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Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach?

I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.

I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves

Combing the white hair of the waves blown back

When the wind blows the water white and black.

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown

Till human voices wake us, and we drown.

“The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock”

T. S. ELIOT
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Chapter One




ON the Outer Banks of North Carolina there is a legend about the ships that have come to grief in the great autumn storms off those hungry shoals. Over the centuries there have been many; the Banks have more than earned their reputation as the Graveyard of the Atlantic. Most of the graves are in Diamond Shoals, just off the point of Cape Hatteras, but the entire hundred-odd-mile sweep of coast has devoured its measure of wood and flesh. Myths and spectres and apparitions lie as thick as sea fog over the Banks, but the one that I have always remembered is the one Ginger Fowler told us all…Cecie, Fig, Paul Sibley, and me…the September of my last year in college, when we were visiting her between quarters.

“They say that whenever a ship is going to go down you can hear something like singing in the wind,” she said. “Bankers say it’s mermaids, calling the sailors. Lots of them claim to have heard it. It’s not like wind or anything. They say when you hear it, you have no choice but to follow it, and you end up on the shoals. A few of the sailors who’ve been rescued swear to it.”

We were sitting on the front veranda of the Fowlers’ house on the dunes on Nag’s Head beach, watching the twilight die over the Atlantic. On either side of us hulked the great, black-weathered, two- and three-story cottages that made up what the Bankers call the Unpainted Aristocracy—a long line of huge, weather-stained wooden summer houses that had been built in the early days of the century by the very rich. When they were first built, the houses reigned alone on that lordly line of dunes, owning by sheer force majeure the wild, empty beach. Now they are surrounded by flealike armies of bungalows and time-shares and fishing piers and umbrella and float rentals, like mastodons beset by pygmies. But even now, when you are on the front porches or verandas, you have no sense of the graceless, idiot hoards nibbling at their skirts. Only of wind and sun and emptiness, and the endless sea.

I remember that I felt a small frisson that might have been night wind on sunburned flesh, and reached for Paul’s hand. He squeezed it, but did not turn to look at me. He was looking intently at Ginger’s sweet, snub face, stained red by the sun setting behind us over Roanoke Sound and by the long, golden days in the sun. Autumn on the Outer Banks is purely a sorcerer’s spell: so clear you can see each grain of sand on the great dunes, and bathed in a light that is indescribable. We had stayed on the beach from dawn to sunset for the past four days, and all of us wore the stigmata on our cheeks and shoulders. But Ginger was the red-brown of cast bronze all over. The freckles on her broad cheekbones had merged in a copper mask, and her eyelashes and tow head had whitened. She looked like a piece of Mayan statuary in her faded cotton bathing suit with the boy-cut legs, squat and abundant and solid as the earth.

I thought she looked almost perfectly a piece of the old house and the older coast, but in fact her father had only bought the house two summers before, from an imperious old widow who was going, most reluctantly, to live with her children in Wilmington. Before that Ginger had summered at Gulf Shores, on the Alabama coast, and lived with her family in a small north Alabama town called, appropriately, Fowler. It consisted of a huge textile mill, a mill village and store, and little else, all of which belonged to Ginger’s father. The Fowlers were newly, enormously, and to us, almost inconceivably rich. Ginger worked very hard to conceal the fact, and succeeded so well that until we went to visit her on the Outer Banks, and saw the house, we did not really comprehend it. Fig had told us when she proposed Ginger for sisterhood in Tri Omega that Ginger had a trust fund of her own approaching five million dollars; in those days that was a breathtaking sum of money. But since none of us paid much attention to what Fig said, we either forgot it or discounted it. In the end, Ginger became a Tri Omega because we all loved her. It was impossible not to. She was as gregarious, sweet-natured, and simple as a golden retriever.

“And,” Cecie observed thoughtfully, “looks not unlike one.”

On the darkening porch that night at Nag’s Head, Paul smiled at Ginger and said, “Have you heard the mermaids singing, Ginger?” and the little cold breath on my nape and shoulders strengthened.

“God, no,” she said. “It would scare the bejesus out of me. I hope I never do.”

“I wish I could,” he said, and then he did look at me, and squeezed my hand again. “That would be something to hear. I think that would be worth just about anything.”

I actually shivered; it seemed to me as if the very air around us had weight and meaning, and every whirling atom had particularity and portent. But I was so much in love with him by then that everything he said, everything we did, everything that surrounded us, our entire context, had resonance and purpose. Cecie looked at me and then at Paul, and said, “I think I’ll go make some tea,” and rose and padded into the house. I watched her out of sight, thinking once more how like a small, slender boy she looked in silhouette, wishing that she liked Paul better. For two years Cecie had been the friend of my heart, one of the two real loves of my life, and I wanted her to share this new love with me. I wanted the three of us, I think, to be a unit, a whole. But Cecie, who did not often or easily give her heart, was not about to accord it to Paul Sibley. From the moment she met him she had removed herself from him, physically when she could, emotionally whenever she could not. With another friend I might have thought it was jealousy, but what Cecie and I had went far beyond and deeper than that. I did not know what it was, and somehow could not speak of it with her, and she did not to me. Paul knew that she did not like him, but had been wise enough to simply let it alone. They did not often meet.

That week in September was, in fact, the last time Cecie ever allowed herself to be in his presence, but in the end it did not matter. I lost him that weekend to that old sea and Ginger’s new money, but I did not know that until much later.

That winter I studied T. S. Eliot in a Contemporary Poetry class, and when we came to “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock” and the professor read aloud those lines of ineffable beauty and heartbreak,


“I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.”



I began to cry, suddenly and silently, and excused myself from class, and walked across campus to the Tri Omega house blinded by wind and tears, near suffocating with heartbreak and exaltation. I was still crying, intermittently, when Cecie came in from her history lab, and Fig and Ginger stopped by to see if we wanted to go to early supper.

“Who is it? Yeats? Dylan Thomas?” Cecie said, who had had the poetry course the quarter before, and knew my penchant, that winter, for quick, rapt tears. It was mostly the helpless love for Paul that triggered them, a mature and obliterating and sometimes crippling thing, that left me flayed and vulnerable, as if I had no skin. An astounding number of things pierced me and brought tears in those days. But it was partly the poetry, too. Cecie and I often stayed up late into the nights reading poetry to each other, mostly the bitter, beautiful, sharp-edged poetry of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, and if she did not, like me, weep openly, her blue eyes were sometimes liquid with tears. I never saw Cecie cry, but on those nights she often came close.

“Eliot,” I snuffled. “About the mermaids singing, but not to him…I don’t know. It reminded me of that thing Ginger told us up at Nag’s Head, about the mermaids and the ships, and then…well, I just think that it’s such a sad line. So sad, so sad…it’s all of life. It’s what ought to happen, but doesn’t. It’s…when you know it isn’t going to…”

“What is?” Ginger said, her brow furrowed with perplexity. She and Fig shared a suite with us, connected by a bath, and often, in the mornings after Cecie and I had sat up reading poetry, Ginger would stick her shower-wet head into our room and say, “I hear there was a meeting of the Tri Omega Intellectual Society last night,” and would grin and put out her tongue and slam the door as Cecie or I threw a book or a stuffed animal at her. Ginger was as slow to study as she was quick to laugh, and her grades, even in her undemanding major of Elementary Education, were in constant jeopardy. It took the entire sisterhood to get her through her pledgeship and maintain a grade average sufficient for initiation, but nobody minded. As I said, everybody loved Ginger.

I read her the lines from Eliot, and she said, “And that’s what you’re bawling about?”

“I think it’s one of the most romantic things I ever heard,” Fig breathed adenoidally. Her eyes, swimming myopically behind her thick lenses, looked like those of a rapt bug. She breathed through her mouth, audibly, as she did in times of transport. We hooted her down as we often did, and like a dog that is often threatened but not actually struck, she grinned gummily and tucked her short neck into her heavy shoulders, and looked at us slantwise.

“And sad,” she added. “It’s really sad.” If I had said the poem was the funniest thing I had ever heard, Fig would have laughed heartily. Since we pledged her, Fig had had a kind of suffocating, sexless crush on me that was as obsessive as it was inexplicable. Very few things have made me so uncomfortable. Fig was a triple legacy, and National had threatened to put us on inactive if we did not pledge her. Otherwise, in those days of casual and killing cruelty, there is no doubt that she would have lived her years at Randolph in one of the independent women’s dorms.

“If one of us were to hear the mermaids, who should it be?” she said archly. It was the kind of precious, off-balance, idiot thing she was always proposing: “If you were a flower, what would you be?” “If Kate was an animal, what animal would she be?” “If I were a famous woman of history, who do you think I’d be, Kate?”

“Grendel’s Mother,” Cecie snapped once, and Fig trilled her laughter, by then disconcertingly like mine.

“That’s good, Cecie, I’m going to put that in my diary,” she said, and Cecie groaned. Fig’s diary was infamous at the Tri Omega house. She wrote in it, furtively and ostentatiously, almost constantly. At chapter meetings you would end a heated discussion and look around and Fig would be scribbling in her diary. If you asked what she was writing, or made as if to snatch it away from her, she would pantomime fright and press it to her nonexistent bosom. Often, sitting in our room in one of the endless late night discussions that went on among us, I would feel Fig’s eyes on me, and look over and see her staring at me, mouth open, and then she would smile mysteriously and drop her eyes and scribble in the diary. By that winter she had amassed four or five of them, big fake-alligator volumes she ordered from somewhere and filled with her tiny, cribbed hand. She kept them in a locked metal strongbox under her bed, and hinted that they contained enormities. None of us felt anything anymore about the diaries but weariness.

I knew that she knew who Grendel’s Mother was, though. Fig was probably, in her own way, as brilliant a student as Randolph had ever had. Her grasp was intuitive and instant, her recall prodigious, and she studied like no one I have ever known before or since. Her point average alone, the sisterhood agreed, was worth the rest of Fig to the Tri Omegas. She was an English major, with a minor in history, and there was not a scholastic honorary she did not belong to. She meant to be a writer, and sometimes, when someone asked her again what she was writing in the diary, she would say, “I’m writing about all of you, and how proud I am to be a Tri Omega.” And she would look so humbly, hangdog grateful, and smile so terribly coyly, that the questioner would turn away in embarrassment and distaste. Fig was so thankful to be one of us, and so relentlessly, Pollyanna-cheerful, and effusive in her praise of us, that we soon ceased baiting her and simply avoided her when we could. Most of us could, except Cecie and I and Ginger. Ginger is the only one of us I never heard say an unkind word about Fig. Ginger was, and is, incapable of malice. She came into Tri Omega as a sophomore pledge from Montevallo Women’s College, having being sponsored, surprisingly and insistently, by Fig, who had lived her entire life in the shadow of Ginger’s father’s mill, in Fowler. It was, in fact, the Fowler-Kiwanis scholarship that sent her to Randolph. Fig’s people were as spectacularly poor as Ginger’s were rich. Ginger roomed with Fig, becoming our second suitemate, and went a long way in making the association bearable to me. I don’t think it ever was to Cecie, not really.

Poor Fig. Her name was Georgine Newton, but I think she had probably been called Fig from birth. She was pale, puffy, squatty, spotty, frizzy-haired, sly-eyed behind the quarter-inch glasses, and had the constant, quivering, teeth-baring smile of an abused dog. She had sinus and asthma and snored so terribly that the dean of women made a rare exception and let her live alone. When we pledged her, we drew straws to see who would become her suitemates, and when we pledged Ginger and she moved in with Fig, we had a lottery going to see how long she could bear the fusillade of garglings and snortings. But Ginger was fortuitously deaf in one ear from a stray baseball, and so they simply arranged their beds so that Fig’s snores fell on her deaf ear, and remained roommates. It was Cecie and I who heard her, through a plaster wall and a bathroom with two closed doors.

“Oh, Lord,” Cecie would say, when Fig’s name came up, and refused to elaborate. But I knew that she disliked Fig with a pure and fastidious animosity that was, for her, unusual. Cecie was censorious of few people; she simply avoided those she did not like, but she could not avoid Fig. It must have been an uncomfortable three years for her. We never talked much about it, except that once in a while she cautioned me about Fig. I had long since learned to smile and make light of Fig’s heavy, cloying adoration and her incessant copying of my voice and gestures and clothes: I was myself a stranger in a strange land, and thought I knew how she must feel, somewhere under all that Fig-ness. But I soon developed a fine-honed skill at mimicking her, and I confess that I often used it in the late nights when Cecie and I lay in our beds with the young moon shining in on us…talking, talking.

“Shhhh,” Cecie would gasp through her laughter. “She’ll hear you. She’s got her bed jammed right up against the wall opposite yours.”

“How can she hear me through a bathroom and two walls?” I would scoff. “And so what if she does?”

“I wouldn’t get on her bad side,” Cecie said. “She’s not what she seems.”

“Lord, Cecie, she’s just Fig. What is she, if she’s not that?”


“I don’t know. But whatever, it’s not what you think,” Cecie said. “Where’s your famous intuition?”

“You’re nuts,” I said, and went on being polite to the lurking, adoring Fig in her presence, and laughing helplessly at her in the nights.

And Cecie went on bearing her in silence, going away inside her head when Fig was around. It was an astonishing talent; I have seen her do it many times. You would be looking at Cecie, perhaps talking to her, and all of a sudden you realized you were looking at the diminutive, kitten-faced, redhaired outside of Cecelia Rushton Hart from the Virginia tidewater, but that the essential Cecie was simply not in residence at the moment. She could even converse while she was doing it, nodding and murmuring the right things. After a while she would slip back in behind her eyes and Cecie would be there again; I often wondered what inner world she had made for herself that so seduced and comforted her, and what she did there, and with whom. For all our bone-closeness, there was a door very deep inside Cecie through which I could not follow, and I knew it was there she went when Fig stumped too intrusively into her consciousness.

“Who would it be?” Fig insisted with that terrible, lumpen playfulness, on the day I discovered Eliot. “Who would the mermaids sing to? I think it would be you, Kate. You’ll be the one who hears the mermaids. I bet you already do.”

Cecie snorted.

“Maybe it’ll be you, Fig,” I said, thinking it would please her. And it did. She blushed an unbecoming magenta and said, “Do you really think so? I’d love that. But I’m sure it would be you. You look like you hear mermaids sometimes…”

“No,” Ginger said, surprising us. We looked at her.

“It’ll be Cecie,” she said. “Don’t you see? It has to be Cecie.”

And I smiled, involuntarily, because of course she was right. It would be Cecie to whom they sang. Behind her horn-rimmed glasses and dry Virginia drawl, Cecie was smoke and will-o’-the-wisp light, sea spray and flame. It would be Cecie who heard the mermaids singing.

And maybe she did. Maybe they all did, for all I know.

But I know that they never again, after that year, sang to me.







    

Chapter Two




IF I had had a different name and a different nose, I undoubtedly would have had a different life, but I did not realize that until I was very nearly at the end of it. My father, who was the architect of both, was as pleased with his handiwork as if he had plucked both out of a Scott Fitzgerald novel…which, in a sense, he did…but I spent most of my childhood and adolescence trying to live up to those two icons, and the rest of it trying to live them down.

My nose was and is thin and high-bridged, the type sometimes called aristocratic, a twin to my father’s. The Lee nose, as I often heard him say in his careless Virginia drawl when an adult admired mine. Which Lee it was hung, vivid and indisputable, in the very air; I can’t remember anyone asking. My name is Katherine Stuart Lee, also the moniker of the aristocrat in the airless Southern society in which my father sought to live, move, and have his being (as it is writ in the Book of Common Prayer), that other icon he espoused early on in his life. My father would have shot himself upon hearing that I had added “Abrams” to that distinguished triad when I married Alan, if he had not done so already. By that time he had long and truly forgotten that our Lee name was, if not exactly counterfeit, not precisely real, either.

Daddy was indeed a Lee, and did, indeed, attend the University of Virginia, but he was Charles Horace Lee of Canton, Indiana (pop. 2,456), not Virginia. At the University on a Rotary scholarship in business administration; and the hunt country plantation that was his patrimony existed only in the pages of the florid Southern fiction he perused from childhood, and in his hungry heart. The Stuart he bestowed on his only child did not, in either his or my mother’s family, exist at all. Some infatuated idiot from Sweet Briar told my father in his freshman year that he looked just like General Jeb Stuart. And so another branch of my family tree sprouted whole and living.

My mother was not the Mississippi belle Charles Lee represented her to be (and later came to believe she was), but the daughter of a rural grocery store proprietor in Slattery, Mississippi, of such murderous hookworm temper that Lonnie Mae Coolidge ran away from home when she was fifteen with a railroad brakeman, who abruptly detrained her in Lynchburg, Virginia. Charles Lee met her when he took a summer job washing dishes in the cafe where she worked as a waitress. Later he was fond of saying, in that beguiling drawl he had long since perfected, “Well, she hung around Lynchburg so long that I finally married her,” and everyone simply assumed that it was Randolph Macon Women’s College where she hovered, and not the Virginia Belle Cafe. If asked her class there, pretty May Lee had only to wrinkle her retrousse nose, obtained from God knew what long-ago wandering Frenchman who made his way upriver from New Orleans, and murmur, “Well, I never graduated. Charles married me and brought me to Alabama when I was just eighteen. My daddy almost had a fit.”

And her audience would smile and nod. In those days few Southern girls made it through college, especially the pretty ones. And tall, slender, slouching Charles Lee did have, in his long gray eyes and wide, sensuous mouth, the kind of banked passion capable of whirling up his love and marrying her and sweeping her away. It was widely agreed in the small society of Kenmore, sixty miles south of Montgomery in the heart of the Black Belt, where he prudently settled as far away from the upper South as possible, that there was a lot of his great-grandfather Robert E. in young Charles Lee. A few older women, who read, also thought there was a real similarity to the dashing young officer named Fitzgerald who had carried off Judge Sayre’s oldest girl up in Montgomery, though it was agreed that May Lee must be much prettier and sweeter than the wild, erratic Zelda.

My father did nothing to discourage either similarity. Indeed, his whole life was dedicated to furthering both. The precarious living he earned from his desultory and inept insurance career went for the renting and meager furnishing of a dilapidated white-columned antebellum mansion on the Santee River west of Kenmore, that stayed, throughout my girlhood, as dilapidated as the day I was born into it. My mother had no bridge or ladies’ circle meetings in its splintered, haunted drawing room, my parents had no candelit dinners in the vast, mote-dancing dining room, and in my entire girlhood I never asked a friend home after school to play. The abiding impression I have of it now is dust, dimness, and echoing silence broken by my own tentative footfalls.

“When we get it all fixed up, we’ll have a grand housewarming and invite everybody in town. Knock their eyes out,” my father would say, as we sat in the thick, wet dusk on the crumbling back porch, which was held together and shielded from prying eyes by vicious, fecund wisteria vines. He and my mother would be fanning and drinking martinis, I would be reading. Or as we huddled around the coal fire in the cracked iron grate in a back room off the kitchen we had adopted as a winter retreat. It was the only room in the house that did not have sixteen-foot ceilings, the only one that could be heated by lump coal bought by the scuttle. I think it had probably been a butler’s pantry once. There, too, they drank martinis, and there, too, I read. I read everything, everywhere, whenever I could, making thrice-weekly sorties to the Kenmore Library and coming home tottering under rich piles of spilling books. The reading consumed and saved me; I do not remember, in those early days of my childhood, being unhappy or lonely. That came later, when the world leaked in on me. I am surprised now, when I look back on it, to think that I wondered at the inner world Cecie Hart had fashioned for herself. Mine then was just as total, just as sustaining.

When I was not reading, or in school, my father tutored me. Not from books, but in what he called “the ways of the world.” How to speak, and converse, and meet people; how to eat and walk and make small talk; how to correspond properly and promptly; how to order from an elaborate menu, how to choose and serve wine. How to behave with the president of Kenmore Bank and Trust and with the black woman who came to clean, and why the minute differences were important. “You pay Mr. McClure a compliment when you say you saw his cute daughter in the drugstore, but when you say it to Essie, it’s familiar. A lady wouldn’t,” he would say.

“I’m not a lady,” I would say.

“Yes, you are,” he would reply. “A born lady, in the bone and blood. I’m not going to let you forget that. It’ll serve you well in the world.”

And because I was young and loved my handsome mountebank father, I did not ask what world he meant, or see that it existed largely inside his head. He taught. I learned.

Daddy gave it about that all his money was going to buying back his family place in Virginia, which a brother’s perfidy had sold to a Yankee businessman. When he was able, he intimated softly, he would take my mother and me back there, rightfully at home at last. All of Kenmore applauded his fineness of spirit, and his patience and gumption, and no one mentioned it when he fell behind in his dues at the country club, or his chit at the grocery, or his tithe to St. Luke’s Episcopal Church. Exceptions were quietly made, help quietly given and gracefully accepted. No one remarked upon it when my mother found herself a discreet job as secretary to the principal of the Atwater County High School; no one thought it anything but admirable when, at thirteen, I took modest summer and weekend and after-school jobs clerking about town to help pay for the drifts of clothes and crinolines that saw me through early high school.

“Your little Katie is a sweet girl, and a smart one,” the matrons of Kenmore would say to my parents. “All A’s at school, and working like a bee after, and never missing a day of Sunday School and Church. And looking like a princess to boot. We’re going to hear from her, yes, sir. She’ll make a college teacher, no doubt about it.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” my father would grin charmingly, modestly, but after a few of the comments about teaching he called me out of my deep Edith Wharton spell one evening, in April of my sophomore year in high school, and set out a new battle plan for me.

“No more drugstore and ten-cent stores for you this summer,” he said, swirling the martini glass so that the olive bumped at its sides like a fish in an aquarium. “You’re going to work on the Cape, or Nantucket.” He studied me with his narrow head cocked to one side, appraising. “And I think we’re going to let your hair grow, and put it back and up. We used to call it a French twist. Not one woman in a thousand can really wear it, but you can. It looks like money.”

I put a hand up to feel the short, lacquered flip that I and every other teenager in the Deep South wore that year.


“Do they pay you for wearing it?” I said smartly. “Because if they do, I’m all for it. Then I wouldn’t have to work on the Cape or anywhere else. I don’t want to go away by myself this summer; I’m barely sixteen.”

“Eastern girls from the best families fight to be waitresses at the Cape and the Vineyard and Nantucket,” my father said. “I’ve known multimillionaires’ daughters who did it every summer. They meet all the Ivy League boys and all the girls from the good schools, from the Seven Sisters. They make contacts that are useful the rest of their lives. A lot of them get into Vassar and Wellesley and Smith because of those summers. They learn the ways of the world they’re going to live in. You’re a little young for it, but I don’t see any point in making you hang around here summers anymore. You’ll get to thinking like Kenmore. And you’ll have the time of your life. Trust me, you will. You’ll have more dates and boyfriends than any girl from Bar Harbor to Rehoboth Beach.”

“Why would I there when I don’t here?” I said sullenly. “I haven’t had a real date ever, except in a bunch, and that was Carolyn Crenshaw’s drippy little brother. I look funny, you know I do. I look like an ostrich. And I’m going to look like an ostrich on Cape Cod.”

He smiled.

“You’re not, you know,” he said. “Down here they’re all afraid of the way you look; you outclass them by a mile. But up there you’re going to look…like they do, only better. You have very distinctive looks, Kate. You haven’t quite grown into them, that’s all. Very Eastern. Very wellborn. Tall, thin, well-shaped head and hands and feet, fine straight features, not too flashy; good teeth…and you have a smile that can light a room, when you choose to use it. You want to watch that you don’t use it too often; it’s the contrast of that smile against all that coolness that’s so effective. You have faultless manners, and a nice reserve. I’m glad we started early on that. I want you to watch very carefully and see what the other girls are wearing this summer and that’s what we’ll invest your money in. You’ll see pretty quick that it isn’t crinolines and ruffles and all those clanking bracelets.”

The weight of his expectations seemed suddenly as heavy on me as the world. I felt the dreary certainty of dropping them fill me up like water.

“Papa,” I said, “I don’t belong up there. I don’t know anything about that place and those people. I don’t know anything about anything but Kenmore and you all…I wouldn’t fit up there. Please don’t make me go.”

He pulled me to my feet and led me to the vast, dim downstairs bathroom, that always seemed to be bathed in wavering green light, an underwater place, and stood me in front of the speckled old mirror on the back of the door. He stood behind me, hands on my shoulders.

“Look,” he said.

And in the green lake light I saw two tall, misted people with straight, small Renaissance features and nimbuses of ashen hair thick around long oval faces as pale and smooth as Vermeers, and with the attenuated bodies of Modiglianis. Two people with a kind of medieval, monochromatic tawniness about them, like chiaroscuro. I stared; this was not the face that met mine in my mirror every morning, or the body. This was somebody else, wearing the fussy fake Ann Fogarties and Capezios I had bought with the money made at the drugstore and the Fashion Den. I did not know this person. I realized only later that I was seeing myself for the first time through the eyes of my father, and that to him, I had always looked that way, and always would.

“That girl doesn’t belong in this town,” he said.

And in that instant I understood that I would be leaving Kenmore that summer and, in some essential sense, never coming back.

My father’s net of alumni contacts may have been woven of spiderwebs and lies, but it floated far. By late May he had secured for me a position as a waitress in a small summer hotel on Cape Cod.

“It’s just right,” he said, when the accepting letter came. “Fifty rooms right on the water, all meals, separate dormitories for boys and girls in back, pretty good pay. You’ll work from five A.M. to two. It won’t kill you and you’ll have your nights free. That’s when everybody meets everybody else. Beach bonfires, wienie roasts, you know. And Sunday off, for sailing. You need to learn to sail. No kitchen work; they’d probably make you cut your hair, or at least keep it up in a net. I don’t want you running around up there with your hair smelling like clam chowder. Harbour House is quiet, but it’s old money. Beauchamp Childs takes his family there every summer. His girl Sydney used to work there summers. I think she’s at Sweet Briar now. Be sure and look him up. He’s the one that got you in there on short notice. I wrote him last month. You need to cultivate the Childs.”

“Are they old money?” I said, not sure what that meant. In Kenmore, if anyone had any money at all, it was apt to be old.

“Old enough,” my father said. “Champ’s family had a string of granite quarries. His father turned it into Southern Cyanamid, and Champ has taken it international. I thought of going in with him once, right after graduation. But I wanted my own business. I don’t think he ever forgave me. We used to run relay together at Virginia. He was always the flashiest, but I was better…”

He let the sentence trail off, and behind his gray eyes I could see that he had followed the thought back to those gilded long-ago cinder ovals.

“Was he in your fraternity?” I said politely. I knew that would bring him back. The little plain gold Kappa Alpha shield he kept in a velvet box on his dresser was the totem he cherished most. He wore it to church and to parties, but it never left its nest except on those occasions. Often, when he had had two or three martinis, he would tell rambling, sentimental tales of the brothers and he used to say, “Kate, May, remember this: when I die I want to be buried in the Shield. I don’t want anybody to forget that. That’s a brotherhood that transcends the grave.”

I felt something near reverence for the shield. He never let me wear it, but he told me over and over that perhaps I could aspire to it, when I was old enough, for very special occasions.

“It’s an honor not given many women, Katie Stuart,” he would say in the silken tenor the gin called out. “The girls who walked into the house at Virginia with the Shield on their breasts were princesses, the fairest flower of the South. You have to earn the Shield.”

And I would be silent, knowing that of course I had not, and probably never would. I thought of the Kappa Alpha house at the University of Virginia often in those days; my father had described it so often that I could see every polished floorboard and shining stair rail and soaring crown molding, smell lemon wax and Cape Jessamine. In my mind, it was a white-columned palace inhabited by tall, lazy, blond princes, all of whom looked like my father. All wore Confederate gray with gold epaulets.

When he did die, two springs later, he lay in a closed casket because of the damage the bullet had done to his beautiful head. Its lid had already been lowered when I arrived home from school. So I did not know that he had not, after all, been buried wearing the Shield until I found it in the top drawer of his bureau days later. I was cleaning it out, stunned and slowed with emptiness, because my mother asked me to do it. Since the funeral she had sat silently in the dim, near-empty drawing room, having her hands chafed by round-the-clock squadrons of ladies from St. Rhoda’s Altar Guild. They must have known the iced tea she kept constantly beside her was half Kentucky Gentleman, but of course, no one remarked upon it.

I taxed her with it that afternoon before the evening shift from St. Rhoda’s arrived.

“I can’t believe you forgot,” I snuffled fiercely. “You know he asked to be buried in it; you know what the Shield meant to him.”


She lifted her head, and I saw the face of Lonnie Mae Coolidge, of Slattery, Mississippi, for the first time in my life.

“No, I don’t guess I do know what it meant to him,” she said in a flat voice that came through her nose. I had never heard that, either. “The only time your daddy ever went into the famous KA house at the famous University of Virginia was to wash their famous dishes on weekends, and then he went in the back door,” she said. “I don’t know where he got the pin.”

It might have wrecked me, that ugly and resonant little revelation, but by that time I knew about the abyss.

I had no name for it then, but I already knew the awful hollowness under my feet that meant bottomless emptiness, and I knew the smell of it. It was like the cold wet air that coils up from a dead black well. I could smell the breath from my own private pit and I could even smell it about others. There is a fraternity of us, the abyss walkers. In our eyes, the world is divided by it, made up of those who walk frail, careening rope bridges over the abysses and those who do not. We know each other. I do not think it is a conscious thing with us, this knowing, at least not most of the time, or we would flee from each other as from monsters. It is an animal thing. It is only on that wild old neck-prickling level that we meet. It is only in our eyes that we acknowledge that our twin exhalations have touched and mingled. Sometimes, though not often, one of the others, the non-abyss-people, will know us, too. You may even know the feeling yourself; you may have met someone about whom otherness clings like a miasma; you can feel it on your skin though you can’t name it. When that happens, you have met one of us. You may even be one of us, down deep and in secret. As the old women in Kenmore say, it takes one to know one. Being able to feel it is not a good sign. The other half of the world, the solid, golden half, the non-abyssers…they feel nothing under their feet but solidity. They inherit the earth. We inherit the wind.

Vladimir Nabokov began Speak, Memory with the words, “The cradle rocks above an abyss.” When I read it, years later, safe for the time being in a secret garden by the sea on Long Island, I cried. The man who had brought me there looked at me over his own book and smiled.

“Already?” he said. “You just opened it.”

They were tears of kinship, and of vindication. It was like hearing the doctor say, “You were right all along, and we were wrong. It isn’t in your head. It’s a real sickness. We apologize.” This Russian, himself an exile, had named the emptiness and shown me it was vividly and certainly there, under all our feet, and always had been. This Russian was a man who knew his way around an abyss. I might walk the abyss again, but from now on this Russian would walk with me, and had given me an entire company of fellow abyss walkers. I wish that I had met him when I first looked down and noticed that beneath me lay…nothing.

I did that eight days into my tenure at Harbour House. It’s a wonder I made it until the middle of my sixteenth year, given the foundation and fabric of my parents’ lives, but I had never been anywhere but Kenmore until then, and Kenmore was, and is, an invincible keeper of dreams. There was nothing in Kenmore to let the light of reality in on me, and conversely, there was nothing on all of Cape Cod to keep it out. I went from dreamwalker to shipwrecked in the space of five minutes.

Up until then it had gone almost as well as my father had said it would. I arrived in a paralysis of self-consciousness and terror and went through my first evening there almost immobile, but no one seemed to notice. The orientation session was full of young women who looked so unlike the girls my age in Kenmore as to be exotic, but since no one seemed to stare unduly at me, it soon dawned on me that maybe my father had been right about this, at least: maybe my plain, pale, blade-thin features and the hated height and thinness were, after all, somehow Eastern and therefore desirable, and here I would, at least on the surface, fit in. Certainly no one else in the dining room listening to the hard-voiced wife of the hotel’s owner enumerate our duties looked anything at all like the belles of Kenmore. No one was ripe, no one was vivacious, no one was overtly or consciously cute, or even perky. Everyone was almost determinedly plain. I met a small sea of scrubbed, sun-touched faces and straight, clean hair and cool translucent eyes like mine, over ranks of plain cotton oxford-cloth shirts and faded Bermuda shorts, or shirtwaists unadorned save for circle pins. Weejuns and sneakers underscored everything.

All of them looked, from the neck up, anyway…like me. I looked like them. For the first time since the letter of acceptance came, a constricting band around my chest seemed to loosen just a little, and I took a slow, tentative breath.

That night I met the boys at a lobster roast for the staff, and for the first time encountered the careless, lithe-moving, assured young Ivy Leaguers my father had sent me East to meet, and felt the band tighten again. There was not a swagger, a preen, a duck’s-ass haircut, a pair of tight jeans, a sneer, or a frogged bicep in the lot of them. No Brylcream. No motorcycle boots. They wore wrinkled khakis and runover topsiders and ancient, shabby school sweatshirts, and brush cuts, and moved as if on balconies before cheering throngs. As little as I had had ken of the young men of Kenmore, I had less of these. But then, after I had introduced myself in my turn, hating my Southern accent, one of them detached himself from a group of his peers and shambled over to me and draped an arm around my shoulders and said, “Hey, theah, Miss Scahlett. Wheah you all from, honey chile?” And some sly taint of my father’s in my blood surged to the fore, and I said, “My family is from Virginia, but we live in Alabama now.”

“FFV, huh?” he said, and at my blank look, laughed and said, “You know, sweet thang, you jus’ bein’ modest. FFV as in Fust Fam’ly of Vuhginny. Ah thank I’ll call you Effie.”

And so Effie I became, that summer, to the boys and girls alike, and though I pretended to hate it, I loved it; it saved me. I kept it, for years. He had given me, in that moment, an identity, a history, and the keys to the kingdom. And a nickname. No one had ever given me a nickname before.

“Oh, okay,” I said to my father, when he called that weekend to see how I was getting on. “The work is ghastly, and the food is awful, and the weather has been just horrible, but the other kids are okay. They call me Effie, for FFV; this boy nicknamed me that. We sort of go around together…”

“What’s his name?” my father asked.

“Uh…well, they call him Stick. He’s tall and skinny. I’m not sure I remember…oh. Peter. Peter Chapin. He goes to Amherst, but I forget where he lives…”

“It doesn’t matter where he lives,” my father said, and there was a hard triumph in his voice. “The Chapin and the Amherst are enough for now. Way to go, Katie. Effie. Effie Lee. You’re doing great. You even sound different. Now listen, Kate. Remember what I said about not smiling too often? Don’t do that, and for God’s sake, don’t giggle. And watch the drinking, I know what goes on on those beaches, and I know what they say about the girls who do too much of it. Smoke if you have to, and nurse one or two beers, but no more. And Katie…no necking. There’ll be a lot of that, and a lot of the other things, too, and you’ll get a lot of pressure to do it…but don’t. You be the one who doesn’t. In the first place, you’re too young. In the second, you’ll be the one they remember next winter when the prom and house party invitations go out. Effie Lee, the cool little gal from Virginia who wouldn’t. It’s much safer, and it’s very provocative. You have a look about you, like a snow queen. Keep the mystery for now. This summer is for learning. Now. Do you need anything? Clothes? Mad money?”

“I could use a little money for clothes,” I said. “I don’t need much, but nothing I brought is right. I don’t have any Bermudas, and I need a couple of oxford-cloth shirts, and some Weejuns. You know. Loafers.”

“I know,” he said. “Do they still wear pennies in them?”


“God, no,” I said, and heard the change in my voice as well as the words. He laughed.

“Doin’ good, Punkin,” he said. “I’m proud of you. Didn’t I tell you that girl didn’t belong in Kenmore?”



On the eighth day, there was a new family at my station for breakfast, and their card read Childs, B. and family, Richmond, Va., and I knew that my benefactor had arrived.

When they came into the dining room and had seated themselves, I straightened my apron and went up to the table, smiling.

“Welcome to Harbour House,” I said, my heart bucking against my ribs. “I’m Katherine Lee.”

They looked at me, a tall gray-blond man in a seersucker jacket and gray flannel pants who did, indeed, look rather like my father, with the eyes of a peregrine falcon; a small woman in a peach linen sundress, skin tanned to leather; an adolescent boy in white shirt and chinos; and a sulky girl a few years older than me, who might have been one of my dormitory mates. This must be the famous Sydney Childs. They looked at me pleasantly, except for Sydney, who pouted, and said nothing. And then the woman said, “Well, hello, Katherine Lee. You’re new, aren’t you? I’d remember that pretty face if you’d been here before. And is that by any chance a Southern accent I hear?”

She held out her hand to take a menu from me. I thrust one into it. There was another silence. Perhaps they had not gotten my name.

“Katherine Lee, Kate,” I said again. “Charles Lee’s daughter.”

The man and woman looked at each other.

“Charles Lee,” the woman murmured. “I’m not sure which Lee…”

“He was a KA at Virginia with you, Mr. Childs, and on the relay team,” I said, my ears ringing, heat beginning to creep up from the collar of my blouse. “He…you…I believe you were kind enough to get me my job here this summer. I know he wrote you. I just wanted to thank you for that, we all appreciate it so much…”

My voice died. These people did not know who I was. They did not know who my father was.

“I’m sorry, I’ve been out of the office practically all spring and summer,” Beauchamp Childs said, looking at his wife and then at me, and then down at his menu. “My secretary must have…”

“Lord, Champ, you’d forget your head if it wasn’t glued on,” Mrs. Childs chirped, and to me, “Forgive him, sweetie, he means well, but half the time he doesn’t remember his own children. You’re very welcome, and you tell your daddy we were happy to be able to help. You’ll love Harbour House; Sydney worked here one summer when we told her we were throwing her out of the family if she didn’t do some honest work, but I’m afraid it didn’t take…”

The unrepentant Sydney rolled her eyes at her mother. Her perfect skin and nails told me she hadn’t worked here or anywhere else one instant longer than she had to.

“…so she’s back to staying out all night and sleeping all day. Your daddy should be proud of you. You give him our regards, will you? I think we’ll start with the fresh pineapple. We always do…”

I wrote their orders carefully on my pad and walked away, ears roaring, feet seeming to sink spongily into the floor. The surface felt suddenly treacherous, as if it were going to disintegrate. Behind me I heard Beauchamp Childs’ slow voice saying querulously, “…have the foggiest idea. Helen must have written the letter. I don’t remember him around the house or on the relay team, either…”

And the earth cracked open under me, and my father and the Kappa Alpha house and the University of Virginia and the sunflooded cinder track of the athletic field slid into it, and all that I knew of reality and surety slid after them. It wasn’t that I thought my father had lied, not then: that was an enormity I did not perceive until a good bit later. What I thought was that he had been there and no one had noticed, no one remembered. It was worse than a lie. It was, somehow, a death. It was as if I had been living for sixteen years with a ghost. With a handsome, vivid dead man who had an entire splendid and complicated life, knowledge, and a history that no one but I could see. No child can bear it that, to other people, its father does not exist, is nothing. It is, for the child, death in the womb.

I went into the kitchen and swapped stations with dim Bopsy Sturtevant from Colby, who had the tables across the room in an ell, much poorer territory. After that I didn’t see the family of Beauchamp Childs again, except at a distance. I will never forget that morning. It was, for me, the end of safety.

That night I borrowed Bopsy’s Colby sweatshirt and drank five beers and smoked a Pall Mall and let Stick Chapin kiss me under the Harbour House pier. I bought Bermuda shorts and Weejuns and a circle pin that looked like real gold, and learned all the verses to “Lord Jeffrey Amherst,” and “Going Back to Old Nassau,” and “Roar, Lion, Roar.” I learned, with a loathing that never left me, to sail a Beetle Cat, and to play tennis. I learned when to flirt and when to be enigmatic, when to say no and when to say yes. I did say yes, once, near the end of the summer, to Stick, in the back of his father’s Mercedes, but God was good and Stick passed out before the Black Act was accomplished. I learned to dance really well and to drop nicknames and place names with an offhand élan that would have delighted my father, and I threw away my Revlon and Max Factor and bought Chapstick and sat endless hours in the sun, with lemon juice scalding the silver ash out of my hair. By the end of the summer it was the streaked tow of every other young woman of a certain station on the Eastern Seaboard.

I did all this with a sense of walking on charged black air; I felt like a soldier picking my way across an endless minefield. But it worked. I came home with an address book full of just the sort of contacts my father had envisioned, came home the remote young Easterner he had doubtless besieged Heaven for. At home, my peers in Kenmore took one look at me and shied away like nervous colts with a panther about, snickering their scorn and fear, but books were waiting for me, and I dove gratefully into them. Again, they sustained me.

My father was ecstatic. I could not have pleased him more if he had created me by his own hand, molecule by molecule.

“See how easy it is?” he said, over and over, as postcards arrived from Dartmouth, or the phone rang from Northampton.

And such was his power that I soon remembered only that, in a way, it had been the easiest thing I ever did. How truly terrible, that it is easier to live a total lie, become a lie yourself, than to assimilate a hated truth. But it was so for me, infinitely, and it has been so for many of the people I have been the most drawn to. As I said, we know each other, and we find each other. And for a while, we live wonderfully well with the Big Lie.

It will get you, though. It always does, sooner or later. It bites the hands that feed it most assiduously and gratefully. The Big Lie can kill, and it can maim. Of the people closest to me in my own life, six have been victims of it. It stunted my mother and popped my father’s skull like a walnut. It froze Ginger in eternal adolescence and me in an endless, featureless white present, trapped in my poisoned garden like Rappacini’s daughter. It made a monster of Fig, and shattered Cecie like an eggshell. Of us, only Cecile was able to reassemble herself and dump the Big Lie for reality, take reality into herself like a lover. Only Cecie won. Yes, she did. Never think Cecie didn’t win.

I went back to Harbour House the next summer, and the next, my last summer before I went away to Randolph Macon. By then I was so thoroughly Easternized that I chafed in my new, cool, polite way at not being allowed to consider Wellesley or Vassar or Smith. My father never said, but I think perhaps the tuition for the Seven Sisters proved ultimately beyond him. My grades at James P. Folsom High in Kenmore would have entitled me to a substantial scholarship at any one of them; I had made sure of that. But he would not consider scholarships, or financial aid of any kind.

“That’s not for you, Effie,” he said. “That’s for the hairnet and health shoe crowd. Randolph Macon is a fine school, you’ll meet the same kind of girls there you would further north. After all, it’s the South where you’ll be spending your life; you’ll meet the best of the Virginia boys at Macon. And it was your mother’s alma mater. Besides, it’s time to learn to ride. You can’t live in hunt country if you can’t at least sit a horse.”

And so, after that last summer at Harbour House, where I cemented my Eastern facade irrevocably into place, ignoring the wails of my starved heart, I set off for the old white-columned women’s college in Lynchburg. I arrived driving my own ancient, sleekly restored and finely tuned green MG sports car, top down, pink with two days of sun and pride, plain of feature and cool of demeanor and immediately indistinguishable from most other freshmen. I was bid, and pledged, Tri Omega without a hitch; it was, my father had said, the best of the three sororities I was even to consider. God knows whose genteel wife he hustled for the recommendation; I never asked and the Tri Os never told me. But I knew that wherever it came from, it must have been impeccable. I was on the First Preferential list. And I don’t think my few expensive, exquisitely plain new clothes and the MG hurt, either. My father considered both investments in my future, and perhaps his. The MG had cost him less, in Kenmore, than a new Chevrolet convertible would have; no Kenmore belle would have thought of leaving for the University or Auburn or Randolph without the latter. And none would have driven the ancient MG to a dogfight. Charlie Culpepper tried to talk my father out of it. But Charles Lee’s eye for such things never failed him; the MG was the perfect touch.

God knew what it all cost him, the car and the clothes and that first year’s tuition, and the initiation fee for Tri Omega, and the gold and pearl pin, and the house fees, and all the rest. He went deeply and recklessly into debt for them. Joe McClure at Kenmore Bank and Trust made the loan himself.

When I pulled away from the old house on the Santee that September day, my mother cried and kissed me and my father kissed me and did not cry. There was something antic, a kind of capering, crazy glee, in his gray eyes.

“Godspeed, Effie Lee,” he said exultantly. “Don’t you come back here without a Kappa Alpha shield. I’ve written a few letters to brothers whose boys are at Virginia, you should be getting lots of calls.”

My heart contracted with pain and fear at that, but I smiled and waved and said I would do that thing. By the time I reached Lynchburg, I had forgotten it.

It was a good year. The car and the clothes and the sorority were the groundwork, and I worked hard to build on them. I studied prodigiously, and made the freshman honorary. I obediently dated the Virginia KAs who did indeed call, and liked them well enough. I smiled infrequently, and necked never. I got proficient enough on a horse not to embarrass my father; after he saw me riding in the school ring when he and mother visited at Thanksgiving, he sent me a custom-made habit and boots. I still have them, in a trunk in the attic. It amuses Alan no end when I try them on, as I do sometimes. Effie Lee Abrams, sweetheart of the regiment, he calls me.

Randolph Macon was a world that seemed to value my good mind and manners and the Lee nose and name, and did not care if I bubbled or not. I learned some wonderful things and found a grateful and abiding love for learning, and made a few cool, light, seemly friendships, and liked those, and I probably would eventually have married a wellborn young scion who could have made my ravenous, fugitive father secure at last. But in the end, there wasn’t time. Late that spring, after receiving no payments at all from him, Joe McClure called my father’s loan at the bank, and the country club and the town merchants who had been carrying him for a long time joined the hunt, and on a sweet, cool May evening my father drove his late model Lincoln down to the banks of the Santee, well away from our house, and shot himself in the mouth with a .32 Smith and Wesson. They didn’t find him until the next day. The car was a mess; Charlie Culpepper, who had been thinking reluctantly to repossess it, never did manage to sell it.

“Where did he get that gun? He never had any gun. I never saw a gun in this house in all the years we lived here,” my mother sobbed, over and over. She was frail and diminished and groping, a pretty mistletoe whose host oak had toppled. “He must have borrowed it; it was all an awful impulse…”

Dry-eyed, holding her hands and patting them, my heart stone in my chest, I knew better. I had read the Andrew Turnbull biography of Hemingway in my father’s bookcase almost as often as he had. The gun was precisely the same make and model with which Hemingway’s father had shot himself and which his monstrous mother had sent him: my father had used Hemingway’s gun. He may even have used it for the same reasons that, finally, Hemingway did. It must have been long and carefully planned.

My poor father. Even his death was a lie.

I only cried once during that entire awful time, though my mother and, it seemed, every other woman in Kenmore, wept constantly. The morning after the funeral, J. R. Phipps, the other agent in my father’s jury-rigged insurance company, called to say that my father had, the year before, taken out a small policy specifically to benefit my education, and with great care it should see me through one of our state institutions. I did cry then, bitterly and hopelessly and for many hours, cried in my locked room for my father and his sad, malignant foolishness, and for myself, and for Randolph Macon and the vanished East. Cried for the loss of the ersatz accepting life I had found in both, and for all other things forever lost to me. I don’t remember crying for my father ever again. For nearly a year I did not even mention his death.

But I cried for Randolph Macon and the East many more times that next year, for at first I was profoundly unhappy at Randolph University. I had chosen it because it sounded most like the school I had loved and left behind, and I entered the School of Interior Design that fall, and moved into the Tri Omega house my second quarter there. But neither school nor sorority made me welcome. The sorority, for all practical purposes, had to take me, since I was a transfer in good standing, but it was plain that they did not know what to do with me. I knew that my new sisters thought me strange, affected, and as exotically odd looking as a giraffe in my height and slenderness, among all the cinch-waisted and diminutive cheerleaders and fraternity sweethearts and beauty queens. My shyness and reserve and heavy, secret, dead grief they thought to be conceit, and my plain, conservative cottons and tweeds made their crinolines and pushup bras seem very faintly trashy. They never said so, but I saw it in their eyes. I did not dare even unpack the habit and boots. I knew Amherst and Yale songs and wrote to girls named Muffy and Smitty at schools like Wellesley and Sarah Lawrence, and I had seen plays in New York and rode horses and had a cocktail shaker with a Hasty Pudding seal on it. I myself heard the rumors that I knew how to make a martini, and the ones that I was rich and blueblooded. I knew that the Tri Os reveled in the patina I lent the chapter, even as they mimicked my slouch and my cool voice and my habit of going completely without makeup. But they did it behind my back.

The Tri O I was assigned to room with was pinned to an ATO and spent every waking moment until curfew with him, and spent the hours after that pointedly studying in other rooms, coming back to ours only after I had put out the lights, creeping ostentatiously into bed in darkness and silence. She had no classes until eleven in the mornings, and so I dressed in the dark and left the room long before she stirred. If she had not gotten pregnant and dropped out of school to marry her ATO and follow him off on his summer ROTC cruise, I might not have been able to stick the misery, and I truly don’t know what would have become of me then.

But she did, and one afternoon toward Thanksgiving, only a few days after she had gone, my door opened and a girl I had never seen before put a copperthatched head around it and grinned a three-cornered dimple-flickering grin, and said in a precise, Tidewater voice, “Is this the dreaded Temple of the Unclean?”

And I answered, on a rush of lightness and deliverance, “It is. Abandon all hope, ye who enter here.”

“Consider it abandoned,” Cecie said, and tossed a load of clothes into the room and followed them in, and after that everything was all right.









End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/page-template.xpgt
 

    
       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
             
             
             
             
             
             
         
      
   

    
       
   





OPS/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





OPS/9780061748776.png
ANNE RIVERS
MIDONS -

ARG





