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CHAPTER ONE

 


“I am going to Yale,
father,” Julian Phillips said, standing with stiff formality in
front of the cold fireplace on a rainy May evening in 1992. “I am
going to Yale for my MFA.”

Hugh Phillips stared
at his son from where he sat in his brown leather reading chair.
Raindrops splattering the windowpanes made the loudest sound in his
study.

The boy was obstinate
and arrogant, just like Hugh. But whereas the father’s
determination had carried him to success in corporate law, the son
was turning his back on the foundation of the family’s prestige. It
was not that Julian should have to become a lawyer as Hugh
had assured his son time and time again. There were several
respectable professions Julian could have chosen in high finance or
industry, areas in which the father had useful contacts.

But no, Julian wanted
to pursue theater, of all things. Movies or television would have
been worse but Hugh couldn’t stomach the idea any of his sons going
into something as frivolous as entertainment. He would sooner have
seen one of them end up as a politician.

Hugh looked Julian up
and down. His son had a patrician bearing with his slim, lanky
figure, blond, wavy hair, green eyes, aquiline nose, and long face.
His former adolescent shuffling gait and poor posture had vanished
over four years at Brown University. Now Julian stood there in full
possession of his six-foot-five skeleton, towering over the blunt
and portly Hugh. Julian had also become a clotheshorse, just then
wearing a camels’ hair coat and a silk tie.

He was so
young: twenty-one and seven months. And he was full of the
unwarranted certitude of youth. The boy was a performer all right,
putting on this act of being the principled hero of his imagined
melodrama. It was all make-believe, right down to calling Hugh
“Father.” It had been plain old “Dad” all through high school.

Hugh was irritated
beyond his need to restrain himself.

“You know you could be
theatrical in court!” he snapped.

Julian smiled as if
proving some kind of point. But Hugh would not be dissuaded.

“There are plenty of
flamboyant attorneys in criminal law,” he continued. “Think of it,
boy, the courtroom would be your theater!”

“Really, father,”
Julian sighed. “I want to be a director.”

Gabriella Phillips was
tall like her son; it was from her that Julian had inherited his
imposing stature. She had been a fashion model in her teen years
but only as an avocation. Gabriella was from an old-money family in
Newport and had met Hugh when her future husband had been
litigating on behalf of Gabriella’s parents. He had been a junior
partner at the time, twenty-six years old, five years older than
she was.

Hugh had been smitten
with Gabriella’s beauty and long legs while she had responded to
his drive and ambition. He had already been rich; a
second-generation attorney for wealthy clients, so Gabriella didn’t
think his motivation had been her money. They married in 1970 and
Julian was born the following autumn.

Francis and Richard,
the twins, had arrived two years later. For most of their lives,
they had been united in antipathy for Julian. Gabriella had
sympathy for her first-born son, however. His adolescent depression
had worried her while it merely annoyed Hugh. The twins were more
to his liking. In contrast to their sensitive, creative older
brother, Francis and Richard were both aggressive and athletic,
playing rugby, tennis and lacrosse. They were currently attending
Harvard, Hugh’s alma mater.

Gabriella was sitting
on a sofa in the parlor, waiting for the outcome of Julian’s
conversation with Hugh. There was no shouting that she could hear
but it couldn’t be going well. Gabriella looked into her drink and
found it was empty.

“Elizabeth,” she said.
“Another, please.”

The little maid nodded
and went to the bar to pick up the scotch bottle. She was dressed
in a traditional black uniform with a white apron although there
was no bonnet. Elizabeth’s frizzy, light brown hair was exposed in
all its disheveled glory.

Elizabeth was Irish,
personally recruited by Hugh to be the family’s live-in help when
he’d been on vacation two years earlier. She had been working as a
chambermaid at Hugh’s hotel. Following one of his occasional whims,
Hugh had offered her the job. Elizabeth was only eighteen at the
time and the idea of relocating across the ocean, even for twice
the hotel’s salary plus room and board, was intimidating. But Hugh
pursued his plan, going to the trouble of meeting Elizabeth’s
parents and convincing them to pack off their daughter.

Guests at the Phillips
home were charmed by the very idea of an Irish maid in a Boston
Yankee household. It seemed so quaintly 19th Century.
But despite her brogue, Elizabeth wasn’t completely traditional:
she was an Ulster Protestant, named after Her Majesty the
Queen.

“Here, ma’am,”
Elizabeth said, carefully pouring scotch into Gabriella’s
glass.

“Thank you.”

Mrs. Phillips had
long, straight blonde hair and a sleek figure that Elizabeth
envied. The lady of the house looked like an aristocrat even though
Mr. Phillips was more of a crass American just like those awful
twins. Richard and Francis liked to tease Elizabeth, making fun of
her accent, class, and short stature. But then there was Julian.
Beautiful, noble Julian! Elizabeth was mad about him.

Gabriella could tell
that the maid had some kind of crush on her son. She had seen it as
recently as a few minutes ago when Elizabeth had offered to take
Julian’s coat at the door. Julian had refused and barely
acknowledged her otherwise. Yet Elizabeth had gazed up at him
longingly until she realized that Gabriella was watching. Then her
face had shifted from worship to momentary panic to a desperate
imitation of indifference.

Gabriella doubted that
Julian had any reciprocal feelings for Elizabeth. The maid was
perhaps cute in her sprightly body and button-nosed, Celtic facial
features but was hardly in Julian’s league. His apparent
disinterest was probably an act, Gabriella realized, but she was
confident that it was meant to disguise nothing more than a
recreational fling now and then.

Gabriella was more
concerned about Julian’s lovers at Brown. More than a few of her
friends had indicated that their daughters near Julian’s age would
have been happy to be escorted by the Phillips’s eldest son to
various social events. But Julian was uncooperative with any such
suggestions. Gabriella feared that the boy was dallying with
collegiate bohemians down in Providence, becoming exposed to
destructive philosophies and behavior.

“You go to Yale for
that and you won’t receive one thin dime from me!” Hugh’s
voice boomed an instant after the door to the study swung open.

“That’s not much of a
threat anymore, is it?” Julian shouted back.

“Julian!” Gabriella
exclaimed, putting aside her drink and standing up.

“I’m leaving,” Julian
said, crossing through the parlor.

“Don’t go,” his mother
said, catching him before he reached the entry hall. “My God,
darling! You only just got here; it’s been weeks…”

“Fine, then,” Julian
muttered, taking off his coat. “I’ll be in my room.”

Elizabeth gingerly
stepped up alongside him and held out her arms.

“Sir, your coat.”

Julian handed it over
without comment. He was wearing a three-piece gray pinstriped suit
and Italian shoes.

“Have Elizabeth warm
up some dinner,” Gabriella said as the maid disappeared into the
hall. “It was roast beef, very good.”

“We’ll see if my appetite returns.”

Hugh came into the parlor with a calm
stride.

“Son, it’s not too
late to change your mind,” he said. “You could earn a second degree
in another couple of years and then go to grad school for something
else. Or you could go right to work in the fall if you want my
help.”

“I don’t want your
help,” Julian said icily. “You could change your mind,
too.”

Elizabeth was inside
the hall closet, holding the collar of Julian’s coat to her little
nose. She took in his scent for an indulgent minute before hanging
the coat on a heavy wooden hanger.

 


Julian’s bedroom was
on the second floor of the house. There were six bedrooms in the
old stone manor, surrounded by woods in the Waban neighborhood of
Newton, within ten miles of downtown Boston. Hugh had bought the
place the year Julian was born and although Elizabeth was the only
live-in domestic, there were a few part time staff that helped run
the place during the day. There had been a nanny until the twins
finished grade school; Elizabeth herself replaced a veteran maid
who’d retired. The part-timers included a cook, a gardener, and a
couple of additional maids.

Julian was lying on
his bed, a large four-poster with a carved mahogany headboard. He
had removed his jacket, vest and tie, relaxing in his stocking feet
on the bedspread, smoking a Dunhill and using a teacup for an
ashtray. Music from an Elvis Costello CD was playing softly. Julian
had a roll top desk and four bookshelves; posters of the plays he’d
acted in during college were hanging from his walls.

In truth, Julian
was afraid of his father. He had in fact been putting on a
theatrical act of defiance in the study. But there was nothing
faked about his determination. Ever since he’d assumed a new
persona in college, combining his father’s arrogance with his
mother’s sense of style, Julian had become attractive to other
students. He was not so much liked as desired but that certainly
was an improvement over his former shy loneliness.

Theater had appealed
to Julian with its opportunity for role-playing, of hiding behind a
character at least for a while. But eventually Julian wanted more
control than acting allowed. He wanted to make decisions about how
the plays were staged. His newly cultivated conceit demanded that
he direct the performances himself. If that meant Julian could no
longer hide his insecurities behind a variety of characters, he
could concentrate on the role of the new Julian full time. And
people wanted to sleep with the new Julian.

Despite having his
mother’s looks, Julian had left for Brown as a virgin. Within
months, that innocence had been thoroughly obliterated. His libido
was chaotic and not too discriminating; Julian embraced bisexuality
without shame although male partners remained something of a
sideline. He had little sense of fidelity but was seldom cruel,
allowing himself to enjoy personalities as well as bodies. His
encounters broke down into two basic categories: fun between
friends or experiments with strangers. Just as Gabriella had
feared, Julian was spending most of his time with artistic types,
sleeping with them under the terms of the first category.

“He’s following in
your footsteps,” Hugh had told Gabriella once their son had
gone upstairs.

“Really, Hugh!”

“You were an
exhibitionist yourself at his age. Modeling! For Christ’s sake,
Gabby!”

“Go to hell, Hugh. I
never wanted Julian to make a spectacle of himself. Just because I
did something similar once doesn’t mean I support him doing so
now.”

“You didn’t do enough
to stop him,” Hugh had persisted.

“What was I supposed
to do? Damn it, I thought it was a phase he was going through. He
may yet grow out of it.”

“When will that
be?”

“I don’t know, Buddy.
The more you fight it, though, better he likes it. You give him
drama, don’t you see? He gets to be the great young actor in a play
you’re helping him to write!”

“I thought of that,
Gabby. But it’s worse; the boy wants to be a director.”

“Why is that
worse?”

“An actor is a
narcissist but a director is a megalomaniac.”

 


Hours later, Julian
was in the vast kitchen with its gleaming chrome gas range, ovens
and sink. He opened the shiny tall refrigerator and poked around
for the leftover dinner. It was quiet downstairs; his parents and
Elizabeth slept on the ground floor and by now Julian assumed they
had all retired for the night.

He found the remainder
of the roast beef under plastic wrap, accompanied by mashed
potatoes and steamed carrots. It was all on a platter. Julian
pulled it off the wire shelf and carried it to the maple kitchen
table. He went to the butcher block to find a carving knife and
then heard the soft tread of feet in slippers joining him on the
linoleum.

“Oh, sir,” Elizabeth
said. “Please sit and I’ll serve you.”

Julian smiled at her.
He was still in his shirt and slacks but the maid was wearing her
quilted lavender robe, which covered her from shoulders to
ankles.

“All right,” Julian
replied. “Did I wake you?”

“Sure and I wasn’t to
sleep yet, Mister Julian,” Elizabeth said as he took his seat at
the table. “Beg your pardon but I was hoping I might still be
serving your supper tonight.”

She took the platter
to the cutting board and unwrapped it. Then Elizabeth gathered a
plate, a fork and knife and put them by the platter. She carved two
large slices of the roast beef, put them on the plate and then
scooped some potatoes and carrots with a serving spoon.

Julian watched her
load his plate into the microwave oven after she’d put the knife
and fork on the table in front of him along with the salt and
peppershakers she used with her meals. Elizabeth never ate in the
dining room of course.

“And what will you be
having to drink, sir?” she asked as the microwave timer counted
down.

“A beer, thanks.”

Elizabeth retrieved a
bottle of Guinness from the refrigerator; she knew Julian’s
preference. Elizabeth removed the cap with an opener that was
mounted on the wall over the countertop. Julian only drank beer by
the glass when he was at the dining room table.

“Here we are,” Elizabeth said.

“Thank you.”

Julian would have felt
all right to serve himself, of course. But Elizabeth was always so
eager to do her job and so particularly happy to cater to Julian’s
needs that he could hardly begrudge her the pleasure of it. He
sipped the dark stout and waited for his plate to finish heating.
Elizabeth kept looking towards the doorway until the oven bell
chimed.

“Sit with me,” Julian
said after the maid presented the steaming late dinner.

“Oh, you know I can’t
do that, sir.”

But Elizabeth was
grinning and blushing. She put her arms around Julian’s neck and
gave him a lingering kiss. Julian lifted her onto his lap as they
continued to neck vigorously, his immense hands stroking
Elizabeth’s legs under the robe.

“I missed yuh so much,
Julie,” the little maid murmured after a long moment, her brogue
heavier in arousal. “It’s so hard t’ bear it when y’re gone.”

“But that’s most of
the time.”

“Ah, isn’t that the
pain of it, though? Yer Ma, she’s so good t’ me but I’m afraid she
finds us t’gether an’ sacks me.”

“No. Don’t worry about
that. Mother loves you. Your job is safe.”

“Yuh sure, Julie?”
Elizabeth asked, her blue eyes wide and brimming with tears.

“Of course. But if you
ever run into any trouble, you come to me. I’m twenty-one now and I
can do as I please. I mean I have my own money; as far as the terms
of the trust fund are concerned, I’m a legal adult. Just like
English common law.”

“Aw, Julie!”

Elizabeth dropped her
head and cried into his collar. She was in love with the crown
prince of the family but it was hopeless. He was above her station
and this was not a fairy tale. Elizabeth knew that Julian was
merely fond of her. But she would continue to accept his kindness
and affection as she had been doing for the past two years. They
were scraps of happiness and delight available only occasionally
since Julian had been in college for as long as Elizabeth had known
him.

“Oh, I wish it was you
gone to Harvard instead of them two rascals. They’re to be here
t’morrow, did you know?”

“Never got that far into it with my parents.
I gather there’s to be a party?”

Elizabeth nodded.

“So you’ll be busy.”

“I wish you’d sleep with me t’night,”
Elizabeth whispered after a moment.

Julian kissed her again.

“Your wish is granted,” he said. “But first I
want to eat my dinner.”

 


Elizabeth’s room was
on the opposite side of the house from the master bedroom so there
was little chance of the parents overhearing them. Some nights it
wasn’t safe to do more than kiss furtively in an upstairs hallway,
especially if the twins were at home. To actually spend the night
in Elizabeth’s bed was taking things rather far. Normally, they’d
pleasure each other and Julian would be on his merry way. But
Elizabeth was showing a sore need for his physical company
overnight and he felt his regular urge to take care of her.
Otherwise, Julian knew he was the forbidden fruit, not the
other way around.

He enjoyed sex with
Elizabeth. She was more submissive than almost any college girl
Julian had been with, not that he felt like he’d ever abused his
power over her. Elizabeth was a delicate doll with perky breasts
and a cushy ass. Julian suspected the untold truth: he had been her
only lover. Even though he was proud of having deflowered
Elizabeth, the idea of one-sided sexual exclusivity made Julian
feel guilty. But what could he do about it? Julian wouldn’t marry
the family maid no matter how much he liked to protect her.

Elizabeth curled up
against him, resting her head on his smooth, bare chest. She hoped
that Julian would somehow abandon his plan for Yale after all. It
was a selfish desire and it shamed her to think of it. Elizabeth
hungered for the touch of Julian’s warm skin whenever she was
separated from it. Lying naked with him in the servant’s quarters
was paradise for Miss Danaher.

Her alarm clock buzzed
them awake before dawn. Startled, Julian sprung up out of bed.

“Steady on,” Elizabeth
said, rubbing her eyes. “Your Ma and Pa won’t be up for a while
yet. I just need to wash m’self, get dressed, and start your
breakfast.”

“Well, I’ll be out of
your way, then,” Julian said. “Go back to my room like nothing
unusual happened last night.”

Elizabeth got out of
bed and put her arms around his waist. The top of her head came
barely halfway up his torso when they stood together. Julian gazed
over at the portrait of Elizabeth’s namesake on the wall and the
miniature Union Jack hanging next to it.

“Julie, will you take
me to church today?”

“Okay,” Julian said
after a moment’s consideration.

Pretending to sleep
late, Julian was summoned to breakfast by Gabriella at 9:30. He
came to the dining room table in his crimson robe while his parents
were already dressed. Elizabeth had prepared eggs benedict and ham
steak for the family; she had already eaten her oatmeal in the
kitchen.

Julian and his parents
talked around the conflict from the last evening and the son took
the opportunity to ask about the party. Cocktails and hors
d’oeuvres were to be served at 8 pm in the parlor and solarium. The
guests were Hugh’s law partners, a few key clients and their
spouses.

Julian contemplated
the party without much enthusiasm. He had grown up around most of
these people and didn’t like many of them. With Richard and Francis
on hand as well, Julian would have been delighted to drive into
Boston and skip the whole event. But he thought Elizabeth might
need his emotional support for the night.

“People want to see you, Julian,” Gabriella
told him as he sipped his coffee.

“That’s right,” Hugh added. “God knows
why.”

Julian scowled over at his father but then
shrugged.

“I’ll be there. I want to tell everyone about
Yale.”

It was Hugh’s turn to frown. But after a few
seconds, he nodded his head.

“All right, young man. All right.”

“What time is it?” Julian asked.

“10:15,” Gabriella answered, looking at her
diamond-encrusted watch. “Why?”

“I’m going to church with Elizabeth.”

Hugh laughed mockingly
but Julian wasn’t intimidated. He finished his coffee and went
upstairs to get ready. The service was at 11:00.

The Phillipses were
nominally Episcopalian but in practice they seldom attended
religious services. On the other hand, Elizabeth was defiantly
Protestant, having been raised in a region of sectarian hostility.
The Episcopal Church in the United States had been derived from the
Church of England so naturally Elizabeth chose it for her house of
worship. There was a beautiful old stone church, St. Thomas’s,
within walking distance of the Phillips residence; Julian could
hear the peal of the steeple bells when his bedroom windows were
open. Elizabeth’s devotion was tolerated if not encouraged by the
family. She had always been allowed at least a few hours of Sabbath
worship and rest.

It was a misty morning
in the wake of the rainfall, very cool for the month. Julian wore a
tan trench coat over his brown tweed suit while Elizabeth had a
teal dress under a navy blue shoulder cape.

Hugh could see his son
escorting the maid from the window in his study. They were walking
past the garden towards the tall hedge that led to the country lane
and the quarter-mile hike to St Thomas’s. Hugh thought Elizabeth
looked like a small child next to Julian. He grunted unhappily and
lit his favorite pipe, the one he’d used since Harvard Law.
Gabriella was in the study too, sifting through the Sunday New York
Times on the settee.

“Do you think our son
is screwing Elizabeth?” Hugh asked, puffing out a cloud of
smoke.

“I wondered when you
were going to notice that,” his wife replied without looking up
from the newsprint.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Francis and Richard
Phillips spent a lot of time discussing what was wrong with their
older brother. They were fraternal twins, each tall although
Francis had an inch over Richard. Neither was as tall as Julian but
both were far more athletic and generally seemed more masculine
than their brother.

The twins shared an
apartment in the South End that was the site of troublesome parties
involving loud music and underage drinking. Francis and Richard
were at least as popular with women as Julian but tended to attract
the very debutante class that the first-born son disdained.

It was just one among
many reasons the twins thought Julian was an embarrassment. The
only thing he’d done lately to meet with their approval was to
enroll at Brown; they wouldn’t have to see him in the Yard and
pretend they didn’t know who he was.

On the drive out to
Newton in their shared Corvette, Francis behind the wheel, they
made scornful remarks about Julian and retold familiar stories
about him. They were wearing matching white, cable knit sweaters
and red slacks. The twins didn’t normally wear matching clothes but
thought it might be a conversation piece at the party.

Francis kept the speed
up as fast as he could manage in the traffic, taking the Mass Pike
from downtown to the West Newton exit. He slowed down on the
winding street through the woods to their childhood home. There was
a large white clapboard garage at right angles to the house; it had
once been a stable.

Hugh’s Cadillac,
Gabriella’s Bentley, and Julian’s (used) Volvo were already
occupying the berths so Francis pulled to a stop in the gravel. A
pair of delivery trucks were parked over by the service entrance
along with a Toyota the part time help used for carpooling.

Richard nodded towards
the Volvo before Francis turned off the engine. Francis grinned and
pulled right up behind Julian’s car, blocking it in.

The twins bounded up
to the front door and rang the bell, challenging each other to keep
from laughing out loud. Abigail, one of the part time maids, opened
the door. She was a heavy-set, middle-aged woman with sad eyes and
graying hair. Abigail had the same type of uniform that Elizabeth
wore only several sizes larger.

“Pardon me, lady,”
Francis said. “But have you heard the good news about ecstasy? It’s
better than the rapture!”

Abigail blinked in
confusion as the twins laughed at her. They walked inside, passing
on either side of the maid.

“Mother!” Richard
shouted as they entered the parlor. “We’re home!”

Gabriella was
directing the caterers as they arranged folding tables between the
parlor and solarium. She was wearing slacks with a cotton blouse
and was smoking a cigarette.

“Boys,” Gabriella
said, accepting kisses on the cheek from each. “I’m terribly busy
right now.”

“Can we help?” Richard asked.

“Yeah, we want to help!” Francis added.

“You can help by
staying out the way,” Gabriella said, staring at the table
placement. “Why don’t you go out to the court and work off some of
that nervous energy?”

“All right, Mumsy,”
Francis replied.

“And it’s jacket and
tie tonight,” Gabriella added. “Be sure and leave enough time to
wash up and dress properly.”

“Yes, Mother,” Richard
groaned.

Several minutes later,
the twins had changed to polo shirts and shorts for tennis. Richard
carried their sweaters and slacks while Francis held their rackets.
They walked to the laundry chute, which was on the other side of
the staircase from their room. Richard and Francis still shared a
bedroom at home although they were nineteen years old.

“Check your pockets?”
Francis asked the instant after Richard had stuffed the clothes
into the chute.

“What? You bastard!
Why didn’t you ask me that before I put the stuff in there?”

Richard punched
Francis in the shoulder hard enough to hurt.

“Why didn’t you
fucking check in the first place?”

Francis punched
Richard back with equal force.

“The ‘E’ is still in
your pants, isn’t it?” Francis said in a bitterly deliberate tone,
rubbing his shoulder.

“That’s why I’m such a
happy dude, Junior,” Richard scowled; he was four minutes older
than his twin.

“Did it go down?” Francis asked as Richard
peered into the chute.

“It’s stuck,” Richard reported, his voice
echoing off the stainless steel walls.

“All of it?”

“Not sure. At least one pair of pants.”

“Can you reach it?”

“No. Too far down.”

“Now what?” Francis asked, exasperated.

“You want me to crawl in after it?” Richard
snapped, stepping away from the portal.

“I’d love to see that.”

“Screw you, Junior.”

Francis smirked and tapped Richard on the
chest with his right forefinger.

“Let’s get the leprechaun,” he said.

“Yeah,” Richard nodded.

They shouted
Elizabeth’s name down the stairs and into both wings of the second
floor. She hadn’t been far away, finishing her chore of making
Julian’s bed, when the twins started calling her name. Elizabeth
cringed but then took a deep breath and checked her uniform in
Julian’s full-length mirror. The oldest brother was lounging about
in the upstairs library at the far end of the corridor.

Elizabeth had an urge
to turn left outside Julian’s door so she could find sanctuary
among the family book collection with her prince. But she was a
servant and had to respond to the twins’ summons.

“There’s our
orange girl!” Richard grinned as Francis slowly clapped his
hands.

“How might I help you,
sirs?” Elizabeth asked tremulously.

“We have a problem
with the laundry chute and need your help,” Francis said.

Elizabeth stepped
closer to the open chute door, her stomach quivering.

“Me britches are stuck
in the chute,” Richard told her in a ridiculously phony Irish
accent.

Francis punched his
shoulder again.

“Don’t mind this
dickweed,” Francis said. “But his pants are stuck and
there’s something in his pocket that we need.”

“We can’t reach them,”
Richard added. “Too far down.”

“Sure and I couldn’t
reach them if you two sirs can’t,” Elizabeth said. “But I suppose I
could go and get us a broom so I could push your trousers down to
the bin.”

“What we need,”
Francis said, walking up to her, “is a little monkey to crawl down
and get the pants for us.”

“Oh, Mister Francis
sir! Yuh can’t be serious, now.”

“Come on,” Richard
said impatiently.

He came up behind
Elizabeth and hooked his arm around her waist. Richard lifted her
up and held her against his hip, carrying her over to the chute
portal.

“Please, no!”
Elizabeth cried.

“Don’t squirm and you
won’t get hurt,” Francis said as he took hold of her right arm and
ankle in his hands.

Elizabeth was
petrified. She wanted to scream but was afraid the twins would
abuse her further if their fun were ruined on her account.
Elizabeth could only hope they’d be careful enough not to drop her
down the chute; the laundry piled up in a heap down in a large
wooden bin in the cellar. But if the clothes had already been
cleared out by one of the other maids earlier that day, she could
be seriously injured from landing on the slats.

The twins fed her
headlong into the chute, holding her by the ankles. She tried to
steady herself on the wall but the smooth metal was slippery under
her hands. Francis and Richard stopped her descent when she was
waist deep.

“Do you see it,
Colleen?” Francis asked, raising his voice.

Her own body was
casting a shadow inside the chute but Elizabeth could dimly make
out the crumpled pants. They seemed to have become snagged on a
screw bolt at the end of the panel she was draped over.

“I see it, sir,” Elizabeth replied.

“Can you reach it?” Francis asked.

Elizabeth stretched
her right arm down as she leaned on her left, which was bent under
her chest. She spread her little fingers and just barely brushed
the fabric of Richard’s slacks.

“I’m only just
touchin’ it, sir!” Elizabeth reported.

“Hang in there,
Colleen!” Richard said. “You’re doing great.”

Up in the hall,
Richard nodded at Francis. They lowered Elizabeth knee deep. In the
chute, the maid’s heart pounded as she prayed that the bad boys
would not let her fall by accident or out of evil. Elizabeth
clutched the nearer pant leg and gently tugged the garment off the
bolt. The pants unfolded and the bulk of their weight shifted,
pulling the leg free of Elizabeth’s damp fingertips.

“Ooooo!” she exclaimed.

“What’s the problem?” Francis asked.

“I dropped it, sir. I’m so sorry!”

“Damn it!” Francis growled. “Let’s drop her
down after ’em!”

Elizabeth shrieked in panic.

“Oh, shut up,” Richard told his brother.
“Mother would kill us.”

“I’m going down to the
basement to clean up your mess,” Francis declared. “She’s all
yours.”

He released
Elizabeth’s ankle and walked off. She tilted and bounced softly on
the paneling to her left. Elizabeth closed her eyes and whimpered
softly. Surely any of the Phillips brothers were strong enough to
hold her up by one ankle, she hoped. Just that morning, Elizabeth
had been embarrassed when the needle on her bathroom scale had
stopped at ninety-two pounds. Now she was glad to be so light.

Richard grabbed
Elizabeth’s loose ankle and lifted her halfway out of the chute,
draping her waist over the ledge. Then he let go of her.

“Since you did a
half-assed job of getting my pants back, I’m doing a half-assed job
of getting you out of there.”

“Sir, please! Oh,
please! Yuh can’t leave me this way!”

Richard considered her
plea and realized that she was right. He caught Elizabeth’s
flailing ankles one at a time and removed her black service shoes.
After chuckling over how small the shoes were, he knotted their
laces together and reached up to one of the wall lamps. As tall as
Richard was, he still had to stretch his arm to hang the laces over
the fixture. It had once been a gaslight, retrofitted with a socket
during the Edwardian era.
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