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The present contains nothing more than the past, and what is found in the effect was already in the cause.
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Prologue



Memories are our waking dreams.

Certain scenes recalled fill our minds with the immediacy of the present, though the event is long past. We hear words and are convinced we are remembering what was actually said. We see a room in exact detail. The particular drapes at a windowthe fall of the fabric, the texture of the cloth. The flowers in a vase, their fragrance tenacious. The taste of a perfectly ripe pear, its juice sticky and sweet. Not the vague recollection of someone, but his very presence. Warm skinin need of a shave, the feel of the slight bristle against the caress of a cheek.

Yet other memories can be revived only obliquely. These tend to move persistently out of reach, slipping further and further away as we struggle to remember them. Tantalizing. How old was I? Which house was it? Who was that person? They retreat until it is only the face and the place in the photograph we are holding in our hands and not real memories at all.

Ephemeral, fleetingperhaps dreams have the advantage over memories. Certainly bad dreams do. Even our worst nightmares diminish over time. But the waking terror of a vivid recollection is with us for life. It comes unbidden, not merely an uninvited guest, but an unwanted one. Were in the shower, driving, reading, talking, and suddenly these scenes push everything to one side, and, hostages, we can only watch helplessly, forced back into the past. The voices are too loud to ignore. The words repeat over and over again.

This tale is that kind of memory.

Faith Sibley Fairchild, 1999










One



Is there a back way out of this apartment? the young woman asked anxiously. The caterer turned in surprise. It was a line she had heard only in the movies. Theres a service door past the maids room, she answered, indicating the direction with a wave of her hand, still clutching the pastry tube she was using to pipe florets of dilled mayonnaise onto timbales of smoked salmon mousse.

The womans next line, although equally surprising, was not from a script.

Is that you, Faith? Faith Sibley?

It was.

Faith put the tube down and focused on the person in front of her. Startlingly large deep blue eyes, chin-length burnished red-gold hair, skin like veritable alabaster. It was a measure of the kind of concentration that Faith brought to her work not to have recognized Emma Morris, now Emma Stanstead, immediately. Theyd spent most of their school years together, in school and out.


Emma! Faith flung her arms around her friend, mindful of Emmas black Ralph Lauren evening suit and the dark mink over one arm. Emma! Its been ages. Emma hugged her back. No air kisses, just a good, hard hug. Air kisseson both cheeks if it was a really, really close friend or celebthe greeting of the eighties.

But what are you doing in the kitchen? Emma asked.

Faith would have thought her white jacket, checked trousers, and toque supplied the answer, yet Emma, while not stupid, had tended to approach life at a slower, more gentle pace than that of her fellow classmates.

Im a caterer now, with my own company, Have Faith. Surprisingly, Ive gotten only a few calls from people looking for an escort serviceor God. Most of the calls are to do parties like this, and things have been going amazingly well. Faith stopped. She was gushing; plus, she was getting absolutely no response at all from her audience. Emma was listening with the air of a woman who is sure the ringing phone is going to be her doctor with news of a fatal diagnosis. Faith surreptitiously rapped her knuckles on the table for the continued prosperity of her fledgling businessand for her friends well-being.

Her impression was confirmed by Emmas reply. That sounds like fun. The food was lovely. Some little shrimp things? Emmas voice trailed off and she looked in the direction of the exit. The earlier note of fear in her voice was backfull force.

Are you okay? Whats wrong? Faith asked, putting her hand on Emmas arm and pulling her away from the kitchen bustle and over toward the windows. Outside, the stars were obliterated by the lights of New York City, several million watts, brighter than usual at this holiday time of year. It was bitterly cold and those below on the sidewalk walked quickly, heads bent.

Emma seemed momentarily transfixed by the viewor some other view in her minds eye. She looked very much the same as she had when they were in high school together six years earlierextremely beautiful and not much older. So far as Faith could tell, the only changes were that she was a bit more slender, had cut her hairand was terrified.

She released her grasp and faced her friend, repeating the question more forcefully. Emma, do you need some help? Whats wrong?

Wrong? What could be wrong? Emma said. Faiths query had dropped a penny in the slot, and Emma began to move. She shrugged on her fur and pulled gloves from a pocket, dropping a Christmas card shed been holding in the process. Faith bent down to retrieve it for her, but Emma swoopedall but knocking Faith overgrabbed the card, and was out the door in an instant. Since she was Emma and had been raised properly, Thank you so much. Lovely to see you floated back.

Faith stood staring after her, puzzled. Emmas perfume lingered, at odds with the fragrance wafting from the tray of bite-size wild mushroom quiches one of Faiths assistants was transferring to a serving dish.

Put some of the crab cakes with those and theyll be ready to go, Faith instructed, focus back. Emma receded.

Except Emma was back, and once more Faith was startled.


Could you meet me tomorrow? At the Met. Inside the front entrance at noon? she whispered in Faiths ear.

Tomorrow? Faith found she had lowered her voice in response to Emmas tone. Then noting the desperate look on Emmas face, she said, Ill be there. Emma nodded and vanished. This time, apparently, for good.

Focus now totally shot to hell, Faith tried to think what could be going on with Emma. Theyd lost touch when Emma transferred to boarding school for her senior year, and then theyd ended up at colleges far apart, seeing each other sporadically when home. Faith had been invited to Emmas wedding when shed married Michael Stanstead, a lawyertwo, or was it three years ago?but Faith had been in Europe at the time.

Granted, it was a stressful time of yearas was life in the Big Apple at any season, particularly in the circles Emma traveled inmoney had married money, and Stanstead was involved in politics, too. But the fear on Emmas face hadnt been that of someone worried about finishing her Christmas shopping or getting her cards out. It wasnt a What am I going to wear to the United Nations Association benefit next week? look or Did I send our contribution to Covenant House?

It was fright, as in Im scared.



You can go, Howard. The two of us can finish up. As usual, you were magnificent. Faith blessed her lucky stars often; in this case, for delivering Howard, the perfect bartender/waiter. He was attractive, but not so arresting as to divert attention from the food. Bright and funny, maybe the best thing about Howard was that he didnt want to be an actor. Or a writer. Or a composer. Or anything else except what he was.

It was after nine. Tonight, Faith could afford to take her time. She didnt have another job, or she would have been long gone. This one had been described initially as cocktails for a few business friends with a few nibbles. A few had become a crowd. The nibbles heartier. Howard reported thatas often happenedthis was dinner for many of the gueststhe juniors, he called them. Faith was glad shed prepared plenty of foodfilling food. Shed known from the hosts choices that sashimi and white wine were out. These guys still ate red meatand they were mostly guys with a few trophy wives or girlfriends scattered about the room like tinsel on a tree. She was cynical enough to know that the host would have asked some guests to bring arm candy and some not.

A good party? Josie, her full-time assistant, was looking for some strokes.

A very good partyand I should know. Faith smiled.

Shed been to enough of them over the years. Born twenty-threealmost twenty-fouryears ago to the Reverend Lawrence Sibley and his wife, Jane, ne Lennox, a real estate attorney, Faith had grown up in Manhattan with her sister, Hope, one year younger. Childrens parties and the delights of Rumpelmayers had given way to increasingly less innocent pleasures, culminating in New Yorks club scene and parties, endless parties. Wasnt that what the eighties were all about?

Unlike Hope, whose career aspirations had been well defined by age ten, when shed asked for a subscription to the Wall Street Journal for Christmas, Faith hadnt had a clue about her future for many years. It had been pleasant to consider the world her oyster and contemplate any number of possibilities for a while. Then one morning early in the fall after shed graduated from college, shed awakenedlateand realized she was very, very bored. The unexamined life was not worth living, she knew from her fathers sermonsand Platoso shed lain back and thought. She could get married. There were several possibilities in that department, but she wasnt in loveand she wasnt that bored. She could get a job. Her mother had taken to leaving the Times on the kitchen table, open at the Help Wanted section. It made sense, but what kind of job? She could go back to school. Most of her friends seemed to find it necessary to add more initials to their names, yet Faith did not feel called in that direction.

It had not escaped her notice that lately shed been paying more attention at parties and restaurants to the foodthe way it was served and the way the table was setthan to her companions. And all with a highly critical eye. Shed always loved to cook and had taken as many courses as she could get away with in her colleges famed culinary arts department while still earning a B.A. in English. Shed sat up in bed, the previous nights dinner still before her eyes. I could do that, shed thought, and much better.

Shed traded her social life for an apprenticeship with one of the citys top catering firms and courses at the New School in how to run your own small business. Her family had watched with bemusement and some skepticism. Then, when Faith had announced she was dipping into the modest trust fund left by her grandfather to launch Have Faith, shed encountered some resistance.

Have you considered the rate of failure for such ventures? her mother had asked, pulling a computer printout from her Prada purse at lunch at Le Bernardin. The restaurantnew, hot, and specializing in seafoodwas Faiths current favorite. Shed known her mothers spur-of-the-moment invitation had been as calculated as her own acceptance. Shed reached into her own purseLongchampsand pulled out the numbers she had crunched. Her mother had been surprisedand impressed. By the time the coffee had arrivedstrong and blackJane Sibley had seemed close if not to approval, then to acquiescence. But still shed wavered. Faith could legally use the money as she wished, yet she had wanted her parents blessing. Then shed hurled her last spear.

Its because having a daughter whos a cook doesnt give you the same reflected glory that having one whos cornering the market does, right?

Good heavens, no. The other way around these days. And what a mean thing to say, dear. I wont repeat it to your father.

Then what is it? You want me to get married? You want grandchildren?

Oh, you silly, Im worried youre going to lose all your money, of course.

Well, Im not. Trust me, Faith had heard echoes of earlier talking-tos from motherconversations about things like curfews.

Her mother had reached over to pat her hand. I do. And that was that.

Faiths aunt, Charity Sibley, had been enthusiastic about the idea from the beginning. Stretching far back into the highest branches of the tree, the Sibleys had named the first three females in a family, Faith, Hope, and Charity. Faith was convinced that the reason she had merely one sibling was her mothers aversion to the name Charity and her awareness that it was a tradition Lawrence wouldnt have even fleetingly thought to break.

Charity Sibley was a natural ally for Faith, having started her own extremely successful ad agency when she was only a few years older than Faith was now.

Such a hot field, shed said, congratulating her niece. After Black Monday in 87, everyone moaned and groaned about all the money theyd lostserving spritzers instead of a glass of wine. All those boring pures and coulischeap, but not very filling. Happily, things are back to normal now and entertaining is entertaining. You can do my Christmas party. Lots of fun food and music. I dont want any sad faces. Shed been alluding not to junk bonds, but to her decision to sell her business and her apartment at the San Remo, overlooking Central Park on the West Side. Shed already purchased a rambling old house with acres of land in Mendham, New Jerseya decision that had shocked and saddened her many New York friends. Jersey! one had exclaimed on Chats answering machine. Why not Forest Lawn! Chat had stuck to her decision, smilingly confident that anyone who really wanted to see herand her pool, tennis court, whirlpool, sauna, and other amenitieswould manage to find a way to cross the Hudson River.

I always get lost in New Jersey had been Faiths sole comment.


Ill give you a map, Chat had replied.

That settled, there was no question that favorite aunt and favorite niece would continue to see as much of each other as before.

Have Faith had edged into the highly competitive New York catering market in early fall and quickly established itself by word of mouth, lip-smacking mouths. Before, in many circles, snaring Faith Sibley as a guest had been considered a coup. Faith was not yet swamped by business, but the future looked promising. On the strength of the tide, shed moved into her own placea studio on West Fifty-sixth Street, but a studio with a doorman in a prewar building with an enormous, beautifully landscaped inner courtyard. Not that home, a spacious apartment on the East Side, was bad. Jane Sibley had married Lawrence, the son and grandson of men of the cloth, with the proviso that he find a calling on her own turf in Manhattan. God knew, there were as many lost souls on the island as anywhere else. She had hoped to maintain a modicum of privacy this wayprivacy unavailable in the village-type parsonage of Lawrences youthful dreams. Watching her struggle to keep the blinds drawn, as well as their fathers only occasionally reasonable hours, had convinced both Faith and Hope to avoid men without button-down collars and Windsor knots.

Nesting into her studio, Faith didnt miss the larger baths and reliable heat across town. She was on her own at last. She had also recently signed a lease for a new, expanded location for the business. Grown-up papers to sign. Grown-up fees to a lawyer.

Yes, it had definitely been the right decision and she had never been so happy, she reflected. There had been plenty of glitches and near catastrophes, but tonights catering job had been a piece of gteau. They were almost finished packing up. This had been one of the better kitchens to work in, recently remodeled and, from the sparkling appearance of the appliances, plus the absence of anything save champagne, orange juice, caviar, and DoveBars in the refrigerator/freezer, one seldom used.

Josie had gone down to the van with the first load. Faith gave a last look around to make sure they werent leaving anything. The table was bare again, except for todays paper. Idly, she pulled it over. She hadnt had time to read it yet. Hadnt, in fact, read the paper for days. There was no escaping todays lead. The headline was unusually sensationaland largefor the Times. As well it might be.

Underground Radical Leader Nathan Fox Dead Apparent Homicide, Say Police

She sat down and began to read the article, wondering at the same time why she felt so shocked, so stunned. According to the paper, hed gone underground in 1970. Shed only been three years old. Hed had a tremendous effect on another generation, but not much on hers. Still, she felt shaken. She looked up as Josie came back.

Did you hear about Nathan Fox?

Where have you been? Its been the only thing on the news all day. Never mind. I know where youve been. Josie laughed. It is pretty amazing. All these years they havent been able to find him, and now he turns up dead in an apartment on the Lower East Side.


Faith read out loud, Police say there were no signs of forced entry at the apartment off Grand Street that Fox rented under the name Norman Fuchs two years ago. They speculate his assailant or assailants might have been known to him, but burglary has not been ruled out as a motive. A source, requesting anonymity, close to the investigation revealed that the book-filled apartment had been completely ransacked. She paused. They must have thought he had something valuable. I wonder what they were looking for?

Not the money from Chase Manhattan Bank. He was a much better talker than doer. Remember? He and two others were going to rob the bank and distribute the money to the truly needy or whatever, but as soon as they passed the note to the teller, they were caught. Didnt get so much as a roll of pennies. I didnt hear how he got away exactly.

Faith, who had been scanning the newsprint, answered, The article says there was a fourth accomplice waiting in a car. Fox managed to get away from the banks security guards before the police arrived. He knocked one of them out, which added assault and battery to his charge.

He was armed, but he didnt shoot. They should have given him credit for that.

How do you know so much about all this? Faith asked. Heretofore, any conversations about politics with Josie had consisted in wondering what Mayor-Elect David Dinkins would serve at his inaugural at Gracie Mansion compared to his flamboyant predecessor, Ed Koch. Josie was even more dedicated to food than Faith. Shed grown up in Virginia, raised by a grandmother who was apparently famous over several counties for her fried chicken. Josie had come to New York several years ago and started working at any food-related job she could get, taking as many coursesand covering as many cuisinesas she could squeeze in. She was all set to open Josies as soon as she had the moneyand the perfect location. Dream, nothing, shed told Faith. Josies was fact. Future fact, but fact.

I told you. Theres been nothing else on the news all day. Every time I turned on the radio, there was some piece of the storyor some guy talking in one of those serious This is nothing but a test voices about how its the end of an era.

Faith knew what Josie meant about the voice, which was intended to be reassuring, yet managed instead to imply the button had just been pushed and everyone was doomed.

She had turned to a profile of Fox on an inside page and was studying his photograph, taken shortly before he disappeared.

Not bad-looking, she commented. No, make that definitely acceptable, and this looks like a lousy picture. He had the regulation long, flowing locks of the sixties and wire-rimmed granny glasses, but behind the frames, his eyes were bright and intelligent. He had a full, sensual mouth curved in a slightly mocking smile. She could almost see him shrugging. Like, Whats the big deal? She wondered where the picture had been taken, what the context had been. Suddenly she felt sorry for the man. All those years on the run. Granted, he had tried to rob a bank, a big bank, but he hadnt killed anybody, and now hed been killed. An apparent homicide. Why did they always say that? Hed been shot and the weapon was missing. There was nothing apparent about it at all. Murder. Hed been murdered. In broad daylight. The medical examiner estimated the time of death as 4:00 P.M. She gave a slight shudder. She liked the Lower East Side, and the blintzes at the Grand Dairy restaurant were the best in the city. Grand Street would mean something else for a while now. Something other than long-ago pushcarts and present-day discountsand the blintzes.

The end of the sixties at the end of the eightiesthats what the commentators having been saying all day. His death is supposed to be some kind of significant event, like it was planned as a big period for the decade. John Lennon in 1980; Nate Fox in 89. I dont think junkies are into this kind of political, philosophical shitand you know thats what its going to turn out to be. Junkies looking for something to hock.

Faith laughed and agreed. Nobody she knew could puncture a balloon like Josie. Every obit this year has had Swan Song for the Eightiesfirst it was Lucy, then Olivier, then Irving Berlin. I thought when Diana Vreeland died in August, that would be it. But they trotted it out again for Bette Davis.

Josie was putting on her coat, but Faith was still lost in the article. Shed have to pick up a paper on her way home. How had he stayed hidden all these years? Obviously, he must have had a network of friends, people sympathetic to his ideas. Family? But the FBI would have been keeping a close eye on any relatives. She skipped to the end, where they always listed survivors. No survivors. Nobody? It was an amazing thought. No siblings, parents dead. Never married, or if so, divorced. She began to construct his life rapidly. Where had he grown up? Born in Newark, New Jersey, the article said. Newark before the 68 riots. Newark, home of Jewish intellectuals and an upwardly mobile middle class. Weequahic High School. Philip Roth country.

There were many facets to Faith Sibleys personality, some in direct contradiction to others. She was both open-minded and given to snap judgments; label-conscious and down-to-earth; somewhat self-centered and overly generous. The one dominant trait for which there was no antiphony was her curiosity. There had never been a time when she hadnt wanted to know everything about everybody. Curiosity and an exceedingly active imagination. She was the original Why? child, and Jane had almost been driven mad by her daughters questions. Faiths father, Lawrence, had greeted her inquisitiveness with joy. An infant epistemologist. Hed answered at great length, in excruciating detail. Faith had soon learned to engage in interior monologues, and she was doing this now. What if Foxs death was tied to the movement and not a random act of urban violence? Why not the FBI itself? A bust gone wrong? But if youd known Fox was Fox, hed have been worth more alive than dead. There was a large reward for his capture.

Come on, boss, I want to go home and take a long soak in a hot tub with lots of bubbles.

Faith stood up and carefully placed the paper back exactly as shed found it. It hadnt appeared that anyone in this household had read it, either. It was probably the maids paper; the Times and Wall Street Journal would be left at the front door each morning by the doorman and read on the way to workor with white gloves to keep the nasty, smudgy type from ones manicured hands by wife or mistress left in bed. Nathan Foxs death wouldnt affect the market. Therefore, it would have been of only passing interest, good for a crack or two about radicals, hippies, phases outgrown or merely transformed. One of Faiths recent dates had entertained her for an hour with his elaborate theory that Yuppies, whose death was celebrated in the 87 crash, were the flip side of the coin from hippies. Same sense of entitlement, self-interest, self-righteousness, same segment of the population. Grazing and arugula versus macrobiotics and grass. Coke versus acid. Different taste in clothes, yet same awareness and disdain for deviations. What, no beads? What, no Rolex? See what I mean? Faith had, and it made sense. There werent any hippies anymore, only aging hippies, and that was a pejorative. Nate Fox was fifty-six, an aging radical. She tried to imagine how he must have looked at the time of his death. Significantly different, or he wouldnt have been able to hide in plain sight. Maybe the FBI had lost interest in him. There were bigger fish in the sea. Maybe theyd stopped looking.

Ah, Id hoped you might still be here. It was the host, rubbing his hands together after pushing through the kitchen door, followed by two other men, almost indistinguishable from himself. They looked to be in their early thirties in well-cut dark suits with well-cut dark hair, and their clean-shaven faces were slightly flushedbut not too flushedas evidence of a good time. One of them was smoking a cigar.

Wonderful job, Faith. It all went off rather splendidly, dont you think?

While not above giving herself a pat on the back, Faith wasnt sure how to reply. A Yes was terribly self-congratulatory; a No unthinkable.


People seemed to have a good time.

Yes, they did, and I thank you. We have something coming up in February for some out-of-town clients. Ill call you with the date next week. He took a bottle of champagne from the refrigerator, confirming Faiths suspicion that he hadnt expected her to still be there at all.

She handed him three glasses from the cupboard behind her. Im sure well be able to work something out. Im glad you were pleased with tonight.

One of the men, who looked vaguely familiar, took the cigar from his mouth, tapped some ash in the sink, and said, Have you got a card? A good caterer is worth her weight in gold these days. Business all right?

I cant complain. Faith found herself relaxing under his gaze. He was either genuinely interested or awfully good at faking it. She handed him a card.

My name is Michael Stanstead, by the way, he said, tucking her card into his wallet.

Of course he looked familiar. Assemblyman Michael Stanstead. Stanstead Associates law firm Michael Stanstead. Society page Michael Stanstead. Husband of Emma, Michael Stanstead.

Im a friend of your wifes. Emma and I were at school together, Faith said. A firm believer in conveying minimal information, especially to someones nearest and dearest, Faith didnt mention their encounter in the kitchen.

The change in Stanstead was immediate. His smile vanished and his brow furrowed. The host patted him on the shoulder. Dont worry. Im sure shell be better tomorrow.

Emma wasnt feeling well and left the party early, Michael told Faith. Its probably just this flu thats been going around, but He paused. Well, I am worried about Emma. Very worried.

That makes two of us, Faith thought.
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