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Part I






Chapter 1



KATHERINE!” The voices echoed in the brightly lit rooms. “Wonderful party . . . terrific food! . . . so good to be here . . .” And to one another, still at the top of their voices, they shouted, “Didn’t know they threw these parties . . . did you?”


The voices rose above the music from the record player and swept through the house and out to the terrace where couples danced in the warm June night or stood on the low stone wall to view the spectacle of Vancouver’s skyline across the bay. And Katherine, with Jennifer and Todd’s help, opened new bottles at the small bar and moved back and forth between the kitchen and dining room, keeping the steaming casseroles and platters on the buffet heaped with food.


“The guest of honor salutes a terrific hostess,” said Leslie McAlister, lifting her glass. “And,” she added with a small bow, “Jennifer and Todd. Your mother should hire you out to friends when they entertain.” She put her arm around Katherine. “Very impressive, being the reason for such a party. Why didn’t you tell me you threw such terrific affairs? If I’d known, I wouldn’t have let three years go by since my last visit. On the other hand, why haven’t you come to San Francisco so I could give a party in your honor?”


“You should have come sooner,” Katherine agreed. She was trying to twist the cork out of a champagne bottle. “Craig does this so easily, but I can’t seem to—”


“Let me.” Leslie took the bottle from her. “It’s one of the first skills single women learn.” With a flourish, she pushed up the cork with her thumbs, at the same time covertly studying Katherine, comparing her to the plain, shy Katherine Fraser she’d seen only sporadically for the past ten years. She was still shy—slightly alarmed at the boisterousness of her party and looking surprised when her guests praised her—but she was a little prettier, especially now, with the excitement of her party brightening her wonderful hazel eyes and giving her pale skin some color. And though she and Leslie were the same height, she was slimmer; she doesn’t worry about her hips, Leslie thought ruefully.


Still, her educated eye saw that Katherine wasn’t nearly as attractive as she could be. Her heavy dark hair was pulled back and held tightly by an elastic band, stretching the skin at her temples, her lipstick was the wrong shade for her skin, and her dress was too plain for a figure that demanded drama. Leslie, who worked at being stunning and sophisticated, making a virtue of kinky red hair and a sharp jaw, felt her fingers itching to redo Katherine. Silently she laughed at herself. Never content; not only did she spend her days as an executive of an exclusive department store that catered to the whims of wealthy customers, but she also couldn’t wait to go to work on a friend who seemed perfectly satisfied with herself.


The cork popped neatly from the bottle, trailing misty tendrils of champagne vapor. “Oh, well done!” cried Sarah Murphy, small, round, with black alert eyes. “Men always spray it everywhere, but you have such finesse! You must entertain a great deal. Katherine, on the other hand”—she tapped Katherine playfully—“never entertains, yet here she is giving such a lovely party. And without a husband in sight. Where is Craig, my dear? Usually I see him leave like clockwork every morning, but I haven’t seen him since Tuesday.”


“He had to go to Toronto—”


“With a party coming up? It must have been terribly important to make him disappear and expect you to—”


“Cope,” Leslie finished smoothly. “And isn’t she admirable? One might be envious—if one were the type.” She smiled sweetly. “Katherine and I were catching up on our news; do you mind if I monopolize her before I leave for the airport?”


“Oh, my, no,” said Sarah. “Of course not; Katherine’s been so anxious to see you—” She followed them, still talking, until they hid behind a cluster of guests at the piano. Beneath the noise of the party, they burst out laughing.


“Thank you,” Katherine said. “She’s a wonderful neighbor and she’d do anything to help us if we needed her, but she’s a little hard to get rid of.”


“Hinting,” Leslie scorned. “I can’t stand people who haven’t the guts to be honestly nosy.”


“Or honestly anything,” Katherine added as they went through the glass doors to the terrace. “You never liked anyone who lied.”


“That’s why we latched on to each other: the two of us, so damned stubborn about the truth. So how come we don’t see each other more often?”


A shout from the living room broke in, rising furiously above the sounds of the party. “You son of a bitch, you have to accommodate the Quebecois—”


“Accommodate the French!” came an outraged response. “We’re already taxed up to our necks to pay for them. Our money should stay in the west—”


“So that’s what you want, eh? You’d do anything to get out of paying taxes!”


Katherine’s face was frozen with panic. “They can’t fight; it would ruin everything.”


The outraged voice rose higher. “Pretty free with accusations, Doerner! You’re known for that, aren’t you? Especially false ones!”


“What the hell—! Listen you bastard, that was two years ago. And when I found out I was wrong, I paid the costs and it was over. Who do you think you are—”


“Oh, shit!” someone else cried. “Do you two have to come to blows at every party?”


Leslie looked at Katherine’s face. “Shall I try to break it up? Sometimes a stranger is a good distraction.”


Katherine shook her head. “I should do it. Damn, why isn’t Craig here? He’d know what to do; one of those men is his partner. Well—” She straightened her shoulders. “I’ll be right back.”


In the living room she made her way through a crowd surrounding two men, their faces contorted with anger as other guests held them apart. Katherine drew a shaky breath and, forcing a smile, raised her voice. “It’s like an American Western, isn’t it? But shouldn’t we have a saloon and a dusty street where you can pace off?” She heard a ripple of laughter and the two men reluctantly smiled. She put her hands on their arms. “We do have a bar; can I offer you drinks instead of bruises?”


“Far more civilized,” one of them said. “Mrs. Fraser, I apologize. If some people weren’t so free with accusations—”


“The bar! The bar! Drinks, not bruises!” came cries from the guests. A short, gray-haired woman mouthed an apology to Katherine and took the other man’s arm, turning him toward the bar. In a moment, Katherine slipped out and returned to the terrace.


Leslie was watching from the doorway. “The perfect hostess,” she said admiringly. “I thought you said you don’t give many parties.”


“We don’t give any parties. We used to, years ago, but we haven’t lately; Craig doesn’t like them.” Katherine was trembling but a feeling of pride swept over her. “I did stop them, didn’t I?”


“You did. Without making anyone angry. Who are those guys, anyway?”


“Carl Doerner, Craig’s partner in Vancouver Construction; I have no idea who the other man is. My house is full of people I don’t know.”


“Katherine! You’re not serious.”


“Yes I am. We don’t have many friends, and I wanted to impress you. So we invited Craig’s business acquaintances and people I’d met at Jennifer’s and Todd’s school.”


“But they came to your party.”


“They wanted to meet my friend, the vice-president of Heath’s of San Francisco. You’re a celebrity.”


“If I am, it’s the first time. And I didn’t make this terrific party; you did.”


“If I did, it’s the first time.” They grinned at each other and Katherine felt the warmth of Leslie’s closeness. It had been almost the only warmth in high school and two years of college, and afterward, until she met Craig. Leslie, brash and curious, had breached her shyness and given her a chance to know how good a friend she could be. But then, on a vacation in British Columbia, Katherine met Craig Fraser and, within a month, married him. And Leslie, returning to San Francisco after the wedding, decided to make herself the first woman vice-president in the fifty-year history of Heath’s of San Francisco.


“The years disappeared,” Katherine said, thinking back, trying to answer Leslie’s question of why they saw each other so seldom. “And you haven’t visited us very often.”


“Look who’s talking!” Leslie retorted. “You’ve never come back to San Francisco. Ten years, and never one visit.”


“Craig wouldn’t go. I asked him so many times; he just refused and wouldn’t talk about it.” Katherine gazed unseeing at the lights of Lions Gate Bridge, strung across the bay, fastening West Vancouver to the glittering Vancouver skyline. “Do you remember the time I called you, when I was so lonely? We’d been married about three years and had only a couple of friends, and Craig was starting with Carl Doerner’s company, and I was always alone with the babies—it was when you were breaking up with what’s-his-name—and we nearly drowned our telephones in problems and tears. What was his name?”


“I have no idea. Seven years ago? How could I possibly remember?”


“You were so miserable, I thought it was an undying love.”


“It probably was, at the moment. I haven’t found one that lasts. I don’t see many, either. You and Craig; a few others. Though don’t you think you could find someone else if he suddenly—Sorry, ghoulish question.”


“Well, it is, but everyone thinks about it. And I suppose I could love someone else if something happened to Craig.” She smiled at Jennifer, who came on to the terrace carefully balancing two plates of steamed shrimp. “Thank you, sweetheart. Would you and Todd like to go upstairs now? I can take over; you’ve worked so hard and it’s getting late.”


“Todd’s already goofing off,” Jennifer said resignedly. “He’s talking about Atari games with some computer guy. I like being the hostess. See you later.”


Amused, Leslie said, “Seems you’ve been displaced as hostess. Speaking of computers, my wild oats brother has become a computer whiz. In fact, I hired him a while back, figuring a good job might make him an upright citizen. Fingers crossed and daily prayers; so far he seems to be making it.” She paused. “So do you. You look happy, Katherine.”


“I am.” Through the open doors, Katherine heard fragments of conversation and a chorus reviving old folk songs to a piano accompaniment. She felt she was floating on the bright lights and colors of her beautiful house, and wished Craig were there, to share it. We’ve got to stop being so solitary, she thought; we should make more friends, entertain more.


“I’m sorry I won’t see Craig,” Leslie said, as if picking up Katherine’s thoughts.


“I am, too. I can’t imagine why he isn’t back; he promised he’d be here to help with the party. Can’t you stay over? He’ll probably get here just when you leave.”


“I really can’t. A couple of odd things have come up at the store and I ought to earn my salary by looking into them. I wouldn’t even have come up for the conference, if you weren’t here. You’ll just have to bring the whole family to San Francisco.”


“I will. I don’t know what Craig has against it, but we’ll—”


“Katherine.” Carl Doerner was in the doorway. “Could I see you for a minute?”


“I’ll get some more wine,” Leslie said, and left them alone.


“I apologize,” he said. “No excuse for such childish behavior. I’m on edge, lots on my mind, but still . . . Katherine, have you heard from Craig?”


“No, have you? I thought he’d be back by now.”


“I just called him at the Boynton. He’s not there.”


“Of course not. He’s on his way home.”


“They don’t have a registration for him.”


“They must have; that’s where he stayed. But it isn’t important, is it? He’s on his way home.”


“Katherine, have you heard from him? All week?”


“No, he’s probably been busy. So was I, with the party—”


“Does Craig use other hotels in Toronto?”


“No. Carl, what is this? Craig is on his way home; there’s no mystery about it.”


“Probably not. But when he gets here, will you have him call me? Right away.”


Something in his voice finally reached her. “Are you worried about Craig?”


“Of course not. Just—have him call me. All right?”


She nodded, frowning slightly as he walked away. Behind her, someone said, “Wonderful house, Katherine. So much room to move around.”


“We built it,” she answered. “Three years ago. It is beautiful, isn’t it? Craig and the architect worked out every inch.”


What does that mean—no registration at the Boynton?


“Talented fellow; he and Doerner built our office building.”


“And that new motel in Burnaby? Didn’t they do that?”


Of course he was registered. Carl was impatient and didn’t ask them to check.


“Mom!” Katherine looked down at Todd’s mischievous grin. “There’s a whole bunch of chocolate cake in the kitchen. It’s for us, isn’t it?”


She smiled. “How much have you eaten?”


“Just a taste. Jennifer said I better ask you.”


“How much is ‘just a taste’?”


“Uh . . . two and a half pieces? Jennifer only had two.”


“Quite a taste.” She kissed the top of his head. “One more small piece. And don’t forget to brush all that chocolate off your teeth before you go to bed.”


“Sure. When’s Dad coming home?”


“I guess tomorrow. He’ll probably call and let us know.”


He would have told me if he’d changed hotels.


“He promised me a balsa airplane model.”


“Then he’ll bring you one. Good night, Todd. Sleep well.”


Unless he changed his plans at the last minute.


“Nice boy, Katherine. The picture of his father.”


But whenever he changes his plans, he calls me.


“Katherine.” Leslie was carrying her overnight bag. “I’ve got to go or I’ll miss my plane.” They walked to the front door and she looked at Katherine appraisingly. “A sudden problem?”


“Why?”


“Furrowed brow, faraway look. Can I help?”


“No, it’s not serious, just something that I can’t explain. I wish you could stay longer.”


“Next time. Or you’ll stay longer in San Francisco. You will come? Promise?”


“Promise. As soon as Craig can get away.”


“Don’t wait too long; I really have missed our talks.”


“So have I. I didn’t realize how much until now.”


“You could come alone, you know.”


“Oh. Yes I could. I’d rather not, though; and wouldn’t you like a visit from the whole family?”


“Of course. Come soon, then. I’ll give you the key to the city.” They put their arms around each other. “So damn good to see you. Letters and phone calls aren’t enough. Why the hell we let ourselves get so wrapped up in our own lives—” And she was gone, waving from the front gate as she got into the taxi.


Just as Craig did when he went to the airport on Tuesday.


Three days earlier. Tuesday morning. He held her to him as the taxi pulled up, but he was looking off in the distance, already thinking of Toronto. He kissed her, told her he loved her, and was gone, waving as the car pulled away. An ordinary trip, no different from the dozens he took every year to meet with suppliers, architects, other contractors with whom he and Carl did business. Back on Friday, he had promised at breakfast, to help with the party. An ordinary trip. But why wouldn’t he be registered at the Boynton?


Her exhilaration had vanished; her party had changed. Her guests still gesticulated and smiled, talking rapidly, but the sound and brightness had dimmed, as if muffled by a curtain. I’ll find out for myself, she thought, and ran upstairs to call the hotel. “No, Mrs. Fraser, he didn’t register,” the clerk said. “We certainly wouldn’t make a mistake about one of our regulars. That’s what I told Mr. Doerner when he called, and if he hadn’t gotten angry and hung up on me, I would have told him that Mr. Fraser did have a reservation but he didn’t arrive. We assumed he’d changed his plans. I wish I could help you, but I can’t. He isn’t here, Mrs. Fraser, and he hasn’t been, all week.”


He isn’t there, Mrs. Fraser. He hasn’t been all week. Katherine sat on the bed and looked blankly at the wall. He hasn’t been all week. Laughter drifted up the stairs, glasses clinked, and the chorus at the piano belted out “The Big Rock Candy Mountain,” but the sounds were far off, the air dark. He isn’t here, Mrs. Fraser. He hasn’t been all week.





Chapter 2



ON Saturday morning, the debris of the party lay strewn about the house. Katherine sat at the kitchen telephone, watching her children clean up the dining room. “We need a maid,” Todd grumbled, stacking plates precariously on the floor. “We’re the maid,” Jennifer responded. “If Dad was home,” Todd said, “Mom would do it with us, like she always does.” “She’s waiting to hear from Daddy,” said Jennifer. “She’s worried.” Todd looked up from his stack of plates. “She didn’t say she was worried. She just said Dad would be late because he got busy in Toronto.” “He always calls, doesn’t he?” Jennifer demanded. “He calls in the middle of the week and he calls if he’s going to be late and this week he didn’t call at all.” “Mom!” Todd yelled. “Has something happened to Dad?”


Katherine came to the door. Her legs felt heavy, her eyes scratchy from being up all night, waiting, watching the blazing porch light grow feeble as the sun rose. She was too tired to lie convincingly, and her children were expert at catching her in contradictions—and anyway, she thought, they deserve to know what’s happening. “I don’t know where he is, Todd. He’s probably tied up with some business people and he’ll call us as soon as he can.”


“But where is he?” Todd insisted.


“I said I don’t know,” Katherine snapped. More gently she said, “I’m waiting for him to call.”


The telephone rang and she flung herself across the kitchen to answer it. “You haven’t heard from him?” Carl Doerner asked without preamble.


“No.” In her disappointment, her legs gave way and she sat on the stool at the counter. “But if he’s really busy . . . Couldn’t something important have come up at the last minute? Something in another city—?”


“He’s heard of telephones, hasn’t he? Katherine, tell me the truth: you have no idea where he is?”


“Why would I lie to you? Carl, I’m worried; Craig always calls on business trips, and he promised to be back on Friday. I’m going to call the Toronto police.”


“Well, hold on a minute now, slow down. Craig’s a big boy; we don’t have to panic just because we’re not sure where he is. Something unexpected probably did come up. Chances are he’ll walk in any minute and we’d feel pretty silly, wouldn’t we, if we had half of Canada out looking for him?”


“Half of Canada? I only said—”


“I know, I know, but I think you should wait. You watch, he’ll waltz in safe and sound, wondering what the fuss is all about. I think we ought to give him time to finish his business and get home. But have him call me as soon as he gets in, will you?”


Jennifer was beside her. “What did he say?”


“That we shouldn’t worry.” Katherine turned on the burner beneath the tea kettle. “And he’s right; Daddy can take care of himself. I think we should get to work. What would he say if he came home to a house that looked like it was hit by a cyclone?”


But all day, and into the evening, as the three of them cleaned the house, all Katherine could think of was Craig lying in the street, victim of a mugging or a hit-and-run driver or a heart attack. But wouldn’t someone have found him and called her? Not if a robber had taken his wallet; that happened all the time. So she had to call the police. And if Carl didn’t think she should, that was just too bad.


Still, she waited a little while longer, until Jennifer and Todd went to bed. “Wake us up when Daddy comes home,” Jennifer pleaded.


“We both will,” Katherine said. “Don’t you think he’s anxious to see you too?” But when she dialed the Toronto police, her voice failed. She felt ashamed, as if she were calling Craig a criminal—someone to be searched for, hunted down, his name bandied about by strangers. An anonymous officer at the other end was saying, “Yes? Hello? Yes?” and at last, knowing she had to do it, she forced out the words. “My husband is missing.”


“Yes, ma’am,” he said, so matter-of-fact Katherine wondered how many missing husbands he dealt with each week. “When did you last see him?”


“Tuesday morning when—”


“He was coming here? Toronto?”


“Yes, he went there often, on business, and he—”


“What airline did he fly?”


“Airline? I don’t know; he didn’t tell me. Probably Air Canada.”


“And his hotel in Toronto?”


“He always stays at the Boynton. But I called them and—”


“Did he have a reservation?”


“Yes, but he never . . . he never got there.”


“Never got there. When did you expect him home?”


“Friday. Yesterday afternoon. We were having a party for a friend of mine from San Francisco—”


“He didn’t call or write?”


“No! If he had, I wouldn’t be calling you!”


“All right, ma’am, I know this is a strain, but if you’ll just be calm. We have to ask these questions; it’s our job. Give me a description now.”


Katherine pictured Craig, sitting at his desk, organizing neat piles of paper and binding them with rubber bands or string. “Six feet tall,” she said. “Light brown hair and beard, brown eyes—”


“Weight?”


She paused. How odd, she thought. “I don’t know.”


“About—?”


“I guess . . . about one seventy? He takes a size forty sweater.”


“Scars or distinguishing features?”


“A scar next to his right eyebrow, not a big one but you can see it. That’s all. He’s really—he’s not unusual—just nice-looking.”


“Shoe size?”


“I don’t know.” He must think I’m a terrible wife not to know these things. “I don’t buy his shoes.”


“Right.” He went on and on, asking about the people Craig went to see, companies, banks—“I don’t know, I don’t know,” Katherine repeated—and then for their charge card numbers, and she read them to him. “All right, Mrs. Fraser. We’ll get back to you as soon as we can.”


“Tonight?”


“Or tomorrow morning. Sit tight, ma’am; give us time to check everything out.”


That night again, as the hours dragged by, Katherine huddled in a corner of the couch, drinking tea, listening for the sound of Craig’s key in the front door. The house creaked and shifted in the dark and she held herself rigid, afraid to investigate the sounds. At dawn she put her head back to rest her aching neck, and fell asleep—to be awakened two hours later by the furious sibilance of Todd and Jennifer’s whispers.


“He must have called,” Todd said. “And Mom’s waiting for him here instead of upstairs in bed.”


Jennifer bit her knuckle. “She said she’d wake us up if he called. She’s down here because she doesn’t like to sleep alone. Parents don’t like to be in bed by themselves.”


“I’ll bet he called and he’s on his way home with my balsa model.”


“Who cares about your balsa model? I just want Daddy!”


We all want him, Katherine thought, her eyes still closed. And he hasn’t called. Sunday morning and Craig hasn’t called. She opened her eyes and stood up, aching as if she had not slept at all. “We all want him,” she repeated aloud. “And it’s hard for us, not knowing where he is. I think when he gets home we should ask him to be more considerate next time he goes away.”


Todd scowled. “Maybe a truck hit him. Or a train. Or a meteor.”


“Meteors don’t hit Toronto,” Jennifer scoffed.


“They do too. They hit everywhere. Even Vancouver. One of them could smash into our house and wipe us all out.”


“Cheerful thought.” Katherine smiled. For a brief moment everything seemed normal: Todd and Jennifer, the morning sun slanting into their bright living room, a beautiful ordinary June day. Soon Craig would walk in, just as Carl had predicted, apologizing because he got so busy he forgot to call, explaining his change in hotels, telling her she should know better than to worry; he could take care of himself just as he took care of his family. “I think we would have heard if a meteor had smashed into Toronto,” she said. “Now, look: I’m going to take a shower and I think you’d better do the same. Isn’t this the day for that picnic on Grouse Mountain? What time are you being picked up?”


“We’re not going,” Jennifer declared. “We’re going to stay home and wait for Daddy.”


“You are going,” said Katherine firmly. “If he gets home before you, we’ll come up and find you. Come on, now, let’s get moving. Todd? Jennifer? Please.”


But after all it was not an ordinary day and as soon as they were gone, Katherine rushed to the telephone to call the Toronto police again. It rang as she reached it.


“Yes!” she cried. “Craig?”


“No, Mrs. Fraser,” the Toronto officer said. “I’m sorry. And I’m sorry we took so long getting back to you; we wanted to be sure—”


“What? Of what?”


“That there’s no trace of your husband. He’s not in any hospital in the area; he’s not in jail; he’s not in the morgue. He didn’t register at any hotel other than the Boynton. He didn’t charge any meals or rent a car. Mrs. Fraser—” The officer cleared his throat. “He probably wasn’t even there. We checked with the airlines. Mr. Fraser didn’t fly to Toronto last Tuesday.”


“That’s impossible.” Katherine’s throat was tight.


“No, they have no record of—”


“Of course he flew to Toronto.” Her voice rose. “I saw him leave for the airport on Tuesday.”


“Mrs. Fraser, don’t you understand? He never used his ticket. Either something happened to him in Vancouver, before he got to the airport, or he never intended to take that flight.”


“How dare you—! How dare you accuse my husband of lying to me! Who do you think you are—” She put down the telephone, trying to draw a breath. She heard the officer repeatedly calling her name, but his voice in the receiver was so tiny and distant she knew it had nothing to do with her. She hung up on it.


But in a minute, with frantic urgency, she dialed the Vancouver police. Craig never lied to her. Something terrible had happened to him, and if the Toronto people were telling the truth, it had happened in Vancouver. Right here, and all week she had had no idea of it. She’d been happy and busy, planning the party, and the only time she’d thought of Craig was when she felt annoyed with him for not being there to help her. And all that time he was ill, or injured, or dead. I should have known, she thought. When he didn’t call.


“My husband is missing,” she said when a policeman answered, squeezing the words once more through her locked throat, and then nervously paced her living room, waiting for someone to arrive.


Two young officers came, carrying clipboards and printed forms, and they checked off categories and carefully wrote Craig’s description as Katherine recited it for the second time that day. They asked for a recent picture and Katherine gave them one and then, synchronized and efficient, they took turns asking questions and writing answers. As she told them what the Toronto police had said about the airlines, Katherine caught a look between them. “What is it?” she asked. “If there is something you haven’t told me—”


“No, ma’am,” one of them said. “We were wondering what you haven’t told us.”


Katherine shook her head. “Nothing.” A wave of exhaustion from two sleepless nights engulfed her and she closed her eyes. If she could just sink into bed and turn away, shut out everything . . . But the officers were rustling impatiently and she forced her eyes open. “Nothing. What else could there be?”


“Ah . . . your husband’s lady friends?” the officer suggested. “Any you know of, that is. Lots of wives don’t, so you shouldn’t feel ashamed if . . .” His voice trailed away at Katherine’s look.


“What we mean,” the other one put in helpfully, “is that people don’t just vanish without a reason. Husbands have reasons for disappearing. It wouldn’t necessarily be a lady friend. You understand”—he was so earnest, Katherine thought, and so clumsy; why were boys sent to do this job?—“we’re not suggesting anything in particular. Maybe the two of you were having problems? Or your husband piled up gambling IOUs? Maybe he’s been despondent lately. Have you looked for a suicide note? They have reasons, Mrs. Fraser, that’s all; we’re certainly not here to criticize you or your husband—that’s the way things happen.”


“Not to us.” Katherine’s lips were stiff and she was too tired even to be indignant, as she had been with the Toronto officer. “My husband and I have been married for ten years and I know he wouldn’t stay away if he could help it. You don’t know anything about him; you don’t know what happened to him.”


“No ma’am; that’s true. But did he like the ladies?”


The telephone rang and Katherine raced to the kitchen, her heart pounding. “My dear,” said Sarah Murphy, her voice rippling with curiosity. “Is everything all right? I just glanced out my window and saw the police car.”


Katherine’s shoulders slumped. “Sarah, I can’t talk now.”


“It’s not a heart attack, is it? Craig, I mean? Katherine? Is Craig all right?”


“Craig isn’t home. Sarah, I have to go—”


“But he did get back. Didn’t he?”


“Sarah, I’ll talk to you later—”


“Yes, you don’t want to keep the police waiting. But Katherine, I’m here, you know, if you need me.”


“Yes—”


“I’m always here, always available.”


“I know. I’ll call you later, Sarah.”


The police officers were at the front door. “We’ll send out a bulletin on your husband, Mrs. Fraser, and we’ll let you know if we hear anything. But you really ought to look around for clues; that’s probably the only way we’ll find him.”


Don’t they understand that my husband may be dead? Katherine watched them walk past her flower gardens and disappear beyond the hedge. Then, without planning it, she found herself sitting at Craig’s desk. Not looking for clues, she thought; that was ridiculous. But perhaps he’d left a schedule of appointments; places she could call. That was all she was looking for.


She felt like a trespasser. It was Craig’s desk; she never used it. Superstitiously, she thought she might be making it more likely that he was dead. “Oh, don’t be stupid,” she said aloud, and quickly pulled open all the drawers.


Gradually, she stopped feeling guilty as her puzzlement grew. Going through drawers and pigeonholes, lifting and putting back neat folders and packets of papers, she found Craig’s notes on buildings Vancouver Construction had built, sketches for the wood carvings he made in his spare time, copies of expense forms he had submitted for business trips, including frequent trips to Calgary (he’d never told her he had a longterm job in Calgary), past-due membership notices from his private club, a batch of unpaid department store bills, and lined pads of paper covered with scribbled numbers—added, subtracted, multiplied, crossed out with angry X’s, then repeated in different combinations.


Katherine pondered the numbers. Craig always paid the bills; he’d never even hinted about debts. We’ll have to talk about it, she thought, as soon as he gets home . . . Then, behind a box of business cards in the bottom drawer, she found a small picture, torn raggedly from a larger one. Disquieted, she gazed at the lovely girl laughing into the camera; someone she had never met. I didn’t know Craig kept a picture of an early love. Something else he never told me.


“Mom!” Todd cried, throwing open the front door. “Mrs. Murphy says the police were here. What happened to Daddy? He isn’t dead, is he?”


Jennifer jabbed him with her elbow. “Don’t say it.” She looked at Katherine. “What did they want?”


“I asked them to find out if Daddy’s been in an accident.” Katherine steadied her voice. “They can check hospitals faster than we can. That’s all they’re doing. How was your picnic? Tell me about it while we make dinner.”


They were subdued, but they talked and helped her as they did every evening and once again, for a few peaceful moments, Katherine thought that everything would be fine; how could anything bad happen when her house seemed so normal? And then they heard the front door open and with a yell Todd and Jennifer tore through the dining and living rooms with Katherine just behind them. But it was not Craig; it was Carl Doerner.


“The door was open,” he apologized, striding in. “I didn’t hear from Craig; did you forget to tell him to call me?” He stopped in the middle of the living room, his back to Katherine. When she was silent, he let out a long sigh and turned to face her. “Nothing? Not a word?”


She shook her head.


“Damn, damn, damn.” His large head, with its mane of gray hair, moved slowly back and forth. “I’m sorry, Katherine. I hoped it wasn’t true.”


Uneasy, Katherine turned to Todd and Jennifer. “Would you set the table? I’ll be there in a few minutes.” Jennifer made a disgusted sound but the two of them left the room. “What does that mean?” Katherine asked Carl.


“He’s skipped. I wish I could spare you this, but—”


“What are you talking about? Skipped? You mean ran away? He had nothing to run away from. And he wouldn’t anyway. You know him, Carl; he’s not the kind of man to run away from anything.”


“Katherine, I’m sorry.” Restlessly, Doerner moved about the room, shoving furniture out of his way. Katherine thought how out of place he looked in the bright room with its flowered furniture and drapes—like a shaggy bear in a summer garden. “I’m sorry,” he repeated, his voice heavy and slow. “But Craig’s been stealing company funds for over two years.”


“Stealing! Carl, are you mad?”


“Nearly seventy-five thousand dollars. The accountant caught it, and Craig and I had it out and he admitted it: he made up fake companies, sold them fake materials, authorized payments to himself—it’s complicated, but I can show you how it worked if you want. He asked me to give him a week and—”


“It’s not true!”


“He asked for a week to raise some money, and I believed he meant it, so I promised not to go to the police.”


“I don’t believe it; there’s been a—”


Doerner pulled a thick envelope from his pocket and held it out to her. “Statements. From the accountants, the solicitors—” When she did not move, his hand dropped. “God damn it, Katherine, why would I make this up? Craig was more a son to me than a partner; I was going to retire and sell him the company in a couple of years. Now what the hell am I going to do?”


“Craig stole?” Katherine asked numbly. “He stole from the company?”


“That’s what I said.”


“Well, you’re wrong. Why are you so sure it was Craig? Why are you blaming him—?”


“I’m not blaming him; he admitted it. Said your house set him back more than he expected, and there were other things—he wouldn’t say what—but he said he’d pay it back, every damn cent. And I trusted him! I let him go!”


“When?”


“What?”


“When did you and Craig talk about . . . about the money?”


“Monday. Last Monday. He said he’d have some of it by Friday and a plan to pay off the rest. He was crying. Damn it, so was I. Now what the hell can I do? I don’t want to charge him with embezzling!”


“Wait, please, just wait a minute.” Katherine was dizzy. Doerner had pushed the furniture out of place and the room seemed to be shining, like the deck of a ship in a storm. Monday. And on Tuesday, even though she asked him to stay home that week, he rushed off to Toronto.


He kissed me goodbye and said—I’m sorry; I love you.


She clasped her hands. “What are you going to do?”


Doerner grunted. “Up to now I’ve kept my word. But damn it, he betrayed me! Don’t you see that I’ve got to report this? Too many people are involved—the insurance company, our solicitor, the accountant—I have no choice; I have to go to the police!”


Like a missile, Todd flung himself across the room at Doerner. “You can’t go to the police about my Dad, you bastard; you’re a liar—!”


“Todd!” Katherine pulled Todd’s battering hands away from Doerner and knelt to hold him against her. As he buried his face in her shoulder, crying noisily, she saw Jennifer watching stonily from the doorway.


“Just a minute,” she said to Doerner. Taking Jennifer and Todd by the hand, she led them upstairs. “I promise we’ll talk about this in a few minutes.” Her voice was shaky and she cleared her throat. “But I want you up here. I do not want you downstairs. Is that clear?” When they nodded, their eyes wide and blank, she went slowly downstairs. Doerner was still in the middle of the room.


“Betrayed his kids, too.” His face was dark. “Son of a bitch. Bad enough he let me down, but to do that to you and the kids . . . by God he deserves whatever he gets! I treated him like a son but now he’s going to pay—!”


“Carl, don’t go to the police. Please. Can’t you wait? One more day, just until tomorrow. Craig must have been on his way home when something happened . . . he’s ill or hurt . . . you don’t know! If he really did take that money he wouldn’t run away; he’d make it up to you. We’d both make it up to you. Please, Carl. You’ve waited this long. Please.”


Doerner flung out his hands. “What the hell. One more day. Tomorrow’s Monday; I’ll call you at noon. I can’t wait any longer than that.” Katherine nodded. “Well, then.” He sighed. “He really left you in the lurch. I wish there was something—” He waited but Katherine was silent. “Well, then—” Another moment and he was gone, passing beneath the porch light that was blazing for the third night in a row.


A few more hours for Craig, Katherine thought. I don’t even know if he needs them. Or what else he might need. Not knowing was a leaden weight inside her, so heavy it made her feel sick. She thought of the dinner they had made and could not imagine eating it.


But they all picked at it while Katherine told Jennifer and Todd, sketchily, what Doerner had said. “We only have his word for it,” she finished, refusing to think about the envelope he’d offered her; it could have been anything. “We won’t know the real story until Daddy gets back. All we can do is wait. We’ll hear from the police, or Daddy will walk in the front door and explain everything.”


“Daddy wouldn’t run away,” Jennifer said.


“Of course not.” Katherine remembered the jokes she’d heard about wives who preferred to think that an overdue husband was injured rather than unfaithful. Which do I want, she wondered grimly. Craig in an accident or Craig running from a crime?


It kept her awake for another night in their cold bed. Craig, I want you home. She was crying. Please come home. I want you safe, and everything the way it used to be. But the next day, when Doerner called exactly at noon, she had nothing to tell him. And so he called the police.


An hour later, a different pair of officers appeared at her door, older than the first two, with different questions and a keener scrutiny of Katherine and her house.


“Nice,” said one, pacing off the living room and admiring the view through the curved wall of windows. “My wife,” said the other, “always wanted to live in West Vancouver. Too expensive for us; too expensive for most people.” When Katherine did not respond, they sat down and asked questions, hammering at her husband’s purchasing habits, travel, debts, gambling, women, gifts, drinking, drugs . . . But Katherine had become cautious. She did not mention Craig’s desk with its unpaid bills, scribbled numbers and overdrawn notices from the bank. Instead she told them, truthfully, that her husband had not changed in the ten years they’d been married; that he was generous to his family but careful with money; that he did not gamble, drank very little, dressed simply and did not use drugs.


After an hour, the policemen exchanged glances. “We have to know about his private life, Mrs. Fraser,” said one. “We’ve issued a warrant for his arrest, and of course we’ll find him if he’s alive, but it would be easier, especially for you and your children, if we had the names of his friends.”


“You mean women.”


“That’s what it usually comes down to.”


“There are no women,” she said without emotion. She seemed to have none left. Like an automaton, she repeated her denials, looking at her hands, feeling the room slide away as waves of sleep lapped at her.


“Well, we’ll be off,” they said at last. “Unless there’s something more you want to say.” Katherine did not move. “You know where to reach us if you think of something.” She nodded. “Well, then, we’ll be talking to you. And Mrs. Fraser.” At the altered voice, she looked up. “We’d appreciate it if you didn’t leave town.”


*  *  *


In less than an hour the first reporter rang her doorbell. Katherine, as wary now as a trapped animal, stood in the doorway, keeping him on the front porch. “I have nothing to tell you,” she said.


He waved his pencil as if conducting with a baton. “Mrs. Fraser, did you and your husband quarrel? Did you have—um—intimate problems? Did your husband buy jewelry? Give gifts to friends? Did he travel often? Where did he stay when he traveled? Hotels, or—um—with a friend?”


Katherine clung to the doorjamb, shaking her head. “It’s none of your business,” she said and slammed the door in his face.


But on Tuesday morning, her husband’s picture with his faint, sad smile looked up at her from the front page of the Vancouver News. “Craig Fraser,” she read, “a partner in Vancouver Construction, a firm that has built some of Vancouver’s major office buildings and residences, is wanted by the police for questioning in connection with a seventy-five-thousand-dollar embezzlement from his company. He has been missing since last Tuesday, when, according to his wife in a statement to the police, he said he was going to Toronto. Mrs. Fraser refuses to speak to reporters. Police in Canadian provinces and the border cities of the United States are searching for him; an arrest, they say, is expected shortly.”


The stark words and Craig’s picture—a public figure, a wanted man—were like a strong wind slamming shut a door Katherine had tried to keep open. For the first time she let the thought form and settle within her. He is not coming home.





Chapter 3



ROSS Hayward put down his newspaper and looked out the window as the plane descended over Vancouver. Bordered on two sides by water, the city’s skyscrapers seemed to float in the early morning sun with a haze of mountains on the horizon. It reminded Ross of the city he had just left; someone from San Francisco could feel at home here. The thought made him glance again at the newspaper in his lap. He had read and reread the story of embezzlement and flight, but it was the photograph that he had been studying for two days: the bearded man with his faint, sad smile. “Possibly,” he murmured. “But probably not; too incredible to believe . . .”


In the terminal, he found a telephone directory and looked up Craig Fraser’s address. He did not call ahead; he had to surprise the wife and watch her face; otherwise, he’d have had no reason to make the trip.


“You must go there,” Victoria had said the day before. “Telephoning won’t do.” She had burst into his conference room just ahead of his protesting secretary, stopping the staff assistant to the mayor of San Francisco in the middle of a sentence. “Ross, I must talk to you. Now.” Her hair was windblown and the silk scarf at her neck askew—the first time in his thirty-five years that Ross had seen his grandmother even faintly disheveled or permitting herself to show emotion in public.


He pushed back his chair at the head of the conference table. “I think you all know my grandmother,” he said, aware that Victoria was on first-name terms with many of these men and women, dining and sitting on boards of directors with them, and entertaining them in her home. She greeted them brusquely and Ross took her arm. “If you’ll excuse me a moment—you can criticize my plans without the static of my biased opinion.”


The city director of planning waved a hand. “We haven’t discussed rents—”


“The figures are on page forty. If you’ll go over them, I won’t be long.” Ross ushered Victoria through a door into his office, leaving behind San Francisco’s top government officials, who’d been studying and debating his architectural plans for months. And it would be months more before they approved every detail so that work on the three-hundred-million-dollar project, called BayBridge Plaza, could begin. He wanted to be with them, defending his ideas, speeding the process along, but his grandmother demanded his attention. He sat beside her on the couch. “Tell me what’s happened.”


“Look at this.” Her trembling hand held out a copy of the Vancouver News. “Tobias saw it at one of those international newsstands. Craig’s picture—”


Her voice broke on Craig’s name. Ross looked at the frontpage picture, read the story and looked again, remembering Craig. Slowly he shook his head. This was a stranger, with a high forehead, full face and deep lines on either side of his nose, disappearing into a heavy beard. Not Craig, who had been thin and boyish, hair falling over his forehead, shadowed hollows in his cheeks. Still, there was something about the smile, and the clinging sadness of the eyes . . .


“Of course there’s the beard,” said Victoria. “And he’s much older. But the eyes! And that smile! Ross? Isn’t it Craig?”


Ross shook his head, anxious to get back to his meeting. “I doubt it. There is a resemblance, but only a suggestion of one; it’s interesting, but—”


“Interesting! What is the matter with you?” She sat straight, her eyes blazing at him. “Do you think I don’t know my own grandson? And even if, perhaps, I had some doubt, I thought I could count on your curiosity and stubbornness—but all you do is wave aside this interesting resemblance. What in heaven’s name is wrong with you?” She saw him glance at the door to the conference room. “Well—you want to get back. Why don’t you simply agree to do what I ask? Then I’ll leave you alone.”


Ross laughed and gently adjusted the scarf at his grandmother’s throat. “All right; what is it you’re asking me to do?”


“Go up there. Find out the truth for me.”


“To Vancouver? My dear, you can’t ask me to drop everything to search out a stranger just because he seems to resemble someone you haven’t seen for fifteen years.”


“Will you stop being so cautious! I don’t think this is a stranger and I’m asking you to find out for me. For heaven’s sake, who else can I ask?”


“Tobias,” Ross suggested. “Claude—”


“For some favors. Not this one. Ross, I must know.”


Ross was rereading the story. “He’s disappeared, it says. I wouldn’t be able to see him.”


“His wife. His children. Photographs. Good heavens, boy, are you going to make me beg?”


“No.” Ross smiled and took her hand. Of all the family, he felt closest to Victoria. He would not make her beg. “But I can’t get away this week—” His private telephone rang and he made a gesture of apology as he answered it.


His brother’s voice charged at him. “Someone just called to tell me Craig’s picture is in yesterday’s Vancouver News.”


Ross tensed. “It’s hardly that certain.”


“You’ve seen it?”


“Yes. There’s a curious resemblance. Nothing more.”


“I’m going up there to find out. Read me the story so I’ll have all the information.”


“Derek, wait a minute. I’ve already made arrangements to go and there’s no need for both of us to be there. I’ll call you when I get back.”


“You’re going to Vancouver? To check out a long shot on Craig?”


“I’m going to Vancouver—”


“What the hell for? It’s nothing to you if he—”


“—and I’ll call you when I get back.”


Victoria smiled serenely as he hung up the telephone. She straightened her scarf and ran a small brush through her white curls. “Thank you. How clever of you to keep Derek out of it. What a dreadful mess he might have made.”


Ross bent down to kiss her cheek. “I would have gone anyway. For you.”


“I never doubted it, my dear. When will you go?”


“Tomorrow.”


From his taxi, driving through the city streets and across Lions Gate Bridge to the suburb of West Vancouver, Ross noted the buildings that had gone up since his last visit, six years earlier. He had just opened his own firm in San Francisco and had been meeting with Vancouver city planners about the restoration of decaying neighborhoods. At the end of the day, he’d gone back alone to the European boutiques of Robsonstrasse to shop for Melanie and the children. Might Craig have been here then—even, perhaps, passing him on the street? For God’s sake, he thought; of course he hadn’t. Craig had been dead for fifteen years, and this trip was a waste of time.


The houses of West Vancouver were built into wooded hills. Set back from the road, they offered passersby glimpses of natural wood and stone, wide windows, and terraced yards. As Ross opened his window to let in the scents of June, the taxi came to a stop beside a boxwood hedge. Beyond it, at the crest of a gentle slope, was a house smaller than its neighbors but skillfully designed to look larger by taking advantage of the contour of the land. Two children, a boy and a girl, ran down the walk and stopped a short distance away, watching gravely while Ross paid the driver. Turning, he got a good look at the boy and drew a sharp breath. Everything else faded; only the boy was clear: his compact body, his thin face tilted in curious examination, and the impatient gesture with which he pushed blond hair away from bright brown eyes.


“I guess you’re not a detective,” the boy said. “They all have cars. And you’re not a policeman. So what are you?”


He was about eight, Ross thought, and it might be nothing more than coincidence.


“What are you?” the boy repeated.


“Not a detective,” Ross said to the boy. “Have detectives been here?”


“Not yet—I don’t think—but my dad was supposed to be home last Friday and lots of people are looking for—”


“We don’t answer questions from strangers,” the girl broke in.


“But you ask them,” Ross said, smiling at her. She was about nine, his son’s age, and she promised to be a beauty, with heavy dark hair and high cheekbones in a delicate face. Her mouth was more determined than her brother’s and her enormous hazel eyes were bold. For the first time, Ross wondered about their mother.


“It’s our house,” the girl said firmly. “We’re supposed to ask questions. I’ll bet you ask plenty when strangers come to your house.”


He smiled again, liking her spirit, wanting her to like him. “You’re right, I do. Especially when they don’t introduce themselves. My name is Ross Hayward. I’m an architect, I live in San Francisco and I’ve come to see your mother, to talk to her about your father. I’d like to help,” he added, though he had not intended to say any such thing. “If there’s anything I can do.”


They studied him, shading their eyes against the noon sunlight. The girl made the decision. “I’m Jennifer Fraser. This is my brother, Todd. Mother is in the house and I think it’s all right if you come in. You can follow us.”


“Thank you.” Ross followed them up the curving walk, thinking, Jennifer. Her name is Jennifer. As they reached the front door he slowed. The children had left it open and for a fleeting moment it seemed to be an entrance to a mysterious cave.


“Don’t worry,” Jennifer said impatiently. “I said it was all right for you to come in. I’ll get Mother.” She ran off as Todd led Ross through an arch into the living room.


After the shadowed entrance hall, the brightness was striking. A curved wall of windows looked south and west, across the deep blue of the bay to the city of Vancouver and, beyond it, Vancouver Island. Though the house was only about two hundred feet above the water, the expansive view gave an illusion of greater height and also made the living room seem twice as large as it really was. Ross, the architect, the builder, scanned the room, running his hand along the window frames. “Well done,” he murmured, admiring the vision of another architect and builder.


“I beg your pardon?” a voice said behind him, and he turned as Jennifer came in with her mother.


“I was admiring the windows,” he said. “They’re very fine.”


“My husband designed them.” She stopped, keeping the length of the room between them. “I trust Jennifer’s instincts, but I’d rather not have visitors right now, so if you’ll just tell me why you’ve come—”


He walked to her and held out his hand. “Ross Hayward,” he said, watching for her reaction as she briefly put her hand in his, but there was nothing; either she did not recognize the name or she was so exhausted she could not respond. He could see her exhaustion: an aching weariness etched in her face, her body swaying slightly as she took her hand from his and rested it against the doorjamb, her neck muscles tense with the effort of holding up her head. But the architect and artist in him saw, beneath her pale exhaustion, the delicate structure of her face—high cheekbones, a broad, clear forehead, long-lashed eyes with a faint upward turn at the corners, a generous mouth. Her dark hair was pulled carelessly back, but a few tendrils escaped the rubber band that held it and clung to her cheeks. In better times, Ross thought, she could be a lovely woman, and he found himself wanting to help her, to ease the strain in her face, to see her smile.


Instead, she frowned, meeting his searching look with her own puzzled one. Twice she began to say something, then caught herself. Finally, she said, “I asked why you’ve come. If you won’t tell me, you’ll have to leave.”


“Mrs. Fraser,” he said. “Does my name mean anything to you?”


“Your name?”


“Hayward.”


She shook her head. “Why should it?”


“Your husband never mentioned it?” Again she shook her head and Ross, watching her closely, said, “He never . . . used it?”


“Of course not; why would he? He has his own name.”


Ross nodded. He looked at Jennifer and Todd, standing silently behind their mother. “I think—” he began gently.


“That’s not fair!” Jennifer cried, knowing what was coming. “We let you in! You can’t tell us to leave!”


Katherine felt a chill of warning. “Maybe we should go along with this,” she said slowly to Jennifer. “I don’t know what it’s about, but—why don’t you and Todd wait in the front yard? I’ll call you as soon as Mr. Hayward finishes all his secrets.”


“Mother, it’s not fair!”


“I know. I want you to do it anyway.”


Jennifer shrugged glumly. She took Todd’s hand. “Come on. Nobody wants us.”


Ross and Katherine watched them leave. “I like them,” he said. “I have two of my own, about their age—”


“Do you,” she responded distantly, and Ross fell silent, feeling the awkwardness of his intrusion. Why should she be interested in anything about him, except why he had come?


“Could we sit down?” he asked and led the way to the couch where they sat at opposite ends, facing each other. Katherine could not take her eyes off him. Tall, broad-shouldered, with an easy stride, he had a narrow, tanned face that was stern in repose, then suddenly lightened by the warmth of his smile. His dark eyes were deep-set beneath heavy brows and unruly dark blond hair, and he wore his clothes with the confident air of a man accustomed to wealth. He was everything that Craig was not—and yet, somehow, the longer Katherine looked at him, the more he reminded her of Craig.


“I’m sorry,” she said, turning away, picking up a thread from the carpet. “I know I’m staring, but you remind me of . . . something about you reminds me of my husband. I don’t know what it is, you’re really quite different from Craig, but something about you . . .” She faltered. “It’s absurd, I know; I suppose I’ll see Craig everywhere, now that—” She stopped again and took a breath. “What is it you want?”


Ross opened his briefcase and took out the newspaper folded at the picture he had been looking at on the plane. “I saw this yesterday in San Francisco.” He held it out, but Katherine, recognizing it, made no move to take it. A little awkwardly, he put it on the couch between them. “I have a cousin,” he began. “Or I had one. Craig Hayward.” From an inner pocket he pulled out a small photograph and laid it beside the newspaper. “This was taken in 1966, when he was twenty-two. He was home from college for the summer, in San Francisco. A month later he was killed in an accident. At least, we thought he was killed. But when we saw this newspaper, it seemed a good idea to talk to you.”


There was a silence. “Yes?” Katherine said politely. Relief was sweeping through her and she barely glanced at the picture. He had nothing important to tell her. “I still don’t know what you want from me.”


“Some of my family,” Ross said carefully, “think the two pictures are the same man.”


Katherine frowned. “I thought you said your cousin is dead.”


“We thought he was dead.”


“Well, it doesn’t matter whether he is or not. My husband has nothing to do with him. He has a different name; he comes from Vancouver, not San Francisco; and he doesn’t look anything like your picture. Even if he did, what would it mean? The world is full of people who look like other people and no one thinks anything of it. I’m sorry you’ve had a trip for nothing, but you’re wasting your time, and mine, too, so if you’ll please go—”


“You’re probably right,” Ross agreed, but he stayed where he was, looking from the photograph to the newspaper picture and then around the room. “But as long as I’m here, I’d appreciate it if you’d answer a few questions. If you don’t mind.”


“I do mind.” There was something about his voice, too, that reminded her of Craig, and she was becoming uncomfortable.


“Mrs. Fraser,” said Ross quietly. “Do you really believe your husband told you everything about himself? Isn’t it possible that he had some secrets from you, that he kept a part of himself separate—”


“No!” Abruptly, Katherine stood up, hating him for making her lie. “It is not possible and it is none of your business; nothing here is any of your business!”


He sat still, looking up at her. “I want a few answers. Then I’ll leave. The more you help me, the sooner that will be.”


“I can’t help you! Can’t you understand that? Can’t you understand that I have no interest in you or your cousin? You said yourself there was probably nothing in it; what more do you want? You walk in here and accuse my husband of being someone else, which is ridiculous; you show me a picture that doesn’t look at all like him; and you expect me to let you talk all day about it? I have other things to think about and I want you to go. I don’t even know why you came here, trying to upset us—”


“I’m not here to upset you. I’m here because my grandmother sent me.”


The unexpectedness of it caught Katherine in mid-flight. She tried to picture Ross’s grandmother—how old she must be!—sending him to Vancouver on a wild goose chase. Ross leaned forward. “You see, Victoria is absolutely certain this is her Craig, her grandson, and she asked me—instructed me,” he added with a private smile of such tenderness that for a moment Katherine liked him. “Instructed me to drop everything and come to Vancouver to confirm it.”


“And if you found it wasn’t true?”


“I would tell her that and she would accept it. After all, she’d already lost him once.”


“Lost him.” For the first time, Katherine picked up the picture and really looked at it. A thin young man, clean-shaven, wearing a sports shirt open at the neck, tilting his head and smiling, but with an air of sadness, as if a thought or a memory haunted him. Shakily, she sat down. The eyes were like Craig’s. The face was Todd’s.


Ross was watching her. “You see why I wanted answers.”


Stalling while she tried to think, Katherine asked, “What does that mean—lost him?”


“He disappeared. There was a sailing accident in San Francisco Bay and we never saw him again. We assumed he drowned and was swept away. The current is especially strong near the Golden Gate Bridge, where it happened. But he was very strong—a champion long-distance runner in high school and college. It’s possible that he was able to swim to shore. And then walk away.”


“But why would anyone do that?”


“I don’t know. Shock, perhaps. He’d jumped in the water to save his sister when she fell overboard.”


“And—did he?”


Ross shook his head. “She died.”


“That’s . . . terrible. But still—”


“Her name was Jennifer.”


“Oh.” It was like a long sigh.


“And Craig never could face his own failures. He always ran away from them.”


The way your husband did. The unspoken words hovered in the quiet room. But we don’t know that, Katherine argued silently; we don’t even know if he’s alive. She thrust the picture at Ross. “Your grandmother is wrong. It’s nothing more than a resemblance. My husband didn’t even have a grandmother, at least none that he knew. He had no family at all; he was an orphan, just as I was. It was one of the things we talked about: how much we wanted a family.”


“No family. Who brought him up?”


“Oh, foster parents, but we meant we wanted a loving family. The Driscolls fed and clothed him but they didn’t—”


“The Driscolls? That was the name he gave you?”


The note in his voice stopped her. “Do you know them?”


“My cousin and I used to play a game—that we were kidnaped and gave our kidnapers such a hard time they paid us to escape from them. We made it up from an O’ Henry story we liked, called ‘The Ransom of Red Chief.’ One of the kidnapers in the story, and in our game, was named Driscoll.”


In the silence Katherine heard the pounding of her heart. It’s because he’s so serious, she thought; he makes these coincidences sound more important than they are. “I’m not interested in your childhood games,” she said, making a move to stand up. “And if that’s all you have to say, you’ll really have to leave. We have so many things to do—”


“You have nothing to do but wait,” Ross said coldly. “Look, damn it, I don’t like this any better than you do. I didn’t even want to come up here—I thought it was a waste of time—but now I have the damndest feeling that it’s not. In any event, there are too many things I can’t explain, and I don’t like loose ends. I’d think you wouldn’t either; don’t you want to know the truth? I want your help; whatever you can give me—”


“I can’t give you anything!”


“Photographs. Letters. A diary. Didn’t your husband have a desk? Craig always had one at home, with everything sorted out, alphabetized, organized into neat packs held with rubber bands or pieces of string that he’d collect and wind around his finger—”


“So what?” Katherine cried. “Millions of people organize their desks that way!”


“Or,” he went on, watching her. “You can tell me what you thought when you looked at this picture. Todd. Is that right? I think it is; when I first saw him, I thought I was looking at Craig at that age. Craig and I grew up together; he was only two years older—that would make him thirty-seven now; is that your husband’s age?—and we were as close as brothers, especially since neither of us liked Derek, who really is my brother. Derek is one year older than I. We all came in a rush, as Victoria liked to say. Jennifer, too: if she’d lived, she’d be thirty-three now. And Todd is the image of Craig at seven or eight. Which is he?”


“What?”


“Todd. Is he seven or eight?”


“Eight.” Katherine walked to the arch that led to the entrance hall. Through the open front door she saw Todd and Jennifer sitting cross-legged on the grass, not talking, not moving. Waiting. For their father, for news of their father, for something to happen. She shivered. Something was happening. She turned back to Ross, thinking that she liked his face, its strong lines, the steady, absorbed way he looked at her, his smile when he talked about his grandmother. Briefly she wished they could like each other, because she had no one to talk to. No one had called, no one had come by, not even Sarah Murphy, since the newspaper story about the embezzlement had appeared two days ago. But there was no way Ross could be their friend.


“I want you to leave,” she said again. He was silhouetted against the wall of windows and she could not see his face; when he did not answer she went on. “You’ve told me your story, this crazy story that you’re determined to believe, no matter what I think. Well, I’ll tell you what I think. I’m sure there was a Craig Hayward who resembles my son, but it’s just a coincidence and that’s your problem, not mine. I married Craig Fraser, I’ve lived with him for ten years and I know him. You can’t walk in here and tell me I don’t know my own husband, that he’s kept a lifetime of secrets from me about San Francisco and a grandmother and an entire family I never heard of. Do you think I’m a child? I’m sorry you’re disappointed, but not one word you’ve said is the truth . . . well, I suppose you do have a cousin named Craig, or you did, but nothing else is true, nothing else, nothing else . . .”


Her words fell away in the silent room. Ross walked toward her and she saw his dark eyes, oddly gentle in his stern face. His voice, when he spoke, was so quiet it took her a minute to feel the impact of his words. “My cousin, Craig Hayward, his sister Jennifer, my brother Derek and I grew up in San Francisco, in a neighborhood called Sea Cliff, and spent our weekends swimming or sailing or hiking in the mountains. Craig always said that someday he would build a house high up, with a curved wall of windows overlooking mountains—or water.”


Instinctively, Katherine looked past him, through the curved windows, at the sunlit bay at the base of their hill.


“He read a lot,” Ross went on. “Mostly spy stories and histories. He was good with his hands and liked to make wood carvings, especially figures of people. But his favorite carvings were the soapstone ones made by Eskimos. Like this one.” He picked up an eight-inch black whale that Craig had bought a year ago from Hank Aylmer, a friend who bought carvings in Eskimo villages to sell in the United States.


Katherine closed her eyes, wishing Ross Hayward gone. He waited, and in the dense silence, she felt the force of Craig’s absence. She had been too bewildered, too busy making telephone calls and talking to the police and trying to deal with Jennifer and Todd to feel the reality of it, but in that moment the full impact struck her. She stood in her house and Craig was nowhere in it. She felt him everywhere but he was nowhere. It was not the same as saying: Craig isn’t in the living room or the dining room or even in Vancouver. It was as if she had to say, Craig is not.


Didn’t this man understand that that was what she had to think about? Why did he force this relentless outpouring of information on her when she had to think about a house without Craig? She opened her eyes to tell him, but as soon as she did, he began talking again.


“And my cousin liked the construction business. We were in it together: our grandfather, Hugh, who died in 1964; his sons Jason and Curt; and the three of us—Craig was Jason’s son; Derek and I are Curt’s sons. Every summer we worked in our family’s company; we’d done it since we were kids, sweeping out offices, doing errands, tagging along on site inspections, later helping with blueprints. Craig loved it; he couldn’t wait to finish college and work full time. He was on a job with my father the summer Jennifer was killed and he disappeared. Are there any photographs in the desk in that room?”


Trembling, Katherine folded her arms rigidly to keep her body still. She didn’t have to tell him anything. Without her help, he would have to leave; she would never see him again; she could forget he’d ever been here.


But she knew it was too late for that. Because he was right: she did want to know the truth. Walking around him, she went into the study and took from the top drawer of Craig’s desk the picture she had found. Wordlessly, she handed it to him and together they looked at the lovely girl laughing in the sunlight.


Ross let out a long breath. “Dear God.” Once again he opened his briefcase and handed Katherine another picture, this one of four people on a sailboat: Ross on deck, hoisting the sail; the young Craig of the first picture at the wheel; a stranger, handsome and aloof, in the cockpit, and beside him the lovely girl, shading her eyes as she watched the sail rise up the mast.


“Jennifer,” Ross said simply. “Craig’s sister.”





Chapter 4



DEREK Hayward refilled his glass with the special Scotch his grandmother kept on hand for his visits and looked thoughtfully across the room at the woman his brother had foisted on the family: a Canadian housewife as out of place in Victoria’s elegant home as a field mouse among orchids. Katherine Fraser. Wife of Craig Fraser. Who, if Ross had it straight, was in fact their cousin Craig Hayward. Long gone, long forgotten. They’d thought.


Why the hell had Ross been in such a hurry to bring her here? Without giving them a chance to talk about her, even to get used to the idea of her, he decided on his own to invite her and her offspring to meet them. And without a whimper Victoria went along. So here they were—a family dinner. Even Jason and Ann, coming out of hiding in Maine to meet Katherine Fraser and hear about their son, their golden boy. Who, after all, hadn’t drowned fifteen years ago. Who had only run away. And now, it seemed, had done it again.


Derek smiled thinly. Trust Craig, he thought, to act like Craig. Absently swirling his Scotch, he watched Katherine as she talked to the rest of the family, and wondered what she was like beneath that drab facade. There had to be more, he thought; Craig had always liked good-looking women. But this one had no poise or sophistication, no glamour, no beauty . . . well, maybe. Good bone structure in her face, unusual eyes—might be interesting if she fixed herself up and stood straight instead of dragging down every line of her face and body. He shrugged. What difference did it make? If she really was Cousin Craig’s wife—and the photograph she’d shown Ross seemed to prove it—the only thing that mattered was that she was here, a stand-in for her husband, and they’d have to find out what she wanted from them, and what she really knew about Craig.


The others were clustered about her at one end of the vast drawing room of Victoria’s penthouse. Almost fifteen years since they were all together, but still they were more interested in Craig’s wife than in each other. Even absent, the son of a bitch managed to make himself the center of attention. Something else he’d always done.


Derek looked away, giving the room a cursory inspection as he did on every visit, to make sure Victoria was keeping the place up. It was worth a fortune; far more than the fortune that had been spent on it since his grandfather bought the top two floors of the building and remodeled them twenty-five years ago. The old man had been a genius, Derek reflected. Long before restoration became chic, he made the Hayward name famous for the kind of expensive custom work that rebuilt without destroying the best of the old. And everything he knew went into his own home, from the smallest carved moldings to the huge marble fireplaces and the ceiling-high Tiffany window. Superb workmanship. It had been at the heart of every lesson Hugh Hayward’s grandsons learned under his direction and still remembered and used, even if it was in the modern glass and steel towers that Derek preferred. At least, Derek amended, I remember, and I suppose Ross does. Who knows what Craig remembers?


Craig again. Always there. Intruding. Across the room, that Canadian housewife stood between Ross and Victoria, reminding everyone that he was alive and could turn up any day. Possibly in Vancouver but, now that Ross had brought her here, just as likely in San Francisco, back to their big happy family and the construction company that Derek had been running for years without interference.


“A fearsome, ferocious frown,” Melanie commented lightly, coining up beside him. “Who’s the latest target?” She followed his gaze. “Oh. Ross’s new toy.”


He took a moment to approve her sleek good looks and the curve of her silk dress, then asked casually, “And what do you make of her?”


She pursed her lips. “A good wife never comments on her husband’s toys.”


“My dear Melanie, you know better than to suggest that my brother collects other women. Or plays with them.” Shifting his glass, his hand brushed her bare arm. “If you’re looking for reasons to divorce him, you’ll have to look elsewhere.”


“And if I find some?”


“It would amaze us all.” He watched Ross bring Katherine a glass of wine.


“Amaze you! Haven’t I told you, over and over—?”


“Over and over.” He smiled at her. “Proving how easy it is to complain about a husband without giving up his bank account.”


“Derek, Melanie,” said Tobias, behind them. “Deep in a sinister plot?”


“Exchanging recipes,” Derek said smoothly. “How are you, Tobias? Still well? Still writing your book on—what was it? Cannibalism?”


“Love,” Tobias corrected cheerfully. “I think you have them confused, Derek.” His blue eyes were wide and innocent above the neat white beard that quivered as he spoke. “And then of course, the family history, as you also know. Perhaps I should interview you for both books. With your unique viewpoint—”


“I think Victoria wants you,” Derek cut in, seeing his grandmother look around the room. “Aren’t you being her good brother and helping host this festive affair?”


Tobias shot him a quick glance, his eyes briefly penetrating, then wandering and amiable again. “Claude is helping, which he enjoys, so I can tiptoe about, listening, which I enjoy. How did you and Melanie resist discussing our newest family member?”


“Excuse me,” said Melanie abruptly, and walked across the room, casually inserting herself between Katherine and Ross. “We’ve hardly met,” she said to Katherine. “Everybody’s monopolizing you, but after all it was my husband who found you so I should get a chance, don’t you think?”


Katherine felt as if a light had flared beside her, exposing everything about her that was wrong. Next to Melanie’s blue silk dress her linen suit was wrinkled and plain; her hair was dull compared to Melanie’s gleaming ebony; her pale skin washed out beside Melanie’s golden tan. And she knew, as she pulled her shoulders back, trying to stand straight, that Melanie’s gliding walk across the room came from a confidence and wealth she did not even know how to imitate. In the luxury of Victoria’s apartment, among these wealthy people, Katherine felt as strange and uncomfortable as a foreigner.


Still, she was the center of attention. Ross had told her she would be, when he invited her to meet them. “It’s your family too; you should know them and let them get to know you, let them get used to the idea of you and the children. After all—” He had looked bemused for a moment, realizing anew the enormity of what had happened. “After fifteen years, to discover someone you loved is not dead but alive, and married, with children—”


“He may . . . not be alive,” Katherine had said.


“I’m assuming he is. But even if he isn’t, you have a family in San Francisco and everyone has a lot of catching up to do.”


He had made it seem so simple. And in the two days before they flew there, as they tried to imagine that unknown family, Katherine became excited about the Haywards and Jennifer and Todd overcame their confusion enough to be intrigued by the idea of suddenly having grandparents, as well as the prospect of their first airplane trip. “But I still don’t see,” Jennifer said on Sunday, when they were high above the earth and she could tear herself from the window, “why Daddy never told us he had a family.” “That’s the nine millionth time you’ve said that,” Todd grumbled, frustrated because he had lost the coin toss and would not get the window seat until the trip home. “Well, I want to know why he didn’t tell us, even if you don’t,” Jennifer retorted. “He probably didn’t like them,” Todd said. “You don’t have to like people just because they’re your family. We probably won’t like them either. I bet they aren’t even Daddy’s family; I bet it’s all a stupid mistake. I wish we weren’t going.” “Me too,” Jennifer confessed. “It’s scary. Daddy would have told us if we had grandparents. Why did they invite us? We should have stayed home.” “Maybe they’re going to kidnap us,” said Todd. “And hold us for ransom.” “Who’d pay?” Jennifer demanded. “Daddy, of course,” said Todd. “Only he’s not here,” he remembered. “So nobody will and they’ll never let us go and we’ll be prisoners for ever and ever.”


“Oh, enough,” Katherine said between weariness and amusement. “It seems pretty clear that the Haywards are Daddy’s family, which means they’re our family, and I’m sure they’re not scary. Ross said they want to meet us, and maybe all of us together can figure out why Daddy never told us about them. Or we won’t know until he comes back and tells us himself. But no more guessing, all right? Just think instead how nice it will be to have an instant family to help us.”


An instant family. Waiting for them. In a way, Jennifer was right: it was scary. But, sitting on the aisle of the huge airplane, watching her children inspect their wrapped silverware and small dishes of food, Katherine recaptured her eagerness. The Haywards would be a place to belong, an anchor to cling to when everything else seemed to be collapsing. And someone to talk to about Craig. There was no one else; Katherine had tried to call Leslie, but she was out of town. With the Haywards, she wouldn’t be alone anymore.


Her eagerness was in her face when Ross met them at the airport. By the time they reached Victoria’s building, it was in Jennifer’s and Todd’s, too, though they clung to Katherine’s hands in the elevator, and hung back as Ross led them into an apartment where a cluster of people waited. “Craig’s family,” Ross said quietly.


A circle of piercing, measuring eyes surrounded Katherine. Craig’s family. Impossible. But no one contradicted Ross when he said it. My husband’s family. And I never knew they existed.


“Victoria Hayward,” Ross said into the brief silence. “Craig’s grandmother. Katherine Fraser.” The two women faced each other. Eighty years old, Victoria was as tall as Katherine and as slender. With skin like finely webbed parchment, and short, pure white curls about her head, she had a regal beauty that made Katherine nervous. Beneath that calm gaze, she felt young, and inexperienced.


Their hands met, Victoria’s cool and dry, unexpectedly firm. “Welcome, my dear,” she said with a faint smile. “You come as a surprise.”


“And Todd and Jennifer Fraser,” Ross said, bringing the children forward. Victoria glanced at them and her body went very still. Behind her, a woman gasped. Touching Todd’s blond hair, Victoria said, “Your son. And you named your daughter Jennifer.”


“Daddy chose it,” said Jennifer. “It was his favorite name, he said.”


“Yes,” Victoria murmured.


Todd looked at her challengingly. “Are you our grandmother?”


“Incredible,” Victoria said. “Even the voice—”


“I am.” A small woman, her shoulders hunched, came forward, holding out her hands to Todd and Jennifer. “Your grandmother.” She smiled tremulously at Katherine. “I’m Ann Hayward. Craig’s mother. And Jason—” She gestured toward a tall man with a dark, weathered face. “His father.” It was Ann who had gasped when she saw Todd and now she put her arm around him, her face radiant. “It is incredible, isn’t it? Jason? The resemblance—?”


Todd squirmed in embarrassment but Katherine was watching Jason, who had not moved. His face was blank. “Yes,” he said. “Craig looked like that once.”


Ross continued his calm introductions. “Tobias Wheatley, Victoria’s brother; my wife Melanie; our children Jon and Carrie; Claude Fleming, a friend of the family. And my brother. Derek Hayward.”


Derek nodded to Katherine. She recognized him from the photograph; the handsome aloof stranger in the cockpit of the sailboat. He was still aloof, taking no part in the talk that was starting and stopping, like a reluctant motor, in the small group of people.


“There’s a bunch of Atari games in the library,” Jon Hayward said to Todd. He was a year older, with blond hair and his father’s deep-set, dark eyes. “Do you want to play? You too,” he added magnanimously to Jennifer and Carrie.


“We can beat them,” Carrie whispered loudly to Jennifer. Small, blond, lively, just ten years old, she bounced on her toes. “Jon always gets impatient and plays like a gorilla.”


“Mom?” Todd asked. “Can we?”


Katherine hesitated, not wanting to be left alone, and Jennifer, watching her, said, “I’d rather stay here.”


Katherine shook her head. This seemed planned, as if Ross had instructed his children to clear the youngsters from the room. “Of course you should go,” she said. “Have a good time.”


She watched the four of them run off and followed the family into the drawing room. A few steps in, she stopped, overwhelmed by brilliant colors and textures: silk-colored apricot walls, pale yellow velvet furniture and muted Persian rugs. With the red-gold sunset flooding in through high windows, the room seemed lit from within and Katherine drew a breath of pure pleasure. “It’s the most beautiful room I’ve ever seen,” she said softly.


“Yes,” said Victoria, pleased. She sat in a wing chair beside open French doors that led to a balcony, while the others stood nearby, pouring drinks, filling small plates with hors d’oeuvres from a table beside the piano, and asking questions of Katherine. Only Derek stood apart. Katherine kept glancing at him, puzzled by his aloofness, vaguely aware of the power of his separateness: he was the kind of man others would want to impress, to make a dent in his still, smooth surface.


“—Craig look like?” Ann was asking eagerly. “I couldn’t tell from the newspaper picture; they’re so fuzzy . . .”


“I brought photographs,” Katherine said, taking a packet from her purse and handing it to Ann. Immediately, Ann gave it to Victoria. Katherine flushed. Everything begins with Victoria, she thought. Ross told me; I should have remembered.


Victoria went through the pack slowly, handing each picture to Ann as she finished with it. She was very pale, and her lips quivered, but she finished the pile in silence and then stared fixedly through the French doors.


“Did Craig still hike in the mountains?” Ann asked, looking at the photograph of all of them in the Grouse Mountain cable car. “Did he have a staff working for him?” she asked when she came to the picture of Craig and Carl Doerner at their desks. “I have his trophies for long-distance running,” she said, holding a picture of Craig on a bicycle. “I can send them to you, if you’d like.” Tobias, too, was looking at the photographs, commenting and passing them on to others, who made their own remarks. From the tangled voices, Tobias said, clearly and sadly, “. . . and wondering all the while, what stranger would come back to me.”


A silence fell. “Not to me,” Katherine faltered. “He’s not a stranger to me.”


“Oh, dear, oh, dear,” Tobias lamented. “I’m so sorry; I didn’t mean to upset you. I was quoting a poet. Wilfrid Gibson. I have a habit of doing that: popping up with quotations, which, alas, my family usually ignores. When I taught at the university, my students had no choice but to listen. I do miss that. You mustn’t take it personally. Though Craig is a stranger to us, you know.”


Jason walked past Tobias to Katherine. Tall and thin, he had the tough gnarled hands of a man who worked outdoors, and his gaze was restless, searching the room. “Ross said your husband is in the construction business. His own company?”


“He has a partner.”


“How much does he own?”


“One-fourth.”


“One-fourth?”


“He was going to buy more,” Katherine said defensively. “In fact, Carl planned to have Craig take over when he retired.”


“How much did he make?”


“I don’t know.” She was defensive again. “It depended on how many jobs they had each year and Craig didn’t like to talk about money. We always had enough.”


“Well,” Jason said. Katherine held her breath, waiting for someone to say, Enough of stolen money. He embezzled from his company. But no one did. They won’t talk about it, Katherine thought. In fact, she suddenly realized, they were asking questions, but no one was really talking about Craig at all.


And she and Jason had talked in the past tense. As if he were dead.


She looked about the room. Derek was watching her, his narrow face and deep eyes so absorbed it was as if he had erased everything else, holding only Katherine in the path of his vision. Flustered, she looked away, at Claude Fleming, who had not yet spoken, at Ross, who was more distant than he had been in Vancouver, and beyond them, through the French doors.


The kaleidoscope of San Francisco stretched from Victoria’s balcony at the crest of Pacific Heights far down to the misty water of the bay. The view blended with the mirrors and tapestries on the apricot silk walls so there seemed to be no barrier between the rooms and the sky and the city below. They were suspended above the earth on the golden light of early evening. A magic place, Katherine thought, and wondered if Craig had felt the same way when he was here.


When he was here. He had spent his growing-up years in these rooms, with these people. It was impossible to understand. Where are you? Katherine cried silently. This is your family; I shouldn’t be here without you, we should be here together . . .


“Katherine.” Victoria motioned to her to sit beside her. “Tell me about your family.” Briefly, Katherine described her father and mother, their small grocery store, and the apartment above it, where they lived together until she was three, when her parents died within a few months of each other and her aunt came to live with her.


“In Vancouver?”


“No. In San Francisco.”


“San Francisco! Ross! Did you know that?”


“No.” He looked at Katherine. “You never mentioned it.”


“You only wanted to know about Craig.”


“You should have told him,” Victoria declared. “And where did you go to college?”


It’s a test, Katherine decided. And I’ve probably failed because I grew up over a grocery store. “I went to San Francisco State College for two years; then I had to go to work.”


Beneath Victoria’s scrutiny, Katherine thought—She’s comparing me to the women the Hayward men usually choose. Richer, smarter, more beautiful.


Ross brought her a glass of wine and Claude Fleming asked, “Where did you work?”


“I was a clerk in a jewelry store. I wanted to learn to design and make jewelry.”


“And did you learn?”


“I’ve made a few pieces.”


“That you sold?”


“No; I gave them as gifts.” I know what it is. I’m like the bride-to-be, under inspection by the groom’s family. But there isn’t any groom. Dimly, Craig hovered nearby and suddenly her longing for him burst within her. It engulfed her and tears stung her eyes. Where are you? she cried again. And who are you? She wanted Craig, the Craig she knew; she wanted to be home; she wanted the four of them to be together, where they belonged.


“Mrs. Fraser.” Claude Fleming stood beside Victoria’s chair. “Does your husband have any distinguishing features? A scar, for example? Or a limp?”


Hope flared in Katherine. They weren’t really sure it was the same man. Maybe Todd had been right: it was all a mistake. And she’d been right, too: she knew Craig—he would not have kept such an enormous secret from her.


Ross had been gazing across the room at Melanie and Derek, their heads close together as Tobias came up behind them. He turned. “Claude, you can’t dismiss the photograph Katherine found.”


“Or the son,” said Victoria shortly. “I know you’re trying to be helpful, Claude, but the boy is the image of Craig. And the girl is named Jennifer. We’ve all accepted it.”


“A lawyer looks for proof,” Claude said. “Not emotion.”


“Lawyer?” Katherine asked.


“Family lawyer as well as friend. Did your husband have any distinguishing features?”


“A scar,” she answered, thinking how curious that the Haywards should ask their lawyer to help them meet her. “Next to his right eyebrow.”


“And so did Craig,” sighed Victoria. “From one of Derek’s acrobatic horseshoe pitches.”


“It’s not conclusive,” said Claude. “But let it go for now. Mrs. Fraser, what did your husband tell you about the Haywards?”


“Tell me—? Nothing. I told you I never heard of the Haywards until Ross came to Vancouver.”


“For fifteen years,” Claude said sarcastically, “a man does not tell his wife about his family. Parents. Grandparents. A sister. Two cousins. A little hard to believe, wouldn’t you say?”


Katherine flushed. “I don’t know what you would say—”


Ross put a steadying hand on hers. “I think he kept us a secret, Claude,” he said quietly.


“Then what the hell did he tell you?” Claude demanded.


“That he was an orphan. It was one of the things we—I thought we shared. He was brought up by foster parents in Vancouver—he said—and always wanted a family . . .” Her voice trailed away.


“Insane,” Claude muttered. “Ridiculous.”


And it was then that Melanie crossed the room, pushing between Ross and Katherine, saying, “We’ve hardly met,” and making Katherine feel drab and out of place next to the flare of her high color and blue silk dress.


“Ah,” said Victoria, relief in her voice, as she saw the butler in the dining room arch. “Dinner. Ross, will you help me? Derek, you’ve been avoiding us; please take Katherine in. Claude, you and Melanie. Jason and Ann, I suppose. Tobias dear, we have no one for you.”


“Only the butler,” said Tobias cheerfully and, leading the way, took the chair at the foot of the table, opposite Victoria at the head.


Derek sat at Victoria’s right, Katherine at her left, but it was not the intimate family dinner she had imagined. Nine people, at formal place settings on hand-embroidered linen place mats, were spaced about a gleaming mahogany table where eighteen would have been comfortable.


No places for the children, Katherine realized, just as Victoria said, “The children are being served in the library. In my experience, they’re happier with each other than with adults. But if you prefer having your children with you, the arrangement can be changed.”


“No.” Once again, Katherine felt tears sting her eyes. “I’m sure they’ll be happier there.” Feeling alone and troubled, she watched the butler fill wine glasses as the maid served pale green soup in fragile bowls. Except for Derek, everyone was friendly, and no one had said a word against Craig. But something was wrong, and she tried to identify it as she ate her soup and listened to the others talk about an office tower the Hayward Corporation was building in the financial district and a highway overpass they were bidding on near San Jose.


Across the table, Ross lifted his wine glass. “We should drink a toast to the newest member of our family.”


“Yes,” said Victoria. “Welcome, Katherine. We hope—”


She paused and there was a silence. What? Katherine wondered a little wildly. We hope Craig isn’t dead or injured and lying somewhere undiscovered? That if he’s alive he isn’t guilty of embezzlement? That he’ll come back to his wife and children and settle his financial problems? That he’ll choose to come back to his first family after fifteen years of living a lie? That he’ll tell his wife the truth for the first time in their marriage? That Katherine figures out what she’s going to do?


“We hope Craig finds his way back to all of us,” Ross finished gracefully. “Katherine, would you tell everyone about your house? It’s very fine, especially the windows.”


She began, but almost immediately Ross took over, explaining how the house and its wall of windows followed the contour of the tree-covered hill, facing south above the panorama of English Bay, Vancouver and Vancouver Island.


“But the view,” Tobias said to Katherine. “How do you have a view with all those trees?”


“They’re so tall,” she said absently, preoccupied with her thoughts. “We look between them; they’re like pillars, holding up the sky.”


Derek looked up sharply. Tobias, too, looked surprised that she had said something interesting. “A pleasant fancy,” he murmured.


“Don’t you love the trees?” Ann asked. “In Maine we live at the edge of a forest.”


“Craig helped clear them when we built the house,” Katherine said, remembering his triumphant smile when he and the crew finally pulled out a large tree that was dying but still stubbornly clinging to the earth. “He liked—likes—heavy work.”


“But aren’t you tired of the forest?” Tobias asked Ann. “Fifteen years of peace and quiet: so excessive. Why don’t you move back here?” There was a glint in his eye. “Jason could rejoin the company and we’d all be together again.”


Slowly Derek turned in his chair. “Have you taken up family planning, Tobias?” he asked evenly.


Melanie laughed. Tobias looked amiably vague and Claude changed the subject, and at that moment Katherine knew what was wrong with the evening. No one was excited about Craig. Jason seemed almost angry, and the others—even Victoria and Ann, who did seem to care that he was alive—were so restrained it was as if they had no feelings about him at all. They’d asked questions, all except Derek, but at the table everyone was behaving as if this were an ordinary family dinner, with nothing unusual to discuss.


She cleared her throat. Her heart was pounding because she was afraid of making them angry. But after all, she was here to find out about Craig. “Why did Craig disappear fifteen years ago?” she blurted into the murmuring conversations.


The conversations stopped. Everyone looked at Victoria. But Melanie spoke first. “Why,” she drawled. “Most likely for the same reason he ran out on you.”


“Melanie, be silent,” Victoria snapped. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”


“They weren’t married then, you know,” Tobias explained to Katherine. “Melanie and Ross, that is. So she never met Craig.”


“Superb roast beef,” Derek said pleasantly to Victoria. “Perfectly rare. Have you hired a new chef?”


“I hired him,” said Tobias. “But Claude found him.”


“I also found the orchid,” said Claude, touching the plant in the center of the table, its arching stems of white flowers mirrored in the mahogany. “Like the roast, it is quite rare.”


“Do you grow flowers?” Victoria asked Katherine. “Or vegetables? I confess I know nothing about the climate of Vancouver.”


Katherine put down her fork. She was Victoria’s guest, and hopelessly inferior to all of these wealthy, self-confident people, but she was desperate to learn about Craig. With her eyes on the orchid, she said, “I was trying to find out why Craig ran away fifteen years ago. I thought you would help me. With—”


“Money,” said Melanie brightly. “And didn’t we all know that was coming. You said I was wrong,” she told Ross. “Well, who’s wrong now? The minute she found out her husband had a wealthy family—”


“No,” he said flatly. “I invited Katherine, and she came—”


“For her share of the wealth.” Melanie looked steadily at Katherine’s lowered eyes. “Right? Veteran’s pay. Or maybe—if Craig wanted to come back for a piece of the company, wouldn’t it be smart to send a sweet wife to test the waters?”


Victoria was watching Katherine. Letting Melanie do the dirty work, Katherine thought. “‘Blow, blow, thou winter wind!’” Tobias intoned. “Melanie, you are cold and unpleasant.”


“Or,” Melanie persisted, “hush money. Not to broadcast Craig’s latest mess and whatever else he did in the last—”


“God damn it!” Ross pushed back his chair.


“We don’t know why he disappeared,” Tobias said hastily. “Fifteen years ago. We have trouble talking about it,” he added. “Partly because we don’t know. Claude worked with the police—”


“We thought he was dead.” Claude spoke directly to Katherine. “It never occurred to anyone that he might deliberately have disappeared.”


“We’ve thought and thought—” Ann exclaimed.


“Lack of information—” began Tobias.


“Trust!” stormed Jason. “Lack of trust! If that young fool had come home and told us what happened—”


“What did happen?” asked Katherine.


“He wasn’t a fool!” Ann protested. “He was clever and dear and gentle . . .”


So was Craig, Katherine thought.


“The golden boy,” murmured Derek.


“Who wasn’t a hero,” said Jason. “So he ran away, to keep from facing us.”


“More likely,” said Ross quietly, “he ran away because he couldn’t face himself.”


“Why?” Katherine’s voice was frustrated.


“Cowardice!” Jason boomed, but Ann cried out, “He died trying to—” as Claude’s courtroom voice rode over them: “It seems he didn’t die.”


“That is quite enough!” Victoria stood at the head of the table, her eyes blazing. “I apologize,” she said to Katherine. “My family is behaving like a raucous mob.” She swept them with her gaze. “It is unforgivable.” At her gesture, the butler, wheeling in the dessert cart, stopped in the doorway. The room was still. Slowly, Victoria sat down and nodded permission to the butler to circle the table, offering a selection of desserts. The maid poured coffee. When everyone was served, Victoria said to Katherine, “Ross told you nothing about the sailing accident?”


Uncertainly, Katherine said, “Only that there was one.”


Victoria nodded. “We do find it difficult to talk about. Even after so many years. And especially now . . . with the ending changed. But you shall hear the story.” She took a sip of coffee and looked around the table. “Claude will tell it.”


“Of course,” Claude said easily. Why? Katherine wondered. He wasn’t there. Ross said it was the four of them.


“The four of them,” Claude began. “Craig, Jennifer, Derek, and Ross, were sailing home across the bay. It was dusk. The bay is often unpredictable, particularly at that time and especially near the Golden Gate; I am told great concentration is needed to sail it safely. But they had been at a party in Sausalito, with a great deal of drinking, and none of them was capable of such concentration. There was a sudden change in wind direction and the boom swung across the boat. It struck Jennifer, knocking her unconscious, and she fell overboard. Craig immediately jumped in to save her. Ross and Derek—though neither was an experienced sailor at that time—managed to turn the boat around and return to Jennifer. They found her dead. Craig, of course, was gone.”


Again the room was still. Katherine glanced at the closed faces of Ann and Jason, trying to imagine what it would be like to lose both her children on the same day. But it was unimaginable: her thoughts skidded from the idea and she wondered if that was why they had moved to Maine.


“Odd,” Tobias ruminated. “I thought there was something more to it. Of course I was living in Boston, but I seem to remember hearing that besides the wind, there was also a disagreement, one might say a quarrel, that distracted—”


“You heard, Tobias?” Derek asked coldly. “You never told us you heard voices. Do you also see visions?”


“Katherine should hear the whole story,” Tobias said quietly.


“Craig was quarreling?” Katherine asked. “What about?”


“They’d been drinking,” said Claude. “There were conflicting, and, I gather, belligerent opinions on the best way to sail the boat. For some reason, rumors about a quarrel, even a fight, cropped up afterward; no one knew why. I think it would be unwise to resurrect any of them at this late date.”


There was a pause. Melanie’s fingernail rang nervously against her wine glass. “If you please,” said Victoria, and Melanie’s finger was still.


“So,” Claude went on. “Apparently Craig made his way to Vancouver. Most likely hitchhiking. Did he ever tell you, Mrs. Fraser?”


Startled, Katherine said, “How could he? I told you he never talked about—”


“Yes, I keep forgetting. Where did the name Fraser come from?”


She looked at him blankly. “I don’t know.”


“A suburb of Vancouver, perhaps? On the southern edge of the city?”


“Named Fraser?” Ross asked. “Is there one, Claude?”


“Not far from the U.S. border. I found it on a map. I suppose he passed through it when he was running.”


“Did Craig keep up his carving?” Tobias asked Katherine. “I always loved those little people he made—so realistic.”


“He went through a stage,” Ann recalled, “of wanting to make carving his career. Can you imagine?”


“I can’t at all,” said Tobias. “I thought he was anxious to go into the company with Jason and Curt. My, my; so Ross wasn’t the only one who wanted to break away.”


They had done it again, Katherine thought: moved on to small talk. She turned to Tobias. “You mean you think he left to break away? You see, I’m trying to find out what kind of person he was—is—”


“You married him,” Melanie said sweetly. “You must have known what kind of person he was.”


“Is he dead?” asked Tobias. “I didn’t know we’d decided that.”


“No—!” Katherine burst out.


“It’s hard to know,” mused Derek. “With Craig.”


“It is hardly a decision we can make,” Victoria said. All through dinner she had been intent on the conversation, her eyes following the rest of them. The only time she spoke out, Katherine realized, was to stop an outburst that might have revealed something about Craig. “Port and cognac in the living room,” Victoria added, and stood up.


Not everyone had finished coffee and dessert. Katherine understood that she was hurrying them through dinner. Because she wants me gone.


It was simple; it was obvious. Why had it taken her so long to see it? Ross had asked Victoria to give a dinner and she had done it, but not because she wanted to. None of them wanted this dinner; none of them wanted Katherine to be there. None of them wanted to talk about Craig.


Or maybe they did, but they could not confront the evidence that he had been alive all these years. And since they could hardly evade it with Katherine there, she was an interloper. And so is Craig, she thought. Even though he’s not here.


What did he do, that his family can’t rejoice that he’s alive?


As clearly as if he sat beside her, she heard Craig say, Most families are rotten. He had said it often, when they were first married, adding that theirs would be different. Now he seemed so close she thought she could touch him. Rotten, his voice repeated.


“Please,” Katherine said loudly as the others pushed back their chairs. “Please wait.” They looked at her.


“In the living room,” Victoria ordered.


“No, please,” Katherine insisted; as long as they were together at the table, she might get them to listen to her. “I don’t understand you. I have so many questions about Craig’s life before I knew him, and I thought you would want to know about his life the past fifteen years. I thought we could share what we know because he never put his two lives together; he kept them separate—”


“That’s all you want?” Claude asked. “Knowing what you do about the Hayward family and the company—”


“I don’t know anything about them! Don’t you understand? I don’t know the man I married; I barely know his family; I don’t know what to believe—I don’t even know if I understand myself. Don’t you see?” No one answered. “Well, then, there is something else. I thought you’d be so happy to know Craig is alive you’d do all you could to find him. You have so much wealth and power”—she ignored the triumphant look Melanie gave Ross—“I thought you might hire investigators, put advertisements in newspapers, call people you know in other cities where he might have gone . . . I thought you’d help me look for him. And I thought perhaps the reason he vanished before might be connected with why he’s gone now, and if we knew that we might find him together much faster than I could alone.”


No one spoke. They looked out the window or at Katherine or at the white orchid reflected in the dark mahogany table. Laughter from the library reached them faintly, but the dining room was silent.


Katherine stood up. She felt light-headed and dizzy, but, strangely, almost excited. She had to handle it alone, without Craig’s help. And if they became angry and turned their backs on her—she would handle that alone, too.


“And I did think you might help us with a loan, just until Craig gets back, because we don’t have much money and I don’t know what we’re going to do. But I wanted a loan, not a gift, and one of the things I wanted to do with it was hire detectives to look for him. Because we have to find him and help him—” She stopped briefly. “If we can; if he’s still alive. I don’t know what’s happened to him, he may be in trouble, or hurt, but you act as if you’re the ones who are hurt, that he’s insulted you because he—” She stopped again. No one had mentioned embezzlement and she would not be the one to bring it up. “He’s been—he is a wonderful husband and a wonderful father and I love him and I won’t turn my back on him, even if you do, and I don’t understand how you can talk about flower gardens and wood carvings and orchids when Craig—”


Victoria raised an imperious hand. “We do not need you to tell us how to behave. You know very little about us—”


“I’d know more if you’d tell me!”


“Do not interrupt me! We opened our home to you and your children; you have little cause to criticize us.”


“I didn’t want to.” Katherine’s eyes filled with tears. “But I think you’d be happier if you’d never heard of Craig Fraser at all.”


“Katherine,” Tobias chided, looking at Victoria’s tight lips. “Too much, too much. Don’t say more than we can forget.”


“You don’t want us here,” she went on doggedly. “You don’t want me and you don’t want Craig. But of course it was very kind of you to invite us.” She hesitated, then turned to leave.


“Young woman!” Victoria’s icy voice stopped her. She heard Tobias lament, “Oh, Katherine,” and Melanie murmur, “How charming; no one walks out on—” as Victoria said, “How dare you turn your back on me! And where do you think you are going? You have no one else to help you.”
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