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Part I


THE EARLY YEARS


1

On the afternoon of Thursday, December 11th, 1941, the country was still in a daze. The casualty list was complete, the names of those killed had already been released, and slowly, slowly, in the past few days, the monster of vengeance was raising its head. In almost every American breast pounded a pulse that had been unknown before. It had finally hit us at home, and it wasn’t simply a matter of Congress declaring war. There was much more to it than that, much, much more. There was a nation of people filled with dread, with rage, and the sudden fear that it could happen here. Japanese fighter planes could appear overhead at any time of day or night and suddenly wreak destruction in cities like Chicago and Los Angeles, Omaha … Boston … New York … it was a terrifying thought. The war was no longer happening to a distant, remote ‘them’, it was happening to us.

And as Andrew Roberts hurried east in the chill wind, his coat collar up, he wondered what Jean would say. He had already known for two days. When he had signed his name, there hadn’t been any doubt in his mind, yet when he’d come home, he had looked into her face and the words had caught in his throat. But there was no choice now. He had to tell her tonight. Had to. He was leaving for San Diego in another three days.

The Third Avenue E1 roared overhead, as his feet pounded on the front steps of the narrow brownstone in which they lived. They had lived there for less than a year, and they hardly even noticed the train anymore. It had been awful at first, at night they had held each other tight and laughed as they lay in bed. Even the light fixtures shook as the elevated train careered by, but they were used to it now. And Andy had come to love the tiny flat. Jean kept it spotlessly clean, getting up sometimes at five o’clock to make him homemade blueberry muffins and leave everything immaculate before she left for work. She had turned out to be even more wonderful than he’d thought … and he smiled to himself as he turned the key in the lock. There was a chill wind whistling through the hall and two of the lights were burned out, but the moment he set foot inside, everything was cheery and bright. There were starched white organdy curtains, which Jean had made, a pretty little blue rug, slipcovers she had gone to a night class to learn how to make. And the furniture they’d bought secondhand shone like new beneath her hardworking hands. He looked around now, and suddenly felt the first shaft of grief he had felt since he signed up. It was an almost visceral ache as he thought of telling her that he was leaving New York in three days, and suddenly there were tears in his eyes as he realized that he didn’t know when he’d be back … when … or even if … but hell, that wasn’t the point, he told himself. If he didn’t go to fight the Japs, then who the hell would? And if they didn’t, then one of these days the bastards would be flying overhead and bombing the hell out of New York … and this house … and Jean.

He sat down in the armchair she had upholstered herself in a deep, cozy green, and was lost in his own thoughts … San Diego … Japan … Christmas … Jean … he didn’t know how long he’d been sitting there when suddenly, startled, he looked up. He had just heard the key in the lock. She flung the door wide, her arms filled with brown bags from the A&P. She didn’t see him at first, and then jumped as she turned on the light, and saw him smiling at her, his blond hair falling over one eye as it always did, the green eyes looking straight at her. He was still as handsome as he had been when they first met. He had been seventeen then, and she had been fifteen … six years … he was only twenty-three.

‘Hi, sweetheart, what are you doing here?’

‘I came home to see you.’ He walked toward her and easily grabbed the bags in his powerful arms, and she turned her big, dark brown eyes up to him with the same look of awe she always wore when she looked up at him. She was so impressed with him, always had been, he’d had two years of college, going at nights, had been on the track team in school, the football team for a few months till he hurt his knee, and had been a basket ball star when they met during his senior year. And he seemed no less heroic to her now. In fact, he seemed more so to her, and she was so proud of him. He had landed a good job. He sold Buicks in the biggest dealership in New York, and she knew that he’d be the manager eventually … one day … or maybe he’d go back to school. They had talked about that. But he brought home a nice paycheck for now, and combined with her own, they did all right. She knew how to stretch a dollar more than a mile. She’d been doing it for a long time. Both her parents had died in a car accident when she was just eighteen, and she’d been supporting herself since then. Fortunately, she had just finished secretarial school when they died, and she was a bright girl. She’d had a job in the same law firm now for almost three years. And Andy was proud of her too. She looked so cute when she went off to work in the well tailored suits that she made herself, and hats and gloves she always bought so carefully, checking the styles in the magazines, and then consulting with Andy to make sure they looked just right. He smiled at her again now, as she peeled off her gloves, and tossed her black felt fedora onto the big green chair. ‘How was your day, cutie pie?’ He loved to tease her, pinch her, whisk her into his arms, nuzzle into her neck and threaten to ravish her as he walked in from work. It was certainly a far cry from her constantly proper demeanour at work. He dropped in to see her there once in a great while, and she looked so serious and sedate that she almost frightened him. But she had always been that kind of girl. And actually, she’d been a lot more fun since she’d been married to him. She was finally beginning to relax. He kissed her on the back of the neck now and she felt a shiver run up her spine.

‘Wait till I put the groceries away.…’ She smiled mysteriously and tried to wrest one of the bags from his hand, but he pulled it away from her and kissed her on the lips.

‘Why wait?’

‘Andy … come on …’ His hands were beginning to rove passionately over her, pulling off the heavy coat, unbuttoning the jet buttons on the suit jacket she wore underneath. The grocery bags had long since been cast aside, as they suddenly stood, their lips and bodies pressed tight against each other, until Jean finally pulled away for air. She was giggling when they stopped, but it didn’t discourage his hands. ‘Andy … what’s gotten into you …?’

He grinned mischievously at her, afraid to make a remark that would shock her too much. ‘Don’t ask.’ He silenced her with another kiss, and relieved her of coat, jacket, and blouse, all with one hand, and a moment later, her skirt dropped to the floor as well, revealing the white lace garter belt with matching pants, silk stockings with seams, and a pair of absolutely sensational legs. He ran his hands across her behind, and pressed hard against her again, and she didn’t object as he pulled her down on the couch. Instead she pulled his clothes off as suddenly the elevated train roared by and they both started to laugh. ‘Damn that thing.…’ he muttered under his breath as he unhooked her bra with one hand and she smiled.

‘You know, I kind of like the sound of it by now …’ This time it was Jean who kissed him, and a moment later their bodies were enmeshed just as their mouths had been, and it seemed hours before either of them spoke in the silent room. The kitchen light was still on, near the front door, but there was no light in the living room where they lay, or the tiny bedroom beyond. But even in the darkness of the room, he could sense that Jean was looking at him. ‘Something funny’s going on, isn’t it?’ There had been a small hard rock in the pit of her stomach all week. She knew her husband too well. ‘Andy …?’ He still didn’t know what to say. It was no easier now than it would have been two days before. And it was going to be even worse by the end of the week. But he had to tell her sometime. He just wished it didn’t have to be now. For the first time in three days, he suddenly wondered if he’d done the right thing.

‘I don’t quite know what to say.’

But instinctively she knew. She felt her heart lurch as she looked up at him in the dark, her eyes wide, her face already sad, as it always was. She was very different from him. There was always laughter in his eyes, always a quick line on his tongue, a joke, a funny thought. He had happy eyes, an easy smile. Life had always been gentle with him. But it was not so with Jean. She had the tense nervousness of those who have had hard times from birth. Born to two alcoholic parents, with an epileptic sister who died in the bed next to Jean when she was thirteen and Jean nine, orphaned at eighteen, struggling almost since the day she was born, and yet in spite of it all, she had a certain kind of innate style, a joie de vivre which had never been allowed to bloom and which Andy knew would blossom in time, if nurtured enough. And he did nurture her, in every way he could. But he couldn’t make it easier for her now, and the old sorrow he had seen when they first met suddenly stood out in her eyes again. ‘You’re going, aren’t you?’

He nodded his head, as tears filled the deep, dark eyes and she laid her head back on the couch where they’d just made love. ‘Don’t look like that, baby, please.…’ She made him feel like such a son-of-a-bitch, and suddenly unable to face her pain, he left her side and strode across the room to fish a pack of Camels out of his coat. He nervously tapped one out, lit it, and sat down in the green chair across from the couch. She was crying openly now, but when she looked at him, she didn’t seem surprised.

‘I knew you’d go.’

‘I have to, babe.’

She nodded her head. She seemed to understand, but it didn’t ease the pain. It seemed to take hours to get up the courage to ask the only thing she wanted to know, but at last she did. ‘When?’

Andy Roberts gulped hard. It was the hardest thing he’d ever said. ‘Three days.’

She visibly winced and closed her eyes again, nodding her head as the tears slid down her cheeks.

And for the next three days, nothing was ever normal again. She stayed home from work, and seemed to go into a frenzy, doing everything she possibly could for him, washing underwear, rolling socks, baking him cookies for the train. Her hands seemed to fly all day long, as though by keeping them as busy as she could, she would be able to keep a grip on herself, or perhaps even on him. But it was no use, by Saturday night, he forced her to put it all down, to stop packing the clothes he didn’t need, the cookies he’d never eat, the socks he could have done without, he took her in his arms and she finally broke down again.

‘Oh God, Andy … I can’t … How will I live without you …?’ He felt as though he had a hole in his guts the size of a fist when he looked into her eyes and saw what he had done to her. But he had no choice … no choice … he was a man … he had to fight … his country was at war … and the worst of it was that when he didn’t feel sick over what he’d done to her, he felt a strange, unfamiliar thrill of excitement about going to war, as though this was an opportunity he might never have again, something he had to do almost like a mystic rite, in order to become a man. And he felt guilty about that too. And by late Saturday night, it had gotten to him too. He was so torn between Jean’s clinging little hands and what he knew he had to do that he wished it was already over with and he was on the train, heading west, but he would be soon enough. He had to report to Grand Central Station at five a.m. And when he finally got up in the tiny bedroom to get dressed, he turned and looked at her, she was quieter now, her tears were spent, her eyes swollen and red, but she looked a little bit more resigned than she had before. For Jean, in some terrible, desperate, frightening way, it was like losing her sister, or her parents, again. Andy was all she had left. And she would rather have died herself than lose him. And suddenly he was leaving her too.

‘You’ll be all right, won’t you, babe?’ He sat on the edge of the bed, looking at her, desperate for some reassurance from her now, and she smiled sadly and reached a hand out for his.

‘I’ll have to be, I guess, won’t I?’ And then she smiled again, almost mysteriously. ‘You know what I wish?’ They both knew that, that he weren’t going to war. She read his thoughts, and kissed his fingertips. ‘Aside from that … I hope you got me pregnant this week …’ In the emotions of the past few days, they had thrown caution to the winds. He had been aware of it, but there had been so much else going on. He had just hoped that it wasn’t her dangerous time. But he wondered now, as he looked at her. They had been so careful about that for the past year, they had agreed from the first that they didn’t want babies for a while, at least not for the first few years until they both got better jobs, or maybe Andy went back to college for another two years. They were in no hurry, they were both young, but now … in the past week, their whole life had turned upside down.

‘I kind of wondered what was happening this week.… Do you think you could have…?’ He looked worried. That hadn’t been what he wanted at all. He didn’t want her to be pregnant alone, with him God knows where, at war.

She shrugged. ‘I might.…’ And then she smiled again and sat up. ‘I’ll let you know.’

‘Great. That’s all we need.’ He looked suddenly upset, and then glanced nervously at the bedside clock. It was ten after four. He had to go.

‘Maybe it is.’ And then suddenly, as though she had to tell him before he left, ‘I meant what I said just now, Andy. I’d like that a lot.’

‘Now?’ He looked shocked as she nodded her head, her voice a whisper in the tiny room.

‘Yes.’
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The elevated train roared past the windows of Jean Roberts’ apartment, providing the only breeze she had felt in days as she sat motionless in front of the open windows. It felt as though the entire building had turned into an inferno, as the blazing August heat rose off the sidewalks, and seemed to bake right into the walls of the brownstone building. And sometimes at night, she had to leave her bed and sit on the stoop, just to get some air as the train hurtled by. Or she would sit in her bathroom, wrapped in a wet sheet. There seemed to be no way to cool down, and the baby made it worse. She felt as though her whole body were about to explode, and the hotter it got, the more the baby would kick her, as if it knew, as if it were stifling too. Jean smiled to herself at the thought. She could hardly wait to see the baby now … there were only four weeks left … four weeks until she held their baby … she hoped that it would look just like Andy. He was in the Pacific now, doing just what he had wanted to do, ‘fighting the Japs’, as he said in his letters, although somehow the words always pained her. One of the girls in the law firm she had worked in was Japanese and she had been so nice to Jean when she found out she was pregnant. She even covered for her when Jean was almost too sick to move in the beginning. She would drag herself in to work, and stare into her typewriter, praying that she wouldn’t throw up before she reached the bathroom. They had kept her for six months, which was decent of them, it was longer than most firms would have kept her, she knew, but they felt it was the patriotic thing to do, because of Andy, as she told him in one of her letters. She wrote to him almost every day, although she rarely heard from him more than once a month. Most of the time, he was too tired to write, and the letters took forever to reach her. It was a long way from selling Buicks in New York, as he said in one letter, making her laugh about the bad food, and his buddies. Somehow he always seemed to make her laugh with his letters. He made everything sound better than it was, and she was never as frightened after she heard from him. She had been terrified at first, particularly when she felt so ill. She had gone through agonies of conflict after she first found out she was pregnant. It had seemed like such a good idea at first, during those last few days before he left, but when she found out, she had panicked. It meant she had to give up her job, she’d be alone, and how would she support herself, and the baby? She had been desperately afraid of his reaction too, only when he finally wrote to her, he sounded so thrilled that it all seemed fine to her again, and by then, she was almost five months pregnant, and she wasn’t as nervous.

And in the last few months she’d had plenty of time to turn their bedroom into a nursery for the baby. She had sewn everything herself in white eyelet with yellow ribbons, sewing and knitting, and making little hats and booties and sweaters. She had even painted pretty little murals on the baby’s walls and clouds on the ceiling, although one of her neighbors had given her hell when he found out that she was doing the painting herself and standing on the ladder. But she had nothing else to do now that she wasn’t working. She had saved every penny she could, and she wouldn’t even go to a movie now, for fear of eating into those savings, and she was receiving part of Andy’s paycheck from the army. She was going to need everything she had for the baby, and she was going to stay home for the first few months if she could, and after that she’d have to find a sitter and go back to work. She was hoping that elderly Mrs. Weissman on the fourth floor would baby-sit for her. She was a warm, grandmotherly woman who had lived in the building for years, and had been excited to hear about Jean’s baby. She checked on her every day, and sometimes she would even come down late at night, unable to sleep herself in the heat, and tap on Jean’s door, if she saw a light beneath it.

But tonight, Jean never turned on the lights. She just sat in the dark, feeling breathless and stifled in the killing heat, listening to train after train come by until they stopped and then started again just before the dawn. Jean even watched the sun come up. She wondered if she would ever be able to breathe normally again, or lie down without feeling as though she was being smothered. There were days when it was really very tiring and the heat and the train didn’t help. It was almost eight o’clock in the morning when she heard the knock on her door, and assumed it was Mrs. Weissman. She put her pink bathrobe on, and with a tired sigh padded toward the front door in bare feet. Thank God she only had four weeks to go. She was beginning to think she couldn’t take it for much longer.

‘Hi …’. She pulled the door open with a weary smile, expecting to see her friend, and blushed to find herself looking into the face of a stranger, a stranger in a brown uniform with a cap and mustard colored braid, holding a yellow envelope toward her. She looked at him, uncomprehending, not wanting to understand because she knew only too well what that meant, and the man seemed to be leering at her. It was as though his face was distorted as she reeled from the shock and the heat, clutching the envelope and tearing it open without saying a word to him. And it was there, just as she had feared, and she looked at the messenger of death again, focusing on the words on his uniform as her mouth formed a scream, and she sank to his feet in a quiet heap on the floor, as he gaped at her in silent horror, and then suddenly called out for help. He was sixteen years old and he had never been that close to a pregnant woman before. Two doors opened across the hall, and a moment later, there was the sound of running feet on the stairs above, and Mrs. Weissman was putting damp cloths on Jean’s head, as the boy backed slowly away and then hurried down the stairs. All he wanted to do was get out of the stifling little building. Jean was moaning by then, and Mrs. Weissman and two other ladies were leading her to the couch where she slept now. It was the same couch where the baby had been conceived, where she had lain and made love with Andy … Andy … Andy … ‘We regret to inform you … your husband died in the service of his country … killed in action at Guadalcanal … in action … in action …’ Her head was reeling and she couldn’t see the faces.

‘Jean …? Jean …’. They kept calling her name, and there was something cold on her face, as they looked at her and at each other. Helen Weissman had read the telegram, and had quickly shown it to the others. ‘Jean …’. She came around slowly, barely able to breathe, and they helped her to sit and forced her to drink a little water. She looked blankly at Mrs. Weissman, and then suddenly she remembered, and the sobs strangled her more than the heat, and she couldn’t catch her breath anymore, all she could do was cry and cling to the old woman who held her … he was dead … just like the others … like Mommy and Daddy and Ruthie … gone … he was gone … she would never see him again … she whimpered almost like a small child, feeling a weight in her heart that she had never felt before, even for the others. ‘It’s all right, dear, it’s all right …’. But they all knew that it wasn’t, and never would be again, not for poor Andy.

The others went back to their apartments a little while later, but Helen Weissman stayed. She didn’t like the glazed look in the girl’s eyes, the way she sat and stared and then suddenly began to sob, or the terribly endless crying she heard that night when she finally left Jean for a little while, and then returned to open the unlocked door and check on her again as she had all day. She had even called Jean’s doctor before he left his office, and he had told Helen to tell Jean how sorry he was to hear the news, and warned Helen that Jean could go into labor from the shock, which was exactly what she was afraid of, and it was exactly what she suspected when she saw Jean press her fists into her back several times later that evening, and walk restlessly around the tiny apartment, as though it had grown too small for her in the past few hours. Her entire world had shattered around her, and there was nowhere left to go. There wasn’t even a body to send home … just the memory of a tall, handsome blond boy … and the baby in her belly.

‘Are you all right?’ Helen Weissman’s accent made Jean smile. She had been in the country for forty years, but she still spoke with a heavy German accent. She was a wise, warm woman, and she was fond of Jean. She had lost her own husband thirty years before, and she had never remarried. She had three children in New York, who visited her from time to time, mostly to drop their respective children off so she could baby-sit, and a son who had a good job in Chicago. ‘You have pains?’ Her eyes searched Jean’s, and Jean started to shake her head. Her whole body ached after the day of crying, and yet inside she felt numb. She didn’t know what she felt, just achy and hot and restless. She arched her back as though to stretch it.

‘I’m all right. Why don’t you get some sleep, Mrs. Weissman?’ Her voice was hoarse after the long day. She glanced at the kitchen clock and registered the fact that it had been fifteen hours since she had gotten the telegram telling her about Andy … fifteen hours, it felt like fifteen years … a thousand years … she walked around the room again as Helen Weissman watched her.

‘You want to go for a walk outside?’ The train whizzed past nearby and Jean shook her head. It was too hot to go for a walk, even at eleven o’clock at night. And suddenly Jean was even hotter than she’d been all day.

‘I think I’ll have something cold to drink.’ She fixed herself a glass of the lemonade she kept in a pitcher in the ice box, and it tasted good going down, but it came back up almost as quickly. She rushed to the bathroom, where she threw up and retched repeatedly and then emerged wanly a little while later.

‘You should lie down.’ Meekly, she agreed. She was more uncomfortable when she did. It was easier to sit up than lie down, so she tried the comfortable old green chair again, but after a few minutes she found that she couldn’t do that either. She had gnawing pains in her lower back and an unsettled feeling in her stomach, and Helen Weissman left her alone again at midnight, but only after insisting that Jean come and get her during the night if she had a problem. But Jean was sure she wouldn’t have to. She turned off the lights, and sat alone in the silent apartment, thinking of her husband … Andy … of the big green eyes and straight blond hair … track star … football hero … her first and only love … the boy she had fallen head over heels in love with the first time she saw him, and as she thought of him, she felt a shaft of pain slice through her from her belly to her back, and then again, and again, and yet again, so that she couldn’t catch her breath at all now. She stood up unsteadily, nausea overwhelming her, but determined to get to the bathroom, where she clung miserably to the toilet for almost an hour, the pains pounding her body, the retching tearing at her soul, until weakly at last, barely conscious, she began calling for Andy. It was there that Helen Weissman found her at one thirty in the morning. She had decided to check on her once more before going to bed. It was too hot for anyone to sleep that night, so she was awake unusually late. And she thanked God that she was, when she found her. She went back to her own apartment just long enough to call Jean’s doctor and the police, who promised to send an ambulance at once. She climbed into a cotton housedress, grabbed her purse, kept the same sandals on her feet, and hurried back to Jean, to drape a bathrobe around her shoulders, and ten minutes later, they heard the sirens. Helen did, but Jean seemed to hear nothing at all as she retched and cried, and Helen Weissman tried to soothe. She was writhing with pain and calling Andy’s name by the time they reached New York Hospital, and the baby didn’t take long to come after that. The nurses whisked Jean away on a gurney, and they didn’t have time to give her anything at all, before the wiry five pound four ounce little girl emerged with jet black hair, and tightly clenched fists, wailing loudly. Helen Weissman saw them both barely an hour later. Jean mercifully drugged at last, the baby dozing comfortably.

And she went back to the apartment house that night, thinking of the lonely years Jean Roberts had ahead, bringing up her baby girl alone, a widow at twenty-two. Helen brushed the tears from her cheek as the elevated train roared by at four thirty that morning. The older woman knew what kind of devotion it would take to bring the child up alone, a kind of religious zeal, a solitary passion to do all for this baby that would never know her father.

Jean gazed at her baby the next morning when they brought her to nurse for the first time; she looked down at the tiny face, the dark silky hair that the nurses said would fall out eventually, and she knew instinctively what she would have to do for her. It didn’t frighten Jean at all. This was what she had wanted. Andy’s baby. This was his last gift to her, and she would guard her with her life, do all she could, give her only the best. She would live and breathe and work and do, and give her very soul to this baby.

The tiny rosebud mouth worked as she nursed and Jean smiled at the unfamiliar feeling. She couldn’t believe that it was twenty-four hours since she had learned of Andy’s death, as a nurse came into the room to check on them both. They seemed to be doing fine, and the baby was a good size, considering that she’d been almost four weeks early.

‘Looks like she has a good appetite.’ The woman in the starched white uniform and cap glanced at mother and child. ‘Has her daddy seen her yet?’ They couldn’t know … no one did … except Jean, and Helen Weissman. Her eyes filled with tears and she shook her head as the nurse patted her arm, not understanding. No, her daddy hadn’t seen her yet, and he never would. ‘What are you going to name her?’

They had written back and forth to each other about that, and had finally agreed on a name for a girl, although they both thought they wanted a boy. Funny, how after the first moment of surprise and near disappointment a girl seemed so much better now, as though that had been their choice all along. Nature somehow managed things well. Had she been a boy, she would have been named after her father. But Jean had found a girl’s name that she loved, and she tried it out on the nurse now as her eyes glowed with pride as she held her baby. ‘Her name is Tana Andrea Roberts. Tana …’. She loved the sound of it, and it seemed to suit her to perfection.

The nurse smiled as she lifted the tiny bundle from Jean’s arms when she was finished nursing. She smoothed the covers expertly with one hand and looked at Jean. ‘Get some rest now, Mrs. Roberts. I’ll bring Tana back to you when she’s ready.’ The door closed, and Jean laid her head back against the pillow, with her eyes closed, trying not to think of Andy, but only of their baby … she didn’t want to think of how he had died, what they had done to him … if he had screamed her name … a tiny sob broke from her as she turned in her bed, and lay on her stomach for the first time in months, her faced buried in the pillows … and she lay there and sobbed for what seemed like hours, until at last she fell asleep … and dreamt of the blond boy she had loved … and the baby he had left her … Tana … Tana …
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The phone rang on Jean Roberts’ desk only once before she answered it. She had a brisk, efficient way about her, which came from long years of managing a mammoth job. It had fallen into her lap twelve years before. She had been twenty-eight, Tana six, and Jean thought she would scream if she had to work one more day in another law firm. There had been three jobs in six years, in law firms that were one more boring than the other. But the pay was good, and she had Tana to think of now. Tana always came first, Tana upon whom the sun rose and set, in Jean’s eyes.

‘For God’s sake, let the kid breathe …’, one of her co-workers had told her once, and Jean had been cool to her after that. She knew exactly what she was doing, taking her to the theater and the ballet, museums, libraries, art galleries and concerts when she could afford to, helping her inhale every drop of culture. Almost every dime she made went to the education and support and entertainment of Tana. And she had saved every penny of the pension from Andy. And it wasn’t that the child was spoiled, she wasn’t. But Jean wanted her to have the good things in life, the things she herself had seldom had, and which she thought were so important. It was hard to remember objectively now if they would have had that kind of life with Andy. More likely he would have rented a boat and taken them sailing on Long Island Sound, taught Tana to swim at an early age, gone clam digging, or running in the park, riding a bike … he would have worshipped the pretty little blonde child who looked so exactly like him. Tall, lanky, blonde, green eyed, with the same dazzling smile as her father. And the nurses in the hospital had been right when she was born, the silky black hair had fallen out and had been replaced by pale golden peach fuzz, which as she got older, grew into straight wheat-like shafts of golden hair. She was a lovely looking little girl, and Jean had always been proud of her. She had even managed to get her out of public schools when she was nine and send her to Miss Lawson’s. It meant a lot to Jean, and was a wonderful opportunity for Tana. Arthur Durning had helped her in, which he insisted was a small favor. He knew himself how important good schools were for children. He had two children of his own, although they went to the exclusive Cathedral and Williams Schools in Greenwich, and were respectively two and four years older than Tana.

The job came to Jean almost by accident when Arthur came to the law firm where she worked for a series of lengthy conferences with Martin Pope, the senior partner. She had worked for Pope, Madison and Watson for two years by then, and was bored to death, but the salary was more than she dared to hope for. She couldn’t afford to run around looking for a ‘fun job’, she always had Tana to think of. She thought of her night and day. Her whole life revolved around her daughter, as she explained to Arthur when he invited her to drinks after seeing her for almost two months during his meetings with Martin Pope.

Arthur and Marie were separated then, in fact, she had been in New England, at a ‘private institution’. He seemed loath to discuss it and she didn’t press him. She had her own problems and responsibilities. She didn’t go around crying on other people’s shoulders about the husband she had lost, the child she supported on her own, the responsibilities, the burdens, the fears. She knew what she wanted for Tana, the kind of life, the education, the friends. She was going to give her security, no matter what, the kind of life she herself had never had. And without Jean having to say too much, Arthur Durning had seemed to understand that. He was the head of one of the largest conglomerates in the country, in plastics, in glass, in food packaging, they even had enormous holdings in oil in the Middle East. He was an enormously wealthy man. But he had a quiet, unassuming way about him that she liked.

In fact, there had been a lot about Arthur Durning that appealed to her, enough so that when he asked her out to dinner shortly after that first drink, she went. And then she went again, and somehow, within a month they were having an affair. He was the most exciting man Jean Roberts had ever met. There was a quiet aura of power about the man that one could almost touch, he was so strong, and yet he was vulnerable too, and she knew that he had suffered with his wife. Eventually he told her about that. Marie had become an alcoholic almost immediately after their second child was born, and Jean knew the pain of that only too well, having watched her parents attempt to drink themselves to death, and in the end, they killed themselves in their car, drunk on an icy road on New Year’s Eve. Marie had also cracked up the car, driving a car pool full of little girls one night. Ann and her friends were ten years old, and one of the children had almost been killed. Marie Durning had agreed to put herself away after that, but Arthur didn’t have much hope. She was thirty-five and she’d been a hopeless drunk for ten years, and Arthur was desperately tired of it. Enough so to be swept off his feet by Jean. At twenty-eight, there was something unusually dignified about her that he liked, and at the same time, there was something kind and gentle in her eyes. She looked as though she cared a great deal, about everything and in particular her daughter. Her basic warmth came through, and it was precisely what he had needed just then. He hadn’t known what to do with her at first, or what to make of what he felt for her. He and Marie had been married for sixteen years, and he was forty-two years old. He didn’t know what to do about the children, about his house … his life … about Marie. Everything seemed to be hanging so precariously that year, and it was an unusual way of life for him, and one that he didn’t like. He didn’t take Jean home at first, for fear of upsetting the children, but eventually he saw Jean almost every night, and she began to take care of things for him. She hired two new maids, a gardener he didn’t have time to see, she orchestrated some of the small business dinners he liked to give, a party for the children at Christmas, helped him pick out a new car. She even took a few days off to take a couple of brief trips with him. Suddenly it seemed as though she were running his whole life and he couldn’t function without her, and she began to ask herself more and more what it meant, except that deep in her heart she knew. She was in love with him, and he was in love with her, and as soon as Marie was well enough to be told, they’d get divorced, and he would marry Jean …

Except that instead, after six months, he offered her a job. She wasn’t sure what to do about that. She didn’t really want to work for him. She was in love with him, and he was so wonderful to her, but the way he described it was like throwing open a window onto a vista she had longed for, for years. She could do exactly what she’d done for him in the past six months, just as a friend. Organize parties, hire help, make sure that the children had the right clothes, the right friends, the right nurses. He thought she had fabulous taste, and he had no idea that she made everything she and Tana wore herself. She had even upholstered the furniture in their tiny apartment. They still lived in the narrow brownstone, near where the Third Avenue E1 had been, and Helen Weissman still baby-sat for Tana, when Jean was at work. But with the job Arthur described, she could send Tana to a decent school, he’d even help her get in. She could move to a bigger place, there was even a building Arthur owned on the Upper East Side, it wasn’t Park Avenue, he said with his slow smile, but it was far nicer than where they were. When he told her the salary he had in mind, she almost died. And the job would be so easy for her.

If she hadn’t had Tana, she might have held out. It would have been easier not to be indebted to him, and yet it was such a wonderful chance to be side by side all the time … and when Marie was well … He already had an executive secretary at Durning International, but there was a small secluded office just beyond the conference room which adjoined the handsome wood-panelled office he used. She would see him every day, be right nearby, she would be virtually essential to him, as she was rapidly becoming now. ‘It would just be more of the same’, he explained, begging her to take the job, offering her even more benefits, an even higher salary. He was already dependent on her now, he needed her, and indirectly his children did too, although they hadn’t met her yet. But she was the first person he had relied on in years. For almost two decades everyone else had relied on him, and suddenly here was someone he could turn to, who never seemed to let him down. He had given the matter a great deal of thought and he wanted her near him always, he said, in bed that night as he begged her again to take the job.

In the end, although she seemed to fight so hard, it was an easy choice to make, and her whole life seemed like a dream now as she went to work every day, sometimes after he had spent the night with her. His children were used to his spending a few nights in town. And the house in Greenwich was efficiently staffed now, Arthur was no longer as worried about them, although Ann and Billy had had a hard time at first when Marie left, but they seemed less anxious about it now. And once they met Jean, it was as though they had always been old friends. She took them to movies with Tana constantly, bought them toys, shopped for their clothes, drove their car pools, went to their schools, and their school plays when Arthur was out of town, and she took even better care of him. He was like a well-fed cat, polishing his paws by the fire as he smiled at her one night in the apartment he’d gotten her. It wasn’t sumptuous but for Tana and Jean, it was more than enough, two bedrooms, a living room, dining room, handsome kitchen. The building was modern and well built and clean, and they had a view of the East River from the living-room windows. It was a far cry from the elevated train in Jean’s old apartment.

‘Do you know,’ she looked at him with a smile, ‘I’ve never been happier in my life.’

‘Neither have I.’

But that was only days before Marie Durning tried to take her own life. Someone told her that Arthur was having an affair, although they didn’t say with whom, and things were touch and go with her after that. Six months later, the doctors began talking of letting her go home, and by then Jean had worked for Arthur Durning for over a year. Tana was happy in her new school, new home, new life, as was Jean. And suddenly it was as though everything stopped. Arthur went to see Marie and came home looking grim.

‘What did she say?’ Jean looked at him with wide, terrified eyes. She was thirty years old now. She wanted security, stability, not a clandestine affair for the rest of her life. But she had never objected to their life because she knew how desperately ill Marie Durning was, and how it worried him. But only the week before he had been talking about marriage to Jean. He looked at her now with a bleak expression she had never seen before, as though he had no hope left, no dreams.

‘She said that if she can’t come home to us, she’ll try to commit suicide again.’

‘But she can’t do that to you. She can’t keep threatening you for the rest of your life.’ Jean wanted to scream, and the bitch of it was that Marie could threaten, and did. She came home three months after that, with only a tenuous grip on her own sanity. She was back at the hospital by Christmas that year, home by spring, and this time she held out until fall, and began drinking heavily over bridge lunches with her friends. All in all it went on for more than seven years.

When she came out of the hospital the first time, Arthur was so upset that he actually asked Jean to help her out. ‘She’s so helpless, you don’t understand … she’s nothing like you, sweetheart. She can’t cope … she can barely think.’ And for love of Arthur, Jean found herself in the unenviable position of being the mistress caring for the wife. She spent two or three days a week, during the day, in Greenwich with her, trying to help her run the house. Marie was desperately afraid of the help; they all knew that she drank. And so did her kids. At first they seemed to view her with despair, and eventually with scorn. It was Ann who hated her most, Billy who cried when she got drunk. It was a nightmarish scene, and just like Arthur, within a few months, Jean was trapped. She couldn’t let her down, let her go … it would have been like deserting her parents. It was as though this time she could make things happen right. Even though, in the end, Marie came to an almost identical end as Jean’s parents. She was going to meet Arthur in town for a night at the ballet, and Jean swore that she was sober when she left, at least she thought she was, but she must have had a bottle with her. She spun out on an icy patch on the Merritt Parkway halfway to New York, and died instantly.

They were both still grateful that Marie never knew of their affair, and the agony of it all was that Jean had been fond of her. She had cried at the funeral more than the children had, and it had taken her weeks to be willing to spend a night with Arthur again. Their affair had gone on for eight years, and now he was afraid of what his children would say. ‘In any case, I’ve got to wait a year.’ She didn’t disagree with that, and anyway he spent a great deal of time with her. He was thoughtful and attentive. She had never had any complaints. But it was important to her that Tana not suspect their long standing affair … but finally a year after Marie died, she turned and accused Jean.

‘I’m not stupid, you know, Mom. I know what’s going on.’ She was as long and lanky and beautiful as Andy had been, and she had the same mischievous light in her eyes, as though she were always about to laugh, but not this time. She had hurt for too long, and her eyes almost steamed as she glared at Jean. ‘He treats you like dirt and he has for years. Why doesn’t he marry you instead of sneaking in and out of here in the middle of the night?’ Jean had slapped her for that, but Tana didn’t care. There had been too many Thanksgivings they spent alone, too many Christmases with expensive boxes from fabulous stores, but no one but the two of them there, while he went to the country club with his friends. Even the year that Ann and Billy were gone with their grandparents. ‘He’s never here when it counts! Don’t you see that, Mom?’ Huge tears had rolled down her cheeks as she sobbed and Jean had had to turn away. Her voice was hoarse as she tried to answer for him.

‘That’s not true.’

‘Yes, it is. He always leaves you alone. And he treats you like the maid. You run his house, drive his kids around, and he gives you diamond watches and gold bracelets and briefcases and purses and perfume, and so what? Where is he? That’s what counts, isn’t it?’ What could she say? Deny the truth to her own child? It broke her heart to realize how much Tana had seen.

‘He’s doing what he has to do.’

‘No, he’s not. He’s doing what he wants to do.’ She was very perceptive for a girl of fifteen. ‘He wants to be in Greenwich with all his friends, go to Bar Harbor in the summer, and Palm Beach in the winter, and when he goes to Dallas on business, he takes you. But does he ever take you to Palm Beach? Does he ever invite us? Does he ever let Ann and Billy see how much you mean to him? No. He just sneaks out of here so I won’t know what’s going on, well I do … dammit … I do …’ Her whole body shook with rage. She had seen the pain in Jean’s eyes too often over the years, and she was frighteningly close to the truth, as Jean knew. The truth was that their arrangement was comfortable for him, and he wasn’t strong enough to swim upstream against his children. He was terrified of what his own children would think of the affair with Jean. He was a dynamo in business, but he couldn’t fight the same wars at home. He had never had the courage to call Marie’s bluff and simply walk out, he had catered to her alcoholic whims right till the end. And now he was doing the same with his kids. But Jean had her own worries too. She didn’t like what Tana had said to her, and she tried to talk to Arthur about it that night, but he brushed her off with a tired smile. He had had a hard day, and Ann was giving him some trouble.

‘They all have their own ideas at that age. Hell, look at mine.’ Billy was seventeen, and had been picked up on drunk driving charges twice that year, and Ann had just gotten kicked out of her sophomore year at Wellesley, at nineteen. She wanted to go to Europe with her friends, while Arthur wanted her to spend some time at home. Jean had even tried to take her to lunch to reason with her, but she had brushed Jean off, and told her that she’d get what she wanted out of Daddy by the end of the year.

And true to her word, she did. She spent the following summer in the South of France, and picked up a thirty-seven-year-old French playboy, whom she married in Rome. She got pregnant, lost the child, and returned to New York with dark circles under her eyes and an enormous diamond ring. Not bad for a twenty-year-old girl. It had made the international press, of course, and Arthur had been sick about it when he met the ‘young man’. It had cost him a fortune to buy him off, but he had, and he left Ann in Palm Beach to ‘recuperate’ as he said to her, but she seemed to get into plenty of trouble there, carousing all night with boys her own age, or their fathers if she had the chance. She was a racy one, in ways of which Jean did not approve, but she was twenty-one now, and there was little Arthur could do. She had gotten an enormous trust from her mother’s estate, and she had the funds she needed now to run wild. She was back in Europe, raising hell, before she was twenty-two. And the only thing that cheered Arthur a little bit was that Billy had managed to stay in Princeton that year in spite of several near fatal scrapes he’d been in.

‘I must say, they don’t give one much peace of mind, do they, love?’ They had quiet evenings together in Greenwich now, but most nights she insisted on driving home, no matter how late she got in. His children were no longer there, but she still had Tana at home, and Jean wouldn’t dream of staying out for the night unless Tana was at a friend’s, or skiing for a weekend somewhere. There were certain standards she expected to maintain and it touched him about her. ‘You know, in the end they do what they want anyway, Jean. No matter how good an example you set.’ It was true in a way, but he didn’t fight her very hard. He was used to spending his nights alone now, and it made it more of a treat when they awoke side by side. There was very little passion left in what they shared. But it was comfortable for them both, particularly for him. She didn’t ask him for more than he was willing to give, and he knew how grateful she was for all that he had done for her over the years. He had given her a security she might never have had without him, a wonderful job, a good school for her child, and little extras whenever he could, trips, jewels, furs. They were minor extravagances to him, and though Jean Roberts was still a wizard with a needle and thread, she no longer had to upholster her own furniture or make their own clothes, thanks to him. There was a cleaning woman who came twice a week, a comfortable roof over their heads, and Arthur knew that she loved him. He loved her too, but he was set in his ways, and neither of them had mentioned marriage in years. There was no reason to now. Their children were almost grown, he was fifty-four years old, his empire was doing well, and Jean was still attractive and fairly young, although there had been a matronly look to her now for the past several years. He liked her that way, though, and it seemed hard to believe that it had been twelve years. She had just turned forty that spring. And he had taken her to Paris for the week. It was almost like a dream. She brought back dozens of tiny treasures for Tana, and enchanted her with endless tales, including that of her birthday dinner at Maxim’s. It was always sad coming home after trips like that, waking up in bed alone again, reaching out to him in the night and finding no one there, but she had lived that way for so long that it no longer bothered her, or at least she pretended that to herself, and after her outbreak three years before, Tana had never accused her again. She had been ashamed of herself afterwards. Her mother had always been so good to her. ‘I just want the best for you … that’s all … I want you to be happy … not to be alone all the time …’

‘I’m not, sweetheart,’ tears had filled Jean’s eyes, ‘I have you.’

‘That’s not the same.’ She had clung to her mother then, and the forbidden subject had not come up again. But there was no warmth lost between Arthur and Tana when they met, which always upset Jean. Actually, it would have been harder on her if he’d insisted on marrying her after all, because of the way Tana felt about him. She felt that he had used her mother for the past dozen years, and given nothing in exchange.

‘How can you say that? We owe him so much!’ She remembered the apartment beneath the elevated train, which Tana did not, the meager checks, the nights she couldn’t even afford to feed the child meat, or when she bought lamb chops or a little steak for her and ate macaroni herself for three or four days.

‘What do we owe him? A deal on this apartment? So what? You work, you could get us an apartment like this, Mom. You could do a whole lot of things for us without him.’ But Jean was never as sure. She would have been frightened to leave him now, frightened not to work for Durning International, not to be at his right hand, not to have the apartment, the job, the security that she always knew was there … the car he replaced every two years so that she could go back and forth to Greenwich with ease. Originally, it had been a station wagon so that she could carpool his kids. The last two had been smaller though, pretty little Mercedes sedans he bought and replaced for her. And it wasn’t as though she cared about the expensive gifts, there was more to it than that, much, much more. There was something about knowing that Arthur was there for her, if she needed him. It would have terrified her not to have that, and they had been together for so long now. No matter what Tana thought, she couldn’t have given that up.

‘And what happens when he dies?’ Tana had been blunt with her once. ‘You’re all alone with no job, nothing. If he loves you, why doesn’t he marry you, Mom?’

‘I suppose we’re comfortable like this.’

Tana’s eyes were big and green and hard, as Andy’s had been when he disagreed with her. ‘That’s not good enough. He owes you more than that, Mom. It’s so damn easy for him.’

‘It’s easy for me too, Tan.’ She hadn’t been able to argue with her that night. ‘I don’t have to get used to anyone’s quirks. I live the way I please. I make my own rules. And when I want, he takes me to Paris or London or LA. It’s not such a bad life.’ They both knew it wasn’t entirely true, but there was no changing it now. They were set in their ways, both of them. And as she tidied the papers on her desk, she suddenly sensed him in the room. Somehow, she always knew when he was there, as though years ago, someone had planted a radar in her heart, designed to locate him. He had walked silently into her office, not far from his own, and was looking at her, as she glanced up and saw him standing there.

‘Hello,’ she smiled the smile that only they had been sharing for more than twelve years, and it felt like sunshine in his heart as he looked at her. ‘How was your day?’

‘Better now.’ He hadn’t seen her since noon, which was unusual for them. They seemed to touch base half a dozen times during the afternoons, met for coffee each morning, and often he took her to lunch with him. There had been gossip on and off over the years, particularly right after Marie Durning died, but eventually it had died down, and people just assumed they were friends, or if they were lovers, it was both discreet and dead-end, so no one bothered to talk about them anymore. He sat in his favorite comfortable chair across from her desk and lit his pipe. It was a smell she had come to love as part of him for more than a decade, and it pervaded all the rooms in which he lived, including her own bedroom with the East River view. ‘How about spending the day in Greenwich with me tomorrow, Jean? Why don’t we both play hookey for a change?’ It was rare for him to do that, but he’d been pushing very hard on a merger for the past seven weeks, and she thought the day off would do him good, and wished he would do things like that more frequently. But now she smiled at him regretfully.

‘I wish I could. Tomorrow’s our big day.’ He often forgot things like that. But she didn’t really expect him to remember Tana’s graduation day. He looked blankly at her and she smiled as she said the single word. ‘Tana.’

‘Oh, of course,’ he waved the pipe and frowned as he laughed at her, ‘how stupid of me. It’s a good thing you haven’t depended on me the way I have on you, or you’d be in trouble most of the time.’

‘I doubt that.’ She smiled lovingly at him, and something very comfortable passed between them again. It was almost as though they no longer needed words. And in spite of the things Tana had said over the years, Jean Roberts needed nothing more than she had. As she sat there with the man she had loved for so long, she felt totally fulfilled.

‘Is she all excited about graduation day?’ He smiled at Jean. She was a very attractive woman in her own way. Her hair was peppered with gray, and she had big, beautiful dark eyes, and there was something delicate and graceful about her. Tana was longer, taller, almost coltlike, with a beauty that would surely stop men in the street in the next few years. She was going to Green Hill College in the heart of the South, and had gotten in under her own steam. Arthur had thought it a damn odd choice for a girl from the North, since it was filled mostly with Southern belles, but they had one of the finest language programs in the States, excellent laboratories, and a strong fine arts program. Arthur had long since told Jean what he thought about that, ‘Ridiculous stuff for a girl to take’, but Tana had made up her own mind, the full scholarship had come through, based on her grades, and she was all set to go. She had a job in New England at a summer camp, and she would be going to Green Hill in the fall. And tomorrow was going to be her big day – graduation.

‘If the volume of her record player is any indication of how she feels,’ Jean smiled, ‘then she’s been hysterical for the last month.’

‘Oh God, don’t remind me of that … please … Billy and four of his friends are coming home next week. I forgot to tell you about that. They want to stay in the pool house, and they’ll probably burn the damn thing down. He called last night. Thank God they’ll only be here for two weeks before moving on.’ Billy Durning was twenty now, and wilder than ever, from the correspondence Jean saw from school. But she knew that he was probably still reacting to his mother’s death. It had been hard on all of them. Billy most of all, he had been only sixteen when she died, a difficult age at best, and things were a little smoother now. ‘He’s giving a party next week, by the way. Saturday night, apparently. I was “informed”, and he asked me to tell you.’

She smiled. ‘I shall make due note. Any special requests?’

Arthur grinned. She knew them all well. ‘A band, and he said to be ready for two or three hundred guests. And by the way, tell Tana about that. She might enjoy it. He can have one of his friends pick her up here in town.’

‘I’ll tell her. I’m sure she’ll be pleased.’ But only Jean knew how big a lie that was. Tana had hated Billy Durning all her life, but Jean had forced her to be courteous whenever they met, and she would make the point to her again now. She owed it to Billy to be polite, and to go to his party if he invited her, after all his father had done for them. Jean never let her forget that.

‘… I will not.’ Tana looked stubbornly at Jean, as the stereo blared deafeningly from her room. Paul Anka was crooning ‘Put Your Head On My Shoulder’ and she had already played it at least seven times.

‘If he’s nice enough to invite you, you could at least go for a while.’ It was an argument they had had before, but Jean was determined to win this time. She didn’t want Tana to be rude.

‘How can I go for a while? It takes at least an hour to drive out there, and another hour back … so what do I do, stay for ten minutes?’ She tossed the long shaft of golden wheat-colored hair over her shoulder with a look of despair. She knew how insistent her mother always was about anything that emanated from the Durnings. ‘Come on, Mom, we’re not little kids anymore. Why do I have to go if I don’t want to? Why is it rude just to say no? Couldn’t I have other plans? I’m leaving in two weeks anyway, and I want to see my friends. We’ll never see each other again anyway …’. She looked forlorn and her mother smiled at her.

‘We’ll talk about it another time, Tana.’ But Tana knew just how those discussions went. She almost groaned. She knew how stubborn her mother was going to be about Billy Durning’s party, and he was a creep, as far as she was concerned. There were no two ways about it, and Ann was even worse in Tana’s eyes. She was snobby, stuck up, and she looked easy, no matter how polite she pretended to be to Jean. Tana knew she was probably a whore, she had seen her drink too much at some of Billy’s other parties, and she treated Jean in a condescending manner that made Tana want to slap her face. But Tana also knew that any hint of her feelings to her mother would lead them into a major battle again. It had happened too often before, and she wasn’t in the mood tonight.

‘I just want you to understand how I feel now, Mother. I’m not going.’

‘It’s still a week away. Why do you have to decide tonight?’

‘I’m just telling you …’. The green eyes looked stormy and ominous and Jean knew better than to cross her when she looked like that.

‘What did you defrost for dinner tonight?’

Tana knew the tactic of avoidance, her mother was good at that, but she decided to play the game for now, and followed her mother into the kitchen. ‘I took out a steak for you. I’m having dinner with some of my friends.’ She looked sheepish then. As much as she wanted her own life, she hated leaving Jean alone. She knew just how much her mother had given her, how much she had sacrificed. It was that which Tana understood all too well. She owed everything to her mother, not to Arthur Durning, or his selfish, spoiled, over-indulged children. ‘Do you mind, Mom? I don’t have to go out.’ Her voice was gentle, and she looked older than her eighteen years as Jean turned to look at her. There was something very special between the two of them. They had been alone together for a very long time, and had shared bad times and good; her mother had never let her down, and Tana was a gentle, thoughtful child.

Jean smiled at her. ‘I want you to go out with your friends, sweetheart. Tomorrow is a very special day for you.’ They were going to dinner at ‘21’ the following night. Jean never went there except with Arthur, but Tana’s graduation day was occasion enough to warrant the extravagance, and Jean didn’t need to be as careful now. She made an enormous salary from Durning International, at least compared to what she had made as a legal secretary twelve years before, but she was cautious by nature, and always a little worried. She had worried a lot over the past eighteen years since Andy had died, and sometimes she told Tana that was why things had turned out so well. She had worried all her life, in sharp contrast to Andy Roberts’ easy ways, and Tana seemed to be a great deal like him. There was more joy in her than in her mother, more mischief, more laughter, more ease with life, but then again life had been easier for her with Jean to love and protect her, and Tana smiled now as Jean took out a pan to cook the steak.

‘I’m looking forward to tomorrow night.’ She had been touched to learn that Jean was taking her to ‘21’.

‘So am I. Where are you all going tonight?’

‘To the Village, for a pizza.’

‘Be careful.’ Jean frowned. She always worried about her, anywhere she went.

‘I always am.’

‘Will there be boys along to protect you?’ She smiled. Sometimes it was hard to know if they were protection or a threat, and sometimes they were both. Reading her mind, Tana laughed and nodded.

‘Yes. Now will you worry more?’

‘Yes. Of course.’

‘You’re silly, but I love you anyway.’ She threw her arms around her neck, gave her a kiss, and disappeared into her room to turn the music up even louder, as Jean winced, and then found that she was singing along. She had certainly heard it all often enough, but by the time Tana finally turned it off and reappeared, wearing a white dress with big black polka dots and a wide black patent leather belt, with black and white spectator shoes, Jean was suddenly struck by how pleasant the silence sounded. And at the same moment she realized how quiet the apartment would be once Tana was gone, too much so. It would be tomblike when Tana was away.
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