
"Why does she hate us so much?' Winnie whispered when they were halfway down the block.

"| believe she thinks my parents stole the water from Ghost Lake," Sarah said inalow voice.
"Yourekidding."

"l wish"

"But Grandpa didn't even start the gardens until years after her supid commune failed.” "I know. Rosa
said she'slogt intime, it'sal now for her, no before and after. She just knows what she knows.

She's pathetic.”
"Yeah, likeawitchis pathetic." She made arude grunting sound.
"If she offersyou an gpple, run.”

There would be nothing for Fernandez to report today, Sarah told herself that afternoon. And probably
nothing over the weekend, although that was less certain. She suspected that if Fernandez ordered the
autopsy pronto, it would be done pronto; she suspected that he got hisway more often than not. And
that took them to Monday or Tuesday, she continued, leaving it open if anything would be done over the
weekend. Even if it were. she probably wouldn't be told until next week. And Dirk Walters was dueto
call back on Monday or Tuesday.

"It'sjust too god damned much,”" she muttered under her breath. She couldn't rid her mind of theimage
of her father stlanding at the edge of the pool, talking quietly to the fish he loved, and then the blow to the
back of his head, thefdl forward... She sat on the veranda brooding over it, seeing it play through again
and again until she wasforced to her feet, to pace again, athough she was exhausted from so much
amlesswalking.

Shewould tell Dirk no. If Virgil was arrested, charged with murder, she would have to be on his defense
team; she did not trust anyone elseto win his case, athough she was uncertain that she had any chance
of winning either. Shewasnot at dl certain there was an attorney in the country who could be any more
sure than shewas of winning: if they charged him with murder, they would convict him of smuggling both
people and drugs. And the murderer would till be at large. Her nails dug into her palms and she forced
her hands to open, to relax.

So, shewent back to her practice conversation with Dirk, she would tell him no, no reason, of course,
and then wait and see. How long?

Unitil they charged Virgil or found thekiller, she answered. Who could say how long either onewould
take?

What made it harder to bear was the fact that Virgil did not know the danger he wasin. He was working
long hours, doing hiswork, Marias work; no doubt some of her father'swork had landed on his
shoulders also. Hewastired every night, up early every morning, withdrawn and silent, preoccupied with



worry about Maria, and obliviousto his own predicament. No more fun and games for him these days,
no more monkeying around with skates, teasing hissgter. It was asif her son, who had been achild only
two weeks ago, was her adult son now with no transition period. One day, child, next day, mature adult.

Fernandez had not told her in so many words to keep his confidences quiet, but it was there by
implication, and even if not, she would have kept quiet at thistime smply because there was no reason
to frighten Virgil until it was necessary. She was glad he did not see the danger yet. At least, hewas
deegping well; she knew Winnie was not, and neither was she.

She sat and gazed at the ponds, and she thought, al her life she had been so used to her father's
decisionsto do this, to do that, go here, go there; she never had questioned any of them, any more than
her mother had questioned. And how oblivious he had been; he had assumed that because he hated
being stationed in Portland, hiswife also had hated it, when actudly she had rgoiced a ared house, a
real roof, areal bathroom, al the things other women never had to think about.

Sarah thought about hisignorance of what it was that her mother had wanted to do and never attempted.
He had had no clue about what it was or, indeed, that there could have been anything she yearned for
beyond the life he gave her.

And they had been aloving couple, both of them loving to their only child, solicitous, degply concerned
with her. Even at the time that she had thought with terrible guilt that she was tearing them apart with
such an early marriage, they had shown nothing but lovefor her.

She had had to stay in one place to finish up high school, and none of them had wanted her togoto a
boarding school; her mother had opted to stay put for those four years, provide her ahome, and ahome
for Ralph when he was free to come home. If that period had lasted any longer than four years, shewas
certain, they would have exploded, one, dl of them.

A boarding school would have been better, she knew now, but at the time the arrangement had seemed
to work. She had been aware of the unhappiness of both her parents, the londliness of her mother, while
her father had spent most of those years tramping the mountains of eastern Oregon and northeast
Cdiforniaaone. Her mother had worried so about him, afraid he would have an accident, afraid he was
not eating properly, not dressing for the weather, not deeping... Then he would appear and they would
have ajoyous reunion, followed by recrimination and tears on her mother's part, and puzzlement on his.
it wasterribly obvious that he had not worried about her and Sarah for even one second during their

separation.

Missed them, of course, loved them, no doubt, but worry about them?
What for? Never.

Her mother's existence had conssted of alifetime of going where she didn't want to go, being where-e
shedidn't want to be, living in away that most of the time was hateful to her, lonely, dl because shewas
married to him, aman she had loved fiercely, but who was her destroyer.

Sarah hugged her arms hard about herself at the thought, and could not deny it because she had beenin
the same trap that had snared her mother. She had loved her father very much, and she had been
dragged here and there from camp to cabin to trailer to tent for years because he had to have it that
way. She had not questioned his need, or her own, or her mother's. That was how lifewas.



It was no good asking why her mother had put up with it, why she had not objected, struck out for
herdf.

What she might have done was redly beside the point, maybe nothing, maybe something wonderful, but
she put aside ambition, talent, whatever it had been. Sarah doubted that her mother had ever consdered
achoice possible, the ideathat she might have had a separate life never occurred to her. She had loved
her hushand, it wasthat Smple.

Staiing ahead, Sarah saw her life aswalking from box to box, boxes placed before her by someone else,
never examined, but merely accepted, no choice ever conscioudy made. Her father's box, the school
box, Blaine's. Now her son was determining her future, shaping her decisions, and he was not even
aware of it. But neither had Blaine been aware, nor had her father been aware. That was the position of
real power, she thought bleakly; you never had to consider the other, but expected what was good for
you couldn't be bad for her. What's good for GM is good for the country, she said to herself. That same
bland easy assumption. If shewent out to the greenhouse to find Virgil, to tell him the position he was
placing her in, he would be as bewildered as her father had been the time she asked him what her
mother had wanted to do with her life.

Virgil would ing st that she didn't have to pass up anything on his account, she knew; she could dmost
hear thewordsin his voice. She had heard those words in Blaings voice, and, earlier, in her father's
voice.

What he would mean wasthat in her place he would not have to pass up anything.

She knew she would not tell him, he would never suspect even. Now, in full awareness of the choice she
was making, she dtill could not confront the other with it; it would be humiliating. She was acknowledging
her position, her placein the scheme of things, her acceptance that her life, her family wasforfeit, that his
needs came before hers. But his needs concern life and death, she argued with herself, and mockingly
asked, And your needs don't?

Wearily she got up to go take an aspirin. A headache lived at the edge of her consciousness
permanently, it seemed, and now and again, it surged forward demanding attention. She had not
banished it altogether for the two weeks she had been here; the most she could hope for wasto make it
recede, go back to the boundary that separated awareness and non-awareness where it had taken up
residence.

How wonderful it would be, she thought, to be able to will onesdlf into unawareness, into obliviousness,
not unconsciousness, but rather ignorance of the others around. Blind to them for periods of hours, days
the way children are, with no more malice than children harbor, the way her children regarded her most
of thetime, the way she had regarded her own mother most of thetime. A string of women back through
history, she went on, the mothers we don't know, don't dare know.

The headache was a stabbing pain behind her eyes by then. She hurried for her aspirin.

SIXTEEN SHE WAS MISSING something, Sarah thought later that day, watching Winni€'s bright hair
appear and vanish as she ducked her head over her camera, straightened up, ducked again. The sunon
her hair was brilliant. Her own hair must have looked much like that afew years earlier, Sarah thought,
and sherecalled that her mother's hair had glowed like firein the sunlight. 1t was no wonder that poor
old Mrs. Betancort could not keep them straight. And, she mused, how strange it was that her thoughts
came back again and again to Mrs. Betancort, who did not seem to differentiate between the



generaions of Kellerman women.

Apparently Mrs. Betancort had seen Uncle Peter with the gas cans, and Sarah's mother, but how?
Where? And presumably she had mistaken Uncle Peter for Sarah's father, whom she accused of stealing
her water. She couldn't keep the men straight, couldn't keep the women straight.

Sowly Sarah walked back inside and upstairs again, and began to read through her mother's account of
that night once more. She was missing something, not only concerning the gas cans, but something else,
shefdt certain.

She skimmed through the newspaper stories, paused at the photographs, tried to find the fal se note that
she knew was there.

Sowly she went back to the start of this section. Asfar as Sarah knew, her mother never had mentioned
that Uncle Peter had turned up that night, and it seemed obvious that she had not put it in writing either.

There was no persona recollection of that night in her notebook, what she had seen, said, done, and no
mention of the gas. Sarah reread Dr. Jarlstadt's interview, hisgrief, hisregret at not having the boyswait
ingdethe house, dl there, immediate. Then sheread part of the interview again, dower: "Wedey sad
they would go see the ghost town and come back in two hours. We waited up for them, but they never
returned.”

The ghost town and the dry lake that had been called Rabbit Lake at that time, again.

She sat on the side of the bed, Staring at nothing, trying to work out the scenario for that night. Her father
had dropped off her mother at the house in the afternoon, and had driven over to Sacramento in order to
mest early the next morning. Uncle Peter had arrived in East Shasta at seven or alittle later. That was
the time the boys had shown up at Jarlstadt's house.

Uncle Peter had |eft and met the boys on the road, and they told him they were going back to the coast.
Onfoot, he would have gone the closest way to join the boys again, out his driveway, past the property
that later became the gardens, and into the driveway of theingtitute, lessthan a quarter of amile
atogether, and there was no way anyone in town could have seen him if he had stayed at this end of
East Shasta

But then when did they get the gas, and had Mrs. Betancort seen them do it? Her house was amile from
his, at thefar end of town, and there was no reason for him to have been there, or for her to have been
at this end. Maybe she had meant something el se dtogether, Sarah admitted, and the reference to
Sarah's mother had nothing to do with gas and that night.

Suddenly Sarah knew what had been bothering her.

Her father had not known that Uncle Peter had taken the gas; that accounted for his anger over being
stranded. She remembered clearly how furious he had been because he did not have enough gasto get
to Susanville one day that week, and not only had there been no gas, but the cans themselves had been
taken.

And she remembered her mother's silence during his rage. She had not told him Uncle Peter had been
there, Sarah redlized; Uncle Peter had shown up late on Saturday and told them about the missing
students, and he and her mother had acted asif he had not been there on Friday night.



He had stayed with them for severd days, and the following week her father had borrowed enough gas
from the indtitute to get to Susanville, where he had bought two new cans and filled them. She had gone
with him to the indtitute to return the gas he had borrowed that afternoon and he still had been furious
with theidiot who had taken cansand dl.

Very dowly now she went back to the spiral notebook and examined it, read the entries through once
more about the night Uncle Peter's students had vanished. Often her mother had written very little, let the
events spesk through the assortment of things she associated with them-newspaper itemsin this case.
But she would have mentioned something about this, Sarah argued silently; thiswastoo big for her not to
write about it. Y et there was nothing in her fine script.

Sarah looked at the cover of the notebook, seventy five pages, and then began to count. There were
seventy-three pages. Proving what? she demanded of hersalf, and had no answer. Her mother, her
father, someone e se could have removed the pages at any time.

Uncle Peter had said Rebecca never did like him, Sarah remembered.

Shefdt asif she had been blind for many years, and only now had been granted the gift of sight. Her
mother had hated him, and al her ranting about the messin the house had been displaced anger.

She had not singled him out, but had lumped them dl together, him, hiswife, his children, and raged
againg them dl; she had discharged her anger that way. And she never had told Ralph what had caused
such anger Sarah was certain that he had been as blind to her anger as Sarah had been. Her mother
never had told anyone, not her husband, not her daughter. She had written nothing to indicate how angry
shewas or why.

Had Uncle Peter known she would be adonein the house that night?
What had happened between them?

Sarah found hersdf running her fingers gently over the notebook, asking, "Who were you? What were
your secrets?' Had she never confided in anyone? Her anger with Uncle Peter reached back to the
beginnings of memory; Sarah did not know atime that her mother had been easy with him, friendly with
him, only polite. Always mercilesdy polite, and angry.

And her father had never suspected, any more than Sarah had. Was that why Uncle Peter had cometo
East Shastathe next day, to make certain she had not told, would not tell that he had been there the
previous night? Sarah remembered Fernandez's surprise that Uncle Peter had come here at that time,
and her explanation that he had turned to his only family for comfort, and she knew now that she had
been hasty.

Maybe that had been the reason, maybe not.

Uncle Peter was ten years younger than her father, seven years younger than her mother. When Sarah
was born in 1944, Uncle Peter had been twenty-three, her mother thirty. Those were the war years, she
remembered, her father in Intelligence, Uncle Peter in the Air Corps, her mother awar bride stranded
aonein Washington part of thetime, in Cdiforniapart of the time working for amunitions plant. And
whatever had happened between Uncle Peter and her mother must have happened then, before Sarah's
memory started, possibly even before she had been born.



Sarah shook her head then and stood up.
"All right," she said to the notebooks. "All right.”

She would take them with her, keep them with her, sudy them, and try to learn her mother. The picture
in her mind of the tutor, the woman who had played games with her, who had danced with her, who had
watched with her while a snake shed its skin, who had taught her to bake and to sew, who had wept at
her marriage and pregnancy, that woman was no more than a shadow on thewall, Sarah had cometo
redizefindly, and dso that to get to know the woman who had cast the shadow was impossible now,
but she would start, shewould try.

And none of this had anything to do with her father's death, with Fran Donatio's desth, she reminded
hersaf Wasthiswhat grief was al about, she asked hersdlf then, areplaying of the past with the
omissions, the guilt, the bits of carelessness dl on display to be examined over and over? The knowledge
that now that your eyes had been opened you couldn't tell the one person to whom it was important
what it wasthat you saw at last? The need to say "I'm sorry,” and the awareness of the immensity of the
vacuum in which to hurl and lose the words?

She had gone through thisfor Blaine, night after night of her own private picture shows of the past
played over and over; and now fifteen yearstoo late she was grieving for her mother.

Winnie cameto fetch her down to dinner, and she was grateful for the outside imposition of order on her
chaotic thoughts.

Winnietold Virgil the story Milton Flink had passed on about the ghost voices at Ghost Lake. "So," she
concluded, "someone played adirty trick, but why? Why would anyone go to that kind of trouble?

Would teenagers?' "Areyou kidding?' Virgil asked. ™Y ou know they would. And someone who's crazy
would do it. Someone who redlly hated old |ady Betancort.

Pick one"

"Teenagers here?' Winnie asked, frowning. "In acity probably, but out in awasteland like this?
Someone would snitch on them for sure, and then it's up-the creek time.”

Virgil consdered this, and finally agreed. "Y eah, they dwaystell, sooner or later. Like the time we put
Dutch Boylston's VW bug in the middle of the fountain. Remember? Before aweek passed, Richiewas
blabbing about how we did it."

Sarah bit her cheek and concentrated on her roast pork, which was succulent, spicy, and excellent. She
had not learned of that escapade for amonth after it happened, and by then everyone knew al about it.

"So then someone who redlly hated Mrs. Betancort.

Enough to go to that kind of trouble. And as Milton Flink said, why bother? Why not wait for westher,
or no water, to drive them away?"

"Sometimes you can't wait," Virgil said. ™Y ou know, it'sworth whatever it coststo do it right now."



Winnie nodded soberly. "Y eah.”

For atimethey al atein slence. No one brought up the problem of acrazy trickster again, Sarah
thought, watching her two beautiful children. What was the use?

East Shasta had its share of eccentrics, including the number one candidate, Mrs. Betancort, but if there
was anyone insane, that person had perfected amethod of hiding it.

"l bet it'sdill there" Winnie said then, her eyes sparkling. "'l bet we could findit." "Find what?" Virgil
asked.

"The tape player, tape loop, whatever it was and the contraption that triggered it. | bet it'sin those rocks
somewhere.”

"Yeah?' Virgil asked, and helped himsdf to morerice, "then what?*

"Don't know. Just interesting, don't you think?" She tapped her fingers on the table, atypical gesture of
Blain€'s; he had not been able to think through deciding on dessert without that motion.

"Look,"” Winnie said then. "Let'sgo over there tomorrow or Sunday and look around alittle. | want
some more picturesin daylight now that I'm going to do abook, and we can just poke around alittle.
Y ou want to come with me?’

That wasit, Sarah thought then; Winnie was setting him up because she didn't want to go to Ghost Lake
aone. Shewatched Virgil consder this, and finadly nod.

"Sure," he said. She wanted to congratulate Winnie, but held back, not at al certain her daughter and
son understood what had just happened.

Probably they both would deny the manipulation, shetold herself, and thought of the Madow trinity that
drove people: security, sex, and salf-esteem. To say aloud that Winnie had just manipulated her brother
without mercy would hit them both in their salf-esteem; they both would have to deny it.

"Sunday," Virgil said then. "Weve got fish breeding like crazy, and someone hasto be at the tanksto
take out the spawning mats and move them to the nursery tank. If the eggs hatch in the big tanks, the
other fish eat them, mamaand papafirst in linefor the treet.

Tomorrow's my turn, and Carloswill be here on Sunday.
Okay?'

"Sunday," Winnie said. "And tomorrow I'll finish up with the video. | think | see how to edit the tape |
dready have." Virgil's expresson changed to one of unrdlieved misery as Winnie started along detailed
explanation and Sarah stopped listening. They all knew they had to get that cassette finished and out | to
the stores or the whole venture of franchising garden ponds would fizzle before it was even launched.

While they taked, Sarah rearranged Mad ow's three drives to fit the different patterns of life: youth
demanded sex, salf-esteem and then security. Middle age needed security, sex, and self-esteem in that
order. And old age? Shefdt certain sdlf-esteem came firg, then security, and as adistant third, sex. She
amiled to hersdlf; eventudly she would know enough to be certain, but not yet, and a her placein life,



sex seemed terribly important, right up there with security.

Then she thought that was not right, either. In fact, the three shifted and danced around each other, and
the one that appeared threatened became the oneto fight for, to kill for if necessary.

Sowly she put down her fork and lifted her wine and sipped, thinking again that she was missing
something.

Virgil wastoying with hisfood now; she watched the play of tendons on the back of hishand, the play of
musclesin his. arm, and suddenly she was seeing Maria Horinda's arm and hand as she entered the
kitchen of Rosa's house. Maria had been carrying her suitcase, and set it down, then moved it out of the
way. Tell Virgil good-bye, she had said, and Sarah remembered the look of satisfaction that had swiftly
crossed Rosas face, then vanished. But Maria's hand and arm had not shown any strain; the muscles
had not bulged even alittle. The suitcase had been light, so light it required no effort whatever to lift, to
move. Empty, Sarah knew. That suitcase had been empty.

She carried coffee to the veranda after dinner, and sat staring at the water streaked with sunset colors,
trying to make sense of Mariaand Rosa and Carlos. Winnie was helping Rosa clean up the dishes; she
had volunteered to help out every evening. Carlosand Virgil werein the office making plansfor the
franchise marketing strategy. Hire an expert, she had advised, and they had looked at her blankly and
had gone back to discussng What they should do, the sequence, the timing.

There was not enough money to hire anyone, Virgil had said patiently later.

They were smply grateful to have ared artist work on the visud parts, and as for marketing, they would
fed thair way intoiit.

Carlos, Rosa, Maria, she thought over and over. They could have done it between them-to keep their
illegal status secret? She was certain Carlos and Rosa had nothing to fear; they had been with her father
for twenty years. Evenif they had entered illegaly, they would have been digible for the amnesty
declared afew years earlier. But not Maria.

Shewas anillegal. Carlos and Rosamixed up in murder for someone else?

She shook her head. Mariaaone, and now using them? Why would they go dong with that?

Winnie cameto the door. "I'm going on up, Mother.

Not to bed yet, but to stretch out awhile. I'm ready to fall.”

"I'll look in after awhile" Sarah said.

In the kitchen aminute or two later, she stood at the table cradling a cup of coffeein her hands. Rosa
was at the table, amagazine pushed to one side now, her own coffee before her. Such atiny woman,
Sarah thought; not amark on her face to indicate the passing of the years, and jet eyesthat weretotaly
foreign, unreadable.

" waswondering," Sarah said, "when Mariafirst came, how she got here.

Shedidn't have acar, did she?"



Rosalooked imperturbable and shook her head. "No car. She took the busto Susanville, and | met her
there and brought her the rest of the way.

Happened she was there on my market day."
"Just happened,” Sarah said.

Now she drew out achair and sat down. She kept her voice very low as she asked, "Rosa, had you
known her before? A relative, maybe?'

Rosa shook her head. "No. | met her in Susanville.

But we had mutud friends, acquaintances, people back in El Sdvador that we both knew. Why are you
asking thesethings, Sarah?”'

" She hasn't gone anywhere, has she?' Sarah asked, nearly whispering.

For severa seconds Rosa did not move, seemed not to breathe, then she said, " She has not gone. And
now, with Mr. Ralph's death being questioned, we, Carlosand 1, are afraid for her, afraid for us,
oursalves”

"Will you tell me about it?" Sarah asked gently.

"Yes," Rosasaid with along exhaation, asif she had been saving her breath for this one word for along
time. "l met her a the market, just as| said. She said who sheis, where shewasfrom, and | asked if she
knew someone, and she said yes, and did | know someone el se, and we were both laughing and crying
then. | took her home with me. And | called my brother in Brownsville, and he called people we knew in
El Savador, and in the end we knew she was who she said, and shewasin need of ajob, and | said |
would bring it up with Mr. Ralph. He hired her the next day. He knew that if Carlosand | said she was
okay, that was enough.

Then, when that |ady detective was killed, Maria became very frightened that someone might want to
see her green card, her papers, whatever it wasthat she did not have, and at first she said shewould

redlly leave, go far away. We talked her out of that. She had been sending her money to her family; she
had nothing, and nowhereto go.

We said it should appear that she had Ieft, and then for her to stay indoors until they found the crazy who
shot that poor lady, and then she could come out and go back to work."

"And then things got even more complicated,” Sarah murmured. "Dear God, that poor girl. She can't
come out yet, Rosa. Whatever she does, she hasto stay hidden. She may bein grave danger if she
surfaces now."

"Danger fromthelaw? Arres, dl that?' "That, too," Sarah said.

They heard Virgil's voice coming close, and they |ooked up.

"Egpecidly don't et him find out,” Sarah said softly. "He could never hideit if he knew."



Rosafilled-her coffee as Virgil and Carlos entered the kitchen, talking about ads, about radio advertising
because they couldn't afford television. Sarah shook her head. The ponds had to be seen, not just
discussed.

Carlos was shaking his heed, too.

And her poor child, Sarah thought, looking at her son'sface. He had taken a giant step from
adolescence into maturity this past week or so, new lines on hisface, new shadowsin hiseyes, anew
drength?

Possibly that too, she thought. He was not scouring the countryside, beating his brains out, tearing out his
hair; he was doing exactly what he should be doing, patiently waiting for the return of the woman he
loved. He could no more control the spasms of pain that showed when her name was mentioned than he
could control his heartbest, his breaths, and yet he was doing nothing, waiting.

She wanted to take him into her arms and rock him, soothe and comfort him, make the pain go away,
but she could only watch and wait with him.

She excused hersdlf then and went upstairs to her room, where she could pace endlessly without
drawing looks of concern, without anyone's suggesting that there was a show on television she might
like, or that it was getting near bedtime or any other dumb thing. Blaine had dways tapped hisfingers
when in deep thought; she paced.

They couldn't snesk the girl out now, not &t this late date, she knew, but if Michael or Freddie or even
Uncle Peter learned she was in the area, one of them would turn her in, or if she surfaced someone might
even kill her and plant the missing gun on her. What a convenient end to such amessy matter, she
thought bitterly.

She congdered the possibility that Mariaand an accomplice had for some unknown reason killed Fran
and then Ralph Kdlerman, but Mariaaone, never. Too difficult without acar, and if Mariawas il
hiding in the area, that meant there was no accomplice. But, she continued the line of thought, the girl
wasin terrible danger, and Sarah was not at al certain that Rosa had understood that she meant real
physica persona danger, not merely the threat of being arrested.

She had to talk to Fernandez, she decided that night.

Whom had Fran goneto seein Los Angeles? She had called the Leszno numbersin the Chicago area,
and then the Bookman numbersin Utah, and the Barcleigh numbersin Los Angeles, and then had gone
to see someone there. Duane Barcleigh's parents? Hiswidow?

And what had she learned?

Sarah did not have enough to trade with Fernandez, she knew. The false death certificate? He would
come around to that without any help. Her uncle and cousin's sacrificia offering of Maria? Not without
Maria herself, and she would not be the oneto turn her in. Anideafor atrap?

She stopped moving to consider this. As adefense attorney she had always treated entrapment dsa
bitter boomerang if she had had any suspicionsthat it had been used againgt her clients. The massive
power of amodem state directed against one individual was an abomination, she had declared more
than once. And the weight of anation againgt an individua who had not been proven guilty of anything



was nothing short of asin. Her arguments against entrapment had been good, she knew, because she
believed in them fervently. The state must not lie to, hoodwink, decelveits citizens; it must never exploit
the weakness-inherent in humankind----of its citizenry. | the state could not be allowed to steamroll its
citizensinto apuddle, period. She had argued with Blaine, who often had taken the opposite position,
and especidly asadidrict attorney had felt that frequently entrgpment was the only means availableto
be certain of getting an individual off the streets and into prison. Entrapment was smply another wegpon
to be used againgt drug runners, against molesters, kidnappers... He had drawn out along list and she
had been forced to agree that most any price was acceptable in order to get them off the Streets, but
she aways came back to her origina stance: not through entrapment, however.

Catch them at it, provethey did it with circumstantial evidence, get aconfession, find eyewitnesses,
perfect methods of proof through physica evidence, do whatever the law alowed; the law did not
condone tempting anyone to commit acrime and then arresting that person for the ensuing crime that
might never have been committed without enticement. Any other reading of the law was amisreading. It
wasthat clear-cut.

Asadefense attorney for athreatened client, she knew well her position, but as ajudge, she asked
hersdlf, what position would she take? There was no answer. The problem had not yet arisen in her
court.

It would, she knew; sooner or later it would, and then... She shrugged, and put off trying to arrive a the
decison aminute before she had to.

Meanwhile, she said to hersdlf, she had no certain plan through entrapment of pinpointing the killer.
Furtnerrnore, she went on relentlesdy, even if she did have such aplan, she could not discussit with
Fernandez, because officidly he wasthe sate, while officidly shewas smply another murder suspect.
She could not ask him to take part in what she thought of as an abomination, or to condone it through
inaction if he became aware of it. No, no state seineto drag in akiller, but asingleline, asingle person
casting theright bait... She had to find out from Fernandez what Fran had learned, and what the threet of
the Damocles sword redlly was. Would that knowledge provide the clincher for the shark she intended
to land? But first, she had to be sure that she landed her shark with enough h evidence to make her
charges stick like a second skin, at least long enough to convince Fernandez. The gun, for openers; a
confession? She shook her head.

Deniability was an issue, also. Asajudge she paid alot of attention to how a confession was obtained.
A confession through coercion or trickery was worthless; at least in her court it was. But if she could
prod the killer into producing the right gun, hard physical evidence like that was undeniable.

All right, she said under her breath, al she had to do was learn who the murderer was and then turn him
over to Fernandez, and hope that Fernandez applied what they called the "redist” view inthejudiciary,
the onein which the judge first had anotion of the outcome, and then applied the legd principlesthat
would makeit happen. She would offer to give Fernandez the killer with enough hard evidenceto be
convincing, and let him earn his state sdary and gather enough proof to take to the grand jury.

Such aded, how could he resist? she mocked hersdlf, but it was the best, indeed the only, thing she
could think of to offer for atrade.

He had what she needed; she had promises.

SEVENTEEN THE NEXT MORNING when shetried to reach Fernandez by phone awoman with a



New Jersey accent said she would pass on the message, and was it important, and did Sarah want
someone € se from the department?

She sounded very bored. Just ask him to call, Sarah said and hung up.

Before she had got out of reach, the phone rang, and thistime it was Fran Donatio's S ster, Patricia
Lagomo.

"Yes," Sarah said, surprised at how hard her heart had started beating.

"l sad if anything ese came up, I'd giveyou acal, and | don't know if thisis something, or just nothing,
but it'sweird. And herel am." "'l appreciateit,” Sarah said. "What came up?'

"Well, yesterday when | got home from work here was this notice from the library about some overdue
books that Fran checked out afew weeks ago.

We put aforward on her mail soit gets sent here, and this card came. | thought you might be interested
because one of the books was written by your father.”

Sarah could not follow any of this conversation. "M e books are overdue?
Didn't you find them in the gpartment?’

"No. They aren't there. | guessthe guy who messed up everything took them, or they got lost
somewhere else. | don't know."

"Y ou say one of them was written by my father?' She knew he had never written a book.

"Y eah, Genetics, Form and Patterns.”

Sarah frowned. Uncle Peter's book. "What are the other titles? Do you have the card there now?"
"Yes. Her-g, I'll reed them for you."

She read three other titles on genetics or DNA, including the famous one, The Double Helix, and Uncle
Peter's one and only book. Sarah wrote down the titles and then thanked Patricia. "That'sdl right,” she
sad.

"l just hopeit helps, but | can't see how. Anyway, if you hadn't comethat day, 1'd till be rooted in that
messed-up r-oort. Y ou know what | mean?"

When Sarah hung up, she studied the titles for another moment, then dipped the paper into her pocket.
All books on genetics, on DNA, the discovery, the early pioneers.

Fran Donatio must have |eft them somewhere hersdlf, it was insane for anyone to have solen library
books.

Then she stopped moving. Patricia Lagomo had said Sarah's father had written the book, not Peter
Kélemian.



She had assumed the only Kedlerman she had heard of must be the author.
Sarah sank down into achair in the living room.

"Of course," she breathed. Whoever had called her father must have assumed the same thing, that he
was the other Kellerman, the one connected to genetics, to the missing students, the university, Michadl
or hissgers, even the ingitute---the other Kellem=. The Call had followed the item in the paper about
her father's birthday, and that article had said only that he was refired, not what he had retired from.

Shefdt for thefirg timethat shefinadly understood why thiswhole ugly sequence of events had started.
The caller had said something awful, but incomprehensible, to her father, something he couldn't accept,
couldn't believe, and couldn't talk about without being sure, and he had hired adetective. And it was
something that Uncle Peter would have understood, she finished, and stood up, returned to the
telephone and stood there for afew seconds, thinking.

Shedidn't need Fernandez, after dl, sherealized. Shefedt so cartain that the cal to her father had been
intended for Uncle Peter that it seemed transparently clear, and would be that clear to anyone else. And
Uncle Peter'slifewas avast unexplored plain to her, she could not imagine how anything except the
most mundane message to him would be comprehensible. She knew the near-euphoria she wasfeding
was amistake, that her certainty would not carry much weight in the corridors of officiaddom, but the
relief was there, the certainty was real; no one had called about Virgil, or Wmnie, or her, Sarah, or
Blaine. Therelief was s0 greet because it had been too hideousto live with, the idea that one of her
children, or her dead hushand, could have had a secret so terrible that it had required a detective to
ferret it out, and had resulted in two degths.

She had not believed that, she told hersdlf, but she could not deny the relief she felt, because she knew
how often a parent had been brought up short by the actions of a child; she had seen too many parents
devastated by what their children had done, parents who had not believed, had denied, had defended,
exactly like her. And Dirk Walters had shaken her through and through by saying Blaine had been their
man.

Shefdt so reieved that shefdt buoyant, in danger of leaving the floor altogether, of drifting through the
house. She had not quite realized how deep her fear had been, how heavy the dread.

All right, she thought then, all right. She had looked up the number for the indtitute earlier, and now
pushed the numbers, and asked for Dr. "I wondered if you could prescribe adeegping pill for me," she
sad to him when he came on theline,

"Oh, of course, Mrs. Drexler."

"I don't usudly take anything,” she rushed on before he could ask any questions. "And Saturday isnt a
good time to get adoctor out of state, isit?1'm not even sure he could prescribe across a state line. But

something not too strong, just enough to see me through the next few weeks.

| know it'sfoolish to let the children upset me so, when they both are grown, but thereitis"” "The
children?" he asked cautioudly.

"|sthere sometrouble there?"

"No! Of coursenot! It'sjust that Wmnie is determined to go back out to Ghost Lake for more pictures,



and | know it's not safe. And Virgil has dropped out of school, and I'm afraid he'sin touch with that girl.
Anyway, | need something to help me deep.” "Of course,” Dr. Wolper said soothingly. "Thishasbeen a
tough timefor you. I'll cal in aprescription to Milton right away. Or-Sarah, I'll drop by with something.
That might be even better." "Fine she said. "I'm about to call Uncle Peter and Michadl and invite them for
drinks, cheese a five, redly to bury the hatchet.

Welve all been pretty snappish with each other. Please, if you're free, you come, too." "Fiveitis" he
sad. ""Thanks. And I'll just bring some thing for you then. Y ou're not dlergic to any medications, | hope.”

She assured him that she was not, and they hung up, and sheimmediately caled her uncleand invited
him and Michael for cocktailsat five.

All day Virgil played midwifeto thefish. Winniefinished taping the garden video, and then wandered out
to the fish section to photograph the process of fertilization and separation. She cameinto tell Sarah
about it.

"They get these knabs, protuberances, nuptia tubercles Virgil says, on their heads and gills, that's how
you can tell they're ready to breed.

Then the femaeslay their eggs on or above the spawning mat, and the mae comes aong and shoots the
milt over them and it's done, except they do it more than once. Seems pretty Victorian to me.”

Sarah laughed. "And they eat the babies as soon asthey hatch; dl the way back to Chronos, if you ask
me.,, Winnie and Virgil looked at her with dismay when she told them about the cocktail party. "You're
kidding," Winnie breathed. "I can't believethis™

"Well, believe. It'stimeto put the past behind us.”

"Hey, Winnie, want to go over to the Eagle take resort and catch the show? It'sadinner show on
Saturdays." "Sure," she said morosdly.

"Whét time?'

"We should probably leave beforefive” Virgil said, with asdelong glance at Sarah. "WEell get together
with Uncle Peter and Michael some other time.” "Fine," Sarah said. "How are you guys fixed for money?

Let me get thisevening. Okay?"
"Why don't you cal off the party and come with us?' Virgil asked.
She shook her head. "Next time. But | redlly would liketo pay for your night out.”

They exchanged glances, both of them glad to let her pay, and both of them abit ashamed for being
poor, she knew.

She made amentd ligt of the things she had to do: call Rosaand tell her not to bother to cometo
prepare dinner. That wasfirst. And have her cal back to test the telephone, and tape thering. That was
second.



Get thei Winchester out and clean it, put the shellsin her bag. i Make some sandwiches, find and fill the
thermos. Load i her camera

Methodicaly she went down the fist and accomplished everything, and then Winnie and Virgil cameinto
get ready to go to the dinner show.

Sarah prepared the cocktail snacks and atray, and put a cloth on the table on the veranda. The phone
rang as Virgil was running down the stairs ready to leave; he picked the telephone up and listened, then
caled her.

"The cop," he said, making aface.

She covered the mouthpiece, blew Virgil akiss, and Winnie, who had appeared by then, and watched
them depart hand in hand, the way they had donein childhood.

"Hello, Lieutenant," she said then. "Hello, Judge. Y ou caled?'

"It'snothing. Just alittle antsy, | guess. | know you'll be in touch when you have information." There was
apause. Then hesaid.

"Areyoudl right?'
"Of course
"Okay. Nothing yet. And | will bein touch.”

A most unsatisfactory phone cal, she thought amoment later after hanging up, but there was nothing to
say to him, not now. It was nearly five by then.

"Oh, Michad," she said later. " Surely you remember when | told you about that experiment with the
timer and the chemica and the chimes.

| remember digtinctly telling you about it.”

He shrugged. "'l give. So you told me. So what?'

"Winnie and Virgil think that's the kind of trick someone used to drive the people away from thelake.
A sun-activated timer, atape player, atapeloop of ghostly voices.

And they think it might still be up there somewhere. They're going to look for it tomorrow."

"Why?' Dr. Wolper asked. "What's the point?'

She shrugged. "No point. | think they're both just getting bored.

Next week Winnie will go back to San Francisco; I'll be on my way; thingswill gradudly get to some
kind of normalcy again, | guess. But right now, they're bored.”

"They know about the quicksand out there?' Uncle Peter asked. "Were we dl that foolish at that age? |



don't think so."

Hewasd inking atall vodka collins, nibbling on cheese and crackers, and he looked more relaxed than
he had since Sarah's arriva, asif finaly he had gotten some missed deep, or sopped worrying a
problem, or had areprieve on owed income taxes or something.

"Sarah, don't you have any control over them, or not control, but authority they 'listen to?" he asked, but
it was good-natured, asif his heavy weight had shifted, as hers had, and he was fedling comfortable with
her, with the world.

She glanced a Michael, who was wearing shorts, aHayward T-shirt and white Reeboks; he looked like
ared jock, not an adminigtrator. "How much authority did you have with your kids when they hit their
twenties?' she asked Uncle Peter, as good-natured as he had been.

"Michadl, does he control you, or your Sster s?*

Instantly, she regretted the question.

Micheel laughed. "Sure. All theway, dl thetime.

I'm back here again, aren't 17" Hislaugh was forced sounding, the words too clipped.

He was drinking abloody mary, aswas Dr. Wolper.

Freddie Wolper had pressed asmal container into her hand on arriving, and held, her hand for just a
moment too long, gazing at her soulfully, or sincerdly; it was hard to read hisexpression. "I'm so sorry
you're not feding chipper,” he had said. "Thiswill help, I'm sure.”

"What's this about Maria?" Michael asked then.

"Freddie says she's been in touch with Virgil ? Is she till hanging around?”

Sarah gave Freddie Wolper alook sharp enough to make him avert hisface. "I'm afraid so," she said,
looking at thewinein her glass.

"Y ou know, she's very pretty, and he's young and lonesome. He has no resistance, naturally. HE'S so
young.”

"Don't you think we should tell the police?' Dr. Wolper asked.

She shrugged. "Virgil would never forgive me."

"Well, not you then. One of us.”

"Let'sthink about it," she sad. "Excuse me, I'll get some moreice.”

She went inside and turned on the tape recorder as she passed the tel ephone table. In two minutes the

tape would play five telephonerings. She're turned to the verandawith ice cubes. "Uncle Peter, did your
tomatoes recover?"



"Nope. Lost every damn one. They're those hybrids." He continued to talk about hybrid vegetables until
the phonerang.

"Excuseme," Sarah said, and left again. "Hello," she said, as she reached into the drawer with the tape
recorder and flicked the switch to off. "Hello," she repested, louder. "Who isthat?... No, Virgil isn't
here. Where are you? What do you want?... | see. How much? There was not a sound from the
veranda. "No!" she exclaimed in an even louder voice that she lowered ingtantly. "Don't come here! I'll
meet you.

Where?... All right... Eightthirty? Yes, | can makethat. But if I'm late, wait for me, and if you'relate, I'll
wait for you. Yes, of course, | know whereitis. Therésonly onedry lakeintheareaasfar asI'm
aware. Yes, I'll bringit! Don't call back!™ She hung up and stood with her hand on the receiver, her head
bowed for severa seconds, waiting for her adrendine to subside, her heart to subside.

"Sarah, areyou dl right?' Michael asked a her elbow then.

She nodded. "Fine. Fine. It's nothing.”

"It was her, wasn't it? That girl, Maria?'

She looked up at him quickly, moistened her lips, and nodded. "Let's go finish our drinks," she said.

They were dl watching her, she knew, waiting for her to make some reference to the call. Ddliberately
she began to talk about the drought, the danger of fires, the climatic warming that was so alarming. "But
you know more about that than | do,” she said to her uncle and waited for him to take the cue, which he
did after an dmost imperceptible pause.

"Not redly my fidd," hesad, "but asfar as| cantel from the literature, it's serious, more so than the
present administration realizes. People are worried about the farmlands, and the forests, but it'sredlly the
phytoplankton, the diatoms, the dgae in the seas that will change the face of the earth. Asthey die off in
the surface waters, the entire food chain is thrown into disorder, the gas exchange undergoes drastic
dterationsthat we can't even predict, and no one knows today what al that will mean. They're doing
computer models, but not fast enough, and no one pays any attention...”

At six-thirty she glanced at her watch and stood up.

"I'm afraid I'll haveto excuse mysdlf," shesaid. "l have aheadache and really would like to lie down for
abit. Please, help yoursdvesto whatever you want.”

"Don't beridiculous," Uncle Peter said, taking her hand. " Sarah, this has been so hard on dl of us, but
especidly you, and you've been atower of strength for the children, for me, dl of us.

| just wanted to tell you, and now well be off and let you rest.”

Michael put glasses and the cheese plate on the tray and carried it insde, and Dr. Wolper gulped down
his drink and took the empty glassto the kitchen. Michae kissed her cheek, and Uncle Peter kissed her
forehead, and Dr. Wolper would have kissed her if she had not drawn back, and then they al |eft.

As soon asthey were out of sight, sheretrieved the tape player and raced upstairs to change her clothes.



She rewound the tape player and stuffed it into the day pack she had aready prepared, and then after
another menta check of her mental list, she nodded and went downgtairs, out to her car, and started to
drive.

EIGHTEEN GOING INTO THE valley she passed acorral on the left, the remnants of a stable, astone
step, abroad leveled place where a hitching post had been, no doubt. Many Pines had invaded the
corrd; her father would have known at a glance what kind of pinesthey were pinons, jackpines,
lodgepole... Sage grew well in the valley, and many gray-green grasses. Desert colors, she thought, gray,
faded green, gray-green, tan, ocher... She had never spent much time on the desert with her parents;
they had gone searching for the sources of the many mountain streamsin the high Cascades, or the Blue
Mountains, or the Ochocos, her father mapping hisway through the state, her mother tagging along,
keeping house in atent, acabin, the truck bed at times, and the daughter also tagging aong, never
redizing she might be lonely, or that life should include playmates and classes, happy with the frogsand
rabbits, the birds, the lizards and snakes... In the high mountains everything was green, everything
dripped, snow lingered on the north side of the trees; the moss crept down the trunk, the snow edged up
to meet it.

Here, in the dead town, the Slvered remains gleamed; atumbleweed danced in front of her car; the lake
had taken on areddish huein the lowering sunlight, and the breeze flowed through the valley, whispering
in the sand. The second she turned off her motor, she heard the whispers. She parked at a spot where
the road was no more than ten feet from the encroaching desert-lake.

A building had falen backward here when the desert claimed footage at sometime in the past. She
could imagine the scene, the building groaning, struggling to stay upright, then the collapse, and acloud
of dusty sand swirling for afew minutes, and again the murmurous whispers.

Shedid not hurry, but neither did she dally. Shetook out the backpack, a day pack actualy, jammed
full, and another bag that had the rifle sticking put the top, and she walked away from the car, not
bothering to lock it, athough she took the keys, through the ruins, out the other side, and toward the
hillside strewn with boulders.

It was seven-fifteen, time to be positioned, to make certain everything she would need was a hand, and
then wait.

She knew exactly the spot she wanted, a place twenty feet or alittle more up the hill wheretheland
leveled out abit, and three boulders formed an arc. If they had not rolled on down the hill, if therewas
no rattlesnake in residence, if there were no scorpions or black widows or brown recluse spiders, that
was the place. Shefound it and it was perfect.

Shefixed her camerain one of the angles where the boulders met, and decided it would work okay, not
aswell as she had hoped, but okay.

The lenswas ateephoto, instantly adjustable according to the ad she had succumbed to, and she could
read her license plate numbers|ooking through it. Then she rested theriflein the other notch and it was
equdly satisfactory. Sheleft the cameraand therifle in place and descended to the valley floor to study
the hillsde carefully. Nothing showed. She returned to her post and sat down to eat a sandwich and
drink coffee. It was twenty minutes before eight.

It was two minutes before eight when ablack car appeared on the road coming down into the valley, a
Lincoln. The car looked like a mammoth predatory beetle, shiny carapace, black eyes, pausing to smell



the air before advancing farther. Then it eased down the road, vanished behind some ruins, resppeared
a the sde of her car. She could not see into the Lincoln; the windows were tinted and looked black
from thisdigance.

It stopped next to her car, then began to inch forward, asif the driver was scanning the surrounding ruins
for her. It stopped again, and backed up even with her car once more. Nothing happened for what
seemed along time, but then she saw that the hood of her car had been raised; again the body of the
other car hid the person completely; he must have got out the passenger side, or there were two of them.
She doubted that.

Disabling her car, she decided. She snapped the camera severa times, but these were not the pictures
shewas after. He didn't want her to make a dash for it when he went on down the road to see if Maria
was parked there around the bend. She nodded. That was what she would have done, too.

The Lincoln |eft after another second or two; the hood of her car was down again. She watched the
black car roll out of sight, around the bend, and eased her position to get more comfortable. He would
come back, and now for the first time, she began to doubt what she was doing.

She had not recognized the car. Michadl had driven a station wagon before, and her uncle had a green
Buick. Wolper's car? She had never seen himin acar, only on foot, and she did not know.

The car returned within afew minutes, moving even more dowly than it had before. What would he be
thinking? she wondered, trying to put hersdlf in his head. That she was among the ruins somewhere, or
that she was taking awalk, hiking, or that Maria had come and they had gone off in her car together.
She could think of no reason for him to suspect that she might be hiding. No one knew she knew about
the wicking material, about the trick with the gas, about her father's hat.

No one knew she had pieced together the clues about the phone call that had sent her father to the
detectivein thefirst place. She nodded to hersdlf. Either he would drive on and keep going and this
whole thing would be abust, anon-event to be put out of mind, or he would The car stopped and the
door opened and her uncle stepped out, carrying what looked like a plagtic grocery bag. Shelet out a
long bresth and took pictures of him as he approached her car. Helooked insde, and then turned to
scan the ruins again dowly. Next he walked to the edge of the lake and stood for several seconds
studying it, regarding it, facing it, a any rate, Finaly he started to walk out on the sand. Sarah caught her
breath in surprise; the story about the ghost noises, the tape recorder and tape player was paying off,
she thought, astonished. Uncle Peter moved with caution, but asif he was safe. He seemed to be
following aline of rocksto agroup of boulders about athird of the way across the expanse of sand. She
kept snapping his picture as he moved, and when he got to the boulders, his profile was perfect when he
knelt on the ground and began to dig around the base of the biggest boulder with atrowel he had taken
from hisbag.

With her unaided eyes she could not make out what he was doing, but through the lens she could see
very well that therewas asmall rock cairn,, covered with sand, and that he had dug through to the
rocks; he reached into a cavity and pulled out an old-fashioned tape player, about three times bigger
than the one she used. There were acouple of other objects that were not clear to her, the apparatus to
make the tape Start, she assumed. He put everything in the plastic bag, turned, and retraced his steps
acrossthe lake. The shadows had grown long and dark by then; the lighting was fine, just fine, she
thought absently.

Winniewould be jealous.



And thismade no sense at dl, sheredized. Uncle Peter haunted Ghost Lake? What on earth for? She
watched him get back to the roadway and head once more for the two cars. He scanned the town again,
and finally walked back to the Lincoln and opened the trunk. He put the bag insde, and removed some
other objects; one of them looked very much like agallon milk jug, another looked like agolf bag.

Sarah moistened her lips and continued to watch as he set everything on the ground, then got behind the
whedl and started the Lincoln. He drove ahundred yards away and parked.

She had to wipe her hands on her jeans; they were too sweety to handle the camera. Hardly breathing,
she watched him take arifle from the golf bag, and her bresth came out hard when sherealized it was an
assault rifle. Fernandez never had said what kind of gun had been used, she remembered. Then she
recalled hiswords: it opped being a game when someone's head got blown away. Fran's head had
been blown away, she knew now. Her own Winchester.22 looked like atoy in comparison to therifle
her uncle had. She snapped five or six good shots with the camera as he loaded the rifle and then
crossed the road with it, and vanished into one of the ruined buildings. He emerged afew seconds later
empty-handed and returned to the jug and proceeded to make a booby-trap for her car.

Shewatiched inicy fury now, periodicaly taking pictures. Shefinished oneroll and reloaded the camera
She put thefirg film in asmal tightly-closed plagtic container and dug aholein the ground afew feet
from her hiding place and put the container init, covered it carefully, scattered dust and grave onit, and
was content. If he got the camera, she thought grimly, she still had the real evidence she had comefor.

The sight of the assault rifle had unnerved her, she admitted, and she considered changing her plans
completely, not reveding hersdf at dl.

But then he would eventudly retrieve therifle, dismantle the trap, and leave again, and have plenty of
timeto get rid of everything. She shook her head dightly.

He had loosened the top of the jug, gasoline, she guessed, and had uncoiled alength of twine, twenty
feet long, thirty feet, and recoiled it more loosdly. A wick, she thought. Gasoline and awick. She was
supposed to reappear with Maria, she thought, and they would part; shewould get in her car, Sart it,
and hewould light the wick and the car would explode into flames. And then?

He must have planned to get rid of Maria, and leave theriflein her car’? Perfect solution to the problem.
L et the chicanatake the blame.

In aday or two someone would come by and find the dead women, one burned to crisp in her car, the
other on theroad in adifferent caequaly dead, with her prints on therifle that had killed Fran Donatio.

Enough for any sane person.

"All right," she muttered then. "All bloody right.

She moved from the camerato therifle and carefully sighted and amed it at his car, at the back whed,
an fired. She missed. Uncle Peter threw himsdlf to th ground at the shockingly loud report from her rifle;
th noise echoed and re-echoed through the valey, racin from rock to rock, from wall to wall, quieting
thewill pering lake.

Before the echoes died dl the way, shefired again. She knew Uncle Peter would not be ablet guess



where the shots came from, not with the strange acoustics the valley provided. She had target practice,
here years ago, and she knew how the echoes of the shots would distort the source. Thistime when she
looked through the cameralensto seeif her second she had missed, she saw with satisfaction that
athough she had not shot out atire, as she had intended, she had punctured the gas tank. Gas again, she
thought, nod ding. That would do.

The silence after the two explosions was profound No bird flew, no mouse scurried, no lizard ran. Only
th lake whispered, whispered.

For along time Uncle Peter did not show himsdf did not move into sght from around the side of her car
Then he dashed across the roadway and into the sam building he had entered before with therifle. She
ha, been waiting for this, and now, therifle dready aimed, and ready, she fired once more, thistime at
her own car The windshield shattered; she fired a second shot, and the front wheel exploded. She
leaned back, out o breath, amost light-headed. No doubt he knew how to hot-wire acar, she thought,
and, no doubt he had thought he could do that later, possibly after dark. They were both stranded out
here now, twenty-three miles from East Shasta

Then therewas aburst of gunfire that sounded like a bomb going off, and she closed her eyesin rdief.
He was shooting &t one of the buildingsin the ruined town.

The noise eclipsed the shots she had fired, made them sound more like firecrackers than a deadly
weapon. The echoes of the assaullt rifle in the enclosed valley were deafening. | "How do you plead,
Uncle?' she said in the deep slence that followed. "Are you ready to plead?"

She spokein avoice that was not raised particularly, and she directed her words at the hillsde a the
east Sde of the town, not down into the buildings. The effect was what she expected it would be: an
answering burst of gunfire aimed at the eastern most section of the rising hillsde. She nodded. A
scattering of rocks raced down the hill, didodged by the fusillade. Hefired again.

Arresting officer, prosecutor, judge, jury. Hewould have to be his own defense attorney, she decided. It
was asking too much for her to play that role dso.

"Y ou havetheright to remain silent, Uncle," she said, thistime directing her voice to the western end of
thevadley. It echoed hollowly. Thistime he did not shoot.

Hewas on to the trick, she assumed, trying to think of some way to make her revea her location.

"Sarah, let'stak,” he cdled from within the buildin "therés no Maria, isthere? That wasaploy?' i She
nodded slently. Yes, Uncle.

"Does anyone know you're here? Will anyone come looking for you? | didn't tell anyone | was coming
Sarah, we could both die out here, do you understand that?"

Not me, she thought at him, watching the building closely. She had brought water, coffee, sandwiches,
@ space blanket aflashlight, aswesater for later, and she had on hiking boots. She could walk
twenty-three-miles,, tomorrow.

The sky had turned a deep cerulean blue without atrace of clouds; a quiet uneventful sunset was
happening. The sun was dipping down the horizon asif on z greased diding board. An hour of light, she
thought, and wondered if he knew that. She suspected that where it became very dark, he would fedl



panicked, and she would be as comfortable as she was now. All those years as her father's daughter
living in the wildemes@ would serve her well findly. It would be avery dart night, the dark of the moon,
afew daysfrom the new moon, new starts, new cycles.

"Sarah, youresick. My dear Sarah, you know that? Y ou'revery ill.

Y ou need help. Let me help you, Sarah. I've dways been as fond of you as of my own children. Come
on down and let'stalk about it, decide what we can do."

She amiled at the thought. Sick? Probably. | intend to kill you, Uncle, she thought at him. He would
never make it back to East Shasta, not dressed the way he was, shiny dress shoes, silk socks. If he
started now, he might get amile or two away before he collapsed, and then he would be out in the open
with no shdlter, and the nights were very cold herein the mountains. He probably had forgotten how
cold the nights could gdl because it was not important for him to remember.

Sheknew very well that exposure, hypothermia could happen any month of the year in the mountains. A
man his age, not in very good physica shape, not conditioned for along hike... She expected this night
tokill him.

"Thejury hasfound you guilty, Uncle" she said, speaking to the east wall again. The gunfire wasingarnt,
focused at the middle of the wall of surrounding hill now. He was learning.

"Sarah, you can't do thisl Thisismurder! Y ou can't judge me and condemn medl on your own!™

"Yes, | can," shewhispered. No more dialogue with him, no leading him to try to find her with his
murderous wegpon. She waited.

Hisvoice came after another moment, " Sarah, why are you doing this?

| had to kill that woman, you know that. She would have brought ruination to al of us, including you.
Y our reputation isimportant, too, Sarah.

Isthat what you're after? My confesson?”

No, Uncle. Y our confesson means nothing. | have what | came after, red evidence, hard physical
evidence.

"Damn you, Sarah, answer mel”
Then hefired again, thistime spraying the town with letha gunfire.

One of the shacksthat had been on the verge of faling for years, succumbed and caved in, releasing a
cloud of dust thet swirled crazily.

Another building seemed to sway, but did not fall.
"You'relike your mother, Sarah, did you know that?

Just like her. She was a hard woman, hard. We were lovers, Sarah.



Y ou could even be my own daughter for dl | know."
She laughed. He shot again, closer, but ill blindly.

"You'reright. It'slaughable. | wastoo young, too green, and she sent me away, and from then on she
never forgave me. Isn't that astrange way to act, Sarah?

Onelittle mistake and alifetimeto pay for it. That'swhat | meant by hard. She was here that weekend,
and | thought for just a minute that maybe we could put the past aside, be friends. And she laughed at
me and sent her away asecond time."

Dusk had descended; the town was in degp shadows, the buildings ghostly shapes without definition.
She had not known if he would decide to spend the night in the shelter of the ruins or start walking out,
but he was showing more sense than she had credited him with.

She gtretched one leg, then the other, and rearranged her belongings.

No more pictures. She put the camerain the day pack, but kept therifle a hand, and put the flashlight
next to it, within reach. She uncapped one of the thermoses and poured half acup of coffee and sipped
it.

"Sarah, I'm not going to shoot at you any more. Isn't that afunny thing for aman to say to hisniece? You
know, it's much harder to hit something shooting uphill than down? | suppose you knew that aready."

"Why did you doit, Uncle?’

She listened to the whispering lake for several seconds, and then he said, "Ra ph told me aman called
him, mistook him for me, and accused him of killing hisfather, Duane Barcleigh. Duan€s son, likea
specter from the other Sde, walking into our lives out of nowhere, destroying us." He stopped for along
time, then said, "1 told Ralph | didn't know what the boy was talking about, and he hired the detective.

Hedidn't tell me about her for along time, not until she had found out somethings. | followed her out
here that night, down farther than this, and | shot her through the car window.

It was as easy asthey make it appear in the movies. | was surprised a how easy it was."
The slence extended longer thistime. Sarah Sipped her coffee and did not otherwise move.

"I went back and at six the next morning | was at the house waiting for Ralph. He was very angry with
me, making threats, | was going to lose the chair they had named for me. I hit him. We fought when we
were boys, realy fought sometimes, and thiswaslike that, only he fell into the water, and | stood there,
and then ran away. | went to Reno and took the first plane to Sacramento, found all the papersthe
detective had gathered, everything, and flew back to Reno, then drove to Susanville and bought
tomatoes. Everything was so easy, Sarah. It was remarkable how easy it al was, except for fatigue. |
wasterribly tired, of course." an She shivered and wrapped hersalf in the space blanket, but her chill
was not from the wesather; the blanket did not help.

"Sarah, can you hear me?"

"I can hear you."



"I want to tell you about that night, Sarah. I've never told anyone, and sometimes I'vefdt asif | might die
if I can't explain. | didn't want anything bad to happen to them, Sarah. Y ou have to believe that.

| honestly did not want anything to happen." "I believe that,” she said.

"Yes. We came out here. Y our mother would not et me stay at the house, not without Ralph there, and
| went back to the road and found Duane and Wedey and Mitchell, just as| told you before. But they
wanted to come out here. Wedey never had seen aghost town; it redlly wasto satisfy him that we al
came out here. We had been drinking alittle and hadn't eaten yet. We were planning to go on over to
three-ninety-five, to adiner over there, after we inspected the ghost town, and then come back to East
Shastato see Dr. Jarlstadt. We got out here.”

Suddenly she saw-him; he left the ruined building and walked to the roadway and stood in the center of
it looking out over the lake. He was not carrying therifle.

"We got out here," he said again. Hisvoice carried asif he were on a stage designed by an expert
acoustical engineer. "Wedey and Mitchdl went out on the lake. | told them there was quicksand and
they didn't redlly bdieveit. Why didn't someone do something about it, if there was, Wedey demanded,
asif quicksand was something fixable, drainable.

He was on crutches, you know. He had polio as a child, and he had to use crutches much of thetime.
Not dl thetime. Brilliant, he wastruly gifted, more than the others, more than | was.

On crutches. "They went out. there and they were dancing in the moonlight.

Wed ey and Mitchell dancing, happy. Wedey was waving one crutch around, hopping.
They were going to get the Nobel, you know. And they would have.

Thethree of them would have earned it.

Dancing out on thelake, snging, howling redly. And then Wedey wasydling and Mitche | wasydling,
and they were both going down.

Duane camerunning into me. | hadn't gone onthelake at al; | knew there was quicksand, you see, and
| refused to go out on it. Duane had gone only ten feet or S0, and he came running, yelling to get a
board, or arope. A board he said, get aboard from one of the buildings, and | pulled aboard loose and
came back with it, but Wedey and Mitchell were gone. And Duane was running back and forth, toward
them, back to me, and | swung the board and hit him. | couldn't face knowing the two boys were out
there dead, and Duane would havetold al of it. I hit him. I covered him enough that night, and | drove
back to town to put gasin the car and then drove back to the coast and | eft the car at the cliffs and went
to the lab and dropped into bed and fell adeep.”

"That's why you had to come back the next day," Sarah said after along pause. "Y ou had to bury Duane
Badegh."

"Yes

"And you frightened the commune people away so they wouldn't dig up bodies," she said faintly.



"Y es. Mrs. Betancort knows something, but | never could tell how much, or how much she knows and
how much she guesses. It doesn't matter.”

"No. No one pays any attention to her ravings." Past his shape that was almost featurel ess now, the lake
was along pae expanse, ghostly againg the dark hill on the far sde. Soon nothing would be visble, the

long night would begin.
"I've been thinking, Sarah. | have Alzheimer's, you know."
"You dont!"

"I'mtelling you | do, Sarah, and since you're rdatively honest, you will repest that to others. That | said |
haveit, that | feared it more than anything. That explainsal my current activities, don't you see?

And there's no need to bring the past into the picture, isthere?’
"What are you suggesting, Uncle?"
"I'm going to shoot mysdlf, Sarah. Y ou know that.

Isn't that how you planned this evening to end? Wasn't that your scenario from the start? Judge, jury,
prosecutor. Y ou'vetaken al therolesfor yoursdf. But I'll be the executioner.”

"Uncle, if you'll put the gun wherel can get it, and leave the keysto the Lincoln where | can get them, I'll
take the tape recorder and therifle and start walking back to East Shasta. Y ou can stay here and re<t.

Tomorrow someone will comefor youwith acar.”
"Don't beridiculous™ he snapped. "Do you want anote, an explanation?
Will your word be sufficient? Will you agree not to bring up the past, and let us be done with this?'

Thistime the slence was so long that she hesitated findly to break it. The whispers seemed to be nearly
coherent.

"I can't make such apromise,” she said. "Those boyswill be buried, their families notified."
Heturned and reentered the tumbling-down building.
Sarah crouched lower behind the massive boulder and waited.

The noise of the shot was deafening. She did not move until al the echoes had died and the whispers
were the only sound, and findly the sounds of dusk resumed-arustling in the dry grass, atwitteringina
nearby pinetree... She got to her feet and started down the hillsde, using her flashlight, picking her way
cautioudy. She carried her day pack, the other bag that again held her rifle, and the food she had
brought with her. Then she heard anew noise, the creaking of afloorboard, a cracking sound, and she
threw the flashlight, dropped to the ground and rolled, as the assault rifle sprayed the spot where she had
been. While there was il the noise of stones clattering down the hillside, and of the echoing shots, she
rolled once more, until she was behind alow rock. He fired again, thistime at the place where she had



thrown the flashlight.

"You bitch," heyelled. "Y ou think I'll let you have anything?Y ou won't walk anywhere, bitch! Youll die
herein thisgoddamn valey just like me. And well al dance in the quicksand together, you, me, the
boys, Wedey with hisgoddamn crutches." Hefired again. He was moving through the ghost town,
shooting as he walked, screaming &t her.

He couldn't see any more than she could, she knew, and she did not move, tried not to bregthe. He
lurched over atimber or arock, and fired around, and moved on. She could not see him, could only
gauge his distance by the noises he made, the curses he wasflinging at her.

"Bitch, just like your goddamn mother! Sdlfish bitch!

I'll go down, Sarah, but you will, too. First you! And well al dance out on the Iake in the moonlight.
Wedey waslaughing, Singing, yowling, swinging one of the crutches over hishead, pretending it wasa
lasso.

Laughing, and then ydling. God, ydling!"

He was crying, his voice was choked and thick.

"Laughing, dancing, yeling. | ydled, don't sruggle!

Liedown flat, that'swhat they dwaystell you, isn't it? That'swhat | yelled to them, but they were fighting
it, and his crutches were pulling him down."

She heard him fall, aheavy thump and alow-voiced moan and a curse, then the sound of wood breaking
and another moan.

"I'm going to light amatch, Sarah. If you have your rifle, now's your chance. | don't know wherel am,
my leg's caught." The match flared; she kept her head down and did not look at him, and in fact she was
not at al certain she could have seen him from where she was.

Part of a shack loomed amogt directly in front of her, and the other buildings were beyond that; he was
back among them somewhere.

"I'mtired, Sarah. Just tired. | think | might have fractured my leg.
It's not broken, but ahairline fracture, isn't that what they cal..."
He groaned. "Y ou're winning by default, Sarah. Y ou just hold your tongue and you win.

Who would have thought any woman could ever win that way." He groaned again. "I'm going to sit
down and rest aminute. | guess | knew you wouldn't promise anything.

It wouldn't hurt you, or cost you athing, but youwon't doit.
You'll bury them. Who'sthat for, Sarah? Not the boys. They couldn't careless.

Dead, gone, never been.



That's how that goes. Their families? What difference can it make for them? It'sfor you, Sarah, isn't it?
Y ou're scared of desth, of dying.

Decent burid, isn't that the phrase? Say afew words over them, shove in the dirt, what difference does
it make?| said afew words, and | shoveled dirt." He laughed. "Oh, my, thewords | said.

| cursed Wedey and Mitchell and | cursed Duane. And they're out there whispering and waiting. They
aways knew I'd come back. Chrigt, my leg hurtsl Maybeit'sreally broken."

Areyou bleeding?'

She kept very low, haf expecting anew round of gunfire; it didn't come.
"No. Worseluck, They say bleeding to death is peaceful.” He laughed.
"They say that about drowning, and | never believed that, either.

Never.

Sarah, they drowned in sand and mud and filth. Filling their eyes, their mouths. God, they screamed and
ydled." Hewasweeping softly.

Shedid not movefor along time; she was stretched out on the ground on her scomach, her face
cushioned by her arm, but stoneswere digging into her thighs, and her arms, and she was afraid her legs
would go to deep.

At last her uncle spoke again. " Sarah, I'm hurting, but | can walk.

I'm going back to the cars. If you can see me, Sarah, you'd better shoot now, because I'm going to burn
you out and shoot thefirgt thing that moves.”

"I won't be your executioner, Uncle," shesaid. ™Y ou claimed that job for yoursdf* "I lied," hesaid. "I
won't doit. Youwill, or I'll kill you. All these years no one's suspected anything, or if they suspected,
they had to keep it to themselves.

They're going to honor me, Sarah. | intend to claim that honor. No one can connect me to that woman
detective, or to Ralph's death, except you.

So I'll kill you, and while I'm waiting for someone to come for me, I'll have timeto think up agood story.
Maybe not as good as the one you've dready thought up, but sufficient, sufficient. I'm going to the cars,
Sarah. Thisis probably your last chance."

She listened intently, and heard the low groans he could not suppress when he moved. She picked up a
rock and threw it asfar and hard as she could, and there was a spray of deafening gunfire amost
ingtantly, followed by ahail of tumbling rocks and stones on the hill to her left.

She ducked her face back down to her arm and listened, waited.

If she had therifle, she thought, she would useit. She denied the thought vehemently, but it was there,



and she admitted to hersdlf that she would kill him if she had the gun. Shetried to replay the moment she
had hurled the light away from her, dropped everything, falen to the ground and rolled. Then asecond
roll to thislocation. Back up there, she thought, trying to locate hersdlf, locate the spot where she might
have dropped the bag with therifle. Up there, ten, fifteen, twenty feet away.

Not more than that.

He groaned and there was athump; he had fallen, or had sat down heavily, dropped therifle. She held
her breath; he moved again, groaning aoud, and there was aharsh dragging sound, hisfoot on a
wooden floor. He would be using the walls for support, she thought, and one of thewallswould give
under hisweight, hewould fal again... Sheflexed her legs and pulled them in under her, ready to stand
and run if she heard another faling noise.

If he started afire, it would escape, she thought clearly. 1t would race up the hillsdes, wildfire, the worst
nightmare of al. And she had not thought of that.

She bit her lip hard, and worked her way up to her feet, crouching low, and then began to inch her way
up the hill, the way she hoped she had come down. There was a crashing sound, much farther away than
he had been only moments ago. Was helying about hisleg? Was he running through the ruinsto the
cars? She stopped and listened, and he screamed hoarsely.

"Sareh! Jesus God, Sarah, help me!*

It wasacry of agony, of desperation. She did not move yet, but waited, listening, and then heard him
whimpering, his breath ragged and harsh.

She garted to move carefully in that direction, around the first ruined building, using the side of it to
direct her, feding thed with her foot before she took each step. She reached the half basement in one of
the buildings, the holesin the ground left by some of them.

She stopped again; he was talking, jabbering, whimpering and sobbing and talking all at once.

"They would have got the prize, the three of them.

They would have got it... A white-tie affair, the governor, thelegidators, al of themrising, ared standing
ovation, don't you know?... Ladies and gentlemen, thank you. Thisisan honor that few of us ever dream
of achieving... Lie down flat, don't fight, damn you!

Goddamn you dl! Don't fight!... It couldn't be Duane Barcleigh, it couldn't. Duaneis deed, you see. |
know because | hit him with the board and | buried him. So it couldn't be Duane She homed in on his
rambling voice, and redlized that he was moving, dragging himsdlf through the sandy spaces between the

ruins, over rocks, over whatever lay infront of him, going where? Why?

"What I'll doisbum up her car, you see, and if shetriesto get out, then I'll shoot her, and they'll think the
girl didit, theforeigner.

And I'll leavethe gunin her car. Remember to put her hands on it, fingerprints.

Mustn't forget fingerprints. Vihitetie and aforma dinner. A speech.



Y es, speech. Ladies and gentlemen, thank you. Thank you. Thisisan honor that few of us ever dream of
achieving Sarah reached the roadway midway between the two cars, and she saw amatch flare near her
car, and hisform huddled down near the ground. Another match flared, and the twine wick he had
fashioned began to blaze. He stood up, leaning againgt the rear fender of her car, and now she saw that
he carried norrifle.

"Uncle, get away fromthe car!" sheydled a him.

The twine must have been dippedin something very flammable, sheredized, and it was Htill coiled
loosdly.

The whole mass was burning brightly now. He did not appear to have heard her. She cried out to him
again, running toward him now, and suddenly the milk jug of gasoline erupted with adull exploson. She
fell to the ground, stunned by the sound, by the shock wave, ablast of hest.

SHE FOUND HERSEL F sitting against the Lincoln watching the fire bum itself out. Soon, shetold
hersdlf, shewould go find her day pack, find a swester, find her flashlight, and coffee. Coffee, she
thought, shivering hard. Sweater and coffee. Soon. Although thefire had blazed furioudy for ashort
time, it wastaking along time to bum out. The smoke was acrid, bitter, foul. Twice she had moved
when the capricious wind had changed and brought the smoke into her face; now it was blowing toward
the east, away from her. Soon shewould go find her day pack, find a swester... She should make her
own fire, she thought then, gather some of the dry wood and stack it, and make afire in the middle of
the roadway where it could do no harm. She was so cold.

Shewas il Sitting there when the fire was no more than a pile of embers smoldering, and headlights
came down the hill from the direction of East Shagta. At firgt she thought it was dawn lighting the valley
after animpossibly long night; then she redlized dawn wasrising in the west, and she jumped to her feet
to watch the approaching automobile. It tore down the road at a dangerous speed, and skidded to a
stop next to the Lincoln. A door dammed and Fernandez appeared in the headlights racing toward her.
"Sarah! Areyou dl right? | saw your car burning "I'm al right,” she said. "My uncle... HE's by the
Toyota"

Fernandez was at her Side, it seemed amost magica to her that he had been in the car, in front of the
car, and now was a her sde. He felt her forehead, and took her hands and |ed her to the car he had
been driving, seated her in the passenger side and tucked a blanket around her.

"Here, Spthis™ hesaid, holding aflask to her lips.

Brandy? Whiskey? It burned and then felt warming. "A little more," he said.

"I have things scattered dl over the hillside," she said, "and he dropped an assaullt riflein the ruins
somewhere. He burned up my car.”

"Shh. Later. | Tell me about it later. Getting warm yet?”

Although he had turned on the ignition, and the heater was blasting hot air a her, she continued to shiver.
But lessthan before.

She heard him talking and thought for a second he was speaking to her, but he was on his car radio.



"They're sending someone,” he said. "Meanwhile well st here and wait.
Okay?It1l beawhile, they're coming in from Susanville
Hellooked at her, then away, at the ghost town. ™Y ou have some explaining to do, Judge.”

"There's athermos of coffee up on the hill somewhere, if it isn't broken, and a swester,” shesaidin alow
voice, finally warm enough not to shiver. "1'd redly like some of the coffee. There's enough for two."

Hetook a powerful flashlight and began searching the hillsde; she watched the light that waslikeawill o
the wisp, here, there, gone.

Hereturned at last with her day pack and the bag that had the Winchester. The thermos was intact, but
her camera had sprung open and was broken. She told him about the film she had buried for
safekeeping, and he said, tomorrow. 1t would keep until tomorrow.

They shared the coffeein silence.

And then, holding her thermos cup in both hands, watching it, she told him about that night.

"Y ou expected your uncle?"

"Yes. | kept hoping it would be Dr. Wolper, but that was just wishful thinking. It had to be someone
Dad talked to about the call, and that meant Uncle Peter. He wouldn't have talked to Michadl about it,
or Dr. Wolper.

They had nothing to do with the students. And whoever killed Fran Donatio had to know ahead of time,
had to plan, prepare.”

"And you got the pictures." He sighed. "Why did you come out here?' she asked after another moment
of sllence. "Whose car did Uncle Peter use? | never saw it before.”

"Your cal bothered me. | was pretty busy, but when | had a couple of minutesto think about it, | knew
you were up to something. | decided to spend the night in Susanville, be out and around firgt thing in the
morning, but when | couldn't get an answer at your place, | drove on into East Shasta, and talked to
your one and only policeman.

He knew you'd headed out for Ghost Lake a couple of hours earlier. He saw your uncle drive out this
way later." Hefinished in aflat voice, "it was Michad'scar.”

"Y ou knew it was Uncle Peter?’

"Pretty sure. Those students, who € se could it have been? | thought the wrong Kellerman got the call.”
She nodded. "Metoo."

"The person who called your father back in April was Duane Barcleigh's son, born eight months after his
father's death. | talked to Joan Harrison Barcleigh Hazlett, one of the numbers on Fran'slist, Duane

Barcleigh'swidow, junior's mother. She remarried, her husband adopted the child and changed his name
to Hazlett. Sometime last winter she gave her son dl hisfather's papers, and sent him packing.



That wasthefirst time held heard anything about hisred father, she says.
We haven't found him yet, but welve put out abulletin.

He'sbeen in and out of school, inand out of trouble for the past ten years or more. Clean at the
moment, though. Hell check in sooner or later, and well nail it down. His mother said he called her in
early spring, full of questions about the work, what hisfather did a the university, about Kellerman. As
far as he knew, there was only one Kellerman, | guess.”

"He couldn't have known any more about hisfather's death than anyone else did at thetime," Sarah said
after amoment. "It was something in his father's papers, then, something about the work.”

"Wethink s0," Fernandez said. "Y ou know about the library books?"
"Yes.

He sghed again, degper thistime. "There's something about the work they were doing, something wrong
about it. | found atame biochemist to go over those books, seeif he can find alink, anything. Well
know in aweek or so, sooner if wefind Duane, Junior.”

She was hearing again her uncleésvoice, ragged, in coherent words, but words with meaning,
nevertheess. They would have got the Nobdl.

Not we would have, they, the students. "1 think he didn't have anything to do with their work,” she said
dully. "He stole their work and published it asif it were hisown, asif they had assisted him, that's what
he couldn't face having reveded.

Duané's papers must have information, notes, something to prove that the students were working without
Uncle Peter. All these years, pretending he came that close to the Nobel Prize, pretending he missed out
because of astupid accident..." She fdt Fernandez's hand on her arm and stiffened. "Lieutenant, |
wanted him to die out here. Y ou know that, don't you?"

"I know that, Judge."

"He would have hired ateam of good lawyers, it would have dragged through the courts for years,
ruining al our livesin the process-Winnie, Virgil, me, Michad, dl of us, in an insane effort to keep his
selfesteem, keep hisreputation. Crazy, Alzheimer's, that was dl right; he would have accepted that, but
he had to keep the pretense of the great man dive. A greast man findly brought down by fate, that was
hisrole. He would have fought forever to maintain that illuson.

| wanted him to dieinstead.”

"Hetried to kill you, Sarah. Remember that.”

"I knew hewould. He had to. | set him up so that he saw no other choice. | thought I could stay hidden,
and then walk out and leave him dead, or dying. Justice, MY gtyle."

"Sarah, ligen to me. In just afew minutes awholeteam will be here, swarming al around us. Tonight
you've been shot at, you've had a couple of nasty falls, you're bruised and battered and cut, you were



nearly blown up and burned up, you'rein a state of shock. Period. | intend to send you home with a
young woman, Sergeant Pulaski, and shewill help you get to bed, if you need help, and shélll seetoiit
that no one bothers you tonight. And tomorrow 1,11 come around for a statement.

Until then you make no statements to anyone.
Understand? Y ou clam up totaly."
"Judtice, my syle. Judtice, your yle.”

"That's exactly right,” he said sharply. "Ligten. | told them to come by way of three ninety-five. | think
they're here"

There were car sounds now, and lights cameinto view, shining directly into his car, blinding Sarah. She
closed her eyes and leaned her head back, waiting for them to tell her what to do, asif hiswords, that
shewasin astate of shock, were enough to induce astate in which she no longer had to act, no longer
hed to think of what next.

Now she could close her eyes and wait, knowing things would get done without her.

WHEN she woke up the next morning, shefdt asif she had emerged from a dream that had gone on for
many nights, on and on eerily, with digointed bits of redity intermixed with great gobs of pure fantasy.

Sergeant Pulaski had cleaned her cuts, as gentle as any nurse, and she had Put Sarah to bed asfirmly as
ananny; Sarah had heard her talking to Winnie and Virgil, but the words had been too difficult to follow,
too far into the fantasy realm that she dipped in and out of al night.

When she moved that morning, she yearned to escape again into the fantasy that had permitted her to
watch this wretched woman from a safe distance, and Say tsk, tsk. Instead she was forced to be the
wretched woman who ached from top to toe, who was amass of bruises, one on her cheek that glared
red with purple and yellow dready shading intoiit.

A scrape on her arm, another on her leg, and everywhere an ache or apain or aburning sensation, and
every muscle hurting... She dragged hersdf into the bathroom and stood under the shower for along
time, and then began to think of coffee. Winnie met her in the hallway outside her bedroom door.

"Mother! Oh, Mother! Maybe you should stay in bed today. I'll bring whatever you want She was
aying.

"Hush," Sarah said, and put her arm about Winni€'s shoulder. "Let's go down, but I'm in no hurry, you
un understand.”

Virgil came bounding up the stairs and started to reach for her, to hug her, she thought, but drew back
asif afraid to touch her. She held out her armsfor him, and he embraced her tenderly, gently.

They went down to the kitchen and she had her coffee. "The lieutenant's been here for a couple of
hours," Winnie said. "He's over at Uncle Peter's house, but helll be right back. Uncle Peter... HE's dead,
isnt he?'

Sarah nodded. "What did the lieutenant tell you?' i "Only that he's dead, that he killed the detective and |



Grandpa, and killed himsdlf out at Ghost Lake." Winnie blew her nose. "We promised him not to ask
you any thing until he's had a chanceto tak to you."

She picked | up the coffee carafe, which shook dangeroudy in her hands; Virgil took it and set it down.
"Mother, did Uncle Peter try to kill you, too?"

“I.... I'mnot sure, honey. | think he was quite mad at the end.”

"Mother, I'm not going to march. Y ou know, the solstice march. | kept thinking of the baby, and how
therewere only three of us|eft.

Michael and hissisters don't really count, do they? | mean, | hardly even know them. There'sjust YOU
and Virgil and me, and now the baby.

And | have to take such good care of her.,, At last she had acknowledged mortality, Sarah knew.

When Blaine died, she had thought how little the children cared, how little it meant to them. They had
been separated by athousand miles, by many years broken by short visits during which everyone had
been painfully polite. Alienated, Sarah had come to redlize. Her children had grown apart, had accepted
their shortcomings, the fact that they had not measured up in some mysterious way; his deeth had
changed nothing for them redlly. But Winnie had kissed her grandfather goodnight, and had seen his
body the next morning. She had avoided her unclein the evening only to learn of his desth hours later.
She had redized how very near death her mother had been. Mortdity had come hometo her; she had
glimpsad close up the fragility of thetie that bound them to life. Now she stood with both hands
protectively over her somach, tearsin her eyes.

"Y ou remind me of mysalf when | was pregnant,” "'l Sarah said softly.

cried for three months, and | had no ideawhy. | was happy, hedthy, no problems, no complications,
and | kept crying. Then it stopped.

Some women have morning sickness, | had the weeps, like you.
Winnielaughed and wept and laughed harder.

Virgil waslooking embarrassed when Sarah turned to him. " After the lieutenant comes and leaves again,
we haveto tak, youand1."

Helooked at her intently, and she saw her father in the gaze; then he was gone and it was only Virgil
agan.

"Will you try me, Mother? Sentence me?"

She nodded. "Later. Yes, | will." "Good," he said softly. "I'll be ready. | tried to sentence mysdlf, but that
doesn't work, doesit?"

"No. | don't think it ever does." She drew in a breath and added, "Y ou have to tell me every detail about
the smuggling ring, how they approached you, who they were, the exact procedures. Before some other
young man or woman is hurt." She had an image of the freshfaced boysfrom lowa, or Sacramento, or
anywhere, out for alark, being used, beaten, discarded, betrayed, sacrificed, turned in to the law, living



interror, dying in terror, while the masters counted the profits.

"I'll find the right way to inform the authorities,” she said. "We have to stop them if we can.” Virgil
hesitated briefly, then nodded.

Shetilted her head, listening, and heard footsteps on the front porch.
"Later," shesad softly to Virgil.

He stood up, paused at her sideto kiss her forehead, and then went to the front door to admit
Lieutenant Fernandez.

"Youlook like hell, Judge," the lieutenant said cheerfully, seating himsdlf at the kitchen table. Winnie
made an indignant sound, and he raised his eyebrows &t her.

"Well, shedoes."
"You'll want usto go where we can make the statement,” Sarah said, and Started to get up.

"Sit fill. Well go on out to the hatchery,” Virgil said, glaring at the lieutenant. Winnie gave Fernandez a
disdainful look, kissed Sarah's cheek, and left with Virgil.

"You fed asbad asyou look?' the lieutenant asked, till cheerful.

"Mindif | have coffee?!

"Hepyoursdf. And yes, | do. All over.”

"Sorry about that. 1, uh, with alittle help from Pulaski, | made up a statement for you, Judge. Y ou don't
haveto signit, of course. Y ou might want to make an atogether different one, but hereit is” Hedrew a
piece of folded paper from his pocket and placed it on the table before her, and then began to look for a
cup in the cabinets across the kitchen.

"Left of thesnk," shesaid, picking up the statement.

It was factual, she had to admit. Factual in an antiseptic, Dick and Jane sort of way. She had gone out to
Ghost Lake, her uncle had followed, had recovered his tape recorder, and then started shooting at her.
He had st fire to her car, had been caught in the flames and died.

Nothing about the murders, nothing about the students.

Wi, of course, she thought; none of that had anything to do with her, with last night. Just the facts,
melam.

Just the facts.
While she was reading Fernandez had hel ped himsdlf to the coffee and sat down now watching her.

"Y ou left out my gun, thefact that | disabled both cars. Thefact that | lured him out there to begin with.”



He shrugged. "Y ou know aswell as | do that things get stripped in a statement like this, some things just
seem to get left out dong theway." Heraised his cup, watching her over therim. "'l mean if you redly
ingst on adding that he thought he might find Maria FHorinda out there, | can't stop you, that's for sure.
But what for?

That's awhole other can of worms, isn't it?"

Sheregarded him for amoment; his gaze was level, knowing. She turned back to the paper. No reasons
were given explicitly or implicitly in the brief statement for anyone's actions. She had gone out there. He
had gone out. He had started to shoot at her. Period.

And it would do, she understood. No one would question her statement, not after Fernandez began
exhibiting proof that Uncle Peter had killed his student, a detective, and his own brother. Sarah's name
would be forgotten overnight as an actor in thelittle melodrama. " Are they searching for the bodies yet?!
sheasked. i | i "Not yet. We're bringing in some dogs and handlers this afternoon. The dogs find people
trapped after earth quakes, that kind of thing. We think they'll work out for this. If it doesn't, well get a
dowser or something.”

Shefdt her lipstwitch at his gallows humor, but shei did not respond.

"When are you leaving here, Judge?' he asked, watching her as she Sgned the Satement.

"Tuesday or Wednesday. I'm not sure yet."

"I'll drive you over to the coas, if you'd like," he said, paying scrupulous attention to the paper here
folded and returned to his pocket, and then to the pen which he recapped and replaced in his pocket.
"Youi don't have to decide right now," he said, slanding up.

"I'll be around. We have to go through that old house, inch by inch, and then the search for the bodies
will take sometime. I'll be hanging around for the next couple of days."

After Fernandez |eft she wandered to the living room and sat down in adeep chair, aching and tired,
depressed.

"Sarah, can | comein?' Michadl's voice floated through the screen door.

"I'mintheliving room," shesad. "Comeonin."

She stood up to greet him. "Michad, I'm so sorry.”

He nodded. "They're over there tearing up the housg, literaly tearing up the house. God knows what
they'relooking for. That lieutenant said they put apadlock on Dad's gpartment in Hayward; he plansto
go over there later in the week and tear up the apartment, too.” Michael looked haggard and old. "'l had
to get out of the house, they're going through drawers, searching under the beds, bookshelves.

Wheat on earth can they belooking for?"

"| don't know," shesad.

"Michad, st down. How much did they tell you?' "Plenty," he said bitterly. He sat down but jumped up



again ingantly, and paced through the room to the front windows, back. "Plenty. He wasn't himsdif,
Sarah. Y ou mugt redize that. He wasn't normd last night. He was very fond of you. He wouldn't have
tried to hurt you normally.” She shrugged. She had not told Fernandez about her uncl€e's saying he had
Alzheimer's, she remembered suddenly. It had been so patently untrue that she had forgotten, but it
would comfort Michael and his sistersto think that. She started to speak but Michadel swung around and
walked across the room, his hands jammed deep in his pockets, his shoulders hunched.

"Sarah. that morning, after he argued with your father, | saw him.

Hewasill, very ill, helooked gray. | thought he might be having a heart attack, but he drank a cup of
coffee and rushed off. That'swhy | left so early. | thought hewastoo ill to be out driving, but | never
caught up with him. Sarah, hewasasick man!"

Helooked at her then, hisface haggard, haunted.

"Y ou knew," she whispered. "Y ou knew."

"Y our father had an accident that nearly did my father in, too, and that woman... He was driven to do it.

He couldn't see any choice. Y ou know hewas sick.”

"You knew dal thetime," she said again, and stood up, walked to the window where she stared out at the
limp poplar leaves, gray-green, dusty. "Did you know about the students, too?" she asked in awhisper.

"No! My God, Sarah, no one suspected anything like that.”

"It wasn't just their desths," she went on, hardly audible even to her own ears. "It wasthework. He stole
their work. That'swhat the call was about.”

"He paid for that!" Michael yelled, reacting so swiftly shefdt certain that he had known. "He devoted a
lifetime to teaching, that's how he paid.”

She shook her head. "It was alifetime of being afraid someone would guess he was not avery good
researcher, guessthat he never did that origina work, but that the three missing sudents had doneit. A
lifetime of fear."

"Y ou're not going to leave us anything, are you?' Michael asked tiredly.

"Eventhis, even this, his professiona reputation has to be sacrificed.”

"What about Duane Barcleigh's son?" she asked.

"What does he have from the father he never knew?

Y ou think he should go on paying for the Sns of your father? That's not the way the Bible saysit works,
Michadl. Ask Mrs. Betancort.”

Shefaced him finally, her back to the window, and saw again the fierce hatred that she had glimpsed one
other time, the day shetold Uncle Peter that Winnie might be arrested.



For atimethey regarded each other across the room, then he turned away and left. She watched him
walk acrossthe dry grassto the driveway and vanish finally among the trees.

"If Uncle Peter had lived to facetrid,” Sarah said to Virgil later that day, "and if he had been found guilty
of murder, his sentence probably would have been ten yearsto life, and he would have been back out in
about seven years. But chances are good that he would have found amedica or psychiatric reason to
avoid prison dtogether. If you, Virgil, had faced trid over drug smuggling and if you had been found
guilty, as no doubt you would have been, your sentence would have been life without parole on each
count, to run consecutively. Those are the guidelines, the sentencesthe federa courts areimposing.”

She spread her hands in awide helpless gesture, and added, " There's not much any judge can do about
the federa guiddines, crazy asthey are.

Y ou might have been asked to plea bargain, in which case the sentence would have been lighter, but you
would have turned state's evidence, and after thetrial, after your part became known, you would have
been a protected witness, maybe forever. In hiding, an assumed name, never certain if you would bein
the same house for aday or amonth or adecade. They often move protected witnesses in the middle of
the night, the families are not alowed to communicate. No contact is possible with anyone from the past.
Lifein prison, lifein prison without wals, those would have been your choices”

never caught up with him. Sarah, hewasasick man!"

Helooked at her then, hisface haggard, haunted.

"Y ou knew," she whispered. "Y ou knew."

"Y our father had an accident that nearly did my father in, too, and that woman... Hewas driven to do it.

He couldn't see any choice. Y ou know he was sick."

"You knew al thetime," she said again, and stood up, walked to the window where she stared out at the
limp poplar leaves, gray-green, dusty. "Did you know about the students, too?" she asked in awhisper.

"No! My God, Sarah, no one suspected anything like that.”

"It wasn't just their deaths,”" she went on, hardly audible even to her own ears. "It wasthe work. He stole
their work. That'swhat the cal was about.”

"He paid for that!" Michael yelled, reacting so swiftly shefdt certain that he had known. "He devoted a
lifetimeto teaching, that's how he paid.”

She shook her head. "It was alifetime of being afraid someone would guess he was not avery good
researcher, guessthat he never did that origind work, but that the three students had doneit. A lifetime
of fear."

"Y ou're not going to leave us anything, are you?' Michad asked tiredly.

"Even this, even this, his professond reputation hasto be sacrificed.” "What about Duane Barcleigh's
son?' she asked.



"What does he have from the father he never knew?

Y ou think he should go on paying for the Sns of your father? That's not the way the Bible saysit works,
Michadl. Ask Mrs. Betancort.”

Shefaced him finaly, her back to the window, and saw again the fierce hatred that she had glimpsed one
other time, the day shetold Uncle Peter that Winnie might be arrested.

For atimethey regarded each other across the room, then he turned away and left. She watched him
walk acrossthe dry grassto the driveway and vanish finally among the trees.

"If Uncle Peter had lived to facetrid,” Sarah said to Virgil later that day, "and if he had been found guilty
of murder, his sentence probably would have been ten yearsto life, and he would have been back out in
about seven years. But chances are good that he would have found amedica or psychiatric reason to
avoid prison dtogether. If you, Virgil, had faced trid over drug smuggling and if you had been found
guilty, as no doubt you would have been, your sentence would have been life without parole on each
count, to run consecutively- Those are the guiddines, the sentences the federa courtsareimposing.” She
spread her hands in awide helpless gesture, and added, " There's not much any judge can do about the
federa guiddines, crazy asthey are.

Y ou might have been asked to plea bargain, in which case the sentence would have been lighter, but you
would have turned state's evidence, and after thetrial, after your part became known, you would have
been a protected witness, maybe forever. In hiding, an assumed name, never certain if you would bein
the same house for aday or amonth or adecade. They often move protected witnesses in the middle of
the night, the families are not alowed to communicate. No contact is possible with anyone from the past.
Lifein prison, lifein prison without walls, those would have been your choices.

Virgil had turned very pae. At the opposite side of the table where they were dl sitting, Winnie was as
pale as death, her freckles almost garish againgt her white face.

Sarah paused to let them both consider her words, and then went on, ™Y our sentence, Virgil, is, of
course, community service. Onefull day on Saturday or Sunday every week for forty-eight weeksa
year for the next five years. | understand thereisayouth center in Susanville; that's where you will
volunteer your services."

Virgil stared at her, and then nodded. "And what else?"

"That'sdl. Youll beliving inthisbig house, it may bethat you will consder housing one or two boysat a
time, train them in plant and fish care, in maintenance, or something else. | won't impose that on you,
however."

Again hewasnodding. "l will," hesaid in alow voice. "Thank you, Mother, Y our Honor." She nodded
and then continued, "We, the four of uswho now own the gardens, will prepare a statement to sponsor
MariaFlorinda, and to affirm that sheisthe only person we know who is quaified to do the work she
does here at the gardens, as an aquatic plant botani<t, for the money we can afford to pay her. That, and
her willingnessto abide by the rulesimposed by the immigration service may be enough to get her a
green card, and Start the process for her to become alegal citizen, even if she chooses never to marry an
American man.

Virgil had jJumped up, his hands clenched hard.



"What if it doesn't work, what if they won't accept that?' "'l don't know," Sarah said dowly. "First things
first, however. Thisis step number o-the. If we need step number two, well discover it when we reach
it

Alone again on the veranda, she closed her eyes and thought about tomorrow, al the tomorrows. Dirk
would call and shewould tell him yes, and she would actively campaign, seek the office of Sate judge.

She doubted that Dirk would suggest her for the federal judgeship when it came up. But he might; she
did not redly understand what he was planning, and she did not redlly care. She had not told Winnie yet,
but she would soon; she had decided to take her place in the solstice day March. And that was why
Dirk might not support her.

She could dmost hear him in her head trying to persuade her to be reasonable. She smiled dightly. But
she knew she didn't really need his support, not for the state judge position. As he had said so assuredly,
an incumbent was a shoo-in, maybe even an incumbent who marched for civil rights, for therights of
others. She would find out. Okay, she said to hersdlf. That took care of awhole bunch of tomorrows,
but not dl. Not all.

She heard a soft splash and opened her eyes to watch spreading ripples vanish among the
bronze-colored leaves of water lilies, undulating them gently. How many evenings her mother and father
had sat here, watching the fish, watching the sky, watching each other.

And the mystery of her mother; that was for another whole bunch of tomorrows. So much to do, so
many tomorrows aready reserved.

How light Virgil's steps had become following her sentencing.
Confession, expiation, forgiveness, redemption, how important they were.

Not just important, she amended: necessary. With the thought she became rigid, and when she shifted to
ease her stiffness, she groaned.

Later, shetold hersdlf. Later shewould think about what she had done, what it meant, seek redemption
if that was possible. Later. She closed her eyes hard.

Fernandez, she thought then. They would drive back to the coast where he would go on to Hayward to
search her uncl€e's gpartment, and she would go to San Francisco to do alittle shopping... She had to
buy acar, and then... Fernandez. Arthur She would cdl the proprietor of the cabin on the Oregon coast,
make sure her reservation for next week was for adouble. She nodded to hersdlf. Yes.

Available now in bookstores everywhere... The BEST DEFENSE by Kate Wilhem.

Published in hardcover by St. Martin's Press.

Read on for the compelling opening pages of THE BEST DEFENSE... PROLOGUE PAULA
KENNERMAN ISlogt, confused. Thursdays are her best days, she keepsthinking. Sheis off work on
Thursdays, thereistimeto play with Lori, take her to the park, or shopping, or thelibrary.

Thursdays are good days.



Packing, she was packing their things, hersand Lori's. Yes, that was Thursday. Packing. And now sheis
here, someplace with a curtain around her bed, neediesin her arms. Thursday, she reminds hersalf
"What the fuck are you doing?' Jack demands, standing in the doorway.

"Packing. Leaving. | told you."

"Y ou're not going anywhere! Don't give methisshit.”

"Leaving."

She closes her eyes and drifts away. Leaving. He took the money out of the bank. She sees herself on
thefloor, stunned, clutching the door frame because the floor tilts crazily. There was no pain, she

redlizes, puzzled, because now thereis so much pain. She watches herself watching him asif from a
terrible distance. He pickes up Lori and throws her down on the bed. "Next time, out the window," he

says.

Her eyesjerk open. In her head Lori screams and screams.

Therewas afire, she remembers, seeing it again through awindow, akitchen blazing, flameslicking
againgt the door. Running. Shetook ataxi, but not to that house, another house. No suitcase. She could
not lift the suitcase because something was broken, and she had to hold Lori's hand. She drifts again.
Sheison the edge of awoodswaiting for Lori. Anather little girl comes running out. " She's deegping,”
she says, and from somewhere else a second child calls, "Annie, come here. Look what I'm making."
Anniedartsaway.

Seeping, shethinks, standing againgt atree, using it for support.

Sheissotired; and she hurts so much.

Seeping. What if Lori wakes up done? What if she screams, in there done?

"If shewakes up done, shelll be afraid. I'd better go back.”

There is someone by her, she remembers, walking away from her, awoman.

"Whatever you want."

The woman is heading toward the children playing under a big bouquet.

Paulamoves dowly; every step brings a stabbing pain through her side, across her shoulder, down her
arm. Two cracked ribs, they said.

"l won't go to the hospital," she rememberscrying. "l won't leave Lori.
Let her comewith me." The other side hurts as much as the side with the cracked ribs.

From being dammed againgt the door frame, sherecalls, thinking how crazily the floor kept tilting.



At the kitchen door. Hames. The kitchen blazing. Sheis running, running, like nightmare running: al that
effort and solittlegain.

In the front door, up the Sairs, screaming, "Lori! Lori!" The bed isempty. She plummetsinto oblivion
agan.

"Mrs. Kennennan, can you hear me?"

Agang her will her eyes come open. Her tongue isthick and dry.

"Fake agp of water," avoice says, and astraw is placed in her mouth.
Thewater helps.

"l -can hear you," she whispershoarsdly.

"Can you tell uswhat happened back at the Canby house? Do you remember?”

"l couldn't find Lori," shewhispers. "l looked in every room, under the beds, in the closets, and |
couldn't find her." She pulls againgt restraints on her arms.

"Whereisshe? WhereisLori?' Sheiscrying, her voicewild and out of control. "Whereis she?"

"Mrs. Kennerrnan, here, alittle morewater." A washcloth isagainst her eyes, gently wiping her cheeks.
It isremoved and she opens her eyes.

Now she can see them, aman and awoman. Sheis very broad, with abroad, amost flat face; heistall
and heavy, thick through the shoulders, with thick gray hair.

"Who areyou?' shewhispers. "Tdl mewhere my childis, please.”

"Don't you remember the rest of it?' the man asks.

Now shedoes. "I kept yeling for her to come out, not to hide, because the house was on fire. | went
down the stairs, and then... | don't know what happened. | was outside on the ground and people were
al around and the house was burning, al the windows, the door, everywhere. Lori!"

It was not aquestion thistime. L ori!

Later the same man came back with the same woman.

"Why would she hide from you? Was she afraid of U9, yo.

"Did you see anyone?'

"What did she say to you? Did she want to go home again? Did she want to go back to her father?'

"Why do you say you went upstairs? She fell adeep watching tlevison, and the TV isin the living room
downgairs."



"Mrs. Kennerman, you'll fed better if you just tell us exactly what happened. Believe me, you'l fed
better then.,, In her mind Lori is screaming, screaming. Dreamlike dow motion: Jack picks her up and
throws her onto the bed. Next time, out the window. Lori whimpering in her deep in astrange house, a
strange bed; her every movement bringsjabs of pain to Paula. Lori waking up, crying out, screamingin
her deep.

"Just tell uswhat happened, Mrs. Kennennan." Shetold them and told them, and then she stopped telling
them, and in her head Lori screamed.

ONE FRANK HOLLOWAY FELT Out of place herein the WHITEAKER neighborhood; his car was
too big and expensive and shiny clean, his suit, avery nice blend of silk and wool, wastoo well tailored.
He drove dowly past the small houses, most of them well-kept and neat enough, he had to admit, past
the mura wall he had read about-not exactly pretty but impressive, he al'so had to admit: ajungle with
unlikely creatures and more unlikely varioudy colored people who al seemed happy. Continuing, he
passed a black beauty shop, asmall appliance repair shop, aMexican grocery storewith asde
advertised in big letters on the window: JJCA MAS, TOMATILLOS, PLANTAINS, SIXTY-NINE
CENTSA POUND.

He spotted Martin's Fine Food stenciled in white | etters on a picture window out of the fifties and drove
past, parked with misgivings at the curb, and sat for amoment rethinking his plan. Findly heleft the car
and approached the smdl restaurant housed in one of the old buildings... White haf curtains hid the
bottom of the glass panes, hid the diners from the public, but at the moment three people were standing
inatight group clearly visble, obvioudy ydling-atdl black man, atal brown man, and his daughter,
Barbara.

Frank drew in abreath and opened the door, entered.

Thetrio did not glance hisway, and it seemed that a squad car with siren blaring could have gone
through without their noticing. Frank shook his head at another black man leaning againgt adoor frame;
he was wearing an apron and was very large and very black. There was an amused expression on his
face. Frank passed him to take a seat in abooth near the rear of the dining room.

There were only three tables and four booths altogether.

Barbaraand her two companions were by the front window, al standing up, holding down the table, as
if it might float away without their intense effort. "What's the matter, you can't wak?"

"My mother can't walk that late. | told you!"

"Don't give methat shit, man!"

"| said that's enough!" Barbarayelled, leaning closer to thetal black man.

Hewas yelling loudest. He was skinny, over six feet, dressed in stained chino pants and awhite T-shirt.
"What you mean, that's enough? He stole! He'sarobber! That ain't enough!”

"Y ou don't just want your money back, you want revenge, and | told you what the court would do.
Roberto, what are you studying at LCC?"



"I'm going to be adenta technician. Y ou know, false teeth, caps, bridges, braces, stuff like that.”
Roberto was dso thin; he was brown, with long hair caught up in a ponytail. Barbaralooked small and
vulnerable between the two angry men. "1 told you, | pay you back!

| dready paid some back!"

Abruptly the black man sat down. "Y ou going to make fase teeth? No shit?

"Yeah. You got aproblem with that?"

"Man, take it easy, okay? False teeth? Bridges?'

Barbara put her hand on Roberto's arm, and they both sat down again, and their voices faded, became
too faint for Frank to catch the words.

The aproned man vanished behind the swinging door to the kitchen and quickly reappeared with atray
that had two Cokes and acup of coffee.

Hetook it to Barbaras table, patted the other black man on the shoulder, and then approached Frank's
booth.

"Just coffeg”" Frank said.

The waiter went to the next booth. Frank had passed it without noticing anyone Sitting there. ™Y ou sure
you don't want something to drink, miss?

A Coke or juice or something? No chargeif you're waiting for Barbara."
"No, no. I'mfine. Thank you." Her voice was very nearly inaudible.

By the time Frank's coffee came, Barbara and her clients were standing up again, but thistime
peaceably. She reached over the table to shake hands with the black man, and then shook hands with
Roberto, and the two men walked out together. The black man was saying, "Y ou gonnamake fase
teeth! That'sahoot and ahaf!"

Frank stood up and watched Barbara without moving toward her. She looked tired, he thought with
regret. It was often a shock to see her when she didn't know he was there; how like her mother shewas
in appearance, dthough not at dl like her in any other way... She had lost weight in the last few months
and her jeans were atouch baggy; she looked fragile, too young to be thirty-seven, thirty-eight,
whatever it was.

Fragile, he repeated in salf-derison. She was about asfragile as a ax-foot length of rebar. Actudly, he
didn't want to think about her age any more than he wanted to think of her hair turning gray.

She had faced the door during his swift scrutiny; now she turned toward him, her face brightening as she
took aquickstep in hisdirection.

"Dad! How long have you been here?!

"Not long"



Thewoman in the next booth stood up and started to walk toward the door.
"Did you want to see me?' Barbara asked.

"Yes, but not if you'retoo busy. | mean, I'll come back some other time."
"That'sjust my father," Barbarasaid easly. "Hell wait. Won't you, Dad?"

"Yep. No problem." He sat down again and watched the woman approaching Barbara. Plump, in black
stirrup pants and ared top, sandals. Not the way peopl e dressed when they came to his office, he
thought grumpily, and Barbara, in jeans and aridiculous T-shirt, was not dressed the way anyone
expected an attorney in a prestigious office to dress either, he added, and picked up his coffee. Just the
father.

He could wait. The coffee was very good.

Barbara had been surprised to see her father, but not terribly. She had known curiosity would bring him
to her "office" sooner or later.

When he sank back down into the booth, she turned her attention to the young woman, who had been
crying recently. Automaticaly Barbaraexamined her aramsfor bruises, marks of any kind, and found only
nice pink boneless limbs. She motioned to the table where Martin aready had cleared avay the Coke
cansand glasses and her y cup. Even as she was resuming her own chair, Martin came back with atray
and two cups of coffee and put them on the table wordlesdly.

She mouthed her thanks to him and said to the other woman, "What can | do for you?"
"It'snot me, not redly. It'sfor my sster, | mean.”

She stopped, and began adding sugar to her coffee. Her hands were trembling.

"Okay. But who areyou? What do | call you?"

"Oh. Lucille. Lucille Reiner." She started to tear open athird packet of sugar and Barbara reached
across the table and took it from her hands, which wereicy.

Lucille ducked her head and groped in her bag for atissue.
"Just tell me about it," Barbarasaid after amoment.

"I wasinthejail, visting her, and it's like she's turned to stone or something. Shewon't talk or cry or
anything, she just stares off somewhere else. They gave her alawyer, the court did, | mean, but he thinks
shedid it and he says she should plead guilty. And the psychiatrist they sent her to, in the hospitd, |
mean, hethinks she did it, too, and he says she isn't crazy or sick or anything, she can betried and go to
prison. Or maybe even worse. But if she did it, she had to be so sick, and she's sick now, not talking,
not crying, not eating, | don't think. And one of the women visitorstold meto just talk to you about it. |
mean, if she has a public defender, doesn't he have to work for her?”

Barbaranodded. "He does. All that meansis that when a defendant can't afford to hire an attorney,



under the law the court has to appoint one.

And that atorney isrequired to treat this client exactly the way hewould any other client. Helll'do the
best he can for her. The court will be watching to see that he does.”

"But he wants her to plead guilty. | talked to him thismorning, and that'swhat he said... "Who ishe, the
attorney? Maybe | know him and can reassure you about him."

" Spassero. William, | think. HE's young, red young.”
Barbara shook her head. "New to me. But | can find out something about him. Do you live herein town?
Can you come back in afew days, Friday? I'll find out what | can.”

"Welive down at Cottage Grove. | come up to see her three, four times aweek, but it's hard, I've got
two kids, | mean, seven and eight, and | work four days aweek, but I'll come on Friday. | promise.”

"Fine. About this sametime?’

"Y eah, that's good for me, late afternoon, | mean.”

L ate afternoon, four forty-five. Timefor aglass of wine, timeto relax, timeto seewhat her father was
after... Barbarafet hersdf makethe few interna preliminary adjustments that meant she would stand up
now and finish thislast bit of business, get on with relaxing.

Lucille Reiner leaned forward and said, "If he's no good, this other lawyer, | mean, he might be okay,
but not for her. Would you take the case for us? | have alittle money, eight hundred dollars. | mean, |

know you don't charge people here, that'swhat thelady in jail said, but thiswould be different. | mean,
you'd haveto go on trid and everything.”

Barbarashook her head dightly. "Mrs. Reiner, | don't even know what case you're talking about.” "Oh,
| thought | told you." She ducked her head again. "It's my sister, Paula Kennerman.”

Thewords baby killer legped into Barbaras mind.

"Let mefind out what | can about Mr. Spassero,” she said, feeling anew tightnessin her throat, "and talk
to you again on Friday."

Barbarawatched L ucille leave and then conscioudly put asmile on her face and turned to the back of the
restaurant. "'Y ou can come out now."

She picked up her briefcase and laptop computer and put them on the table, and then stretched asfar as
she could reach.

"Donefor the day?' Frank asked as he drew near.

"Y ep. One-thirty to about thistime, Tuesdays and Fridays. | want you to meet Martin Owens, the best
cook in the city, and the best secretary. He keeps the coffee coming.”

Sheintroduced the two and then said, " See you on Friday, Martin.



Thanks..."

"Where are you parked?' Frank asked.

"l usudly walk over,” shesad. "It'sonly three blocks.

He knew that, and he knew that two blocks beyond her house the railroad switch yards started, lined
with warehouses, lumber yards, industrid buildings of various sorts. This strip north of Sixth to the river
had been built early when people still clung to the railroad and the river; those with enough money left,
others moved in and stayed until they made enough money to leave, and the cycle continued. Now it had
become the only redl ethnically mixed neighborhood in the city, and the only reason anyone stayed on
was that the chegpest housing was here. Every drug bust seemed to happen here, every knifing, street
brawls He banished the ugly thoughts and said, "Well, let me drive you.

A couple of things | want to talk about, if you're not busy."

"Freeastheair," shesad, getting into the car.

Frank stashed her things on the back seet, got in behind the whed!.

"Mind alittle detour firs?"

"Nope." Hedrovein silence until she asked, "Y ou said things to talk about? Today?"

"Martin Owens. He'sthe football player, isn't he? Or was. Helets you use his restaurant as an officer’
"He'stheone. | did him alittle favor afew monthsago. A legd matter. He's bardly making it in the
restaurant, but he seemsto think he owes me. Good guy.”

"Storefront lawyer,” Frank muttered, and she turned to look out the window.

Shedid not ask again what was on his mind. She knew he would get around to it in hisown way, first
bring it up obliquely, then change the subject, refer to it again later with more details, talk about the
wegther or something, and so on until it was all out. She was content to wait. When hefindly got toitin
detail he would pretend to assume that she was in agreement, that since they already had discussed the
matter, and he had responded in advance to every possible objection she might raise, the whole issue
was dready settled. She doubted very much that such would be the case, but meanwhile it wasa
beautiful June day and shewastired. Her two days aweek as a storefront lawyer were wearing.

"God, | hate condos," he said suddenly.

Shelooked at himin surprise. "So do 1, but what's that supposed to mean?’

"And apartments, too," he added. "I've been looking at condos and apartments.”

She nodded. "An investment?'

"My accountant says I'm paying too much in taxes."

"Arentwedl?'



Hewas driving dowly now, watching for house numbers over thetop of his half-glasses. Then he
stopped.

They were on Twenty-firg, typical of Eugenein every respect, with tall trees, low buildings, lots of
greenery, lots of flowers. "What do you think?" he asked, nodding toward the house he had located.

"l think it'sgreen." Applegreen, in fact, with rusired trim.

"Wadll, it could be painted. Blue or something."

"That house will dways be green no matter how hard you try to cover it up." He Sighed.
"I'm afraid you'reright." He began to drive again. "There's another one.”

"You'regoing to buy ahouse" shesad. "Isthat it?'

"Might aswell, seeing as how much | hate condos.

I've looked at afew. Y ou buy acondo, what do you own? A piece of someone else's building. Want a
place| can wak to the office from."

"Y ou're leaving the house at Turner's Point?" Too late she redlized she had played right into his hands
agan.

"Not exactly. See, how it'sworking out is that some of those old fogies get so set in their ways, they've
got roots clear down to bedrock and nothing's going to change them... It'stoo damn far to drive three
daysaweek," he added glumly. "Three days?| thought you were easing yourself out of the office,
getting ready toretire."

"l am, | am. It'sjust more complicated than | thought it would be."

He had driven through the downtown section, where traffic had thickened into what Eugeneans thought
wasred congestion. Five carsat ared light meant gridiock here.

At Fifth, ingtead of turning left toward her house, he made. aright turn, and ablock later he turned | eft
on Pearl Street, where three of the four corners housed dozens of small shops selling everything from
gourmet coffee and some of the best bread to be found to handmade wooden toys, books, natural-fiber
clothes Y uppie Heaven, they called it. He was heading for Skinner Butte Park, she thought then ashe
drove on. She had walked hours, milesdong theriver here, walking off tria tension, thinking, scheming.
But he turned again, and she suddenly caught her breath. Once, years ago, he had driven up here with
her and her mother, just looking. "Thisiswhere | want to live," Barbarahad said, and Frank had
laughed. "The only way you can get ahouse in this neighborhood is by waiting for the owner to die, and
al the heirs, too.

Then if the real-estate agent doesn't grab it, you might have a chance.”
Thiswasatiny area, afew square blocks, but she thought of it asan oasis of sanity, serenity, stability.

The houses were spacious, old-fashioned, with porches and gabled windows, lots of leaded glass, even
stained-glass windows, detached garages. No two houses were smilar, but they were dl of a piece, well



congructed with individua detal work, well maintained, beautifully landscaped, without ahint of
pretentiousness.

He stopped before atwo-story house that was dove gray, with white trim.

An old hemlock tree, top bowed asif in thought, shaded the front; tall rhododendronslined adriveway,
screened the yard on one side; the other side had deep bushes, somein bloom, al mature and lovely.

"Not abad location,” Frank said. "Park and the trail two blocks away, six blocks to the courthouse,
seven to the office. Not bad.

Walk to the post office, the performing arts center, even thejall.

Not bad." He glanced a her. "Well?' "Not much yard,” shesaid inalow voice.

"Big backyard, even garden space. And arose arbor.

Let'slook insgde.”

"Y ou just happen to have the key?!

Hedidn't answer, but pulled into the driveway and got out on hisside.

Sowly Barbaragot out and they went insde the house that he obvioudly intended to buy.

It was everything she knew it would be-white-oak floors, amodernized kitchen, bright living room,
dining room... There were stained-glass panelsin the living room windows. Upstairs were three rooms,
one of them small, a child's room perhaps, and a bath. Another bedroom and den were downgtairs.
"It'svery nice," she said after they had looked it over. "But pretty big.”

"Oh, well, | get claustrophobic in those little boxes they cal houses.

Comeon, let'sgo. You up for dinner?'

"You bet. But first ashower and aglass of wine or something. Take me home."

He had put down earnest money, she knew aswell as she knew what the rest of hislittle chat would be.
And her answer? That she didn't know yet.

Over dinner he gossiped about the office, about what was going on in court, about aclient or two. He
did not mention Turner's Point. She asked him about William Spassero.

"Bill Spassero,” he said, thinking. "Y oung, too young maybe. In the public defender's office, couple of
years now. About thirty, if that much, but he seems more like twenty. A whiz kid at law schoadl.

Hot-shot attitude.

Ambitious. Why?'



"His name came up. | wondered. | fed about whiz kids the way you fedl about condos.”
He grinned, and she thought how well they understood each other.
They both understood that it was time to get back to the subject at hand.

"Let's have some dessert,” he said, "and some of that pressed coffee they make here. It'sared
production number.”

They watched in gppreciative slence astheir waiter performed, he ground the coffee a their table,
brought water to aboil over aburner, measured the coffee into the glass pot, poured the
not-quite-boiling water over it, and tightened the top in place carefully.

Then he set atimer. Barbaralaughed, and he grinned at her... Frank said, "1 thought maybe it would
work out for meto get ahousg, like | said. | really did look at condos, and apartments, and even ahotel
gpartment, but hated the idea of al of them. A real house, that'swhat | need. I'd comein on Tuesday
and go to the office, like I've been doing, and stay over until Friday morning and head back out. Or
maybe Thursday afternoon. Depends on how busy | am."

She nodded. "When do you sign the papers?' Without hesitation he said, "Monday. But it wasn't that
cut-and-dried from the start. That other house, the first one, that's the kind of stuff they showed me
when | findly said no to apartments, condos, and such. Thought you should seeit firg, as| did.” There
wasn't atrace of shamein hisexpression. "What | thought might be agood idea, Bobby, isfor you to
movein, too. | mean, you'd be done most of the time, but the house wouldn't be empty, ripefor the
barbariansto sack.”

"I'll haveto think about it, Dad."
"Of course." Helooked past her then and said in alow voice, "Going out there was the best thing | did
after your mother died. | needed the solitude, | guess. it was good for me for along time. Then, after you

left, it was different. | kept listening for your steps, kept listening for the car to drivein. | knew you
couldn't stay, but Bobby, God, I've missed you." "I'm sorry,” she said.

"No, no. | didn't mean to lay it on you, honey. It'smy problem, | know that. And | think I've solved it.
Y ou want abrandy?' What had she said at the time, just six- months ago?

A lifetime ago. What she had said was that she couldn't stay, she had to move, and he had said smply, |
know.

And he had known, had understood. No arguments, no trying to persuade her to remain. He had
understood.

What she had not said was that she couldn't look at the river; she was afraid she would see Mike's body
being tumbled in the current; she was afraid she would see his body washed up on shore, tangled in the
undergrowth.

No brandy, she said firmly, and he said none for him ether, and soon they |eft the restaurant and he
drove her home.



"Almost forgot,” he said. "We had a conference down at the office today.

Y ou're till amember of the firm, you know."

"And will be aslong asyou're second on thelist of partners,” she said lightly.
"Damn right. But theré's an interesting case at hand.

Y oung playwright in town here claims one of the big studios stole his material. Maybe they did.
Someone's going to be doing some fancy traveling on this one.

New Y ork, Hollywood. Meet some pretty interesting people along the way."
He stopped at her house.

" Should be an exciting case, probably won't go to trid, but you never know."
Shelaughed. "Good night, Dad. Thanksfor dinner.”

"They pay you anything, those folkswho drop in at the restaurant?”

"Some do, some don't. I'm okay, Dad. Don't worry.

Y ou want to stay over?"

"And degp onthefloor?' Hedidn't hide hisincredulity. "I'm a the Hilton tonight, tomorrow night." He
walked to the door with her and then | ft.

Actudly it was afuton, and she had grown rather fond of it. And yes, her clients paid her, when they
could. Fifty dollars here, twenty there, free dinners, dl the coffee she could drink. She stood in the
doorway to her bedroom and surveyed it criticaly... She was apig, she had to admit, but on the other
hand this house had no room to put anything.

Four rooms and a bath. One closet. Period.

She went into the smal living room that held only acouch, one chair, two lamps, more shelves, more
books, a CD player, and a specia rack for cassettes. More than she needed, shetold herself. She could
st in one chair at atime, read one book at atime, hear one cassette a atime.

She sank down into the chair.

Hewaslonely. Of course. But he had brought it al back, and she had been so sure that her grief had
passed over into acceptance findly.

Wrong, Barbara, shetold hersaf mockingly. Abruptly she jerked up out of the chair and crossed the
room to check the door, knowing as she did that it was locked, that this was a meaningless motion...
She had been afraid to give up her grief. If shedidn't fed that, what would she fedl, she had wondered,
and the answer had come. nothing.

At thesink, holding aglass of water she did not want, she surveyed the kitchen: ancient eectric Sove



that had two working burners, atable that wobbled, two straight chairs, two and a half feet of counter
space, asmall refrigerator that dated back to the sixties. And by the back door was the ever-growing
stack of newspapers destined for recycling when she remembered to take them out. The house was
dingy with age and neglect and she despised it.

Spassero, she thought then dmost in desperation’ Maybe he had made the newsin the last month or so
She picked up a stack of newspapers and put it on the table, prepared for along night. She had found
that if sheworked, the grief receded; lately she had believed it had changed to something else, but it was
there, it was there. She started to go through the papers.

TheEnd



