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      Oriana jolted awake from a dream as the small plane lurched and her head banged against the window. Pain clouded her vision and she rubbed her head.

      Anton put his hand on her thigh and said, “Just a little turbulence, darling. We’re almost there.”

      She pulled her leg away quickly, gazing out the window. In the dream she had been a hawk, circling, then diving towards the earth through the hot air. Pulling up at the last minute with a limp rabbit in her talons, she felt strong and powerful. The rabbit’s neck snapped as she pulsed her huge wings and rose into the cooler air near the tops of the pines, searching for a tree to perch in. Eager to taste the fresh meat and blood. The still warm body felt heavy as she surged upward. Those wings had given her a satisfying taste of freedom.

      Down below, tucked into a valley, lay the enormous Georgian mansion. Uncle Edward once told them it was a duplicate of one of the family homes. The Boston one. It looked lonely, surrounded by scraggly pine trees and sagebrush meadows. It seemed he hadn’t left home after all. She shifted in her seat, anxious to get out of the stuffy, cramped plane.

      The small plane lined up with the runway and descended. Two gentle bumps and they rolled along the ground. Anton was a good pilot, although more practiced with the jet. One of many things he did well, she thought, shoving her anger back beneath the surface. Her twin could be such an ass.

      After they pulled up near the hanger, he unbuckled his seat belt and leaned over to give her a peck on the cheek. A temporary truce. This time she didn’t want one. When they finished here, she would leave. For years. She wanted to be free of him. Free of wanting and needing him.

      Anton got out and tied the plane down.

      She climbed out of the plane. The sweet, herbaceous scent of the sagebrush enveloped her. It was hot and dry up here in the mountains. Anton grabbed both their small bags and wheeled them over the baking asphalt, towards the house.

      Oriana sighed, following him. She wasn’t looking forward to this. There was no telling what they’d find in the house. Mother had been the one who received the call about her brother’s  car accident. She was in the middle of preparing for her annual shindig and wanted them to organize Edward’s transition back home. Oriana had leapt at the opportunity to avoid ‘the social event of the year’. She felt sure Mother was relieved to have gotten rid of them so easily.

      In the hospital at Missoula, Uncle Edward was out of critical condition. When they met the doctor, she assured Anton and Oriana that it would be a long recovery. They flew out to open Edward’s house for the delivery of the physical therapy equipment and employ nurses.

      A small, red bird whooshed in front of her. Unafraid, it circled back around.

      “What kind of bird is that?” she asked.

      Anton, her faster than Google brother, said, “Red crossbill. Uncommon here, I think.” He didn’t even stop walking; his tall, androgynous body attracted her like no other. Sometimes, she hated him.

      A hawk flew overhead. Oriana wondered if it was the one from her dream. No, that had been just a dream. She looked up, staring at it, caught in the circular pattern. She could almost feel herself flying with the bird. Soaring high above the earth like most of her recent dreams. No longer trapped in her own body.

      Anton stopped at the steps. He slid his arm around Oriana’s back, underneath the blouse, pulling her close for a kiss.

      She turned away and said, “No.” Still angry about the nurse he’d seduced two days ago. How had her anger and his infidelities become a normal part of their relationship? Why was she always surprised when it happened again? How had she let this go on so long?

      He shrugged and climbed the stairs. She followed him, stuffing her hurt away. She wouldn’t be the one to start the argument again. Not this time.

      Anton jiggled Edward’s keys, trying to find the one which fit the door.

      Oriana wondered why Edward had chosen to live out here all alone. Two years ago, he returned from the digs near Aswan and closeted himself in “to paint”. His calls and emails had been vague before they finally stopped.

      How much stock had he sold to have this house built out here, surrounded only by pine trees and hawks? He couldn’t have much left since Grandfather cut him off. So where was Edward getting his money? She’d heard the paintings weren’t good.

      Finally, Anton found the right key and the lock clicked. The massive door swung open of its own accord, welcoming them.The entryway wore the same white tile and powder blue walls as the Boston house. Edward had added white borders with undulating vines and cherubs, which made everything look gaudy and cheap. Instead of Mother’s bland, but tasteful furnishings, it was clear Edward furnished his house from junk shops, except for the few antiques. This house contained an eerie mixture of familiarity and oddness. Of things not quite right.

      Anton put their bags in the parlor. Prints of Degas hung next to an original Kandinsky. A blue-green, fifties sofa cozied up to an Edwardian chair. In the next room, the library shelves housed common paperbacks alongside expensive hardcovers and rare, antique books. The kitchen was functional/modern and looked even more out of place.

      They climbed the curved stairs in silence. Oriana felt like an intruder. What had been Anton’s bedroom on the second floor of the old house, was Edward’s studio here. In the nearly bare room, cupboards and shelves protruded from one wall. On the opposite side, paintings and portfolios stood stacked, threatening to topple over. At the far end, barricading the window, sat a huge oak desk facing the door. Nearby stood an easel next to a small table overflowing with jars, rags, tubes of paint and brushes.

      A painting of a beautiful, blond woman surrounded by mountains and valleys, rested on the easel. Fluttering though her eyes was a wild look. Western Tanagers and orioles formed a yellow and orange halo around her, completely covering her body from the neck down. It was a glorious painting. The model must have been Lucrece, the Parisian, who Edward had been involved with in Egypt. She and Anton met her once at one of Edward’s dig sites. Looking around the room, Oriana realized Lucrece was in most of the paintings.

      Oriana studied the painting as she lit a cigarette. She flashed Anton a ‘don’t you dare ask me to stop’ look. She knew he thought her smoking was simply to annoy him. It had nothing to do with him. Returning her gaze to the painting, she studied it. Something about the eyes bothered her. She glanced at Anton and walked towards the hallway. He pretended to ignore her and examined a padlocked door.

      She left the room to wander the house, still disturbed by the paintings. Eventually they made a meal out on the patio from the contents of Edward’s refrigerator, including a couple bottles of wine. Anton chattered away, making small talk. She watched the swallows spinning in circles at the edge of the woods.
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      Oriana woke the next morning from a dream about soaring over a wide valley. Another flying dream. Maybe they were connected with flying across the country. More likely the dreams were about Anton. Everything else in her life was. The other half of the bed lay empty. Anton hadn’t slept with her. He was playing games again and she was through with that.
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