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Fitting praise for True to Form


“In Katie, Berg has created a narrator true to adolescent form at a time when the larger world was beginning to change dramatically.”


—Chicago Tribune


“Elizabeth Berg, as usual, explores her main character in detail. Readers develop sympathy for Katie on her journey of self-discovery and personal redemption.”


—The Seattle Times


“Katie Nash is someone we can relate to, especially if we are of an age to be nostalgic about Pat Boone, Prell shampoo and Green Stamps. . . . Plus, to give Berg her due, she (or Katie, if you prefer) is capable of some lovely writing.”


—Chicago Sun-Times


    “[W]ritten with great tenderness and understanding . . . [True to Form] takes readers back to their own days of awakening . . . . It flows with grace and beauty and a clarity that have not been so inspiring since some of the classicists.”


—The Communicator (Spokane, WA)


 . . . and acclaim for Elizabeth Berg’s stunning New York Times bestseller Never Change


“Berg inhabits each of [her characters] as though she’s known them since she wrote in their high school yearbooks and has kept her promise to keep in touch. . . . Berg shows that life is most beautiful in the moments that come and pass away again, a lesson often learned long after high school.”


—The Atlanta Journal-Constitution


“A five-tissue-box novel. . . . Elizabeth Berg has written one of the most dramatic and beautiful books of her career, one that celebrates life to the fullest.”


—The Midwest Book Review


“Vital connections are Berg’s primary concern. Readers of her earlier novels will hear echoes in the broad themes of Never Change. . . . This book is about the wisdom and closeness that crisis can bring. The narrative road that leads to them is funny, poetic, and moving.”


—Atlantic Monthly


“A superb novel about the persistence of desire and the perils of commitment.”


—Milwaukee Journal Sentinel


“Combines romance, heartfelt emotion and cuteness. Berg’s observations on life and death ring true.”


—The Washington Post


“[A] must-read for the romantic heart that lies in all of us.”


—Winston-Salem Journal (NC)


“An engaging read that forces us to question who we are and who we want others to think we are. . . . An emotional story of memory, longing, and the confines of social roles.”


—Denver Rocky Mountain News


Praise for the previous novels of Elizabeth Berg


“Berg knows her characters intimately . . . she gets under their skin and leaves the reader with an indelible impression of lives challenged and changed.”


—The Seattle Times


“Berg sits somewhere between Anne Tyler and Alice Hoffman.”


—Chicago Sun-Times


“Berg shows a sparkling ability to distill complex human emotions into clear, evocative prose. And she hits every note . . . with a wry honesty.”


—The Milwaukee Journal-Sentinel
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This book is for that beautiful Asian woman who came to one of my readings in Wellesley, Massachusetts, and asked if I were ever going to write about Katie again. I said I didn’t know. She said, “Well, you have to. I have to know what becomes of her.”


I think this book will tell you.
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I am supported in my work by a number of really fine people:


Lisa Bankoff, my stylish and elegantly formidable agent


Patrick Price, her charming assistant, who knows how to do everything


Emily Bestler, whose qualities of sensitivity and responsiveness make her an ideal editor


Sarah Branham, her creative assistant


Cathy Lee Gruhn, my fearless publicist


Paolo Pepe, my art director, who so beautifully translates words into images


Phyllis Florin, my best friend, who read this manuscript first and offered honest and valuable criticism


Marianne Quasha, my other best friend, who knows what fabric really is


Bill Young, my sweetie, who makes daily life more joyful than I had ever imagined it could be


Last, but certainly not least: The friends I’ve made here in the great city of Chicago, where I’ve finally found home.




IT IS THE FIRST SUNDAY evening of the summer, the sky an ash rose color and losing its light to night. I am sitting on the floor in my room with a mirror propped up against a stack of magazines, setting my hair according to the directions in Modern Style. If I do it right, I will get a perfect flip. I just need to sleep in such a way that the rollers do not become pushed out of place, as they usually do. Either they get pushed out of place or I take them all out in the middle of the night. I don’t know why. I don’t even remember doing it, I just wake up and there the rollers are, thrown down on the floor. I guess my sleep self and my awake self don’t agree about beauty.


The radio is turned on low to “Moody River,” and my question is, Why did she kill herself if the guy was just a friend? And also, how can Pat Boone be singing so smoothly if his heart is broken? He sounds like Perry Como singing “Magic Moments” when he should be sounding like Brenda Lee sobbing, “I’m sorry, sooo sorry.”


I am thinking about how tomorrow I will lie out on a towel in the yard, slicked up with baby oil to get going on my tan. I like it when you lie there for a long time and feel the sun’s heat like a red thing behind your lids. You see a map of your own veins, and then when you open your eyes the view is bleached a bit of its colors. When I was nine years old someone told me you must never look at the sun straight on because it could make you blind. This made me go right outside and stare up at it, and when my eyes protested and shut automatically, I held my lids open until my eyes burned and watered so much I had to stop. I did not go blind. I do have to wear glasses, but I was wearing them before I stared at the sun. I am this way, sometimes, that I just have to find things out for myself.


I have a feeling percolating under my skin that says this will be a really important summer. Just a feeling that doesn’t go away. I think sometimes I am a little psychic, like my grandmother who could read tea leaves. She would sit at the kitchen table with her beautiful white hair up in a bun, and she would be wearing an apron that sagged over her bosom like another bosom. She would stare into the cup for a long time, and nobody talked; even the air seemed to hold still. Then she would look up, and her blue eyes would seem clearer and not quite her own. She would settle her shoulders, and, in a low and intimate voice, tell people things about their lives. I thought for a long time she was a gypsy queen, but my mind just made that up; she was really just a woman from England who married my grandfather from Ireland. She was a housewife who made good gravy and kept a parakeet in her kitchen.


Once, when I was in third grade, my grandmother read tea leaves for me. My mother was there, and her sisters, my aunts Rose and Betty, were there, too. I remember I was so nervous I sat under the kitchen table, and my grandmother had to tell me things without looking at me. She said I had a boyfriend, which was true, Billy Harris was his name, and I got all embarrassed even though no one could see me. Then she told me he liked me too, which was not so true, since if you asked him, “Do you like Katie Nash?” he would have said, “Who?”


I miss my aunts a lot. Since my mother died a couple of years ago, I never see them anymore. We used to go and visit for a week or so every summer. Rose was very prim and proper, but full of a warm love. When I used to stay there, my cousins and I washed up for bed at night in a dishpan at the kitchen sink, and Aunt Rose made sure we got our ears good. Ivory soap, she used, those floating cakes bigger than a kid’s whole hand. She made plain dinners but they were the kind of food a person always enjoys. Like just meat loaf from the recipe on the back of the oatmeal box, served with mashed potatoes, butter filling the little well in the middle, and some green beans from the can, all served on an embroidered table-cloth. Her sheets smelled like outside, and everybody used to say you could eat from her kitchen floor. I used to think, Why would you want to do that? and I would imagine my uncle Harry sitting there cross-legged with his napkin tucked into his shirt, leaning over awkwardly to lift his scrambled eggs from the linoleum.


Aunt Betty was a wild woman, that’s what she called herself. She told me she was engaged to another man when my uncle Jim proposed to her. She wore a lot of makeup and smoked constantly and painted her fingernails and toenails blood red. She and my uncle were very social, and I never saw anyone look as glamorous as she did when they went out. She would wake up her children for a meteor shower or a good sunrise, and she was always asking them to tell her things they learned in school; she thought her children were wonderful. Every Sunday morning, she would make Monkey Bread, and there was always enough for everyone.


My dad doesn’t want to visit my aunts anymore. I guess he has a new life now with my stepmother, Ginger, and the aunts just don’t figure in. Sometimes I get mail from them: a joke card from Betty; a card with Jesus on it from Rose. They both call me Honey, which makes for an inside curl of pleasure. I thought I would always go and see them, every summer.


Well, you never know what life will turn out to be. Sometimes when I lie in bed at night, I think of bad things that can happen and how much we can never know, and it’s so scary. It’s like taking the lid off a box that’s in front of you all the time, but usually you leave it alone. But every now and then, you take the lid off and you look in and the box is so dark and deep and full of writhing possibilities it gives you the shivers.


I lean back against my bed, let out a big breath, and look around my bedroom. I am used to it now, which probably means it’s about time to move. Every time I get used to something, it’s time to leave it. “We have orders,” my father will say, and that’s that, we’re on the way to wherever the army tells us to go.


I like this room. It feels more private than any place I’ve ever had, situated the way it is at the end of the hall. If my sister, Diane, were still living with us, she would have gotten this room; she always got the best room. But she lives by herself in California now, because she ran away when she was eighteen. We talk about twice a month, and once in a while she comes to visit, but mostly it is just no good between her and my father; it never was. My father was always fierce, but after my mother died it seemed like he got a lot worse. And Diane finally just left. He never talks about it, but I know he is sorry. One thing my stepmother has done is to make my father a little softer, not so mean. It’s odd; I think he loved my mother more, but he treats Ginger better. And I think I know why. It is because she is not as nice to him as my mother was. She pushes back, sometimes. She draws a line and says don’t you cross this. Now you tell me why someone is nicer to the person who treats him worse.


My favorite place in my room is my desk drawer. In it is a little figure of a bird all covered with jewels. I don’t think they’re real jewels, but maybe they are. It was given to me by a boy I did not know, for no reason. It was a while ago, just after my mother had died, and I was sitting out by myself in the middle of a field on a summer day, and the boy appeared out of nowhere. He was younger than I, I thought—smaller, at least, and so I wasn’t afraid. I said, “Hey,” and he said nothing back. “What are you doing?” I asked, and again he said nothing. I asked him if he spoke English, and he just smiled and shrugged. I stared at him for a while, and then I patted the ground. He sat next to me, his knees drawn up under his chin, and together we watched the movement of the breeze through the tall weeds, the lazy shifting of the gigantic cumulus clouds that filled the sky that day, and, once, the magical hovering of a dragonfly, colored metallic blue. We only pointed at things, but it was a good conversation. We sat for a good fifteen or twenty minutes, and then the boy got up to leave. But first he took the bird out of his pocket and gave it to me. I was amazed by his generosity, but I am ashamed to say that I made no move at all to refuse that gift. It is the main thing in my drawer, because it was a miracle and it came without asking. Sometimes when I think of that boy, I think, Wait, was he mute? And sometimes I think—the thought very small and private—Was he an angel? And sometimes I think, in a way that makes me feel like bawling, Was he my mother? That thought is the smallest and most private of all, and it lives in my heart, and it will never be told to anyone.


Also in my drawer is a photo of baby pigs. I remember them vaguely from a time we lived on a farm in Indiana. I think I was three. I remember being barefoot, standing on the wooden rail of a fence, looking down at those pigs. I wanted them to be my dollies; I wanted to wheel them in a carriage, put bonnets on their heads, feed them from bottles, and cover them when they slept. But they were not babies, they were pigs. So I only watched them lie by their mother in their neat, pink row; and I watched them take their grunty little steps around the sty.


I have some rocks I cracked open and kept for their gorgeous insides. I have some acorns, because look what comes from them. I have a pressed flower, a rose I would still call pink, even though its edges have turned tea-colored. I have pictures of beautiful things cut out of magazines: a willow tree next to a river, a kitchen lit up by morning sun, a monarch on a red poppy, a herd of sheep on a hill in Ireland, a wooden, straight-back chair positioned by a window with a blowing white curtain. I have a lot of pictures of dogs, too. I would like to have seven dogs.


I have something that I drew, a woman’s face that is full of sorrow. And it looks like a real picture that an artist did. It looks that way to me. And the thing is, I don’t know how to draw. I was sitting at my desk one day, my head in my hands, and I had that middle ache that is just the pain that comes with being alive sometimes, that kind of personal despair. I don’t know why it comes, but I know it used to get my mother too. Every once in a while, she would sit so still, her hands in her lap, and she would have a little smile on her face that was not really a smile. What’s wrong? I once asked, and she looked up quickly and she saw that I saw. After that, she would usually close herself in her bedroom until it was over—it never took that long, really. She didn’t like for anyone to see her that way. She didn’t want anyone to know.


But I had that same kind of feeling one day, that veil of sadness between me and the world, and I had a piece of paper in front of me and I drew that woman’s face like I was in a dream, like someone else was borrowing my hand. And I have never shown it to anyone, and I have never drawn anything good since then, either.


Lately, I have begun writing a lot more poems, and I have been saving them in my drawer. And it’s funny, the same thing happens, about someone else borrowing my hand. I get a feeling; I step off into space; and a thing makes up itself.


I have red lipstick in my drawer that was my mother’s, with the mark of her mouth on it. I have a rhinestone button I found outside, feathers from birds, pennies that mean good luck. I have a box of crayons that I intend never to use, I just like to look at them all perfect and read the names of the colors out loud, and I like to smell them deep, like I smell the test papers at school that have just come off the mimeograph machine. I have some torn-out hairdos that I would like to get, if my hair will ever grow really long instead of acting paralyzed.


Sometimes I think, What if I died and someone looked in my drawer? I wonder what they would understand about me. Probably not so much—for one thing, they would get the crayons wrong. I think, actually, that none of us understands anyone else very well, because we’re all too shy to show what matters the most. If you ask me, it’s a major design flaw. We ought to be able to say, Here, look what I am. I think it would be quite a relief.




EVERY YEAR I DO THIS. Every year I go outside to tan for the first time and I know I’m only supposed to do fifteen minutes a side, but then I think, Oh, maybe a little more, and then a little more, and then I see the redness and I know I’m in for it. I come inside and take a cold shower, but no, it is too late. I am cooked.


It is Monday morning and I am lying in bed with no clothes on because that’s how much it hurts, I can’t even wear clothes. Ginger didn’t say anything because that’s the kind of person she is. My father came to stand in my doorway and look at me before he went to work, and he moved his mouth like he was shifting a toothpick from one side to the other. Finally, “When are you going to learn?” he asked, and I shrugged. Which hurt, because my shoulders are the worst.


“How long were you out there?” he asked, and I mumbled something.


“What’s that?” he asked.


“About twenty minutes.”


“And you got burned like that?”


“Maybe it was thirty. Or a little more. It might have been forty, but I don’t think so.” It was an hour, said the angel on my shoulder, and the devil said, Shut up!


He shook his head and said, again, “When are you going to learn?”


I just nodded. There was no answer. But then he knew that. He called Ginger, and when she came up to him he jerked his head toward me and said, “Take care of her, will you?” His tenderness, in its usual disguise. Ginger looked at me, a message in her eyes, and I stared back, I know.


The first thing I do after he leaves is call my friend Cynthia to come over. I know she will read aloud to me from True Romance, or hold up movie magazine pictures, or play the records I ask her to put on. At lunch time she will make the sandwiches we like and bring one to me: baloney and lots and lots of mayonnaise on white bread with lettuce and potato chips on there too. I am sorry to say that one of the biggest reasons we are friends is that we are both sort of losers. The only good thing about that is you can do certain things like the sandwiches and who cares.




ONE THING I DO NOT understand about parents is how out of their mouths come two different things at almost exactly the same time. They are the true forked-tongue people of the world.


Here is my father talking to me at the breakfast table this morning: “Katie, you’re thirteen years old. You’re really growing up, now, and I think it’s time you started working in the summers.” No complaint from me so far. A lift in my chest of pure happiness, in fact, that inside yip. Because one thing I would love is to have a job, maybe at the concession stand at the swimming pool where lifeguards join the crowd in asking for a Nutty Buddy. They stand so handsome and nonchalant, their whistle lying in the little valley of their chest, zinc oxide on their noses, their eyes sexy behind their sunglasses. Oftentimes they take a dip before they come to the concession stand and you can see the little rivers of water zigzag down their hairy legs. Their faces look like boys’, but their legs look like men, which gives you the inside shivers.


Some of the lifeguards have actually saved lives, have knelt beside a bluish body and made it breathe again. I saw part of that one time. I was on the outside of a thick circle of people gathered around someone the lifeguards had pulled out of the pool. He was a fat man, and all I could see was one of his arms, lying useless beside him. But then he got saved. An ambulance came, the crowd parted, and he was carried off on a stretcher with a red blanket over him, an oxygen mask over his face. I remember thinking, If it were me, I’d be embarrassed about the oxygen mask. But the man wasn’t embarrassed. I guess he was in shock, his eyes all blank. I watched him pass by and I thought, For the rest of his life, he will tell this story, I wanted to go swimming.


Anyway, if you work at a pool, you can develop a personal relationship with the lifeguards and get your own money to buy things besides. But working at the pool is not going to be my job. Because what my father said next is, “There is an elderly couple two blocks over who need help for a few hours on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. And I know Mrs. Wexler is looking for a sitter for her kids a couple of days a week, as well.”


There is this sense of powerlessness that comes to me sometimes, and it makes my chest feel paralyzed, and it makes my stomach feel like someone is wringing it out. That feeling came to me then. I knew it was all over and there was nothing, nothing, nothing I could do, especially with my father who sometimes gets mad if you only say “But . . . ” Still, I tried. I made my face blank as a white towel, and I said, “My job is going to be baby-sitting?” Mrs. Wexler lives two doors down and has three kids, ages six, seven, and eight. All boys. I’ve baby-sat for her a few times. Trust me that it is not the kind of job you would say is fun. Or grown-up. I felt like standing in front of a wall and punching it again and again, but instead I had a little smile on my face, and I moved only to tuck my hair politely behind my ears.


“You’re to start next Monday,” my father said.


“But . . . baby-sitting for a couple?”


“Yes.” He stood and looked at his watch. “The wife is apparently quite ill. They need some help.”


Oh great, I thought, and right away I got an idea of how that place would be. I got the smell in my nose of the place. No offense, but when you’re around older people there is a smell, even when they’re not sick. It is like old closet smell. Not the thing you want to be around in the summer, when everywhere else is suntan lotion and grass clippings. Plus old people always keep their houses dark and they are kind of cheap about food. I have been invited inside old people’s houses, and when they ask if you would like some cookies, what they give you is two Vanilla Wafers or a Fig Newton on a saucer that is not the cleanest thing you’ve ever seen. It’s not their fault, I’m not saying that, but I just so much do not want to be a baby-sitter for my summer job.


Here is how much my opinion counts: Zero. My opinion is called talking back. I can say things to my stepmother. Ginger will listen to anything, the calm look in her eyes a welcome mat to your feelings. But she would not be able to help me on this one. I was doomed for the whole rest of the summer, starting right at that very minute. It wasn’t fair. And it wasn’t right.


“Tonight, I’ll show you where they live,” my father said. “Introduce you.”


“Okay,” I said.


My father kissed Ginger quickly on the mouth, and left. The screen door slammed. The car door slammed. The engine started. Next came the low whine of the car in reverse, backing out of the driveway. A pause, while he shifted gears. Gone.


So now I am lying on my bed with my door closed at ten in the morning, like I am a sick old person myself. I know if I went outside there would be the cheer-up sight of roses in gardens and clouds puffed up in the sky like they are pure proud of themselves. Little kids riding their bikes down the street full of the freedom of no homework. But I don’t want to be cheered up until I am done with feeling mad. Here comes Ginger down the hall with the vacuum cleaner, which shows no respect at all.


I open my door and stand there, my arms crossed. She looks up, turns off the vacuum. “What is it?”


“Nothing.”


“Can I come in?” This is one thing I like about Ginger, that she does not assume your room is hers just because she is the woman of the house. I stand aside, and she comes in and sits on my wrinkled bed. I sit at my desk and get the bright zing! that I don’t have to do homework here for a long time, but that is of no help at the moment.


“You’re feeling bad about working?” She has her hair up in a French twist, some spit curls on either side. She wears a peach-colored housedress, tight at the waist. Loafers. As for me, I am still in my shorty pajamas. They do not look on me the way they looked on the model in the Sears catalog.


“I want to work,” I say. “But baby-sitting is not a real job.”


“Why not?”


“Because it’s . . . ” I shrug, look down. There are my fat knees.


“You get paid, right?”


“Yes.”


“Well, that’s a job. You do some work and you are paid. And you know, when you are thirteen, your choices are somewhat limited.”


“But who wants to be a baby-sitter? Especially for old people!”


“I can understand your feelings. But I think you might like the Randolphs. They’re very nice.”


“How do you know them?”


“Your father and I see Mr. Randolph when we take our walks after dinner. He’s got a garden he likes to putter in. And he always comes over to say hello to us, and to pet the dogs. Last night, he told us he needed some help, and your dad volunteered your services.”


“But he didn’t ask me.”


“No. You’re right. He did not.”


“Not that he ever does.”


“Well. Not often enough. I agree with you there.”


We stare at each other. Finally, I say, “Can I ask you something?”


“Of course.”


“How can you . . . why do you like my dad so much?”


She smiles. “Well. You know he’s not nearly as tough as he acts.”


“Yes, but . . . ”


She comes over to me, puts her hand on my shoulder in a way that I like. “I guess it’s what I’ve told you before, I like a challenge. I always have liked men that others find difficult.”


I think of the last time my father took Ginger out for dinner, how the clothes she was going to wear were lined up on her bed while she was in the shower, singing. Her blue crepe dress, her lacy slip, her nylon stockings. Her high heels on the floor, dusted with baby powder and waiting for her to step into them. I think of how he put his hand to the small of her back as they walked out the door together that night. He is a scary man, but she finds other things. I guess this is her thrill.


“For you . . . ,” Ginger says. “Well, I know it can be awfully hard.” She bends down, looks me in the eye. “But you know what? He loves you, Katie. Oh, he really does.”


I swallow hard. One thing I hate is crying in the morning.


“You do know that, right?” Ginger asks, and I nod. Then I say, small, “But I wish he would do it different.”


“I know you do. I wish he would, too. I wish he would be easier on you. I think he is getting better, but it will take a while for him to . . . In the meantime, I want you to know that you can come to me, Katie. For anything.”


I draw a circle on my knee with my finger. I hear the ticking of my bedside alarm clock, the rumble of a truck going down the street outside. My mother is so far away, she is too far away forever.


Ginger straightens, kisses the top of my head. “How about some breakfast?” And I nod, because there is nothing else to be done. You might as well eat. I’ll give Bridgett my toast crusts and then take her out in the yard to play ball with her; it’s not her fault. Bones will lie sleeping in the sun as usual; that’s all he ever does when I take him out. He’s probably as old as Mr. Randolph in dog years.


So this is the beginning of my glamorous summer. It doesn’t matter that I’m only thirteen; even if I were seventeen, I would still have to do what he says. Would you like to work at Famous Barr and see the latest clothes for fall? Oh, no thank you, I’m going to baby-sit. Would you like to work at Dairy Queen and get to see the long lines outside your little window while you make the curl on top of every cone? Oh, no thanks, I would much rather baby-sit. Would you like to come to Hollywood and be the assistant to Rock Hudson and Doris Day and get paid a thousand dollars a day? Oh, certainly not, not when I can hang around some house that isn’t mine playing wrestling match with three boys from hell.




SAY SANTA CLAUS WENT ON a severe diet: Bingo, Mr. Randolph. There he is before me with twinkly blue eyes and a mouth that really is like a bow. White hair and a white beard. But skinny as can be, with his shirt tucked into his pants and sort of drowning there. His suspenders ought to be paid double for the work they’re doing. “Hi, nice to meet you,” I said, when we were introduced, but what I felt like saying is, “Whoa! Did anybody ever tell you you looked like someone?”


“Ah, Katie!” he says, stepping aside from the door. “I’m so happy to meet you. Won’t you come in?”


He leads us into the living room, which is a really nice room, two blue sofas with lots of triangle pillows on them. A couple of comfy chairs and a fireplace. Pictures on the wall in gold frames and nice drapes held back fancy. He points to one of the sofas and says, “Have a seat.”


I sit at the edge of the sofa with one foot tucked behind the other, which is how you’re supposed to so you don’t show what’s up your skirt even when you’re wearing shorts, which, of course, it being summer, I am. My father sits beside me, his big hands in his lap.


Mr. Randolph clears his throat, and I all of a sudden get that panicked feeling because what if I’m the one who is supposed to say something first. But then Mr. Randolph says, “I guess your father must have told you what I’m looking for.”


I look at my father, who is staring straight ahead. I am on my own. “Yes, sir. He said you had a wife who was sick and you needed some help.”


“That’s right. Elsie has been ill for some time, and it’s gotten difficult for me to take care of her by myself. What I need is some help bathing her, preparing meals, and maybe you could read to her a bit when I run out for errands.”


“Oh, okay,” I say, though what I am feeling is, Oh, no.


“Why don’t we go and see her?” Mr. Randolph asks.


My father stands as though he’s going to go with us, but then he all of a sudden says, “I’ll tell you what, I believe I’ll just let the three of you talk. Katie, I’ll see you back at home, all right?”


Mr. Randolph looks a little surprised, but I think I know why my father is doing this. I think he is remembering my mother lying sick in bed before she died, and the memory is like holding something too hot.


“Okay, Dad.” I smile at Mr. Randolph like I am fine-and-dandy ready to meet his wife, even though I would rather be doing math. We make our way down a hall and into a bedroom, and what do I come face-to-face with but Mrs. Randolph’s hiney. She is lying on her side, the covers pulled off, and her blue nightgown is hiked up clear to her shoulder blades. I have never seen an adult’s hiney in real life, except once a part of Ginger’s when I accidentally opened the bathroom door on her. Hers did not look like this. This is a hiney like a balloon all deflated. And there is Mrs. Randolph’s knobby backbone and her hair all white and see-through sticking out all around her head like she has her finger in the socket. I take a step back. In my mind, I see my room, all my normal things waiting for me when I get home.


Mr. Randolph rushes forward and gently pulls the nightgown down and the sheet up. And the whole time he’s doing it, he is talking in such a dignified voice, saying, “There we go. That’s better.” He straightens, clasps his hands before him. “Now. Dear? We have a visitor. I’d like you to meet our neighbor, Katie.”

OEBPS/images/9780743421812_cover.jpg
THE NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

from the author of Open House and Never Change

ELIZABETH
BERG

True to Form

v
“Maybe Freud didn’t

know.the answer to what 5

‘women want, but E

. Elizabeth Ber§ certainly does.”

~—USA Today

A Novel







OEBPS/images/title-img.jpg
True to Form

m

WASHINGTON SQUARE PRESS
NewYork London Toronto Sydney





OEBPS/images/common.jpg







OEBPS/xhtml/contents.html


Contents



Acknowledgments



Chapter One



Chapter Two



Chapter Three



Chapter Four



Chapter Five



Chapter Six



Chapter Seven



Chapter Eight



Chapter Nine



Chapter Ten



Chapter Eleven



Chapter Twelve



Chapter Thirteen



Chapter Fourteen



Chapter Fifteen



Chapter Sixteen



Chapter Seventeen



Chapter Eighteen



Chapter Nineteen



Chapter Twenty



Chapter Twenty-One



Chapter Twenty-Two



Chapter Twenty-Three



Chapter Twenty-Four



Chapter Twenty-Five



Chapter Twenty-Six



Chapter Twenty-Seven



Chapter Twenty-Eight



Chapter Twenty-Nine



Chapter Thirty



Chapter Thirty-One



Chapter Thirty-Two



Chapter Thirty-Three



Chapter Thirty-Four



Chapter Thirty-Five



Chapter Thirty-Six



Chapter Thirty-Seven



Chapter Thirty-Eight



Chapter Thirty-Nine



Chapter Forty



Chapter Forty-One



Chapter Forty-Two



Chapter Forty-Three



Chapter Forty-Four



Chapter Forty-Five



Chapter Forty-Six



Chapter Forty-Seven



Chapter Forty-Eight



Chapter Forty-Nine



Chapter Fifty



Chapter Fifty-One



Chapter Fifty-Two



Chapter Fifty-Three



Chapter Fifty-Four



Chapter Fifty-Five



Chapter Fifty-Six



Chapter Fifty-Seven



Chapter Fifty-Eight



Chapter Fifty-Nine



Chapter Sixty



Chapter Sixty-One



Chapter Sixty-Two



Chapter Sixty-Three



Chapter Sixty-Four



Readers Club Guide



About Elizabeth Berg






