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For Ronald Barnard
in friendship and love



chapter 1


Anne stepped from the limousine and stood beside it, gazing at the massive, carved doors of the chapel, willing herself to go inside. The driver drummed his fingers on the steering wheel, and she knew he was wondering what she was waiting for after an hour of sitting impatiently in the backseat while he fought the expressway traffic to get from the airport to Lake Forest by ten o’clock. She was late, but still she stood there, staring at the cold, Gothic stones of the chapel, grayer and colder beneath dark clouds that hung over the town. Chauffeurs in other limousines parked along the length of the block looked up from their newspapers to watch her. All right, I’m going, she snapped at them silently, and walked to the front steps. They seemed to stretch ahead of her, rising to the heavy double doors with large brass rings for handles. I have to do this, she thought; I want to do this. For Ethan.

She pulled on one of the brass rings and the door opened noiselessly. She walked into the anteroom and an usher opened an inner door and stood aside for her. The chapel was full; all the seats were taken and people stood along the side aisles and at the back. A large man with a briefcase made room for Anne and she slipped in beside him. Someone was speaking, but she barely heard him. She stood still and looked at the backs of the Chathams, all the generations of Chathams, rows and rows of Chathams and their friends and business associates and even a few of their enemies, and beyond all of them, at the front of the chapel, the coffin of Ethan Chatham, dead at the age of ninety-one.

The room rustled and swayed like a wheat field under a prairie wind as people bent left and right to whisper to their neighbors and listen to speakers reminisce about Ethan. They all knew each other; many of them had grown up together, and gone to private schools together, and now they were bankers, executives of multinational companies, owners of industries, commodities brokers, and presidents of insurance companies. They were the warp and woof of Chicago society, and Ethan Chatham had been one of them, and they had tolerated his eccentricities, even his running off to the mountains of Colorado, because, after all, he had made so very much money.

Quietly, Anne moved to the side aisle and made her way unobtrusively toward the front, to look at all the faces. Most of them were strange to her. But in the two front rows was the Chatham family, and as she looked at each profile, each one was so familiar she named them all in an instant. It was astonishing to her. But why would they change? she thought. I was the one who ran away. They stayed where they were; comfortable, smug, the same. For so many years.

“He was a great builder,” said Harrison Ervin, president of Chicago’s largest bank, “a creator of houses—of whole towns, in fact—that won him awards and brought prestige to all of us. And then he went west, as restless men always have done in America’s history, and discovered Tamarack, in the mountains of Colorado, and made it a world-famous resort. He was a man who knew what he wanted and knew how to achieve it. That was his greatness.”

Charles Chatham stopped listening. It wasn’t greatness, he thought, for his father to turn his back on his family and spend the last twenty-some years of his life concentrating on a private paradise he’d built from the ruins of a little mountain ghost town. Turned his back on Chatham Development, too, the company he’d built; behaved as if it could rot in hell, and Charles—trying to run the company, trying to run the family—could rot, too, for all his father gave a damn. That wasn’t greatness; that was obsession.

“I visited him in Tamarack,” Ervin went on. “He was building there, too, always building, molding the town into the shape of his dream. Sometimes he was impatient with how slowly things went, or frustrated because he knew he wouldn’t live to finish it. But he never got discouraged or angry; he wasn’t the type to let anger corrode his energy.”

Marian Jax shifted in her seat. Ethan had been angry at her when she insisted on marrying Fred. More than angry; her gentle father had been furious. Because he wasn’t at all gentle when he thought his children were being stupid; he roared at truly volcanic levels. He’d roared at Marian for not listening to him, for going ahead with her wedding to Fred Jax, who, he kept telling her, was sly and conniving and far more interested in Marian’s money than in Marian. She folded her hands neatly in her lap with a brief glance at Fred, sitting smooth-faced beside her. And of course her father had been absolutely right.

“He was a good friend,” said Ervin. “He’ll be missed for so many things. His wisdom, his—”

I miss him already, thought Nina Chatham Grant. I needed him, probably more than most daughters need their fathers. He listened to me and never scolded when I got another divorce. He believed in love and faithfulness—he never remarried after Mother died; I don’t think he even went out with anyone—but he was always sweet to me; he knew I wanted to be good, he knew I kept trying to be good. She shook her head sadly. I’m almost fifty-nine years old, and there’s still so much I don’t know about life. She looked sideways at her brother William, who met her eyes and put a comforting hand on her arm. Nina smiled at him through her tears. He wasn’t as good as her father, but he was better than nothing. Everybody needs a family, she thought, just to listen and to be kind.

“—and most of all,” Ervin said, “his affection for friends and family alike—”

Charles’ granddaughter Robin, eight years old, saw Charles’ face tighten even more. “Don’t be sad, Grandpa,” she whispered. “It’ll be all right.” She scanned the crowd, looking for something with which to distract him. “Who’s that pretty lady?” she asked suddenly. “Is she a relative?”

Charles followed her gaze, turning his head to look at the mourners standing along the side wall. He knew none of them, and he wondered again at all these strangers: how little he had known of his father’s life.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” Robin whispered. “She looks nice, too.”

His gaze flickered over them again, and then he saw Anne, partly hidden behind someone else. He frowned, briefly puzzled. He peered at her, and then, suddenly, he was halfway out of his seat, poised as if to lunge toward the side of the chapel. He heard a rustling in the crowd behind him; from the corner of his eye he saw Harrison Ervin pause in his eulogy and look at him in surprise.

Confusion spread across Charles’ face. He hesitated, knees bent, and then, slowly, sat down, staring straight ahead.

“So what is she?” Robin whispered impatiently. “A relative?”

Charles closed his eyes briefly, as if in pain. “Yes,” he said.

“And he was a teacher,” Ervin went on. “He taught us new ways of thinking about building; he shared with us his visions for our city; he taught us about ways to live.”

He didn’t teach me anything, Walter Holland thought. Only that it’s a stupid, half-assed thing to marry into a family and a company at the same time. Shifting, he knocked against Rose’s arm. The seats were too close in here; why did everybody have to be crammed against everybody else? It was like marrying into the Chathams: always hemmed in, pressured, squeezed, stomped on. Asking Rose to marry him had been like asking a whale to swallow him up. Like asking to disappear.

Rose Holland moved her arm from her husband’s touch. There were too many Chathams here; she’d known it would annoy him. But what could she do? This was a funeral, not a cocktail party with a few handpicked guests. Walter knew that; he ought to behave himself. But he’d never managed to control his temper when he felt they were surrounding him as if he were the last survivor facing an army of occupation. It must be awful for him to go to work each day, she thought.

Down the row of seats she saw Uncle Charles shift restlessly, crossing and recrossing his legs, and she wondered if he was feeling sick or just had to go to the bathroom. He wasn’t too uncomfortable to be interested in someone, she saw; he kept turning his head to look at the side aisle. She tried to follow his gaze, but she saw no one she recognized. A group of men casually dressed, probably from Tamarack, a few corporate types, a few women who looked like secretaries, a strikingly beautiful woman in a severe dark suit, standing partly behind one of the men. No one she knew. Rose shrugged and faced the front again, putting a cautionary hand on Gretchen, who was beginning to squirm. And why wouldn’t she squirm? Funerals were no place for a three-year-old. But Charles had insisted they all come. As if to convince himself they were one big happy family.

Gail Calder, sitting on the other side of her daughter, Robin, saw her father and her cousin Rose turn to look up the side aisle. She looked, too. She studied the people standing along the wall; they stood two and three deep, and she tried to make out the faces in the dim light. She stared for a long moment. And then she whispered, “Anne?”

“I don’t mean to sound too solemn about Ethan,” said Ervin, gathering up his notes. “We had some rousing times together. But what I’ll miss most is his affection, the way he cared about people—”

Others saw the family looking to the side aisle, and the swaying and rustling grew, with a rising hiss of whispers.

“Who’re they looking at?”

“Got me.”

“Who’s that?”

“—and gave them his attention and his energy . . .” Ervin looked toward the side of the chapel, then, seeing nothing untoward, he looked sternly at his audience and raised his voice. “And his help. He was always my friend. To many of us, he was the best friend we ever had. He leaves an emptiness in our lives that no one can fill. That’s what we’re here to acknowledge as we say, for the last time, farewell.”

There was a brief silence. Ervin picked up his notes and returned to his seat. The minister came to the podium to close the service. And the whispers grew louder.

“I don’t know who she is. She look familiar to you?”

“You know, she does. Something about her . . . I’ve seen her; I’d bet on it.”

“She looks a little like Gail. Wouldn’t you say? But . . . sleeker. You know, like somebody took Gail and polished her up.”

“Um, could be. She looks a lot harder, though.”

“Right, but I bet she’s a Chatham. Some branch of the family, anyway.”

“Leo,” said Gail to her husband, her hand clutching his arm. “I think Anne is here.”

“Where?” Leo asked, turning. “Would she show up, do you think, after all these years?”

Neighbors from Lake Forest craned to look. “I’ll be damned. You know who that could be? The older sister . . . what was her name? Anne.”

“Whose older sister?”

“Gail’s. But I don’t know, she doesn’t really look like Gail; there’s just something . . .”

“What happened to her?”

“She ran off, oh, fifteen, twenty years ago. Maybe more.”

“Ran off?”

“Well, they said she went to boarding school, but she never came back, so . . . Anyway, that’s what people were saying. She ran off.”

“So she’d be Charles’ daughter. Ethan’s granddaughter.”

“If it’s really her.”

“Why would she run off?”

“Who knows? You know what kids were like in the sixties . . . sex, drugs, bombs, revolution. Whatever.”

“Friends,” said the minister, “the family has asked me to make a few announcements. Interment will be at Memorial Park Cemetery. The family will be at home . . .”

At the end of the front row, Dora Chatham put her hand on her father’s arm. “Everybody’s looking at that woman.”

Vince, who had been reading, looked up. “What woman?”

Dora inclined her head and Vince turned. His eyes met Anne’s. “For Christ’s sake,” he said softly. Anne was the one who looked away.

Gail stood and moved past Leo and their son, Ned, to the side aisle. She walked up it, her stride getting longer and more determined with each step. By the time she reached Anne, her hands were outstretched. “You are Anne, aren’t you? I feel that you’re Anne. Wouldn’t a sister know—?”

Their hands met, and held. “Hello, Gail,” Anne said softly.

Senator Vince Chatham watched them embrace. After a moment, he hung an arm over the back of his seat and beckoned to his nephew Keith Jax, seated just behind him. “That woman,” he said when Keith leaned forward.

“The one everybody’s looking at? You know her?”

“Get rid of her,” Vince said. “Find out what she wants, give it to her if it isn’t a problem, and then get rid of her. And see that she doesn’t come back.”



chapter 2


Anne was thirteen when Vince began coming to her bedroom and opening the door without knocking. He was thirty, the handsomest man she knew, bright with charm, successful in business, her father’s favorite brother. Her father’s favorite.

She had always been in awe of him because of the way her father treated him: as if he were some kind of prince; as if he were the center of the family. She knew he wasn’t; her grandfather Ethan ran the family and made all the rules, and Vince had to obey them just like everybody else. But still, when her father and Vince were together, her father seemed to shrink, and Vince, even though he was eleven years younger, and shorter than her father, seemed to grow taller and more handsome. Next to her father, who was always quiet, Vince was full of excitement with his travels and his business deals, and it was hard to remember that he was just one of the Chathams who lived in Lake Forest, north of Chicago, and worked in the family company, and besides, was the youngest of Ethan’s five children.

They all lived within a few miles of each other, and whenever they were in town and didn’t have an important engagement, they had to meet at Ethan’s house for dinner, every Sunday and on birthdays and holidays. It was Ethan’s rule, and everyone, even Vince, who hated rules, obeyed it. They would sit around the long table in the beautiful room Anne’s mother had redecorated for Ethan shortly before she died, and one by one, they would tell about their week. Ethan always spoke first, and Anne loved listening to him as he reported with grave courtesy about Chatham Development Corporation—new houses, new shops, entire towns rising from the cornfields surrounding Chicago—and how that day they had planned the school site or laid out the shopping center or named the streets. Every Chatham town had streets named Vince, Charles, Anne, Marian, William, Gail, and on through the whole family. Ethan was too modest to name streets for himself, but his son Charles always did it for him, and then all the Chathams were there, enshrined on metal signs that swayed in the Midwest winds and pointed the way to the houses the Chathams had built.

When Ethan finished speaking, Charles spoke, and then Vince. Anne’s attention would begin to waver because she thought business was dull. She preferred watching the faces around the table, imagining what they were thinking behind their smiles and chuckles and little frowns. They all seemed to be happy that they were eating together, but Anne knew you could never be sure; you had to dig a lot deeper than a smile or a frown to know what people were really like.

All the men worked together—Charles and Vince were vice presidents, William was finance director, and Marian’s husband, Fred Jax, was sales manager—but each week they had different stories to tell, and Anne always wondered if they divided up the interesting news when they got together for drinks before dinner, so everyone would be impressed with how much they did each week. The women did the same: they had their own stories to tell. Vince’s wife, Rita, told them what new words Dora, who was three, had said that week, and which swimming and calisthenics classes they had gone to. Nina talked about whatever small company she was investing in, and sometimes about getting married, or divorced. It seemed to Anne that Nina got confused about beginnings and endings; she always hoped for something good, or something better, whether she was starting a marriage or saying good-bye to one. Anne’s sister, Gail, who was seven, talked about school or summer camp. Rose and Keith, who were two, just ate and made a mess with their food. Anne would have been silent if she could, but she was thirteen and had no excuse. She talked about her friends.

“Amy and I played word games by the pond.”

“Amy?” asked Ethan. “Is that a new friend?”

“Sort of. She lives a couple of blocks from here.”

“What’s her last name?” Marian asked. “Do we know her family?”

“I think we should let Anne keep her friends to herself,” Ethan said as Anne flushed. “Is that all?” he asked her. “You don’t have anything else to tell us about your week?”

She shook her head, loving her grandfather but angry at him at the same time because he never spent as much time with her as she wanted. She loved him so much she wanted him all the time; he was the gentlest of all of them, and he seemed interested in her, and Anne hated it that so many people came between them. Of course he had his very important business and his very important friends; he had his own life. He was far too busy to spend time with Anne—and anyway, he probably wasn’t that interested. Why would a sixty-five-year-old man want to hang around with a thirteen-year-old girl, even if she was his granddaughter?

It sounded sensible when she thought about it that way, but still, it made her angry. She seemed to be angry most of the time, at a lot of people. She didn’t want to be; she just was. She hated people and she hated a lot of things that happened around her. She’d felt that way ever since her mother died. That was when she was seven, and Marian had come one night to take her and Gail to Ethan’s house, where she was living. And then a little later she married Fred Jax and took Anne and Gail to a different house, and almost right away had Keith and then Rose. Starting with the time Marian took her from her own house, Anne never felt she belonged anywhere.

And that was when she started hating. It was something she couldn’t stop, even though it made her feel different from everybody else, and always alone. It wasn’t that her family didn’t pay attention to her; they did. But it seemed to her it was mostly to criticize, and mostly about dirt: she didn’t wash her hair or comb it, she didn’t wash her face, she didn’t clean under her nails, she tracked dirt into the house. All over the world people were starving or thrown in jail for talking about freedom, or sleeping in the streets because they didn’t have a house, but her family worried about dirt. They criticized her for disappearing for hours into the woods near their house, too, but Anne knew they really didn’t care what she did. They just wanted her to be quiet and nice and clean, and make them feel good about doing such a great job of bringing her up. Somehow Gail could do that, but Anne was too angry; she just couldn’t do anything right.

“Could I be excused?” she asked.

“Not before dessert,” her father said automatically.

“I don’t want any.”

“You’re not going into the forest at night,” said Aunt Marian.

“It’s sunshine,” Anne said loudly. She stood beside her chair, rocking from one foot to the other, her body straining to dash off. They were all looking at her. “It’s summer and it’s only eight o’clock and the sun is shining and smart people go outside when it’s warm and sunny, they don’t sit around the dinner table getting soggy and fat from all that food just lying in their stomachs! That’s like dying! Your life is just oozing away, puddling under the table in a pool of slime!”

“Oh, Anne, what kind of talk is that for the dinner table,” Nina said reproachfully.

Ethan chuckled. “That’s the picture I’ll think of every time I sit over my coffee.”

“Or you dry up,” Anne went on, emboldened. “You sit around with lights on instead of being in the sunshine and smelling the flowers and the lake and you dehydrate and your skin peels off and floats away and after a while you’re all skeletons, sitting around clicking your bones—”

“That is quite enough,” Marian said firmly. “It’s very clever, dear, but it’s not appropriate and you know it. All we’re doing is finishing dinner in a leisurely and civilized manner, instead of gulping our food and then dashing off in all directions. We won’t stop you if you insist on leaving the table, but you’re not going to the forest. I’ve told you I don’t want you there. It is not a wholesome place. You’re not to go there at all. Ever.”

“I’ll be back,” Anne said, and ran from the room.

She could feel them watching her through the tall French windows as she ran across the broad lawn, her figure silhouetted against the deep-blue expanse of Lake Michigan until she disappeared into the pine forest that covered the rest of Ethan’s property. She kept running until she came to a clearing with a small pond bordered with grasses and daisies and wild hyssop that made the air smell of mint. Birds called to each other, but otherwise the silence was complete. Anne sat down, crossing her long, thin legs beneath the sundress she had worn for dinner. “Hi, Amy,” she said. “Sorry I’m late. There was this big blowup at the table. I think Aunt Marian’s going through menopause or something. You think thirty-three is too young? Maybe with her it doesn’t matter; maybe she’s just innately old.”

She pulled a notebook and pencil from her pocket and began to write. “I’m making notes about the family; did I tell you? Someday I’m going to write a book about them. Of course nobody will believe it. I’m glad you’re here, Amy; it makes everything better to have somebody to talk to.”

She lay on her back, wriggling into the earth like a puppy making a nest in the pine needles. She chewed on a fingernail and gazed upward. The treetops swayed above her in the evening breeze, their narrow trunks tapering to small points far above; Anne had to squint to see them against the brightness of the sky. “Listen to that, Amy. The trees are creaking. Like in a horror movie. Doesn’t it sound like a horror movie? Close your eyes and you can believe something really awful is about to happen.”

She shivered and sat up. “Probably the spirit of Aunt Marian, slithering through the forest. Creeping respectability. We have to be on our guard, Amy.” She wrote again in her notebook. “Creeping respectability. Only, with Aunt Marian, it gallops.”

A little distance away, standing among the trees, Vince Chatham chuckled. “Marian in a nutshell,” he said.

Anne sprang to her feet. The notebook fell in the dirt. “Uncle Vince?” she said uncertainly.

He walked forward. “I was walking and I heard your voice.” He looked around. “Your friend must have made a quick getaway.”

“What are you doing here?” she asked furiously. “You weren’t out walking. You never take walks. You followed me.”

He bent down to pick up her notebook. “Why won’t anybody believe what you write about us?”

She flushed. “I wasn’t talking to you.”

“But you were talking about me; I’m part of your family.” He walked to a grassy area near the edge of the clearing and sat on a fallen log that had been worn down to a natural seat. “I brought dessert for both of us. I’d be pleased if you’d join me.”

Anne stood still. “Where is it?”

Vince reached behind him and brought a white box to his lap. “Chocolate éclairs. There is nothing in the world as good as chocolate éclairs. They’re a perfect blend of pastry, custard, and icing, they slide down the throat with ease no matter how full you are, they’re small enough to pack by the dozen for a picnic in the forest, and they’re wonderfully messy to eat. Definitely my favorite.”

“If you brought dessert, you weren’t just out for a walk. You were following me.”

Vince paused in opening the box. He smiled broadly. “People don’t give you credit, Anne; you’re the smartest of all of us. You’re a remarkable young woman.”

Liar, Anne thought. She knew she wasn’t yet a woman; no one knew it more keenly than she, who so wanted to be grown-up. “You changed your shoes, too. You knew you’d be walking in the forest.”

Still smiling, he said, “We’ll have to watch our step around you, won’t we?”

“Why did you follow me?”

He sighed. “To bring you dessert.” He held out an éclair. “We have a whole box of these.” He glanced around the clearing. “It’s a nice place for a picnic; as good as a private room. I like your choice.”

Anne looked at him, at his brown eyes as bright as marbles, his golden hair waving back from his forehead, the thin lips that could break into such a wide smile, the cleft in his chin that seemed to divide his face, making it somehow more mysterious. He was so handsome and sophisticated—a thirty-year-old world traveler and businessman, a husband, a father—and she had always been in awe of him, but still, she had never liked him. He was so smooth and sure of himself she always felt even more grubby when he was around, and younger, almost a baby, and oddly, because after all he was her uncle, she was afraid of him. She thought that maybe no matter how deep she dug behind Vince’s smiles and frowns, she still wouldn’t know how he felt about things, and that seemed unnatural and ominous to her.

“I’m relying on you,” Vince said solemnly, “to keep me from surrendering to greed and gluttony and having the entire contents of this box come to a masticated end in my stomach like a pool of slime.”

An uncomfortable giggle broke from Anne. “You want me to eat them as a favor to you.” She hesitated, reluctant to join him, as if that would make his invasion of her private place seem all right. But she had left the dinner table still hungry, and éclairs were her favorite dessert. “I guess I can do that,” she said, her voice low, almost sullen. She sat cross-legged beside the log where he sat, and took the éclair he was holding out.

“What do you think?” he asked in a few minutes. He was taking two more from the box.

She nodded, her mouth full. She wasn’t as angry as she had been, but she was still uncomfortable. This was her special, private place; it always had been. She hadn’t known anyone else knew just where she went when she left the house. But now Vince was here and he’d somehow made the whole place feel different. It wasn’t just hers anymore; it was theirs, and that bothered her.

The sun was low in the sky and the clearing was like a shadowed cup that still held the warm fragrance of the summer day. Anne sat stiffly a few feet from Vince, staring at the dense bushes surrounding them that darkened in the deepening blue light of evening.

“Do you come here every day?” Vince asked. The éclairs were gone and he began to pick up pebbles and skip them across the pond. Anne watched the small round stones as they struck the surface and jumped two or three or four times, sending ripples to the shore. They were so buoyant, she thought; so light and free. Like Vince. She wished she were like that, instead of heavy and clumsy, the way she felt most of the time. But then, as she listened to the rhythmic plunk, plunk of the stones hitting the water, the sound seemed to swell until it was like a cannon, filling the clearing, filling the inside of her head until she thought she would explode.

“Stop it!” she cried.

He looked at her in surprise. “Stop what?”

“That damned noise! It’s supposed to be quiet here! Stop throwing rocks in the water!”

He looked at the small pebble in his hand. A small smile touched his lips. “I’m sorry,” he said softly. “I didn’t know it would upset you.” Dropping the pebble, he picked up a twig and drew diagrams in the dust at his feet. “Do you come here every day?” he asked again.

Anne nodded.

“To write your book about us?”

She shrugged.

“Now what does that mean?” he mused. “That the book isn’t important? Or that you don’t want to talk about it?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Do you want to talk about Amy?”

“She’s none of your business!”

“But I’d like to know why you make up friends. Don’t you have friends at school?”

She shrugged.

“What does that mean? That you don’t want friends? Or you have friends but not enough of them? Or you don’t want to talk about it.”

“I don’t want to—”

“Okay. What do you want to talk about?”

“Why you followed me.”

He shook his head. “So stubborn, my little Anne. I liked the way you stood there, full of fire, and told them all to go to hell.”

“I didn’t! I wouldn’t say anything like—”

“That was the message. I got it and so did they.”

Anne stared at the ground. Her family would hate her if they thought that’s what she meant. It wasn’t ladylike and gentle; it wasn’t what Marian wanted. But she couldn’t stop herself; whenever she felt lonely or frightened or just generally miserable with nobody to talk to, the words burst out before she could stop them. And everybody would hate her; she knew it. She began to chew on her fingernail.

Vince watched her. Thirteen years old, already astonishingly beautiful, and totally ignorant of it. Or uninterested. Maybe she didn’t like herself enough even to look in a mirror. He had never paid attention to her before: she was too young, too insignificant, too crude. His brother’s daughter, being raised by his sister Marian after her mother died; a child who fit in nowhere. Even Charles seemed uncomfortable with her; he never acted like a doting father. But that evening, at dinner, Vince had seen Anne dominate the room, even if only for a moment, and he had been intrigued. He and Rita were fighting all the time these days; he was feeling bored and hemmed in by marriage, and here was Anne, a lovely distraction.

He leaned forward to see her profile. Her mouth was wide, the lower lip a little heavy, and when she was sullen, it dragged down her thin face. But in that brief moment when she had giggled, her features had been transformed, and even Vince, not often impressed by women, had drawn in his breath at the sudden illumination of her beauty. Her nose was small, slightly turned up at the tip, and she had high cheekbones that were a little too angular. Her eyes, hidden now beneath heavy lids, were a deep blue, flashing almost black when she was angry. She needed a scrub brush on her face and hands, and a comb through her tangled mass of black curls, and someone should have burned her shapeless sundress long ago and replaced it with cool linen or flared silk. Her elbows were sharp bones; Vince imagined long legs and hard knees beneath the limp folds of her dress. The image excited him. Sharp bones and soft skin, fiery eyes and a childish mouth, gangly limbs that no one had taught to move and cling and clasp . . .

“But it might not have been me at all,” Anne said abruptly. She looked at him angrily. “If you got the message that I was telling them to go to hell, maybe it’s because that was what you expected to hear. Or, maybe, the one you wanted to give them yourself.”

There was a brief silence. Vince smiled. “Someday, little one, you’re going to be a formidable opponent.”

Anne looked at him gravely. “You think that’s a compliment.”

“Yes, and so do you. You like a fight: I saw you all primed for one tonight.”

She shook her head. “I don’t. I hate fights.”

“You’ll learn,” he said. “Shall I teach you?”

“To like fights?”

“To win them. I’m said to be good at that.”

“Who says so?”

“People who’ve watched me. People who’ve lost to me.”

“I don’t want to. I guess I’ll learn other things.”

“What would you like to learn?”

She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Goddam it!” he snapped. Anne shrank from him. “I’m sorry,” he said, lowering his voice, masking his annoyance. He expected women to answer him when he took the trouble to ask them about themselves. He leaned forward. “Of course it matters, Anne. I want to know you.”

She sat back on her heels, farther away from him. “Why?”

An animal scurried through the brush somewhere behind Vince, startling him. His annoyance grew. He hated the unexpected. “I told you: I liked the way you were tonight, the fire in you. When I see something unusual, I want to know more about it.”

“You never wanted to know anything about me before.”

“But now I do. Anne, this is ridiculous. Why shouldn’t we be friends?”

“You’re my uncle,” she said.

His eyebrows rose. “What does that have to do with our being friends?”

“I don’t know,” she said confusedly. “It’s just . . . I don’t know.”

He smiled. “There’s nothing to worry about, Anne; I promise you. But if there is—if I’ve missed something here—why don’t you let me do the worrying? You don’t have to; I’m sure I can handle it.”

She jumped up and stood beside the pond, staring at its dark surface. “We’re relatives,” she said.

Vince nodded. “And relatives ought to be even closer than friends. Or don’t you think so?”

Darting insects made little flecks and ripples on the surface of the pond. Anne concentrated on them. “I guess so.”

“Well, I know so.” Vince’s voice was warm. “They should try to make each other happy. Aren’t you happy to have me here? Isn’t it better with someone real to talk to instead of an imaginary friend? Come on, Anne, isn’t it better this way?”

Slowly, she nodded. It was better. It was nice having two voices in the clearing instead of just her own, talking to herself. Even a private, special place got lonely after a while. She didn’t know why she felt so confused. She knew there was something wrong with this conversation, but somehow Vince made her feel that if she was uncomfortable, it was her fault; that she was being silly and saying the wrong things and messing up a nice time.

She glanced at him. He was smiling. He looked so handsome and so honest that Anne felt like crying, because she didn’t understand anything. He stretched out his legs, crossing his ankles. “You said you’d like to learn other things. What things?”

Anne chewed on her fingernail. He really did care about her; he was interested in her. What was there to worry about? It wasn’t that she was really worried, she told herself; it was just that she couldn’t seem to figure out exactly what was happening, and that made her feel at a disadvantage. Standing on one foot and then the other, she said slowly, “I want to learn things that are hard and complicated and take lots of work.”

He was surprised. “Why?”

“Because then I wouldn’t have time to think about anything else.” She looked past Vince to the forest. “It wouldn’t matter where I live or how I feel or whether I have friends or not; I wouldn’t care because I’d be too busy. And when I learned everything and got to be somebody, people would congratulate me and tell me how wonderful I am, and then I wouldn’t be mad at them anymore.”

“Mad at them,” Vince echoed. “Why are you mad at people?”

She shrugged.

“Anne,” Vince said softly. “Tell me. Tell me why you aren’t happy.”

“I am happy,” Anne said defiantly.

“No, you’re not. Tell me about it. We’re friends, Anne; tell me.”

She shrugged and started biting another fingernail. “I just don’t like a lot of people, so I get mad at them. I don’t want to be part of their silly groups; they scream and giggle and tell jokes about boys . . . it’s all so dumb. Who wants to be part of all that?”

“And you think all that will be different when you learn hard, complicated things?”

“Sure it will. Because then I’ll be important, and I’ll find other important people and we’ll all be friends because . . . because I’ll be good to be with.”

Vince rose and walked to her. He ran a finger lightly along her cheek. “You’re already important, little Anne, and very good to be with. You’re the best person to be with that I know.”

The sun touched the horizon and slipped below it. The air was still warm, but the deep shadows made it seem cooler. Anne shivered.

Vince moved closer and took her face between his hands. “Sweet little Anne. People should love you.” Anne stared at him. “And I will,” he said, and moved still closer to kiss her. His mouth covered hers and his tongue thrust inside, pushing Anne’s tongue back into her throat. It was terrifying, but Anne did not move or cry out; suddenly she was afraid of making him angry. He really cared about her. He loved her. He loved her enough to ask how she felt about things, and to listen when she answered. He loved her enough to kiss her. He said she was important. He said she was sweet.

She wished he wouldn’t kiss her; she really just wanted to be held, the way she remembered her mother holding her, and her father, too, before her mother died. She shuddered and Vince put his arms around her, pulling her against him. It was as if he had read her mind. He held her so tightly it hurt, but she didn’t care. She liked it when he held her. She liked hearing his warm, deep voice say she was good. She wanted him to say it again, but he wouldn’t if he thought she was stupid and a baby, and she was sure that’s what he would think if she flinched from his tongue deep in her mouth. She had to be careful or he’d leave and never pay attention to her again, and she’d come to the clearing and be all alone and know she’d be that way forever.

But what about Rita? Rita and Dora. Vince was kissing her, and he had a wife. And a daughter.

It’s just a kiss. Her thoughts swirled like autumn leaves; they flew up and skittered along the surface of her mind, and she could not hold on to them. It’s just a kiss. It doesn’t mean anything.

Vince took his mouth from hers. He turned her sideways and with one hand clutching her buttocks and the other her shoulder, walked her to the grass at the side of the clearing and forced her to her knees.

“No! Uncle Vince—!” she cried, but he pushed her back until she lay beneath him.

“Vince!” she cried again. “I don’t want to! Vince, please, please don’t—!”

“You want to,” he said harshly. Kneeling over her, he gripped her wrists in one hand and with quick fingers lifted the skirt of her sundress and pulled off her underpants. He kicked them aside.

“No, I don’t! I don’t! Vince, stop, please!”

He sat back on her squirming legs and undid his belt. “You loved it when I kissed you. I could feel it.”

“I didn’t! I just—”

“Don’t lie to me!”

Confused, terrified, Anne stared up at him. He was flushed and breathing hard, and glaring at her. She squeezed her eyes shut so tightly they hurt. Was that true? Had she loved it when he kissed her? She did love it when his arms were around her; maybe she loved his kissing, too. She must have; she must have done something that made him think she liked it. He knew so much more than she did; he knew everything. She didn’t know anything, except that she was afraid and she felt sick. She shook her head back and forth on the hard ground. “I don’t know. Please, Vince, please let me go, I don’t want to—”

“You want it. I know what you want.”

He tossed his pants aside. Still gripping her wrists he held her hands above her head and thrust his fingers between her tightly clasped thighs, forcing his knee between them, spreading them. “You’ll love it. I’ll teach you.” He was tremendously excited. Her knees were knobby, exactly as he had imagined them; her thighs were thin and hard. She was skin and bones, taut muscles, closed and secret places. His to discover, his to take. He opened her thighs farther with his legs and shoved his fingers deep inside her, probing beneath the black, curly hair. “Don’t fight me, Anne. I’m going to teach you how to love.”

Through the roaring in her ears, Anne heard one word. Love. She gave a long moan that Vince took for passion. Without waiting, he rammed into her, gasping at her exquisite tightness. He did not hear her cry out; he did not see the tears that squeezed through her closed eyes. All he knew was that she was not fighting him; she was lying beneath him like a good girl, and she was the tightest he had ever known and he could not hold back; it would take practice to hold back with a girl like Anne. Eyes closed, he pounded into her and came with an explosion that made him drop like a stone on top of her, his face against her neck.

Anne opened her eyes and stared at the trees tapering above. The light was fading, but she could see them swaying in the evening breeze. They creaked as they swayed. Doesn’t it sound like a horror movie? Close your eyes and you can believe something really awful is about to happen.



chapter 3


The next night he came to her room. She had been there all day, in her pajamas and seersucker robe, refusing food, refusing Marian when she stood outside the closed door, asking to come in and take Anne’s temperature. “I’m all right,” Anne said. “I just don’t feel like doing anything. I’m all right. I just want to be by myself!”

“It’s hard to deal with overly dramatic children,” Marian murmured to herself. “But then, we’re all overly dramatic at thirteen, aren’t we?” she added wisely, and returned to her gardening.

Anne sat curled up on the flowered chintz cushion of her window seat. She was surrounded by bright flowers: in her wallpaper, on the canopy above her bed, on the skirt of her dressing table and the deep armchair in the corner of the room beside a round table with a flowered cloth that reached to the floor. Pictures of her mother, in silver frames, were everywhere. A picture of Marian and one of Charles were on the mantelpiece above the small marble fireplace across from the bed. Fresh roses were on the round table, put there by the maid every day. Everything was so bright and cheerful Anne couldn’t stand it. She closed her eyes against it.

She burned between her legs, a throbbing, high-pitched pain. If someone asked her to paint it, it would be bright red, brighter even than the blood she’d found smeared on the inside of her thighs when she undressed last night. Vince had walked almost all the way to the house with her, his arm around her shoulders to keep her from stumbling, while he talked about some trip Ethan was planning for him. “But that’s a long way off,” he said as they stopped near the side entrance. “I couldn’t leave you now.” He kissed Anne lightly on her forehead, then took her chin in his hand. “You won’t talk about this to anybody. You understand that?” He was holding her chin too tightly; his thumbnail dug into her skin. “You do understand that?” She nodded. “That’s my girl,” he said, and let go of her chin. “Get inside, little one; I’ll go around to the front. I’ll see you tomorrow night.”

The next day people came and went below her second-floor bedroom windows as if everything were perfectly normal. The gardeners gossiped in Spanish as they pruned bushes and mowed the lawn; the sweet smell of newly cut grass floated up to Anne’s window. The mailman handed letters and magazines to one of the maids. Marian walked to the rose garden and put down her long wicker basket, pulled on flowered cotton gloves, adjusted her wide-brimmed straw hat, and carefully examined each flower before deciding which she would cut and place delicately in the basket. A nanny pushed Keith in his stroller, and Marian waved at them with her pruning shears as they went by.

There were no thoughts in Anne’s head at all. She was empty. She had tried to confide in Amy, but she could not do it. No matter how hard she tried, Amy would not come to life, and somehow Anne knew that Amy was gone, and would never come back. She sat without moving as the hours passed, watching the life below. Fred came home and gave Marian a little peck on her cheek while she gazed off in the distance. A little later, she knocked on Anne’s door. “May I come in?”

“No,” said Anne. Her room was at the far end of the hall, behind a heavy door, she had to raise her voice to be heard.

“Well, of course, dear, if you’d rather I didn’t.” She, too, raised her voice. “It’s time to go, Anne; Nina likes everybody to be on time. And we don’t want to be late for your grandfather’s birthday party, do we?”

“I’m not going,” Anne replied, still staring outside.

“Of course we’ll give you a few minutes to wash up, if you’re worried about looking your best.”

“I’m not going,” Anne said again.

“Or to change your clothes. It’s nice that we all look our best; it makes it more festive. And Grandpa does appreciate it.”

Anne was silent.

“Well,” Marian said. Her voice came calmly through the closed door; Marian never got upset. “Of course if you’re not feeling well, you certainly shouldn’t go out. I’ll explain to everyone, and I’m sure Grandpa will be just as pleased with your birthday wishes tomorrow. I recommend that you stay in your room. I’ll have dinner sent up. Soup. It’s good for almost anything. Is there anything else you’d like?”

Somebody to talk to. She was crying.

“Anne?”

“No.”

“Get to bed early, then. You’ll feel much better in the morning.”

The house was silent. The sun slanted across the empty yard, and the shadows of trees and fences lengthened until they lay like black bars as far as Anne could see. A little later the sun was gone, and everything was blue-gray, very still, waiting. And then the door opened and Vince was there.

“God, I’ve missed you.” He pulled Anne up from the window seat. “Thought about you all day.” He propelled her to the bed. “Dinner was endless; Ethan was in a mood to talk.” He sat Anne on the edge of the bed. “Get yourself undressed, little girl; I won’t do it for you. That’s the first thing you have to learn.”

Anne looked at him, unmoving, her eyes wide.

Vince let out a short, explosive breath. “Christ.” He sat beside her and put his arms around her. “We need some preliminaries. Come on, little one, relax, there’s nothing to worry about. Uncle Vince is going to take care of you. You need that; you need a lot of taking care of. Remember what I told you last night? Relatives should try to make each other happy. That’s what we’re going to do. You just be a good girl and we’ll have lots of fun and be very happy. And you’ll learn all about love.”

He drew the word out until it was like a long sigh, and he smiled so sweetly that Anne swayed toward him, drawn to him, wanting to be held, wanting to be loved. Vince tightened his arms, and slowly, she let her rigid body rest against his warm, solid chest. He was not much taller than she was, in fact he was the shortest man in the family and she had always thought it bothered him, but maybe not: maybe nothing bothered Vince. He was so strong; he dominated everyone. His presence filled her room. Nobody was as strong as Vince, Anne thought. She snuggled against him and closed her eyes. She wanted to sleep there, safe and warm.

“Wake up,” Vince said cheerfully. He held her chin and brought her face to his and kissed her, the way he had the night before, opening her mouth wide and pushing his tongue inside. But this time, while he kissed her, he was moving his hand up and down her body. He pulled up her cotton pajama top and rolled his palms over her small breasts; he slid his hand inside her pajama pants to grasp her buttocks and probe the raw, burning flesh between her legs. Anne cried out and he took his mouth from hers.

“Are you hurting there?”

She nodded, tears in her eyes.

“Well, don’t give it a thought; we’ll let it rest tonight. There’s plenty of other things we can do. Take off your pajamas, I want to see you.”

Her hands came up and wavered.

“Damn it, do what I tell you!”

It was the voice of authority. It was the voice of all the men in her family. It was the voice of Uncle Vince, and her father always said that Vince was the strongest of all of them. Anne stopped thinking. She took off her robe and unbuttoned her pajama top, letting it fall to the bed behind her, and then pulled off her pants. They lay in a pile at her feet. She sat absolutely still, looking at her bare thighs.

Vince took her chin again and made her look at him while he surveyed her. He brushed her tangled black hair from her forehead and ran a delicate finger from her forehead down the side of her face, down the long line of her neck, over the nipples on her tiny, hard breasts, and across her flat stomach. “Such a little girl,” he said with his sweet smile. “My amazing little girl.” He parted her legs and gazed at the swollen redness. “Poor little one, I’m too big for you. But we’re going to change that; you’ll be so proud of yourself when you see how open you’ll be for me. God, we’re going to have a hell of a time.”

He crushed her thin body to him, then held her at arm’s length. “I have too many clothes on.”

Anne stared at him blankly.

“For Christ’s sake,” he said, “take off my clothes.”

Her hands came up and fumbled with the buttons on his white shirt. “Now,” he snapped. Quickly, she unbuttoned his shirt, and when he made no move to help, she pulled off one sleeve and then the other. She noticed fleetingly that his chest was as bare as hers and that he had no hair on his arms or the backs of his hands. The thought drifted through her mind that that was odd: her father’s and grandfather’s arms were covered with dark brown hair. But the thought was no more than a wispy thread and then it was gone. “Anne,” Vince said, and she realized her hands were still. She undid his belt and put her fingers on his zipper. Her heart was pounding.

“Go on,” he ordered, and closing her eyes, she pulled down the zipper. He raised himself slightly and she pulled off his pants and his underpants. The hardness of his cock whipped against her hand as it sprang free, and she jerked away as if from a hot poker. But Vince took her hand and pressed her fingers around it. “Hold it,” he said. Anne had a moment of surprise at how soft it was. Underneath, it was rigid, but the skin was soft and she felt soft pulsations beneath her palm. It did not seem threatening at all. But then, accidentally, she glanced at it, and saw how enormous it was. She could see nothing else but that huge rod. Terror welled up in her, and she knew she was about to throw up. But she couldn’t do that; he would never forgive her. She swallowed the terror and once again stopped thinking about anything. “Move your hand,” Vince said. “This way. Not so tight, little girl; you’re not strangling it, you’re loving it. Like this.” She began to relax. It wasn’t so bad, moving her hand rhythmically along that soft skin; the firmness was comforting in her hand, and Vince liked it and she wanted to please him. If this was all he wanted, in exchange for his sweet smile and his love, it would be all right. She did it just the way he’d told her to, and was beginning to feel better when suddenly Vince put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down, to kneel on the floor in front of him. “Keep your lips over your teeth,” he said. “I don’t want to feel them.”

She did not know how long it lasted. After a while, Vince pulled her up to the bed, and told her what to do, and she did whatever he said. She hated it; she hated him and she hated herself. But Vince said it was love.

“My good girl,” he crooned as they lay together much later on the tumbled bed. “Good little Anne, terrific little Anne. Such a good student. But you couldn’t have a better teacher, could you? You don’t know how lucky you are.” He stood and pulled on his pants and shirt. “God, you get me more excited than any woman I’ve ever known.” He slung his jacket over his shoulder, holding it with one finger. “I’ll see you tomorrow night, sweetheart. Oh, a couple of things.” He paused at the door. “Don’t miss family dinner again; I want to look at you and think about you with everyone there. And from now on, when we make love, I want to hear you. I want to know how much you’re liking it. I don’t like dead silence. And one more thing, the most important. Listen to me. I expect you to remember what I told you last night, about keeping this our secret. I shouldn’t have to repeat it; you’re a smart girl and a quick learner; but I’ll do it just this once. You won’t talk about us to anybody, not even your imaginary friend. Not anybody. It’s our special secret. Right?”

Anne lay still, watching him through heavy-lidded eyes.

“Anne,” he said very softly, “I asked you a question.”

She tried to nod, but her head felt too heavy to move.

“Anne.” His voice changed to a low, rasping growl. Anne would not have recognized it if she had heard it coming from another room. “This is between us. Nobody is going to know about it. You understand me? Of course no one would believe you if you did say anything—they’d say you were crazy; they’d lock you up—but it won’t come to that. You won’t talk to them. I won’t allow it. I don’t want to have to hurt you, little girl, but I would; I’d hurt you or kill you if you disobey me. I’d hate to do it, but I would, in a minute, if I thought you were talking to anybody. You remember that. We have love now, and lots of fun. We’re making each other happy; and we can keep it that way as long as you’re good. And you will be good, won’t you? Answer me.”

Anne made a sound in her throat.

“That’s better. I wasn’t really worried; you’re a very smart girl. I’ll remind you now and then, just in case, but I know I can count on you. I’m counting on you, Anne; don’t let me down. Good night, little girl. Pleasant dreams.”

Anne watched the door close. She could not move. Her lips and tongue were bruised and swollen, and there was a cloying, sweetish taste in her mouth. Her knees hurt, her neck was stiff, her fingers felt locked in the curve Vince had taught her to use on him. She took long, slow breaths and stared out the window at the delicate tree branch that brushed against the glass. Maybe I’ll die. They’ll find me in the morning, dead, and they’ll know it was because of what Vince did, and they’ll punish him. Maybe they’ll kill him. She closed her eyes. I wish they’d kill him.

And then it was morning and she knew that somehow she had slept. She slid from the bed, feeling the cool morning breeze caress her warm skin, and when she took a shower, she touched herself gently. The swelling was down; the redness was almost gone. She brushed her teeth; her mouth hardly felt swollen, either. She stood in front of the pier glass in her bedroom and looked hard at her naked body. Nothing showed. You’d think something would have changed, but nothing had. A nice normal thirteen-year-old girl, she thought, and she saw her mouth harden. That’s what Marian would say, because Marian liked things to be normal and under control. So did the whole family. So Vince would come at night, and she would do what he wanted, and no one would ever guess what was happening to her, because there would be nothing to see.

Unless I tell them, she thought. She stared at herself in the mirror. Marian doesn’t like problems, but she doesn’t like me to be unhappy, either. And Nina listens when I tell her things that happen at school. And my father would listen; he doesn’t pay much attention to me, but he wouldn’t want anybody to hurt me.

I don’t want to have to hurt you, little girl, or do something worse, but I would; I’d kill you if you disobey me. I would, in a minute, if I thought you were talking to anybody.

How could he have talked like that when almost at the same time he was talking about love, and about how wonderful she was? She remembered the warm, solid feeling of his chest when she laid her head against it, and how strong his arms were when they held her close. She remembered the sweetness of his smile. He couldn’t have meant what he said. People didn’t talk about killing their relatives, or even hurting them. They only did that in books.

But he did say it. She couldn’t pretend he hadn’t because he’d been pretty specific. “And I’m not stupid enough to put it to a test,” she said aloud. Her voice startled her in the silent room. “He probably only said it to see how I’d react,” she told her reflection. “He wouldn’t hurt me; he loves me. And that’s the best thing, being loved.”

She stripped the sheets from the bed. The maid would put clean ones on. I’ll tell her I got my period, Anne thought. Or I won’t tell her anything; why should I? Why should I tell anybody anything? They’re not waiting for explanations; they don’t care what I do. She threw the sheets down the laundry chute, pulled on a shirt and a pair of jeans, and went to breakfast.

She was supposed to go shopping for school clothes with Marian; that would take all day. And tomorrow she could ask the gardener to show her how to take care of orchids; he’d promised to do it whenever she wanted. She didn’t really care about orchids, but she loved beautiful things and orchids were very beautiful, even the ones that looked evil and voracious. Anne thought they were probably interesting enough to fill most of tomorrow. And she’d buy some books when she and Marian were shopping; reading filled a lot of hours, too, and she liked getting lost in other people’s stories. She had a lot of things to do with her days; in fact, she was going to be so busy she wouldn’t have any time to go to the clearing in the forest. Amy wouldn’t miss her. Amy was gone. I guess I’ve gotten too old for Amy, she thought.

She never went to the forest again.

Marian was delighted; she thought Anne was finally learning to be a lady. That week and the next, at Saks and Marshall Field’s and The Pompeian Shop, they bought cashmere sweater sets and matching wool skirts, plaid wool dresses with little velvet collars, tweed slacks and coordinated Aran knit sweaters, and because Anne didn’t argue about anything and Marian was beginning to be alarmed and wanted to make her smile, new blue jeans and oversize sweatshirts and a corduroy jacket lined with fleece.

“Thank you,” Anne said gravely when the shopping was all finished. “These are very nice things.”

Marian peered at her. “You’re all right, aren’t you, Anne? You look fine; it’s just that you’re so quiet. Is there anything else you need? Anything we forgot to buy?”

Anne shook her head.

“You’re supposed to be happy, you know,” Marian said. “Thirteen, almost fourteen: such a wonderful time for a young girl. Your whole life ahead of you, nothing to think about but having a good time, family, friends, love . . .” She sighed. “Of course you’ve seen that Fred and I aren’t exactly romantic. You’re such a smart girl; you don’t miss very much, do you? It’s not that we fight, you know; sometimes I wish we would. But there doesn’t seem to be anything to fight about. Or talk about, for that matter. We just don’t have anything to say to each other. Talking is more important than anything, you know: more important than sex, God knows. Oh, for goodness’ sake, I shouldn’t be talking about such things to you.” She gave a little laugh. “You mustn’t be burdened with any of this now; this is a time for you to be young and innocent. Innocence.” She shook her head. “You don’t know how lucky you are.”

Someone else had said that.

Good little Anne, terrific little Anne. Such a good student. But you couldn’t have a better teacher, could you? You don’t know how lucky you are.

“How lucky am I?” Anne demanded of Marian. “Like being lucky at cards? Like being a lucky penny somebody can pick up? Or like somebody has the luck of the devil? Is that what I have—the luck of the devil?”

“Don’t be difficult, dear,” Marian said calmly. “We all know how clever you are.”

They all said she was clever. They said it whenever one of them chastised her for being out too long, for slouching when she walked and slumping when she sat, for dressing sloppily, for not combing her hair, for swearing and using slang, for not washing her face and hands. “You’re so clever, Anne,” said her uncle William. “You’re smart as a whip and you could be the prettiest girl for miles around, but first you’ve got to stop behaving like a hobo.”

William was the second oldest of Ethan’s five children, after Charles. He had never married, and he seemed to feel that was a serious error; that, by being single and childless, he’d let his family down and had to make up for it by being a model uncle to his nieces and nephews. For the most part that meant bringing them presents from his trips around the world, but he also was generous with advice. “You want to watch yourself for Gail’s sake,” he told Anne. “You have a seven-year-old sister, you want to act properly so she can follow your example. We all have to have someone to look up to.”

“Do you look up to my father?” Anne asked.

“I’ve learned a lot from your father.”

“And he looks up to Ethan?”

“You must call him Grandfather, Anne; it’s more respectful. Well, now, does Charles look up to Ethan? I’m not sure. Sometimes Ethan seems to admire Vince more than anybody else. Odd, you know, since Vince is the youngest of us; doesn’t quite fit my theory, does it?”

Anne saved those conversations to tell Vince when he came to her room at night. By now he had a schedule. For the first few weeks it seemed he was always there, and she had felt smothered by him. School started, and she had to rush through her homework because he would show up right after dinner. But then that changed. When summer ended, his business trips began again, and sometimes he was away for a whole week. And on weekends Rita liked to go out. So Vince settled into a routine of coming to Anne’s room twice a week, and he always told her in advance when the next time would be, so she would be ready for him.

Anne thought it must be like a marriage. She hated it, but she thought most people probably hated being married, because it was like a job, with things that had to be done and gotten over with. Wives would hate the sex and husbands would hate being answerable to somebody else, the way Vince said he hated it with Rita. Of course he wasn’t answerable to Anne—she couldn’t ask him to do anything at all—but still, when they were in her room at night and she was telling him stories between the times he wanted her on the bed or the floor or the chaise, it seemed to Anne they were just like a married couple. Her flowered bedroom was their whole world; they sat in it and lay in it and talked in it, and when he brought cookies or doughnuts or éclairs, they ate in it. It was just like a married couple’s house, only smaller.

But she wondered about love. She was sure married people were in love; all the books said so. But she and Vince had no love. She knew now that he did not love her and hadn’t loved her in the beginning. Whatever words he used, and he seemed to use that one a lot, love had nothing to do with what went on in her bedroom two nights a week.

Love was a joke; she knew that now. It was a word people used to disguise whatever it was they wanted. She would never love anyone. And she would never get married.

On her fourteenth birthday, Marian and Nina gave a party for her. She blew out all the candles on the cake, and everyone sang “Happy Birthday,” even Rose, Marian’s baby, who was only a year and a half old. Nina kissed her on both cheeks. “We all love you, dear,” she said in her slightly breathless way. She was taller than Marian and her hair was dark brown where Marian’s was almost blond, but the two sisters had the same pale skin, crinkly lines at the corners of blue-gray eyes, calm foreheads, and perfectly manicured nails. “I’m afraid we criticize you a great deal, and I for one apologize for that; it’s just that we want you to be perfect. Marian and I agreed on that, you know, when you came to us after your poor mother died. We loved her so much and we felt we owed it to her to see that you grew up to be everything she would have wanted. And we feel sure you’re doing that, my dear. You’re going to be as beautiful as she was, and already you’re far more clever. Of course she would never swear, and she was always so perfectly turned out . . . the most elegant, sophisticated . . . but perhaps, when she was your age . . . we can’t be sure . . . well, I don’t want to sound critical; that wouldn’t do on your birthday. You’re a dear girl, Anne, pure and good and no trouble to any of us. We couldn’t ask any more of you. And I want to wish you a happy birthday, and many, many more.”

Anne stared at her hands. She hated being the center of attention. She wished she could go to her room and be alone. But she wouldn’t be alone. Vince had told her he would be there. To celebrate her birthday.

“Well, Anne.” Her father raised his wineglass. “Fourteen, and such a grown-up girl. Your mother would have been very proud of you.” He spoke to the whole table, looking from one face to the other, but Anne kept her eyes steadily on him. He was eleven years older than Vince, and not as flashily handsome, but he had a serious look and an upright bearing that she admired. His blond hair, never as bright as Vince’s, had turned gray seven years earlier, when her mother died; his eyes, blue-gray like his sisters’, were somber; but his eyebrows and small mustache were still blond and gave him a youthful, almost jaunty look. Anne liked it that he was dignified and strong and still young; he looked to her like a hero who could hold back hordes of enemies just by speaking sternly to them.

He had been only thirty-five when Anne’s mother died, and everyone had expected him to marry again, but he had not. He had stayed alone in the big house that had once been filled with his family, three blocks in one direction from Marian and Fred’s house where his daughters, Anne and Gail, now lived, and two blocks the other way from the house Vince and Rita had bought when Dora was born. Anne knew from Marian that he went out frequently, dividing his evenings between two women with such mathematical precision that neither could think she was more favored than the other. And she knew that he and William played racquetball on Mondays, tennis on Thursdays, and swam on Saturdays at their club. Once he had taken her to his office, showing her the surroundings of Chatham Development Corporation and letting her read his calendar, with its neatly ruled blocks of time. Charles Chatham led a careful life, controlling everything within his power, and sometimes, when he looked at Anne with puzzled eyes, she knew with a sinking feeling that he was wondering how someone so disordered could possibly be his daughter. Maybe that was why he didn’t spend much time with her; he always seemed at a loss for words and nervous, as if he couldn’t wait to go somewhere else, where he could know exactly how to behave.

“Your mother and I talked about the kind of children we wanted,” Charles said in his birthday toast, his gaze coming to rest on Anne. “Of course first we wanted you to be healthy, but then, like all parents, we hoped for everything else: brains and talent and charm. And you have those. You’re very different from your mother, but you have a spirit and drive that remind me of her, and you seem able to handle difficult situations on your own, without whining or running to others to get you out of them. That’s very grown-up and it makes me proud. Happy birthday, sweetheart, and many more.”

“Hear, hear,” said William. “I couldn’t say it better. You’re a good girl, Anne, and we’re all proud of you. Just don’t grow up too fast; enjoy these years of childhood while you’ve got them, because they’re gone before you know it and then you have to deal with the tough stuff: money and sex, that sort of thing.”

“William,” Nina said mildly, “I hardly think that’s appropriate for a toast on Anne’s fourteenth birthday.”

“It’s always appropriate to tell a child to stay a child.”

Anne looked at William from beneath the tangle of black hair that came to her eyebrows. He always seemed most foolish, she thought, when he was being most kind.

“My turn,” said Ethan. He leaned forward, smiling beneath his bushy mustache. “You’re only at the beginning of the long road you’ll travel, my dear Anne, but I know you will make the journey with strength and integrity and intelligence. I hope you make it with love, as well. And I hope, for as long as I’m here, you’ll let me share it with you.”

Anne blinked away tears. He said things she loved to hear, but it didn’t mean anything. What she wanted was for him to say he’d spend a lot more time with her, go for more walks with her than he already did, even take her on some of his business trips—just her, no one else—so she could talk to him about everything she couldn’t talk about at home. She wanted him to take care of her; she wanted him to protect her from Vince. But he couldn’t do all that; he didn’t even know she wanted it. Anyway, he was ancient: an old man of sixty-six; how much could he know about people her age? He was wonderful to her and once in a while he took her to Chicago for lunch and a trip to the Art Institute or the Field Museum or the Museum of Science and Industry, and he’d always say he wished they could do those things more often, but then he would be gone again, seeing his own friends, traveling on business, and Anne would know that she wasn’t all that important to him after all.

She wasn’t important to anybody, she thought. They all said they loved her, but they had their own busy lives and, anyway, none of the Chathams reached out to anybody else. They’re a race of short-armed aliens, she thought with angry humor; they all came from a planet of people who never learned to cuddle so their arms atrophied and shrank to little stumps that can never, ever hug anybody.

“Happy birthday, sweetheart,” said Vince, exactly as her father had done. He gave her a little mock salute and his sweetest smile. “As far as I can tell, you’re growing up admirably, and I think that’s the best thing you can do, even if William doesn’t agree.”

“Of course I agree,” said William. “Anne is growing up beautifully; of course she is.”

“And tired of hearing about it, I’m sure,” said Marian. “It’s time for presents, don’t you think?”

Everyone watched as Anne opened the brightly wrapped packages and said thank-you and briefly held up the cashmere sweaters, records of rock and folk groups, books, and a necklace from Charles, before putting them away and stacking them neatly. She pushed back her chair, anxious to be gone. I probably look like a criminal making a quick getaway with the loot, she thought. But she didn’t care. She just wanted to get out of there. “I’ll put these away,” she said, standing beside her chair. “Thanks again, it’s all very nice.”

“Don’t you want more birthday cake?” Charles asked.

“I’m full.” She gathered up the pile of gifts.

“But you haven’t given us a birthday speech,” said William. “We all talked and talked and the birthday girl didn’t get a chance to say anything.”

“I don’t want to,” Anne said. “I’m not good at speeches.”

“ ‘Thank you’ was quite enough,” Marian said. “We don’t need speeches. But you might just want to stay with us instead of running off the way you always do.”

Anne shook her head, feeling hemmed in. “I just want—”

“But you know, I told the children we might light the candles again,” Nina said. “They like to watch you blow them out.”

“Damn it, I did it once!” She was at the door. “That’s enough!”

“Anne,” Marian sighed, “I’ve asked you and asked you . . .”

“Sorry,” Anne muttered, and slipped through the door. They were staring at her. It’s my birthday, she thought angrily. I ought to be able to do anything I want on my own birthday. She ran up the stairs. If she was lucky, she’d have some time to herself before Vince came.

He was there in twenty minutes. “I brought you your present. We’ll get to it later.”

Anne had already taken off the silk dress Marian had asked her to wear for her party, and was wearing only her robe. She undressed Vince quickly and surely while he untied her sash, opened her robe, and ran his hands over her body. Her breasts were growing and he held them, pinching her nipples. “Fourteen,” he murmured with a broad smile. “My favorite age. So lovable. So grown-up.”

He lay on the bed and Anne bent over him, knowing exactly what he wanted. He never had to tell her anymore. Just by the way he sat or stood or lay down, or put his hands on her shoulders or waist to turn or push or lift her, she knew what to do, and how to do it in the way that pleased him most. He had trained her so well she didn’t even have to think about it. In fact, most of the time her mind was on other things. Some of the time she thought about school. She didn’t like it—she hated being told what to do—but she loved to read and she could forget everything else when she was absorbed in Don Quixote and Moby Dick, Barchester Towers, and Leaves of Grass and everything by Shakespeare. She could recite to herself whole passages from Walt Whitman while doing what Vince wanted her to do; it made her feel she was somebody else, not Anne Chatham doing what she hated.

She thought about other things, too: movies she saw on television, and a new book she’d bought that told how to name the birds that flew along the lake shore. She identified them when she was in her new secret place, hidden among boulders on the shore near Ethan’s house, where she could curl up and read and write all day with no one discovering her, just as she had in the forest clearing. She especially liked to think about that while her body and mouth and hands went through their practiced motions with Vince; she would think about her own place, and how soon she would be back there, cool and clean and by herself.

Vince lifted her on top and she straddled him, bending down so he could play with her breasts. He rolled the nipples between his fingers, waiting for them to pucker and grow hard. When they stayed soft and flat, he looked at Anne through narrowed eyes. “Feel something,” he demanded. She met his eyes, her face impassive. He kneaded her breasts. “God damn it, feel something when I play with you!”

She never felt anything.

“Tell me how you feel,” he said harshly.

“Good,” Anne replied automatically. “You make me feel good.”

“Tell me how much you love me,” he said.

Anne bent lower until her lips were against his neck. She said something but it was muffled.

“I didn’t hear that,” said Vince. “I want to know how much you love me.”

“More than anything,” Anne said, repeating lines he had taught her long ago, and if Vince heard the thread of despair in her voice, he gave no sign of it. “More than anyone. You’re so exciting . . .” She moved her hips as she spoke; by now she could do three or four things at once without even thinking, without even missing a beat.

“And you wanted me from the beginning,” Vince said. “And made me want you. Go on.”

“And I wanted you from the beginning. I made you want me, I led you on, I enticed you, I lured you.”

And maybe it’s true; otherwise, why would he be here? I’m not sure, because I don’t know what leads a man on, but Vince knows. Maybe I wanted love so much that I enticed him into my bed. Then it wouldn’t be his fault at all.

“Nice,” Vince said, and pushed her upright so he could watch her as she moved above him. His eyes closed, his breathing grew faster and louder, his hips moved beneath her. Anne watched him as if he were a long way off, a stranger who had nothing to do with her, and then she looked past him, at a painting on her wall of a beautiful mother and her little girl on a flower-filled terrace golden with sunshine and love.

After a while, Vince lay still and did not reach for her again, and Anne knew that was enough for tonight. She sat cross-legged on the bed beside him, gazing at the black square of her window and the tree branch that lay against it, faintly illuminated by the lamp beside her bed. There were small green leaves on the branch, new and glossy in the April breeze. When Vince had first come to her room, months earlier, the leaves were large and deep green. She had watched them turn red and then russet, and she had watched them fall. They had held on as if greatly afraid, until a gust of wind or a rainstorm had torn them off and sent them spinning to the ground, where the gardeners raked them up. The branch stayed dark and bare for months, except when snowstorms outlined each twig with a slender coat of white that sparkled in the next day’s sun, a brief beauty that vanished when the snow melted, leaving the branch naked again, waiting for the spring.

Anne was getting to know all the seasons by heart just by looking through her window while she waited for Vince to leave.

Lying on her bed, eyes closed, he nodded toward his jacket, on her chaise. “Your birthday present, little girl. I didn’t give you one at dinner; did you notice?”

“I thought maybe you’d decided you’d given me enough already.”

His eyes flew open and he looked closely at her to see if she was being sarcastic. But Anne returned his look, her eyes wide and clear. It was a look he trusted. He smiled. “A woman never thinks she has enough, sweetheart. You’ll learn that soon enough. Now open your present.”

Anne found the small box and sat on the chaise as she lifted the lid. Nestled inside was a gold and enamel Raggedy Ann lapel pin. She looked at it for a long moment. “It’s been a long time since I had a Raggedy Ann doll,” she said at last. “You must have looked for it for a long time.”

“It reminded me of you. Something about those big eyes, seeing everything.” Vince propped himself up on another pillow. “What did you do today?”

Anne laid the pin on her dressing table and returned to sit beside him on the bed. This was the time when she was supposed to entertain him with stories. “We had a history test, and part of it was to explain what history is. So I said it was like cooking. You take a whole bunch of things that are there for a long time with nothing happening, and then all of a sudden they get put together in a new way and you get a war. Or a gold rush. Or a revolution and a new constitution and a whole new country. If I ever saw a bunch of those things early enough, I’d like to add more heat and see what happens.”

“What do you think would happen?” he asked, amused.

“Something really terrible that would destroy everything. It could blow up, like a pressure cooker, and everything gets splattered on the ceiling. Or it could be like a cake. When you add too much heat, it collapses.”

Eyes closed, he smiled. “What else did you do?”

“Played softball. There’s a new pitcher, a girl who just moved here, and she started by striking everybody out.”

“Including you?”

“The first time. She’s very tall and has a boy’s haircut, and she’s got incredible muscles, so I figured her father wanted a son and got her instead and he’s bringing her up like a boy. So I thought she’d probably think like a boy, too, and after she struck us out once she’d feel superior to all of us, as if we’re timid and female, and then she’d get careless. And she did. And I hit a home run.”

Vince was watching her now. “What a pleasure to see that little mind of yours at work,” he said softly. “And those big eyes that do see everything. Did your team win?”

“One to nothing. She concentrated more after I got my home run. She’s really awfully good.” She paused. “That’s all that happened at school; the rest was infinitely dull, as usual. They’re so slow you could take a nap and wake up and wash your face and change your clothes and have a snack and they’d still be working on the same algebra problem or reading the same paragraph they were on when you went to sleep. And then there was my party, and you know all about that.”

“Everyone praising you to the skies.”

“As long as I don’t bother them,” Anne said flatly. “That’s what they like best about me.”

Vince shrugged. “Well, why not? You don’t need diapers anymore, you can hold your own fork, you can cross the street alone. They’re giving you room and board and making sure you get an education. What more do you want from them?”

“I guess . . . nothing,” Anne replied, her voice low.

He ran a finger along her arm. “You don’t need them, little girl; you have me.” He gave her arm a quick squeeze, and slid out of bed.

“Next Tuesday,” he said when he was dressed. He took the enamel Raggedy Ann pin from its box and ran his thumb over it. “Wear it to dinner on Sunday.” He opened the door and looked carefully down the long length of the hall, dimly lit by sconces between five other widely spaced bedroom doors receding into the shadows. He always left after midnight, when he knew the house would be sleeping, but still he stood there motionless, looking, listening, before taking a few long strides to the door that opened onto a stairway leading down to the side entrance of the house. Without looking back at Anne, he pulled the door quietly shut, and was gone.

Anne sat unmoving, cross-legged on her bed, letting the silence wash her clean. It was getting harder to shut her mind to what she was doing. A few months earlier, around Christmas, when the family’s houses were warm and fragrant with holiday decorations and baking pies, she’d found herself having good feelings about Vince, brief flashes that shot through her without warning. It wasn’t that he’d suddenly done anything special, it was just the season. Whenever she turned on the radio or television she heard the sweet sounds of Christmas carols; trees and streets and stores were strung with long rows of tiny white lights, like a fairyland; and it seemed that people smiled more and were nicer to each other. There was just a lot of love around. And Anne didn’t want to be left out; she wanted to be happy, like everybody else.

So suddenly, in the midst of whatever she was doing, when she thought of Vince, she would remember something nice he’d said, and how sweet his smile was, and how, some of the time, he really acted like a friend. She hated what she had to do with him, but at least he paid attention to her. He still talked a lot about love, and she thought that was pretty stupid, because she knew it was just talk that made him feel good, for some reason or other, but he also asked her about herself and wanted to know about her life, and he was mostly the only one who did. Marian did, but she didn’t listen as well as Vince; she always seemed to be thinking about something else. And Charles asked her about school and sports and even about whether girls and boys were dating at fourteen, but as soon as Anne mentioned problems or worries about school or dating, he’d get uncomfortable and find an excuse to leave the room. He just didn’t know what to do with somebody’s fears.

But Vince listened; Vince wanted to see her twice a week; Vince told her she had a good mind and a good body and he told her she was pretty. And a lot of the time, especially at Christmas, that made the other things they did together fade a little bit, like the horizon of the lake that blended into the sky on misty days and you could almost think it wasn’t really there. So, for a couple of weeks in December, Anne had some nice thoughts about Vince, and she could feel she was really part of the season.

But six months after her fourteenth birthday, everything changed. It was a warm fall, warmer than anyone could remember, and everyone felt strange, as if the seasons had been turned inside out. In late October the trees flamed red and gold and bronze; beds of asters, salvia, chrysanthemums, and dahlias surrounded the homes of Lake Forest with white and yellow and a deep burgundy that reminded Anne of the wine they drank at Sunday dinners; and the sun blazed day after day from a sky streaked with thin clouds that made thin purple and jade shadows on the lake. Anne hurt from the beauty; she ached with wanting it in every part of her life. She wanted beautiful days and wonderful friends and exciting work that made her feel useful and triumphant. She wanted to feel good about herself. She wanted to be free of Vince.

That fall she had begun her second year in high school, and she found that she no longer knew how to talk to the girls in her classes. Suddenly it seemed they were all talking about dates and parties and petting; they giggled about how wet their underpants got when they were excited; they groaned about how gross the boys were when they started panting like puppies and trying to crawl all over them; they all said they were virgins, and after every weekend they tried to find out who wasn’t anymore. Anne stayed away. This is how prostitutes feel, she thought: tired and bored and knowing too much. And old.

Her body was changing, but she could not take pleasure in it. Her breasts were becoming full and firm, her knees and elbows had lost their knobby look, and she seemed taller, with a slim waist and narrow hips. Vince said he missed her lean boniness, but still he liked staring at her nude body; he said it was due to him; he had made her a woman. She hated him when he said that.

She hated him most of the time that fall, and it reached a peak on Halloween. Rita and Marian had taken the young children out for trick or treat, and the house was quiet except when the doorbell rang. Anne heard it every few minutes when children came to their door, and she imagined groups of them in their costumes, waiting and giggling together until the maid came and handed out the packets of candy kept in a wicker basket in the front hall. I wish I was young again, Anne thought. I wish I could be a little kid and go trick-or-treating.

“This is our trick-or-treat night,” Vince said with a grin when he came in. Anne looked puzzled. “You’re turning tricks for me,” he said. She had never heard that before. “And you have your bag of treats to keep me happy. To keep both of us happy.” He sat on the edge of the bed and motioned to Anne to kneel in front of him. “Where else would I want to be on trick and treat night?”

Anne felt like screaming. She wanted to smash his smiling face. She thought of biting him until he cried and begged for mercy. But he wouldn’t; he’d kill her. She clenched her fists as she knelt in front of him, and took him in her mouth and stroked his thighs. She was more afraid of him than she had been in months because he seemed invulnerable.

He was always very pleased with himself, but lately he had preened with new successes. He had been in charge of building a group of three office towers near O’Hare airport, and he had done it brilliantly. Everyone said so, even Ethan. And soon after the three buildings were completely rented, Ethan had announced he was putting Vince in charge of Tamarack, the little town he had been developing for twenty years without any formal plan. Now he would turn it over to Vince. When the announcement was made, it seemed that everyone in the family, even those who had been cool to Vince, admired and deferred to him, as if, Anne thought, he’d suddenly become the crown prince. And that made him especially terrifying because she felt weak and unimportant beside him. He was the prince of the family and she was just a commoner. And so was her father, she thought; or at least he was a lesser prince, if Vince was the one her grandfather preferred. So there was no one on her side who had any power in the family. Who would believe anything she said now if Vince didn’t want them to believe it?

“Tamarack,” Vince said on Halloween. He sat propped against the pillows on her bed, winding a strand of her hair about his finger as she lay beside him, staring out the window. “Do you know how far we’re going to go with Tamarack?”

“It sounds like you’re chewing when you say it,” said Anne. “Like it’s a candy bar and you’re licking it and taking little bites. Like you’re swallowing one tiny bit of Tamarack at a time.”

Vince’s eyes narrowed. He wound her hair more tightly, until she winced, and she knew she had gone too far; he didn’t like it when she saw through him. “I asked if you know how big our plans are,” he said softly. “And look at me when I’m talking to you.”

She turned from the window and met his bright brown eyes. “I only know what Grandfather talks about at dinner on Sundays, and he hasn’t said much lately. I thought he’d finished building there. Last summer, when we were there, it was all changed; I didn’t know he wanted to do anything else.”

“He wants to make it bigger. He wants it to be the best; bigger and more exclusive than Zermatt and Gstaad. He wants it to be the most famous resort in the world.” When Anne was silent, he said, “And what do you make of that?”

She hesitated. Often in the past few months he had asked her what she thought, mostly about plans he was making for the company and for himself. She no longer had to entertain him with stories; now he wanted to talk about himself. He even talked about his quarrels with Rita. He asked Anne how she felt about all of it, as if he wanted her advice. But Anne never gave advice. She knew what he really wanted was to be listened to and agreed with. “I guess . . . if that’s what he really wants. I didn’t want him to change it at all. I loved it the way it used to be; it was such a funky little town. All those empty miner’s cottages and falling-down buildings and unpaved streets . . . it was a nice little ghost town and the people in it kind of moved around in it without really touching it. I loved thinking it was so hidden away in the mountains it was eternal just the way it was.”

“That was a long time ago,” Vince said dismissively. “It hasn’t been like that for ten years. It won’t even stay the way it is now; in another year or two you won’t recognize it. That’s what I asked you about; you haven’t answered me.”

Once again, Anne hesitated. She didn’t like to talk about Ethan to Vince; it seemed like a betrayal. “I don’t know anything about famous resorts. I told you, I thought Grandpa had done what he wanted; I didn’t know he wants to do more. In fact, I don’t think he does. He’s not interested in Zermatt or any other place. He just loves Tamarack. Why would he care whether it’s bigger or smaller or more famous or anything than Zermatt?”

“He put me in charge of it,” Vince said flatly.

“Well, but . . . just to run it, isn’t that right? He didn’t tell you to go change it all.”

Vince frowned. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Then why did you ask me?”

“I want to know what you think about him. Sometimes you see things that other people don’t. What does he want there?”

“I think,” Anne said after a moment, “he wants to make a paradise where everyone will be perfect and happy and no one will ever be sad or disappointed again.”

Vince was amused. “He’s not a dreamer, sweetheart; he’s one of the shrewdest businessmen you’ll ever meet. There’s no room for paradise in the development business, and he knows it.”

“That’s why he’s planning to get out of it.”

Vince shook his head. “He’s not going to Tamarack; I am. He’ll come out now and then, the way he always has, but most of the time he’ll stay right here.”

“For now,” Anne said stubbornly. “But I think he built Tamarack so someday he’ll have a place to live that he likes better than here.”

Abruptly, Vince got out of bed and began to dress. “That town is mine; I have plans for it. And he damn well knows it; I haven’t kept them a secret. He doesn’t want a paradise; he wants a town that will make money. That’s what he wants from me: to see that he makes money on his investment.”

Anne was silent.

“You think he has his own plans that he hasn’t told anyone about. You think he already likes it so much he might not back what I want to do, that he might keep the money tight, keep me on a short leash.”

Anne said nothing. She had not thought that far, but hearing Vince say it, she thought he was probably right.

“Next time you see him, ask him what he’s got in mind. Not the pap he feeds the family, but what he’s keeping to himself. If he’s got his own private timetable, I have a right to know it.”

“Ask him yourself,” Anne said. “I’m not your corporate spy.”

Vince paused in buckling his belt. “I didn’t hear that,” he said with a smile.

“I’d just rather you asked him,” she said.

“And I’d rather not.” He stuffed his wallet into his back pocket. “I’ll see you next Wednesday. You can tell me then what he said.”

“Wednesday? But last time you said it would be Tuesday. Because of your trip.”

“I changed it. What difference does it make?”

“Well, it . . . I’m doing something on Wednesday.”

Vince had unlocked the door; he stood there, his hand on the knob. “Doing something?”

“I decided to work on the school paper.” Her voice came in a rush. “And there’s an editorial meeting Wednesday at five; they’re getting sandwiches, in case it lasts a long time.”

He took his hand off the knob. “You didn’t tell me about the paper.”

“I didn’t tell anybody.”

“Why not?”

Because I need secrets that are just mine, and nobody else’s. “I didn’t think you’d be interested.”

“I’m interested in everything you do, little girl. Are you the copyboy?”

Stung, she said, “I’m writing stories. I’m an investigative journalist.”

“And what do you investigate?”

“Whatever they want me to. I like to interview people; I’m good at it. I like to figure out why people do things. Illegal things.”

He looked closely at her, but she returned his look steadily, her eyes wide and direct.

“I want to see the next issue,” he said. “All of them, in fact. I don’t mind your doing it, but you’re not to keep things from me. And I expect you to be here next Wednesday.”

“Please, Vince.” She felt powerless, sitting naked before him while he stood above her, dressed in his business suit, but she knew he would be angry if she pulled the sheet over her. “I can’t miss this meeting.”

“It’s the only night I have free next week.” He saw the tears in her eyes. “Is it so terrible to spend the evening with me?” he asked softly.

Anne dug her fingernails into her palms. “No, but—”

“Of course not. You love me. Tell me you love me, little one.”

“I love you. But can’t I go to this meeting?”

“Tell me again.”

“I love you, Vince. But couldn’t I, just this once—”

“No. Don’t argue with me, sweetheart; I’m not about to change my plans just to accommodate you. Tell them to change their meeting; what else have they got to do?” Halfway through the door, he looked back. “Wednesday,” he said, and closed the door behind him.

The scream Anne had held so long tore from her, low in her throat. Reaching out blindly, she picked up a graceful ceramic lady in a long gray gown, a valuable Lladro that Marian had bought her, and hurled it across the room. But even then, even in her anger and despair, she knew enough not to make too much noise, and she aimed it at the flowered draperies. It struck them and fell to the carpet, where one arm broke off with a sharp crack. And Anne began to sob.

She cried until she was so tired she could not cry anymore. Then, slowly, she went through the routine that always followed Vince’s leaving. She stripped her bed and put on clean sheets, and she played some of her records: lilting folk songs that were light and happy. Then she took a hot bath, lying back, her eyes closed as she soaked in jasmine bubbles that rose to her chin. When she was dry and powdered, she put on smooth, freshly ironed pajamas. Finally, she slipped into her cool bed and read until two or three in the morning. By then she felt she had things under control, and she could go to sleep, and sleep soundly until her alarm went off at seven. She never remembered her dreams.

On Wednesday, she went to the newspaper meeting at five o’clock and left while it was still going on, to be ready for Vince. When Marian stopped her as she went upstairs, and asked about dinner, she said she was not hungry. “Growing girls are hungriest when they think they’re not hungry at all,” Marian said wisely. “Anne, dear, is there something you’d like to talk about? Do you need help with your schoolwork? Do you have—I know you’re still a child, but young people seem to move so fast these days—do you have a boyfriend? You could invite him here after school if you like. Or your girlfriends; they’re always welcome, you know. Come into the kitchen; we’ll get you some dinner and you and I can talk.”

Anne shook her head. “I don’t have time.”

“My dear, you have all evening. You can’t have that much homework.”

“I have a lot to do. Aunt Marian, could you send some food up? You’re right; I’m really starved, but I’ve got to be in my room; I’m worried about doing everything I have to do.”

Marian smiled and kissed her cheek. “It won’t take long,” she said, and went off to the kitchen. It was amazing, Anne thought, how often one could get one’s way just by telling other people they were right. It didn’t work with Vince; nothing worked with Vince. She always told him he was right; she always told him what he wanted to hear; but she never got her way with him. The weeks and the months passed, and despair and hatred were always inside her. They were like a tumor, Anne thought; a huge tumor swelling up like a balloon. That must be how people died, when the tumor got bigger and bigger and demolished everything until there was nothing left: no bones or blood, no lungs, no heart. I’m going to die, she thought. I’m going to die if I don’t do something. And then it was April, and her fifteenth birthday.

Marian had bought her a new dress, as she always did, for the birthday party she and Nina always gave. And when everyone was there, they sat at the same places around the table they had taken on her birthday the year before. She blew out all the candles on the cake, and everyone sang “Happy Birthday.” Nina kissed her on both cheeks. “We all love you, dear,” she said. “I hope we haven’t criticized you too much in the past year; if so, I for one apologize.” She laughed a little sheepishly. “I say that every time you have a birthday, don’t I? Well, but you know what we hope for you: that you’re as perfect as you can be. We owe that to your poor mother.” She held her glass up. “You’re a dear girl, Anne, pure and good and no trouble to any of us. And I wish you a happy birthday, and many, many more.”

Anne stared at her hands. She wanted to be in her room, alone. But she wouldn’t be alone. Vince had told her he would be there. To celebrate her birthday.

“Well, Anne.” Her father raised his wineglass. “Fifteen, and such a grown-up girl. Your mother would have been so proud. I can’t tell you how I miss her, and how I wish she could share your growing up. She’d appreciate your spirit, and your wit, even though I see a tendency for you to be a little too sharp now and then. You must watch that; it can hurt your popularity. She’d admire your intelligence, too, and your charm. You’re like her in many ways. And I admire your fortitude; you’re not a whiner or a clinging vine. You’re very grown-up and I’m proud of you. Happy birthday, Anne, and many more.”

“Hear, hear,” said William. “We’re all proud of you. You’re a real little woman. Just be sure you enjoy these years of childhood before they disappear. You don’t want to rush into worrying about earning a living and dealing with the really tough stuff: money and sex, that sort of thing.”

“William,” Marian said mildly, “that’s not appropriate on Anne’s fifteenth birthday.”

“It’s always appropriate to tell a child to stay a child. And fifteen is still a child in my book.”

“My turn,” said Ethan. “Dear Anne, I don’t know what goes on in your head in these years that you’re growing up. I treasure our times together—I always wish we had more of them—but even when we spend an afternoon together, I confess I don’t feel I know you nearly as well as I’d like. Well, maybe that’s asking too much; I’m afraid your age often seems very strange to me—and I’ll bet mine does to you. This year I promise I’ll take more afternoons off and we’ll scout out some new museums and shops and whatever else you’d like to see, and we’ll talk about anything you like. If you want to, that is; I know how young people usually like to be with young people, not grandfathers. Well, you let me know. For now, I’ll just tell you I admire you and I love you, and for the future I wish you inner strength and integrity, and intelligence and love.”

“Happy birthday, sweetheart,” said Vince. He gave her a mock salute and his sweetest smile. “I agree with William: you’re quite a little woman.”

Anne looked at all of them, and at the stack of presents waiting for her, and suddenly she felt that her whole life would be just like this: these people, these toasts, these gifts. Nothing would change; she would never escape. Even if she went away, she would always be a prisoner. Vince would find her, wherever she was, and he would open her bedroom door and call her little girl and make her do things she hated. Twice a week, forever, she would hurry home from whatever she was doing just so she would not make Vince angry by keeping him waiting. Twice a week, forever, she would take a hot bath and try to wash away all the . . .

“Grandpa,” Anne said loudly in a fierce, despairing rush, “Vince comes to my room at night and . . . makes me . . . do . . . things.”

There was a terrible silence at the table. “Oh no, oh no, oh no,” moaned Marian.

“Vince?” said William incredulously.

“It can’t be,” Nina whispered. “It can’t.”

Charles was on his feet. “Vince, you bastard, what the hell did—”

“It’s a lie,” said Vince loudly. A vein pulsed at the side of his neck. “The little bitch. What the hell’s wrong with her? We’re all celebrating her—”

“Vince?” William repeated, more loudly.

“Christ,” said Fred Jax, “what a stupid—”

“Be quiet!” roared Ethan. He leaned forward in his chair at the head of the table and stared at Anne, sitting two places away, hunched over, staring at her plate. “Is this true?”

Still looking down, she nodded. She was terrified. And then she began to cry.

“It’s a damned lie,” Vince said again. His voice rose as he turned to Ethan. “She’s a liar! She always has been.”

“Don’t call her that!” Charles shouted.

“You can’t trust her,” Vince went on, “you know you can’t. She’s a wild kid, a delinquent—”

Gail, sitting beside Anne, started to cry, her voice a loud wail beside her sister’s wrenching sobs.

“Oh, no,” said Nina. “Look what you’ve done.” She took Gail on her lap. “It’s all right, sweetheart, don’t worry; it’ll be all right.”

“Be quiet!” Ethan roared again at Vince. “If you can’t, you’ll have to leave.”

“Leave? For Christ’s sake, she’s accusing me of rape!”

“He has to stay, Dad,” said William. “He has to be able to defend himself. You can’t shut him up.”

“Anne, talk to us!” Charles cried.

“Defend himself?” quavered Marian. “How? What could he say? Unless . . .” She peered at Anne. “Are you very sure, Anne? It’s such a terrible thing to accuse someone of, especially your uncle, who loves—” She bit off the word. “You might . . . do you think you might have dreamed it? Sometimes our dreams seem so real—”

Still crying, without looking up, Anne shook her head vehemently.

“Vince isn’t that stupid,” said Fred Jax ruminatively. “At least I never thought so. If it’s true . . .” He looked at Vince speculatively, as if rethinking their relative power positions in the family and the company.

“I don’t defend myself against lies,” Vince rasped. “She’s a child trying to get attention; she never grew up. Look at her: she never combs her hair, she’s always dirty, she runs around in the forest like an animal, she stays cooped up in her room instead of being with the family like the rest of us, she swears like a truck driver, she talks back . . .” He raised his voice above the other voices clamoring against his. “She’s a goddam liar! We all know it! How can you listen to her? She’s uncontrollable, she’s a—she’s a—”

“She imagined it,” Rita broke in when Vince faltered. Everyone stopped talking and looked at her in surprise. Rita almost never spoke at family dinners. “It’s not hard to figure; she’s just a kid and nobody likes her much . . . I guess nobody does ’cause she never goes to other girls’ houses or brings them back here, does she? I mean, I never hear of her doing it. And Marian’s always talking about how come she doesn’t bring friends home after school. And I guess she doesn’t date, either, does she? Seems like she’s a real loner and she’s probably been dying to have somebody give her the time of day, and she latches onto Vince, who’s so handsome he’s every girl’s dream. She never looks at him, straight at him, you know? She runs off if he comes close and she won’t look at him; it’s like she’s scared to death she’ll blab something or her face will give her away. I guess maybe she finally tried to get him to say something nice to her and he probably just ignored her—he doesn’t have the time of day for kids, you know, not even his own, usually—and it looks like she was mad or disappointed or whatever and wanted revenge.”

Vince put his arm around Rita. Without looking at him, she shrugged it off.

Charles had walked around the table to stand behind Anne. “I don’t want to hear it from Rita. I want to hear what Vince has to say.”

“God damn it,” Vince snapped. “There isn’t a fucking thing to say!”

“Vince!” Marian cried with a look at Gail, who sat with her face buried against Nina’s shoulder, and at the other children, who were looking wide-eyed from one speaker to another.

“Nina, take the children to the playroom,” said Ethan. “Why didn’t anyone think of that?”

Nina hesitated, reluctant to leave. But Ethan motioned toward the door with a sharp jerk of his head, and she went, holding Rose in her arms, herding Gail and Dora and Keith before her.

“I can’t believe it,” William muttered, over and over, shaking his head. “I can’t believe it.” He struck the table with his fist, rhythmically. “In our house . . . we’re not the kind of people . . . I can’t believe it . . . can’t . . .”

“Nothing happened!” Vince exploded. He looked across the table, at Charles, standing behind Anne. His eyes never moved down to Anne; it was as if he and Charles were alone. “Charles.” His voice was soft and sweet. “Charles, you know me; no one else knows me as well as you do. You know I couldn’t do anything like that. There’s no way I could touch her. It would never occur to me! For God’s sake, Charles, she’s your daughter! And you’re the dearest person in the world to me. Where would I be without you? You’ve helped me grow up, you’ve always been there when I needed you, you’re my best friend. Do you really think I’d do anything to your daughter? My God, Charles, she’s as sacred to me as you are!”

Charles looked down at the bent head of his daughter. “Anne, did you hear that?”

She sat without moving.

“Charles,” Marian said. She stood, clasping and unclasping her hands, her mouth trembling. “I think we should wait. This is too hard for all of us. If we waited—”

“For what?” Charles demanded. He knelt beside Anne’s chair. “Look at me, Anne. Now think carefully. This isn’t a game. You’ve made a dreadful accusation that could do great harm to your uncle. Did you make it up? Or dream it? Be careful what you say, Anne, your uncle’s future is at stake.”

Anne felt herself shriveling up inside. Her father’s face wavered through her tears. He was not smiling at her. He looked stern. She turned to Ethan. “Please,” she whispered.

Ethan looked at her intently. “Tell us what happened, my dear.”

There was another silence. “I can’t,” she whispered. She turned to Marian, who stood agitatedly at the end of the table.

“Tell us, dear,” Marian said. “We’ll listen to you. Tell us anything you want.”

Anne stared at her. She was choking with her shame. No words would come. She shook her head.

“Well, then,” Vince said smoothly. He walked around the table. Anne cringed as he came close. “I’m sorry you had to go through this, Charles. If I can help in any way . . . though I think I’d better be careful to stay away from Anne. I might touch her, you know, out of affection, and then everyone would think . . . Oh, Christ, Charles”—tears filled his eyes—“how could this happen to us?”

Anne glanced at her father as his eyes met Vince’s tearful ones, and she saw what she had always seen there: admiration, a kind of helpless envy, and love for his favorite brother, his favorite person in all the world.

“Nothing happened to us,” Charles said to Vince. He put his arm around Anne’s shoulders. “Anne is a fine girl, and nothing happened to her. She’s fifteen years old and growing into a woman as good and beautiful as her mother was. And nothing happened to her. Did it, Anne?”

“Why can’t you tell us?” Ethan asked Anne. His voice was firm, not as gentle as it usually was when he spoke to her. “When I ask a question, I expect an answer, Anne. We don’t make accusations in this family without explaining what we mean. I can’t punish anyone or undo damage if I don’t have facts. I expect you to tell me exactly what you meant, and then we’ll know what to do next.”

Anne squeezed her eyes shut so she would not have to see all the men staring at her: Ethan, Fred, Vince, Charles, William. Marian stood helplessly at the other end of the table; Rita had withdrawn into her usual silence. It’s all my fault. I led him on and enticed him and then I let him into my room and did everything he wanted and I did it over and over again all this time. I can’t say that. I can’t tell them . . . anything.

Ethan was looking at her, puzzled, angry, helpless. Marian clasped her hands beneath her chin. “What can we do? Anne, I know you’re having a difficult time, but you must talk to us so we know what to do.”

You could believe me.

“Rita may be right, you know,” Fred Jax said, still as if talking to himself. “I mean, girls do have these fantastic imaginations, and Vince comes on strong. Big smile, lots of teeth. You know.”

“I’m sure Anne believes her story,” said William. “She’s not a malicious child; I’m sure she wouldn’t willfully hurt anyone in our family. Something led her to say what she did, as shocking as it is; I just wish she would tell us whatever is in her mind. It’s very hard on us, Anne; we’re ready to help you, but you won’t talk to us. Don’t you trust us? We want to do what we can for you.”

Anne slumped in her chair and was silent.

William sighed. “Well, what do we do now?” He looked around the table. “Is Anne going to tell the world about this? Or has she? Anne? Have you accused Vince to your teachers or your friends at school?”

“Anne,” Charles said when she did not answer. He put his hand on her hair. She could not tell if it was a gesture of affection or of warning. “Have you told anyone else?”

Beneath his hand, she shook her head.

“Well, of course that’s the way we’ll keep it,” Fred Jax said firmly. “None of us wants a scandal; it would hurt us all. The family and the company, too. We’ll keep it quiet and work it out. Anne? We need to hear you say you understand that.”

“Don’t push her!” Marian said sharply. “We’ve got to give her some time. She’ll talk to us later. I think”—she looked everywhere but at Vince—“I think she may be telling the truth.”

“Oh, God, Marian, don’t,” Vince groaned; tears filled his eyes again. “You can’t think that; you know I wouldn’t . . . what the hell do you think I am?”

“I don’t know,” Marian said, shaking her head. “I don’t know much of anything. But I know we’ve got to give Anne a chance to tell us what happened in her own way. She’s frightened and you men are badgering her.”

“Nothing happened!” Vince cried again. “She’ll give you some fucking fairy tale!”

“Shut up, Vince, for Christ’s sake,” Fred muttered.

“But what do we do, if we don’t know for sure?” asked William.

Nina came into the room. “I told the maids not to clear. Did Anne say what happened?” She looked around the table. “Well, she must have said something!”

“Oh, Anne,” Marian sighed. “You really must talk to us. Maybe we really can’t wait until later. Please don’t make it so hard for us! If you’d only talk to us! We can’t just pretend this didn’t happen, or promise not to tell anybody, because if it is the truth, we have to tell the . . .” Her voice wavered and she took a long breath. “We have to tell the police.”

“That Vince raped his niece?” asked Fred. “That’s what you’ll—”

“You son of a bitch,” lashed Vince. “I told you—”

“I believe you,” said Fred. “I was asking my wife if that’s what she wants to tell the police.”

Marian looked at him for a long moment. “I would tell them the truth.”

“Well, but we aren’t agreed on that, are we?” he said. “I mean, until we are, I agree with William. I’d rather not turn your family into a circus for the newspaper reporters.”

“It’s for Anne’s sake,” Charles said. “She’d be hurt the most if this got out.”

Fred nodded. “I agree with Charles. We have to think of Anne.”

William snorted. “We’re thinking of ourselves.”

Ethan watched them. His face was heavy and brooding.

“Anne,” said Marian suddenly. “Do you want to talk to me alone?”

It’s too late.

“Anne, my dear, please help us,” Marian begged.

You didn’t help me.

“Anne, tell us what you want us to do,” Ethan said urgently. “This is a terrible day for our family. We want to do what’s right for everyone. Help us. If you won’t talk to us about what happened, at least tell us what you want from us.”

“I want you to love me!” Anne cried. She was sobbing and her nose was running and her voice did not sound like her own. She shoved her chair back.

“We’re not finished here,” said Charles.

“I am!” She scurried to the door, her voice trailing behind her in a wail. “I am. I am. I am.”

In the darkness of her room, she sat cross-legged in the middle of the floor. Marian stood outside her locked door, calling her, and after her came Ethan and Nina and William. Then Gail came. Anne listened to her knocking on the door and finally let her in. She lit a small lamp on the desk so they could see each other.

Gail threw her arms around Anne. “I don’t understand anything!”

“You shouldn’t be here,” Anne said. “You shouldn’t even be hearing all this stuff; you’re only nine. Go to bed.”

“Tell me,” Gail said. “Tell me! I love you!”

Anne shook her head. “I can’t. Listen. Will you listen real carefully? Stay close to Marian. Really close. When anything happens that you don’t like, tell Marian. She’s okay, Gail; she’ll help you, you just have to push her a little bit, otherwise she just kind of drifts around in her own world.” Gail giggled. “No, seriously, are you listening? Stay close to her. Don’t let anybody do anything to you that you don’t like.”

“Like what?”

“Just anything you don’t like. Tell Marian if anybody tries. Okay?”

“Sure.”

“Gail, I mean it. I’m serious.”

Gail’s eyes were wide in the dim light of the room. “Okay. I’ll remember.”

“Then go to bed.” Anne held her close. “I haven’t paid much attention to you. I’m sorry. You’re really nice. Go on, now. Go to bed.”

“I could stay here with you.”

“I don’t want you to. Go away, Gail, I don’t want you here.”

Gail’s mouth drooped. “Well . . . I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Alone, Anne turned off the lamp and sat again in the middle of the room, in the darkness. When her window began to turn a faint gray, and then grew steadily brighter, she could see the roses all around her, in the wallpaper, in the draperies, on the bedspread. They looked wan and old, half-dead. Ugly, Anne thought. They’re so ugly.

Just outside her window, a bird began to sing. Anne stood up. It’s the day after my fifteenth birthday, she thought. And Vince is going to kill me.

She couldn’t stay here and wait for him. She had to get away. It wouldn’t do any good to tell anyone she was terrified of him because none of them believed her. For a minute she’d thought her grandfather did, and Marian did, maybe, but they didn’t try to help her; they didn’t get mad at Vince; they just looked miserable and not sure of anything. That made her feel more alone than anything Vince had ever done to her.

Standing near the window, Anne closed her eyes. “Mommy,” she whispered, and tears stung her eyelids as the word fell softly in the silent room. “Mommy, please help me.” But there was only silence, and the trill of the bird beyond the glass.

She opened her eyes and wiped them on her sleeve. She straightened her back, holding her head high. I don’t need them. I don’t need anybody; I’m not a baby anymore. I can do everything alone. I won’t ask anybody for anything, ever again. I don’t need them. All I need is to be strong and not let anybody hurt me. Ever. And when I grow up, I’ll be better than all of them. And I’ll be very happy.

She pulled her duffel bag from the closet shelf and stuffed clothes into it, whatever she could grab from her closet and bureau, without looking at them. She pulled off her party dress and picked up a pair of jeans. No, she thought, suddenly beginning to plan. Nobody pays attention to a teenager in blue jeans. She put on a tweed pantsuit and a white silk blouse with a bow at the neck. She emptied the birthday envelopes from William and Fred of the money they held and put it in her wallet and carefully put the wallet in her leather purse. Then she left the room.

She skirted the pile of presents Marian had placed outside her door during the night, and went to the side stairway and outside door that Vince had used for two years, and down the walk to the street. The sky grew brighter and she was followed by the songs of birds as she walked the mile into town and waited on the railroad platform for the Chicago train. Her eyes were dry. She was dry inside, all shriveled up, too tightly controlled even to feel fear for whatever lay ahead. She stood straight in the fragrant beauty of the April morning, and when the train arrived, she walked onto it, her duffel bag in her hand, and never looked back.



chapter 4


Find her!” Ethan demanded. He glared at the detective sitting beside Charles. “Don’t waste my time telling me how hard it is to find runaways; just do it!”

“All I said, Mr. Chatham, was that there’s thousands of these kids, and they get to New York and San Francisco and places like that, and they kind of blend in, you know, and if somebody doesn’t want to be found, they usually don’t get found.”

Ethan brushed his words away. “You haven’t given him much to go on,” he said to Charles. “Friends she had, people she trusted, give him some names!”

Charles shook his head. “I don’t know anyone. Anne didn’t talk about herself very much.”

“Did you ask her very much?”

“She didn’t like to be asked,” Charles said defensively. “You know how she was. Is. Always going off by herself, talking back . . . I love her, but she made it damned hard; she was so different from Alice. I kept looking for Alice in her, I thought a girl had to be like her mother and I wanted to love her as much as I loved Alice, but she wasn’t—isn’t—anything like her. She could be, she’s pretty enough, but every time Marian or I tried to get her to improve herself, she got worse. Marian is the one to talk to,” he said to the detective. “She knows Anne better than anyone.”

“Right,” said the detective. “She knows the kid liked to read; she bought books like mad and stacked them all over her room. She liked to hide out in the forest; she either had friends nobody ever saw or she made them up, nobody knows for sure; she wasn’t crazy about school but she got pretty good grades; and she all of a sudden liked to go clothes shopping a couple of years ago. That’s about it. Didn’t anybody ever talk to this kid?”

“All of us had dinner together every Sunday night,” said Charles, still defensive.

“I’m talking about talking to her.” The detective picked up his briefcase and stood beside his chair. “Nobody knows nothing; that’s what I got so far. I talked to her classmates at school and they liked her all right, she seemed to get along with everybody, but she wasn’t close to any of them. They all called her a loner, a little strange, not comfortable with people, that sort of thing. Nothing you could put your finger on and say she was the type who’d run off. And nothing that can help me. If she had close friends, nobody knows it. If she had favorite teachers, nobody knows it. If she visited neighbors, nobody knows it. If she hung out at bars in Chicago, nobody knows it. If she was one of your rich North Shore kids who blow their allowance on pot and LSD, nobody knows it. If she ever wanted to take off for some city or other, nobody knows it. Nobody knows nothing.” He glanced at his notebook. “Anne Chatham, fifteen years old, five feet four, one hundred five pounds at her last physical, which was a year ago, blue eyes, black hair, no distinguishing marks.” He flipped through the pictures Marian had given him. “Pretty girl. Well, I’ll be in touch. But I’m telling you, we’ve got a lot of these and the ones who show up do it on their own; they don’t get found if they don’t want to get found.”
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