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Tuesday, May 24

I HAD BECOME SO USED TO HYSTERICAL DAWN PHONE CALLS THAT I only muttered one halfhearted oath before answering.

“Peacocks,” a voice said.

“I beg your pardon, you must have the wrong number,” I mumbled. I opened one eye to peer at the clock: it was 6:00 A.M.

“Oh, don’t be silly, Meg,” the voice continued. Ah, I recognized it now. Samantha, my brother, Rob’s, fiancee. “I just called to tell you that we need some peacocks.”

“What for?”

“For the wedding, of course.” Of course. As far as Samantha was concerned, the entire universe revolved around her upcoming wedding, and as maid of honor, I was expected to share her obsession.

“I see,” I said, although actually I didn’t. I suppressed a shudder at the thought of peacocks, roasted with the feathers still on, gracing the buffet table. Surely that wasn’t what she had in mind, was it? “What are we going to do with them at the wedding?”

“We’re not going to do anything with them,” Samantha said, impatiently. “They’ll just be there, adding grace and elegance to the occasion. Don’t you remember the weekend before last when we all had dinner with your father? And he was saying what a pity it was that nothing much would be blooming in the yard in August, so there wouldn’t be much color? Well, I just saw a photo in a magazine that had peacocks in it, and they were just about the most darling things you ever saw …”

I let her rattle on while I fumbled over the contents of my bedside table, found my notebook-that-tells-me-when-to-breathe, flipped to the appropriate page, and wrote “Peacocks” in the clear, firm printing I use when I am not in a very good mood.


“Were you thinking of buying or renting them?” I asked, interrupting Samantha’s oration on the charms of peacocks.

“Well—rent if we can. I’m sure Father would be perfectly happy to buy them if necessary, but I’m not sure what we would do with them in the long run.” I noted “Rent/buy if necessary” after “Peacocks.”

“Right. Peacocks. I’ll see what I can turn up.”

“Wonderful. Oh, Meg, you’re just so wonderful at all this!”

I let her gush for a few more minutes. I wondered, not for the first time, if I should feel sorry for Rob or if he was actually looking forward to listening to her for the rest of his life. And did Rob, who shared my penchant for late hours, realize how much of a morning person Samantha was? Eventually, I managed to cut short her monologue and sign off. I was awake; I might as well get to work.

Muttering “Peacocks!” under my breath, I stumbled through a quick shower, grabbed some coffee, and went into my studio. I flung open all the windows and gazed fondly at my unlit forge and my ironworking tools. My spirits rose.

For about ten seconds. Then the phone rang again.

“What do you think of blue, dear?” my mother asked.

“Good morning, Mother. What do you mean, blue?”

“The color blue, dear.”

“The color blue,” I repeated, unenlightened. I am not at my best before noon.

“Yes, dear,” Mother said, with a touch of impatience.

“What do I think of it?” I asked, baffled. “I think it’s a lovely color. The majority of Americans name blue when asked their favorite color. In Asian cultures—”

“For the living room, dear.”

“Oh. You’re getting something blue for the living room?”

“I’m redoing it, dear. For the wedding, remember? In blue. Or green. But I was really leaning to blue. I was wondering what you thought.”

What I thought? Truthfully? I thought my mother’s idea of redoing the living room for the wedding had been a temporary aberration arising from too much sherry after dinner at an uncle’s house. And incidentally, the wedding in question was
not Rob’s and Samantha’s but her own. After the world’s most amiable divorce and five years of so-called single life during which my father happily continued to do all her yard work and run errands for her, my mother had decided to marry a recently widowed neighbor. And I had also agreed to be Mother’s maid of honor. Which, knowing my mother, meant I had more or less agreed to do every lick of work associated with the occasion. Under her exacting supervision, of course.

“What sort of blue?” I asked, buying time. The living room was done entirely in earth tones. Redoing it in blue would involve new drapes, new upholstery, new carpet, new everything. Oh, well, Dad could afford it, I suppose. Only Dad wouldn’t be paying, I reminded myself. What’s-his-name would. Mother’s fiancé. Jake. I had no idea how well or badly off Jake was. Well, presumably Mother did.

“I hadn’t decided, dear. I thought you might have some ideas.”

“Oh. I tell you what,” I said, improvising. “I’ll ask Eileen. She’s the one with the real eye for color. I’ll ask her, and we’ll get some color swatches and we’ll talk about it when I come down.”

“That will be splendid, Meg dear. Well, I’ll let you get back to your work now. See you in a few days.”

I added “Blue” to my list of things to do. I actually managed to put down my coffee and pick up my hammer before the phone rang a third time.

“Oh, Meg, he’s impossible. This is just not going to work.”

The voice belonged to my best friend and business partner, Eileen. She with the eye for colors. The he in question was Steven, since New Year’s Eve her fiancé, at least during the intervals between premarital spats. At the risk of repeating myself, I should add that I was, of course, also Eileen’s maid of honor.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“He doesn’t want to include the Native American herbal purification ceremony in the wedding.”

“Well,” I said, after a pause, “perhaps he feels a little self conscious about it. Since neither of you is actually Native American.”


“That’s silly. It’s a lovely tradition and makes such an important statement about our commitment to the environment.”

I sighed.

“I’ll talk to him,” I said. “Just one thing … Eileen, what kind of herbs are we talking about here? I mean, we’re not talking anything illegal, are we?”

“Oh, Meg.” Eileen laughed. “Really! I have to go, my clay’s ready.” She hung up, still laughing merrily. I added “Call Steven re herbs” to my list.

I looked around the studio. My tools were there, ready and waiting for me to dive into the ironwork that is both my passion and my livelihood. I knew I really ought to get some work done today. In a few days, I would be back in my hometown for what I was sure would be a summer from hell. But I was already having a hard time concentrating on work. Maybe it was time to throw in the towel and head down to Yorktown.

The phone rang again. I glared at it, willing it to shut up. It ignored me and kept on ringing. I sighed, and picked it up.

Eileen again.

“Oh, Meg, before you go down to Yorktown, could you—”

“I won’t have time to do anything else before I go down to Yorktown; I’m going down there tomorrow.”

“Wonderful! Why don’t you stop by on your way? We have some things to tell you.”

On my way. Yorktown, where my parents and Eileen’s father lived and where all the weddings were taking place, was three hours south of Washington, on the coast. Steven’s farm, where Eileen was now living, was three hours west, in the mountains. I was opening my mouth to ask if she had any idea how inconvenient stopping by was when I suddenly realized: if I went to Steven and Eileen’s, I could force them to make decisions, extract lists and signatures. I would have them in my clutches. This could be useful.

“I’ll be there for supper tomorrow.”

I spent the day putting my life on hold and turning over my studio to the struggling sculptor who’d sublet it for the summer. I went to bed feeling virtuous. I intended to spend the next several days really getting things done for the weddings.




Wednesday, May 25

I WAS HOPING TO GET OUT OF TOWN BY NOON, BUT BY THE TIME I packed everything, fielded another half-dozen phone calls from each of the brides, and ran all the resulting last-minute errands, it was well into the evening rush hour. Needless to say I was late arriving at Steven and Eileen’s. Eileen, bless her heart, didn’t seem to mind. In fact she didn’t even seem to notice.

“Guess who’s here,” Eileen said as she met me at the door wearing a dress of purple tie-dyed velvet, splattered here and there with flour. “Barry!”

“Really,” I said, with considerably less enthusiasm. Ever since December, when I’d broken up with my boyfriend, Jeffrey, various friends and relatives had been trying to set me up with their idea of eligible men. Steven and Eileen’s candidate was Steven’s younger brother, Barry. Barry had taken to the idea immediately. I had not.

“The minute we told him you were coming, he came right up,” Eileen burbled. “Isn’t that sweet?”

“I really wish you hadn’t done that.”

“Why, Meg?” Eileen said, wide-eyed.

“Eileen, we’ve been over this half a dozen times already. You and Steven may think Barry and I are made for each other. I don’t.”

“He’s crazy about you.”

“So what? I don’t happen to like him.”

“I don’t see why not,” Eileen said. “He’s so sensitive. And such a deep thinker, too.”

“I’ll have to take your word for it. I’ve never heard him put two consecutive sentences together.”

“And so attractive,” Eileen went on, while attempting, in vain, to tidy her flyaway mane and succeeding only in covering it with flour marks.


“Attractive? He’s an overgrown ox,” I said. I could see Eileen bristle. Oops. Not surprisingly, Barry bore a strong fraternal resemblance to Steven. “All right, he’s not as attractive as Steven, but he’s okay if you like his type.” The hulking Neanderthal type. “But he just doesn’t appeal to me.”

“But he’s so sensitive … and such a wonderful craftsman,” Eileen protested. “Why, whenever he and Steven have any really delicate carving work to do on a piece of furniture, Barry’s always the one who does it. Steven says he has such wonderfully clever hands.”

“I don’t care how clever those oversized paws are with wood,” I said. “I don’t want them anywhere near me.”

“Oh, Meg, you’ll change your mind when you get to know him better.”

“What gives you the right to assume I want to get to know him better?” I said, hotly. To empty air. Eileen was skipping down the hall to the kitchen.

“Meg’s here!” she trilled. I followed her, fuming inwardly. Calm down, I told myself. She means well, she’s your best friend, you love her dearly, and as soon as this damned wedding is over you’ll probably even like her again.

Steven and Barry were sitting around the kitchen table talking. At least Steven was. Barry was sitting with his chin in his hand, nodding at whatever Steven was saying. Situation normal. Steven came over and hugged me. Barry, fortunately, didn’t try, but his face lit up in a way that made me feel both guilty and depressed.

“Sit down, dinner’s almost ready,” Steven said. “Meg’s come to stay for a few days,” he added, as if Barry didn’t already know.

“Only tonight, I’m afraid,” I said. “Mother’s having some sort of party this weekend and I promised I’d come down in time to help her get ready.”

A chorus of protests from Steven and Eileen met this announcement, and Barry looked heartbroken.

“Oh, you can’t possibly!” Eileen said.

“But we have such a wonderful time planned for you,” Steven protested. “You’ve got to stay.”

Even Barry nodded with what in him passed for enthusiasm.


I drained my glass and took another close look at him. No, not even Eileen and Steven’s foul-tasting and incredibly potent cider could begin to make Barry look appealing. I didn’t share Eileen’s besotted view of Steven’s charms. Steven was tall, handsome in a rather beefy way, and had a mellow, laid-back personality that perfectly complemented Eileen’s ditzy one. But while Steven was definitely not my type, I had to admit that in making him, his parents had done the best they could with the material at hand. And then, flushed with overconfidence, they’d gone and produced Barry. Why couldn’t they have left poor Steven an only child? Barry came close to having the same rough-hewn features that made Steven ruggedly handsome (according to Eileen), but everything was just a little coarser and rather haphazardly assembled. And besides, the human head is supposed to be connected to the human body with at least a rudimentary neck.

The rest of the evening, like every other stage of Eileen and Steven’s campaign to set me up with Barry, resembled a French farce. I was outnumbered, since the three of them conspired to find ways of throwing me and Barry alone together. But I’d learned that I could neutralize Barry as long as I kept talking. By nine-thirty, I was more than a little hoarse, and found myself explaining to an unnaturally appreciative Barry the reason for the price difference between real engraved invitations and invitations with thermal raised printing.

So much for my quiet interlude in the country.

I did find a few minutes alone with Steven to talk about Eileen’s latest addition to the wedding agenda.

“About this Native American herbal purification ceremony,” I began.

“I hate to say this, because normally Eileen has such wonderfully creative ideas,” Steven said, “but I just think it’s a little too much.”

“So do I,” I said. “Completely ridiculous. You’d be laughing stocks. Guests would be rolling in the aisles. You’d probably make ‘News of the Weird’.”

“Exactly. So you’ll talk her out of it?”

“No, I think you should tell her you agree.”

“Agree?”


“Just tell her it’s cool with you. I’ll tell her I’m researching it. She’ll change her mind long before the wedding.”

“Do you really think so?”

“Trust me,” I said. “I’ve known Eileen all her life. I guarantee you, by mid-June the Native American herbal purification ceremony will be history.” At least I had every intention of ensuring it was.

Steven seemed satisfied. Eileen was overjoyed to hear he’d come around. And I would keep my fingers crossed that whatever new idea she came up with by mid-June was a little less off the wall. Please, I thought, let her become militantly traditional, just for a few months.

To everyone’s disappointment, I went to bed at ten o’clock so I could get an early start on the next day’s drive. No, I couldn’t stay longer; I didn’t want Mother to make herself ill getting ready for Sunday’s family picnic. No, Mother’s health was fine, but she wasn’t getting any younger, and she had a lot on her hands this summer. I overdid it a bit; Barry was so touched by my daughterly devotion that he tried to volunteer to come down and help us with the party preparations and was only discouraged with the greatest of difficulty.

It could have been my imagination—or the influence of one too many glasses of cider—but as I was wishing everyone goodnight, I thought I saw something like a snarl cross Barry’s usually placid face. Perhaps he was beginning to realize that pursuing me was futile, I thought. And resenting it. Ah, well; even a surly, resentful Barry would be more interesting than his customary bovine self.




Thursday, May 26

WHAT A RELIEF IT WAS THE NEXT MORNING TO GET UP WITH THE chickens (the few who had survived Steven and Eileen’s care) and hit the road at 7:00 A.M. By the time I was actually wide awake, I’d put a good hundred miles of winding mountain roads between me and Barry.


Well before noon I found myself driving down the long, tree-shaded driveway to my parents’ house. Well, Mother’s house, anyway; Dad had moved out. Although I could see him up in a ladder pruning an ornamental cherry tree. I made a mental note to compliment him on the gardens, which were looking superb, and to hint that the house needed painting before all the relatives came for the weddings. On second thought, maybe I should just arrange to hire someone; painting three stories of rambling Victorian house with gingerbread trim was not something a sixty-six-year-old should be doing, though Dad would try if I mentioned it.

Mother was on the porch, her slender frame draped elegantly over the chaise lounge. She was dressed, as usual, as if expecting distinguished visitors, with not a single expensively natural-looking blond hair out of place. I suppressed the usual envious sigh. I’m the same height, and not at all bad-looking in my own fashion, but I’m not slender, I’m not a blonde, and nobody’s ever mistaken me for elegant.

Mother wasn’t even surprised to see me arrive several days early.

“Hello, dear,” she said, giving me a quick peck on the cheek. “There’s lemonade in the refrigerator. Why don’t you help your sister with lunch? We’ll all be able to eat that much sooner.”

From the relief on Pam’s face when I showed up in the kitchen to help, I suspected she was regretting her decision to pack off her husband Mal and the four oldest kids for a summer with Mal’s parents in Australia. I could have warned her that the two youngest, Eric and Natalie, weren’t much defense against Mother’s tendency to enlist anyone within range as unpaid labor. But she’d known Mother eight years longer than I had; if she hadn’t learned by now, there wasn’t much I could do.

Dad was the only one who seemed surprised by my early arrival. He came in just as we were sitting down to lunch and took his usual place. Jake, the fiance, was not here. No one else seemed to find this odd, so I said nothing.

“Meg!” he cried, jumping up to give me a bear hug as soon as he noticed it was me taking the chair beside him. “I thought you weren’t coming down till Saturday! You’re supposed to be resting at Steven and Eileen’s farm! What happened?”


“It wasn’t restful. Barry was there.”

“Barry who?” my sister, Pam, asked.

“Steven’s brother. The one they keep pushing at me.”

“The dim one?” Dad asked.

“Precisely.”

“Is he nice?” Mother asked.

“Not particularly.” I’d explained to her several times before, in excruciating detail, exactly how much I disliked Barry, but since she obviously paid no attention I’d given up trying.

“I can’t see how any brother of Steven’s wouldn’t be nice,” Mother said.

“Well, he’ll be down for the wedding, so you can see for yourself. For that matter, he’ll probably be down for Eileen’s family’s barbecue on Memorial Day.”

“You could call and tell him to come down for our picnic,” Mother suggested.

“Mother, I don’t want him here for our picnic. I don’t like him.”

“I suppose it would be awkward, with Jeffrey here,” Mother said.

“Jeffrey’s not—oh, I give up,” I muttered. I’d also failed to convince Mother, who liked my ex-boyfriend for his vapid good looks, that Jeffrey was out of the picture. Dad patted my shoulder.

“I know your mother really appreciates your coming down,” he said. “There’s such a lot to do.”

“Yes, Meg,” Mother said, her face lighting with the sudden realization that at least for the moment she had me solely in her clutches, free from the competing influences of Samantha and Eileen.

We spent the rest of lunch discussing wedding details, followed by an afternoon of debating redecorating plans and a supper split between these two equally fascinating topics. I ate both meals with my left hand while scribbling several pages of notes in the notebook-that-tells-me-when-to-breathe. Dad made intermittent attempts to talk them into giving me tomorrow off, and was ignored. After lengthy discussion, Mother, Pam, and I all agreed that a visit to the local dressmaker was the first order of business. I was about halfway through the job of
nagging three brides, three flower girls, and fourteen bridesmaids into visiting the dressmaker and had even talked to her on the phone several times, but hadn’t actually made it to the shop myself.

“Well, that’s settled,” Mother said, as Pam and I began clearing the dishes. “Tomorrow morning you’ll go down to Mrs. Waterston’s shop and make sure everything is going well.”

“Yes, that sounds like a wonderful idea!” Dad said, with great enthusiasm. “You’ll like that!”

I stared at him, amazed at this sudden about-face. Such enthusiasm from Dad meant that he was up to something, but I couldn’t imagine what. He was wearing what he probably thought of as a Machiavellian expression, but since Dad is short, bald, and pudgy, he looked more like a mischievous elf. Ah, well. Perhaps he had decided getting me a day off was a lost cause and was putting a cheerful face on the inevitable. Or perhaps Dad approved of Mrs. Waterston. Perhaps she shared one of his obsessions—bird-watching, or gardening, or reading too many mysteries. Since she’d only come to town the previous September, Mrs. Waterston was one of the few people in the county I hadn’t known all my life. That alone made me look forward to meeting her. Yes, a visit to the dress shop was definitely in order.




Friday, Mary 27

SO, BRIGHT AND EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, I DROVE INTO YORKTOWN proper to visit the dressmaker.

Mother told me the dress shop was two doors down from the house where her uncle Stanley Hollingworth lived. I’ve never yet known her to give anyone a set of directions without at least one reference to a landmark that hasn’t existed for years. It wasn’t until the third time I’d examined every building in the block that I realized she must have meant not the house where he currently lived but the one he’d grown up in, three quarters of a century ago.


Sure enough, two doors down from the old Hollingworth house was a small cottage painted in Easter egg pastels, including a tasteful pink and baby blue colonial-style sign in front reading Be-Stitched—Dressmakers. I walked down a cobblestone path between a low border of immaculately pruned shrubs, opened a glossy sky blue door, and walked in to the tinkling of a small, old-fashioned bell. The whole thing was almost too cute for words. And since I positively loathe cute, I walked in prepared to dislike the proprietor intensely.

And found myself face-to-face with one of the most gorgeous men I’d ever seen in my life. He looked up from the book he was reading, brushed an unruly lock of dark hair out of his deep blue eyes, and smiled.

“Yes?” he said. I stood there looking at him for a couple of embarrassing seconds before pulling myself together. More or less.

“I’m here about a wedding. Where’s Mrs. Waterston?” I asked, and then realized how rude that sounded.

“In traction,” he said. “Down in Florida. I’m her son, Michael; I’m filling in while her broken bones mend.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I hope she’s better soon.”

“Not nearly as much as I hope it,” he said gloomily. He had a wonderful, resonant voice. Perhaps he was a musician. I’m a sucker for musicians.

“How can I help you?” he asked.

“I’m Meg Langslow. I’m supposed to come here to be measured for a bridesmaid’s dress.”

“A bridesmaid’s dress,” he said, suddenly looking very cheerful. “Wonderful! For whose wedding?” He stood up and turned round to pull out the top drawer of a file cabinet on the back wall, giving me a chance to discreetly eye his wonderfully long, lean form. I decided I was looking forward to bringing Eileen in here so I could point out to her that this, not the beefy Barry, was my idea of what a hunk should look like. And I peeked at the book he was reading—Shakespeare. Not only gorgeous, but literate, too.

“Samantha Brewster, Eileen Donleavy, or Margaret Hollingworth Langslow. Take your pick.”

His hand froze over the files and he looked up warily.


“You’re not sure which? Are you, perhaps, comparison shopping to see who has the least objectionable gowns before committing yourself?”

“No, I’m stuck with all three of them. Langslow is my mother, Brewster is marrying my brother, and Donleavy is my best friend. I know it sounds odd, but this is a very small town.”

“Actually, after two weeks here, very little strikes me as odd,” he said. “And you’re right; this is a very small town. I’m surprised I haven’t run into you before.”

“I don’t live here anymore. I’ve come home for the summer, though, to help with all the weddings. I assume one set of measurements will do for all three; the first and last ones are only two weeks apart.”

“Should do,” he said. “What a summer you’re in for. Here we are. Brewster … Langslow … and I’ll start a file for Donleavy.”

“Start a file? She’s the first one up; you mean she hasn’t even been here yet?”

“Not since I took over, and if your friend had been in before Mom left for Florida I’m sure she would have started a file.”

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and began counting silently. I had gotten to three when he asked, “Are you all right?”

“I’m fine,” I said. “Eileen always advises me to count to ten when I lose my temper. I generally still feel like throttling her when I’m finished, though.”

I opened my eyes.

“She was supposed to have come in with one of her other bridesmaids months ago to pick out dresses so your mother could order them in our sizes. I mean, that’s what she told me she’d done. The measurements were just supposed to be for the fine-tuning, or whatever you call it. Which I thought would be happening this week. She lied to me!”

Calm down, Meg, I told myself. Do not lose your temper at Eileen, especially in front of this very nice and extremely gorgeous man. Who was not, I had already noticed, wearing a wedding ring. I made a mental note to interrogate Mother about him; no doubt she and the aunts on the Hollingworth side of the family already knew not only his entire life history but also several generations of his family tree.


“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just that I’m the one who’s trying to pull this all together, and she’s the one who’s unintentionally sabotaging everything.”

“We’ll manage something,” he said, with a smile. “I don’t recognize the name—what does she look like?”

“She’s about five—ten, frizzy blondish hair down to her waist, a little on the plump side. Kind of looks like she just got in from California, or maybe Woodstock. The original.”

He chuckled and walked over to a curtained doorway in the back of the shop and called out something in a rapid, musical tongue. A little wizened Asian grandmother, well under five feet tall, popped out and they chattered at each other for a few moments.

“She was in and looked at all the books several months ago, but didn’t decide on anything,” he reported finally. “Took down several stock numbers but hasn’t called back.”

“I’ll have her in here Monday. Oh—Monday’s Memorial Day. Tuesday, then. She’ll be in town by then. You are open Tuesday?”

He nodded. “That would be great. Why don’t we have Mrs. Tranh measure you now for the other weddings?”

“Fine,” I said, my mind still focused on Eileen’s iniquities. “And just what did Mother and Samantha decide on? At least I hope they’ve both decided on something. They told me they had, but perhaps I shouldn’t have trusted them, either.”

“Oh, yes, they did. Several months ago. Your mother said she wanted to surprise you and your sister, and we weren’t on any account to show you what it was until she had the chance,” he said, a little nervously.

“That’s Mother for you. I won’t ask you to betray a confidence ; I won’t even ask you if she picked something ghastly. As long as it’s underway.”

“Oh, definitely,” he said. “And it’s not ghastly at all, if you ask me.”

“And Samantha?” I asked. “She’s underway, too?”

“Yes. She hasn’t told you anything about what she picked?”

“No, she and the blond bim—the other bridesmaids all got together and decided two months ago. I knew I should have come down for it. How bad is it? Should I be sitting down?”


He pulled a picture out of the file and held it up.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I said. He shook his head.

“No, and neither is she, apparently.”

“Oh … my … God!”

The pictures looked like publicity stills from Gone with the Wind. Enormous hooped skirts. Plunging, off-the-shoulder necklines. Multiple layers of petticoats. Elaborate hairstyles involving many fussy-looking ringlets. And tiny, tiny waists.

“I’ll let Mrs. Tranh take you back to the dressing room for measuring,” he said. Damn him, he was fighting back a grin. “The corsets, particularly, require a lot of rather intimate details.”

“Corsets? In July? Eileen’s off the hook. I’m killing Samantha first,” I said. Much to his amusement.

Mrs. Tranh, it turned out, was the tiny, gray-haired Asian woman. Vietnamese, I think. Neither she nor any of the other seamstresses would admit to speaking any English. However, she had no difficulty communicating with sign language and firm taps and tugs exactly how I should stand or turn so she and the flock could measure me. There were only five of them, I think, but the dressing room—formerly the kitchen of the tiny cottage—was so small, and they darted so rapidly about the room and up and down the stairs—to the sewing rooms, I supposed—that they seemed like dozens. They were all so short that I felt like a great, clumsy giantess. And knowing that they had previously measured Samantha and my sylphlike fellow bridesmaids, I had to sternly suppress my paranoia. I was sure their soft chattering conversation consisted mainly of unfavorable comments about my more normally female form.

I amused myself by letting my imagination run rampant about their boss, who was hovering attentively outside the curtain, occasionally exchanging rapid and unintelligible remarks with them. I would definitely have to interrogate Mother about him. But discreetly. If she and the rest of the family deduced that I was interested in him, half of them would probably disapprove and make clumsy and embarrassing attempts to interfere. The other half would rejoice and indulge in even clumsier and more embarrassing attempts to throw us together. Matchmaking was a competitive sport in Yorktown, and my family’s
enthusiasm for it was one of the reasons I had chosen to relocate several hours away.

I would have been tempted to hang about and talk to Michael the Gorgeous, but I knew I should be getting back to keep up with my schedule for addressing the envelopes for Eileen’s invitations. Besides, another neighbor had arrived with the twin six-year-old nieces who were going to be flower-girls in her daughter’s wedding, and she obviously expected Michael’s full attention. I consoled myself with the thought that I would have plenty of future opportunities to see him. As maid of honor, my presence at all future fittings of any member of the three wedding parties could be taken for granted. It would be very considerate to find out when their least busy times were, so I could schedule fittings that wouldn’t be interrupted by other customers. Why, choosing Eileen’s gown alone would probably occupy several mornings or afternoons next week. I magnanimously forgave Eileen for having lied to me.

I was in very good spirits when I arrived back at the house. I found Mother lounging elegantly on the living room sofa with a box of chocolates and the latest issue of Bride magazine.

I hate it when they read the bridal magazines. Every issue is good for at least a dozen new items on my to-do list.

“Well, I went down to the dress shop today, had my measurements taken, and found out that Eileen has not decided on her dresses yet,” I announced, throwing myself into a nearby armchair.

“You really ought not to have let her wait this long, dear,” Mother said. “She could have a very hard time getting anything on such short notice.”

“I didn’t let her wait this long, Mother. I nagged her to go in and order something; I sent her down here to do it under the threat that I’d pick something myself if she didn’t, and two days later she came back and told me she’d ordered something. She lied to me!”

“She’s under a great deal of strain, dear. Be tactful with her. Mrs. Waterston will manage somehow.” Bingo! My opening to pry without seeming to.

“By the way, Mother, you told me to ask for Mrs. Waterston,
but apparently she’s in Florida, recuperating from a broken leg.”

“Oh, yes, dear, didn’t I mention that?” Mother said. “Her son has come down to run the shop while she’s gone.”

“Yes, I met him.”

“Such a nice boy. I understand he teaches theater at a college somewhere up your way,” Mother said, as she poked through the chocolates to see if perhaps there were any left that she liked. “Such a pity, really.”

“What’s a pity?”

“That he’s … well, you know. Like that.”

“Like what, Mother?” I asked, but had a sinking feeling I already knew the answer. Mother, mistress of pregnant pauses and vague euphemisms, had come just about as close as she ever would to telling me that drop-dead-gorgeous Michael was gay.

“I feel so sorry for his mother sometimes,” Mother went on, inspecting a chocolate critically. “She’s told several people that she’s in no hurry for Michael to settle down because she was a child bride and doesn’t want to be a young grandmother. She puts on a brave front. But of course since he came down everyone knows exactly how unlikely it is that she’ll ever be a grandmother, especially since he’s an only child.” She nibbled a corner of the chocolate and made a delicate face. “Here, darling, you finish this one; I don’t like coconut.”

“Neither do I, Mother.”

“Oh? Then we’ll save it for Eric,” she said, putting the candy carefully back in one corner of the box.

“Feed the grandkids the spitbacks?” I snapped. “That’s efficient, Mother.”

She looked at me in surprise.

“Are you all right, dear? Perhaps you should go upstairs and lie down for a bit; you’ve been so busy and perhaps the heat is making you just a little out of sorts. So hard to believe it’s still May.”

Feeling guilty for taking my disappointment out on her, I pleaded a small headache and fled up to my room. Actually I was depressed and wanted to mope by myself. Like Cinderella’s golden carriage turning back into a pumpkin, all those
impending trips to Be-Stitched to be fitted now turned from golden opportunities back into drab chores. I was already on the verge of tears when the sight of the huge stack of Eileen’s envelopes on my dresser sent me over the edge. How symbolic of my summer. Me doing an endless series of chores while other people found happiness.

Obviously I was overreacting to the situation, but damn! My antennae were usually better than this. How could I be so mistaken? Perhaps it was wishful thinking. In the five months since breaking up with Jeffrey, I hadn’t really met anyone else interesting. Not that I had much time for meeting people, between wedding arrangements and the extra time I’d been spending at the forge to build up enough inventory so I could take the summer off. The few dates I’d had were with men pushed at me by matchmaking friends, and most of them had been awful. I had pretty much resigned myself to putting my own social life on hold until this summer’s weddings were out of the way. Obviously my hormones were objecting to this idea by reacting violently to the first attractive male in sight, without stopping to consider whether he was a suitable target. Or was it possible that Mother could, for once, be wrong?

That hope was dashed rather thoroughly when the Brewsters joined our family for a welcome-home-Meg dinner.

“Imagine,” I heard Mother say to Mrs. Brewster, “when Meg went in today to be measured, she found Eileen had not ordered her dresses after all. And she told Meg she had done it months ago.”

“I should have demanded an affidavit.” I shrugged. “Well, we’re behind the eight ball, but I’m going to drag her down to Be-Stitched the minute she gets here and force her to make a decision.”

“So, you’ve been down to Be-Stitched already,” Samantha said. “What did you think of Michael What-a-Waste?”

“Samantha, really,” her mother said, but by her tone I could tell she was rather proud of her daughter’s wit.

“What-a-Waste?” Mr. Brewster said, as if he had no idea what she was implying.

“Or the last of the Waterstons, if you like,” Samantha said.
“I mean, you did notice that he’s not exactly much of an addition to the town’s list of eligible bachelors.”

“He seems very nice,” I said, noncommittally. I didn’t want to get into an argument with Samantha, but didn’t see how I could avoid it if she kept on this way. I glanced at Mother. Surely this violated her ironclad rule against discussing sex, politics, or religion at the table? Surely these days one should add genteel bigotry to the list of forbidden topics?

“I do so like what you’ve done with your hair,” Mother remarked to Mrs. Brewster.

“Oh, he’s positively charming,” Samantha said, relentlessly, “at least if you happen to be a fag hag.”

“That’s a perfectly hateful thing to say,” I began, and then jumped as Mother kicked me under the table.

“Now, Meg,” Mother said. As if I were the one at fault.

“He’s a very charming conversationalist,” Mrs. Brewster said. “Very chivalrous.”

“Well, that’s a dead giveaway, isn’t it?” Samantha said. “I mean, how many straight men do you know who have decent manners and can talk about anything other than football and beer?”

Your fiancé and your future father-in-law, for starters, I felt like saying, but Mother was glaring daggers at me, so I counted to three and then said, as calmly as I could, “You all seem to know rather a lot about the private life of someone who’s only been here, what, a couple of weeks?”

“Well, it’s a proven fact. I mean, several of the bridesmaids who were in being measured have tried to get him interested. I mean, honestly, if they’re running around half-naked and practically flinging themselves in his lap and the guy doesn’t show a spark of interest, what do you think that means?”

“He has excessively good taste?” I suggested. “Or—” Mother tapped me again with her foot. Samantha gave me a withering look.

“Oh, sure,” she said. “He flat-out told them not to bother ’cause he wasn’t interested. Besides, he hangs out with those two old aunties who run the antique store and the decorating shop.”


“Now, now, Samantha. That’s enough. Little pitchers have big ears,” Mother chided, indicating eight-year-old Eric. Eric was too busy stuffing his pockets with tidbits to feed his pet duck to pay any attention to our boring grown-up conversation. “I think it’s very sweet of them to make Michael feel more at home.”

“And so convenient that they’ve convinced Michael and his mother to do curtains and slipcovers and such,” Mrs. Brewster said. “They’ve had an awful time finding local help who meet their standards.”

“Yes,” Mother said. “I’m not sure I’d have dared to go ahead with redecorating the living room without Michael’s help. Not the deviled eggs, Eric.”

“But Duck likes deviled eggs!” Eric protested.

“You may take a deviled egg to Duck, then,” Mother conceded. “But don’t put it in your pocket.”

Eric took this as permission to leave the table and trotted out to the backyard with the deviled egg.

“Then you’re going ahead with redecorating, too?” Mrs. Brewster said.

“Yes, the living room, and possibly the dining room,” Mother said. “Michael will be out tomorrow to take measurements.”

“The dining room, too?” Jake said, plaintively. No one seemed to hear him.

“We’re having the living room and the library done,” Mrs. Brewster said. Mr. Brewster sighed gently. “I haven’t decided about the dining room yet, although I suppose I should very soon. Perhaps I should have Michael take measurements tomorrow, too.”

“If he has time,” Mother said. “He will be doing quite a lot of measuring here.”

“I’ll call to make sure he has time,” Mrs. Brewster said. “And no snide remarks when he comes, young lady,” she said, turning to Samantha.

“Of course; not a word,” Samantha said. “What kind of an idiot do you think I am? I mean, you know how vindictive and temperamental they can be; I’m not about to do anything to make him mess up my gown.”


Mother kicked me before I could open my mouth. My shins would be black and blue by morning.

What a narrow-minded, prejudiced—no, don’t say the word, I told myself. The whole conversation left a bad taste in my mouth. I felt guilty about not having stepped in to defend Michael. On the other hand, if Mother hadn’t shushed me, I’d probably have lost my temper and said something that I’d need to apologize for. I had a bad feeling that Samantha and I would end up having a knock-down-drag-out argument about narrow-mindedness before the end of the summer; I’d just try to avoid doing it in front of Mother. Or Rob. I had no idea what he saw in Samantha, but he was madly in love with her, so I’d have to learn to live with her.

In the meantime I vowed to be extremely friendly and hospitable to Michael. To make up for the various indignities and embarrassments he had probably already suffered at the hands of my small-minded relatives and neighbors.




Saturday, May 28

OF COURSE, BEING FRIENDLY AND HOSPITABLE TO MICHAEL WAS going to get a lot easier once I mastered the tendency to drool every time I saw him. I stumbled downstairs at ten Saturday morning to find him sitting in our kitchen. Mother was serving him coffee and pastries and explaining her redecorating plans.

I found myself wishing I’d combed my hair better before shoving it back into a clip. Or put on something other than my oldest jeans. Don’t be silly, I told myself crossly, and responded to Michael’s heart-stopping smile with as friendly a nod as I could manage before noon. I joined them and listened to Mother chatter about chintz for a while as I sipped my coffee and waited for it to take effect.

“Meg!” Mother said sharply. I started, spilling some of my coffee. Apparently I’d nodded off while sitting upright.


“Sorry, not quite awake yet,” I mumbled, mopping at myself with a napkin. Good thing I wasn’t trying to impress anyone.

“I know how you feel,” Michael said. “During the year I won’t let them schedule any of my classes before eleven. I’m still not used to the way people down here get up at the crack of dawn.”

“Ten o’clock is hardly the crack of dawn,” Mother said, favoring me with a stern look. “Wait till you’ve been down here for a few weeks, with all the fresh air and proper food, young lady. You’ll be getting up with the larks.”

“Don’t try to reform me, Mother,” I warned.

“Of course not, dear,” Mother lied, and led Michael into the living room to measure things. He looked as if he would rather stay in the kitchen to ingest more coffee. I could sympathize.

I had another cup of coffee and contemplated the mess Mother had made in the kitchen while serving Michael, the mess she always made in any kitchen. I had learned to cook and clean early, in self-defense. I finished my coffee and swabbed down the kitchen before taking up the phone and my list of things to do. Fourteen phone calls later I had lost my temper twice and succeeded in crossing exactly one thing off my list. I could hear Mother gently but firmly ordering Michael around in the living room. Well, better him than me. My turn would come. I went outdoors for some fresh air and found Dad busily trimming the hedge.

He looked relaxed and happy. Of course he nearly always did. After the divorce, Dad had moved in with my sister, Pam, and her husband, Mal. Or more accurately, into the apartment over their garage. It was all of a mile from the family house, and apart from going home to sleep in a different bed, he made remarkably few changes to his life after the divorce. He still divided his time between gardening at Pam’s and at Mother’s; doing things with the grandchildren; reading great stacks of books; making anachronistic house calls on the friends, neighbors, and relatives who hadn’t yet been persuaded that he’d retired from his medical practice; and, most important, pursuing with wild enthusiasm and single-minded devotion whatever odd hobbies happened to seize his attention.

As soon as Mother decided on a garden wedding, Dad
started grooming our yard for the festivities. Once Samantha decided to have an outdoor reception, he began re-landscaping the Brewsters’ grounds. The Brewsters seemed thrilled to have him doing it, though that could change very quickly if all the extra work made their gardener carry out his threat to resign. And Dad was even pitching in occasionally to help Eileen’s father prepare for her event.

All of which seemed very odd. Dad was working overtime to make the weddings a success, and yet, he had never liked Samantha. He was constantly complaining that Eileen took advantage of me. And as for Mother’s remarriage to Jake—was he really that cheerful about it?

Speak of the devil, I thought, there goes Jake. Predictably, creeping along at five miles below the posted speed limit in his nondescript blue sedan. I waved at him. He screeched to a halt, rolled down the window, and stuck his head out, looking very distraught.

“Yes, what is it?” he asked, his voice trembling.

“Nothing, Mr. Wendell. I was just waving. Sorry if I startled you.”

“Off to fetch your sister-in-law?” Dad asked. “She has a fine morning for flying, doesn’t she? From Fort Lauderdale, right?”

“Y—yes,” Jake said. “How did you know?”

“Mother mentioned it,” I said.

“Besides, it’s hard to keep secrets in a small town like this,” Dad boomed jovially. Mr. Wendell looked alarmed, and more like a startled gray-brown mouse than usual. He rolled his window up, tried to drive away with the emergency brake still on, stopped to release it, and finally rolled slowly off.

Well, that was not a success, I thought. In fact, it was about as much of a bust as most of my attempts to get to know Jake better. Ah, well; I’d have all summer to get acquainted with my future stepfather.

“So, what are you up to this morning?” Dad said, rubbing his back while surveying the parts of the hedge he’d finished clipping.

“Phone calls and errands. Want me to help with that?”

“No, I have a good idea how I want it done.”

“Just as well; I have a feeling any minute now I’ll get called
into a conference about redecorating the living room. Mother has Michael from the dress shop measuring the house.”

“Now there’s an intelligent young man.”

“Yes, he seems nice,” I said, wincing. That was all I needed, for Dad to turn his boundless energy and determination to setting me up with the least eligible man in town. It was going to be the longest summer in recorded history.

“He’s a professor of drama, you know,” Dad went on.

“Yes, well, duty calls,” I said, and fled back to the kitchen before he could continue.

I decided that chocolate chip cookies would cheer me up and placate Mother as well, so I took the time off from my list to whip up a batch. Lured by the smell, Rob ambled in, followed eventually by Michael and Mother, who graciously issued an invitation for us to make some lemonade and join her on the porch.

“We always like to have lemonade and cookies on the porch on summer afternoons,” Mother said, when Rob and I brought out the glasses.

“Very civilized,” Michael said, wolfing down his sixth cookie.

Just then we heard the kitchen screen door slam, followed by frantic quacking.

“Here comes Eric,” I said.

My eight-year-old nephew ran in and launched himself at Mother, wailing and holding up a bleeding finger. By the time Mother had calmed him down enough to look at it, the bleeding had mostly stopped, and he had subsided into muted sniffles. Echoed by muted quacking from his pet duck at the back door.

“Would you like Grandma to kiss it and make it better?” Mother asked, smiling down at Eric.

“Grandpa says that the human mouth has more bacteria than even dogs’ mouths,” Eric said, snatching away his hand and backing off in terror.

“I’m sure your grandpa knows best then, dear,” Mother said, with a touch of asperity. “Why don’t you go ask Grandpa to suture it?”

“Okay,” Eric said, charmed by the idea. Suture, indeed; the child obviously needed more of Dad’s vocabulary lessons.
Mother sipped her lemonade as Eric ran happily out, armed with a fistful of cookies. Michael was looking oddly at us.

“Dad’s very good with childhood scrapes and sniffles,” Rob said. “That was always one of his major charms as a parent. How seriously he treated even the most minor ailments.”

“It’s a wonder you didn’t all become raging hypochondriacs,” Mother said, shaking her head.

“Other children might run to Mommy and get a Band-Aid,” I added. “We’d go to Dad to have sterile dressings for our lacerations and abrasions—after proper irrigation to prevent sepsis, of course. At least Pam and I did.”

“I never could stand the sight of blood,” Rob said with a shudder.

“Won’t that be rather a handicap in your profession?” Michael asked.

“Oh, very funny,” Rob said, and buried his face in his bar exam review book.

“Rob’s a little sensitive about lawyer jokes,” I explained, patting my brother’s arm.

“Lawyer jokes?” Michael said. “I’m very sorry; I wasn’t trying to make a joke. I could have sworn your father told me Rob was going to go on to medical school. To become a forensic pathologist.”

“Oh, God! Dad’s at it again!” Rob groaned.

“Dad wishes Rob would go to med school and become a forensic pathologist,” I said. “He came up with the idea about a week after Rob broke the news that he was going to law school.”

“I didn’t realize he was going around telling people that again!” Rob said, shaking his head.

“Still, dear, not again,” Mother said. “He never really stopped, you know.”

“God, think of all the people he’s probably told,” Rob moaned.

“I think most of the family understand the situation, dear,” Mother reassured him.

“Our family might, but what about Samantha’s family?” Rob wailed.

“They’ll learn,” I said. “The important thing to keep in mind
when dealing with any of our extended family,” I said to Michael, “is never, ever to believe anything any of us says without corroboration.”

“Preferably from an outsider,” Rob added.

“Preferably from your own two eyes,” I said.

“Are you telling me your entire family are liars?” Michael asked.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Meg.” Mother sniffed.

“Not liars,” I said. “Well, maybe a few, and mostly they can’t help it. It’s just that most of our family are prone to … exaggeration.”

“Tall-tale-telling,” Rob added.

“Creative interpretation of reality resulting from wishful thinking,” I suggested. “Like Dad’s notion about Rob having a career in forensic pathology. All Rob’s life Dad has been dreaming about Rob following in his footsteps. He was depressed about Rob not going to med school until he came up with the forensic pathology idea one day, and after that it took on a life of its own.”

“That’s the other thing you have to watch out for,” Rob said. “With most of the family, once they get an idea into their heads, it’s very hard to get them to change their minds.”

“We hate letting silly things like reality interfere with our pet notions,” I said.

“I think I know exactly what you mean,” Michael said. “I’ve already experienced something of the sort myself.”

“Good,” I said. “So you’ll know to take everything anyone here says with a grain of salt.”

“A pound of salt,” Rob corrected.

“Honestly, I have no idea why you children insist on filling this poor boy’s head with such stories about your own family,” Mother said. “You’d think we were a family of lunatics and pathological liars.” When the three of us burst out laughing, she shook her head, gathered up her embroidery and her lemonade, and went inside.

“Oh, dear,” Rob said. “You don’t suppose Mother is upset, do you?”

“I doubt it, Rob.”


“I’d better go and see.” He sighed, heading for the door.

“Mother is imperturbable, Rob, you should know that by now,” I called to his retreating back. Michael chuckled.

“Oh, it’s very funny if you don’t have to live with her,” I said. “Which, thank God, I don’t most of the time.”

“I wasn’t laughing at your mother,” he said, hastily. “I was laughing from sheer delight; how often does one meet someone who can use words like ‘imperturbable’ in casual conversation like that?”

“Yes, I know we can be rather pretentious sometimes. Expanding one’s vocabulary is one of Dad’s pet projects. He used to pay us by the syllable for new words. He does it with the grandkids now. That sort of thing has a permanent effect.”

“A very charming one, if you ask me,” Michael said. I sipped my lemonade and looked at him over the rim of my glass. The more I saw of him, the more I realized why instead of treating him as a pariah when they discovered his sexual orientation the local ladies seemed to have adopted him as a sort of pet. He was not only drop-dead gorgeous, he was absolutely charming. Except for the rather generic Middle Atlantic accent, he could easily have been custom-made to fit their notions of a Southern gentlemen. He was immaculately groomed and casually but elegantly dressed, with impeccable manners. Even Samantha and her mother admitted he was a charming conversationalist—although around here, that could simply mean that he had the ability to listen to others rattle on for hours without any overt sign of boredom. And he had a knack for the formal gallantry and witty flirtatiousness that so many aging Southern belles consider their due. More to my taste, he seemed to have a brain, and a slightly sardonic sense of humor. If only … but no. He wasn’t very obvious about it, but if both Mother’s branch of the grapevine and Samantha’s said he was gay, I could see no use wasting time on might-have-beens.

“I’m not sure you should be quite so hard on your family, though,” he said. “It seems to me that most of the town shares your tendency to see things the way they want to see them.”

“Most of the town are related to us, one way or another. At least the ones who have been here a generation or two. And the rest have just been around us too long.”


“That must be it,” he said. “You see, shortly after I got here, something happened that seemed to give everyone the bizarre idea that I—” He froze, looking over my shoulder, and I turned around to see Samantha and one of the bridesmaids.

“Hello, Meg,” Samantha said. “You look comfortable.” I felt as guilty as a night watchman caught sleeping on the job.

“No reason not to be comfortable while I work,” I said. “We’ve been discussing the gowns. Michael has some ideas for making the hoops more manageable.”

I felt guilty picking on Michael that way, but he rose to the occasion. After enduring a seemingly endless conversation on how the hoops could be better constructed to allow us to fit through normal doorways, sit in the limos, and go to the bathroom without too much outside assistance, I excused myself and fled outside on the pretext of seeing if Dad needed help. Michael jumped up and followed me out.

“Nice of you to come all the way out here from town,” I said.

“It’s just down the street, really,” Michael said. “I’m staying at Mom’s house.”

“Which one is that?”

“Your mother calls it the Kaplan bungalow.”

“Oh, yes,” I said. “Not that any Kaplans have lived there for fifteen years.”

As we went out the back door, we ran into Eric, sporting an extremely large and already dirty bandage and followed, naturally, by Duck.

“Hi, Aunt Meg,” Eric said. “Who’s he?” I suppose he had been too concerned with his finger earlier to notice Michael on the porch.

“This is Michael Waterston,” I said, in my best formal manner. “His mother runs the dress shop. Michael, this is Eric McReady, my nephew.” Michael leaned down to shake the rather sticky hand Eric was offering. “And this is Duck.” Michael won Eric’s heart instantly by solemnly turning to Duck and offering his hand, which Duck pecked.

“I’ve seen you two around,” Michael said.

“Yes,” I said, “Duck follows Eric around just like a dog.”


“Duck’s better than any old dog,” Eric said, loyally. “Come see what he did.”

Eric led us to a spot in the bushes where a single duck egg was resting.

“Duck laid an egg,” Eric said.

“That’s very smart of her,” I said.

“Him,” Eric corrected. I decided it wasn’t my job to explain that one to him.

“What should we do with it?” Eric asked. I looked at Duck, who showed no apparent interest in sitting on the damned thing.

“Well,” Michael said, “I suppose you could always eat it.”

“No!” Eric wailed. “I’m not going to let you eat Duck’s babies! No, NO, NO!” He flung himself down to protect the egg with such violence that I was sure he would crack it. Duck began quacking hysterically.

“Hush, Eric,” I said, glaring at Michael. “Nobody’s going to eat Duck’s babies.”

“I didn’t mean eat it,” Michael said, desperately, “I meant heat it! Heat it! So it will hatch.”

Eric looked around, still suspicious, but with noticeably less distress.

“That’s what you have to do to hatch eggs,” Michael went on. “You heat them. Most ducks sit on the eggs to heat them, but Duck seems to prefer following you around, so we have to figure out some other way to keep her … his egg warm.”

“Like what?” Eric asked, sitting up and cradling the egg in his hand.

“Well, when I was a kid I had a little machine that you plugged in and it kept the eggs the right temperature for them to hatch. An incubator, it’s called. I hatched some chicks from hen’s eggs that way.”

“Where do you get a ink-ink-”

“In-cu-ba-tor,” Michael said. Eric mouthed it after him. I could see the dollar signs in his little eyes; he was going to dash right off and collect twenty cents from his grandfather for learning a new, four-syllable word. “Where do you get one?” he asked. Michael and I looked at each other.


“I suppose a pet store would have one,” Michael suggested.

“Aunt Meg, you could find a pet store with an incubator,” Eric said, in the sort of tone that implied that only his incomparable Aunt Meg could perform such a miracle.

“I suppose I could try,” I said.

“Try real hard!” Eric pleaded.

“I will, I promise.”

“And soon!” he wailed. “What if Duck’s egg gets cold while you’re looking?”

“I’ll try real soon. Meanwhile, why don’t you keep Duck’s egg in your shirt pocket? Of course you’ll have to be really careful not to shake it, but that should keep it warm enough.”

“Okay,” Eric said. He carefully placed the egg in his pocket, and he and Duck trotted off—slowly—to find Dad.

“And what happens if he falls and breaks it?” Michael asked, shaking his head.

“Well, at least he can’t blame either of us,” I said. “And since there isn’t any Mr. Duck around to fertilize the egg, it’s not going to hatch no matter how long we incubate it. Eric accidentally breaking it might be the best solution; the kids could have a funeral. Pet funerals are very popular around here, especially since Dad came back from a trip to Scotland with a set of bagpipes for each of the grandkids.”

“They really play the bagpipes?” Michael asked.

“No, but they can march around making such an ungodly amount of noise that they completely forget to be upset about the dear departed.”

“Let’s hope the egg survives. You’ve got quite enough to do as it is; I’ll see if I can find an incubator. Since it was all my fault in the first place.”

“You’re on.”

“By the way, Meg, I was wondering if you would like to go—” Michael began, only to be interrupted by Mother calling and beckoning to us from the porch.

“Michael, you will come to dinner tomorrow, won’t you?” Mother asked as we arrived at the porch. “Jake’s sister-in-law arrived this morning to spend the summer and help with the wedding, and we want to have a few people over to welcome her. Nothing formal,” she insisted, “just a little light refreshment
by the pool. Meg, dear, I have something to show you,” she said, taking Michael’s acceptance for granted and moving to the next item on her agenda. “It’s about the dining room …”

I waved at Michael and went off with Mother to spend the rest of the afternoon fruitlessly trying to talk her out of totally redecorating the dining room in addition to the living room. I hoped Mrs. Brewster wouldn’t up the ante in the decorating competition by decorating three rooms so that Mother would feel obliged to do the family room as well. I hoped Jake was more than reasonably well heeled. I hoped Michael would have the sense to realize that Mother’s idea of “nothing formal” meant that guests weren’t actually required to wear black tie and tails. I hoped the summer would be over soon.




Sunday, May 29

I’D GONE TO BED SATURDAY NIGHT EXPECTING A RESTFUL SUNDAY. At least the morning, when Mother and all her cronies would gather at Grace Episcopal, dressed to kill and waiting with decorative impatience for the service to be over so they could get down to the serious business of catching up with the week’s gossip. I planned to sleep late, read the paper, and rest. But I woke early and got up when I couldn’t stop worrying about my to-do list.

I padded downstairs, fixed coffee, and sat at the kitchen table waiting for it to take effect. I was enjoying the peace and quiet of the empty house. I suppose I was halfway asleep again when a noise at the kitchen door startled me. I jumped and whirled, only to see Jake, halfway through the door. He started and looked as surprised to see me as I was to see him. He was clutching a brown paper bag in both hands with a convulsive grip.

“I thought everybody was in church,” we said, almost in unison. I laughed when I realized we’d both said the same thing. Jake didn’t. No sense of humor, either, I thought. What on earth does Mother see in him?


“I just came by to drop off some things for the party,” he said, opening the kitchen door a fraction more and then slipping in sideways and over to the refrigerator. He opened the refrigerator door and surveyed the inside, already crowded with containers of food.

“I suppose I should bring this back later,” he said, shifting from foot to foot and rolling the top of the bag a little tighter.

“Oh, no; I’m sure we can find a space,” I said. I opened the refrigerator door wider and began shifting around Tupperware containers and foil-covered casseroles. “What is it you’ve brought? Can we slip it here on top of the ham or—” I heard a slight noise and turned to find the kitchen empty. “Mr. Wendell?” I peered out the back door. I could see Jake scuttling around the corner.

Irritating little man. I seemed to make him nervous. Probably senses that you don’t like him, I told myself. Perhaps trying to get to know him was a lost cause. Perhaps I should just ignore him.

On the other hand, if Mother had asked him to bring over something for the party, she would expect to see it. I gulped the rest of my coffee and went after him.

Jake was making better time than I was. By the time I arrived at his house, a block and a half away, he was nowhere in sight. I trudged up the porch steps and was lifting my hand to knock on the screen door when I heard a female voice say, “So there you are!”

I whirled, and saw no one.

“I just went down the street to Margaret’s,” came Jake’s voice from inside the house. I realized the woman was inside, too, and not talking to me.

“To hide something, I suppose?” the voice continued. “Something of Emma’s? The missing jewelry, maybe?”

“Just some food for the party,” Jake said, meekly. “I told you, Jane; all of Emma’s jewelry is in the safety deposit box. Emma was very careful about that. I’m sure the key will turn up.”

Ah, I thought. This must be the sister-in-law. Emma, presumably, was Jake’s late wife. And here I’d arrived in the midst of a family quarrel. Over missing jewelry, no less. I was
tempted to stay and eavesdrop, but my conscience won out. I turned and began sneaking quietly off the porch.

“I’ll bet you’ve given it all to that blond hussy you’re marrying,” Jane went on. I paused. I’d heard Mother called many interesting things—had called her a few myself—but “blond hussy” was a new one, even for Mother.

“No, no, no! Margaret doesn’t know they’re here—or in the safety deposit box, rather. I told her all Emma’s good things had gone to pay the medical bills that the insurance didn’t cover.”

“Well, they’ve gone somewhere, haven’t they? The Sheridan console that used to be here, and the Wyeth—”

“I told you, Jane; it’s all in storage.”

“We’ll see about that. We’ll see if your fiancee happens to have a Sheridan console like Emma’s.”

“Please don’t do that. You’ll upset her.”

“I’ve a mind to go over there right now,” Jane said. Hearing her footsteps coming my way, I whirled and ran pell-mell for home.

I need to exercise more, I told myself, as I sprawled, panting, on my chair in the kitchen, awaiting the onslaught of Jake and his sister-in-law. I’ll just have to tell them I was doing my exercises, I thought. Oh, sure; Jake will certainly believe that, having seen me semi-comatose in the kitchen a few minutes before. I stood up and did a few jumping jacks to add a note of realism for their arrival. After a few minutes I switched to sit-ups. When five or ten minutes passed with no sign of irate sisters-in-law, I abandoned my charade and went back to the kitchen for more coffee.

Damn Jake, anyway. At least he’d talked his sister-in-law out of storming over here immediately, but I had a premonition that trouble was still coming. Did Jake really think he had to put his late wife’s possessions in storage to keep them out of Mother’s clutches? And why didn’t he just show them to his sister-in-law? Probably no time; she’d only just arrived a few hours ago. I hoped he did it soon. The way she sounded, I suspected that when she didn’t find her sister’s jewelry and furniture here, she’d accuse Mother of selling them. Which was
nonsense. I could see Mother appropriating a piece of jewelry or furniture she thought was about to become hers anyway, and having to be gently but firmly told to give it back. I couldn’t possibly see her selling them.

Mother arrived back from church just before noon, followed almost immediately by about fifteen or twenty relatives and neighbors, bearing flowers, extra plates and glasses, and more food in amazing quantities. The expected chaos reigned right up until the party began. I was a nervous wreck, expecting Jake’s sister-in-law to arrive any moment shrieking accusations. The fact that she hadn’t shown up yet was no relief; I was sure she was postponing the confrontation till the party, where she’d have a bigger audience. At least that’s what Mother or any of my aunts would have done.

In retrospect, it seems appropriate that the summer’s first known threats of homicide were uttered during the party preparations—although unlike at least one other local resident, I wasn’t serious. My nerves were shot, and I was only trying to keep Dad and several of the uncles from decimating the buffet before the other guests arrived.

Mother is fond of remarking that she looks forward to the hour when a party begins because then she can stop working and start having fun. That may be true for her—although Pam and I have noticed that any work she does is purely supervisory. For me, the start of a party only means a change from the tangible, boring, but satisfactory work of cooking, cleaning, and decorating to the unpredictable and far more difficult task of keeping several hundred neighbors and family members from injuring each other or driving me crazy before the end of the evening.

I almost jumped out of my skin when Mother glided over to me with another woman in tow and said, “Meg, this is our guest of honor—Jane Grover, Jake’s sister-in-law.”

At first glance, Mrs. Grover seemed harmless. She was a short woman with badly hennaed hair and a loud print dress. She and Mother didn’t look as if they’d had a quarrel. But after a second I realized that her smile looked artificial and her eyes cold.

“How nice to finally meet you, my dear,” Mrs. Grover said,
with a look that somehow seemed to insinuate that she had witnessed my shameless eavesdropping on the porch. “We must talk later.”

I stammered a greeting and escaped as soon as possible. In the direction of the bar. I watched her and Mother making the rounds of the party. Well, at least they were both on their best behavior.

The party was in full swing, and I’d already confiscated firecrackers from two small cousins and a golf club from an inebriated uncle when Michael arrived.

“Didn’t your mother say she was just having a few people over?” he said, incredulously, as he stood at the edge of the sea of guests in our backyard.

“For Mother, this is a few people,” I said.

“She doesn’t count family,” Pam said. “At least half of the horde’s family.”

“The weirder half,” I added.

“Oh, by the way,” Michael said, holding out a bunch of flowers.

“Mother will be charmed,” I said. “I’ll lead you to her so you can present them in person. Don’t get in the way of the croquet players,” I warned, giving the flying mallets a wide berth. Michael paused to watch the game.

“Croquet!” he exclaimed, taking in the spectacle of a dozen middle-aged and elderly aunts in flowery summer dresses and sun hats posing among the wickets. “It’s wonderful! Like something out of a Merchant-Ivory film.”

“Yes, the croquet clique do tend to dress the part, I’ll give them that,” I said. “But if you’re under the impression that croquet is a genteel, civilized, Waspy way to spend a summer afternoon, don’t look too close—they’ll spoil all your illusions. It’s a blood sport for them.”

“Really?” Michael said, incredulously. Just then, one aunt hit another’s ball out with a swing that would have been more at home on a golf course than the croquet grounds.

“Ball!” shrieked all the croquet players, and most of the assembled guests—family, anyway—either dropped to the ground or flung their arms over their heads. The ball landed harmlessly in the swimming pool. Its owner, after a few minutes
of waving her mallet around and verbally abusing her rival, stormed over to cajole Eric into diving for her ball.

Yes, the party was definitely hitting its stride. One of the uncles had taken his favorite perch on the diving board and was enthusiastically conducting a program of chamber music. My niece was lurking near the CD player in the hopes of slipping the 1812 Overture into the program and seeing him fall off the board again. About the usual number of relatives had pretended to think the picnic was a masquerade and had come in costume, including Cousin Horace in his well-used gorilla suit. Eric and Duck were paddling around in the pool, quacking at each other and bobbing for bits of food that the guests threw at them. Mother sat fanning herself with an antique Victorian fan and beaming good will near and far.

“Oh, thank you, Michael!” she said, as he handed her the bouquet. “Isn’t it nice to have everyone together like this? Though I do wish Jeffrey could have come down for the holiday weekend,” she added, turning to me. “You should have tried harder to convince him, Meg.”

“Mother, pay attention,” I said. “Jeffrey is history.”

“Now, Meg.”

“Jeffrey has been history for months, and I wouldn’t get back together with him if he were the last human male on earth—which would be impossible anyway, because Jeffrey is not human, he is a vaguely humanoid reptile. Please delete Jeffrey from your memory banks. This is a recording.”

“I still think Jeffrey is a very nice boy,” Mother said.

“Good riddance to bad rubbish I say,” Dad put in.

Dad has remarkably sound ideas on what my personal Mr. Right should be like. I should have known something was wrong with Jeffrey when Dad didn’t take to him.

“Ball!” came the cry again, and we all hit the deck except for Mother, who watched with mild interest as the croquet ball missed her ear by two inches and landed in a bowl of potato salad on the buffet table. This ball apparently belonged to Mother’s best friend, Mrs. Fenniman, who firmly believed that you weren’t allowed to touch the ball with anything other than the mallet. Pam and several of the saner cousins hurried to move the rest of the dishes off the table so Mrs. Fenniman
could climb up, dig the ball out with the mallet, and thwack it over the heads of the crowd to the croquet field.

“It’s almost as good as the croquet game with flamingos and hedgehogs in Alice in Wonderland,” Michael said, watching Mrs. Fenniman with morbid fascination.

“Don’t give them ideas,” I said, noticing absently that since Mrs. Fenniman was dressed in her usual somber colors with a black straw hat precariously attached to the side of her head, her perch made her look even more like a raven than usual. Ravens, flamingos … something tugged at my memory. “Oh, Dad, do you know of anyone who sells or rents peacocks?”

“Peacocks? Why peacocks?”

“Samantha wants to have some for her wedding.”

“Whatever for?” Michael asked.

“I don’t know; loitering about decoratively, I suppose,” I said, shrugging. “I mean, that’s what peacocks do, isn’t it?”

“That sounds very nice,” Mother said, thoughtfully. “Very nice indeed.”

“Well, if you want them, you can have them after Samantha’s finished with them,” I said. “Provided I find some to begin with.”

“Let’s go ask your mother’s cousin, the one with the farm,” Dad suggested. “He used to have some guinea fowl. Maybe he has an idea where to find peacocks.”

“Yes, I think that sounds like a lovely idea,” Mother said. “Which reminds me, Michael, about the dining room …”

“You’re having to spend an awful lot of time on silly details like those peacocks,” Dad said, as we left Michael in Mother’s clutches and strolled through the crowd looking for Mother’s agricultural cousin.

“Well, if I didn’t, who knows? Maybe Samantha would get ticked off and cancel the wedding,” I said.

“Would that be such a tragedy?” Dad said, vehemently. “If you ask me, it’ll be a sad day for Rob when he ties the knot with that one. I know you’re working awfully hard to bring this wedding off, Meg, but I hope you won’t be too upset if I succeed in talking him out of it, because I certainly intend to keep trying.”

I was speechless. I don’t know what startled me more, hearing
Dad’s outburst or realizing that Samantha had come up behind him in time to catch every word of it. If looks really could kill, Dad would be in serious trouble.

“Whatever you think best,” I said, steering him gently out of Samantha’s range.

We found the cousin, and, after extracting a promise that he would canvass the neighboring farms for peacocks, I left him and Dad deep in a conversation on the relative merits of various kinds of manure. I went to help Pam with her repairs to the buf- fet table.

“Well, at least they’re having a good time,” Pam sniffed, watching the winning team perform a decorous victory dance on the croquet field.

“I think everyone is,” said Michael. “Anything I can do to help, Meg?”

“Hold these,” Pam ordered, shoving several platters into his hands. “Mrs. Fenniman has left muddy footprints all over the tablecloth.”

“Having a wonderful time in their own inimitable fashions,” I said, watching another aunt who was standing at the very end of the backyard on the bluff overlooking the river, flinging the biodegradable garbage to a flock of seagulls while conversing with them in their native tongue. “With the possible exception of Jake,” I added. Jake was standing by himself, a drink clutched in his hand and a nervous expression on his face as he watched the bird-loving aunt.

“I do feel rather sorry for Jake,” Pam remarked.

“Jake? Why?” Michael asked.

“Well,” Pam said, “about a year and a half ago he has to retire from his job up north somewhere and move down here because his wife is sick and needs a quiet place with a better climate. No sooner do they get here than his wife up and dies. And being pretty much at loose ends, before he’s a widower for a year, he falls for Mother.”

“Who is apt to be every bit as much trouble for the poor man as an invalid,” I said.

“I don’t see that there’s any reason to feel sorry for him,” Michael protested. Pam and I laughed. “I mean, your mother
seems to be a very charming woman, and it’s not as if she’s forcing him to marry her.”

“Oh, Mother would never think of such a thing,” I said.

“Well, of course she would if she wanted to,” Pam said. “But God knows, what reason would she have?”

“But look at him,” I said. “I mean, does he look happy?” We all three turned to look at Jake.

“No,” Michael said, after a moment. “He looks like a nervous wreck. But prenuptial jitters hit some men that way. I was best man for an old college friend a couple of years ago, and I had to stay up all night with him after the rehearsal dinner to keep him from getting into his van and driving to Montana.”

“Why Montana?” Pam asked. “Was he from there?”

“No, he’d never been there or ever wanted to that I could remember. But that night, every time I would think I’d talked some sense into him, he’d jump up and say, ‘Break the news to her, Michael; tell her I’ve gone to Montana to herd sheep.’”

“But he didn’t go?” Pam asked.

“No, I got him to the church, and the wedding went off as planned. He’s never mentioned Montana again. Or sheep. Just a monumental case of prenuptial jitters.”

We contemplated Jake a while longer. When one of the neighbors came up and tapped him on the shoulder, he started so violently I was afraid he’d fall into the pool. Pam shook her head.

“If he’s got prenuptial jitters already, think how bad he’ll be by August,” she said. “The man could have a coronary.”

“Good point,” Michael said.

“Perhaps he’s more nervous than usual with his sister-in-law here,” I remarked. She certainly made me nervous.

“Does she still count as sister-in-law now that her sister is dead, or is she his ex-sister-in-law?” Pam asked.

“Late sister-in-law, perhaps?” Michael offered.

“No,” I said. “She’s not dead, her sister is. Maybe he’s worried about how she will take it.”

“Afraid she won’t like your mother?” Michael asked.

“Yes, or won’t approve of their marrying so soon after her sister’s death.”


“Hmph,” Pam said. “I’m not sure I approve of their marrying so soon.” She tossed off the rest of her drink, gave our repair work an approving nod, and stalked toward the bar.

“Do I sense that you and your siblings are not entirely happy about your mother’s remarriage?” Michael asked.

“You could say that,” I said. “I mean, we could never understand why Mother and Dad divorced. They never argued or anything.”

“Then what happened?”

“Who knows?” I said. “All of a sudden one day it was Sorry, children, your father and I are getting a divorce. All very amiable ; we all joked that Mother got the house and Dad got the garden, except for joint custody of the tomato patch.”

“And you still have no idea why?”

“Pam and I have always felt that it was all Mother’s idea, and that she was doing it because of something he did, or didn’t do. Or that she thought he’d done or not done. We thought eventually either he’d figure out what it was and set it straight, or she’d forgive him, or both of them would just get tired of the divorce and get back together. But now … it’s all looking rather permanent.”

“And you’re not happy about it.”

“Well, Jake isn’t anyone I would ever have thought of as a possible addition to the family.”

“No, I can see that,” Michael said. “Compared to your family he seems a little … well, bland.” He cast an involuntary glance at Uncle Horace.

“He certainly does,” I agreed. “Of course, I can’t say I’ve had much time to get to know him. Maybe he has hidden qualities I haven’t seen yet.” I glanced again at Jake’s rather mousy figure. “Then again, maybe bland is what Mother’s looking for. I mean he’s not likely to startle the guests at a dinner party with graphic descriptions of the symptoms of ptomaine poisoning. Or put a whole truckload of fresh manure on the flower beds just before a garden party for one of her ladies’ clubs. Or drag dead and possibly rabid animals into the house to show to the kids. All of which Dad has done, and more.”

“Quite a character, your dad,” Michael remarked.

“Sometimes a little too much so.”


“He does seem to be rather obsessed with poison, doesn’t he?” Michael said.

“Ah, I see he’s taken you on the garden tour.”

“Not exactly, but I overheard enough of what he was telling another guest earlier to get the idea,” Michael said. “Pointing out every toxic item in the landscaping, which seemed to be just about every other plant.”

“You can never be too careful,” I said. “If the buffet had been disappointing you might have been tempted to nibble on the shrubbery.”

“But now I know better. I see. Is it a hobby of his, trying to grow every poisonous plant known to man?”

“Well, when my brother Rob was little, he almost died from eating most of a poinsettia, and Dad got interested in the fact that so many common house and yard plants were poisonous. He’s made a special study of it. After all, it combines two of his major obsessions: medicine and gardening. Three obsessions if you include mystery books; he’s a rabid mystery reader. See, there he is at it again.”

“Enlightening one of the neighbors, I see.”

“Actually, that’s Mrs. Grover, the sister-in-law,” I said. Dad was pointing at one of the shrubs and gesticulating enthusiastically. “Hydrangea.” I said absent-mindedly. “Contains cyanide, mostly in the leaves and branches, although I wouldn’t advise sampling the flowers, either.”

“Charming,” Michael said.

“That’s mountain laurel next to it. I forget what it has in it, but if Socrates had been a Native American, that’s what they would have fed him instead of hemlock. And then the oleander, which contains a drug similar to digitalis.”

“Is this a family obsession as well?” he asked.

“Not at all,” I said. “But it’s hard not to pick up a few tidbits over the years.”

“I won’t need your dad’s tour, then. You can do the honors.”

“Ah, but Dad would tell you the scientific names of each poison and describe the effects in vivid, clinical detail.”

“Sounds as if it takes a strong stomach,” Michael said, with one eyebrow raised.

“Yes. Mrs. Grover seems to be enjoying it more than most
people do,” I said. She was asking rather a lot of questions and peering with those cold eyes at each plant as if committing it to memory. Perhaps some of her sister’s shrubbery was missing as well.

“Could it be her way of flirting with your dad?” Michael asked.

“More likely she’s planning on poisoning someone herself,” I replied. “Seems in character.”

“Poisoning someone? Who?” Michael and I both turned in surprise to see a startled Jake behind us.

“No one’s poisoning anyone, Mr. Wendell,” I said, gently. “It was only a joke; we were both commenting on how patient your sister-in-law is being about listening to Dad’s lecture on poisonous plants.”

“Ghastly,” Jake said, and edged away.

“Do I sense that he didn’t enjoy his tour?” Michael said, chuckling. I frowned slightly at him; Dad was coming over with Mrs. Grover in tow. I braced myself.

“And this is my daughter Meg, who’s down for the summer to help her mother with the wedding, and Michael Waterston, who’s filling in this summer for his mother, who runs our local dress shop. How’s your mother’s leg?” he asked.

“Fine,” Michael said. “Making good progress, the doctor says. I’m hoping it won’t quite be all summer before she comes back.”

“Well, tell her not to rush it,” Dad said. “You’d be amazed how many people do themselves a permanent injury trying to do too much too soon.”

“Her sister is looking after her,” Michael said. “Aunt Marigold won’t let her get away with anything she shouldn’t.”

“Marigold? Tell me, is your mother Dahlia Waterston?” Mrs. Grover asked.

“Yes,” Michael said, startled. “Do you know her?”

“Yes,” Mrs. Grover said. “I come from Fort Lauderdale, you know. I know your Aunt Marigold, and as it happens, I saw your mother not very long ago.”

“Really,” Michael said, oddly nervous.

“It must have been just before her accident,” Mrs. Grover said. “Her leg, was it?”


“Yes,” Michael said. “Quite a bad fracture.”

“Really,” Mrs. Grover said. “We must talk about her sometime.”

I found myself rather disliking her sly, insinuating manner. She seemed to say one thing and mean another, and I wondered what there could be in that short conversation to make Michael so uneasy. Perhaps he was afraid that Mrs. Grover had found out he was gay and would reveal it to his mother when she went home. Perhaps she’d found it out from his mother and he was afraid she would reveal it here, not knowing that it was already common knowledge. Or perhaps … oh, but don’t be silly, I told myself. She’s just a woman with a rather unpleasant manner. Stop letting your imagination run wild.

“Speaking of Florida, we have some very interesting tropical plants over here,” Dad said, hauling the conversation by brute force back to his pet topic. He trotted over to another section of the yard with Mrs. Grover in tow. Michael and I both breathed sighs of relief.

“What an irritating woman,” Pam said, appearing at my elbow. “If her sister was anything like her, perhaps even Mother would be an improvement.”

“Why, what’s she done?” I asked.

“What hasn’t she done?” Pam countered. “One of the aunts leaves in tears after Mrs. Grover tells her how natural her wig looked—which it does, but you know how sensitive people are when they’ve lost their own hair, and Mrs. Grover goes and announces it in front of at least a dozen people who probably didn’t realize it was a wig. She suggests that perhaps Mrs. Fenniman has had enough wine, which she has, but you know how contrary she is; she’s off swilling it down now and will probably have to be carried home. And then—well, she said something very unkind about Natalie’s looks, so I suppose you have to call me a biased witness. Oh, no, she’s talking to Eric,” Pam said, cutting short her tirade. “Excuse me while I rescue him; I don’t fancy seeing her torture both kids on the same evening.”

But before Pam had gone two steps, Mother swept over and led Mrs. Grover off. For the rest of the party, whenever I saw Mrs. Grover, she had Mother at her elbow and a vexed look on her face. Bravo, Mother.


That evening, as I was preparing for bed, I found myself getting depressed. I wasn’t quite sure why. The anticipated explosion from Mrs. Grover hadn’t happened. I’d actually enjoyed myself far more than I usually did at a family party. I’d spent much of the time with Michael. We had a great many interests in common, not to mention similar senses of humor. He seemed to enjoy the company of my eccentric relatives without actually appearing to be laughing at them. Unlike most of the theater people I’d ever met he didn’t seem to have an overdeveloped ego and an underused brain—although maybe that was because he was a theater professor, not a working actor. And he was certainly easy on the eyes. Just my luck that I was the wrong gender to suit the only genuinely attractive, intelligent, witty, and interesting male to come along in years. I told myself that it was definitely destructive to my peace of mind to spend too much time with Michael What-a-Waste. I vowed that tomorrow, at Eileen’s party, I would mingle. After all, while her father’s guest list was unlikely to include anyone as gorgeous as Michael, it might offer someone who was not only unmarried but actually eligible.





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/thumb.jpg





OEBPS/e9781429901277_cover.jpg
MURDER,
WITH PEACOCKS

DONNA ANDREWS






OEBPS/e9781429901277_i0001.jpg
MURDER,
Wi DEACOCKS

Donna Andrews

#A

St. Martin’s Paperbacks





OEBPS/e9781429901277_i0002.jpg
ST.MARTIN'S

f m

MINUTAUH

MYSTERIES





OEBPS/thumbPPC.jpg





