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On a table in the center of the upstairs sitting room stood the carousel. High as a wedding cake, and of purest silver, it drew to itself every ray of the lamplight, returning each, magnified and glittering, to the dimmest corners of the room. It was a paragon of the silversmith’s art. The horses pranced; the children riding wore ribboned hats; pennants above the rooftop balustrade appeared to fly as though a wind were moving through; all was fretwork, filigree, and rococo.

Absurd, extravagant toy. Yet it had linked the momentous events of a life. The birth of love. Grief. And now, murder …
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Chapter One
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March 1990

She was not ready to go home, and not ready to face anybody, neither the five-year-old nor the infant, not prepared to answer the telephone or speak a civil word, after what had just happened during this past hour. Never had Sally Grey felt so wretched, so small, as if she had physically shrunk, as she sat huddled behind the wheel of the car and fled the city.

On the first plateau in the chain of mountains that stretched toward Canada, a scenic overlook had been set aside, very likely for the benefit of tourists. On this waning, windy afternoon it was deserted, and here she stopped the car. Below lay Scythia, an old city, its small factories ringed by tracts of new-built bungalows and highways; beyond them to the east, west, and south came farms. In the north, the dark mountains.

Lights winked on in scattered spots, but to Sally’s left, where lay the headquarters of Grey’s Foods, light was a solid yellow oblong, marking the place to which one quarter of the city’s population was in some way connected, either employed by the company or related to someone who was. As to that, the other three quarters of Scythia had been touched in some way by the Grey family’s generosity: the library, the hospital, the neighborhood swimming pools, all were gifts from the Greys.

“You’re thinking such things don’t happen in families like yours. I understand,” that woman, that doctor, had said.

No, Sally had thought, you don’t understand. You thought I was feeling some sort of superiority, above the flaws of the common people, that I was feeling some sort of nasty, idiotic snobbishness. But I was thinking only of how happy we have been, of how pure our life has been. Pure. Such a Victorian word! But all the same, it fitted. There had been nothing dirty in their lives until now.

Somewhere within that compact mass of light, at this very moment Dan was working at his desk, not knowing. Tonight he would have to know. And if it should be true—no, of course it cannot be true, of course not—it would devastate him. His baby! His darling Tina.

No, there’s no doubt in my mind. Your Tina has been molested. Sexually abused.

Dr. Lisle had already explained herself at length, but still Sally had simply stared at her. She had a homely, square face and a cool manner, this woman who, although no older than Sally, was dressed in authority, buttressed by professional knowledge.

Scolding me, that’s how she sounds, as if I were a schoolgirl instead of a woman who has had her own experiences, has traveled all over the world in peace and war with her cameras, having her photographs published all over the world. Well, I guess the truth is we simply don’t like each other. What kind of a crazy thing is this to tell me?

And as if looking for help, she stared about the spare, plain office. Its inexpensive desk and chairs were new. Its diplomas and certificates were recent. The view led over the back of a run-down three-story commercial building in the run-down heart of town. It was an uncomfortable, dispiriting place with no help in it. But the doctor had been so well recommended!

“This is incredible,” Sally said abruptly.

“No, it’s credible.”

“I can’t believe you. I won’t believe you. How can you even think of such a thing?”

“It’s natural for you to resist. What parent would want to believe it?”

“It’s incredible.”

“It’s credible, Mrs. Grey.”

“I live with Tina! I bathe her, and I’ve never seen a sign of—”

“There doesn’t have to be penetration. There are other ways, as you know.”

Revolting images flared. She had almost felt them burning, pressing inside her skull.

“Yes, I know. I read. But how can you be so sure? Has Tina told you anything?”

“Not directly, in so many words. Children rarely do. They’re too afraid.”

“Well, then, I ask you, how do you know?”

“There are many ways. For example, they play with dolls. Mine here are anatomically correct. I watch the child, I talk to her, and I listen while she talks to herself.”

“Tell me what Tina says. Exactly what you remember.”

The doctor put on her reading glasses. How long it took for her to fumble in the case and adjust them on her nose! It was a torture to watch.

And now, in the car, remembering, reliving, Sally’s head began to pound.

“Here. Friday the tenth, the visit before last. I quote: ‘You take your panties off, then you put that thing—’ ”

“Oh, no!”

“ ‘And you put your mouth—’ ”

“Oh, no!”

“Then she took the doll and threw it across the room, and she cried. Are you feeling all right, Mrs. Grey? I can stop if you wish.”

“All right, stop. I have the picture.”

It was then that there had come the onset of terror, a quick, slashing pain in the chest and wet hands, twisting themselves together until the ring dug into the flesh. It was then, too, that she had straightened her back and sat up. For if you panic, Sally, you drown.

She said positively, “Tina is never left with strangers. She’s very well supervised, by me when I’m home and by a marvelous nanny, a sweet, grandmotherly lady who helps take care of Susannah, the baby, and takes charge of everything when I go away on business. I’m a photographer, you remember. But I never stay away for more than a few days at a time. No, it can’t be, Doctor. It’s—it’s bizarre. Your diagnosis has to be mistaken.”

“Tell me, then, how for example you explain Tina’s talk to the doll?”

“Well, children of that age are just starting to discover things, aren’t they? And I’m sure there are children in school who have older siblings who’ve told them about sex. God knows there’s enough of it on television. We don’t let Tina watch much television, but many other people do, and it filters down to the rest of the kids.”

The doctor waited. She had been trained to observe, to listen for what people did not say. Sally knew that, and she sat up even higher in the chair.

“How have things gone this past week?” the doctor asked.

Yes, Sally thought, let’s get back to reality, let me give you some plain facts and then you tell me how to deal with them, if you can. Fact, not fantasies.

And she said honestly, “The same. On and off. Sometimes the average five-year-old and sometimes not.”

“Tell me about the ‘sometimes not.’ ”

“Well, at school, I’m told, she’s still doing some hitting and biting. At home, we’ve had some temper tantrums. And her bed is still wet every night. She still asks me when we’re going to take Susannah back to the hospital. No matter how carefully I explain, she keeps asking. To my mind, Doctor, that’s the source of the whole trouble.”

“As easy as that? What I’ve told you makes no impression on you?”

“I’m with Tina all the time, I’m her mother! She plays with dolls at home, so wouldn’t I have observed something strange too? Surely, she would have told me if someone had—done anything to her.”

“I’ve explained to you, not necessarily. In fact, most probably she would not. A child can, in a vague way, feel guilt. She knows that something is wrong, although she can’t explain it. And she may be afraid to betray the person who abused her. She may even in some way, in some fashion, have liked the person. It’s not all that simple, Mrs. Grey.”

Sally was silent. And the doctor, with a sudden surprising change of manner, said gently, “You should really, very seriously, consider what I’ve told you. I can read you much more from my record if you need to be convinced.”

Sally put up her hand. “No. Please, no.”

“You’re afraid, Mrs. Grey.”

“Dr. Lisle, please believe me, I respect your knowledge, but mistakes—even you, excuse me, even you, anyone can make one—and in this particular case, you’re wrong. The way we live, this is impossible.”

“People always think it is unless they see something with their own eyes.”

“Everything was fine before the baby came. We had no problems at home, none at all. Maybe you think I’m exaggerating when I say that Dan and I have had a charmed life. I suppose some people say things like that to cover up the truth. But that would be foolish. Why should I come here for help and then lie to you? We have a good home, believe me. I wish every child in the world could have a home like ours, and a father like Dan. Sundays we cook together, Dan’s proud of my work, we love each other. It’s been such a happy house, and surely Tina must have felt the happiness. Everyone said she was such a sunny child—”

She had prattled. Now, alone in the car recollecting, she was certain she must have seemed foolish. But she had almost gone out of control. That resolute, stiff posture of hers had been a sham.

A solemn gaze had been turned to her while she prattled. It had been uncomfortable to confront that gaze, but to avoid it had been awkward, too, so she had alternated between the gaze and the dingy warehouse across the street. Her voice had petered out and still no comment had come. I have to get out of here, she had thought. Tomorrow we’ll find another doctor. This woman, well recommended or not, was like a surgeon, an alarmist who gives you only a month to live unless you undergo an immediate operation. It was outrageous.

“What I decided,” she had resumed, “what’s clear to me now is that I have to refuse any new commissions for a while. Or until Tina is back to normal. Yes, that’s what I’ll do. Basically, Tina is fine, I’m sure.”

“With all those symptoms you say she’s ‘fine’? The hitting and biting and all the things you’ve told me before, that she won’t allow you to hug her, that she’s afraid to let you leave the house—”

“I meant—well, she’s certainly not fine, of course not. That’s why we brought her here. I feel that she needs more of my attention until she gets over the baby, and I definitely intend to—”

“You’re making a big mistake, Mrs. Grey.”

Sounding doom. And all of this doom was based on slim evidence, supposition, textbook theory. So Sally had stood up and put on her coat.

“Tell me, then,” she said concisely, “what you advise me to do.”

“I advise that you keep Tina here in treatment, or, if you’re not comfortable with me, with somebody else. And I certainly advise that you start looking very carefully into the circumstances of her life. The child has been abused, Mrs. Grey.”

It was cold in the car with the motor shut off, and she drew her scarf tightly around her neck, crossing her arms.

Abused. How horrible.

But could it be true? Then who could have done such a thing? Some father in a house where Tina went to play? She went over the list, the possible contacts. That retarded man on the country road near her parents’ house a few months ago? Of course not. The grandmother was fanatically careful. No. It wasn’t true. It wasn’t possible.

That doctor had been so positive. Could a doctor make such an egregious mistake? Of course she could. You read the papers. Still, it’s not a thing that happens every day.

She must pull herself together and go home. Thousands of lights, electric polka dots in the looming night, had come on in the city below. It was late. She turned the key in the ignition and headed the car uphill.

On either side the road was sheltered between old stands of spruce and hemlock. Gaps in these natural walls revealed stone gateposts, long driveways, and, rarely, the glimpse of a handsome house. At a bend of the road on the left stood the imposing gates of Hawthorne, the Greys’ huge, formal family seat. Here Dan, aged seven, had gone to live with his relatives after the air crash in which his parents had died. Behind the house, hidden a quarter of a mile away from sight, there began the wilderness, the eight thousand acres, pristine and precious, that belonged to the Greys but, by their willing consent, was open to all, provided that they would do it no harm, would cut down no tree or wound no animal. So it had been, for how many generations Sally did not remember, but so it was still. An extraordinary family, the Greys.

In a grassy clearing some few miles farther on, a square white house with green shutters and the austere simplicity of New England was home to Sally. She always thought, and thought now as she drove into the garage, that it could hardly be more different from Hawthorne or any other Grey family home. But she was a child of Maine, and Dan was not a typical Grey, so this was what they had both wanted. The dog, a lumbering Newfoundland, was sitting on the front step. His presence there made the scene almost hackneyed: the picturebook house and the family dog, she thought ironically, lacked only a child to sit beside him with her arm around him.

Actually, Tina sometimes did just that. The dog was the only “person” she would hug. The enchanting little girl with the ruffles and ribbon braids was hardly ever pleasant or affectionate anymore. Outings that they all used to look forward to were now undertaken with trepidation since they were never sure how she would behave. At night, when at last she was asleep, they could quietly read and could quietly talk to each other … although not in peace. For what had happened to the picturebook family? What was wrong with the once enchanting little girl?

Is it possible that I don’t want to believe that doctor because we didn’t take to each other, because “the chemistry wasn’t right”? A stupid reason, if so. I don’t know.…

Tina was finishing her supper in the kitchen with Mrs. Dugan, known by all as “Nanny.”

“Hello, darling. My, that pudding looks delicious.”

Tina frowned. “It isn’t. You eat it.”

“I wish I could. But Daddy and I are going out to dinner. It’s Uncle Oliver’s birthday.”

“You’re always going out.”

“No, honey. We haven’t been out all week,” Sally said, putting her arm around Tina and kissing the top of her head.

“Don’t do that. I don’t want you to hug me.”

Nanny’s puzzled gaze met Sally’s distressed one.

“But why? Mommies like to hug their little girls.”

“I don’t care. When are you going to take Susannah back to the hospital?” Never a day passed without at least one such petulant demand.

“I told you, we don’t take babies back,” Sally whispered gently. “We didn’t take you back. We love our babies.”

“I don’t love her. She’s not my baby. I want you to take her back tomorrow.”

“Here’s Mr. Grey now,” said Nanny, who had been standing near the window.

“Good heavens, and I’m not dressed yet. I’ve got to run up and change my dress, Tina.”

“Take her back tomorrow,” Tina wailed, “with her crib and her blanket and all her toys.”

You weren’t supposed to lie or evade, and Sally rarely did, but this day was different. Her energy was spent, and she fled upstairs, leaving Nanny to cope with Tina. That’s what the trouble is, she told herself yet again. That’s all it is, simply jealousy, plain as can be. What more proof could you want? It’s just exaggerated in Tina because she’s a sensitive child. In time, with help, it will die away.

Yet that stern-eyed woman had been so sure.


Chapter Two
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March 1990

“Yes, yes,” said Oliver Grey from his armchair at the head of the table. “I remember very well when my father had that bow window built on. I was about five years old, so it must have been in 1932. Or thereabouts,” he added precisely. “My grandfather thought it was a sacrilege. He would have kept everything unchanged from the time his own father lived here. He would have kept the horse cars in town, too, and the gaslights, if he could have. He was what they call a ‘character.’ ”

Erect and thin, with graying hair that would, like his forebears’, become a thick white plumage. He did not look sixty-three.

The little group assembled in the dining room listened respectfully to these familiar reminiscences. Ian and Clive, his sons, Dan, his nephew, along with the wives of Dan and Ian, all turned their faces toward the patriarch.

“Yes, he loved this home, this ‘Hawthorne.’ Every year he’d plant another hawthorn. The oldest must be over eighty by now, and as you see, they still come to bloom every summer. I hope you will plant more of them when I’m gone.”

He was feeling a birthday’s emotion. The champagne also helped, for he was not a frequent drinker, yet they all knew it was really the genuineness of his love that was speaking to them. And they followed his glance to the wall where, above the mantelpiece, hung a portrait of his wife, Lucille, made shortly before she was killed when her car overturned. Her smile befitted her regal pose in evening dress; yet someone had remarked—quite foolishly, it was said by those who had overheard—that she looked sorrowful, as if she might have been foreseeing the manner of her death.

Indeed, Oliver had had a fair share of sorrow. Perhaps that was some part of the reason for his very personal philanthropies, which extended far beyond the mere writing of large checks that he could well afford, beyond the mountain camp he had established for city boys, or beyond the wheelchairs in the lovely garden of his old-age home.

With a determined smile, he looked back at his fine young people, and then down the length of the room toward the diamond-paned bow window hung with heavy crimson silk. Clearly, the scene pleased him: the lavender roses clustered on the table, the tapers in vermeil candlesticks, even the pair of chocolate-colored German pointers lying obediently on the old rug in the corner. No object in the splendid room was excessive, no person without dignity.

“Yes, yes,” he resumed, “long before a place like this could have been dreamed of, the Greys were hardscrabble farmers from the Scottish lowlands. Whatever possessed them to settle in New York State, I don’t know, unless they thought it would be like home. But I have an idea they don’t have winters like ours in Scotland. Anyway, let’s drink to them, to their courage and their honest labor.”

Dan thought, as they all raised glasses, that it never fails; people who certainly wouldn’t boast of their own rise from poverty take such pride in their ancestors’ “hardscrabble”! It was amusing, a harmless quirk of Oliver’s like his old-fashioned courtliness, which certainly had its charm.

How much he owed to Oliver, this uncle, this second kindest father! When their parents had been killed in the crash of a sight-seeing helicopter, he, aged seven, with his sister Amanda, aged twelve, had been brought to Hawthorne to live, and Hawthorne had been his home until he married Sally.

The sight of her hand lying on the table made him smile to himself. The ring, the only jewel she ever wore besides the small diamond studs in her ears, had been Oliver’s idea.

“Her engagement ring must be as important as Happy’s,” he had insisted. “It will not be right any other way.”

And so Dan had bowed, not unwillingly, to Oliver’s sense of order and equality. Sally certainly would not have minded one way or the other, nor, he suspected, would Elizabeth, known as Happy.

Under the candlelight the “important” ring threw off sparks. Whispering, “You’re very quiet,” Dan stroked his wife’s hand.

“Not really. I’ve just quietly been eating.”

“You look so beautiful in that dress. You match the red curtains.”

“Yes, isn’t she beautiful?” asked Happy, who had overheard.

Happy Grey was a large-boned blonde, pink, generous, and good-hearted. Too intelligent to live an idle country club life, and having to her deep disappointment no children, she had started a nursery school and worked hard to make it the most sought-after school in the area.

“You must be tired from all your travel these past weeks, Dan.” Oliver’s quick eyes missed nothing. “I have an idea you want to get home early. So just leave when you’re ready.”

“Thanks, but I’m fine. I sleep on planes, you know.”

“Everything went well, I take it, or you wouldn’t be looking so cheerful.”

“Yes, yes.” Dan had acquired the mannerism from Oliver. “Yes, yes. The new manager in Brussels is the best we’ve had. He’s young and smart and willing to take suggestions. You can’t want more than that.”

Oliver nodded. “I’m lucky to have three young, smart, willing men of my own. Now that the business is all yours, I can sit back and be lazy.”

“Hardly lazy, Father,” Ian remonstrated, “with the Grey Foundation and how many charity boards? Eleven, by my last count.”

His wide-spaced eyes were as quick as Oliver’s, and he was equally attractive; but he was powerful, while his father was supple, and vigorous rather than restrained. He had in his early youth been a problem, having been expelled from two preparatory schools for shooting craps. Eventually he had straightened himself out, making Phi Beta Kappa at Yale—where Oliver had studied and sent both Clive and Dan, too—married, and lived now a conventional life, except that he spent money, Oliver tolerantly said, “like a rajah.” Also, he liked to bet on almost anything between Monte Carlo and Las Vegas.

No two brothers could have been more unlike. Clive stood barely an inch over five feet. His round face was already, owing to a fondness for sweets, sagging into a fold of fat under his chin. He consumed cigarettes. He suffered. It was said of him that he should really be teaching graduate mathematics in some university. Instead, he was lovingly called the “living computer” for Grey’s Foods, who double-checked the work of outside actuaries, watched over the company’s foreign investments, understood insurance equities and currency fluctuations.

In his cozy office, in his spare time and for recreation he worked over abstruse equations, inhabiting the world of numbers. Numbers, being impersonal, could be mastered even by someone who mastered very little else—except horses. He was an expert rider. A man can look tall on horseback.

After having been silent all through the dinner, he now spoke up. “I have Tina’s birthday present ready. It’s a pony, a gentle, very small Shetland, and I’ll teach her to ride it. You said it would be all right,” he reminded Sally and Dan.

“You’ll be a good teacher,” Oliver said affectionately. “If I didn’t know otherwise, I’d say you must have been born on the back of a horse. Incidentally, I’ve missed Tina. You should have brought her tonight.”

“You forget she’s only five,” Dan replied. “She’s safely asleep by now.”

“Then you must take some of my birthday cake home for her. Ah, here it is.”

Two pairs of hands were needed to support the huge white edifice blazing with candles that covered the cake in a sheet of flickering flame. Inside, as everyone knew, were layers of dark chocolate interlaced with crushed strawberries and whipped cream. It was the traditional Grey family favorite; no birthday, no celebration was properly observed without it, or properly observed without somebody’s lament about calories, or some gentle joke about Clive’s ability to eat two portions, to which Clive would respond with a somewhat childish giggle.

“Hold it, Father!” said Sally, reaching for her Leica, which was under her chair. “Look up at me and then blow out the candles. Don’t worry about moving. This camera is fast, fast.”

All this was ritual, as was Oliver’s benign, concluding remark about peace and harmony.

“This is what life is all about, a family gathered together in peace and harmony.” He pushed his chair back. “Shall we go inside?” “Inside” meant of course the library, where liqueurs would be served in spite of the fact that in 1990 hardly anyone drank liqueurs anymore, and where the gifts would be opened. Like all rooms in the Big House, the library was large, and like most of them, it had a fireplace. In this one tonight, a hearty fire burned. Chairs and two sofas made a semicircle in front of it, where a silver coffee service had been set on a low table. Propped against the curve of the piano at the far end of the room was the family’s joint gift.

Happy said, “Sally, you open it for Father. It was your idea and you arranged it, so you deserve the honor.”

Sally shook her head. “I don’t deserve any more than anybody else. You do it, Happy.”

Two vertical anxiety lines formed between Dan’s eyes when he looked at Sally, but he said nothing. Happy cut the string, and the paper fell away from a painting of a large, rambling log house, a palatial Adirondack “camp.”

“Red Hill at my favorite time of year! All those oaks and sumacs—it’s beautiful!” Oliver exclaimed.

“We thought,” Ian said, “you might like to be reminded of it when you’re not there, since you’ve got a picture of Hawthorne when you’re at Red Hill.”

“Perfect. A beautiful present, and I thank you all. I’m going to hang it in my upstairs den.”

The fire crackled. Outdoors the March wind roared, making the room, in contrast, even warmer and brighter. On the floor-to-ceiling shelves crowded books made a mosaic of soft colors. More books lay on well-waxed tables. Both shelves and tables, as well as cabinets, displayed collections and curios, Roman coins, enamel miniatures of eighteenth-century courtiers, gem-studded thimbles, a black silk Japanese fan, an old parchment-colored globe, a silver carousel.

Clive, who adored their child, said to Sally and Dan, “Your Tina is crazy about the carousel.”

And Dan, still with that faint look of concern, put his hand on his wife’s shoulder. “Think, if it hadn’t been for the twin of this thing, we wouldn’t be here together.”

“Your lucky day, Dan,” said Ian, coming alongside.

His eyes always seemed to roll downward, not so overtly as to insult his cousin’s wife, but enough to make her aware that he was judging her, reckoning her as a sexual object. And then, raising his head to the level of hers, his eyes would widen ever so slightly with a kind of conspiratorial sparkle.

“My lucky day, too,” Sally retorted, a trifle too sharply.

At parties, discreetly, Ian flirted, even with a young waitress passing hors d’oeuvres. Sally was almost sure she had seen him a few years ago picking up a woman at a salad bar while Happy was at the table. And Happy adored him so! Was it possible that she didn’t see? More likely, she did not want to see. And an old saying came to mind—French, was it?—about there always being one who loves and one who is loved. She had repeated it once to Dan, and he had replied that it was not always so, that it was surely not true of themselves.

A sudden pity for Happy rose in Sally, and she walked deliberately to sit beside her, saying, “Tina loved the yellow dress. You’re so sweet to think of her all the time.”

“I never can resist buying things in the children’s department. I could just see her in that yellow with those black braids of hers. Besides, since the baby came, she needs an unexpected present, a little extra attention.”

“Yes,” said Sally.

“Not that you and Dan don’t give it to her.” Happy was pouring coffee. “Sit here, Clive, and have some cookies. I know you want some, and it’s nobody’s business but yours,” she said firmly, adding to the rest of the group, “so no comments.”

An object of compassion, Clive was thinking as he bit into an almond macaroon, that’s what it’s come down to. Or what it’s always been. Of course, Happy’s admonition was directed at Ian. Once Oliver, not aware that Clive was within hearing, had talked to Ian about “being kinder to your brother.”

And Ian replied, “I am kind to him. It’s just that he always thinks he’s being slighted.” Whereupon Oliver, my father who loves me and is loved by me, only sighed and sighed again, “I know.”

I suppose, Clive thought now, taking another macaroon, I probably do think I’m being slighted even when it’s not so; one gets in the habit. Everyone is, after all, so polite, so generous with compliments. For am I not the genius with figures? “Genius”! What do they know about the marvel of numbers, their tricks that are so honest and so clean; there’s nothing devious about numbers; they tell no lies, give no flattery. Those so very respectful employees do not know that I know what they call me: the half-pint, whereas Ian is the gallon.

Why do I have these waves of—yes, admit it—hatred of Ian? And none at all for Dan, who also has everything I don’t have? Ian sits there talking low-voiced to our father, with his long legs crossed, at ease; at the same time he is probably savoring the memory of his latest woman. Not that I can ever prove anything, and yet I know. I know. For me, a purchased woman now and then, I hating myself for the purchase, while his women will be beautiful, as why should they not be? Look at him! Tell me, to what accursed ancestor do I owe this body of mine? And I am getting bald, too.

Clive turned, then, to observation. Had it not become his role in a social situation, removed as he was from the active center, to analyze and observe? Very little escaped him. Tonight, he saw, Sally was withdrawn from them all, staring across the room at nothing. It was not like her. She was a striking young woman, with her very white skin and very black hair, vivacious and ready with clever anecdotes about the people and places that she and her camera had seen. He wondered what was wrong tonight, what she was seeing in the empty air.

She was looking not into empty air, but at the silver carousel. After the shock of this day, a kind of nostalgic melancholy had come over her.…

The woman in the antique shop said, “It’s solid silver, you know, a nineteenth-century piece made by a court jeweler in Vienna. A rare treasure.”

“And a rare price, too,” the young man retorted. “No, I’m only looking because we have its twin at home. My uncle bought his in Vienna years ago.”

“This one plays ‘Voices of Spring.’ ”

“Ours plays ‘The Blue Danube’ waltz.”

It was just then that their eyes met. She was used to being looked at and knew how to turn away. That time she did not turn away, and they went out together.

They were in Paris. The afternoon light was turning a clouded sky from blue to an opalescent green. He asked her name. She hesitated. He was proper-looking in his dark blue business suit, striped tie, and polished shoes. He was tall and muscular, with sandy hair and a good-humored sunburnt face. Still, she was wary.

“Stupid question. Why should you tell me your name? You shouldn’t. I’ll tell you mine, though. Here’s my card.”

“ ‘Daniel R. Grey,’ ” she read, and under that, “ ‘Grey’s Foods, International Division.’ That’s you? The coffee, the pizza, and the preserves?”

He nodded. “I’m here in France to buy a chocolate company. Wonderful chocolate stuffed with marrons and liqueurs and other good things.”

Of course, anybody could pick up a business card. And yet, there was something about the man that said “Believe me.”

“I’m Sally Morrow. I’m a photographer. I do celebrities and authors for book jackets, stuff like that. I’ve just given myself a week’s vacation in Paris.”

“Will you give yourself an hour to have coffee with me? I have a favorite place on the Île de la Cité. We can sit in the sun and watch the people.”

A pickup, she thought, that’s all this is. And yet, what harm can come from sitting outdoors in a public square?

No harm at all. Six months later, they were married.…

Dan got up and crossed the room toward her. “What is it? You look far away. You look sad.”

She wanted to stand and put her arms around him, wanted to say I love you, I’m so grateful for you, I’m so terribly scared, and I don’t want to dump all my fear on you.

But she said only, “I was just reminiscing, seeing the carousel on the shelf.”

“And that made you sad?”

“But I’m not sad. Really. Truly.” She smiled brightly, willing her face to sparkle.

“I said,” Ian called, “I said, Dan—”

Dan blinked. “Sorry. I wasn’t paying attention.”

“I had another call from that Swedish consortium today.”

Instantly alert, Dan said, “I thought that proposition was dead.”

“It did seem so, but there’s been a revival. Some powerful money, British and Dutch, is eager to participate. They want to start talking again.”

Dan shook his head. “I don’t want to talk, Ian. I haven’t changed my mind.”

“But you haven’t heard what they’re offering. Twenty-eight million.” Waiting for a reaction and getting none, Ian added, “That’s if we sell it all off, and I see no reason why we shouldn’t.”

Dan said then, “I gave you plenty of reasons when this came up a year and a half ago.”

“We didn’t have an offer like this one then.”

“If it were twice the size now, I would still say no.”

Ian’s posture changed from ease to tension, and leaning toward Dan, he demanded, “Still worried about the trees and the birds?”

A good-natured jibe, Ian would call it if he were challenged. Ordinarily, it would not have bothered Sally; they were all used to Ian’s manner, always blunt and sometimes even rough. But today, with her nerves on edge, she resented it.

“I definitely am. We’re killing them both, right and left. And a lot more besides.”

“Frankly, I’m concerned about people, Dan.”

“I’m thinking about them too, Ian. About people hiking or just sitting and feeling the natural world around them.”

“You’re a sentimentalist.”

“I don’t think so. I think I’m highly practical. You build your ‘new city,’ you put thirty thousand people up there—isn’t that what you said last year?—and you’ll destroy the water supply God knows how far away. I’m no engineer, I can’t give exact figures, I only know, and you do too, that forests are natural cover for a water supply. But what’s the use of going over the whole thing again?”

“You admit you’re not an engineer, so why not leave water and all the rest of it to the engineers? Listen, Dan, listen—you’d like to stop progress, but it can’t be done. Set your mind on the twenty-first century.”

Gloom settled on Dan’s face. “My mind’s already on it.”

“Well, if it is, you’re aware of how the population’s growing. People are going to need roofs over their heads. This group I’m talking about has a brilliant concept, a handsome planned community, no helter-skelter growth—”

Dan interrupted. “A roof over their heads! Before you pollute the mountains, installing people miles away from their work, incidentally, why not tear down the old ramshackle factories and warehouses in the heart of town? Rebuild the town with the same kind of handsome houses, but that people can afford.”

“Okay, do that too. I’m for it. But the one has nothing to do with the other. You don’t want to cut down trees, but they’re doing it all over the world, anyway. These few more won’t make a damn bit of difference. Why should we be so holy? I’m telling you if we don’t accept this proposal, we ought to have our heads examined. Ask any man on the street whether he’d turn this offer down, and he’d laugh at you for even asking the question. ‘Why, take the money and run,’ he’d say. And he’d be right.”

“That’s your opinion, not mine.”

“Listen to me. The way we work, you flying all over the globe to keep this business running … the more I think of it, the more I’m tempted to enjoy life while I’m young, get rid of this land, liquidate the business, and find something easier to do with our lives. Give me one good reason.”

“I can give you plenty. You shock me.” Dan’s voice trembled. “Because the land has been in this family for—how many generations, Oliver?”

Suddenly Oliver looked old. His voice was tired. “First, in the eighteenth century, there was the farm in the valley, running up into the foothills. Then later when money came into the family, they bought mountain land for a couple of pennies an acre, I suppose.” He gave a short laugh, tired too, and continued. “During the First World War my grandfather rounded out the whole, just because he loved wild places, I guess. We’ve kept it ever since.”

“Loved it,” Dan repeated with a bitter emphasis. “Yes, yes. An inheritance, a trust. Now we sit here talking, after two centuries, two centuries, mind you, of ruining it all, throwing it away for a bellyful of thousand-dollar bills.”

“Make that million-dollar bills,” Ian said.

“No matter!” Dan’s voice rose, so that one of the dogs, feeling the reverberation of it, got up and laid a head on Oliver’s knee. “No, let me finish. You asked for reasons. Liquidate this business, you said. Grey’s Foods. Four generations of labor. Grapes in the west, apples in the east. Farms, salesmen, packers, canners, bakers, truckers, bottlers—why, one of every four families in three counties has or has had a member who works for Grey’s. Talk to any of them and you’ll find out how they feel. They want their jobs, and they want their familiar environment. We’re an institution, Ian, another trust. I don’t know what the hell you can be thinking of.”

Ian laughed. “Money.”

Dan fell silent. No one moved. Happy stared into the ebbing fire, Sally looked anxiously toward her husband, Clive examined his nicotine-stained fingers, and Oliver stroked the dog’s head.

Presently, Dan asked, “Don’t you want to say anything, Oliver?”

“This is very hard on me, Dan. I guess I don’t need to tell you my feelings about the business and the land. But they’re all yours now, you young people, yours to decide among yourselves. I made that very clear to you when I turned the company over to you. I resigned. I told you I would take part in no decisions from then on and I meant it.”

There was another silence. Then Dan said thoughtfully, “Funny, I wouldn’t have any hesitation in parting with some of the land, as much as they’d take, if a conservation group would keep it forever wild. That might actually be a way of protecting it against some future generation’s fancy building project.”

Ian raised his eyebrows, exclaiming, “Oh? I daresay you would let them have it for peanuts. Why not just give it away while you’re at it?”

“Tell me, Ian, why the devil you want more money. Haven’t you got enough? It seems to me you live pretty well.”

“Show me anyone who ever thinks he has enough. Nobody has. It’s against human nature.” And again, Ian laughed, showing his healthy teeth. “What do you think, Clive?”

Clive looked up from the contemplation of his fingers. “You’re asking me? Why me? I’m not supposed to think. I’m only supposed to compute. I’m programmed.”

At that, a wretched cough strangled him, and turning purple, he bent over, head to knees. No one came to his aid, for there was no aid, nor anything to be done except to watch him cough, speed from the room, and return still purple-faced, but calmed. At the very least, this was a daily occurrence.

“Well,” Ian remarked, “you’re doing better and better, aren’t you? Just keep on smoking, Clive, keep it up. The emphysema special.”

Dan said quickly, “I’m sure Clive’s tried hard to break the habit, but it’s an addiction. Like gambling.”

Ian, having recently been in Monte Carlo, had no immediate retort, but Happy spoke up for him.

“Ian’s a workaholic. He needs to break loose now and then.”

“Spoken like a loyal wife,” said Oliver. “Never mind. I know my son’s a high-stepper and I forgive him. Right, Ian?”

“ ‘High-stepper.’ Define it for me, Father, I don’t know what you mean,” said Ian, rejecting the pleasantry.

“Just another one of my archaic expressions. In my grandfather’s time it referred to carriage horses, the lively trotters, and lively men, high livers, were called high-steppers, too.”

“Sinners. You make me feel like a criminal.”

“I don’t understand what’s happening here,” Oliver complained. “We were all in good spirits at table, and suddenly we’re quarreling. I don’t like that in this house.” He was still smoothing the dog’s head. “Even Napoleon’s upset. He’s not used to it. Are you, Nappy?”

“My fault, Father. I’m the one who began it. I should have known that Dan and I would lock horns over the subject. I did know it. The fact is—might as well come out with everything, now that we’ve gone this far—I’ve had a rough couple of days. I had a call from Amanda while you were away, Dan, and let me tell you, your sister in ten minutes can rob a man of a year’s life. Two nights’ sleep at any rate.”

“My sister? Why didn’t you tell me? I’ve been home for two days.”

“Because I didn’t want to bring up troubles before Father’s birthday. Now I’ve gone and done it anyway. I’m sorry.”

“What made her phone you?”

“She asked for you, not knowing you were away. So they connected her with me.”

“What did she want?”

“First, the usual list of complaints. She has no seat on the board because she’s a woman. I told her, as she’s been told often enough before, that being a woman has nothing to do with it. But you can’t deal with these strident feminist types. No wonder she’s had two divorces.”

Dan corrected him. “Only one.”

“Well, anyhow, she doesn’t know a thing about this business and never will as long as she lives three thousand miles away. She’s getting a hefty income from her quarter share of the stock, so what more does she want? Oh, she says it’s not fair that we three men make so much more than she does. Salary, I said. For heaven’s sake, a child can see that. We work eight days out of seven, don’t we? Well, then she wants us to buy her out so she can have a lump sum for investment.”

“Buy her out?” Dan was incredulous.

“Yes, yes. And listen to this. If we don’t, she’ll sell her shares to the highest bidder. She’s already talked to investment bankers about doing an evaluation of her shares.” Ian spoke rapidly, with mounting excitement. “I’m sorry to say it. I’ve said all along and to deaf ears, but it’s the truth, we should have had, our lawyers told us to have, an agreement to keep this a family-held company, to prevent a loose cannon like Amanda from doing just what she wants to do now, sell out. A takeover, with God-knows-who coming in here and holding the balance of votes. Yes, we should have had it, but Amanda didn’t want it, and we all caved in. I can’t help saying it again, Father, that woman’s nothing but trouble, good for nothing except to collect her money and put us under a third degree every time to make sure we haven’t cheated her out of a nickel. And now she wants a fortune for some damn-fool project, to boot.”

“For homeless girls,” Dan said. “I remember her saying something about that a while ago.”

“She wanted to talk my head off about it, but I wouldn’t let her. To tell the truth, I’m starting to think she’s crazy.”

“No.” Dan made quiet correction. “I’ll admit she can be difficult, complicated, and confusing. But she isn’t crazy. I don’t believe in using that word lightly. And a project on behalf of desperate girls is hardly—”

“Desperate? We’ll be the desperate ones if she carries out her threat to sue.”

“She’s threatened?”

“Yes, if we don’t buy her shares,” Ian said, impatient now. “What company has enough cash flow to come up with twenty-five percent of its worth, I ask you. Yet if we don’t do it, she’ll try to put her shares on the market, and when we try to block her, there’ll be a court fight with legal fees enough to choke us. To say nothing of the chance that we might lose. Probably would lose. And all because you people wouldn’t make her sign the buyout agreement years ago. She was younger and not as feisty then. If you had insisted, Father, she would have had to do it.”

Wanting to rescue Oliver from attack, Dan said firmly, “That’s past. There’s no use looking back. It’s water over the dam.”

Ian got up and strolled to the windows while everyone watched him. A dead stillness lay heavily upon the room, until he returned to stand with his back to the fire.

“You can all see that Amanda is another reason why the European consortium is a good thing,” he said. “With money like that, we could afford to buy her out and get rid of her.”

“You only want to sell that land,” Dan responded. “That’s the long and short of it, Ian. You wanted to do it more than a year ago. Amanda’s demand came two days ago.”

“Okay, okay, I don’t deny it. I’m only saying there’s more reason now. It’s all intertwined.”

Facing each other, the two young men were obviously uncomfortable with such overt anger. Neither was used to it. It wasn’t “civilized.” Yet now it was palpably there. And Sally, watching the blood suffuse Dan’s face, felt double dread over the far worse blow that he would have to receive tonight.

Then Dan stood gripping the back of a chair and, controlling himself, said reasonably, “I’ll talk to Amanda. I’ll straighten this out.”

“Good luck,” Ian said. “I’ll take a bet that it won’t do any good. There’s no reasoning with her. You don’t know her.”

“I don’t know her? That’s a strange thing to say. She’s my sister.”

“Dan, you don’t know her. None of us does. A girl who went off to boarding school in California at thirteen and has never come back?” And again Ian appealed to Oliver. “Why don’t you talk to her, Father? You’re always a peacemaker, a mediator.”

“I told you, I’m not part of this anymore. You’re asking me to decide between my brother’s children and my own, and I won’t do it. You must settle among yourselves, I said. Take a vote.”

Ian said promptly, “Fine. I’m for the sale. Dan isn’t. Amanda will be for it because it will be a sure way for her to get what she wants. So that leaves Clive to determine the outcome. Either reach a majority or deadlock. How about it, Clive?”

There was a short delay while Clive underwent a minor bout of coughing. When it was over, he said testily, “I never answer off the top of my head. Anyway, this talk is premature. It’ll be closer to a year before those people can get their plans and their financing together. I suggest you table the whole thing for now. That’s what I suggest.”

“Oh, fine.” Ian’s laugh was sarcastic. “By all means, let’s table Amanda for a year.”

Abruptly, Oliver became decisive. His rising was a signal that the evening was over. “Clive makes sense. He always does,” he said with an encouraging smile at Clive. “As to threats—people often make threats that they have no intention of carrying out. My advice to you all is don’t do anything hasty. And a second advice is go to church tomorrow. I seldom miss a Sunday, no matter where I am. Pray for peace, inner peace. Yes, yes, inner peace.”

They were all standing as he concluded, “Even with these disagreements, it’s been a wonderful birthday, and I thank you. And I love you all. Get home safely.”

They had not far to go. The two cars filed down the long driveway and out at the iron-lace gates, Dan’s Buick after the Maserati, until the latter turned in at another graveled drive not as long as Hawthorne’s, on either side of which a double row of lighted lanterns revealed a low, elegant French manor.

Anxiously, Dan repeated, “You were so quiet. Tell me what’s wrong.”

Her heart subsided as if it had literally sunk into cold fear and died somewhere. But she answered simply, “It was an awful evening. I felt so sorry for Oliver. There was no reason for Ian to spoil his birthday party. He could have waited until tomorrow.”

To the right of the car there appeared through the trees a sudden glimpse of the city below. Dan slowed down.

“Look there. Scythia, home of Grey’s Foods. I could wring Ian’s neck. Ten to one, Happy could, too, if she dared say so. Maybe she does dare, for all we know. I can’t figure out what gets into him. He and I have scarcely had an hour’s worth of disagreement all these years. I thought I knew him inside out. I know he loves money, but even so—” Dan broke off, then continued, “If he pushes this thing through, sells the land and quits the business, how are Clive and I supposed to run it without him? Clive’s only good in the office. I can’t do my job and Ian’s, too.”

“I’m sorry, darling. You don’t deserve this.”

“My sister’s another story. She’s been a puzzle from the year one. What’s gotten into her? A quarter interest in the business, for Pete’s sake!”

“You always said she was difficult.”

“ ‘Difficult’! What does that mean? What do I know? To my sorrow, I can’t really know her. How can you know a person with whom you’ve never spent more than a few weeks at a time, an annual visit in California while I was growing up and now, during these last busy years, sometimes only a few hours? When I’m going west I make a stop in San Francisco or if she happens to come east, we’ll meet in New York. She never comes here, you know that. It’s ridiculous, it’s sad, and I don’t know what to do about it.”

She had an acute sense of Dan’s pain. She had always, in a way, been a loner, not given to the intense relationships that people found in college and afterward, so she was still amazed at what had happened to her. Now at twenty-nine, after six years of marriage and with no loss of her own proud identity, she could feel sometimes that Dan and she were almost grafted to each other. And right now, knowing that he did not want to talk any more about Amanda, she was silent.

Then in spite of the darkness, she became aware of his turned head and troubled scrutiny.

“Sally, it’s Tina, isn’t it? You’ve had a bad day and you don’t want to tell me.”

“Oh, it was simply more of the same. Thank goodness we have Nanny. Nothing fazes her.”

That was it. Keep the tone light. Wait till we get home, see what’s happening there, then quiet down and tell him.…

Nanny was reading the paper when Sally went in, asking at once, “Everything all right?”

“Everything’s all right, don’t worry. We had a little set- to over her bath. She didn’t want me to undress her. But we got straightened out and she’s sleeping now. Susannah’s a dream, that baby. Had her bottle and there hasn’t been a peep out of her since you left.”

Something in Sally’s expression must have touched the older woman because she added kindly, “You young mothers worry too much. I raised four, and they’re all different. Some’s easy, some’s hard, but they all come out right in the end.”

While Dan was taking his shower, Sally looked in on her children. The baby, smelling sweetly of powder, lay sleeping in her pink crib. At Tina’s door she removed her shoes, not making even the whisper of a sound, for the child had been sleeping so lightly. The pale shine of the lamp in the hall made a stripe across the floor, and in its glow, she could just discern the small mound on the youth bed.

She made fists. She clenched her teeth. “If anyone has harmed this child, I’ll kill him,” she muttered.

While she was taking her turn at the shower, Dan came to the door. She had been there ten minutes at least, postponing what she knew she would have to tell him.

“Come on,” he said, “are you going to stay there in the shower all night? Get out, I’ll rub you dry. And now are you ready to tell me what really is the matter with you?”

“Yes,” she said, “I’m ready.”

When she had finished the story, they were in the bedroom sitting on the little sofa at the foot of the bed. He had his arm around her, for with the reliving of that afternoon’s bad hour, she had started to tremble again.

She had expected to shock him, had dreaded the sight of his pain, had thought that he would perhaps get up and walk about the room in agitation. She ought to have known better. He was a clear-sighted man, and his first reaction was “What can we do about this?”

“That’s what I want to know. What can we do? What should we do?”

“We should first and foremost get another doctor. To tell you the truth, I was not impressed with that woman. She’s very young and inexperienced.”

“She was so certain, Dan.”

“She’d have to be, making a statement like that. She wouldn’t inspire much confidence otherwise, would she?”

“But so many of the things she said about Tina, the way she won’t let us hug her and doesn’t want us to go out, are accurate. Remember how Tina carried on when we went overnight to Washington two weeks ago?”

“Sally,” he said patiently, “I had a dog once who climbed into my suitcase. Little fox terrier mutt, he was, smart enough to know that I was going away. If a dog can do that, what do you expect of a child?”

“I don’t know …”

“Well, I know. Listen, let’s analyze this. Where does Tina go? No place much except nursery school. And I’ll tell you what I think. I think some little guy in nursery school is a bit ‘precocious,’ shall we say? Kids all play panty games. Hell, I remember doing it myself, don’t you?”

“Yes, but—but this is different.”

At the doctor’s office she had been defiant in her disbelief. Now she was almost upholding the doctor, playing devil’s advocate, wanting Dan to keep arguing her down. “Happy recommended her highly, you remember.”

“I know Happy recommended her, so she’s undoubtedly got good qualifications. But I’d be more at ease with someone else. Tomorrow we’ll both ask around for names, compare notes and get Tina started somewhere else before this behavior of hers becomes a habit. That’s what it is, Sally, a bad habit. She’s jealous, she wants attention, and we need to be taught how to handle her. That’s all it is and nothing more, I’m convinced.”

“You’re truly not scared that she might possibly be right?”

“No, I’m not. I don’t see any signs of what she’s talking about. It’s not possible, the way we live, the way the child is cared for and watched. Listen. A lot of these accusations of pedophilia are exaggerated. Sure, it’s high time that these atrocities be brought into the open. I’m all for that. But still, you can’t let good intentions run away with you. You know what I mean. People misinterpret totally innocent actions. They tell me that some schoolteachers are even afraid to hug a child these days.”

“I know what you mean,” Sally murmured. “I just hope you’re right.”

“Well, when we get another opinion, we’ll know whether I’m right or not. But I’m so sure I’m right that I’m not going to lose any sleep over it. I’ll tell you something, if I do lose any sleep, it’ll be over all that business that we heard tonight.”

“Ian and your sister?”

“Yes, and I’m afraid it’ll be a whole lot worse before it gets better. Come on, honey, let’s go to bed.”

In the warm and quiet darkness they lay together. It flashed through Sally’s mind that sex was not only rapture, but comfort. The union was healing. It gave strength, so that fear faded. When she opened her eyes toward the black window and the black night, the world seemed less hostile than it had all day. In a kind of miraculous turnabout, it seemed to her that she, that Dan, that they together could weather any trouble, whether Tina’s, or Ian’s, or Amanda’s. As for Tina, Dan was right; that doctor had terrified her for nothing. And with her lips upon the back of Dan’s neck, she fell asleep.
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