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Prologue 

. 

For as long as I could remember, the only person I could share my deepest secrets with was Luke Casteel, Jr. It was as if it were truly alive only when he was with me, and in my secret putaway heart, I knew he felt the same way, even though he had never dared say anything about it. I wanted to look at him, look into his soft dark sapphire eyes forever and ever and tell him what I really felt, but the words were forbidden. He was my half brother. 

But there was one way I could look continually at him and he at me without either of us being self-conscious about it or feeling someone would discover our secret, and that was whenever I painted him. He was always a willing subject. With the easel between us and my world of art serving as a window, I could stare closely at his perfectly shaped, high-cheeked, bronze face and I could capture the way those unruly, jet-black strands of hair always fell over his forehead. 

Luke had my aunt Fanny's hair, but my father's deep blue eyes and perfect nose. There was strength in the lines of his mouth and in his sharp, smooth jawline. I couldn't help seeing the clear resemblances to my father, and even to myself. He had the same tall, lean build Daddy had and kept his shoulders back the same way. The resemblances always saddened me because they reminded me that Luke wasn't simply my half brother; he was my illegitimate half brother, born out of a passionate indiscretion between Daddy and my aunt Fanny, my mother's sister, something we all understood was best kept unmentioned. 

We tried to leave it behind us, stuffed away in the shadows, even though we both knew people whispered and gossiped about us in Winnerrow. 

Although my family was the most prominent in Winnerrow, we were a very odd family indeed. Luke, Jr. lived with his mother, who had been married twice: once to a man much older who had died, and once to a man much younger, who had divorced her. 

Everyone in Winnerrow remembered the court hearing over who would win custody of Mommy's and Aunt Fanny's half brother Drake, after their father Luke and his new wife Stacie were killed in a car accident. Drake was only about five at the time. The argument was settled out of court, with Mommy getting custody and Aunt Fanny getting a lot of money. Drake hated to hear about it, and more than once got into a fight at school when some boy teased him about "being bought and paid for." Mother said Drake had her father's temper anyway. He was handsome, muscular, and very athletic, as well as very bright and determined. Now he was a student getting his M.B.A. at Harvard Business College. Even though he was really my uncle, I always thought of him as a big brother. Mommy and Daddy raised him as they would raise a son. 

Most everyone in Winnerrow knew about 

Mommy, how she was born and raised in the Willies, how her mother had died giving birth to her, how she had lived in a shack most of her young life, and then gone off to live with her mother's rich family, the Tattertons. 

She lived at Farthinggale Manor, or "Farthy," as she often called it whenever I could get her to talk about it, which wasn't very often. 

But Luke and I talked about it. 

Farthinggale Manor . . . it loomed high in our imaginations . . this magical, yet sinister place, a castle filled with a thousand secrets, some of which we just knew had to do with us. It was still the home of the mysterious Tony Tatterton, the man who had married my great-grandmother and who still ran the great Tatterton Toy empire, now only loosely associated with our Willies Toy factory. For reasons Mother would not discuss, she refused to have anything to do with him, even though he never failed to send us all birthday and Christmas cards. He had sent me dolls from everywhere in the world every birthday for as long as I could remember. At least she let me keep them . . . precious little Chinese dolls that had long, straight black hair, and dolls from Holland and Nor-way and Ireland with colorful costumes and beautiful, sparkling faces. 

Luke and I wanted to know more about Tony Tatterton and Farthy. Even Drake was very curious, although he didn't talk about it half as much as Luke and I did. If only our home, Hasbrouck House, was as open and revealing about the family's past as it was on holidays when Mommy and Daddy's friends and their families wandered freely through it. There were so many lingering questions. What finally had brought my parents back here from the rich, lavish world of Farthinggale Manor? Why did my mother want so much to return to Winnerrow where she had been considered lower than everyone because she was a Casteel from the Willies? Even when she had been a teacher here, she hadn't been fully accepted by the rich, snobby townspeople. 

So many secrets haunted the shadows around us, hanging in the corners of our minds like old cobwebs. For as long as I could remember, I felt something was supposed to be told to me about myself, but no one had told it not my mother, not my father, and not my uncle Drake. I sensed it in the silences that sometimes fell between my parents and between them and me, especially between my mother and me. wished I could come to a clear, clean canvas and lift my paintbrush and pull the truth out of the blank white sheet before me. Maybe that was why I had always been obsessed with my painting. Hardly a day passed when I didn't paint something. It was as much a part of me as breathing. 






Part 1 

ONE 



Family Secrets 

. 

“Oh no!” Drake exclaimed, coming up behind me without my realizing it because I was so involved in my painting. “Not another picture of Farthinggale Manor with Luke, Jr. gaping out a window at the rolling clouds." Drake rolled his eyes and pretended to go into a faint. 

Luke sat up quickly and brushed the strands of hair of his forehead. Whenever anything embarrassed or unnerved him, he always went to his hair. I turned slowly, intending to scowl at Drake the way Miss Marbleton, Luke's and my English teacher, would every time anyone misbehaved or spoke out of turn; but Drake wore his impish smile, and his coal-black eyes glimmered like two dew-covered stones. I couldn't make myself angry at a face like that. He was so handsome, but no matter how often he shaved, he had a dark cloud in his complexion. My mother was always running her hand over his cheeks affectionately and telling him to shave away the porcupine quills. 

"Drake," I said softly, practically pleading with him not to say anything more that might embarrass Luke and me. 

"Well, it's true, Annie, isn't it?" Drake persisted. 

"You must have done a half dozen pictures like this with Luke inside of Farthy or walking about the grounds. And Luke wasn't ever there!" He raised his voice to clearly remind us that he had been. I tilted my head to the side the way my mother did when something suddenly occurred to her. Was Drake jealous of my using Luke as an artistic subject? It never occurred to me to ask him to pose because he rarely sat still long enough for me to paint his likeness. 

"My pictures of Farthy are never the same," I cried defensively. "How can they be? I'm working only from my own imagination and the little tidbits I've been able to pick up here and there from Daddy and Mommy." 

"You would think anyone would realize that," 

Luke remarked, his eyes remaining fixed on his English literature textbook. Drake widened his smile. 

"What, has the great Buddha spoken?" Drake's eyes danced with glee. Whenever he could get Luke to rise to one of his taunts, he was happy. 

"Drake, please. I'm losing my mood," I pleaded, 

"and an artist has to seize the moment and hold it the way you would hold a baby bird . . . softly, but firmly." I didn't mean to sound so pretentious, but there was nothing I hated more than Luke and Drake getting into an argument. 

My beseeching eyes and pleas worked. Drake's face softened. He turned back to me, his posture relaxed. Mother always said Drake strode through Winnerrow with a Casteel's pride. Because he was six feet two with broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and muscular arms, that wasn't hard to imagine. 

"I'm sorry. I just thought I could wrench Plato here away for a while. We need a ninth man for softball over at the school," he added. 

Luke looked up from his textbook, genuinely surprised at the invitation, his eyes small and inquiring. Was Drake sincere? Since he had come home for his spring break, he had spent almost all his time with his older friends. 

"Well, I. ." Luke looked to me. "I had to study for this unit test," Luke explained quickly, "and I thought while Annie was painting me . . ." 

"Sure, sure, I understand, Einstein. Einstein," 

Drake repeated, gesturing toward Luke, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "It's not all books, you know," 

he said, spinning to face him again. This time his face was serious. "A lot of it has to do with getting to know people, getting them to like you, respect you. 

That's the secret of success. More executives are coming of the playing fields than out of the classrooms," he lectured, waving his long, right forefinger. Luke said nothing in response. He ran his fingers through his hair and fixed that stoical, yet piercing, analytical gaze on Drake, something Drake couldn't stand. "Ah, why I am wasting my breath?" 

Drake turned to my painting again. 

"I told you that Farthy was gray, not blue," he corrected softly. 

"You were only five at the time you were there and you said yourself, you were hardly there. Maybe you forgot," Luke said, quickly coming to my defense. 

"You don't forget the color of a building as big as that!" Drake exclaimed, pulling in the corners of his mouth. "No matter how young you are at the time or how short you stay." 

"Well, you once told us there were two outside pools and then Logan finally corrected that, telling us there was only one outside, but one indoors," Luke continued. 

When it came to Farthy, both he and I were as exacting as we could be, cherishing whatever small details and truths we knew. So little had been given to us about it. 

"Is that so, Sherlock Holmes?" Drake replied, his eyes growing smaller, colder. He didn't like being corrected, especially by Luke. "Well, I never said there were two outside pools; I just said there were two pools. You just don't listen when I tell you something. It amazes me you're doing so well in school. What'dya do, cheat?" 

"Drake, please!" I exclaimed, grasping his wrist and squeezing softly. 

"Well, he doesn't listen. Unless it's you who does the talking," he added, smiling, content because he had struck a sensitive spot. Luke blushed, his blue eyes swinging my way briefly before he turned away, his face turning sad. 

I looked beyond him, just over the first rise in the Willies at a wisp of a cloud that the wind had molded into the shape of a tear. Suddenly I felt like crying myself and it wasn't only because of the conflict between Drake and Luke. It wasn't the first time this melancholy mood had come over me like a dark cloud passing over the sun. What I did realize was that the sad feelings often stimulated my desire to paint. Painting brought me relief, a sense of balance and peace. I was creating the world I wanted, the world I saw with inner eyes. I could make it forever spring or make winter dazzling and beautiful. I felt like a magician, conjuring something special in my mind and then bringing it to life on the empty canvas. 

While I was sketching in my latest image of Farthy, I felt my heart grow lighter and the world around me grow warmer and warmer, as if I were lifting a shadow off myself. Now because Drake had really interrupted the mood, my sadness returned. 

I realized Drake and Luke were both staring at me, their faces troubled by my gray expression. I fought back the urge to cry, and smiled through the shadow over my face. 

"Maybe each of my paintings of Farthinggale Manor are different because it changes," I finally said in a voice barely above a whisper. Luke's eyes widened and a smile rippled across his soft lips. He knew what that tone in my voice meant. We were about to play the fantasy game, to let our imaginations wander recklessly about and be unafraid to say what other seventeen- and eighteen-year-old teenagers would find silly. 

But the game was more than that. When we played it, we could say things to each other that we were afraid to say otherwise. I could be his princess and he my prince. We could tell each other what we felt in our hearts, pretending it wasn't us but imaginary people who were speaking. Neither of us blushed or looked away. 

Drake shook his head. He, too, knew what was coming. "Oh no," he said, "you two don't still do this." 

He covered his face in mock embarrassment. 

I ignored him, stepped away and continued. 

"Maybe Farthy is like the seasons—gray and dismal in the winter and bright blue and warm in the summer." I was looking up as if everything I thought was suggested to me by the patch of blue sky. Then I shifted my eyes toward Luke. 

"Or maybe it becomes whatever you want it to become," Luke said picking up the thread. "If I want it to be made of sugar and maple, it will be." 

"Sugar and maple?" Drake smirked. 

"And if I want it to be a magnificent castle with lords and ladies-in-waiting and a sad prince moping about, longing for his princess to return, it will be," I responded, lifting my voice above his. 

"May I be the prince?" Luke asked quickly and stood up. "Waiting for you to come?" Our eyes seemed to touch and my heart began to pound as he stepped closer. 

He took my hand, his fingers soft and warm, and stood up, his face only inches from me. 

"My Princess Annie," he whispered. His hands were on my shoulders. My heart pounded. He was going to kiss me. 

"Not so fast, Twinkle Toes," Drake suddenly said, leaning over and pulling up his shoulders to make himself look like a hunchback. He folded his fingers into claws and came toward me. "I'm Tony Tatterton," he whispered in a low, sinister tone, "and I've come to steal the princess from you, Sir Luke. I live in the darkest, deepest bowels of the castle Farthy and she will come with me and be forever shut up in my world to become the princess of the darkness." He pealed off an evil-sounding laugh. 

Both Luke and I stared at him. The look of surprise on both our faces made Drake self-conscious. 

He straightened up quickly. 

"What drivel," Drake said. "You've even got me doing it." He laughed. 

"It's not drivel. Our fantasies and our dreams are what make us creative. That's what Miss Marbleton told us in class recently. Didn't she, Luke?" 



Luke only nodded. He looked upset, deeply wounded, his eyes down, his shoulders turned in the way Daddy's would be when something disturbed him. 

Luke had so many of Daddy's gestures. 

"I'm sure she didn't mean making up stories about Farthy," Drake responded and smirked. 

"But don't you always wonder what Farthy is really like, Drake?" I asked. 

He shrugged. 

"One of these days, I'll take off some time from college and just go there. It's not far from Boston," he added nonchalantly. 

"Will you really?" The idea filled me with envy. "Sure, why not?" 

"But Mommy and Daddy hate to talk about it," 

I reminded him. "They would be furious if you went there." 

"So . . I won't tell them," Drake said. "I'll only tell you. It'll be our secret, Annie," he added, looking pointedly at Luke. 

Luke and I looked at each other. Drake didn't have our intensity when it came to talking about the past and Farthy. 

Occasionally I would sneak a look at the wonderful pictures of Mommy and Daddy's fabulous wedding reception held at Farthinggale: pictures of so many elegant people, men in tuxedoes and women in stylish gowns, tables and tables of food and servants rushing about everywhere, carrying trays of champagne goblets. 

And there was a picture of Mommy and Tony Tatterton dancing. He looked so debonair, like a movie star; and Mommy looked so vibrant and fresh, her cornflower-blue eyes, the eyes I inherited, dazzling. When I looked at that picture, it was hard to believe that he could do anything so terrible to turn her against him. How sad and mysterious it all was. It was what often drew me back to the pictures, as if studying them would reveal the dark secret. 

"I wonder if I will ever see how elegant and fabulous it really is," I said, half as a question and half as a wish. "I'm even jealous that you were there at the age of five, Drake. At least you have that memory, as distant as it is." 

"Sixteen years," Luke said skeptically. 

"Still, he can close his eyes and remember something, see something," I insisted. "What I see of Farthy is only what I create out of my imagination. 

How close have I come? If only my mother would be willing to talk about it. If only we could visit. We could ignore Tony Tatterton; we wouldn't even look at the man. I wouldn't say a word to him, if she forbade it, but at least we could wander about and . ." 

"Annie!" 

Luke jumped to his feet as my mother stepped around the corner of the house where she had obviously been listening to our conversation. Drake nodded as though he had expected her to make such an abrupt appearance. 

"Yes, Mommy?" I retreated behind my easel. 

She looked at Luke, who quickly shifted his eyes away, and then she approached me, avoiding any look at my canvas. 

"Annie," she said softly, her eyes filled with a deep, inner sorrow, "haven't I asked you not to torment yourself and me by talking about Farthinggale?" 

"I warned them," Drake said. 

"Why don't you listen to your uncle, honey. 

He's old enough to understand." 

"Yes, Mother." Even as sad as she looked, she was beautiful, her complexion rosy, her figure as firm and as youthful as it was the day she and my father were married. Everyone who saw us together had the same reaction, especially men. "You two look more like sisters than mother and daughter." 

"I've told you how unpleasant it is for me to remember my days there. Believe me, it is no fairytale castle. There are no handsome young princes waiting to swoon at your feet. You and Luke shouldn't . . . 

pretend such things." 

"I tried to stop them," Drake said. "They play this silly fantasy game." 

"It's not so silly," I protested. "Everyone fantasizes." 

"They act like grade-school children sometimes," Drake insisted. "Luke encourages her." 

"What?" Luke looked at my mother, his eyes lighting with fear. I knew how important it was to him that she like him. "No he doesn't," I cried. "It's just as much my fault." 

"Oh, please, let's not dwell on it," Mother pleaded. "If you must pretend, there are so many wonderful subjects, places, things to think about," she added, changing her tone of voice to a lighter, happier one. She smiled at Drake. "You look so collegiate in your Harvard sweater, Drake. I bet you're anxious to get back," she said, and then turned to Luke. "I hope you'll be as excited about college as Drake is, Luke." 

"I will. I'm looking forward to going." Luke glanced at my mother and then quickly turned back to me. For as long as I could remember, there was that shyness in Luke whenever he was in my mother's company. He was normally shy anyway, but he was afraid to have her catch him staring at her, and I couldn't remember him having long conversations with her, or with Daddy for that matter, even though I knew how much he admired them. 

"Well, it's wonderful how well you have done in school, Luke," she told him, hoisting her shoulders back and raising her head with what some in town called "her defiant Casteel pride." I knew most of the women in Winnerrow were jealous of her. Besides being beautiful, she was a successful businesswoman. 

There wasn't a man who didn't adore her and respect her for being as efficient as she was sweet. "We are all proud of you." 

"Thank you, Heaven," he replied, brushing his hair back and pretending interest in his textbook while his heart was bursting with happiness. 

Suddenly he looked at his watch. 

"Didn't realize the time," he said. "I'd better be heading home." 

"I thought you were going to eat with us tonight," I protested before he could step away. 



"Of course you should eat with us tonight, Luke." My mother looked with adoration at Drake. 

"It's Drake's last night home before his return to college," she said. "Would Fanny mind?" 

"No." A subtle, sarcastic smile appeared at the corners of Luke's mouth. "She won't be home tonight." 

"Okay then," my mother said quickly. She didn't want to hear the details. All of us knew about Fanny's escapades with younger men, and I knew how much it embarrassed and bothered Luke. "It's settled. 

I'll have another place set." 

She turned, her eyes resting for a long moment on my canvas. I looked at it and then quickly turned to her to see if there was any sign of recognition in her face. She tilted her head slightly, her eyes suddenly far off as if she had been serenaded by a distant song. 

"It's not finished yet," I said quickly, afraid she might say something critical. Even though both she and Daddy had been very supportive of my painting ever since I had begun, paying for all the less() s, providing me with the best brushes and paints, I couldn't help but feel insecure. Daddy had such wonderful artisans in his factory, some of the most talented people in the country. He knew what real art was. 

"Why don't you paint a picture of the Willies, Annie?" She turned and pointed toward the mountains. "I'd love to hang something like that in the dining room. The Willies in spring with its blossoming forests full of birds; or even in fall with the rainbow colors of the leaves. You do so well when you paint a scene in nature." 

"Oh Mommy, my work isn't good enough to be displayed. Not yet anyway," I said, shaking my head. 

"But you have it in you, Annie." Her blue eyes softened with love and reassurance. "It's in your blood," she whispered, as though she were saying something blasphemous. 

"I know. Great-grandpa whittled wonderful rabbits and forest creatures." 

"Yes." My mother sighed, the memories bringing a soft smile to her face. "I can still see him, sitting on the porch of the shack, whittling away for hours and hours, taking a shapeless piece of wood and turning it into a lifelike little forest creature. How wonderful it is to be artistic, Annie, to come to a blank canvas and create something beautiful on it." 

"Oh, Mommy, I'm really not that good yet. 

Maybe I'll never be," I cautioned, "but I can't stop wanting to be." 

"Of course you will be good, and you can't stop wanting to do it because . . . because of your artistic heritage." She paused as if she had just told me some great secret. Then she smiled and kissed me on the cheek. 

"Walk in with me, Drake," she said. "I have some things I'd like to discuss before I forget and you're off to college." 

Drake stepped over first and gazed at my painting. 

"I was just kidding you before, Annie. It's good," he said, practically under his breath so my mother wouldn't hear. "I know how you feel, wanting to see bigger and better things than Winnerrow. Once you leave this one-horse town," he added, turning a little toward Luke, "you won't have to spend your time pretending you're somewhere else." 

With that he joined my mother. She threaded her arm through his and they started toward the front of Hasbrouck House. Something Drake said made her laugh. I knew Drake occupied a special place in her heart because he reminded her so much of her father. 

She loved walking through Winnerrow with him, arm in arm. 



Sometimes I would catch Luke staring at them together, a look of longing in his face, and I understood how much he wanted to have a real and complete family. It was part of the reason he loved coming over to Hasbrouck House, even if he only sat quietly and watched us. Here there was a father, the father he never had, but should have had, and here there was a mother he would have rather had. 

I felt Luke's eyes on me and I turned around. 

He was staring at me, a troubled, sad look on his face, as if he could read my thoughts and knew how sad I felt for all of us sometimes, despite our wealth and position in Winnerrow. Sometimes, I found myself envying much poorer families because their lives seemed so much simpler than ours . . no secret pasts, no relatives to be ashamed of, no half brothers and half uncles, not that I would trade away anyone in my family. I loved them all. I even loved Aunt Fanny. It was as if we were all victims of the same curse. 

"Do you want to continue with your painting, Annie?" Luke asked, his blue eyes bright, hopeful. 

"You're not tired?" 

"No. Are you?" he asked. 

"I never get tired of painting and I never get tired of painting you," I added. 



TWO 


Birthday Gifts 

. 

Luke's and my eighteenth birthday was a very special day for us both. My parents came into my room that morning to wake me. Daddy had bought me a gold locket with his and Mommy's pictures in it. It was on a twenty-four-carat gold chain and glittered brighter than any charm. He put it on me and kissed me and hugged me so hard, my heart fluttered. He saw the look of surprise on my face. 

"I can't help it," he whispered. "You're a young lady now and I'm afraid I'm losing my little girl." 

"Oh Daddy. I'll never stop being your little girl," I cried. 

He kissed me again and held me to him snugly until Mommy cleared her throat. 

"I have something I would like Annie to have now," she announced. I couldn't believe what she had in her hand: something I knew was more important to her than the most expensive jewels she had. In fact, I couldn't think of any possession that was more precious to her, and now she was going to give it to me! 

I thought about the days when I was a little girl before I was old enough to begin school. I remembered my mother spent what seemed to me to be hours and hours brushing my hair in her room by her vanity table while we listened to the music of Chopin. She would take on this dreamy look, a small smile playing on her beautifully shaped lips. 

Near us on another, but much smaller table, was what I used to call her dollhouse, even though it wasn't really a dollhouse; it was one of the few examples of a Tatterton toy we had in our home. It was a replica of a toy cottage with a maze of hedges near it. I wasn't permitted to touch it, but sometimes, she would take the roof off and let me look at the inside. There were two people in there, a man and a young girl. The man was sprawled on the floor, his hands behind his head, looking up at the young girl, who seemed to be listening intently to something he was saying. 

"What is he saying to her, Mommy?" I asked. 

"He's telling her a story." 

"What kind of a story, Mommy?" 

"Oh, a story about a magical world where people are always snug and warm, where there is only beauty and kindness." 

"Where is this world, Mommy?" 

"For a while it was in the cottage." 



"Can I go to that world, too, Mommy?" 

"Oh, my darling, sweet Annie. I hope so." 

"Were you there, Mommy?" 

I could still see her face just before she answered me. Her eyes brightened bluer than the sky ever was, and the smile on her lips widened and deepened until her whole face grew softer and more beautiful. She looked like a little girl herself 

"Oh yes, Annie, I was. Once." 

"Why did you leave, Mommy?" 

"Why?" She looked around as if the answer were written down on a piece of paper she had left somewhere. Then she swung her eyes back to me, the tears glistening over them, arid she embraced me. 

"Because, Annie, because it was too wonderful to bear." 

Of course, I never understood and still couldn't. 

How can something be too wonderful to bear? 

But I didn't think more about it. I wanted to look in at the tiny furniture and dishes. They were so perfect, I wanted to touch them. But I was forbidden to do that because everything was too fragile. 

And now she was giving it to me. I looked at Daddy. His eyes were small as he stared intensely at the cottage. I never knew what it meant to him. 



"Mommy, no. It means so much to you," I protested. 

"And so do you mean so much to me, honey," 

Mommy said, handing me the cottage. I took it into my hands carefully, lovingly, and quickly put it safely down on my dresser. 

"Oh thank you. I‟ll cherish it always," I said, knowing I would not only because it had been so special to her, but because whenever I was permitted to look in at the man and the woman, I thought about Luke and myself running off and living happily ever after in such a cottage. 

"You're welcome, honey." 

My parents stood there smiling at me, both looking so young and happy. What a wonderful morning to awaken, I thought. I wished my eighteenth birthday would go on and on forever, that my whole life was just one long, happy day when everyone was in a pleasant and glorious mood and all of us were kind to one another. 

After they left, I took a shower and dressed and stood before my closet, spending time considering what I would wear on such a special morning. I decided to wear the pink angora sweater and white silk skirt, an outfit similar to the one the young girl in the toy cottage wore. 

I brushed my hair down and pinned it back at the sides and put on very light pink lipstick. Happy with myself, I rushed out of my room and bounced down the soft, blue carpet stairs. As if all the world were celebrating my birthday, the sun was shining with a rich golden splendor. Even the leaves and long, spidery thin branches on the weeping willow trees just outside the front windows looked translucent. Everything green was greener. Every flower that had blossomed was brighter. The world was full of color and warmth. 

I stopped at the foot of the stairs because there wasn't a sound in the house . . . no one talking, no servants moving about. 

"Hello? Where is everybody?" 

I went into the dining room. The table was set for breakfast, but there was no one there. I looked in the living room and sitting room and den, but there was no one in any of those rooms. Drake, who had come home from college the night before, just for my birthday, wasn't even up and about. 

"Mother? Daddy? Drake?" 

I even went into the kitchen. The coffeepot was perking, eggs were scrambled and readied for the skillet, slices of bread were in the toasters ready to be pushed down to be toasted, the juice was poured into glasses and placed on the silver trays, but there was no one in the kitchen. Where was Roland Star, our cook, or Mrs. Avery, our maid? And I hadn't seen Gerald Wilson, our butler, in the hallways or standing quietly in a corner. 

"What is going on here?" I smiled with confusion and excitement. Finally, I went to the front door and opened it to look out. 

There they were: my mother, my father, Drake, the servants, and standing off to the side, Luke, all of them with this Cheshire cat smile on their faces. 

"What's going on here?" I asked, and started out. "Why are you . ." 

And there it was. Somehow, the night before, my father had snuck a brand-new Mercedes convertible onto the driveway. It was light blue with sparkling aluminum wheels. They had it wrapped in two large pink ribbons. Before I could say anything, they all broke out into a rendition of "Happy Birthday." A lump came to choke my throat as I walked around and around the car and saw the license plate with my name. 

"Happy birthday, Annie honey," my mother said. "May you have many, many more as happy as this one." 

"I don't thank that's possible," I cried. "How could I ever be happier than this? Thank you, everyone." 

I kissed Daddy and hugged Drake. 

"I don't know about anyone else," my father announced, "but I'm starving." 

Everyone laughed and the servants filed past, kissing me and wishing me a happy birthday as they all went back to their duties. Only Luke lingered behind. I knew no matter how he was treated, he always felt like an outsider. 

"Come along, Luke," my mother called, seeing how he remained just where he had been standing. 

"Logan and I have something special for you, too." 

"Thank you, Heaven." 

My mother looked at Luke and then at me and then joined the others. Luke didn't move. 

"Come on, silly," I said. "It's our special day." 

He nodded. 

"What a beautiful car." 

"We'll take a ride in it right after breakfast, okay?" 

"Sure," he said, but he looked confused. 



"Heaven invited my mother, but she has a hangover. I don't know if she's going to make it," he explained. 

"Oh Luke, I'm sorry." I took his hand. "Let's not let anything make us sad today, and if anything does, we'll go right to the gazebo and travel away from it." 

That made him smile. When we were very little, we would spend a lot of time there. It became a special place for us, a center for our fantasies. Without ever coming out and saying so, we understood that whenever we wanted to do or say something special, we would go to the gazebo. 

Stepping up the three steps was like rising up out of the real world. It was a large gazebo, with a circular bench attached to the railings. My parents had had it repainted a bright white and green. There were small lanterns spaced along the ceiling beams so at night it could be lit up, something Luke and I thought made it even more magical. 

We were practically the only ones to ever use it. 

It was more like a decorative piece. I couldn't remember a time my father had ever been in it. Drake never cared for sitting in it. He would much rather sit in the study, even on sunny warm days. Unless, of course, I wanted to go out there and he had nothing else to do. Then he would go along, but complain endlessly about the bugs or the hard wooden benches. 

"We've got to go there anyway," Luke said. 

"I've got something for you," he added. 

"And I've got something for you. See? This will be a wonderful day. Happy birthday." 

"Happy birthday, Annie." 

"Good. Now let's eat. I'm starving. All this excitement made me hungry." 

He laughed and we rushed into Hasbrouck House. 

Luke was wrong about his mother. Aunt Fanny made one of her usual dramatic entrances. We had all just sat down to have breakfast when she came bursting through the front door. 

"Jist like ya all not ta wait for me," she declared, her hands on her hips. She was wearing a wide-brim black satin hat with a bright green ribbon and had her hair pinned up. Luke must have been right about her hangover because she wore her sunglasses in the house. Aunt Fanny often wore something outlandish, especially whenever she visited us. I thought she was just trying to annoy Mommy, but my mother never seemed to pay much attention to Fanny's clothing. Today she wore a dark green, short leather skirt and leather vest over a frilly pink blouse. All her colors made her look like a Christmas tree. 

"We are sitting down nearly a half hour late as it is, Fanny," Mommy said. 

"Oh, are ya?" She swept her hat from her head in one motion and sighed. Then she stepped forward and pulled out the gift-wrapped box that was snugly under her right arm. "Happy birthday, Annie darlire." 

"Thank you, Aunt Fanny." I took it gracefully and turned to the side so I could unwrap it without disturbing the table. Daddy sat stone faced, his hands folded, his chin against them. Luke looked down at the table and shook his head. Drake wore a wide smile. Of all of us, Drake enjoyed Aunt Fanny the most. I think she knew that because she always looked his way and winked as if there was something special between them. 

Her gift was rather unique and quite unexpected—a hand-carved, ivory jewelry box that played 

"Memories" from the musical  Cats  when it was opened. Mommy's eyes widened. She was impressed. 

"That's beautiful, Fanny. Where did you get it?" 

"Got somethin' you couldn't git in Winnerrow, Heavenly. Sent a. . . gentleman friend of mine ta New York City, specially fer ya, Annie." 

"Oh thank you, Aunt Fanny." 



I kissed her and she beamed. 

"Luke's gift is home. Too big ta carry around. 

Got him his own color TV." 

"Oh. That's very nice, Luke," Mommy said, but Luke only shook his head slightly. He didn't watch much television. He was a reader. 

"Wish ya two had been born a few months apart," Aunt Fanny said, taking her seat at the table. 

"Woulda made it easier come ya birthdays." She followed that with a peal of laughter. "Well what ya all gaping at? If this is breakfast, let's eat. I ain't et since . . . early yesterday," she added, and laughed again. 

Despite Aunt Fanny's wild antics at the table and loud comments now and then, we all had a wonderful time. This birthday was the most magnificent and wonderful birthday of my life. It was truly a unique day, a day filled with music and laughter and sunlight, a day that would take up pages and pages in my diary. And I couldn't wait to have Luke pose for what I would call his "Eighteenth Birthday Portrait." 

Everyone made me feel like a princess. Even the servants had bought me presents. Then, another special thing happened. 



Before I could take Luke for a ride in my new car and then sneak away to the gazebo, my mother called me aside and asked me to go upstairs with her. 

We went to her and my father's bedroom. It was an enormous room with a great king-size bed that had a hand-carved hickory-wood headboard and large hickory-wood pillars. It looked like it would take a dozen men to lift it. 

Over the bed was one of the few things I knew my mother had taken from Farthinggale Manor, and because I knew it came from Farthinggale Manor, it was always something extraordinary, even magical to me. Of course, as an artist, I appreciated it as well. It was a painting of the old cabin in the Willies with two old people seated in rockers on the porch. 

My mother had redecorated and redesigned the room a few times since coming to Hasbrouck House. 

Now she had elegant, blue satin drapes lined with gold over the windows. The wall covering was a light blue velvet cloth and the matching light blue carpet was so thick and soft, I loved walking barefoot over it. 

Two of the newer and younger craftsmen at the factory had been employed to build customized dressers and closets out of the same rich hickory wood as the bed. My -mother's vanity table had been extended nearly the entire length of the right wall, which was now covered by a wall-length mirror. She took me directly to the vanity table and opened a middle drawer. 

"There is something I want you to have," she declared, "now that you have turned eighteen. Of course, you will wear it only on special occasions, I'm sure, but nevertheless, I wanted to give it to you today." 

She reached in and took out the long, coal-black jewelry case that I knew contained her most precious diamond necklace and matching earrings. 

"Oh, Mother!" My lips gaped open at the realization of what she was about to do. 

She opened the case and held it toward me. We both stared down at the sparkling diamonds. I could see that when my mother looked at them, she remembered special moments. How I wished that simply by wearing them, they would give me all the secrets of our past, plant my mother's precious memories into my mind as well, and teach me what wisdom and knowledge she had gained from her painful as well as her wonderful experiences. 

"This belonged to my grandmother Jillian, who lived like a queen." 



"And who wouldn't let you call her Grandmother," I whispered, remembering one of the few things she had told me about her life at Farthinggale Manor. 

"No." She smiled. "She was very, very vain and wanted to hold onto her youth and beauty forever, clinging to every fabrication, to every illusion with the tenacity of a drowning woman clinging to a slab of driftwood. Beautiful jewelry and beautiful clothing were some of the things she clutched. Of course," she continued, that gentle smile still on her lips, "she had the face-lifts and the spa treatments and bought all the miracle ointments. She wore hats with wide brims whenever she was in the sun because she was afraid the sunlight would bring on wrinkles. 

"Her skin did stay smooth and her complexion rich," she continued. I held my breath, for this was one of the longest descriptions of her grandmother she had related to me and I didn't want it to end. "And although she was twenty years older than Tony, those who didn't know, couldn't tell. She would spend hours and hours at her vanity table." My mother's smile widened. 

She paused, lost in a memory for a moment. 

"Anyway," she said, regaining her awareness, 

"this is something I inherited and it's something I want you to have now." 

"They're so beautiful, I'd be afraid to wear them." 

"You shouldn't be afraid of wearing and owning beautiful things, Annie. There was a time when I was. 

I used to feel guilty having so much and remembering how poorly I and my family had lived in the Willies." Her blue eyes suddenly took on a determined look. "But I soon discovered that the rich are no worthier than the poor to inherit and enjoy the richest and most wonderful things this life has to offer. 

"Never think you're better than anyone because you've grown up privileged," she continued with a vehemence that told me her words were offspring of much pain and suffering. "The rich are often driven by the same base motives as are the very dirty and very poor. Maybe even more than the poor," she added, 

"because they have more idle time to drift into their private madness." 

"You learned these things at Farthinggale?" I asked softly, hoping she had chosen my eighteenth birthday as the occasion to tell me all her darkest secrets. 

"Yes," she murmured. I waited breathlessly for her to say more, ,but then something snapped and she pulled herself up and out of that stream of memories instantly. Her eyes widened and brightened as if she had just come out of a hypnotic state. "But let's not talk about anything unpleasant. Not today of all days, honey." She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and then placed the diamond necklace and earrings into my hands. "It's time to pass them on to you. Of course, I might come to you once in a while and ask to borrow them." 

We both laughed as she hugged me. 

"I'll just put them safely away and then go down," I told her as I rose from her embrace. I want to take Luke for a ride in my new car." 

"And don't forget Drake. He's looking forward to it, too, Annie." Mother was always insisting on my being close to Drake. 

"But there are only two seats!" I cried out in dismay. I would have to chose between them and risk hurting the feelings of one or the other. 

"Drake came all the way from college for your birthday, Annie. He made such a special effort. Luke is always here, and anyway, you spend far too much time with him. I've noticed you haven't had a date for months now. Other boys in town are probably becoming discouraged." 

"The boys in my class are silly and immature. 

All they care about is going somewhere and drinking themselves into a stupor to prove their manhood. At least I can have an intelligent conversation with Luke," I pleaded, aware that I was close to whining. 

"Still, Annie," she said, lowering her eyes, "it's not healthy." Her words fell like heavy drops of rain because I knew what she was saying was right. I nodded and tried to find a voice that didn't quiver. 

"I feel sorry for him." 

"I know, but soon he'll be going off to college to start his own life and you'll be traveling through Europe and meeting different people. Besides, his mother has money for him and he is very intelligent, your class valedictorian. There's no reason to pity Luke now. Why," my mother said smiling, "I bet he would resent it if he knew." 

"Oh please, never tell him I said that!" 

"I would never do such a thing, Annie. Don't you think I care for Luke and realize what he has had to go through and live with all these years? It's why I admire him for what he has become," she concluded, stroking my hair. "Now, go on, put your diamonds away and take Drake for a ride and then take Luke. 



There will be no tears or sad words today. I absolutely forbid it. I might even have the mayor of Winnerrow pass an instant ordinance against it," she said, laughing. I smiled away my worries. 

"Thank you for being so wonderful to me," I told her. 

"I could be no other way, honey. I love you too much." 

She kissed me again and then I hurried off to put the diamonds safely in my jewelry drawer. When I went downstairs, I found Drake, Luke and my father in a serious discussion about the economy. They were arguing about the trade deficit and the need for protective legislation. I listened for a moment, admiring the way Luke held his own against the two of them. Then I burst into the study to announce rides in my Mercedes would begin. 

"We'll do it by age," I said diplomatically. 

"First Daddy, then Drake, and then Luke. Three times down Main Street and back." 

Daddy laughed. 

"Can you imagine what the residents are going to be saying?" he_ asked. "They'll think we're just parading our wealth." 

"If you've got it, flaunt it," Drake boasted. "I don't see the point in being ashamed of wealth. It's a phony, liberal attitude." 

"I'm just talking about a ride," I protested. They all turned to me and then suddenly, the three of them broke out into laughter because of the expression on my face and the way I was holding my hands on my hips. "Men," I said, and started to turn away. 

"Oh Annie," Daddy quickly said, and rushed to put his arms around me. "It's just that you're so cute when you're angry. Come on, let's see if that car is worth all the hullabaloo." 

I took them each for a ride. Drake insisted I stop at the luncheonette so he could visit with some old friends for a few minutes, but what he really wanted to do was show off the car. Luke was reading a magazine on the gazebo when Drake and I returned. 

Drake decided to complete one of his college assignments so he could have the rest of the day off and go out to dinner with all of us later. 

"I'll be right there," I called to Luke and ran into the house and up the stairs to my room to get his gift. Mommy and Daddy looked up surprised as I rushed by the sitting room. 

"Slow down!" my father called. "Or you'll be eighty before you're fifty." I heard him laughing at his own joke as I closed the front door behind me and flew around to the gazebo, my heart pounding. 

Flushed with excitement, I bounced up the steps and plopped down beside Luke. 

"Happy birthday," I said, and thrust out my hand. He studied the small package a moment and then plucked it out of my palm. 

"Might be keys to another Mercedes," he jested. 

He opened the package and then lifted the cover of the small box to display the black onyx, solid gold pinky ring. "Wow!" 

"Look inside the band." 

He turned it to read the tiny inscription that said, "Love, your sister Annie." 

It was the first time either of us had written anything that acknowledged our true relationship. 

Luke's eyes moistened with feeling, but he kept the tears imprisoned within their lids, not wanting to seem unmanly by shedding them, even out of happiness. I saw him try hard to close off his emotions and clamp down hard on them. 

"Put it on," I said quickly. He slipped it over his finger and held it up in the sunlight. How the stone sparkled. 

"It is so beautiful. How did you know I liked this jewel?" 

"I remember you said so once when we were looking at a magazine." 

"You're amazing." He stared down at the ring and ran the tip of his right forefinger over it and over it. Then he looked up quickly, his eyes bright with mischief. He reached behind himself and brought forward a flat, thin box in pink gift wrap. First, I opened the card. 

Amazingly, as if we had both agreed that our eighteenth birthday should end all pretense, his card was "To a Sister on the Occasion of her Eighteenth Birthday." Whenever he gave me a card, he often wrote his own, more personal lines next to the printed ones. 

. 

The years may come and go, and time, like the magical maze we've dreamt about, might separate us. 

But never fear my ability to solve the puzzle and find you wherever you might be. 

Happy Birthday, 

Luke 

. 

"Oh Luke. These words are gift enough. More precious to me than even my new car." 



His smile was small and tight. 

"Open the gift." 

My fingers trembled as I tried to tear away the paper neatly. I wanted to save it, save the ribbon, save every moment and everything associated with this wonderful day. Under the paper was a cream-colored box. I lifted the cover and saw tissue paper. Peeling it back, I gazed down at a bronze picture of a large house, beneath which was inscribed, "Farthinggale Manor, Our Magic Castle, Love, Luke." 

I looked up with some confusion and he leaned forward, taking my hands into his as he explained. 

"One day I was looking through an old trunk of my mother's in the attic and I came upon this newspaper clipping she had saved. It was from the social pages and it had a write-up of your parents' 

wedding reception. In the background of this picture of the guests and the party, was a clear view of Farthinggale Manor. I took it to a photographer who isolated the building in the photograph and then had the bronze replica made. That's actually it." 

"Oh Luke." I ran my fingers over the embossed metal. 

"Just so wherever you are and whatever you do, you'll never forget our fantasy game," he said softly. 



"And I never will." 

"Of course," he said sitting back quickly, aware of how closely our faces were to one another's, "that's the way it was years and years ago. Who knows what it looks like now." 

"It's a wonderful gift," I cried, "because it has special meaning for us. Only you would think of something like this, have to keep it hidden from my mother. You know how she gets when we make any references to Farthy." 

"Oh, I know. I was going to suggest that myself. I don't have to have any other reasons for her not to like me." 

"Oh she likes you, Luke. You should hear how she talks about you. She is very proud of you, really!" 

I exclaimed. 

"Really?" 

I saw how important that was to him. 

"Yes, really. She never stops talking about your being our class valedictorian. She thinks it's just wonderful how you've overcome obstacles to reach great heights," 

He nodded with understanding. 

"Tall mountains may be harder to climb, Annie," he said, "but the view from the top is always worth it. Go for the tall ones. That's been my motto." 

He stared at me so hard. The mountain between us was just too tall. 

"Come on now," I said, gathering the card and wrapping paper with the gift, "It's time for your ride in my new car." 

I took his hand and hurried across the lawn to the car. Afterward, I snuck my gift up to my room and put it with my most private and personal things. Drake came to me that night before we went to dinner to ask what Luke had given me. He knew about the way we had exchanged birthday presents since we were twelve. I showed the plaque to him only after he promised not to tell my mother. I didn't show him Luke's card. 

"That doesn't look like it," he said when I uncovered the box. "Not the way I remember it." 

"But it must be, Drake. He found a picture and took it to the photographer." 

"I don't know." He shook his head. "Magic castle. You're still really intrigued with that place, aren't you?" 

"Yes, Drake. I can't help but be." 

He nodded, his eyes small and thoughtful. I put the gift away and we joined my parents for my birthday dinner. But that night, before I went to sleep, I took it out again and looked at it and wondered if Drake was right to continue to make fun of our fantasy game. Would I ever really find such a magical and wonderful place? I wondered. 

One day a few weeks later, I received a letter from Drake. He often wrote to me to describe his college life or give me advice. Even though he could be a tyrant at times and at times cruel to Luke, I missed his wit and humor and big brother—like antics. I looked forward to receiving mail from him and having him call me from time to time. His letters were usually filled with anecdotes about college girls or fraternities and events at Harvard. He told rue about the picture of the championship rowing team in which my uncle Keith, Drake's stepbrother, a man neither of as saw much or heard from, appeared. So I wasn't surprised to receive this letter from him. What surprised me was the thickness of it. The envelope was so stuffed, I thought he had put something else in it beside a sheet of his personalized stationery. 

I sprawled out on my lace quilt and opened Drake's letter. 

. 

Dear Annie, 



I have news that I know will excite you. It has been very exciting for me, but you do your best to keep this from Heaven. 

After your wonderful birthday, all the way back to college I thought about your fascination with Farthinggale Manor, and since your childhood days how you and Luke have built it into something fantastical. I decided the only reason you two act so silly about it is because you, as well as I, don't really k e ow much about it or about the mysterious Tony Tatterton, my step-great-uncle and your step-great-grandfather. So I did something I know would upset Heaven, but I did it mostly for you. 

Annie, I wrote a letter to Tony Tatterton, introducing myself and asking him if I could come visit. What must have been moments after he received it, I received a phone call from a man with a very distinguished-sounding voice, who invited me to Farthinggale Manor. That man was Tony Tatterton and I accepted his invitation. 

Yes, Annie, I have just returned from your magical kingdom and I have some rather sad, tragic, and yet fascinating news to tell you. 

First, let me say it is a truly enormous place. 

And that wrought-iron gate is there. Oh, not quite as big as you and Luke always pretend it to be, but a rather big gate with large letters. 

But, that's where the fantasies begin and end. 

The house is dark and dilapidated. Believe me, I am not saying this because I have often ridiculed you and Luke whenever you pretended Farthinggale was your magic castle. There is nothing magic about it now; only something tragic. 

The big doors actually squeaked when they were opened. A butler who looked as old as Methuselah greeted me and. I entered the enormous building. The entryway seemed as big as the gymnasium in the Winnerrow High School, but it was dimly lit and the curtains were drawn everywhere so that I felt chilled. 

I saw the long stairway and some of my childhood memories flashed across my mind. The butler showed me to an office off right, and there I met our Tony Tatterton. He sat behind a large, dark mahogany desk with only a single small lamp casting any illumination in the room. In the shadows he appeared gaunt, but when I was announced, he stood up quickly and had the butler open the curtains. 

Although he didn't it my image of what a multimillionaire would look like, I found him warm, intelligent and very friendly. He was very interested in my career and as soon as he heard I was studying a business curriculum, he offered me an opportunity to work in his enterprises. Can you imagine? 

Of course, our conversation dealt mainly with your mother and with you. He was very interested in learning about you. At the end I felt somewhat sad, for he looked so lost and lonely in that huge house, hungry for anything I would tell him about the family. 

Of course, we never got to talk about the reasons why Heaven and he no longer communicate, but I will tell you this. After spending time at Farthinggale with Tony Tatterton, I wished the breach between them could somehow be mended. 

When I see you again, I will go into greater detail. At last you won't have to depend upon your and Luke's imagination to discover what Farthinggale Manor is all about. You have a witness who will tell you the truth. You might not want to paint any more pictures of it, but maybe that will be good because you can go on to happier and brighter subjects. 

Can't wait to see you again. 

Love, Drake 

. 

I put the letter down. For some reason it had brought me to tears, tears I hadn't realized were streaming down my face the entire time I had been reading Drake's description of Farthy and Tony Tatterton. It was like I had been reading the obituary of a dear friend. 

Drake meant no harm, I'm sure. He did only what he thought I would have wanted him to do, but in doing it, he had brought the curtain down on fantasy and illusion and on childhood dreams, and left me feeling empty and sad. 

More than ever now, I wanted to know what it was that had driven my mother away from Farthinggale and left that distinguished elderly man alone in those enormous rooms and deep shadows. 

I couldn't help myself. My soft weeping grew more and more intense until I was sobbing like a baby. When I exhausted myself with it, I fell asleep with Drake's letter clutched in my hands and woke with the ringing of my phone. I was so happy to hear Luke's voice. 

"What is it?" he asked immediately. There really was something special about us being born on the same day. We always seemed to know instantly when the other was upset. 

"Drake has written me a letter. He went to Farthinggale and he saw Tony Tatterton." For a moment he didn't respond. 

"Really?" 

"You'll have to come over so I can read it to you," I told him. "Oh Luke, it's not what we dreamt it was." 

"I don't care what Drake's written or what it really is," Luke said defiantly. "Our dreams are important to us because they fill our lives with hope and light." 

"Oh Luke," I said smiling at his determination to hold on to our precious, secret fantasies, "I hope you will always be nearby when I need someone to cheer me up." 

"Of course I will," he promised. 

But I couldn't help wondering if that too was just another one of our childhood fantasies. 



THREE 


Crossroads 

. 

Drake couldn't return from college until after the end of June because he had finals to take, but he phoned me a few days after he had mailed his letter to be sure I had received it and to tell me more about Farthy. 

"Tony Tatterton showed me what was once Heaven's room when she first came to Farthy to live," 

Drake said in a voice lowered in confidence. 

"He did!" My heart beat faster, louder, at just the thought of his being there, being where so many secret things involving our family had taken place. Of all of us, Drake had been closest to the answers to the questions that haunted. Were there any clues he might have missed that I would have seen? 

"Or what was also your grandmother Leigh's room. I got a little confused about that because one moment he was telling me about Heaven and the next he was talking about Leigh." 

"Maybe he's the confused one; maybe he's senile," I suggested. 

"I don't think so. He still handles some of the business affairs for the Tatterton Toy Company, and when we began to talk. about my career and the economy, he seemed very sharp and up on everything." 

"How does he look? Like he did in the pictures?" 

"Not anymore. He's completely gray, and when I saw him, he obviously hadn't shaved for a few days. 

He was wearing what looked to be expensive clothing, but his jacket needed pressing, as did his pants, and his tie was stained. I don't think the butler, a man called Curtis, is much good any longer. His eyesight is apparently poor and it takes him ages to move from one room to another." 

"Weren't there any maids?" I asked, a little as-tounded. I would have thought a man as rich as Tony Tatterton was surrounded by a staff of servants. 

"I didn't see any, but I'm sure there must be at least one to clean up the areas he lives in. I met the cook because he helped serve the meal. His name is . . 

get this . . Rye Whiskey." 

"Oh, I remember hearing Mommy mention that name," I squealed with excitement. Just hearing the name made the few stories from the forbidden past come alive for me. "He must be very old, too." 

"Probably, but he doesn't show his age as much as the butler does. He was so grateful for another mouth to feed, he piled enough food for three on my plate. I liked him. He has a great sense of humor, and I could see he cares a great deal about Tony." 

"How I wish I had been there too," I cried. 

Every moment would reveal a discovery and a new and better understanding of my family's past, I thought. To walk up those stairs and step into what had been my grandmother's and my mother's room! 

Perhaps I would have seen something that would immediately solve the mystery of why my mother disliked Tony Tatterton so much and refused to go back, even for a visit. 

Most of all I would be in Luke's and my dream world. Would it prove to be anything like we imagined? Would it be the place where we could be free and true, where we would be isolated and protected from all the harsh, nasty, ugly, and distorted things that make life a burden sometimes? 

To paint it as it really was! How exciting that would be. I could see myself set up on the big front lawn, the enormous building spread before me. 

"You wouldn't want to be there," Drake said in a tone of discouragement. "Believe me. It was too sad. 

I promised I would keep in touch with him, so I think I'll phone him in a few days. I rather like the possibility of working in his company, as an executive, of course. But don't tell Heaven I said that." 

"Of course not." Once again I was surprised at Drake's willingness not only to keep all this from my mother but to pursue a relationship with Tony Tatterton, something which she would despise intensely. What sort of a man could Tony Tatterton be, I wondered, that he could have such a dramatic effect on Drake and be such a strong influence, even now? 

"Well, anyway, I'll see you in a few weeks. I'm afraid I will have to miss Fanny's big birthday party, which is something I regret. She wrote to tell me she's going to have a band, and that she's having it catered. 

She's invited loads of people, many of your parent's friends, too. She even hired people to decorate her house and grounds. Can you imagine throwing yourself such a big celebration! I just know she's setting up her own audience for one of her outlandish shows. Take notes so you can tell me all the ridiculous and embarrassing things she does. I imagine she will invite all her young boyfriends, who will gather around her like suitors at the feet of a queen. I laugh just thinking about it." 

"It's not funny for Luke," I said, sorry to see that even Drake had to make fun of Fanny. "He doesn't even want to go! He dreads it!" I exclaimed. 

"So?" Drake said with surprising indifference and insensitivity. "Tell him to hide in his room. I'll call you again after I speak with Tony again, and let you know anything else of interest." 

I couldn't stop thinking about what he had seen and what he had done. 

"Oh, Drake, you were the only one of us who was ever there and now you've been back and will go again," I whined like a jealous little girl. I couldn't help it. 

"You'll be there, too, through me," Drake promised, his voice softer, kinder, "and it won't be any fantasy game. Talk to you soon. Bye." 

I couldn't wait for our lunch break the following day at school, so I could tell Luke all about Drake's phone call. I never expected him to be as excited as I was, because he didn't have family roots at Farthy and wasn't as concerned about the ancestors and the mysteries surrounding my mother's past, but he usually got involved because of our fantasies. He sat munching on his sandwich listlessly and listened, but I could see he was terribly distracted and troubled. 

Unlike his usual self, he refused to talk when I questioned him. I thought about him all the rest of the school day, and after it ended, asked him to walk me home, just so I could question him some more. 

It was one of those late spring days that was more like the peak of summer, with puffy, fat white clouds sliding lazily across the turquoise sky. As Luke and I walked along, we heard the clink and clank of ice in pitchers of lemonade. Elderly people sat out on their porches and stared out curiously. Once in a while we could hear someone say something like, "That's the Stonewall girl," or "Ain't that a Casteel?" 

I hated the way they pronounced "Casteel," 

making it sound like a curse word, like a family less than human. I knew much of why people saw the Casteels the way they did was because of my aunt Fanny's behavior over the years, and the fact that the Casteels were people from the Willies, mountain people who were not as educated and had a fraction of the wealth town people had. Town people were disdainful of the way Willies people dressed and lived, and a lot of that was understandable, but why couldn't they see how wonderful Luke was and how much he had overcome? He was right. "Go for the tall ones!" 

I especially loved this walk home from school in spring because the streets were lined with flowering trees and shrubs, lawns were fresh and kelly green, tulips, irises and azaleas were blossoming, walkways and patios were scrubbed clean. Starlings sat like sentinels on telephone lines, watching the traffic of cars and people below. Robins, perched on branches, peaked out with curious eyes between cool, rich green leaves. Only an occasional hummingbird flew nearby. 

They seemed to have endless energy no matter how hot it was. The world looked fresh and alive. 

For most of the walk home, Luke was closed-lipped and walked with his head down. When I stopped at the entrance to the walk of Hasbrouck House, I could see he was unaware we had arrived. 

"Do you want to sit in the gazebo for a while?" 

I asked hopefully, for I wanted to keep him with me until he told me exactly what was bothering him. 

"No, I'd better get home," he said, his voice filled with melancholy. 

"Luke Toby Casteel!" I finally exclaimed, my hands on my hips. "You and I are not in the habit of keeping secrets from one another, even if they are painful ones." 

He stared at me a moment, looking as if he had suddenly woken up and realized I was there. Then he shifted his eyes away. 

"I was accepted to Harvard yesterday on a fully paid, tuition scholarship," he said with a surprising absence of feeling and excitement. 

"Oh, Luke, how wonderful!" 

He put his hand up to indicate that wasn't all he was going to say about it, and then looked down again and gathered his strength to continue as I waited with a lump in my throat. 

"I never even told my mother I had applied to Harvard. Every time I used to mention it, she would go into one of her tirades about the blue bloods and this ungrateful family that thinks it's so much better than her. She would rant and rave about Uncle Keith and Aunt Jane and how they won't ever call her or write her or acknowledge her existence. It bothers her that she was never invited to Farthinggale, not even to your parents' wedding reception. In her mind she links it all together: Harvard, the Tattertons, wealth, and those she calls "Bean Town Snobs." 

"But Luke, that's so unfair to you," I consoled him. He nodded. 

"Anyway," he continued, "I didn't tell her about my application. Yesterday the acceptance announcing the scholarship came in the mail and she opened it. 



Then she got drunk and ripped it up. I found the pieces on the floor in my room." 

"Oh, Luke, I'm sorry." I cringed just thinking what it must have been like for him to walk into his room and discover such an important piece of mail scattered all over the floor. 

"That's all right. Her ripping it up won't stop me from going. It was the ugly things she said while she was in one of her drunken states." 

Without his having to tell me, I knew what direction her ugly words had taken. 

"About my father?" He nodded. I took a deep breath to prepare myself. "You might as well tell me." 

I closed my eyes and winced at the anticipated ugliness. 

"I won't tell you all of it because some of it was so vicious and hateful, I don't want to remember it myself, much less repeat it to you. The worst part was when she accused me of being more like Logan than her, being more loyal to his goody-two-shoes side of the family than to her, but really, Annie, your parents treat me better than she does. She's hardly ever home to make dinner, but she hates me for spending so much time at your house!" 

"Oh, she doesn't hate you, Luke." 



"She hates half of me, the Stonewall half, so she gets drunk and runs off with one of her young boyfriends and then chastises me because I don't like her when she's drunk and with them!" 

"I'm sorry, Luke, but soon you'll be going off to college and you'll be away from all this," I promised, even though I hated the thought that he and I would be separated. 

"The thing is, I don't hate her, Annie. I hate what she does to herself sometimes, and I feel sorry for her and the life she's had. So I worked hard and did well and made it possible for her to be proud and walk with her head high, not that she wouldn't anyway," he added. I smiled. Aunt Fanny wouldn't hesitate to flaunt any of her success to anyone in Winnerrow. "But instead of being happy I was accepted to Harvard on a full scholarship, she accuses me of deserting her." 

"She will change her mind," I assured him. 

Poor Luke, I thought. He had worked so hard to make us all proud of him and his mother had torn that pride into pieces and left it lying like garbage on the floor. 

How his heart must have broken. I wanted to comfort him, to soothe his mental anguish, to hold him in my arms and help him to feel content and happy once again. I could do it, if only . . . if only there wasn't so much preventing me. 

"I don't know. Anyway, I'm not looking forward to her birthday party. She has invited every man who's taken her out and some of her low-class friends, just so she could rub it into the family." He shook his head. "It's not going to be nice or any fun for us." 

"My mother will handle it; she always does," I said as my admiration for my mother brightened my spirits. "She can be a lady no matter what. I hope have half her strength when I'm her age." 

Luke nodded knowingly, that deep analytical look in his eyes as he came to his conclusion. 

"You will. You're just like her." 

"Thank you. There is no one I would rather be like. And don't worry about the party. I'll be there with you to help if Aunt Fanny gets out of hand," I assured him, my eyes as intense and my face as determined as Mommy's could be when she was decided about something. 

"You haven't seen her really out of hand, Annie," Luke warned. Then he shook his head and smiled, his face brightening. "Anyway, thanks for listening. You've always been there when I've needed you and it's always made a difference. You don't realize how much of a difference, Annie. Just knowing you were there for me helped me to go on, to climb those taller mountains, to want to see that view. 

When I was accepted to Harvard, I thought to myself, Annie will be proud and it's because of Annie that I want this so much, want to make so much of myself. 

Sometimes, I feel you're the only real family I have. 

Thank you, Annie." 

"You don't have to thank me for that, Luke Toby, Jr." I didn't like the way it sounded, like I was just a good friend. I was more; I had to be more. I wanted to be more. "You have often listened to my troubles, too." 

He smiled at my reminder, his blue eyes turning as soft and warm as the sky above us. 

"I'll miss you when you go off to Europe to study art. I know how important it is to you, though," 

he added softly. "And I know it's going to help you become the wonderful artist you are meant to become." 

"I'll write to you all the time, but I'm sure after the first week, you'll have yourself a "bean town" girlfriend." How I wanted to tell him that I would always be his girlfriend, but how could I? We were brother and sister and it seemed as if the whole world stood between us and what we really wanted, for I knew in my heart that he felt some of what I felt and there was a part of both of us that cried and mourned and wished we could stay together forever and ever. 

So we had to pretend, to talk about each other finding someone else, even though in our hearts, we hoped and prayed it would never happen. 

His smile disappeared and he turned as serious as a deacon on Sunday. 

"I don't know. After having you for a friend all my life, she's going to have to be pretty perfect whoever she is." His shiny blue eyes swung my way again, filled with warmth and affection, but it was more than just a brotherly affection. He looked at me with such longing I felt a flush move up my neck and settle into my cheeks. He was looking at me and I was looking at him the way two young lovers would. 

There was no denying it. Every part of me cried out to embrace him; I could almost feel his lips against mine. He waited, looking for some encouragement. I had to stop it before it went too far. 

"I'll call you later," I whispered in a breathy voice, and ran down the walkway to the front entrance of Hasbrouck House. When I looked back, he was still standing there. He waved and I waved back. I slipped into the house and rushed up to my room quickly, my heart thumping harder than ever. Why did Luke have to be my half brother, closer to me than anyone my age could be? We shared so much, our happiness and our sadness. 

How I wished that he was a stranger going to Harvard, and I was visiting Tony Tatterton at Farthinggale, and Luke and I had just met in Boston. 

Perhaps we would meet in a department store. He would come up beside me and say something like, 

"Oh that's not your color. Here." He would reach for the aqua shawl. "You want to bring out the blue in your eyes." 

I would turn and look into the most handsome face I had ever seen and instantly fall in love. 

"Forgive me for being so forward, but I couldn't stand by and watch you make a mistake." He would speak with his familiar self-confidence and sweep me off my feet. I always felt more secure when I was with Luke. 

"Then I'll have to thank you," I would say, batting my eyelashes coquettishly. "But first I have to know your name." 

"Luke. And your name is Annie. I already took the trouble to find out." 

"Really?" I would be flattered, impressed. 

Afterward we would go for coffee and talk and talk. 

We would go to movies and dinner every time I came to Boston. Then, he would come to see me at the estate and we would get to know one another in that palatial setting, only it wouldn't be the way Drake had described it; it would be the way Luke and I had fantasized: a castle filled with rainbow rooms of dreams. If only I could go to sleep and when I woke up, the fantasy be a reality. 

But that couldn't be. Time was like a roller coaster and we were approaching the peak of the steepest hill. We were both about to graduate high school and then we would go rushing downward into our futures that might easily take us into far different directions. We couldn't even turn around to look back. 

After I stood by my bedroom window and 

watched him walk off, I lay there on ray bed, staring out the window through the pink and white curtains, hearing the birds serenade each other and listening to the thumping of my own heart. It made me so sad that I cried for what seemed like hours. Mother's soft, concerned voice rescued me from my own tears. 

"Annie, what's wrong?" She came in quickly and sat beside me on the bed. "Honey?" I felt the comfort of her hand on my hair, stroking the long, dark brown strands with concern. I turned my tear-filled my eyes toward her. 

"Oh Mother, I don't know," I moaned. "Sometimes, I just can't help crying and feeling just terrible. 

I know I should be happy. Soon I'll be graduating and going off for an extended visit to Europe, seeing all those wonderful places most people only read about or see pictures of, and I have so many things other girls my age don't have, but . ." 

"But what, Annie?" 

"But suddenly everything seems to be happening too fast. Luke is getting ready to go off to college and become someone else. We'll probably hardly ever see each other again," I cried. 

"But this is what it means to grow up, honey." 

She smiled and kissed my cheek. 

"And all the things that used to look so big and important to me look small and . . . and simple. The gazebo . . ." 

"What about the gazebo, Annie?" She waited with her smile frozen on her lips as I tried to find words that made any sense to me as well as to her. 

"It's just a. . . gazebo now," I protested. 



"Well, that's all it ever was, Annie." 

"No, it was more," I insisted. So much more, I thought. It was our dream place and dreams were falling away too quickly. 

She shook her head. 

"You're just going through something everyone your age goes through, Annie. Life can be scary when it comes to these crossroads. All this time you've been a little girl, protected and loved, and now you're being asked to be grown up and responsible." 

"Did this happen to you, too?" I asked. 

"A lot earlier, I'm afraid." 

"Because your father sold you and your brothers and sisters?" 

"Even before that, Annie. I didn't have much of an opportunity to be a little girl. Before I knew what was happening, I had to be a mother to Keith and Jane." 

"I know. And Fanny was no help," I repeated. I had heard this before and was afraid it was all I would hear now. 

"No." She laughed. "Hardly. Fanny has always been able to discard her frustrations like a garment easy to rip off. But your uncle Tom was a great help. 

Tom was wonderful and strong and very mature for his age. How I wish you could have known him," she added wistfully, her eyes, so much like my own, taking on a faraway look. 

"But your life got so much better after you went to live at Farthy, didn't it?" I prompted, hoping she might tell me more. She appeared startled, as if she really had been in some other world. 

"Not right away. Don't forget I was a girl from the Willies suddenly going to live in a fancy, sophisticated, luxurious world, sent to a posh school attended only by rich, snobby girls who made me feel unwanted." Her face hardened as she remembered. "Rich girls can be very cruel because their money and wealth protects them like a cocoon. Don't ever be inconsiderate and unsympathetic to those who have less than you do, Annie." 

"Oh I won't," I insisted. Surely Mother had in-stilled that in me from the time I was old enough to talk. 

"No, I don't think you will." She smiled softly. 

"Try as he might, your daddy hasn't succeeded in spoiling you," she said, her eyes twinkling with love. 

"Mother, will you ever tell me why you hate Tony Tatterton so much?" I swallowed and bit down hard on my tongue to prevent myself from telling her about Drake's letter and visit to Farthy. 

"I don't hate him as much as I pity him, Annie," 

she said, her voice firm. "He may be one of the richest men on the East Coast, but he's apathetic creature as far as I'm concerned." 

"But why?" 

She stared at me. Could she look at me and see the things I already knew, the things Drake had written about and told me about on the phone? I had to shift my eyes away from hers, but the truth was, she wasn't looking at me; she was looking through me, looking at her own memories. I saw the way they turned and twisted her lips, narrowed her eyes, brought a smile and then a scowl to her face. 

"Mother?" 

"Annie," she replied, "a long time ago, someone once told me you trap yourself sometimes, by thinking desire and need is love. He was right. Love is something far e lore precious, but something far more fragile. As fragile as . . as one of our tiniest, most intricate, most delicately crafted toys. Hold on to it too tightly, and it will crumble in your fingers, but hold on to it too loosely, and the wind might blow it away and shatter it on the cold ground. Listen to the voice in your heart, Annie, but be absolutely sure the voice comes from your heart. Will you remember that, Annie?" 

"Yes. But why are you telling me this? Does it have something to do with your life at Farthy?" I held my breath. 

"Someday I'll tell you everything, Annie. I promise. It just isn't the time yet. Trust me, please." 

"I trust you, Mother. More than anyone in the world." I couldn't help being disappointed. For so many years I had heard this promise. When would be the time? I was already eighteen years old, a fully grown woman. She had given me her most valuable diamonds, her most precious replica cottage. When would she give me the real story of her life? 

"My Annie, my precious, precious, Annie." She hugged me to her and pressed her cheek against mine. 

Then she sighed and stood up. "Well, I haven't bought your aunt Fanny a birthday gift yet. Want to help me pick something out?" 

"Yes. Luke's so upset about her party though." 

"I know. Why we cater to her is a mystery to me. I don't underestimate your aunt Fanny. She talks like a hillbilly, but she's far from dumb. She makes us feel guilty before we have a chance to say no. There's no one else like her," she added shaking her head and smiling with amusement. 

"Talk to her about Luke, Mother. Make her stop making him feel bad about going to Harvard." 

"He was accepted?" Delight lifted her voice. 

"Yes. And with a full scholarship!" 

"How wonderful!" She straightened into a flag of pride. "Another descendent of Grandpa Toby Casteel goes to Harvard," she announced as if to the whole town. Then her eyes softened. "Don't worry about Fanny. She will say and do something dramatic, but in her heart, she's proud of Luke, and I'm sure she will find some reason to pay him a visit and stroll over that campus like a queen." 

She folded her arms under her breasts like Aunt Fanny often did, and threw her head back. 

"Well, ma son goes here, so ah think I kin stroll over this grass if I've a mind ta." 

We both laughed and then she hu: led me again. 

"That's better. Now you're the Annie you're supposed to be, happy, delicate, alive. You're everything I could have wished for myself, honey," 

she said softly. My tears were tears of happiness now. 

My mother, how quickly she could drive away my dark clouds. Suddenly my world was full of bright, golden sunshine again, and the songs of the birds were no longer sad songs. I hugged and kissed her and went into the bathroom to wash my tear-streaked cheeks so I could go shopping with her for a birthday gift for Aunt Fanny. 




FOUR 

Aunt Fanny's Birthday Party 


. 

It was a wonderful night for a party. The sky was a backdrop of rich black velvet with tiny diamonds cast randomly over it The air was fragrant and still. My parents and I were dressed and ready. 

Roland Star greeted us outside on the porch as we left the house. "This is the calm before a mighty storm," 

he drawled. 

"But there's not a cloud in the sky!" I remarked. 

When it came to predicting weather, Roland was rarely wrong. 

"They're hoverin' about up there, just over the horizon, Annie. They's the kind that sneak up on ya. 

Be a while yit, but watch fer the first streaks of lightnin'. Then head for the indoors." 

"Do you think it will rain?" I asked my mother. 

A spring thunderstorm could bring torrents and flood everything, turning any party into a disaster, 

"Don't worry. We won't be at the party that long." She looked to my father for confirmation, but he just shrugged. Then we got into our Rolls-Royce and started for Fanny and Luke's house. 

They had a nice home, modest in comparison with Hasbrouck House, but most every home in Winnerrow was. After Aunt Fanny "mysteriously" 

inherited a great deal of money—an inheritance Drake, Luke, and I came to realize had something to do with Drake's custody hearing—she had her home redesigned and expanded. She had bought the original home with money she had gotten from her first marriage, to someone named Mallory. I never knew his first name because she referred to him only as 

"Ole Mallory." Her second marriage, to Randall Wilcox, was short-lived. He had long since moved away. Then Aunt Fanny legally returned her name to Casteel, partly to rub it into the faces of the townspeople, I always thought. 

Aunt Fanny was always threatening she would have a third marriage. It seemed like an empty threat because for as long as I could remember, she hadn't ever gone out with anyone near her own age. All her boyfriends were in their twenties. One of her more recent ones, Brent Morris, was just four years older than Luke. 

Her house was on a hill overlooking 

Winnerrow, and the rock band had set up speakers so huge that the music rolled right down to Main Street. 

We could hear the music blaring as we drove up the mountain. Mother thought that was outrageous, but Daddy only laughed. 

By the time we arrived, the party was in full swing. The rock band had set themselves up in Fanny's garage and the expanded and widened driveway served as a dance floor. Over the garage door a banner spelled HAPPY BIRTHDAY FANNY! 

in fluorescent red paint. Paper lanterns hung from tree limbs, and streamers were draped everywhere on her property. 

Mommy asked Daddy to park our car where it couldn't be blocked in by anyone, so we could make a quick getaway when she determined we had had enough, but Daddy didn't seem as eager to secure an escape route. He seemed in an unusually jolly mood. I suspected he had had a few drinks at home to fortify himself for the occasion. No matter how many years had gone by and how wonderful Mommy was about it, Daddy was always agitated in Aunt Fanny's presence. Her conversations were usually stocked with innuendos that made almost everyone uncomfortable. I had to admire Mommy for the ladylike way she always handled Fanny's carrying-on. 

I only hoped Luke was right—that I would be as strong and steady as she was when I was on my own. 



Aunt Fanny came running over to us as soon as we stepped out of the car. She had her hair crimped and blown out and wore the tightest black leather dress imaginable. It looked like a second layer of skin. 

The dress had a very low neckline, the base of the V 

dipping well below her cleavage. She wore no jewelry, almost as if she didn't want anything competing with her rich cream complexion and rose-tinted bosom. Mother didn't look surprised, but Daddy's eyes widened with masculine appreciation. I looked around for Luke, realizing how embarrassed he must already be. 

Fanny scooped one of her arms under Mother's right arm and the other under Daddy's left so she could escort them into the party, announcing their arrival as she did so. I followed closely behind. 

A long bar with two bartenders had been set up in front of the house, and the bartenders were pouring drinks very generously, not even measuring how much alcohol they were putting in the glasses. Adjacent to the makeshift bar was a full keg of beer submerged in a vat of ice. A steady stream of men, many of whom lived in the Willies, stood in line to fill their quart-size mugs. 

Fanny had had strings of multicolored lights strung across the lawn from the house to adjacent trees. She had hired a half-dozen women to prepare and serve the food. All wore button-down white cotton dresses and dished out the food from behind long tables covered with buckets of fried chickens, platters of fish, bowls filled with a variety of salads, mashed potatoes, and steaming vegetables. 

"Ma rich sista and brotha-in-law, the king and queen of Winnerrow, the Stonewalls!" Fanny bellowed. 

"Oh, Fanny, please. Behave yourself," Mother chastised. 

"Oh, let her enjoy herself," Daddy said. I think he liked being called the king of Winnerrow. "It's her night. Happy birthday, Fanny," he said. 

"Why thank ya, Logan, dear, but don't I get at least one birthday kiss? That'd be all right with ya, won't it, Heavenly?" 

"That's entirely up to Logan, Fanny. I don't tell him who he can kiss and who he can't." 

Mother's reply struck Fanny funny. She laughed and laughed and then suddenly stopped and rubbed up to my father so seductively, it interrupted conversations all around us. Everyone stopped and stared. 

Mother turned away, but I couldn't take my eyes off the two of them. Daddy smiled nervously and then he leaned forward to give Fanny her birthday kiss. 

When his lips met hers, Fanny seized his shoulders and pulled him closer. I saw her work her tongue in between his lips and then press her breast against his arm. Some of the men from the Willies cheered and whooped lasciviously. When their lips finally parted, Fanny pulled Daddy onto the dance floor as he looked back helplessly at Mother and me. 

Fanny started to gyrate before him, egging him on to join her in what she called "these modern dances." 

She made him loosen his tie. 

"Ya didn't have ta get all fancied up for lir ale Fanny," she announced. She directed everything she said to the audience of young men that hovered around her. They laughed and smiled and nudged one another. The band played even louder. 

I looked again for Luke, but didn't see him anywhere outside. 

"I'm going to get something to eat, Annie," 

Mother said tightly, "and put Fanny's present on the pile over there. Do you want something to eat?" 

I looked at her face and wondered how she felt about Daddy and Aunt Fanny being the center of attention, especially with all the gossip about their affair years ago. But even in these circumstances, Mommy had a wonderful way of holding in her true feelings. Only someone like me, someone who had known her so long and was as close to her as I was, could see the cold, hard look in her blue eyes and know that not only wasn't she happy, she was in a rage. 

How could she be so controlled? I wondered. 

What if something similar to this happened to me and my husband? Could I carry on as she was or would I just explode? If it were Luke and he were kissing another woman . . . 

Daddy was trying to swing his hips in time to Fanny's as she reached out and rested her palms on his shoulders. I thought she looked ridiculous, dancing like a lewd teenager. He looked baffled. How unfair Daddy and Aunt Fanny were being to Mommy, considering what she had to go through while they performed for this raucous crowd. I wanted to shout out to Daddy to stop, and I wanted to bawl out Aunt Fanny for not considering Mother's feelings, too. 

There was a limit to selfishness and how much should be excused in the name of a good time, I concluded. I needed to talk to Luke. 

"First I'll find Luke, and then we'll join you." 



"All right, honey," she said, and glanced back once at Daddy and Aunt Fanny. Fanny had her arms around his waist now and she was swinging her hips wildly from side to side. For a moment I wondered if I shouldn't cut in and take Daddy from Fanny, but then I thought she might make a bigger scene and embarrass us even more. I went searching for Luke and finally found him in the house, sitting alone on the couch in the living room. 

"Luke, why are you sitting by yourself in here?" 

He looked up. When he saw me, his smile broke through the icy layer of rage that covered his face. 

"I just couldn't stand it anymore out there, Annie. I decided the best thing to do was come in here and wait for it all to end. She's throwing herself on all of them, and the way they kiss her and the way she kisses them back . . ." He shook his head. "What is she trying to prove?" 

"That she can be young and beautiful forever, maybe; that forever and ever young men will desire her." 

"Why doesn't she just act her age? Why can't she have class, like Heaven?" 

"She's making a scene with Daddy now, and Mother's getting angry," I said, not masking my anger. 

He looked up quickly. "Is she? I had a nightmare about that. What is your father doing?" 

"I think he's just trying to be polite and not have her escalate into any more embarrassing scenes, but I don't know how long Mother will put up with it. I feel so sorry for her, Luke." 

"I guess I had better get back out there. Maybe I can do something. I'm sorry," he said. 

"You can't spend your life apologizing for your mother, Luke." 

"Seems that's all I've been doing since I can remember." He straightened up. He looked very handsome, dressed in a light blue sports jacket and tie. 

His rich black hair was soft and wavy. He looked like a man, I thought, not a boy anymore, a man who could handle a situation like this. I followed him out. 

The band had changed the music. Suddenly they were playing a Willies hoedown, and the men from the shacks had formed a circle around Aunt Fanny and Daddy, who looked like he was holding on for dear life now as she swung him around, his once neatly brushed hair now flying about wildly. 

I spotted Mother off to the side, standing under a pine tree. She had a plate of food in her hands, but she wasn't eating any of it. 

"Your father's making a fool of himself," she muttered when Luke and I stepped up beside her. "I'm just waiting for him to come to his senses, but by my count he's had four drinks already." 

"I'll cut in on them," Luke volunteered. He lunged forward before my mother could respond. He pulled two men apart and entered the circle, seizing Aunt Fanny's loose right hand and pulling her toward him and away from Daddy, who spun around in confusion for a moment. He got his footing, saw Fanny was dancing with Luke, and backed out of the center of the circle. Mother stepped forward. 

"You'd better put something in your stomach, Logan, and soak up some of that alcohol," she said, her voice as hard as nails. 

"Huh?" 

He looked at me and then at the circle of men and women clapping and now joining Luke and Fanny in their dance. Then he wiped his face with his handkerchief and nodded. 

"Your sister's crazy," he said. Mother just glared at him. "I am starved," he added quickly, and headed for the tables of food. I watched him stumble along, and when I lifted my eyes toward the sky, I saw Roland Star's sneaky clouds begin to crawl over the dark purple mountains, heading directly for Winnerrow. 

Daddy filled a plate with food and flopped into a seat by one of the tables Fanny had set up on the lawn. Mother and I joined him, and we ate as we watched the crowd of revelers working themselves into a wilder and wilder frenzy. I recognized many people from town. Fanny had obviously invited everyone she came across, I thought, determined to make her party a memorable occasion for Winnerrow. 

Most of the people were laborers and service folk. None of my parents' high-class friends had attended, not even out of respect for them; but I knew that was something Mother would forgive them for. I couldn't remember ever seeing my Mother look as uncomfortable as she did now. 

Suddenly Aunt Fanny stopped the dance and went to the leader of the band. He nodded, and the band played a short introduction followed by a drum roll. Aunt Fanny turned over a small garbage can and had two of her young male admirers help her up onto it. 

"I got a few words to say," she began. 

"Only a few?" someone shouted, and there was a hubbub of laughter. 

"Well, maybe a dozen or so more," Aunt Fanny countered, and there was more laughter. "I'd like ta thank ya all fer comin' ta my fortieth birthday party. 

That's right, I said forty, an' I'm darn proud of it, proud ta be forty but look like twenty." She spun around on the turned-over garbage can to show off her figure, thrusting her breasts out. The men around her whistled and stomped their feet. 

I looked at Luke. He had retreated to the sidelines and lowered his head. I felt terrible for him and wished I could take his hand and lead him away, far away. 

"Other women, especially the high and mighty ones in Winnerrow who couldn't bring themselves ta come ta ma party, lie about their age. They gotta. 

When they were twenty, they looked forty." 

There was more laughter. Then one of her young men shouted, "I'm twenty, Fanny. How many times does twenty go into forty?" 

The laughter grew louder. Fanny beamed, put her hands on her hips and turned to him. 

"Not once," she exclaimed, and her audience howled. "Anyway, you dummies, I gotta lot ta be happy about tonight. Ya see my son Luke standin' 



over there, lookin' as though he would like to crawl under a rock. Weil, he's done me proud. He's been accepted ta Harvard, and they want 'im so bad they goin' ta pay-the whole darn bill. How's that fer a Casteel, eh?" 

Luke looked up, his face so red I thought he would just burst into flame. Everyone had turned to stare at him. 

"Well, ya want ta make a speech about it, Luke honey, or don'cha think these hillbillies could understand ya?" 

Luke didn't respond. 

"That don't matter none, honey. I kin speak enough fer the two of us, and when I git to Harvard, show those professirs a thin' or two." 

"You sure will, Fanny," someone shouted. 

Then the band struck up "Happy Birthday" and the audience started to sing. Fanny, posed on the turned-over can, smiled widely at Mother and me. 

When the song ended everyone applauded while a half-dozen young men rushed forward to help Fanny down. 

Moments later our attention was drawn to two men who began pushing each other. One accused the other of cutting into the beer line ahead of him. Their friends, instead of separating them, egged them on until one swung at the other. People rushed to break them up. The whole thing struck Daddy as funny. 

"I'm ready to leave, Logan," Mother announced firmly. "This party is only going to get worse and worse." 

"In a minute," Daddy said, and rose to get closer to the fight. The two men were hurling curses at one another. I could hear Aunt Fanny's laughter over the din. The wind had intensified and the bulbs strung over the lawn began swinging back and forth. Aunt Fanny's banner snapped as it was driven up and back, so that it now waved loosely in the night like a flag of war. 

Aunt Fanny came charging forward to the scene of the brawl. 

"What's this 'bout fightin' on ma birthday?" she demanded, her hands on her hips. Three of her young boyfriends gathered around her and began describing the fracas. She was wobbling on her feet as she listened. Luke came up behind her, looked my way and shook his head. Mother suddenly surged forward and seized Daddy's arm. 

"Logan, I want to go home. Now!" she insisted. 

He stared at her a moment and then nodded. She led him over to where I stood. 

"Let's go, Annie." The rage in her face looked like it was about to explode. 

I got up and followed her, my father trailing behind, but before we made it to our car, Fanny spotted us and screamed. 

 "Where ya goin', Heavenly? Ma party's fist gettin' started!" 

I looked back, but Mother told me just to keep walking to the car. Fanny's laughter followed us like a tail on a kite. Daddy stumbled behind us and caught up after I got into the back seat. 

"Can you drive?" Mother asked him. 

"Of course I can drive. I don't see what you're getting so excited about. Two guys had a little dis-agreement. Nothing to it. They're best of friends again already." 

He got in and fumbled through his pockets for his keys. 

"You drank too much, Logan. I know you had something before we left for the party, too." 

"Well? That's what a party's for, isn't it?" he said with surprising curtness. 

"No," she said forcefully. 

He found his key and concentrated on getting it into the ignition. I couldn't remember ever seeing him so confused. Suddenly a drop of rain struck the windshield with a splat. It was followed by another and then another. 

"It looks like it's going to rain on the party, anyway," he said sullenly. "Roland was right." 

"That's the best thing that could happen," my mother said. "It will cool everyone down, and everyone," she added, looking at him pointedly, "could use a little cooling down." 

Daddy started the car and we lunged forward. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" He turned to Mommy and looked at her belligerently. 

"You shouldn't have let her kiss and maul you like that, Logan. Everyone saw it." 

"Well, what was I supposed to do—beat her off?" 

"No, but you don't have to be so cooperative." 

"Cooperative? Oh, come on, Heaven. That's not fair. I was stuck, I—" 

"Slow down, the rain is getting harder, and you know how these roads can get," Mommy admonished. 

"I didn't want to dance like that with her, but I figured if I pulled away, who knows what she might say. She's as drunk as a Saturday-night Indian and -" 



"Slow down!" she yelled, more vehemently this time. 

Sheets of water were pouring over the 

windshield now, and the wipers were unable to clear it away. 

I hated to see them like this. I realized that the only time they had these fights was when Aunt Fanny was involved. Somehow, she always managed to cause trouble between them, scratching at old wounds or pouring salt over new ones. Too bad she didn't run off with one of her young men arid leave Luke to live with us, I thought. Then we could truly be a happy family and never have to worry about angry situations like this one. 

"I can't see anything!" Mommy exclaimed, but Daddy wasn't listening. 

"Can you imagine what's going on back there?" 

he said, and laughed. He looked at Mommy. "I'm sorry if I caused you any pain, Heaven. Honest, I was just trying to—" 

"Logan, keep your eyes on the road. These turns . . ." 

The road down to Winnerrow was steep and sharply curved. The rain, coming in from the east, was pounding the mountainside now. Daddy's erratic driving had me swinging from side to side in the rear. 

I reached up and took hold of the handle above the window. 

"You know I didn't mean to do anything—" he began again, but Mommy cut him off. 

"All right, Logan," she stated emphatically. 

"We'll talk about it when we get home." Suddenly, as we approached a sharp turn, a vehicle coming up the hill was too far on our side. 

I heard Mother scream and felt the car swerve to the right. Then I felt the brakes lock. 

The last thing I remember was Mommy's shrill scream and my daddy's now instantly sobered voice call out my name. 

 'Annie . . .  Annie . . . Annie . . ." 



FIVE 

The Greatest Less 

. 

I opened my eyes, but it seemed to take an enormous effort, my lids felt as if they had been sewn shut I blinked and. blinked, each time ray eyelids opening and closing with less effort. 

Where was I? The room was so white. An ugly, plastic light fixture was at the center of the ceiling. 

And this bedding . it smelled starchy and felt so rough. And there was a tiny ringing in my ears. 

"Annie! Nurse, she's opening her eyes. Nurse . 

nurse!" 

I turned slowly, my head feeling as if it had been turned to stone, like the bust of Jefferson Davis in the front yard of the Winnerrow School. A woman in white—a nurse—took my right wrist into her fingers to check my pulse, and I saw the i.v. tube attached to my arm. 

I looked to my left. There sat a gray-haired elderly gentleman with the brightest light blue eyes I had ever seen. I turned back to the nurse. She was busying herself writing on a chart and only glanced quickly at the man, who took my left hand into his hands and leaned closer to me, close enough for me to get a whiff of his sweet after-shave. 

"Who are you?" I asked. "What am I doing here?" 

"Annie, I'm afraid that it has fallen to me to deliver the most terrible news you will ever hear. I hope you won't hate me for being the bearer of this great sorrow" He closed his eyes and took a deep breath as if it had taken the air out of him to say just those few words. 

"What sorrow?" I tried to raise myself up, but below my waist my body felt numb. I was able only to lift my shoulders a few inches from the mattress. 

"You were in a terrible car accident, and in a coma." 

"Accident?" I blinked. Then it all came rushing back to me: the rain, my mother's scream, my father calling "Annie!" The wails of my heart quivered. "Oh, my God! Where are my parents? Where is my mother?  Mommy!"  I -screamed, suddenly feeling frantic. I looked at the nurse. "Where's Daddy?" A cold, wet panic claimed me. 

The strange man closed his eyes and then opened them slowly, tightening his grip on my hand. 

"Annie, I'm very sorry." 

I felt as if I were living in a slow motion nightmare. I looked at the man and saw the pain in his eyes melt into tears. He lowered his head and then raised it to look at roe. "I'm so sorry, Annie." 

"No!" I wanted to deny his words before he spoke them. 

"They were both killed," he said, tears streaming down his cheeks. "You have been in a coma for two days." 

 "No!" I  pulled my hand from his strong fingers and turned my face into the pillow.  "No, I don't believe "I  felt numb all over now, frozen, dead myself. 

I didn't want to be here, and I wanted this man to go away. All I wanted was to be home again, to be with my parents. Oh God, I prayed, please make this happen and please make this terrible nightmare disappear. Please, please . . 

"Annie, poor Annie." I felt him stroking my hair the way my mother often had. "I came as soon as they called me, and I've been at your bedside ever since." 

I turned around slowly and peered over my fingers. The man's face was full of sympathy and sorrow. He was mourning and hurting sincerely. 

Suddenly it dawned on me who he was. This was the mysterious Tony Tatterton, the prince of Farthinggale Manor, and he was here at my bedside. 

"I hired round-the-clock nurses and flew in my own physicians for you, but the facilities here are far from adequate. I must get you to Boston and then to Farthinggale," he continued. Everything he said rushed by me like words mumbled in a dream. I shook my head. 

"Mommy. I want to see her. Daddy . . ." 

"They are dead and await burial back at Farthinggale Manor. I'm sure it's what your father would have wanted," he said softly. 

"Farthinggale Manor?" 

"The Stonewalls, your paternal grandparents, are both dead, or I would consult with them, but I'm sure they would want the same things—a proper interment for your parents and my using every available dollar toward getting you healthy and well again." 

I stared at him a moment, and then the tears that had pressed themselves up against the floodgates behind my eyes broke free and I sobbed and sobbed, my entire upper body shaking. Tony Tatterton leaned forward to embrace me and hold me as best he could. 

"I'm so sorry, my poor, poor Annie. Heaven's beautiful daughter, Leigh's granddaughter," he muttered as he kissed my forehead and gently pushed back strands of my hair. "But you won't be alone; you'll never be alone. I'm here now, and always be here for you as long as I live." 

"What's wrong with me?" I asked through my tears. "I can't seem to move my legs. I don't even feel them!" 

"You received a bad blow to your spine and your head. The doctors believes the trauma about your spine has affected your motor coordination, but you don't worry about what's happened to you, Annie. As I said, make you well again." He kissed my tear-soaked cheek and smiled, his blue eyes soothing. 

"Drake," I said. "Where's Drake? And Luke Junior. Where's Luke? Aunt Fanny," I muttered. I needed my family around me now, not this stranger. 

Oh God, what was going to happen to me? I felt lost, bereft, empty, floating off like some kite in the wind whose string had torn. What would I do now? 

"Drake's in the lobby, waiting. Luke and Fanny have been by a few times, and let them know you've come out of the coma," Tony said. "But first send my physicians in here." 

"No. I want to see Drake first, and please call Luke and Fanny and tell them to come right away." 

"All right, I will. Whatever you want." He kissed my cheek again and stood up. He smiled down at me in a warm but strange way and then left. 

Moments later Drake entered the room, his face glum, his eyes bloodshot. Without speaking, he embraced me and held me so tightly to his chest, my tears burst out again. My sobbing brought pain into my back and heart. He kissed me and held me and rocked me like a baby, pressing his face to mine, his own tears mixing with mine. 

"You know they were more like my parents," 

he said. "My real mother couldn't have loved me any more than Heaven did, and Logan always treated me the same as he would have treated his own son. Once, when I went for a ride alone with him, I remember him telling me that he always thought of me as his son. 'What's mine is yours,' he said 'and always will bed" 

"Oh, Drake, can it really be true? Are they truly dead and gone?" 

"Yes, and it's a miracle you're alive. I saw the car. It's a total wreck." 

"I can't move my legs. They don't even feel like they're there." 

"I know. Tony told me what the doctors think. 

He's going to do everything for you, Heaven. He's an amazing and wonderful man. As soon as he heard the news, he turned the full power and wealth of his Tatterton empire to work. Doctors have been flown in and will be at your side continually. He's moved in one of his managers so that Logan's factory in Winnerrow can continue, because, as he says, it was so important to Logan and Heaven that the people here have something significant. He swears it will never go out of business and will even expand. He's already asked me if I would consider running it someday, after I graduate from college. 

"And then he told me he plans to fix up Farthinggale again, just so you can recuperate in a wonderful setting. We're lucky to have him, Annie, at a time of such great need." 

"But I don't want to go to Farthinggale! I want to go home, Drake! Farthinggale wasn't supposed to be a hospital; it was supposed to be . . . a special place, a paradise. Please, Drake." 

"Annie, it's hard for you to think clearly now. 

You've got to leave that to other, older and wiser people who are not as close to the tragedy as you are. 

We've got to do what's best for you. You want that, don't you? You want to walk again, to go on with your life." 



"My life? Without Mommy, without Daddy? 

Away from everyone? Luke? You? All the people I love? How can I go on with my life?" 

"You must, Annie. It's what Heaven would want, what Logan would want, and if I didn't tell you to do  so, I  would be at fault. Your parents weren't the kind of people who gave up on anything, Annie. 

You've got to be the same way. No matter what the obstacles, go forward and overcome them." 

No matter what the obstacles, I thought. Go for the tall ones, I thought. Luke's advice, too. 

"I won't be far away from you, Annie. I'll be nearby. I'll be going back to Boston today, and come visit you at the hospital there. I know it's impossible for you to think of all this now because it's all happening so fast, but trust in those who love you. 

Please," he pleaded. 

I took a deep breath and lowered my head to the pillow. The weight of the world seemed to press on me. My lids were heavy again and I felt very dizzy and tired. Maybe if I fell asleep and woke up, this would all be one terrible nightmare, I thought, and I would awaken in my own room at Hasbrouck House. 

It would be morning and Mommy would come in full of her usual energy, talking about the things we were going to do this morning. Downstairs, Daddy would be having his coffee and reading his  Wall Street Journal. I  would shower and dress and bounce down the stairs to greet a new and bright day, and he would kiss me good-bye before he went off to the factory, just as he did every morning. I settled into my misty dream. 

"Roland has my breakfast ready," I muttered. 

"Huh?" Drake said. 

"I've got to eat and get started. Mother and I are going shopping today. I need a new dress for Maggie Templeton's birthday party, and we want to get something special as a present. Don't make fun of us, Drake. I see you smiling." 

"Annie . . ." His hands cupped my head, but I couldn't keep my eyes open, so he let my head settle back on the pillow. 

"The toy cottage . . . it's so beautiful . . . so beautiful . . . thank you, Mommy. I'll cherish it forever and forever and forever. . . . " 

"Annie . ." 

Was that Daddy's voice still calling? Daddy, don't stop calling me, please. Daddy . . . 

Into the warm and comforting arms of sleep, I turned and lowered myself slowly, shutting away the ugly and horrible light that wanted to come bursting into my fantasy world and burn it away. 

"Let's not let it do that, Luke. Let's not. I know . 

. . Go for the tallest mountains . . . the view, the view . 

. ." 

"Oh, Annie, you must get well again," Drake whispered, and took my hand into his. But in my dream I took Luke's hand and we rushed across the lawn toward our make-believe paradise where I felt safe and secure again. And I could sleep. 

When I awoke, Tony's doctors and private nurse were looking down at me. A tall, dark man with a thin reddish-brown mustache and soft hazel eyes held my hand and smiled down at me. 

"Hello there," he said. "I'm Dr. Malisoff and I'll be taking care of you until you're well again." 

I looked up at him, his face slowly coming into sharper and sharper focus until I could even make out the small, thin wrinkles that crossed his forehead as if someone had drawn lines there with a pencil. 

"What's wrong with me?" I asked. My lips were so dry, I had to keep running my tongue over them. 

Instead of answering me, he turned to the younger doctor at his side. He had blond hair and light skin and there were patches of tiny freckles under his eyes. 



"This is my assistant, Dr. Carson. We'll both be attending you." 

"Hi," the younger doctor said. He was studying a chart the nurse beside him held. 

"And this is Mrs. Broadfield, your private nurse. She will be with you from now until the day you are healthy and well enough to be on your own again." 

"Hello, Annie," she said, and blinked a smile that flashed as quickly as a camera light. She had hair as black as Aunt Fanny's, but cut very short, and she was round-faced and chunky, with broad shoulders like a man's. She wore no makeup and her lips were a pale burgundy. 

"Where's Drake?" I asked, and then vaguely recalled his telling me he had to return to Boston. 

"Drake?" Dr. Malisoff said. "There are two people waiting in the lobby to see you. One is your aunt Fanny and the other, I think, is her son?" He looked to Mrs. Broadfield, who nodded quickly. "I'll have them come in in a moment. First, let me tell you what we're planning to do with you, Annie. 

"Apparently, when your father's car turned over, you hit something rather hard, and the blow to your spine just at the back of your head created what we call a trauma which is interfering with your motor control and causing paralysis of your lower body. We don't know exactly where the damage is or how much yet, because this hospital doesn't have what we need to make a precise diagnosis, so we are preparing to fly you to Boston, where you will be examined by a neurologist who is an associate of mine. There they have sophisticated instruments such as a CAT scan to pinpoint your problems and help us arrive at a proper diagnosis, therapy, and prognosis." 

"I don't feel any pain in my legs right now," I said. He smiled at that. 

"No, you wouldn't if they were paralyzed. If you do feel pain, that will be the sign that your nerves and muscles are returning to functioning order. I know it sounds funny to hope for pain, but in a real way, that's what we've got to do. My guess is that once we treat the trauma, you will regain the use of your legs. 

However, it may take some time, and during that time, you'll need more than just tender loving care. You'll need professional therapy." 

I was impressed and encouraged by his 

confident tone, but I wanted Daddy to be beside me holding my hand; I needed Mommy to tell me I would be all right again, and not just doctors and nurses. I'd never felt so alone, so deserted and bereft in the strange, cold world. 

"So," the doctor continued, releasing my hand and standing straight again, "just relax until all the preparations are completed. You'll go by ambulance to the airport and be flown by air ambulance to Boston." He smiled again and patted my hand. "In the meantime, Mrs. Broadfield will give you something liquid to eat, okay?" 

"I'm not hungry." Who could think of food at a time like this? I didn't care if I ever ate again. 

"I know, but I'd like you to have something liquid, some nourishment besides what you're getting through the I.V. All right?" He paused and gave me another smile meant to reassure me, where never again could anything do that. "I'll have your family come in to see you now." 

He turned, and he and the younger doctor left. 

Mrs. Broadfield prepared a small carton of cranberry juice for me by opening it and inserting a straw. 

"Just suck gently," she advised, adjusting my bed so I was in a sitting position. Her short, stubby fingers and large palms reeked of rubbing alcohol. 

This close to me, I could see the tiny black hairs peeking out the bottom of her round chin. I wanted my mother, my beautiful, loving, sweet-smelling mother to be the one taking care of me, not this ugly stranger. 

She placed the juice in my free hand and rolled the table over the bed. The change in my posture made me dizzy again and I had to close my eyes. 

"I'm getting nauseous," I cried. 

"Just try a little," she insisted. I took in some juice quickly and swallowed. My throat ached and I moaned. 

"Please, roll me down again," I pleaded. 

"You're going to have to try, Annie, just a little every day. Doctors can't do it all," she said, a note of disapproval, even impatience, in her voice. 

"I'm not ready," I insisted. She shook her head and pulled the table away. I took one more suck on the straw and then handed her the juice. She pressed her lips together, her rubbery face filled with annoyance. When I looked more closely at her, I saw how pocked her skin was and wondered why a nurse would have such a poor complexion. 

Just as she lowered me into a fully reclining position again, Aunt Fanny burst into the room with Luke right behind her. I was never so glad to see them. Aunt Fanny wrung her hands before me. 



"Oh Gawd . Oh Gawd!" she screamed. Mrs. 

Broadfield nearly dropped her tray. 

"Oh, Annie, darlin', poor chile. My poor niece." 

Tears were streaming down her face and she was dabbing her cheeks with her silk handkerchief. "Oh Gawd, Gawd . look at her in that bed. Sweet child," 

she wailed, and leaned against Luke. Her shoulders shook. Then she took a deep breath and came to my side and kissed me on the forehead. I welcomed the scent of roses, her personal perfume she had sent in from New York once a month. 

She held me and sobbed, her body shaking mine. I looked to Luke, who seemed embarrassed by his mother's outward display of sorrow. I reached forward to indicate he should come closer. Aunt Fanny was holding me as if for dear life. Her sobbing got louder. 

"Ma," Luke said. "You're making things worse. 

Please." 

Aunt Fanny snapped back. 

"What?" She dabbed her eyes again. "Oh . . . 

Oh Gawd, Gawd." 

"Ma, please. Think of what Annie's been through," Luke pleaded, lowering his voice for emphasis. Mother used to say that when it came right down to it, no one could handle Fanny as well as Luke could. 

"Oh dear, dear Annie," she said and kissed me on the cheek, her tears dripping onto my face. She wiped them away and stood up. 

"Poor Luke and me been sittin' out there fer hours waitin' for the doctors and the nurses ta let us in," she added, flashing a chastising look at Mrs. 

Broadfield. Suddenly her great sorrow turned into great anger. 

"Try not to excite her," Mrs. Broadfield commanded, and left the room. 

"Don't ya jist hate doctors and nurses. They all have these faces that looked pinched. Remind me of muskrats. And I hate hospital smells. Why don't they spray some deodorants in the halls and bring in flowers? If I ever get sick, Luke, so I don't know what I'm doin', hire a private nurse like Annie has and keep me in ma house, y'hear?" Aunt Fanny declared. It was as if her grief had been merely a cape she could pull off when she had a mind to. 

Luke stepped up to my bed. He looked so handsome, so young, his eyes two pools of fear and pain. 

"Hi, Annie." 

"Luke, oh Luke." 



He took my hand softly into his own. The tears glistening in his eyes filled my heart with even more sorrow. He was as deeply in mourning as I was, for despite the way we all had ignored who and what he really was all these years, the truth was he had lost his father, too. And my mother was often more kind and loving to him than his own. 

"Now there's no sense in us all jist standin' 

around an' cryin' our hearts ta pieces," Aunt Fanny suddenly said. "We can't bring 'em back, though I'd give all I have ta do it. I loved Heaven more'n I ever told her. I'm sorry I was so mean ta her all these years, but I jist couldn't help my jealous self. She understood that and forgave me time after time, which was more'n I done fer her." She touched her eyes gently with her lace handkerchief and then took a deep breath and pulled her shoulders back. 

"But," she announced, "I jist know she'da wanted me ta take control'a things now. I jist know it." Aunt Fanny nodded in agreement with herself as her pride marched out in full dress parade. "I'm jist as capable as . . . as that dirty, old rich man who calls himself yer great-grandpa." She shook her head and ran her palms over the sides of her hair as if she had walked into a cobweb. 



"Ma." Luke touched her left hand and nodded toward me. "This isn't the time—" 

"Nonsense. We gotta do what we gotta do. Now he says yer parents' wills put him in control, but I say—" Luke glared daggers at Fanny. 

"Ma, Annie is in no condition to discuss all this right now. She has other things on her mind at this moment." 

"Well, I think that's good, him gettin' ya the best medical treatment," Aunt Fanny went on, undeterred by Luke's admonishments and pleadings, 

"but as far as Hasbrouck House and--" 

"Ma, please." 

Frustration pulled her lips back, her pearly white teeth contrasting sharply with her dark Indian complexion. 

"All right, then, 

wait until yer feelin' better, 

Annie. Est don't ya worry yerself none about what that old beantown millionaire's pin' ta do with yer fortune." 

"He's been very nice so far, Aunt Fanny," I said, unable to make my voice much more than a loud whisper. 

"Yeah, well, he's got reasons." 

"Reasons?" 



"Ma, please." Luke turned on her, his eyes fiery. "I said this isn't the time." 

"Okay, okay." 

Mrs. Broadfield returned to lily room and came up behind them, moving so quietly in her soft white nurse's shoes, none of us heard her enter. She was suddenly just there, like a milk-white ghost. 

"I'm afraid you'll have to leave now. We are preparing Annie for her trip." 

"Leave? We jist walked in. This is ma niece, ya know." 

"I'm sorry. We have a schedule to follow," the nurse insisted authoritatively. 

"Well, where ya takin' her?" Fanny demanded. 

"A Boston hospital. You can get all the specific information at the nurse's desk on this floor," Mrs. 

Broadfield said. Aunt Fanny shook her head in anger, but Mrs. Broadfield simply went around my bed to adjust the I.V. 

"Now Annie, honey, ya don't worry 'bout nothin' but gettin' yerself up and around again, hear?" 

She kissed me on the cheek and squeezed my hand. 

"I'll be comin' out to that fancy Boston hospital in a day or so ta be sure they're doin' the right things fer ya," she added, and glared at Mrs. Broadfield, who continued to work as if Fanny were no longer there. 

"I'll come with her, Annie," Luke said. He took my hand back into his. 

"Oh, Luke, I'm going to miss graduation and your speech now," I cried. 

"No you won't," Luke said with his characteristic reassurance. "I'll read the whole speech over the phone to you, and before I go to school that day, go to the gazebo and sit there just as if you were there, too, and pretend that none of this happened." 

"What kintta talk is that?" Aunt Fanny asked, a half-curious and half-appreciative smile on her face. 

"Our kind of talk," Luke said. Truth was in his eyes. Love for me was there as well. He leaned over and kissed my cheek just as Tony Tatterton reentered the room. 

"Well, how are we doing?" he asked. He glanced at Luke, who snapped back and looked at him suspiciously. "I'm Tony Tatterton," Tony said quickly. 

He extended his hand. "And you must be . . ." 

"Ma son Luke Junior," Aunt Fanny announced. 

"You know who I am, I assume. I'm Heaven's sister." 

She pronounced her words as sharply and as hatefully as I had ever heard her. I looked to Tony to see his reaction, but all he did was nod. 



"Of course. Well, we've got to turn our attention to Annie now and get her started. I'll be down at the ambulance," he added, and shot a glance at Luke again. Luke's eyes were working overtime, analyzing and studying Tony critically. 

"We'll be with you in Boston, too," he repeated, and then he and Aunt Fanny left. Before I had a chance to burst into tears, the hospital orderlies arrived with the stretcher and began loading me onto it as Mrs. Broadfield directed. In moments I was being wheeled out of the room and down the corridor. 

And there was no one at my side holding my hand, no one I loved who loved me. All the faces around me were strange and empty, the faces of people who saw me as just a part of their job. Mrs. 

Broadfield tucked the blanket around my shoulders efficiently when we arrived at the doorway to the parking lot where the ambulance awaited. 

Even though the sky was overcast and gray, I closed my eyes the moment the outside light struck my face. It was only seconds, though, because I was quickly lifted from the hospital stretcher to the ambulance stretcher. I opened my eyes again as the doors were closed and Mrs. Broadfield took her seat beside me. She adjusted the I.V. and sat back. I felt the ambulance jerk forward and start down the hospital driveway on its journey to the airport and the plane that would jet me away to a big-city hospital. 

I couldn't help but wonder if I Would ever see Winnerrow again. Suddenly all the things I used to take for granted seemed so very precious and dear, especially this little town that Drake called "one--horse." 

I wished I could sit up and look out the window as we rushed away. I wanted one last look at the village proper to take with me, and a last farewell to the broad green fields and the neat little farms with their summer crops planted. And especially I wanted one last vista of the mountains with their coal-miner shacks and moonshiner cabins dotting the hills. 1 

wanted to say good-bye to the Willies. 

I was being ripped out of my world, torn from the people and places I loved and cherished and identified with. There would be no magnolia trees, no sweet scents of fresh flowers blossoming on the street as I walked to school. There would be no magic gazebo, no tiny cottage music box playing Chopin. I closed my eyes and imagined Hasbrouck House at this moment. All our servants surely sat around dumbstruck, not yet able to fully mourn my parents' 



deaths. 

My head began to thump. Tears flowed freely from my eyes. I shook with sobs. 

Never to see them again? Never to hear my father calling when he arrived home: "Where's my girl? Where's my Annie girl?" When I was little, I would hide behind the high-back blue chintz chair in the living room and press my tiny fist against my lips to suppress a giggle as he pretended to look everywhere for me. Then he would take  on  a worried expression and my heart would burst at the thought I could bring him any sadness. 

"Here I am, Daddy," I would sing out, and he would scoop me up and cover my face with kisses. 

Then he would take me into the den where Mommy was sitting with Drake, listening to his school stories. 

We'd plop down on the leather couch with me in my daddy's lap and listen, too, until my mother said it was time we all got cleaned and dressed for dinner. 

Those days seemed always full of sunshine and laughter. But now the clouds had come over us and dropped shadows like sheets of cold rain, like funeral shrouds. My mother and father were dead, my happy sunshine days colored black. 

"Try to sleep, Annie," Mrs. Broadfield said, jerking me out of my reverie. "Lying there and crying will only make you weaker and weaker, and you have many big battles ahead to fight, believe me." 

"Have you had a patient like me to care for before?" I asked, realizing that I needed to make friends with this woman. Oh, how I needed friends, someone to talk to, someone older, wiser, someone who could help me know what to do, who to be now. I needed someone with wisdom, but someone with warmth and loving feeling, too. 

"I have had a number of accident victims, yes," 

she said, her voice full of arrogance. 

"Did they all recuperate?" I asked hopefully. 

"Of course not," she said flatly. 

"Will I?" 

"Your doctors are hopeful." 

"But what do you think?" I wondered why someone who was supposedly dedicated to helping others, especially others in such great need, would be so cold and impersonal. Didn't she know how important warmth and tender care were? Why was she so standoffish? 

Surely Tony must have known something a out this woman before hiring her. My recovery was so important to him, he would certainly have gone looking for the very best, and yet I wished he had found someone who could be more warm and confiding, perhaps someone younger. Then I remembered what Drake had said, how I should put myself into the hands of older, wiser people who were able to think more clearly than I could now. 

"I think you should try to rest and not worry about it now. There's nothing we can do right now, anyway," Mrs. Broadfield said, her voice still cold, factual. "Your great-grandfather is getting you the best possible treatment money can buy. You're lucky to have him: Believe me, I've been with many a patient who had far less than you have." 

Yes, I thought. How quickly he had come to my aid, and how fully committed to helping me get well again he seemed. It made me wonder even more what it could have been that had driven my mother, who was capable of such great love, away from a man who apparently had such a generous heart. 

Would I ever find out, or had the answers died on that Willies mountain slope with my mother and father? 

I was tired. Mrs. Broadfield was right: there was nothing to do but rest and hope. 

I heard the ambulance siren blare away and vaguely realized that it was for me. 



SIX 


Tony Tatterton 

. 

I slept through the rest of the journey to the airport, but I awoke as they were transferring me to the air ambulance, and the realization of what was happening struck me like a hard, cold slap to the face. 

None of this was a dream; it was all true, all really happening. Mommy and Daddy were really dead, gone forever. I was seriously injured, paralyzed, all my dreams and plans, all the wonderful things Mommy and Daddy had hoped for me, obliterated in one fateful, horrible moment on a mountain road. 

Everytime I awoke I relived the terrible memory, saw the rain blinding the car windshield, heard 

Mommy and Daddy arguing about Daddy's 

behavior at the party, and saw that car coming at us. 

The visions made me scream inside, and ache so much that I was grateful when I started growing groggy again. Each time sleep came, it brought relief. 

Only each time I awoke, I had to face the reality and relive the horror once again. 

Mercifully, I fell asleep again until we arrived at the Boston airport for transfer to the Boston hospital ambulance. Whenever I was awake I was impressed with Mrs. Broadfield's tone of authority and the way orderlies and attendants snapped to action when she issued a command. Once I heard her say, 

"Easy, she's not a sack of potatoes, you know." And I thought, yes, Drake was right. Pm in good hands, professional hands. 

I drifted in and out of a deep sleep and awoke when we arrived at the hospital and I felt someone holding y hand. 

I opened my eyes and looked up at Tony 

Tatterton. At first he didn't realize I had awakened, and I thought he had such a dreamy, far-off expression on his face, it was as though looking down at me had taken him away somewhere and left him there. When he finally noticed I was staring up at him, his face brightened with a smile. 

"Welcome to Boston. I told you I would be right here when you arrived so I could greet you and be sure you had whatever you needed. Was your trip all right?" he asked with great concern. 

I nodded. Yesterday when I had seen him at my bedside, everything was so unreal that my memory of him was vague. Now I had a chance to really see in the flesh the man I had imagined so many times. His eyebrows were perfectly trimmed and he was closely shaven. His hair was trimmed neatly, too, and the gray looked silky and rich, as it would after being washed and treated by a professional stylist. He was wearing an expensive gray and white pinstriped silk suit with a dark gray tie. All of his clothing looked brand new. 

When I looked at my hand in his, I saw his long, patrician fingers were well-manicured. The nails shone. Yes, he was far different from the Tony Tatterton described by Drake. His letter and phone call now seemed part of the imaginary world I had sometimes entered and abruptly left for this cold, cruel, real existence. 

Tony let me scrutinize him and rested gentle, affectionate eyes on me as I did so. 

"I slept through most of the journey," I said, my voice barely more than a whisper. 

"Yes, Mrs. Broadfield told me. I'm so glad you're here, Annie. Soon you'll be going through the battery of tests the doctors have planned and we'll get right to the bottom of your problems so we can fix them." He patted my hand and nodded with the confidence and assurance of a man who was used to having things his way. 

"My parents," I said. 



"Yes?" 

"Their funeral . . ." 

"Now Annie, you must not think of that. I told you back in Winnerrow. I'm taking care of everything. 

You turn your strength and concentration toward getting yourself well," he advised. 

"But I should be there." 

"Well, you can't be there right now, Annie," he said gently. "But as soon as you are able to, I will have another service held at their grave sites and you and I will be there together. I promise. But for now, you're off to the best medical treatment money can buy." Then he turned thoughtful. 

"But don't let my concern for the here and now and your immediate needs make you think I didn't love your mother very much. I was very, very fond of your father, too. As soon as I met him, I knew he was executive material, and I was so happy when he agreed to become part of my business. When your mother and your father lived at Farthy and we all worked together, I had some of the happiest years of my life. 

"The years afterward, when they were gone, were the saddest and hardest years of my life. 

Whatever I had done to cause a rift between us, I want to undo by helping you, Annie. Please let me do all I can so that I can make it up to them. It's the best thing I can do to honor their memory." His eyes filled with pleading and sorrow. 

"I don't want to stop you, Tony, but there are so many questions I need to have answered. For a long time I tried to get Mommy to talk about her days at Farthy and why she finally left, but she held it back, always promising to tell me everything someday soon. 

Just recently, right after my eighteenth birthday, she made that promise again. And now . . ." I swallowed hard. "Now she won't be able to." 

"But I will, Annie," he said quickly. "I'll tell you everything you need and want to know. Please trust and believe me." He smiled and sat back. "In fact, it will be something of a relief to me to have you listen and judge." 

I studied his face. Was he sincere? Would he do what he promised or was he just saying these things to get me to like him and trust him? 

"I tried to make amends every way I knew how," he continued. "You received my presents, I hope, and I hope your mother let you keep them." 

"Oh yes, I have them all . . all the beautiful and wonderful dolls." 



"That's good." His eyes brightened; he looked younger. There was something in his face that reminded me of Mommy's . . the way he could telegraph his thoughts and moods with a twinkle in his eyes. 

"Whenever I traveled, I made sure to find special gift for you. I wanted you to have authentic artifacts, and those dolls were just the thing. I've lost track of how many I sent, but I bet it's quite a collection by now, isn't it?" 

"Yes. They take up an entire wall in my room. 

Daddy always says I'm going to have to open a store. 

Everytime he comes in, he . ." I paused, realizing Daddy would never come in and never say those things again. 

"Poor Annie," Tony consoled. "You've suffered a great, great loss. I'll never be able to do enough to ease your pain completely, but believe me, Annie, I'll do whatever is humanly possible. It's my mission in life now," he added with the same look of determination I had seen so often in Mommy's eyes. 

I couldn't harden myself against him as Mommy had. Perhaps it was all part of some horrible misunderstanding. Perhaps Fate had decided I would end it. 

"I know you can't help but be suspicious of me, Annie, but believe me. I am a man with a large fortune who has nothing and will be grateful only for the opportunity to do something noble and worthwhile in the autumn of his life. Surely, you won't deny me that chance," he said softly. 

"As long as you promise to tell me it all as soon as you can," I said. 

"You have the solemn word of a Tatterton who comes from a long line of distinguished gentleman on whose words many, many people had relied," he promised, his face solid, serious. Then he turned to the orderlies who stood waiting nearby. "She's ready. 

Good luck, my dear." He patted my hand as they took hold of my stretcher. 

They began to wheel me down the corridor. I lifted my head as high as I could to see Tony, who remained behind. I saw the look of love and concern in his face. What a wonderful soft-spoken man he was, and yet he was also a man who had obviously had a stream of power and confidence running beneath his every word. I couldn't wait to learn more about him. My parents had rationed each tidbit as if the small amount of knowledge I was to have of the roan had to last me a lifetime. 

Of course, I knew he had built up a unique toy business. "An empire," my father always called it, worth millions of dollars with foreign as well as local markets. "The Tattertons are kings of the toy makers," 

he told me during one of those rare times when he would talk about it. "Just like our toys, they are toys meant for collectors." 

"Tony's toys are toys only for the rich," my mother countered. I knew she was proud that the toys we made in Winnerrow were bought by all sorts of people, not only the very wealthy. "Tatterton Toys are for wealthy people who don't need to grow up and forget their childhood, when they had nothing to find under their Christmas trees and never enjoyed a birthday party. Tony's kind of people," she added, anger bolting through her eyes like lightning. 

Now, I wondered how he could be so much different from the kind of people my mother, my father, and I were. Although I sensed his power and authority, I sensed his softness and his vulnerability, too. He cried real tears for my parents and me. 

For the rest of the day I set my mind on cooperating with my doctors, who appeared to run me through every test known to medical science. I was probed and prodded. They turned every kind of light on me, X-rayed me every which way, conferred and consulted. 

As Dr. Malisoff had predicted, I didn't feel any pain in my legs during the tests. I was able to move my upper body, but my legs were like rag-doll legs, dangling freely when I was lifted to examination tables and placed carefully on beds. At times I felt as if I had stepped into icy water waist deep and it had numbed me from my feet to my hips. My reflexes didn't respond, and I looked down in awe as Dr. 

Malisoff's assistant and a Dr. Friedman, the neurologist, actually poked me with a pin. I didn't feel it, but seeing it go into my skin made me squirm. 

"Annie," Dr. Malisoff told me at one point, "it's almost as if we have given you what is known as a spinal anesthesia to mask pain during an operation. 

We believe the inflammation caused by the trauma around your spine is responsible for your paralysis right now. There are a few more tests we would like to do to confirm our suspicions." 

I tried to be a cooperative patient. My condition made me so dependent upon everyone. I had to be lifted from one place to another, strapped in and rolled about on movable stretchers. It was very hard for me to sit up. Every attempt to do so exhausted me. The doctors kept reassuring me that in time I would be able to do it, but I felt as though half my body had been killed in the accident along with my parents. 

Being so helpless was not only frustrating but irritating. We all take so much for granted—walking, sitting, being able to get up and go wherever we like when we like. My injuries seemed like salt upon wounds, for beside the devastating loss of my parents, I now had this physical disability to contend with. 

How much can one person bear? I screamed to myself. Why was I being put through such a horrible torture? All the things that mattered to me had been snatched away. 

Despite the way I felt, I couldn't help being awed by my surroundings and the staff who worked on me. It was an impressive hospital, with corridors twice as wide as the hospital corridors in Winnerrow. 

There were people rushing about everywhere, everyone looking important and busy. I saw rows of stretchers filled with patients being wheeled up and down corridors and in and out of elevators. Every minute there seemed to be an announcement for or the paging of some doctor. I learned that there were over twenty floors to the building and what seemed to me to be an army of nurses and technicians working there. I thought Aunt Fanny and Luke would get lost trying to find me. 

And yet, even in this setting with all these people working on so many different patients, I felt important; I sensed Tony Tatterton's presence and money at work. From the moment I was rolled away from him, I was surrounded by a team of doctors and technicians who remained with me until they finally wheeled me into what would be my private hospital room. Mrs. Broadfield was waiting for me there. 

In order to get me into bed, she had to roll the stretcher up beside it and pull me gently, setting my dead legs over the bed first and then moving the rest of me. She said nothing much while she worked; she didn't even grunt. 

After she got me comfortably into the bed, she fed me some juice. Then she closed the curtain around the bed so I could sleep, telling me she would be sitting right by the door in case I had need of anything. Exhausted from my examinations, I fell asleep again, and woke when I heard voices around me. I looked up at Dr. Malisoff, who was at my bedside. Tony Tatterton was standing beside him. 

"Hello again. How are you doing?" the doctor asked. 

"I feel tired." 



"Sure. You've got a right to be. Well, we've come to a final decision about you, young lady. My initial theory was correct. The blow to your spine just at the back of your head has inflamed the area, and that's what is causing your paralysis. There has already been a discernable, small amount of improvement, so we are not going to have to operate to release any pressure. Instead, we're putting you on a medicine therapy, and after a while, on physical therapy. 

"But you won't have to remain in the hospital all that time," he added, smiling at my look of concern. "Fortunately, Mrs. Broadfield is a nurse with training in physical therapy, and she can manage your recuperation program at Farthinggale Manor. Are there any questions I can answer for you?" 

"I will walk again?" I asked hopefully. 

"I see no reason why not. It won't happen over-night, but it will happen in due time. And I will be coming out to see you periodically." 

"When will I stop feeling dizzy?" 

"That comes from the concussion. It will take a little time, too, but you will improve steadily each day." 

"Is that all that happened to me?" I asked suspiciously. 

"All?" The doctor laughed and Tony stepped closer, smiling warmly. "Sometimes I forget how wonderful it is to be young," the doctor said to him. 

Tony nodded. 

"It is wonderful, and if you can't be young, it's wonderful to have someone as young and beautiful as Annie near you." His smile was small and tight, amused. 

"But I'm going to be such a burden," I protested. It was one thing to be a burden to people you loved and people who loved you, but to go of with a stranger and be in this condition made me feel very awkward. How I needed the comfort and affection of Mommy and Daddy now, but Fate had decided that I would never again have it. 

"Not to me. Never to me. Besides, I have servants who are bored because they have so little to do now, and you have Mrs. Broadfield." 

"I'll see you outside," Dr. Malisoff said to him in a voice just above a whisper, a doctor's conference voice, and left my room. Tony remained staring down at me. 

"I'll come twice a day," he promised. "And each time I'll bring you something." He put a light, happy tone into his voice, as if I were still a child who could be cheered up by toys and dolls. "Is there anything special you want?" 

I couldn't think of anything; my mind was still too clouded with the tragic events and the impact of all that was to happen next. 

"It doesn't matter. Let me surprise you each time." He stepped closer so he could lean over to kiss my forehead, and for a moment his hand lingered on my shoulder. "Thank God you're going to be all right, Annie. Thank God you're going to be with me and that I can do something to help you." He kept his face so close to mine, I felt his cheek graze my own. Then he kissed me again and left the room. 

Mrs. Broadfield took my blood pressure and washed me down with a sponge and warm water. 

Afterward I lay there in a kind of daze with my eyes open, fighting back any tears. Finally I closed my eyes and dozed off. 

Drake came to visit me the next day. I was so happy to see him. I was in a strange place, far from home, but I had family nearby, and family was one thing I always cherished. 

He came to my bed and kissed me, hugging me gently, as if I were made of eggshells and he thought I might crack. 

"You have some color in your cheeks today, Annie. How do you feel?" 

"Very tired. I keep drifting in and out of sleep, in and out of dreams, and whenever I wake up, I have to tell myself where I am and what has happened. My mind won't hold onto the truth. It keeps throwing it out like last week's meat loaf." 

He smiled and nodded and stroked my hair. 

"Where have you been? What have you been doing?" I asked quickly, anxious to see how he had been handling the tragedy and his own sorrow. 

"I decided to stay at school and finish the semester." 

"Oh?" Somehow, I thought the whole world had stopped working for a while. Even the sun had refused to appear. Night had a tight grip on the earth. 

How could anyone work or live or be happy ever again? 

"My teachers wanted to excuse me, but I thought if I didn't keep my mind on something, I would go mad with grief," he told me after he had pulled a chair up to the side of the bed. "I hope you don't think me too hard or indifferent for doing that, but I couldn't just sit around. It was too painful." 



"You did the right thing, Drake. I'm sure it's what Mommy and Daddy would have wanted you to do." 

He smiled, grateful for my understanding, but I believed what I was saying was true. No one handled hardship as well as Mommy could. Daddy always said she had a spine of steel. "CA-steel," he joked. What wouldn't give to hear one of his jokes now. "How wonderful that it's all behind you, Drake. No more studying for a while." 

"But I'm not returning to Winnerrow. It will be too painful for me to return to that big empty house right now, and anyway, Tony Tatterton has made me a wonderful offer for the summer mouths." 

"What sort of offer?" I asked, curious at how quickly Tony Tatterton had taken up the management of our lives, 

"He's going to let me work as a junior executive at his offices, can you imagine? I'm not even out of college yet, but he's going to let me have some responsibility. He's even set me up with an apartment here in Boston. Doesn't that sound exciting and wonderful?" 

"Yes, it does, Drake. I'm happy for you." I looked away. I knew it wasn't fair to Drake, but happiness seemed out of place at this moment. The whole world should be in mourning for me and my parents, I thought. The dark veil that had fallen over everything still clung to me. No matter how blue the sky really was, it would be gray to me. 

"You don't sound too happy. Is it because of the medicine you're taking?" 

"No." We stared at one another for a moment and I saw the sadness creeping back into his face, bringing shadows over his eyes and making his lips quiver. "No," I continued. "I've just been thinking a lot about Tony. I can't help wondering why he has come rushing into our lives and why he's being so wonderful to us. For the longest time, our family treated him as if he didn't exist. You'd think he'd hate us. Don't you wonder, too?" 

"What's there to wonder about? A terrible, terrible tragedy has occurred and he . . . he's part of the family in a real way. I mean, he was married to your great-grandmother and my step-sister's grandmother, and he has no one. His younger brother committed suicide, you know," Drake added in a deep whisper. Mrs. Broadfield was walking in and out of the room. 

"Younger brother? I don't remember any mention of him." 

"Well, Logan once told me something about him. Seems he had always been a very introverted man who kept to himself and lived in a cottage on the other side of the maze instead of in that big, wonderful house." 

"Cottage? Did you say a cottage?" 

“Yes.” 

"Like the one my mother had in her room, the toy-model music box she gave me for my birthday?" 

"Well, I never thought about that, but yes. I suppose so. Why do you ask?" 

"I keep dreaming about it, remembering it and the music and the times she let me look at it when I was a little girl. Sometimes, when I awaken from one of my short naps, I think Pm back home and I look around for my things, listen for Mommy's or Daddy's voices, think about calling for Mrs. Avery, and then . 

it comes back to me, rushes over me like a cold, dark wave, almost drowning me in the horrible, ugly truth. 

Am I going crazy, Drake? Is that part of what's happening to me, but no one wants to tell me? Please, you tell me! I've got to know!" 

"Your mind's confused by all that's happened, that's all," he said reassuringly. "Memories are jumbled. It's understandable, considering what you've been through. You should have heard the gibberish you were saying when I visited you in Winnerrow." 

He smiled and shook his head. 

"What gibberish?" I was frightened for a moment. Had Drake eavesdropped on my most secret thoughts? Thoughts about Luke? 

"All sorts of silly stuff. Don't worry about it," 

he said, waving the topic away. "And don‟t worry about how you're going to be treated or about being alone. I'll be nearby all summer, and I can come visit you at Farthinggale Manor on weekends. You're my big responsibility now, Annie, and I mean to take good care of you. But I've got to develop my career objectives and be on my own, too. independence is in my blood. I'm not looking for any handouts from Tony Tatterton. earn what I get and work my way up," 

he said proudly. 

He went on and on about working for Tony and what it could mean for him. His words ran together and I lost track of what he was saying. After a while he saw I wasn't listening. My eyes kept closing. 

"Here I am, putting you to sleep, and I just keep on and on," he said and laughed. "Maybe they ought to hire me to help with the insomniacs." 



"Oh, I'm sorry, Drake. I didn't mean not to listen. I heard most of what you said and—" 

-It's all right. I've probably stayed too long anyway." He stood up. 

"Oh no, Drake! I'm so glad you're here!" I cried. 

"You need your rest if we expect you to recuperate. I'll come see you again soon. That's a promise. Bye, Annie," he whispered as he leaned over to kiss my cheek. "Don't worry. You'll always have me nearby." 

"Thank you, Drake." It was reassuring to know that he would be close, but I couldn't help wishing that Luke would be nearby, too, that somehow he could stay with me at Earthy and help me to recuperate. Maybe then my life wouldn't be as different from what it was back at Winnerrow. I was already dreaming about Luke and I sitting in the bigger gazebo at Farthy, about Luke pushing me about in a wheelchair or sitting at my bedside reading to me as I rested. 

The moment Drake left, Mrs. Broadfield approached the bed and pressed the button to raise me into a sitting position. 

"It's time for some nourishment," she announced. 

I closed my eyes to keep the room from 

spinning, but I didn't complain this time. More than anything, now, I wanted to get well as fast as I could and get out of this hospital where I was dependent on someone for my food, for my bodily necessities, for my every personal need. And I wanted, more than anything else, to get myself well enough to be taken out to the site of my parents' graves. 

I had yet to say good-bye. 



SEVEN 


Season of Darkness 

. 

Tony was true to his promise: everytime he visited me, he brought a different surprise. He came twice a day, once in the late morning and once in the early evening. At first be brought boxes of candy and armfuls of flowers; then he simply had vases of fresh roses delivered every day. The fourth time he visited, he brought me a bottle of jasmine perfume. 

"I hope you like it," he said. "It was your great-grandmother's favorite." 

"I remember my mother wore this scent sometimes. Yes, I love it. Thank you, Tony." 

I sprayed some on immediately, and when he inhaled the scent, his eyes turned glazed and distant for a few moments. I saw him drift in and out of a recollection. What a complex man he was, and how much like my mother! How soft and caring and very like a little boy, and yet how strong and authoritative he could be! Like a child on a swing, he went back and forth from one personality to the next.  A  word, a scent, a color would drop him into the past, sink him into a pool of memories. And then, in the next moment, he emerged bright, keen, alert, ready to take charge. 

Maybe we weren't so unalike. How often had my mother or father come upon me to find me in a melancholy mood. The simplest things sometimes made me sad: a lone bird on a willow-tree branch, the sound of a car horn in the distance, even the laughter of little children. Suddenly I would find myself lost in my own heavy thoughts, and then, just as suddenly, I would step out of the shadows and return to the sunlight, unable to explain why I had been sad. Once, my mother found me with tears streaming down my cheeks. I was sitting in the living room, staring out at the trees and blue sky. 

"Why are you crying, Annie?" she asked, and I looked at her with confusion at first. Then I touched my cheeks and felt the warm drops. 

I couldn't explain why the tears had burst forth. 

It just happened 

The next time Tony arrived at the hospital, his chauffeur, a man called Miles, accompanied him to carry several boxes. Tony directed him to place them on the table beside the bed. He opened box after box containing different silk nightgowns. The last box held a crimson silk robe. 

"It was a color that looked wonderful on your mother." His eyes were bright with his recollection. "I still remember a wonderful crimson dress and jacket I bought her when she attended the Winterhaven School for Girls." 

"Mother wasn't happy there," I said, interrupting his pleasant memory. "She said the other girls treated her mercilessly, and even though they were rich girls, they were not as compassionate and kind as poor people in the Willies could be." 

"Yes, yes, but it built her character to contend with them. What strong character she had! 

Winterhaven was and still is a highly academic school. They make their students work, and they supply them with intelligent teachers. I remember telling your mother that if she reached the top of their academic lists, she would be taken to teas and meet the people who really counted in Boston society. But you're right; she didn't like the people she met there. 

Oh well," he added, moving off the topic quickly, "at least you'll be the best-dressed patient in the hospital." 

I wanted him to talk more about the years my mother lived at Farthinggale Manor, but I thought it best to leave that until I was actually there myself. 

When one of the Pink Ladies—sweet, elderly women in pink aprons who volunteered to do charity work at the hospital—came by with the mail the next day, she had a small stack of get-well cards for me from some of my friends back in Winnerow, from my teachers, from Mrs. Avery and Roland Star, as well as cards from Drake and Luke. I asked Mrs. Broadfield to tape them all on my wall. I saw she wasn't happy about it, but she did it anyway. 

The day after his card arrived, Luke and my aunt Fanny came to visit. Because I had a private room, they could come any time. My door was open, so I could hear Aunt Fanny coming down the hospital corridor. I probably would have been able to hear her even if the door had been closed. She and Luke stopped first at the nurse's station. 

"We're here to see ma niece," she bellowed. 

"Annie Stonewall." 

I couldn't even hear the nurse's response, she spoke so low, but Aunt Fanny didn't take a hint. 

"Well, why are ya private rooms so far away from the elevata? If ya payin' more, ya should get the convenience. This way, Luke." 

"My aunt's coming," I warned Mrs. Broadfield, who sat like a statue of stone by the door and read the latest issue of  People  magazine. Tony had sent up dozens of the latest magazines that morning, and Mrs. 



Broadfield had organized them by the windowsill. My room looked like a library. Some of the regular nurses came by and asked if they could borrow this or that during their breaks. Mrs. Broadfield permitted them to, but she wrote down each and every one of the names next to the name of the magazine on a little pad. 

"Just remember where you got them," she warned. 

She shifted in her seat when Aunt Fanny's footsteps grew louder. I could tell from the clickity-clack that she was wearing high heels and was all dolled-up for this visit. She stepped into my doorway wearing a wide-brim panama hat with a black velvet sash, a short-sleeved black denim jacket and tan demin skirt over a small striped tank shirt. Naturally, the skirt hugged her hips. 

Despite the way she lived and the things she said and did, I had to confess my aunt Fanny was a very attractive woman, especially when she dressed fashionably. It was no wonder young men buzzed around her like bees around a hive. 

Luke came in right behind her. He wore a simple blue cotton short-sleeve shirt and jeans, but I could see he had taken extra care with his hair. He was so proud of his rich, dark hair. Other boys, envious boys, teased him because he gave it so much attention, never allowing a strand out of place. 

Mrs. Broadfield stood up as soon as Aunt Fanny entered the room. She backed away as if she didn't want to chance rubbing elbows, and slapped her magazine on the sill. 

"Annie, dear!" Aunt Fanny rushed over to my bed and threw her arms around me. 

Mrs. Broadfield headed for the doorway. 

"Don't hurry, honey," Aunt Fanny responded. I nearly laughed aloud when Fanny turned back to me, her eyes wide, her lips curled as if she had just swallowed sour milk. 

Luke came up on the other side of my bed, looking timid and out of place. 

"How are you, Annie?" 

"A little better, Luke. I can sit up without getting dizzy, and I've begun to eat solid foods." 

"That's wonderful, honey. I jist knew once they gotcha inta a fancy place like this, they'd have ya up an' about in no time." Fanny peered down at me. 

"That glum-faced nurse treatin' ya okay?" 

"Oh yes, Aunt Fanny. She's very efficient," I reassured her. 



"Looks it. I guess ya gotta have someone like that ta count out the drops'a medicine properly, only she'd be enough to keep someone in a coma." 

"Everyone at school sends regards to you, Annie, and sends their condolences," Luke interjected, trying to steer the conversation away from Fanny's insults. 

"Thank them for me, Luke. And thank them for the cards. I just loved your get-well card." I nodded toward the wall. 

"Thought you would." He beamed. 

"Where's the card I sent ya?" Aunt Fanny demanded after she perused the cards on the wall. "You sent a card, Aunt Fanny? When?" 

"Days ago. I spent a lotta time pickin' out the best one, too. And I know I put a stamp on it, Luke, so don't accuse me'a forgittin'," she added quickly, anticipating Luke's theories. 

"Maybe it will be here tomorrow, Aunt Fanny." 

"And maybe that dreadful nurse threw it out before ya got it," she said, sneering. 

"Oh, Aunt Fanny, why would she do that?" 

"Who knows. She didn't like me the moment she set her eyes on me, and I didn't like her much neither. I don't trust her as far as I could kick her." 



"Aunt Fanny!" 

"Ma," Luke warned. 

"All right," she mumbled. 

"All set for graduation, Luke?" I asked, trying to sound cheerful. I would miss my own graduation. 

"Three days to go." He ran his forefinger over his throat to suggest it would be a disaster. "This is the first time I'll be doing something really important without you at my side encouraging and supporting me, Annie." 

It was wonderful to hear him tell me I was as important to him as I hoped I would always be, but I knew he would do well even though I wasn't beside him. There were few young men his age as capable as he was when it came to a challenge or a responsibility. 

Our teachers loved it when he volunteered to do something, because they knew they didn't have to be on his back the way they had to with most teenage boys. 

"You're going to do fine, Luke. I just know you will. I wish I could be there to hear it," I said, my eyes telling him just how much I wished it. 

"He keeps makin' the speech ta the trees in the back of the house, but I ain't heard no applause yit," 

Fanny interjected. Luke scowled. He was growing impatient with her and so was I. "Well, I'll tell ya this, Annie. If those snobs in Winnerrow don't give Luke a standin' ovation—" 

"Ma, I asked you—" 

"He's only worried I won't behave and give them snooty people somethin' more ta talk about," she explained. Then she paced around, her voice growing louder as she worked herself up. "Luke, git me that chair over there, the one Annie's nurse was layin' eggs on." 

I looked to the door quickly to see if Mrs. 

Broadfield had returned and overheard any of this. 

She had apparently decided to stay away until my aunt left. 

Luke brought the chair over for her and she sat down, taking her hat off carefully and placing it at the foot of my bed. She had her hair pinned back neatly. I did think there was something different about her, a new, more serious look in her blue eyes. She fixed her gaze on me intently for a moment, pressing her lips together, and then took my hand. 

"Annie, honey, I've been doin' a lot of thinkin' 

lately, nothin' but thinkin'. Right, Luke?" 

"That's all she's been doing," Luke said sarcastically. Aunt Fanny saw the way we were looking at one another. 

"I'm serious here." 

"Okay, Aunt Fanny. I'm listening. Go on." I folded my hands under my breasts and sat back against the pillows. My legs were still like two dead appendages. I had to shift them from side to side with my hands, and twice a day Mrs. Broadfield had to massage them and work them up and down. 

"I decided that I would move into Hasbrouck House while yer recuperatin', jist ta be sure it's kept up properly and those servants do what they're paid ta do. I'll take one of the guest rooms. There's enough of 

'em, and whenever Luke comes back from college ta visit, he can take one of the others." 

"I'm starting college this summer," he explained. "Harvard has a summer program that I can enter, and my full-tuition scholarship applies to that as well." 

"That's wonderful, Luke. But Aunt Fanny, have you told Drake your plans?" 

"I don't see as I hafta get Drake's permission fer anythin' I do. I got certain rights and obligations. Ma own lawya's been goin' over the wills. Yer motha was kind to me, Annie, and I feel I have an obligation here. Nobody's goin' ta tell me different, not Drake, and certainly not Tony Tatterton." 

"I don't see why Tony would object anyway, Aunt Fanny." 

"Well, Drake's still finishin' college, and since no one's sayin' I'm not the oldest livin' relative here, I'm goin' to do what has ta be done fer ma family. 

Drake will be away; yer goin' ta be away; someone's gotta take charge. Heaven would want me to do it, I'm sure." 

"I don't mind you and Luke moving into Hasbrouck House, Aunt Fanny. I appreciate what you want to do." 

"Well thank ya, Annie, honey. That's sweet of ya ta say. Ain't that sweet of her, Luke?" 

"Yes," Luke said, staring at me the way he did that day after he had told me what Aunt Fanny did to his acceptance letter from Harvard. I felt myself blush, and swung my eyes back to Aunt Fanny quickly. 

"I only wish ya was comin' back ta yer own home ta recuperate, Annie, instead a goin' off ta that big stone house ta live amongst strangers. I could take jist as good care'a ya as that leather-faced nurse Tony Tatterton hired. Bet she's expensive, too. Anyway, yer motha was never happier than when she was livin' in Winnerrow. When she was older and rich, I mean. 

'Least, that's what I think." 

"Why, Aunt Fanny?" I wondered how much of the secret past she knew. 

"She didn't like all them beantown phonies," 

she said quickly. "And she had some bad times with that loony granny'a hers. Tony, too. Everybody always mixin' everyone else up till a person didn't know who him or her was. She killed herself, ya know," she stated flatly and cast a fish-eye on me. 

"I thought that was an accident, Aunt Fanny." 

"Accident, ma . . . no accident. One night she jist got sick'a bein' locked up like a loony, I suppose, and took too many sleepin' pills. Can't tell me that was an accident." 

"But if she didn't know what she was doing or who she was . ." 

"Annie's right, Ma. It could have been an accident." 

"Maybe, but it still didn't do yer ma no good ta hafta live in that big house with all that craziness goin' 

on. And I don't think she woulda wanted ta be buried in that ritzy cemetery. She probably woulda preferred the Willies, out there in the woods, right next ta her real ma." 



Luke and I shot quick glances at one another. 

He knew that I had often gone up to that simple grave in the Willies alone to stare at the tombstone that simply read, "Angel, Beloved Wife of Thomas Luke Casteel." 

"Course, yer daddy probably woulda wanted the huge monument and all." 

"You saw it?" I looked back at Luke quickly. 

He nodded and bit down on his lower lip. 

"Yeah, Luke and I went ta the Tatterton family cemetery on our way here and stopped by ta pay our respects." 

"You were at Farthy, Luke?" 

"Well, it was on the grounds, but we didn't go to the house. The cemetery had its own entry road and was some distance away." 

"No one invited us, anyway, Annie. And from where we was standin', that mansion looked cold and deserted," she said, and embraced herself as if just the memory gave her a chill. 

"We couldn't see much, Ma," Luke said, looking at her with chastisement. 

"It looked like one'a them old castles in Europe," she insisted. "That's why I'd rather ya was where I could look in on ya, than stuffed away in that ole mansion. It's probably haunted. Maybe that's why yer great-grandma went loony." 

"Oh, Ma," Luke moaned. 

"Well, Logan once told me how Jillian —that was her name, Jillian —claimed to see the dearly departed," she whispered. 

Luke looked away. Any reference to my father and his mother always embarrassed him. I squeezed out a silly little laugh to change the mood. 

"You don't have to worry about that, Aunt Fanny. Tony's going to fix Farthy up to make it very comfortable for me," I said. "He's got all kinds of plans . . ." 

"Sure." She shifted her gaze from me as if she didn't want me to read her thoughts in her eyes. 

"Aunt Fanny, do you know why my mother didn't want to have anything to do with him?" 

Still looking at the floor, she shook her head. 

"That was between yer daddy, yer motha, and him. It all happened jist before Drake's custody hearin', and me and yer ma wasn't very sisterly then, so she didn't tell me everythin' and I didn't ask. After we mended fences, she wanted ta keep her unpleasant memories buried, and I didn't push none ta know. But I'm sure she had good reason, so maybe ya oughta reconsider what yer doin'," she added, her eyes small now and her lips pursed. 

"But Aunt Fanny, Drake thinks Tony's wonderful, and he's done so much for me. He's promised Drake a job for the summer, an important job, too." 

"Yeah, well, jist ya keep yer wits about ya when yer in that castle, Annie, and if anythin' upsets ya, that nurse or anythin' at all, ya jist give yer aunt Fanny a call and I'll be there in a jiffy ta bring ya back where ya belong, hear?" 

Aunt Fanny sounded funny and her ideas were often weird, but I couldn't help wondering if she wasn't right about Tony Tatterton. Were there any other reasons for his doing all that he was doing? Was Aunt Fanny right about the stream of madness that ran through the family? For now I decided I would wait and see. At least I felt secure because Drake and Luke would be close by in Boston. In fact, I'd be closer to Luke if I stayed at Farthy. His going to Harvard, which I had thought would separate us forever, would now mean we would be near each other again. 

"Thank you, Aunt Fanny, but I think be fine, and there is all this special medical attention I need now." 



"She's right, Ma." 

"I know she needs special care. I jist thought. 

anyway, I‟ll be where ya kin find me. Now." She straightened up again, trying to look like my mother did when she conducted business. "Seems yer parents neva changed that part of their wills that left management of their finances up ta Tony Tatterton. So I suppose he's got control'a what happens with the factory and such." 

"And Drake will have a lot to do with it. 

Someday he'll probably run it himself." 

"Wouldn't my pa be proud'a that," she said, beam ing. She shook her head and reached into her handbag for a lace handkerchief with which to dab her eyes. "You and Luke's the only family I really got, Annie, and I mean ta do well by ya both, I'm gonna really try to behave and be a decent motha and aunt. I swear it." I could see she was convincing herself as well as me. 

"Thank you, Aunt Fanny," I said, grateful for her intentions, intentions I suspected she would have trouble sustaining. 

We kissed each other's cheek. Her eyes 

glistened with tears. It saddened me to see it, but I fought back crying, too. She straightened up again and stuffed her handkerchief back into her bag. 

"I'm jist goin' ta go down ta that fancy cafeteria fer a cup a coffee. Promised Luke I'd let ya two have some time alone, though why there's gotta be secrets kept from me, Ah don't know." She cast a suspicious eye on Luke. 

Luke blushed. 

"It's not secrets, Ma. I told you." 

"All right, all right. I'll be back in ten minutes." 

She got up, squeezed my hand, and left. As soon as she went out the door, Luke moved closer to my bed. I reached up and took his hand into mine. 

"How have you really been, Annie?" 

"It's been hard, Luke; especially when I'm awake and I can think and remember. All I do is cry," 

I whimpered, and I began to cry again, to really sob as Luke sat on the side of the bed and comforted me with his strong arms. We remained like that for a long time, until my heart got stronger and my tears receded. 

"I wish there was something more I could do for you." He looked down and then looked up quickly. 

"I dreamt I had gone to college and become a doctor and I was able to treat you and make you well again very quickly." 



"You would be a wonderful doctor, Luke," I said as my sobs subsided. 

"I wish I was one now." He fixed his eyes on me. 

"Everyone's been wonderful," I insisted. "Drake comes every day, and Tony is really doing a lot for us." He nodded. "Anyway, I'm finally going to Farthy. 

I just wish it were for different reasons." 

"I'll come see you, Annie. If they'll let me." "Of course they'll let you," I assured him. 

"As soon as I get my first opportunity. And if you're still in a wheelchair, wheel you all about and we'll see all those places we dreamt about. We'll even go to the maze and—" 

"Perhaps you'll take rue to their grave site, Luke. If I don't get there before you come," I said solemnly. 

"Oh, I'd like that, Annie. I mean—" 

"Maybe soon be able to wheel myself, so we can separate and try to find each other like we dreamt we would," I said quickly. It seemed to wrong to turn Farthy into a sad place, especially after we had built it up to be so fantastic in our minds. 

"Yes, and we'll go down to the big pool and the tennis courts—" 



"And you'll still be my prince?" I teased. 

"Oh, more than ever now." He stood up and took a princely pose. "My lady," he said with a wide sweep of his arms. "Might I wheel you through all the gardens this morning? We'll go to the gazebo, where we'll sit until the sun goes down, talking softly and drinking mint juleps." 

"Afterward, do you promise to sit with me in the concert hall so we can listen to music by the grand piano, Prince Luke?" 

"Your wish is my command, my lady," he said, kneeling beside the bed and taking my hand to his lips. He kissed my fingers and stood up. His eyes dazzled as another fantasy returned. 

"Or we can be Southern aristocracy again," he offered. 

"And get all dressed up for elegant dinner parties?" I asked smiling. 

"Of course. wear a tuxedo and you'll come floating down the long stairway, looking like Scarlett O'Hara in  Gone With the Wind  with your dress trailing behind you. And you'll say—" 

"I'll say, 'Why, Luke Casteel, it's so nice to see you.'" 

"Annie, you're looking more beautiful than ever," he recited, imitating Clark Gable in the movie. 

"But I must keep my wits about me. I know the way you manipulate men with your dazzling beauty." 

"Oh, not you, Luke. I would never manipulate you." 

“Oh, but Annie, there is no one I would rather have manipulating me," he said with such sincerity in his eyes, I was speechless for a moment. 

"It's not good if you let me know you know I'm doing it, Luke Casteel," I finally responded, my voice breathy. 

We laughed. And then I looked up. 

"Luke, there's something else I want to see; something I want to see very, very much now." 

"What?" he asked, his sapphire eyes sparkling. 

"A cottage that is on the other side of the maze. 

It's something I feel I've got to see. It's something I feel I've got to do." 

"So we'll do it. Together," he added confidently. 

"I hope so, Luke." I squeezed his hand for emphasis. "Promise me, really promise." 

"Every promise I make to you, Annie, is a real one," he said hoarsely, looking more mature and more determined than I could ever remember. For a moment our eyes remained glued together and I saw his love for me like a warm cleansing lake, big enough to swim in. Then Mrs. Broadfield returned, bursting in on us like a cold wind. 

"Time to change your head bandage," she announced. 

"Just wait outside a moment, Luke." 

"I'll go check on my mother. She might be turning this place upside down by now." 

Fanny and Luke returned for a while after lunch, and before they left, Luke and I agreed on a time when he would call me the next day to read me the final version of his speech. 

"I've added something to it," he said. 

"Something I want you to be the first to hear." 

Later than afternoon Tony and Drake arrived. 

"I heard your aunt was here visiting," Tony said as he came through the door. 

"Yes." I turned right to Drake. He was dressed so handsomely in a silk black-and-white pinstriped suit just like the ones Tony wore. I thought he looked years older already and very mature and successful. 

"Drake, Aunt Fanny wants to move into Hasbrouck House to watch over things. I said it was all right for her to do so." 



"What?  Now  wait a minute, Annie." 

"Now, now," Tony interjected. "That's a big house, from what I hear." I saw the look he gave Drake, the look that said, "Don't do anything to disturb Annie." The fire in Drake's eyes extinguished quickly. He shrugged. 

"That's true. I suppose it's all right. For a while, anyway. I'm going to be too busy, and you'll be at Farthinggale, so she can't bother either of us." 

"She's trying to do something decent, Drake." I tried to defend Fanny, wanting so much to believe the best of her. "She wants family again. I believe her, and I just didn't have the heart to turn her away. Not now." 

He nodded. 

"That was very kind of you, Annie," Tony said. 

"To be thinking of other people's needs while you have so many yourself. It's going to be refreshing to have a person such as you at Farthinggale. You'll warm the place as it hast't been since . . . since your mother lived there. 

"And now," he added quickly, "I have a surprise. Dr. Malisoff tells me that you can be released by the end of the week to continue your recuperation and begin your therapy at Farthinggale. 



Isn't that wonderful?" 

"Oh yes. I can't wait to get out of here!" I exclaimed. 

Both Tony and Drake laughed, Drake shifting his eyes to Tony a split second beforehand to see if he would laugh first. I was amazed at how quickly Tony had made a disciple of Drake. How different Drake was with Tony! I had never seen him so deferential to anyone! 

Tony took my hand. "I hear what a wonderfully cooperative patient you've been. Why, Mrs. 

Broadfield just raves about you," he added, looking toward her. Instead of flashing one of her imitation smiles, she looked at me and nodded, her eyes full of real appreciation and warmth. 

"Thank you," I said, smiling at my nurse. 

"However, Annie, there is something very important that you have been hiding from me," Tony said. 

"Hiding?" 

"Drake tells me you're quite an artist." 

"Oh, Drake. Did you exaggerate my abilities?" 

"I just told the truth, Annie. You are good," he declared, confident of his opinion. 

"I'm just learning," I told Tony. I didn't want him to be too disappointed when he saw my work. 



"Well, I'm going to find one of the best art instructors in town and have him come out to Farthinggale to give you lessons. I won't let you be bored; I promise you that. We need a new portrait of the Manor, and I can't think of anyone better to do it than you, Annie." 

"But Tony, you haven't even seen what I can do." 

"I think I know what you can do," he said, his sharp, penetrating gaze resting on me with deep consideration. Thoughtfully, with narrowed eyes, he waited as I stared at him and wondered what he thought he knew. What did he see in me that I couldn't see in myself? 

"One more surprise." Tony reached into his pocket and produced a small jewelry box. I took it from his palm and opened it slowly to gaze down at a magnificent pearl ring in a gold setting. "I searched and searched through your grandmother's things until I found what I thought would look best on your hand." 

He plucked the ring out of the box and took my left hand into his to slowly put the ring over my finger. He didn't seem surprised that it was a perfect fit. 

"Oh, Tony, it's beautiful," I marveled. And it was! The pearl was large and set in rose gold. 



I held my hand up and turned it about so Drake could see. He nodded in appreciation. 

"Beautiful," he agreed. 

"In time everything I have and everything that was your grandmother's will be yours, Annie.' 

"Thank you, Tony, but you've given me so much and done so much, I don't know how to thank you." 

"Just come to Farthinggale and get well there. 

That will be more thanks than I had ever hoped to receive?' 

It was on my lips to ask why, but once again I told myself that all the questions, and hopefully all the answers, would be uttered at Farthinggale Manor, and suddenly it seemed so right that the mysteries of my mother's past would be solved for me where they had been born for her. 

The next day, at the time we had arranged, Luke called to read me the new part of his speech. 

"Everyone in Winnerrow knows about our family tragedy, Annie. When they look up at me after the principal introduces me as the valedictorian, it's going to be in their eyes. So I thought and thought about Heaven and how she would want me to react and what she would want me to say. 



"Annie, you know your mother was an inspiration to me, maybe the biggest inspiration in my life,. because she was born to a hard, poor life and struggled up and out of it more or less on her own, battling so many hardships and emerging with dignity and beauty. I mean, she never let me feel out of place in your home, and I know it had to be painful for her to see me there?' 

"Oh, Luke, she never—" 

"No, Annie, it would only be natural for her to feel that way. I understood and . ." His voice nearly cracked. "And I loved her for it. I really did. God forgive me, more than I love my own mother." 

"I think she knew that, Luke." 

"I know she did. Anyway," he said, pulling his voice up, "I decided to add this paragraph. Ready?" 

"My ear's glued to the phone, Luke." 

I envisioned him on the other end, his posture straight, seriousness tightening his face as he held out his script and read. 

"'The Bible tells us there is a season for everything. A time to be born and a time to die; a season of light and a season of darkness. This is a happy day, a wonderful day, a day during the season of light; but for my family it is still the season of darkness. However, I feel certain tilt my aunt and my . 

. my father would want me to remain in the season of light, to brighten the darkness and think only of what this day means for my family. It means hope and opportunity. It means another descendant of Toby Casteel and his loving wife Annie has emerged from the poverty of the Willies to become all he is capable of becoming. So I dedicate this day to the memory of Logan and Heaven Stonewall. Thank you." 

My tears gushed. I couldn't hold the phone against my ear. I dropped the receiver into my lap and cried and cried. Luke called my name: "Annie? 

Annie? Oh, Annie, I didn't mean for you to cry so hard. Annie?" 

Mrs. Broadfield, who was just outside the door talking to a floor nurse, came charging in. 

"What is it?" she demanded. 

I took deep breaths until if could plug up the sadness and agony enough to speak. Then I picked up the receiver. 

"Luke, I'm sorry. It's beautiful. They'd be so proud of you, but do you think," I gasped, "do you think you should say . . ." 

"My father? Yes, Annie. On this day especially, I want to put away any deception and stand proud for who I am. Do you think he would mind?" 

"Oh no. I was just thinking about you and afterward." 

"Afterward doesn't matter. I'm going off to college, and frankly, this is one time I agree with my mother--I don't care what the hypocrites of Winnerrow think." 

"I only wish I could be there beside you, Luke." 

"You'll be beside me, Annie. I'll know it." 

I started to bawl again. I hid my face in my palms. Mrs. Broadfield, her face screwed in anger, rushed forward. 

"Now you have to stop this!" she exclaimed. 

"Hang that phone up. The call is too disturbing." 

She took the phone before I had a chance to pick it up again. 

"This is Mrs. Broadfield," she said. "I'm afraid you'll have to end this conversation. Annie is too weak for this kind of emotional strain." 

"Please, give me the phone, Mrs. Broadfield," I demanded. 

"Well, bring this to an end," she said. "You'll make yourself sick." 

"I'll be calm. I promise." 

Reluctantly, she returned the phone. 



"I'm sorry," Luke said immediately. "I didn't—" 

"It's all right, Luke. I'm all right. 

be strong. I'm 

crying because I'm happy, too, happy for you." 

"Be happy for the both of us, Annie." 

"I'll try." 

"I'll call you right after graduation and let you know how it goes." 

"Don't forget." 

"I'd as soon forget to breathe," he said. 

"Good luck, Luke," I cried, and surrendered the phone to Mrs. Broadfield, who quickly cradled the receiver. 

I fell back against the pillows. 

"You don't understand your condition, Annie," 

she began. "You've not only been damaged physically, but emotionally as well. This kind of thing can set you back for months." 

The tears and the agony made my heart feel like a brick in my chest. Suddenly I was struggling to breathe. I gasped and reached up. I felt the blood draining from my face, my cheeks turning cold. The room began to spin. The last thing I heard was Mrs. 

Broadfield yell,  "Stat!” 

Then the season of darkness claimed me again. 




EIGHT 

Doctor's Orders 


. 

I felt as if I were falling down a long, dark tunnel, but as I fell I began to see a light at the end. I was drawing closer and closer to it, and soon I began to hear voices. First it sounded like many people whispering; then their whispering grew louder, until it sounded more like hundreds of flies buzzing around a screen window on a hot, sticky, late summer day. 

Then the buzzing turned into words and I fell through the bottom of the tunnel into the bright light. 

I blinked and blinked. 

There really was a very bright light pointed at my face. 

"She's coming to," someone said, and a head moved away from the light and pushed it away so the brightness was directed to the side. I looked into Dr. 

Malisoff's concerned hazel eyes. 

"Hey there, how are you doing, Annie?" 

My lips felt so dry I thought I would scratch the tip of my tongue over them. I swallowed. 

"What happened?" 

I blinked again and turned to see Mrs. 

Broadfield over by the sink talking with Dr. Malisoff's assistant, Dr. Carson. She was shaking her head, too, and gesturing excitedly with her hands as she spoke, apparently describing what had happened to me. I'd never seen her so animated. 

"Well, Annie, part of this is my fault. I should have explained to you how emotionally weak you are. 

We seem to be concentrating only on your physical problems, when indeed there are emotional and mental ones, too. Your injuries go a great deal deeper than might first appear." 

He took the cold cloth from my forehead and handed it to Mrs. Broadfield. Dr. Malisoff didn't move from my bedside. He sat down and took my left hand into his hands. 

"Remember when you asked if that was all that was wrong with you and I laughed?" I nodded. "Well, I shouldn't have laughed. I should have told you there were emotional and psychological injuries as well. 

Maybe then more would have been done to prevent something like this from happening." 

"But what happened? All I remember was feeling this weight on my chest and . . ." 

"You passed out. Emotional strain. The thing is, Annie, you didn't realize how weak you were because we have you relatively comfortable and well taken care of here. But the truth is you've been crippled in a number of different ways, one of which is emotionally. Just as the skin on your body has been torn and bruised, so has the skin over your feelings and thoughts. I'm sure you've heard it said, 'He's thick-skinned.' Right?" I nodded. "Well, that's not as silly as it sounds. We protect our emotions, protect our minds in many ways, and your protecton has been badly damaged. So, you're easily upset, vulnerable, exposed. 

Understand?" 

"I think so." 

"Good." 

"Now our major concern here is that your physical recuperation will be hampered, maybe even totally prevented, if you continue to suffer emotionally. One part of you is tied to the other part. 

A person can't be physically healthy if he or she is psychologically and emotionally sick. That's where I was a little careless. I should have kept you more protected, at least until you are stronger, until that emotional skin gets thick again. That's what we have to do now." 

"What does that mean?" I couldn't help being afraid. I had thought that I was doing well emotionally. Who could have stood up under such tragedy? 



Who could have gone on not only losing both her parents, but finding herself paralyzed, her life turned upside down and inside out? I felt like spending my entire day crying and mourning, but I kept my tears locked in my heart so others wouldn't be continually uncomfortable in my presence. And yet here was the doctor telling me I was an emotional mess. It was as if I had only to look into a mirror to see a crushed and broken me. I shivered at the thought. 

"Well, Mrs. Broadfield has told me about your visitors and your phone calls." He squinted so that wrinkles and folds broke out over the bridge of his nose. Then he shook his head. "We've got to slow that sort of stuff down for a while so we can protect you. I know you won't be happy about that in the beginning, but for a while, at least, will you trust us and let us do what is best for you so you can make a full recuperation and return to a normal life that much faster?" 

"I didn't have that many visitors . . . just Tony and Drake and my aunt and Luke. He's the only one who's called me," I protested. 

He turned to Mrs. Broadfield, who shook her head as if I were babbling like a madwoman. 

"Well, it's not how many people come to see you or call you; it's what those visits and calls can do to you," Dr. Malisoff explained with painstaking concern. "You're very lucky, though. You've got a place to go for your recuperation that will be as good as any therapeutic hospital. You'll be in a beautiful, quiet setting, insulated and protected. Your body and your mind will have a chance to mend much faster than they would if you were exposed to everyone else's problems and feelings." 

He patted my hand and stood up. 

"Do I have your trust and cooperation, Annie?" 

"Yes," I said, in a voice so small it reminded me of a little girl's voice. Maybe he was right; maybe I had become a little girl again. I had returned to a time when the smallest things could make me cry and fill my heart with sorrow, only I didn't have my mother or my father to turn to for sympathy and solace. 

"Good." 

"Does this mean I have to stay in the hospital longer now?" 

"We'll see." 

"How is she?" I heard Tony demand. He was suddenly in my doorway. I lifted my head to see him. 

His face was flushed, his silky gray hair mussed, and his double-breasted dark blue suit creased and out of shape. He looked like he had run all the way. 

"She's fine now," Dr. Malisoff reassured him. 

"There was no need for you to come rushing over, Mr. 

Tatterton." He shifted his eyes quickly to Mrs. 

Broadfield, who busied herself with washcloths and towels. 

"Thank God," Tony said, rushing to my bedside and looking down at me. "I thought . . . well, what happened?" 

"Oh, a case of emotional exhaustion. Annie and I have just had a good discussion about it, and she understands now what has to be done, right, Annie?" I nodded. He patted me on the hand again and started out of the room. 

"Just a minute," Tony called after him. He and the doctor walked out together. I could just hear them mumbling in the hallway. Mrs. Broadfield came to my bed and straightened my blanket and fluffed my pillow. She looked stern, cold, her eyes fixed and beady. 

"No one's going to blame you, are they?" I asked her, thinking she was worried about that. 

"Me? Why should anyone blame me? I couldn't red tag your visiting hours or cut off your phone calls." 



"I just thought—" 

"Oh no, Annie. I think now, if anything, everyone agrees with me," she said. A wide, sharp smile of self-satisfaction crawled over her face, making her look more like an arrogant cat settling on a fine sofa for a nap. 

A few moments later Tony reentered my room and came to the side of my bed. 

"Are you really feeling better now?" 

"Oh yes, Tony." 

He looked so worried, his blue eyes cloudy, the wrinkles in his forehead deepening. 

"I was careless, too. I should have realized . . ." 

"Now everyone can't go around blaming everyone else and themselves. It's over," I said. 

"Please, let's forget it." 

"Oh, we're not going to forget it. The doctor told me everything he told you. I've already agreed with him. New orders are being given." 

"New orders?' 

He nodded at Mrs. Broadfield and she went right to my telephone and disconnected it from the wall. 

"My phone!" I protested 

"No calls for a while, Annie. Doctor's orders." 



"But Luke is supposed to call me right after graduation to tell me how his speech went," I cried in dismay. 

"I'm going downstairs to the telephone operator right after I leave this room, Annie, and have them redirect all your calls to my office, where either I or Drake can take them for you. I'll bring all the news and information to you immediately. I promise, and you know I keep my promises, right?" 

I looked away. Luke would feel so terrible; he would blame himself, and it was so important for him to talk to me after the speech. I felt the tears trying to work themselves up again, and my pitter-patter heart quickly became a heavy thumping drum in my chest. 

But I remembered Dr. Malisoff's lecture. I had to develop the thick skin or I would slow down my recuperation. For a while, just for a while, some sacrifices had to be made. 

"We're all trying to do what is best for you, Annie, as directed by the best physicians and nurses money can buy. Believe me. Please." 

"I believe you, Tony. I just feel sorry for Luke." 

Tony looked at me with great fondness and sympathy. "I'll tell you what. I'm going to send him a telegram from you right now wishing him good luck. 



Won't that buoy his spirits?" 

"Oh yes, Tony. What a great idea," I said excitedly. 

"And . . . and I'll call him personally and tell him you're all right, but the doctor has made new orders and for a while you have to remain quiet and undisturbed," he instructed. 

"Please, tell him not to blame himself for calling me." 

"Oh, of course I will. And if I think he doesn't believe me,  have the doctor call him, too," he offered with a gentle smile. 

"You would?" 

"Annie," he said, his face turning serious, "I will do anything in my power to get you back on your feet and return you to happiness. I know that's going to be hard to do because you lost the people you most cherished in your life, but all I ask is an opportunity to replace them in a small way. Will you let me try?" 

"Yes," I said softly, impressed with the intensity of his eyes and the determination in his voice. Was this the same voice my mother heard pleading for forgiveness? How could she turn him away? 

"Thank you. Well now, I‟ll let you rest, but I‟ll be back this evening," he promised. 

He leaned over and kissed me on the forehead. 

"Drake's waiting to hear about you, too." 

"Give him my love." 

"I will. He's doing exceptionally well. He'll make a very good executive because he has self-assurance and ambition. In some ways he reminds me a little of myself at his age," he added, a note of pride in his voice. Mrs. Broadfield accompanied Tony out of the room, closing my door softly behind her. 

No more phone calls; no visitors. Oh well, it would be just for a little while, I thought, and soon I'd be at Farthy. Perhaps the magic Luke and I believed resided there would work its way into me and speed up my recovery. 

Mrs. Broadfield, because of what I assumed were the doctor's orders, turned herself into a fortress. 

Even the Pink Ladies had to go through her to get to me. Most of the time, now, my door was kept closed. 

I hated all this protection. Whenever I was left alone, I cried for my parents. When Mrs. Broadfield found me drenched with tears, she chided me and warned me about bringing on another emotional collapse. But I couldn't help it. All I could see was my mother's beautiful smile, a smile I would never see again; all I could hear was my father's wonderful warm laughter, laughter I would never hear. 

True to his promise, the next day Tony came to the hospital immediately after he had spoken with Luke. I listened as he related Luke's description of our graduation. 

"The weather was perfect, not a cloud in the sky. He said the audience fell into a hush after he was introduced and took his position at the podium. He wanted me to be sure to tell you that when he was finished, he received a standing ovation." Tony smiled. "He said his mother was the first to jump up, but everyone followed right along. And everyone asked about you." 

"Oh, Tony, I feel so bad about his not being able to call me," I said, and moaned. 

"No, no. He understands completely. He's a fine lad, concerned only about your welfare. He told me repeatedly to let you know you shouldn't worry about him. Just recuperate as quickly as you can." Then his face lit up like a beacon and he gathered himself up into an announcer's posture. "And now, the words you've been waiting for: Dr. Malisoff has signed your release. I'm taking you to Farthy tomorrow morning." 

"Really?" The news both excited me and made me anxious and sad. I was finally going to see Farthinggale Manor, the place I had dreamt of going to all my life, my fairy-tale castle. But now I was going under a cloak of mourning. My mother and father weren't taking me there, and I wasn't going to walk up those tall and wide steps and through that arching front door. I‟ll be carried up and enter Farthinggale a crippled orphan. 

"Why so sad a face?" His smile weakened. 

"I was just thinking about my parents and how wonderful it would have been if all of us would have gone to Farthinggale together." 

"Yes." His eyes took on that glazed, far-off look again. "That would have been wonderful. 

Anyway," he said, snapping back quickly, "I've gotten you the most comfortable wheelchair made. It will arrive this afternoon and Mrs. Broadfield will help you get used to it." 

"Thank you, Tony. Thank you for everything you've done and are doing." 

"I told you how to thank me—get better quickly?' "I'll try." 

"Tomorrow, then, you will begin your journey back to happiness and health." 

He leaned over and kissed my cheek, but paused and closed his eyes before his lips touched my skin. He inhaled deeply. 

"Wearing the jasmine, I see. Well, we've got gallons of it at Farthy." He kissed me, his lips lingering longer than I expected. He stood up straight and gazed down at me with the most intense look I had yet seen. "There is much that awaits you at Farthy, much that is yours to inherit and enjoy." 

"I can't wait to see it." 

About an hour after he left, the wheelchair was delivered. Tony had had them wrap it in a large pink ribbon. Mrs. Broadfield took it off quickly and folded it out. It had shiny chrome arms and legs, a brown, soft-leather seat and back, and suede armrests. Even the footrests were padded. 

"Mr. Tatterton must have had this custom built," 

Mrs. Broadfield commented. "I've never seen one like it." 

She wheeled the chair alongside the bed, and I got my first taste of what it was going to be like to be lifted out of bed in the morning and into my chair. 

First she brought the head of the bed up as far as it would go so I was in a sitting position. Then she came around and peeled the blankets off my body. 



She lifted my legs and turned me so my legs dangled over the side of the bed. They felt loose, barely attached, although there was no pain in them, no feeling whatsoever. 

After she had turned me, Mrs. Broadfield came around, put her arms under my armpits, and lifted me so that I could slide off the side of the bed and into the chair, the right arm of which was folded down for my entry. It embarrassed me. I felt like an infant. I hated the dependency, but there was nothing I could about it. 

Once I was in the chair, she snapped the right arm back into place and adjusted the footpads so my feet were safely placed on them. 

"This little lever will lock the chair so it won't roll. You don't have to push hard to get it moving. Just make gentle, easy strokes and let the momentum carry you forward. Take hold of this metal rim when you want to make a turn to the right, or that metal rim when you want to make a turn to the left. Go on, practice now," she commanded, and I wheeled myself about the room. 

How I wished Drake or Luke were here, too, I thought. I longed for their support. Drake would say I looked like a little girl in a toy wagon or on my first tricycle. Luke would look for something humorous to say, too; only his eyes would reveal his deep sadness. 

Mrs. Broadfield watched me, gave me more advice, and then decided I had had enough. She wheeled me back to the bed and reversed the order of movements to return me to it. Then she pushed the chair away and went out to see about my dinner. 

I lay there staring at the chair, realizing that it and I would have to become good friends. Although Tony had gone to great effort to make it look like an ordinary chair, a comfortable chair, he couldn't hide its true purpose. I was an invalid, a cripple sentenced to dependence on other people and mechanical aids. 

All the money and all the expensive help in the world couldn't change that. Only I could change that; and I was determined to do so. 

There was so much excitement around me the next day that Mrs. Broadfield almost shut my door to isolate me until it was time to go. Regular hospital nurses who had often stopped by to chat or borrow a magazine came to say good-bye and to wish me good luck. Some of the nurse's aides and orderlies came by, too. And my Pink Lady made a point to get to me as early as possible. 

The night before, Tony had brought me a box containing a mauve dress. Although it looked brand new, I realized it was a style worn twenty-five or thirty years ago. 

"It was your mother's," he explained. "I bought it for her when she went to the Winterhaven School. 

You're about the size she was at the time. Do you like it?" 

"It's a beautiful dress, Tony. It's not the kind of thing girls wear today, but since it was my mother's . 

." 

"She looked beautiful in it, and anyway, Annie, you don't want to be a slave to fads. Something that is beautiful is timeless. Most young girls today don't realize that; they're victimized by fashion, by advertising, by passing trends. I'm sure you've inherited your mother's good sense and you'll appreciate style that is enduring," 

I didn't know what to say. My mother wanted me to look nice, but she always allowed me to pick out my own clothes. She never tried to impose her tastes on me, and my father enjoyed seeing me in oversize sweatshirts and jeans. Sometimes he called me "Miss Be-Bop." 

Although, I suppose Tony was right, I did enjoy dressing up more than most girls my age. That was something I had inherited from my mother. 

"I brought it for you to wear tomorrow, a special day, the day you leave the hospital and return to Farthy." 

"Return?" 

"I mean, return with me to Farthy," he corrected quickly. "Besides, wearing something of your mother's will bring you good luck." 

I didn't need convincing. The next morning Mrs. Broadfield helped me put on the dress and wheeled me to the mirror over the sink in my hospital room. I couldn't see below my waist, but what I saw was enough to convince me that I did resemble my mother in the dress. Mrs. Broadfield was kind enough to help me with my hair so that I was able to brush it down the way I had seen my mother wear it in some early pictures. Although hers was a shade darker than mine, we had the same fine texture, and when we wore our hair in a similar style, we almost appeared like twins, 

When Tony came, his face lit up at the sight of me in the dress. I could feel his eyes almost drinking me in. He stared so long without saying a word that I began to feel uncomfortable. "I'm ready, Tony," I said to break whatever spell had come over him. 



His eyes suddenly snapped to attention. "Yes, yes, Annie, let's go." He beamed as I had never seen him beam. He looked years younger, perhaps because he was wearing a summer-weight light blue suit that brought out the blue in his eyes. Gone was the paleness I had seen from time to time around his eyes. 

His cheeks looked rosy, his hair thicker and shinier than ever. With Tony at my side, Mrs. Broadfield began to wheel me out of the hospital room, down the corridor to the elevator. Once again the nurses on the floor wished me good luck and waved as I wheeled past. 

My heart was pounding in my ears. The echo of that terrible accident on the Winnerrow road had died a little, but the sound of my father's voice when he called my name still lingered. 

I looked back at the hospital floor as the elevator doors closed. The nurses and doctors had returned to their duties. I was just another name to be taken of the charts, a file to be stored now. Just before the doors closed, I remembered something. 

"My cards! We left them on the wall!" 

"Cards? Oh, your get-well cards. Don't worry. 

have them brought out to Farthy," Tony promised, but it made me even sadder to think I had left them behind. Luke's funny card, Drake's beautiful card 

. I suddenly realized I wasn't bringing along anything from Winnerrow, anything from Luke. I wasn't even wearing the charm bracelet. 

The elevator doors opened again and I was wheeled out to the limousine. 

"Annie, this is my chauffeur, Miles. He knew your mother very well," Tony said, eyeing Miles. 

"Please to meet you, Miss Annie, and glad you've been released from the hospital," Miles said and tipped his cap to me. I saw the smile in his eyes and on his lips, a smile of appreciation and happiness. 

I was sure I reminded him of my mother. 

"Thank you, Miles." 

He opened the rear door. Mrs. Broadfield then directed my shifting from the chair into the car. Tony insisted on helping. He went into the car first and took me from Mrs. Broadfield, holding me tightly against his chest as he pulled me gently onto the seat. His lips grazed my cheek and he held me snugly against him. I was surprised at how tightly he held me, and thought he wasn't going to let go. But he did, and then he directed Miles to fold the chair and put it into the trunk. Mrs. Broadfield joined us in the rear and Miles started the car and began my journey to Farthinggale Manor, a journey I was sure I would never forget. 






PART 2 

NINE 



Over the Threshold 

. 

Mrs. Broadfield and Tony sat me on the rich suede rear seat so I could look out the window at the scenery. The day looked disappointingly overcast, but suddenly a brilliant sun peeked through the dreary clouds and I saw a wide patch of soft, aqua blue that reminded me of lazy summer days back at Winnerrow. Perhaps God was going to shine his light on me after all, 

When I gazed back, I saw just how enormous Boston Memorial was, especially compared to our Winnerrow Community General Hospital. We passed through the gates and through some of downtown Boston before getting on the major thoroughfare that would take us to Farthinggale Manor. The rows of houses came to an end and woods and long green lawns appeared with houses spotted here and there along the way. 

"Comfortable?" Tony asked. He adjusted the pillow that Mrs. Broadfield had inserted behind my lower back and the rear of the seat. 

"Yes." 



I was content just staring out the window now, watching the scenery fly by as we continued down the highway that would take us to Farthinggale Manor. 

"I remember the day Jillian and I first picked your mother up at the airport to bring her to Farthy. 

Just like you, she looked so innocent and young, so wide-eyed and eager. I knew she was nervous. Jillian, your great-grandmother, didn't realize Heaven was coming to stay with us forever. She thought it was just going to be a short visit." 

He laughed. "Jillian was very concerned about looking young and being thought of as young, so she asked—no, she demanded—your mother to refer to her as Jillian, and never as Grandmother." 

"My mother was upset about that." 

"She didn't let on that she was. She was a very wise and beautiful young woman, even at that early age." Tony stared silently out the window, lost in thought. Then he sighed, and snapped out of his reverie. "We'll be there soon. Turn your head to the right and look for a break in the treeline. The first glimpse of Farthinggale Manor is a sight to remember." 

"How old is Farthy?" I asked. 

"It was built by my great-great-great-grandfather in 1850, but don't let its age fool you. It's a grand place, as luxurious as any modern-day mansion. Many a movie star and entrepreneur have sent me offers." 

"Would you sell it?" 

"Not at any price. It's as much a part of me as . . 

as my own name. When I was a boy, there wasn't a house anywhere in the world as fine as the one where I lived. When I was seven, I was sent to Eton because my father thought the English knew more about discipline than our private schools do. I was terribly homesick from the day I arrived to the day I left. 

Sometimes I'd close my eyes and pretend I could smell the balsam, fir, and pine trees, and the briny scent of the sea." He closed his eyes, as if inhaling the perfumed air of Farthinggale right here in the limo, which smelled only of fine leather. 

I felt the limo slow down and then turn onto a private road, and then there it was, looming above us: the fabled high wrought-iron gates with ornate embel-lishments that spelled out FARTHINGGALE 

MANOR. Imps and fairies and gnomes peeked between the iron leaves. 

"It's almost as big as Luke and I dreamed." I sighed. 



"Pardon?" 

"Luke and I used to play a game, a fantasy game, imagining what Farthinggale looked like." 

"You're about to find out, firsthand." 

The driveway seemed to go on forever and ever, and then a huge house made of gray stone suddenly appeared. It did resemble a castle. The red roof soared above the trees; and there were the turrets and small red bridges . . . just as they were in the plaque Luke had given me. 

But there was much that was different from the Farthy of our dreams and fantasies, I thought, as I scanned the grounds. Drake's description, unfortunately, was the more accurate one. 

The grounds were overgrown and unkempt, bushes untrimmed and flower beds overrun with weeds. 

The house was as breathtaking in size as Luke and I had dreamt it would be, but it looked like it hadn't been lived in for years and years. Wherever there was wood siding or trim, it was peeling and cracked. The house looked gray and cold, the windows dark, the curtains closed like the eyelids of a dying old woman. 

When the sun slipped behind the heavy clouds, the front of the great house took on a gloomy look. 

Suddenly I felt chilled, apprehensive, and ever so lonely. I embraced myself. Here I would need all the warmth I could find. 

Tony, on the other hand, smiled widely, his face full of excitement. He gave not the slightest indication that the degeneration of the grounds and the dilapidated look of the great building embarrassed him. It was as if he didn't see it. I looked at Mrs. 

Broadfield to see if she was as surprised as I was, but she sat stone-faced. 

"Farthy goes on for acres and acres," he explained proudly. "It is some of the richest land in the area, and we have our own private beach. When you're ready and able, I'll wheel you about and show you our stables, the pool and cabana, the tennis courts, the gazebo . . . all of it," he promised. "And you must think of it all as yours. Don't ever think of yourself as a guest here; you're more than a guest, far more," he pronounced as Miles brought the car to a stop. 

Mrs. Broadfield got out quickly and came around to wait for Miles to get the wheelchair out of the trunk. I looked up the stairway at the great arching door. Even it had lost its grandeur. The wood had chipped off on the right side, as if some giant animal had clawed at it, trying to gain entrance into the house. How could Tony enter and exit from it every day and fail to have it repaired? 

"You're here!" Tony exclaimed. "You're actually here! Well, what do you think?" 

"I . . ." I fumbled, not knowing what to say. I was disappointed, so very disappointed to see my dream mansion crumbling in disrepair. 

"Oh, I know the place needs a little work," 

Tony interjected, "and I'm going to get right to it now, now that I have a reason to do so." His eyes fixed solemnly on me. My heart fluttered beneath my breast. Something in me, some part of me I couldn't name, rang out an alarm. 

"It's a magnificent place, and once you get it shipshape, I bet it will look like it did when you were a little boy," I said, not wanting him to notice my trepidation. 

"Exactly. That's exactly how I want it to look. 

Oh, I knew you would understand, Annie. I'm so happy you're here." 

Mrs. Broadfield opened my door. Miles and she had the chair unfolded and ready. She reached in to help guide me out. 

"Oh, let me help," Tony insisted, and came around quickly. Mrs. Broadfield stepped back. Tony reached in and embraced me around the waist with his left arm and scooped his right under my thighs. Then, taking great care, he inched back, lifting me up and out of the car as if I were . . . I was about to think: infant, but there was something in the way he held me and smiled it'ine that made me think of a new bride instead, a new bride about to be carried over the threshold of her new home. 

"Mr. Tatterton?" Miles asked, wondering, as I was, when Tony was going to lower me to the chair, 

"What? Oh yes, let's do that." 

He placed me into the chair gently and then he and Miles lifted me, chair and all, up the stairs to the front entrance. A tall, lean, gray-haired man with dark gray eyes and pale gray skin, creased and wrinkled into small folds over his forehead and neck, stood like a mannequin in the doorway. 

"This is Curtis, my faithful butler," Tony announced. 

"Welcome," Curtis greeted, bowing slightly and stepping aside so I could be wheeled into the great house. 

They brought me into the foyer, carpeted with a Chinese rug that had seen its best days years ago. 



There were spots that were actually worn through to the hardwood floors. A single chandelier cast pale illumination over the stone walls. It needed a half-dozen bulbs but had only one. Ancestral portraits lined the walls, yellowish faces of stern New England men and women, the women's faces pinched, as if the smiles were ironed out of them; the men making great efforts to appear serious, important, as solid as the rock upon which they had built their magnificent home. 

"In time show you all of it," Tony promised, 

"but for now we'll get you comfortably ensconced in your quarters. I'm sure, after all that you've been through, even a short journey, such as the one we have just made, tires you out." 

"I'm too excited to be tired, Tony. Don't worry about me." 

"Oh, but that's exactly what I intend to do from now on, Annie: worry about you. You're my new number-one priority." 

He continued pushing me farther into the house. 

"My office is right here; I'll give you just a short look at it because it's not fit for feminine eyes. 

Needs a good cleaning," he confessed, kneeling down so his lips actually touched my earlobe. 



Even though we didn't enter the room, I saw he was not exaggerating. The single lamp in the corner threw long fingers of anemic white light over the large mahogany desk and the black leather chairs. The books in the dark pine bookcases looked dusty. Rays of sunlight filtered through the curtains over the windows at the rear, capturing the dust particles as a spotlight would. They danced about freely, arrogantly. 

When had someone last taken a dust mop or vacuum cleaner to this room? I wondered. Tony's desk was piled high with paperwork. How could he find anything? 

"Now that you're here, of course, I'll have to get all this into order. Right now I wouldn't think of wheeling you into that unkempt sanctuary, for all the fugitive dirt and grime this house could have. Men," 

he added, kneeling down again, "when they live alone, tend to ignore the finer things. But that's coming to an end . . . thank God, it's coming to an end," he muttered, and turned me away. 

At least there was nothing disappointing about the stairway. It was just as we had dreamt—long, elegant marble steps with a shiny mahogany balustrade. Just gazing at it was enough incentive to make me want to get well again so I could glide down those steps like a princess, just as Luke and I had envisioned I would—wearing a long flowing gown, my wrists and neck bedecked with jewels, jeweled combs in my hair. Oh, how I wished Luke could be here with me now to see it. 

"Yes, unfortunately that staircase is an obstacle for you right now, but hopefully not so for long." 

We started toward it, but when I looked to my right again, I saw the large living room and the grand piano, and there were pictures painted on the walls and ceiling! 

"Oh wait. What a magnificent living room! 

What are those pictures?" 

He laughed and wheeled me to the doorway. It was a very large room, with dowdy satin curtains that were once white but were now gray with dirt and age. 

Some of the furniture—the velvet couch and love seat and the deep cushioned chair—were covered with plastic that showed the dust, too. The marble tables, the grand piano, the vases . . everything looked rich and elegant, but decayed and in desperate need of cleaning and polishing. 

The faded murals on the walls and ceiling were exquisite, depicting scenes from fairy tales—

shadowed woods with sunlight drizzling through, winding paths leading into misty mountain ranges topped with castles and a sky painted overhead with birds flying and a man riding a magic carpet. There was another mystical, airy castle half hidden by clouds. But all the light was gone from the fairy-tale scene, grayed and darkened by years of neglect, so the scene had the dismal, mournful feel of dreams long dead. I shivered. 

"Your great-grandmother did all that, Annie. 

Now you know from where you have inherited your talent for art. She used to be a famous illustrator for children's books." 

"Really?" 

"Yes," he said, his eyes taking on a faraway look, "in fact, that's how I met her. One day when I was twenty I came home from playing tennis and I looked in and saw up on this ladder the shapeliest legs 1 had ever seen. When this gorgeous creature came down and I saw her face, she seemed unreal. She had come with a decorator and suggested the murals. 

'Storybook settings for the king of the toy makers,' 

was the way she put it, and I fell for the idea hook, line, and sinker." He winked. "It also gave me a reason for having her come back." 

"What a wonderful, romantic story," I cried. 



Then I fixed my eyes on the grand piano. 

"Who plays?" I asked, intrigued. 

"Pardon?" 

"Do you play the piano, Tony?" 

"Me? No. A long time ago my brother used to play," he said. I looked back because his voice had become so thin. "His name was Troy," he said, "and because of our age difference, and because both our parents had passed away by the time he was barely two, I was more like a father than a brother to him. He loved to play, especially Chopin. He died a long time ago." "My mother loved listening to Chopin." 

"Oh?" 

"And the small Tatterton Toy cottage that she has. She had," I corrected, "plays a little of a Chopin nocturne when you lift the roof." 

"Really? Toy cottage, you say?" 

"Yes, with the maze." 

I turned to him because he didn't respond. He had stepped to the side of the chair so he could look at the living room with me. Suddenly his faraway eyes focused on me and his face changed. His eyes narrowed and there was a tiny trembling in his lips. 

"Tony?" 

"Oh, I'm sorry, Daydreaming a bit. 



Remembering my brother," he added and smiled again. 

"You must tell me about him. Will you?" 

"Of course." 

"I'm depending on you to tell me everything, Tony," I said, feeling it was finally the time to do so. 

"I want to know all about my family—my great-grandmother, my grandmother, and what you remember of my mother when she lived here." 

"If I do all that, you'll get tired of me." 

"No. I want to know it all. And Tony," I added, my eyes as determined as they could be, "I want finally to know what it was that caused you and my mother to stop seeing and talking to one another. 

Promise to tell me all that, no matter how painful it might seem?" 

"I promise, and you know by now I keep my promises. But please, for a while, let's avoid anything unpleasant so that you can get well on the way toward a full recovery." 

"I'll wait, as long as you've promised." 

"Good. Now," he said cheerfully, "onward and upward." 

Mrs. Broadfield had gone upstairs ahead of us to prepare my room. Miles was waiting patiently behind us. Tony signaled to him and he came to lift me in the chair. Then, with careful steps, making me feel like some dowager queen returning to her palace quarters, they carried me up the magnificent marble stairway. 

"I'm such a trouble," I said, seeing the strain in both their faces as we started the final third of the stairway. 

"Nonsense. Miles and I need the exercise, eh, Miles?" 

"No trouble, Miss Annie. Glad to do it anytime." 

They set me on the floor and I looked down the long corridors that seemed to extend for miles in either direction. Tony turned me to the left. 

"I have a wonderful surprise for you. The room you will be in," he said as he continued wheeling me down the corridor, "was your grandmother's room and then your mother's, And now," he said, turning me into a double doorway, "it is yours!" 

He put his hand over mine. "As I always knew in my heart it would be someday." 

I turned quickly to look at him. His eyes held my own and seemed to send silent messages. He looked so determined, so self-satisfied, that for a moment I felt afraid. Sometimes I got the feeling that Tony had long ago planned out my whole life for me. 

My heart fluttered like the wings of a confused canary unsure whether it should enter the golden cage. 

Truly it would be taken care of, pampered, fed, loved; but it knew also that once it entered the cage, the tiny door would be closed and it would look at the world forever through those golden bars. 

What should it do; what should I have done? 

As if he sensed my fears, Tony hurriedly wheeled me forward. 




TEN 

My Mother's Room 


. 

Tony wheeled me through two wide, double doors into the first room of the two-room suite. The sunlight through the pale ivory sheers was misted and frail and gave the sitting room an unused, unreal quality. Just like the living room below, this room seemed more like a museum than a room to live in. 

The walls were covered in a delicate ivory silk fabric, subtly woven through with faint Oriental designs of green, violet, and blue. 

A maid in a mint-green uniform with a lace-edged white apron was removing plastic covers from the two small sofas, both upholstered in the same fabric as the fabric that covered the walls. She fluffed the soft blue accent pillows which matched the Chinese rug. After having had Mrs. Avery as our maid for so many years, I thought of maids as elderly women, and so I was surprised to see so young a woman working at Farthy. She looked no more than thirty. Tony introduced her. 

"This is Millie Thomas, your personal maid." 

She turned and gave me a warm smile. She was a plain-faced woman with dull brown eyes, a rather round chin, and puffy cheeks. I imagined that because she was cursed with a dumpy body, a small bosom, and hips so wide they made her look like a church bell, she was doomed to be a domestic servant, always cleaning and polishing in someone else's house. 

"Please to meet you, miss." She made a small curtsy and turned to Tony. "I've finished up in the bedroom and just had these covers to remove and store." 

"Very good. Thank you, Millie. Let's go see your bedroom," Tony said, pushing me on through the sitting room. We stopped just inside the doorway so I could take it all in. I could hear Mrs. Broadfield in the bathroom washing out basins and preparing things. 

As I slowly scanned the room, I kept trying to imagine the first time my mother had seen it. She had been living with Cal and Kitty Dennison, the couple who had paid five hundred dollars to her father for her. 

Now I thought, she had lived in a shack in the Willies, poorer than a church mouse, and then lived with this strange couple, the Dennisons, and then suddenly arrived here in this mansion where she was presented with a magnificent suite of rooms. She must have paused in this doorway, just as I was now pausing, and looked with charmed, astonished eyes at what was before her: a pretty four-poster bed with an arching canopy of blue silk and ivory lace, a blue satin chaise, crystal chandeliers, a long dressing table with a wall of mirrors, and three chairs that matched the sofa and love seat in the sitting room. 

The room looked as though it had been left as it was the day my mother departed. Silver-framed photographs sat on the long dressing table, some standing, some facedown. A hairbrush lay on its side. 

A pair of wine-red velvet slippers were tucked under the chair by the table, slippers that matched the robe Tony had brought me at the hospital. Was it a new robe, as I had thought, or had he taken it from these very closets? 

I detected a vague, musty odor, as if the doors and windows had been kept closed for years. Fresh flowers had been placed everywhere to freshen the staleness. 

The closets were full of garments, some in plastic bags, some looking as if they had just been hung. I saw the dozens and dozens of pairs of shoes, too. Tony realized I was staring at the clothing. 

"Some of those belonged to your mother and some to your grandmother. They were remarkably close in size. Just your size. You won't need to send for a thing. You have an enormous wardrobe right here, waiting for you." 

"But Tony, some of these things have to be out of style." 

"You'd be surprised. I noticed that many of the old styles have returned, Why should we let all that go to waste, anyway?" 

Mrs. Broadfield came out of the bathroom and turned down the blanket on the bed. 

"I was going to have a regular hospital bed brought in," Tony explained, "but I thought this would be more comfortable and pleasant. We have extra pillows, a hospital table, and a pillow with cushioned arms for when you want to sit up and read." 

"I don't want to go right into bed!" I insisted. 

"Wheel me to the windows so I can see the view, please, Tony." 

"She should get some rest," Mrs. Broadfield advised. "She doesn't realize how tiring it is to leave a hospital and make such a trip." 

"A few more moments, please," I begged. 

"Just let me show her the view." 

Mrs. Broadfield folded her arms under her heavy bosom and stood back, waiting. Tony wheeled me to the windows and opened the curtains wide so I could look out over the grounds. From this perspective, looking to my left, I could see at least half of the maze. Even in the late-morning sunlight the paths and channels looked dark, mysterious, dangerous. When I looked out to my right, I saw beyond the driveway and the entrance to Farthinggale. 

In the distance I recognized what had to be the family cemetery and I saw what I was sure was my parents' 

monument. 

For a long moment I could not speak. Pain and mourning claimed me and I felt lost, helpless, paralyzed with grief. Then, shoving the memories away and taking a deep breath, I leaned forward to get an even clearer view. Tony saw what had caught my attention. 

"In a day or so, I'll take you out there," he whispered. 

"I should have gone right to it." 

"We've got to worry about your emotional strength. Doctor's orders," he reminded me. "But I promise to bring you out there very soon." He patted my hand reassuringly and stood up straight again. 

"I guess I am tired," I confessed, and sat back against the chair, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath. Two tears slipped between my lids and fell like drops of warm rain onto my cheeks, zigzagging to the corners of my mouth. Tony took out his folded handkerchief and gently wiped them away. I mouthed a thank-you and he turned my wheelchair and brought me to the bed. He helped Mrs. Broadfield lift me onto it. 

"I'll get her into her nightgown now, Mr. 

Tatterton." 

"Fine. I'll be back in a few hours to check on things. Have a good nap, Annie." He kissed me on the cheek and left, closing the bedroom doors softly behind him. 

Just before the doors closed, I caught a glimpse of his face. He looked ecstatically happy, his eyes blazing and bright like the blue tips of gas-fed flames. 

Did doing things for me fulfill his life so? How ironic it was that one person's misery provided an opportunity for another person to regain his happiness. 

But I could not hate him for it. It wasn't his design that brought me here, and what would I fault him for anyway—providing the best medical treatment money could buy? Turning his home and his servants over to me for my recuperation? Doing everything he could to ease my pain and my agony? 

Perhaps it is I who should pity him, I thought. 

Here he was, a lonely, broken man living alone in a mansion echoing with memories, and all that could bring him back to life was my own misery and misfortune, If our family tragedy hadn't occurred, I wouldn't be here and he couldn't do what he was doing. Surely one day he would realize this and it would make him unhappy again. 

Mrs. Broadfield began to undress me. 

"I can do this myself," I protested. 

"Very well. Do what you can yourself and ni help you with the rest." She stepped away and took out one of my nightgowns. 

"I want the blue one," I said, deliberately rejecting whatever she had chosen. Without comment she put the green one back and took out the blue one. I knew I was being petulant, but I couldn't help it. I was angry about my condition. 

I unfastened my dress and tried to lift it over my head, but when I had been placed on the bed, I had sat on the back of the skirt. I had to lie on my side and work the garment up awkwardly, grunting and struggling in a way that I was sure made me appear pathetic. Mrs. Broadfield just stood aside and watched me, waiting for me to call for help. But I was stubborn and determined and I turned and twisted my upper body until I worked the garment over my waist and then tugged it up over my bosom. For a few moments I felt stupid because I wasn't able to get it over my face. And I had exhausted myself with the effort. I had to catch my breath, and I couldn't believe how my arms ached. I was far weaker than I had realized. 

Finally I felt Mrs. Broadfield take hold of the dress and complete the job. I said nothing. She placed the nightgown over my head and brought it down after I put my arms through the sleeve holes. 

"Do you have any bathroom business?" she asked. 

I shook my head. Then she guided my head to the pillow and brought the blanket up and over my body, tucking it snugly around the bed. 

"After your nap, I'll bring you some lunch." 

"Where do you sleep, Mrs. Broadfield?" 

"Mr. Tatterton has set up a room for me across the hall, but I will spend most of my time in your sitting room and leave your bedroom doors open." 

"This must be a very boring job," I said, hoping to encourage her to reveal something about herself, her feelings. I had been with her practically every waking moment for over two weeks, but I didn't know the first detail about her life. 

"It's my life's work." She didn't smile after she said that, as most people might. She said it as if it were something that should be immediately obvious to me. 

"I understand, but still 

." 

"It's not every day that I get to look after a patient in such rich surroundings," she added. "This looks like a very interesting house with very interesting grounds. I'm sure I won't be bored. Don't you worry about that. Worry about doing all you have to do to get yourself well again." 

"You've never been here before?" I inquired. 

"No. I had no reason to be here. Mr. Tatterton hired me through an agency." 

"But the grounds . . the building . . ." 

"What about it?" 

"Don't you think it's all quite run-down?" 

"That's none of my concern," she said sharply. 

"You're not surprised?" I really wanted to say 

"disappointed," but I was afraid she would think me a very spoiled and ungrateful person. 

"I imagine it must be an enormous expense to keep such a place up, Annie. Besides, as I told you, that's not my concern. Your health and recuperation are my only concerns. You should put most of your concentration on that, too, and not worry about how the grounds are being maintained. Are you going to try to get some rest now?" 

"Yes," I said weakly. She was a good and efficient nurse, perhaps even an expert nurse when it came to someone in my condition, but I missed having someone warm and friendly to be with. I missed my mother, being able to run to her with every trouble, even if it was just a bad feeling. I missed bathing in the warmth of her eyes and the softness of her voice; I missed having someone who loved me as much if not more than she loved her own life. Mostly, I missed her wisdom, a wisdom I knew came from years of hardship and difficult experiences. 

"Hard times ages ya like bad weather ages the bark on a tree," her Willies granny used to say, the very granny I'd been named for. "If yer smart, that's the tree yall lean on." 

It hurt me to think I had no one to lean on anymore. Drake was already quite involved in his new and exciting business world. Luke was off to college and certainly occupied by all his new interests and responsibilities. I wasn't sure about Tony yet. He was so kind to me, and yet, yet, shadows hung over my thoughts. Why had Mommy been so set against him? 

"I'll return in a few hours," Mrs. Broadfield said. "If you get thirsty, there's a fresh glass of water right here on the night table. Can you reach it?" 

"Yes." 

"Fine. See you soon." 

She turned off the lights, closed the curtains tightly, and left the room. 

Now that I was alone, I sat up in the bed to really study the room. What could it have been like for my mother the first night she was here? She had come to live with people she had never seen before, strangers to her, even though they were relatives. In a real way we had both come here as orphans: she made an orphan by her father, who sold away her family; and I, made an orphan by Death, jealous Death, who came and stole away my parents. 

And she knew almost as little about her family background as I did. She must have gone through Farthy like an explorer, out to discover who she really was. Only, she wasn't at the mercy of nurses and servants and confined to beds and wheelchairs. She could at least explore. 

Oh, I couldn't wait to get well again, to be on my feet and be whole. I couldn't wait for Luke to come and explore our childhood dreams with me. 

Luke. How I missed him, needed his comfort. I hadn't heard from him for days now, because of what had happened in the hospital. But surely I would hear from him soon. I turned to look at that night table. 

No phone! 

There's no phone. How could he call? A flush of heat and panic swept up through my chest. 

"Mrs. Broadfield!" I called. "Mrs. Broadfield!" 

Had she gone away, thinking I would fall asleep? 

 "Mrs. Broadfield!" 

 I  heard the scurrying footsteps, and a moment later she appeared. 

"What's wrong?" She flicked on the lights. 

"Mrs. Broadfield, there is no telephone in this room." 

"My God, was that why you screamed like that?" She put her palm against her chest. 

"Please, haveTony come up here." 

"Now, Annie, I told you to take a nap, and you said—" 

"I won't take a nap until I see Tony," I insisted, and folded my arms under my bosom the way Aunt Fanny often did when she insisted on having things her own way. I could be just as stubborn and determined to have my own way. 

"If you insist on acting like this, you'll prolong your recuperation for months. Maybe you'll never recupenn ate„" 

"I don't care. I want Tony." 

"Very well." She spun on her heels and left the room. Very shortly afterward I heard Tony coming, so I worked myself up into a sitting position. 

"What's wrong, Annie?" he asked, his eyes full of alarm. 

"Tony, there is no telephone in this room. I can't call anyone and no one can call me. It was all well and good at the hospital. I understood because I had had a bad time, but I'm going to be here for a while; I must have my own phone." 

Tony's face and shoulders relaxed. He glanced quickly at Mrs. Broadfield, who stood beside him in a stiff posture of annoyance. 

"Oh, of course you will. In time. I spoke to the doctor about that just before we brought you out here. 

He requested that we keep you quiet for a while longer and then ease you back into things. In fact, he'll be here himself day after tomorrow to give us an evaluation of your recuperation and let us know just how to proceed." 

"But surely talking to someone like Luke or Drake or some of my old friends—" 

"Drake will visit you today, and if Luke wants to come later on, he may. I'm following the doctor's orders, Annie. If I didn't and something else happened to you, I would feel entirely to blame." 

I stared at him. He had his hands out, almost as though he were pleading for me to do what was good for myself. I felt ashamed and shifted my eyes toward the windows. 

"I'm sorry. I just . . . I'm in a strange place and—" "Oh please, don't think of this as a strange place. This is your ancestral home, too." 

"My ancestral home?" 

"Your great-grandmother lived here, your grandmother lived here, and your mother lived here. 

Very soon you'll feel right at home. I promise." 

"I'm sorry," I said again, and dropped my head back to the pillow. "I'll take my nap now. You can turn out the lights." 

He came to the side of my bed and fixed the blanket. "Sleep well." 

After he left I looked toward the doorway and saw Mrs. Broadfield silhouetted in the light from the hallway. She looked like a sentinel standing guard. I imagined she was waiting to be sure I was going to do what I had been told. 

I was tired and defeated and lost, so I closed my eyes and thought about my mother and the first time she had closed her eyes and put her head down on her pillow on this bed. Did she wonder about her own mother in this room and her life at Farthy? Were there just as many mysteries about her mother's past as I felt there were about mine? It was as if I had inherited •my grandmother's and Mommy's fears. 

Surely, my grandmother Leigh must have felt strange and alone when she had first been brought to Farthy by her mother, my great-grandmother Jillian. 

Everything might have been newer and fresher in Farthy, the colors brighter, the rugs and curtains clean and new, the halls shiny and the windows clear. There were many servants about, gardeners, housekeepers, but still, from what I understood, Leigh had been uprooted, taken from her father to live a new life here at Farthinggale with a step-father, Tony Tatterton. She had gone to sleep listening to the same sea breeze push at the windows and thread through the shutters. 

And then years and years later, her daughter, my mother, found herself here, going to sleep to the same sounds, perhaps feeling just as alone. In time the great house became home to both of them, as it might now to me. In a real sense Tony was right. I shouldn't feel like a stranger in Farthy. Too much of my past lived here. But all the unanswered questions, the lingering mysteries, the dark shadows that surrounded me and my presence here, made it so confusing. 

Perhaps with every passing day another shadow and another mystery would disappear, until Farthy was brilliant with light again the way it might have once been for my grandmother Leigh and for Mommy. 

Funny, I thought, but it's as if I'm in the middle of the maze outside, trying to find my way back. 

But back to where? 

Back to what? 

I fell asleep counting questions instead of sheep. 



ELEVEN 


Drake 

. 

I awoke to the sound of laughter in the hallway and recognized Drake's voice. He would never know how much I welcomed that sound, something familiar, something from home. The laughter stopped and then I heard footsteps. A moment later he appeared carrying my lunch on a solid silver tray. He snapped on the lights and came into the room. 

"Oh, Drake!" 

"Annie, I've come all the way from Boston to serve you your lunch." 

He laughed and brought the tray to the bed table. Then he kissed me and held me firmly for a few seconds. A film of tears formed over my eyes, but they were tears of happiness, and tears of happiness did not burn; they simply clouded my vision and made me sniffle. 

"Oh, Drake, I'm so happy to see you." 

"You're okay, aren't you?" he asked, backing away and looking at me with concern. Handsome, tall, dark Drake, I thought, with his bronze skin and ebony eyes. How mature he looked, how grown-up, as if I had been asleep for years and years as a little girl, like Rip Van Winkle, and awakened to find everyone had passed me in the night. Would Luke look as grown-up and beyond me, too? 

Drake wore a double-breasted, light blue silk suit, a suit identical to the suits Tony wore. His hair was cut shorter and brushed back and down on the top like Tony's hair. If I had come upon him on a city street, I thought, I might not have recognized him. 

"I'm okay. Drake, you look like a. . a banker." 

He laughed. 

"Just a businessman. You've got to look the part, Annie. People respect that. It's something I've quickly learned. So, tell me all about your arrival here, as you eat, of course." He pushed the table over the bed and helped adjust my pillows so I could sit up. 

I glanced at the doorway and he caught my look. "Oh, I gave your nurse time off, told her I would give you lunch." 

"Where's Tony?" 

"He's in his office, trying to straighten out the mountains of papers strewn about. Says he's got to get it looking decent enough for you to visit someday, so you can watch him work. He says that was something your grandmother used to do." 

"Drake," I whispered, pausing between spoonfuls of hot soup, "it's exactly as you described in your letter and phone call . . all of it looks like it hasn't been touched for years and years." 

"It hasn't been." 

"But Drake, Tony doesn't seem to see it that way. Haven't you noticed?" 

He swung his eyes away and thought for a moment. "He can't get himself to see it as it really is right now. I suppose it's too painful for him. He remembers it the way it was . . a magnificent estate." 

"But—" 

"Give him time, Annie. He's like a man who has been in a coma for years and is just coming out of it." 

"He's nice, very considerate and all . . but sometimes he scares me." There, I'd said it out loud. 

"Oh, why, Annie? He's a harmless, elderly man who lost everything that had any real meaning in his life: family. If anything, you should pity him." 

"I do. It's just . . ." 

"What? You'll get whatever you want. The doctors will be coming to you, instead of you going to them. Tony's asked the doctors to order any machine, any therapeutic device, that would speed up your recuperation, no matter what the cost. You'll be attended by a professional nurse and waited on hand and foot by an army of servants. Tony has already hired an additional maid and two more 

groundskeepers. He's doing so much for you." 

"I know." I gazed at the photographs in the silver frames. "I guess it's just that I miss Mommy and Daddy so much." 

"Oh, of course." He sat down beside me and took my hand into his. "Poor Annie. I miss them, too. 

Sometimes, when I get a break for an hour or so, I think maybe I should call Heaven, and then I remember all that's happened." 

"I keep hoping this is all just a dream, Drake; and I'll wake up and you'll be coming home from college to see me." 

He nodded. Then he leaned over and kissed me warmly on the cheek, but so close to my lips that the corners of our mouths touched. He seemed embarrassed. I noticed that he was wearing a different cologne, a scent I had recognized as Tony's cologne. 

"Hey," he said quickly, "if you don't eat, they'll blame me and never let me bring you a meal again." 

I spooned some more soup and took a bite of the sandwich. 

"Have you seen or spoken to Luke? You heard about his wonderful graduation speech, didn't you?" 

"Yes. Mark Downing told me. He was in Boston and caste by to see me. He said everyone was shocked when Luke referred to Logan as his father, even though they all knew it to be true." 

"I'm so proud of him. Aren't you?" He nodded. 

"But Drake, haven't you spoken with him since? You called him to congratulate him, didn't you?" 

"Frankly, Annie, I wasn't in the mood to congratulate anyone for anything. I've been keeping myself as busy as I can just so I don't think about things." 

I nodded softly, understanding what he meant. 

"So you haven't spoken to him at all?" 

"I spoke with him briefly yesterday, after he arrived at Harvard." 

"He arrived at Harvard! Oh, then he's nearby and he'll come to visit or he'll call Tony. Maybe he's called already." 

Drake's eyes darkened and the lines in his mouth tightened. 

"You have to give him time to get settled in. It's quite a thing to arrive at college. There's mountains of this to do, forms to fill out, arrangements to make. He was so excited about it all, and he's making so many new friends at his dorm. Dorms are coed now, you know. Some of his new friends will be girls. You should expect that he will find a real girlfriend someday." 

My heart sank. A real girlfriend? Someone who would replace me as the person to whom he trusted his most intimate and secret thoughts, someone with whom he would share dreams—and that someone wouldn't be me. In my secret heart I knew this would happen someday, but I wouldn't listen to the voices whispering the warnings, and now Drake was telling me in his usual nonchalant manner that Luke would fall in love with someone else and go on to live happily ever after somewhere else. What's more, perhaps my condition would speed it all since I wouldn't be there for him. I'd be stuck here, crippled and alone. 

I shifted my eyes quickly so Drake couldn't read my thoughts. 

"Oh, of course, but I'm sure as soon as he gets free . . ." 

"You know," Drake said. He was so eager to change the subject, it made me nervous. "Now that you're not going to be able to travel through Europe, you should think about your education, too. I think we should arrange for you to have a tutor so that you could pick up a college credit or two while you're recuperating. As long as the doctors approve, of course." He looked about the room. "You might just be terribly bored otherwise." 

"That's a good idea." 

"I'll speak to Tony about it." 

"Why don't you just take care of it for me, Drake. Talk to people at Harvard. Have me tutored in one of the courses Luke's going to take. That way, when he comes by, we can go over the work together." It would make it less boring for Luke to come here, too, I thought. 

"I'll see what I can do. You must not underestimate the power and influence of a man like Tony. True, he's kept himself out of things for quite a while, permitting managers to run his toy empire, but everywhere I go in Boston," he added, smiling and straightening his back and shoulders with pride, "they have heard of the Tattertons. Just the mention of the name opens doors and sets people scurrying about, treating me as if I were a millionaire myself. 

"And there is so much a man like Tony can teach me," he continued, going on like a runaway car downhill. "His wisdom comes from experience and not just books. He knows whom to see, how to handle people, what to say, especially when it comes to negotiations." He laughed. "I bet he's a great poker player." 

"That's wonderful, Drake. I'm glad you're happy with him. Tell me, though," I said, putting the remainder of my sandwich aside, "does he ever talk about my mother and about the things that happened between them?" 

"Oh no. And I don't ask. If Heaven's name comes up, his face brightens and he mentions only happy, wonderful things. Maybe it's best we just let sleeping dogs lie. Why bring about any more unpleasantness? Think of it this way, Annie," he added quickly, "what good will it do anyone now?" 

"I'm not insisting on anything like that right now, Drake; but I can't stay here without knowing these things. Sometimes," I said, shifting my eyes to the bed, "I feel as if I've betrayed Mommy by letting Tony do all that he has done for me." 

"Oh, Annie, that's nonsense. If anything, Heaven would have wanted you to have the best possible recovery. She would never resent anything that was good for you. She loved you too much." 

"I hope you're right, Drake." 



"I know I'm right. Do you think if it had been the other way around, if Tony would have needed Heaven's help, that she would have turned him out?" 

"I don't know. She turned him out of her heart for so long. I've got to know why. Don't you see, Mommy—" 

"Well now," Tony's voice boomed, "how's the patient doing?" 

He came in so quickly, I wondered if he hadn't been standing just outside the room listening to our conversation. Drake didn't seem to be concerned. He stood up immediately and beamed. It was clear how much he truly respected and admired Tony. 

"She's doing fine, Tony," he replied quickly. 

"There couldn't be a better place for her to recuperate." 

"That's wonderful. Did you have a good nap, Annie?" 

"Yes. Thank you, Tony." 

"Please, don't thank me. It is I who should be thanking you. You don't know what your presence at Farthy, even for only a short time, has already done. 

There's a new brightness about the place. Everything feels fresh and exciting again. Even my old servants—

Curtis, the butler; Ryse Williams, the cook—are moving around as if they were years and years younger, just because they know you're here." 

"I'd like to meet Rye Whiskey." I remembered he was one of the few people at Farthy Mommy liked to talk about. 

"I'll send him up as soon as I can." 

"And I'd like to explore the house. Maybe Drake will wheel me about." 

"Oh, I'd like to, Annie, but I have to get back to Boston before the stock market closes today." 

"Today's a little soon for explorations anyway," 

Tony said. "Give yourself a day or two to get strong and then I'll take you around myself and tell you all the history and romance associated with each and every nook and cranny." 

"But I'm tired of just sitting in bed," I moaned. 

"Mrs. Broadfield has things planned out for you, Annie. You have physical therapy to do and a hot bath and—" 

I pouted. 

"If Tony promised he'll take you around, he'll take you," Drake muttered. I kept my head lowered but raised my eyes at him. I saw the smile ripple through his lips just the way it used to when I caught him watching me across a room back in Winnerow. 



That familiar look warmed my heart. 

"I'm behaving badly, I know. Everyone's trying to help me and I'm just being a brat." 

"But a beautiful brat," Tony said. "So you're forgiven." 

"See what a charming man he is," Drake said. 

"I see. Oh, Tony, did Luke call yet? Drake tells me he's been at Harvard since yesterday." 

"Not yet. The moment he does, I'll have the message delivered to you." 

"Just tell him to come whenever he can." 

"Fine." Tony clapped his hands to end that topic of conversation. "Well, we'd better let Mrs. Broadfield get started. Don't want to stand in the way of your progress." 

"Excuse me, sir," Millie Thomas said. She stood timidly in the doorway. "But I came to see if Miss Annie was finished with her tray." 

"I'm finished." She came in quickly to take it. 

"Thank you, Millie." She smiled. "Whenever you're free, come up to see me." 

"Oh." Her frown came fast but slight, as if such an easygoing and friendly mistress unsettled her, but our servants at Hasbrouck House were always treated like part of the family. Millie looked up at Tony quickly. "Yes, Miss Annie." 

"And please, Millie, just call me Annie." 

She scurried out of the room with mousy steps. 

"I hope she will work out," Tony muttered after her. "Got her on rather quick notice from a new agency." 

"She seems very nice, Tony." 

"We'll see." 

"I'd better be going," Drake said. "I'll come by again in a day or so, Annie. Is there anything I can bring you?" 

"There are things back at Winnerow that I want, Drake. When are you going to make a trip there?" 

"Not for a while, Annie, but I suppose we could send for them." He looked to Tony for confirmation. 

"Of course." 

"I can just call Aunt Fanny, too. I'm sure she's going to want to come out to see me." 

"I'm sure Drake can get away for a day," Tony decided. "It's important enough." 

"Make a list, Annie, and I‟ll pick it up when I return." 

"Thank you; Drake." 

"See you soon." He gave me a quick peck on the cheek and hurried out of the room. 

Tony stood there gazing down at me. Suddenly the expression on his face changed. His blue eyes brightened and his face lifted as though he had just come upon something he thought he had lost. There was a strange look in his eyes as he turned toward the windows. 

"Well now, we can open these curtains. The sky has cleared and it's a magnificent day." He pulled open the curtains at d looked down. "Flowers are in bloom everywhere. I'm going to have that pool filled tomorrow. I know how you like to swim." 

"Swim?" Who told him I liked to swim, I wondered, and how could he fill that pool tomorrow? It looked like it needed a lot of repair work. 

"I'll have to see about Scuttles, too. I know as the days get warmer you're going to want to ride that pony." 

"Scuttles? What a funny name for a horse. You really think the doctors will let me get on a horse, Tony?" He didn't reply. He continued to stare down. 

"Tony?" 

He turned around as if he had just realized I was there. 

"Oh. Lost myself in a daydream. So, I'll tell Mrs. Broadfield to get started," he said. He slapped his hands together and then started out of the room. 

Shortly after, Mrs. Broadfield came in and took me through some therapeutic exercises and gave me a leg massage. Even though my legs were lifted and turned this way and that, I felt nothing, no pain, no aches, just as Dr. Malisoff had predicted. There was only a slight sensation over my toes, but perhaps even that was in my imagination. 

"I see your fingers there, but I don't feel them, Mrs. Broadfield." She nodded and worked on as though I were a piece of clay she was molding. 

After that she helped me into the wheelchair so I could sit up and wheel about while she prepared a hot bath. When she went into the bathroom, I wheeled myself to the window and looked down as Tony had. 

Flowers in bloom? The flower beds were so overrun with weeds and grass, nothing dainty could compete. Maybe he meant he would do something about them now so there would be flowers in bloom. 

Just as he said, he must have been daydreaming, I thought. Scuttles . . . horseback riding. I shook my head. It was strange, almost as if Tony were living in another time and thought me to be someone else. 

"Let me prepare you for your bath now, Annie," 



Mrs. Broadfield said, coming up behind me. I was in such deep thought, her voice made me jump. She put her hand so softly on my shoulder, I quickly relaxed. 

She could be gentle when she wanted to be. "Are you all right?" 

"Yes, yes, I was just thinking. Mrs. Broadfield, do you think I could go horseback riding in the near future?" 

"Horseback riding." She laughed. I think it was the first time I had heard her do so. "I'm just hoping you'll be able to get yourself in and out of this chair in the near future. Whoever put such a thought in your head?" 

I stared up at her. 

"No one," I said. 

"Well, I'm glad you're thinking positively. It helps." She wheeled me into the bathroom and helped me strip off my nightgown. Then she guided me into the hot tub. At the hospital, doctors, nurses and Mrs. 

Toadfield poked and explored my body and I had no selfsconsciousness about it. Modesty seemed ridiculous and out of place. Who cared who saw me naked? 

I was more like a dead person. 

But now, stronger, more aware of myself, I did blush. Not since I was a very little girl had anyone helped me bathe. Mrs. Broadfield held me under my arms as I lowered myself into the hot water. 

"It's so hot." 

"It has to be that way, Annie." 

When I was settled securely, she released her grip but kept her hands on my shoulders. Under the hot, bubbling water, my legs looked leaden. I still couldn't feel them at all. Her strong fingers, made muscular by hours and hours of massaging and lifting patients, kneaded my small shoulders and the back of my neck. 

"Just relax," she said. "Close your eyes and relax." 

I did what she said and leaned back. Steamy vapor filled my lungs, misted the air so Mrs. 

Broadfield and I seemed miles and miles away. I drifted into a dreamy land where soft music played. I felt drunk from lack of energy. I heard her dip a washcloth into the bubbling water and then felt her bring it to my arms. 

"I can do that." 

"Just relax. It's what Mr. Tatterton has hired me to do." 

It was difficult for me to relax while someone else scrubbed my body. She moved the soft cloth slowly over and under my arms. She washed my neck and shoulders and had me lean forward so she could wash most of my back. 

"Doesn't this feel good, Annie?" 

I simply nodded, keeping my eyes closed. It was easier for me that way. Whenever I opened them, I saw Mrs. Broadfield bent over the hot tub, her face tight and intense, like a skilled technician worried about detail. 

"You have a nice, firm young body, Annie. 

Strong. You're going to recuperate, if you cooperate and follow the therapy." 

The hot steam drew beads of water in lines across her forehead and over her puffy cheeks. They looked like tiny pearls. Her face was very flushed, almost as red as someone who had fallen asleep in the hot sunlight. 

She dipped her arms as deeply into the water as she could to reach my legs and thighs, washing and massaging. Finally she sat back, looking short of breath. She saw how I gazed quizzically at her and she quickly rose to her feet to wipe her forearms. 

"Just sit there and soak for a while longer," she said, and went into the bedroom. 

I did all that I could to help assist her in lifting me out of the tub. I wiped down my upper body while she wiped my feet and legs. Then she helped me into a new nightgown and brought me back to the bed. I wanted to remain in the wheelchair, even though the hot bath had tired me out. 

"Just for a short while," she said. "I'll be back and help you into bed so you can take a brief nap before dinner." 

I waited until she left the room and then I wheeled myself to the window. The afternoon sun had fallen far enough below the great house so that the building now cast a long, dark shadow over the grounds and the maze. Still, it looked warm outside. 

I had come to the window because I wanted to look again at the Tatterton family cemetery. I hadn't been there yet, but just seeing my parents' monument would make me feel closer to them, I thought. 

Suddenly I saw a man appear as if out of the air. He must have been standing off in a shadow. I leaned as close to the window as I could and gazed at the figure made small by the distance. At first I thought it might be Luke, but as my eyes focused in more accurately, I realized he was a taller, thinner man. 

He stepped up to the monument and stared at it for the longest time. Then he dropped to his knees. I could see hie: lower his head, and although I was much too far away to be sure, I even thought I could see his body shudder with sobs. 

Who was he? It wasn't Tony, although there was something about the frame of his body that reminded me of Tony. 

Was it one of the help who remembered my mother well? 

I blinked because my eyes grew tired and began to tear from staring so intently, and then I leaned back and wiped them with the back of my hand. 

When I leaned forward again to look out at the cemetery and the monument, the man was gone. It was as if he popped into thin air, disappearing like a bubble. 

I sat back because something that occurred to me filled me with a shudder and a chill. 

Had I imagined him? 

Frustrated and exhausted, I backed away from the window. 



TWELVE 


Ghosts in the House 

. 

Tony found me asleep .in my wheelchair by the window. I woke when I felt him wheeling me back to the bed. 

"Oh, I didn't mean to wake you. You looked so beautiful, like a sleeping princess. I was just about to be the prince and kiss you to wake you," he said warmly, his eyes bright. 

"I can't believe I fell asleep so quickly. What time is it?" 

Dark, brooding clouds had slid across the sky, blocking the sun and making it hard to tell what time of day it was. 

"Don't be concerned. I'm sure your fatigue is a result of the therapy and the hot bath Mrs. Broadfield gave you," he explained with a father's comforting tone. "They'll wear you out in the beginning. You must remember that you still don't have much strength. That's why the doctors are so concerned that you have a peaceful, restful time while trying to recuperate. At least at the very beginning." 

I saw by the way he pressed down on his lips that this was meant as a reminder and as mild chastisement for the tantrum I threw when I discovered I had no phone. 

"I know. I just get so impatient, so frustrated," I offered as an excuse. His face lightened instantly. 

"Of course you feel that way. Why shouldn't you? Everyone understands. You have to come back slowly, in small increments, doing a little more each day. Broadfield says that when patients try to rush things along, they retard their recuperation." 

"The strange thing is, I don't feel that weak," I cried. "It's almost as if I could walk again immediately if I were forced to do it. At least, that's the feeling I get every once in a while." 

He nodded with understanding. "Your feelings deceive you. Dr. Malisoff told me that might happen. 

It's expected. The mind doesn't want to face up to the limits of the body." 

I wanted to show him that he and Mrs. 

Broadfield and the doctors were wrong, so I didn't ask him to help me up and out of the chair and into the bed. My hands wobbled on the arms of the chair as I tried to raise myself. But even putting all my weight on only my upper body, my lower body now just a bail and chain, I was unable to lift myself very high and fell back into the chair, my heart pounding from the effort. I felt a sharp pain across the middle of my brow and moaned. 

"As I said. It seems like you can do everything you used to do for yourself, but you can't. It's the mind's way of trying to deny what happened." He looked away for a moment. "And sometimes, sometimes even the best minds, the strongest minds, refuse to believe what their bodies . . . what reality tells them is true. They invent, pretend, fantasize, do anything to avoid hearing the words they dread," he explained, his voice dropping to a whisper. 

I stared up at him. He had spoken so 

passionately, so vehemently, that I felt overwhelmed. 

All I could do was nod. Then he turned back to me, his face changed again, a look of loving compassion in his eyes. He leaned down over me, his face so close to mine, our lips nearly touched, and he hooked his hands under my arms to lift my body out of the chair and onto the bed. For a long moment he held me, embracing me, his cheek pressed against mine. I thought he whispered Mommy's name, but then he swung me gently to the bed and I fell back against the pillow. 

"I'm not too rough, I hope," he said, still leaning over me, his face still very close to mine. 



"No, Tony." I knew it was unfair and even silly to think it, but I hated my body for betraying me and leaving me dependent upon the mercy and kindness of other people. 

"Perhaps you should take a nap before dinner," 

he said. I didn't need the suggestion. My eyelids felt so heavy it was hard to keep them open. Everytime I did look up, it seemed as if Tony were leaning closer and closer over me. I know I wasn't supposed to be able to feel anyone touch me from the waist down, but I thought his hands were over my legs, caressing them. I fought to keep myself awake in order to confirm or deny what I was seeing, but I dropped off quickly, like one under sedation, my last thought being Tony's lips were moving down my cheek toward my lips. 

I next awoke to the sound of Millie Thomas setting my supper tray on the bed table beside me. 

Apparently I had slept through a summer thunderstorm, for I could smell the fresh, wet scent of rain, even though the sky was now only partly cloudy. 

When I recalled Tony helping me to bed and thought about the image of his hands on my legs and his lips close to mine, I considered it some kind of dreary. It seemed too ethereal, too misty a memory, anyway. 

"Didn't mean to wake you, Miss Annie," she said timidly. 

I blinked and blinked and focused in on her. 

With her arms pressed tightly against her body and her hands overlapping at her waist, she looked penitent, like one of the people from the Willies who had just been lectured by old Reverend Wise. He was always harder on them than he was on the people from Winnerrow proper. 

"That's all right, Millie. I should be awake. It rained, didn't it?" 

"Oh, like the dickens, Miss Annie!" 

"Please, don't call me Miss Annie. Just call me Annie." She nodded slightly. "Where are you from, Millie?" 

"Oh, from Boston." 

"Do you know where Harvard is?" 

"Of course, Miss . . of course, Annie." 

"My uncle Drake goes there, and I have a . . a cousin going there now, too. His name is Luke." 

She smiled more warmly and fixed my sitting pillow behind me. I pulled myself up into position to eat and she wheeled the table to the bed. 

"I don't know anyone who went to Harvard." 



"How long have you been working as a maid, Millie?" 

"Five years. Before that I worked as a stock girl at Filene's, but I didn't like the work as much as I like working as a maid." 

"Why do you like working as a maid?" 

"You get to work in such nice houses. All not as big as this one, of course; but nice ones. And you meet people of better breeding. That's the way my mother put it. She was a maid, too, for years and years. Now she's in a rest home." 

"Oh, I'm sorry." 

"That's okay. She's happy. I'm sorry for you, Annie. I know your tragedy. All the servants were talking about your mother this morning, the ones who remembered her, that is." 

"You mean like Rye Whiskey?" 

She laughed. 

"When the groundskeeper called him that, I thought he was ordering a drink." 

"My mother used to call him that, too. But that reminds me. When you go back down to the kitchen, you tell Rye Whiskey that I want him to come up to see me. Right away. Tony was supposed to send him up, but he must have forgotten. Will you do that, please?" 



"Oh, of course, I will. I'll go right down now. 

Would there be anything else you might want with your supper?" 

"No, this all looks fine." 

"Then you'd better eat it before it all gets cold," 

Mrs. Broadfield snapped as she came into the bedroom and crossed to the bathroom, carrying an armful of fresh, white towels. "Didn't I ask you to bring up these towels?" she said, turning at the bathroom door. 

Millie blushed. 

"I was going to do just that, ma'am, as soon as I served Annie her supper." 

Mrs. Broadfield grunted and continued on into the bathroom. Millie started away quickly. 

"Don't forget Rye Whiskey," I called to her in a loud whisper. 

"I won't." 

Mrs. Broadfield came out and stopped at my bed to look over ray meal. She frowned at the small piece of chocolate cake. 

"I distinctly told that cook not to put rich desserts on your tray. Just Jell-O for now." 

"That's all right. I won't eat the cake." 

"No, you won't," she said, and reached over to take it of the tray. "I'll see that you get the Jell-O." 



"It's not important." 

"Following my orders is important," she i uttered, and then she pulled her shoulders back like a general and marched out of the room. Poor Rye Whiskey, I thought. I hadn't even met him yet, and now, because of me, he had gotten into trouble. I finished my meal, eating more out of necessity than out of pleasure, chewing and swallowing mindlessly. 

Each piece of broiled chicken tasted as if it were made of stone. It wasn't the fault of the carefully prepared food. I was just too tired and too depressed to care. 

Just as I finished, I heard a knock on my outside door. I looked out and saw the elderly black man I knew had to be Rye Whiskey. He still wore his kitchen apron and carried a small dish of Jell-O. 

"Come in," I called, and he came forward slowly. As he drew closer I saw that his eyes were wide, the whites around his black pupils so bright, it was as if a candle burned behind them like the candles in pumpkins on Halloween. What he saw in me obviously took his breath away. 

"You must be Rye Whiskey." 

"And you surely is Annie, Heaven's daughter. 

When I first set eyes on you from the doorway there, I thought I was lookin' at a ghost. Weren't the first time I thought I saw sornethird like that in this house, neither." 

He tipped his head to whisper some prayerful words and then looked up, his face a portrait of sadness and worry. I knew he had been here through all of it: my grandmother's flight from home, my great-grandmother Jillian's madness and subsequent death, my mother's arrival and eventual unhappy parting with Tony Tatterton, and now my tragic arrival. 

His thin hair was as white as snow, but he had a remarkably smooth, wrinkle-free face and looked very spry for a man I estimated to be close to if not over eighty. 

"My mother often spoke fondly about you, Rye." 

"I'm glad ta hear dat, Miss Annie, for I was sho' 

fond o' yer mama." His smile widened and he nodded, his head bobbing as if his neck were a spring. He glanced at my supper tray. "Food all right?" 

"Oh, very tasty, Rye. I'm just not that excited about eating right now." 

"Well, ole Rye Whiskey's goin' ta change that." 

His eyes crinkled in a smile and he nodded his head again. "So, how you-gettin' along, Miss Annie?" 



"It's hard, Rye." Funny, I thought, but I felt comfortable being honest with him right from the start. Maybe it was because of the way Mother had spoken about him. 

"Oh, I expect it would be." He leaned back on his heels. "I can remember the first time yer mama came ta the kitchen ta see me. Remember it just like it was yesterday. Just like you, she was so much like her own mama. She would come in an' watch me cookin' 

for hours, sittin' there on a stool, restin' her head on her hand and pepperin' me with all sorts of questions 

'bout the Tattertons. She was 'bout as curious as a kitten who got inta a linen basket." 

"What did she want to know?" 

"Oh, jes"bout eveythin' I could remember 'bout this family—uncles, aunts, Mr. Tatterton's pappy and grandpappy. Whose picture was that on the wall, whose was this? 'Course, like in any family, there was things decent folk don't gossip 'bout." 

What things, I longed to ask him, but I held my tongue, biding my time. Rye slapped his hands to his thighs and sighed. 

"So, is there anythin' special I can make you?" 

he asked to quickly change the subject. 

"I like fried chicken. My cook in Winnerrow makes a batter—" 

"Oh, he does . . . well, you ain't tasted mine yet, chile, make you that this week. Unless your nurse says otherwise." He looked back to be sure Mrs. Broadfield wasn't there. "She come inta the kitchen with a list of do's and don'ts. Made my assistant, Roger, as nervous as the Devil on Sunday." 

"I don't see how Southern fried chicken could hurt. Rye," I said, swinging my eyes toward the window, "Farthy was a much prettier place when my mother lived here, wasn't it?" 

"Oh, and how! Why, when the flowers would bloom, it looked like Heaven's Gate." 

"Why did Mr. Tatterton let it fall apart?" 

He shifted his eyes away quickly. I saw that my question made him nervous, but that only made me more curious about his answer. 

"Mr. Tatterton's had a hard time, Miss Annie, but he sho' has changed a whole lot since yourself arrived. Almost back to the way he was—talking 'bout fixie this and buildin' that. Things are comin' back to life 'round here, which is good for us aid bad for the ghosts," he whispered. 

"Ghosts?" 

"Well, like any big house that had so many people movin' through it, spirits linger, Miss Annie." 

He nodded for emphasis. "But I ain't one to challenge that, and neither is Mr. Tatterton. We live side by side with 'em and they don' bother us none and we don' 

bother them." 

I saw he was serious. 

"Are there many servants here now who were here when my mother lived here, Rye?" 

"Oh no, Miss Annie. There's jes' myself, Curtis, and Miles. All the maids and grounds helpers are gone, mostly dead and gone." 

"Is there a tall, thin man working here, too, a man much younger than Curtis?" 

He thought a moment and shook his head. 

"There's groundsmen, but they're all short and stocky." 

Who was that man at my parents' tomb? I wondered. Rye continued to gaze at me, a fond smile on his face. 

"Has it been hard for you these past years, Rye, because of the way Mr. Tatterton was?" 

"No, ma'am, not hard. Sad, but not hard. 

'Course, I stayed in my room after supper and left the house to the spirits. Now," he smiled, "they gonna retreat and hover 'bout their graves mostly, 'cause we got light and life again. Spirits hate young people roamin' 'bout. Makes 'em jittery 'cause the young folks got so much energy and brightness 'bout 'em." 

"You really heard these spirits in the house, Rye?" I tipped my head and smiled, but he didn't smile back. 

"Oh yes, ma'am. Many a night. There's one spirit, very unhappy one, who roams the halls, goes from room to room, searchin'." 

"For what?" 

"Don' know, Miss Annie. Dan' talk to  and he don' talk ta me. But I've heard him walkin"bout and I've heard the music." 

"Music?" 

"Piana music. Sweet music." 

"Did you ever ask Mr. Tatterton about it?" 

"No, Miss Annie. Didn't have to. Saw it in his eyes." "Saw what?" 

"That he heard and saw the same things I did. 

But you forgets all about that, Miss Annie. You get strong and better fast. Ole Rye will cook up a storm now that there's someone to cook for." 

I thought a moment. 

"Rye, is there a horse here called Scuttles?" 

"Scuttles, Miss Annie? There ain't no horses now. H'ain't been any for some time. Scuttles?" His eyes went from side to side as he thought, scanning his memory. I saw him stop thinking, a realization coming to him. 

"Scuttles, why that was the name Miss Jillian gave to her ridin' pony. She lived on a horse ranch when she was a young girl. I remembers her talkin‟ 

„bout that pony all the time. But we never had one here named Scuttles. Her horse was called Abdulla Bar. A devilish animal," he added, his eyes brightening with fear. 

"Why do you say that, Rye?" 

"He let no one but Miss Jillian ride 'im, so Mr. 

Tatterton kept everyone else off, 'cept that one terrible time. But it wasn't his fault," he added quickly. 

"What terrible time, Rye?" 

"Oh, this ain't the time to talk 'bout sad things, Miss Annie. You got your own hardship ta bear." 

"Please, Rye, I don't want to ask Mr. Tatterton, but I want to know." 

He looked back and stepped closer to the bed. 

He shook his head and lowered his eyes. 

"It was his brother, Mr. Troy, Miss Annie. One day he jes' hopped on that stallion and rode him into the sea. Only a Devil horse woulda done it. Any other horse woulda refused to go in." 

"So that's what Drake meant when he said Troy committed suicide. He rode my great-grandmother's horse into the ocean and—" 

"And he drowned, Miss Annie. Seems this house has had more'n its share of hardships ta bear, hasn't it, Miss Annie?" He shook his head. 

"Sometimes it's harder ta live ta a ripe ole age. Yer haunted by the many bad memories and ya hear the many lonely spirits." 

"But why did he do such a thing, Rye?" 

"Oh, I wouldn't know," he said quickly; too quickly, I thought. "Troy was as handsome a young man as y‟all ever see, and talented, too. He made many of the toys, ya know. Only, I never called 'em toys. They was more like art." He shook his head and smiled, recalling. "Lil‟ houses and lil‟ people, some made inta music boxes." 

"Music boxes?" 

"Beautiful melodies . . . like soft piana music." 

"Chopin," I muttered. The memory of my mother's musical cottage sent my heart pitter-pattering, overwhelming me with a flush of sadness. 

"What's that, Miss Annie?" 

I shifted my eyes away quickly, not wanting him to see my tears. 

"I was just thinking of a composer." 

"Oh. Well, I best get my ole self back down ta the kitchen and see what Roger's up to. He's my—

what do you call 'im—apprentice. Ole Rye can't expects he'll be workin' in that kitche forever, and Mr. 

Tatterton needs a good cook when I gets the call to join my maker. 'Course, rights now, I play deaf to that, Miss Annie," he said, smiling widely. We laughed. 

"Oh, I almost forgot yer Je11-0." He put the dish on my tray. 

"Sorry 1 can't have your chocolate cake, Rye. It looked delicious." 

"Oh yes, she brought that right down again." He looked back and then leaned toward me. "Course, find away to sneak a piece back up. Jest ya wait." 

"Thank you, Rye. And come back to see me, please." 

"Sho' will." 

"Well, what's this?" Tony said, suddenly appearing in my doorway. "The chef checking up to see how well his food's gone over?" 

"Someone had ta bring up some Jell-O, and I thought it was as good a time as any to pay my respects, Mr. Tatterton." He turned back to me and winked. "Gots ta be gettin' back ta my kitchen now." 

"Thank you, Rye," I called as he hurried out. 

Tony watched him leave and then turned to me. 

"Why didn't Millie bring up the Jell-O?" he wondered aloud. 

"I asked Millie to send him up." 

"Oh?" His blue eyes narrowed. 

"I hope that was all right," I said quickly. He looked upset. 

"I was going to tell him to come see you after dinner. It's all right," he added, his eyes softening. 

"He's still one of the best chefs on the East Coast. I'd wager his Yorkshire pudding against any." 

"He's everything my mother said he was. He must be over eighty, right?" 

"Who knows? He can't really remember his birthday, or he lies about his age. So, how are you doing? Feeling a bit stronger?" 

"Tired from the therapy, and frustrated. I want to get out and about the mansion and the estate." 

"Well, maybe Mrs. Broadfield will approve a short trip down this corridor late tomorrow morning. 

The doctor will be here the day after." 

"Has Luke called?" I asked hopefully. 



"Not yet." 

"I don't understand why not." My heart plunged. Had Drake's predictions already come true? 

"Just giving you a chance to get settled in, I'm sure." 

He brought a chair up beside the bed. When he sat down, he crossed his legs and meticulously ran his fingers down the sharp crease of his gray trouser leg. 

"It's not like him. We're very close," I explained. "Did you know we were born on the very same day?" 

"Really? How extraordinary!" 

Luke's and my birthday was such a major touchstone in my life that it seemed incredible Tony would know nothing about the coincidence. How completely my father and mother had shut him out of their lives, I thought. I wondered if he knew that Luke and I were really half brother and half sister. 

"Yes. And since then our relationship has been sort of what my mother's was like with her brother Tom, the one who died tragically in that circus accident." 

"Oh yes.” He gazed at me with the same intensity again, staring so hard I could almost feel his eyes drilling into my soul. "Your mother had a very hard time of it, but she was a very strong woman, as I am sure you will be. 'What doesn't destroy me, makes me stronger,' as my father used to tell me. He'd borrowed the expression from some German philosopher, I can't remember which one. 

"Anthony, he'd say," Tony recalled, pulling himself up stiffly into what he must have remembered as his father's posture, "you've got to learn something from every defeat in life or life will defeat you." He relaxed and smiled. "Of course, I was barely five or six when he was giving me all this advice, but oddly enough, it stuck with me." 

"The Tattertons are a fascinating family, Tony." 

"Oh, I'm sure some of my relatives are quite boring. 

I've never spoken to half my cousins. Dreary people. 

And Jillian's side of the family wasn't much better. 

Both of her sisters and her brother passed away some time ago. Actually, I only found out by reading the obituaries. Once Jillian died . ." His eyes became somewhat glassy as he got lost in a memory. 

"Tell me about your brother, Tony. Please," I added quickly, seeing his face begin to harden and his eyes say no. 

"I should really let you rest." 

"Just a little. Tell me just a little." Perhaps because he was no longer here, or perhaps because I had learned only a tidbit here and a tidbit there, Troy lingered in my mind as someone mysterious. "Please." 

His eyes warmed and his smile trembled 

through his lips. Then he leaned over and surprised me by stroking my hair just the way Mommy often had. 

"When you plead like that, you remind me so much of Leigh as a young girl, pleading with me to take her here or there, to show her this or that. She would burst into my office, interrupting anything I was doing, no matter how important, and ask me to take her on the sailboat or horseback riding. And no matter how busy I was, just like now, I would relent. 

Tatterton men spoil their women, but," he added, his eyes twinkling, "they enjoy doing it." 

"About Troy?" Did he purposely drift of so much or was it something he couldn't help? 

"Troy. Well, as I told you, he was much younger than I. When he was a little boy, he was sick so much of the time, I'm afraid I considered him a millstone around my neck. You see, our mother died when he was very small, and soon after that our father. Troy grew up thinking of me as his father and not just his older brother. 



"He was a very bright young man, however, and graduated from college when he was only eighteen." 

"Only eighteen!" I exclaimed in astonishment. 

"And then what did he do?" 

"He worked in the business. He was a talented artisan and designed many of our most famous toys. 

So, there you are," he said, intending to end his tale of Troy. 

"But why did he commit suicide, Tony?" 

His soft blue eyes hardened as if they had instantly turned to ice. 

"He didn't commit suicide; it was an accident, a tragic accident. Who said it was suicide? Did your mother tell you that?" 

"No. She never mentioned him," I replied, swallowing hard. He looked so angry. His lips grew so tight and thin that a white line developed around them. This chase in his face frightened me, and I think he saw that because he quickly softened his look. In fact, he looked very sad, very distraught. 

"Troy was a melancholy man, very sensitive, deep, convinced that he wasn't going to live long. He was very fatalistic about life. No matter what I did, couldn't change him. I don't like talking about him because . . because I feel somewhat responsible, you see. I couldn't help him, no matter what I did." 

"I'm sorry, Tony. I didn't mean to make you feel bad." I saw that he couldn't face up to the idea that his brother killed himself. It was cruel of me to try to make him do so. 

"I know you wouldn't do anything to hurt me; you're too sweet, too pure." He broke out into a wide, warmer smile. "Let's not talk about sad things. Please. 

For a while, anyway, let's just concentrate on the beautiful, the pleasant, the hopeful, and the miracu-lous. Okay?" 

"Okay," I said. 

"Now, if you feel up to it, I've made a list of books you should read, and have them brought up to your room. Also, I'm having a television set brought in here tomorrow. I'll go through the television guide and underline some of the better programs for you," 

he added. 

How odd, I thought. How did he think I was brought up? I knew what books to read and what programs to watch. My mother often praised my taste in literature. Tony acted as if he thought I was some hillbilly who needed direction and instruction. But I didn't want to complain and hurt his feelings. He looked sa happy to be doing all this. 

"And I've got to make that list of things for Drake to bring from Winnerrow," I reminded him. 

"Right. He'll be here in the afternoon. Let's see, is there anything else?" 

I shook my head. 

"All right, then. I have to do some work. I'll see you in the morning. Have a good night's rest, Heaven." "Heaven?" 

"Oh, I'm sorry. It's just you had me thinking about your mother then and I—" 

"That's all right, Tony. I don't mind if once in a while you make a mistake and call me Heaven. I loved my mother very much." My tears came so fast, it was as though they had been just waiting for an opportunity to show themselves. 

"There, now I've gone and made you sad again." "No, it's not your fault." 

"Poor Annie." He leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek, his lips lingering. He inhaled deeply, as if he wanted to drink in the scent of my hair. Then he pulled himself back abruptly, realizing how long he was taking to kiss me good night. "Good night," he said, and left the room. 

I rested my head on the pillow and thought about some of the things I had learned. How right Rye was. This house had had more than its share of tragedy. Was this the way it was with all great families; rich, powerful families who had so much and yet suffered so much? 

Was there a curse on the Tattertons and all who came into close contact with them? Perhaps Rye Whiskey wasn't so wrong about spirits wandering about. Perhaps that man I had seen in the distance visiting my parents' tomb was one of them. 

Maybe Drake was right; maybe I should leave the sad things alone. I knew that I couldn't, though. 

There were things I just had to know. They itched, and just like a persistent itch, they had to be scratched. 

At the moment one of the things that bothered me was Luke's silence. It just wasn't like him to keep away this long. It was so frustrating not being able to call him, not even to know which dorm he was in. 

Millie came in to get my supper tray, and I thought of something. 

"Millie, would you look in the desk drawer there to see if there is a pen, a sheet of stationery, and an envelope, please." 

"Yes, Annie." She did so and found the stationery and a pen. "It's perfumed stationery," she said, bringing the sheet to her nose and inhaling. "Still smells very nice." 

"I don't care. I just want to write a quick letter. 

Please come back in fifteen minutes to get it and have it mailed out for me." 

"I will." 

She left with the tray, and I used the bed table to write my letter to Luke. 

. 

Dear Luke, 

I know you have spoken to Tony since 

graduation, and I was happy to hear about the reception you received for your speech. You deserved it. I wish only that I could have been there, that my mother and our father could have been there. 

Drake has visited me at Farthy and told me of your arrival at Harvard. The doctors want me to continue my quiet rest and recuperation, so I have no phone yet, otherwise I would try to call you rather than send this letter. I'll ask that it be sent special delivery, so you should get it quickly. 

I can't wait to hear from you and to see you. I'm already planning just how to go about our explorations of Farthy. 

Please call or come as soon as you can. 



Love, Annie 

. 

I addressed the letter to Luke Toby Casteel, Dormitories, Harvard College, and wrote "Special Delivery" on the bottom of the envelope. When Millie returned, I called her to the side of my bed to give her special instructions, 

"Take this to Mr. Tatterton, please, and ask him if he would put the rest of the Harvard address on here for me and send this right out in the morning." 

"Right away, Annie," she said. 

I watched her go, and thought Luke would surely respond immediately when he received that. 

Confident that he would be with me in a day or so, I lowered my head to the pillow and closed my eyes. I opened them slightly when I, heard Mrs. Broadfield come in. She took my blood pressure and checked my pulse, fixed my blanket and then put out the light. 

With the sun down and the sky overcast again, darkness fell around me like a heavy curtain. It was my second night at Farthy, but unlike the first, I had something to listen for: Rye Whiskey's spirits. Maybe I dreamt it because he had been so dramatic when he spoke, but sometime during the middle of the night, I thought I heard the soft tinkle of a piano playing a Chopin waltz. 

Was it only my desperate need to remember, to envision my mother's soft smile as she gazed at me while she brushed my hair? Or was Rye Whiskey right? Was there a spirit that wandered through the house searching and searching? 

Maybe he was searching for me. Maybe I had always been expected. 



THIRTEEN 


Mystery Man 

. 

Mrs. Broadfield yanked open the curtains so abruptly the morning light burst upon me like a bomb blast. She looked as though she had been up for hours, but I thought she always looked that way. 

"You should want to get up early, Annie," she said without really looking at me. She talked as she moved about the room setting things up—unfolding my wheelchair, getting a robe from the closet, finding my slippers. "It takes you longer to do everything now, and you will need the extra time. 

"After a while you will be able to get yourself up and out of that bed and into the wheelchair to do your bathroom business and have your breakfast, but you're going to have to build up to it, just like an athlete builds up to a task. Understand?" she asked, finally pausing to look at me. 

I pulled myself up and sat back against my pillow and nodded. 

"All right, then, let's get you out of bed, washed, and into a clean nightgown." 

Still groggy from what had turned out to be a very deep night's sleep, I simply nodded. Quietly, almost as if the two of us were performing a mime show, she assisted me out of the bed and into the chair. She wheeled me into the bathroom and took off my nightgown. I washed my own face and she brought in the new nightgown. Then she brought me back into the room and left me by the window. 

"I'll get your breakfast now," she said, starting out. 

"Why isn't Millie bringing it up?" I was anxious to find out if she had given my letter to Tony to mail. 

Mrs. Broadfield paused at the doorway and turned back. 

"Millie was discharged last night," she said, and left before I could respond. 

Discharged? But why? I had liked her and even thought she would be good company. She was so pleasant and kind. What could she have done to get herself fired so soon? The moment Tony looked in on me, I demanded to know. 

"Tony, Mrs. Broadfield just told me you fired Millie. Why?" 

He shook his head and pressed his lower lip up and under his upper. 

"Incompetent. Made a mess of things from the day she arrived. I was hoping she would improve, but she just seemed to get worse and worse. Jillian wouldn't have countenanced her more than a day. You should have seen the fine help we used to have here, their professionalism, their—" 

"But Tony, she was so nice," I said. 

"Oh, she was nice enough, but nice isn't enough. I found out that her references weren't accurate, anyway. She couldn't get a position for some time and worked as a waitress, not as a maid. But don't fret, one of my people is already looking for someone new." 

Mrs. Broadfield arrived with my tray and set it down. 

"Well, I'm off," Tony said. "I'll let you have breakfast." 

"Tony, wait! I gave her a letter to give to you last night to mail to Luke." 

He smiled quizzically. 

"Letter? She gave me no letter." 

"But Tony—" 

"I called her in around seven-thirty and gave her two weeks' severance pay, but she mentioned no letter." 

"I don't understand." 

"Why not? It's just as I said: she was incompetent. She probably had it in her apron and forgot it. Honestly, I don't know what it is with young people today; they seem so distracted all the time. No wonder it's so hard to get decent help." 

"It was a letter to Luke!" I cried. 

"Your eggs are getting cold," Mrs. Broadfield pointed out. 

"I'm sorry," Tony replied. "Write another letter today, and I'll see to it myself this time, okay? I'll return this afternoon to take you on a short tour of this floor. That is, if Mrs. Broadfield approves," he added, looking her way. She didn't reply. 

He left before I could say another word on the subject of my letter, and when I looked at Mrs. 

Broadfield, she wore her mask of annoyance. 

"We have to get to your morning therapy, Annie, and then you have to rest or I can't see you taking any tour. Now, please eat your breakfast." 

"I'm not hungry." 

"You've got to eat to gain strength. Your therapy is just like a workout would be for an athlete, and just as he or she wouldn't be able to do well without food energy, neither will you. Only," she said, raising her shoulders and straightening her posture to emphasize her point, "instead of simply losing a tennis match or a football game, you will remain an invalid." 

I lifted my fork and began to eat. Thank God for Rye Whiskey, I thought as I chewed and swallowed. He had a way of making the simplest foods extra tasty. 

My morning therapy session began just like the one I had the day before, but there was something different this time. I was positive I felt Mrs. 

Broadfield's fingers on my thighs. There was a stinging sensation, like pins being poked through my skin, and I screamed. 

"What?" she demanded, looking up impatiently. 

"I felt something . . . it stung." 

"That's just your imagination," she said, and started again. Again I felt the sting. 

"I do feel something . . I do!" I protested. She paused and stood up. 

"It's what we call hysterical pain. You're in a worse mental state than I thought. Even this is happening to you now." 

"But the doctor said—" 

"I know what the doctor said. Don't you think I've worked with more than one or two doctors in my time?" 



"Yes, but—" 

"Just try to relax as I work your legs, and when you think you've felt something, control yourself." 

"But—" 

She started again. The pain was there, but I simply grimaced and stifled my groans. The effort exhausted me, so I had to nap before lunch. Mrs. 

Broadfield brought me my lunch and told me Tony had phoned and would be back shortly to take me through a short tour of the floor. Funny, I thought, how something so simple had become something to look forward to, the way I would have looked forward to a special date or a party or dance. Right now, being wheeled out of this room was as exciting as a trip across the country. How my life had changed! How much I had taken for granted! 

One of the grounds people arrived and set up a television set for me. It came with a remote control so I could work it from bed. He was a stocky man with a face that looked like old, dry leather. Hours and hours of working in the sun had cracked his skin and crisscrossed his forehead and even his chin with deep lines. He said his name was Parson. 

"Have you been working here a long time, Par son?" 



"Oh no, just a little more than a week." 

"How do you like it?" At first I thought he didn't hear my question; then I realized he was thinking of how he would answer. "I suppose there's a lot for you to do," I added to encourage him to respond. He paused in his work to attach wires to the television set and looked at me. 

"Yeah, there's a lot of work, but every time I start on something, Mr. Tatterton changes his mind and starts me on something else." 

"Changes his mind?" 

Parson shook his head. "I don't know. I was hired to repair the pool, so I started mixing the cement, but I only just got started when Mr. Tatterton come out and asked me what I was (loin'. I told him and he looked at the pool and then at me as if I was crazy. Then he says his father told him never to fix somethin' 'less it was broke. 'Huh?'! says. 'The hedges have to be trimmed all along the pathways in the maze,' he tells me, and sets me of to do that. 

Meanwhile, all the cement I mixed gets hard and is wasted. 

"But he pays good." Parson shrugged and went back to the television set. 

"But what about the pool?" 



"I ain't askin'. I do what I'm told. There, now this should work just fine." He turned on the set and fiddled with the channels and controls. "Want this on?" 

"Not right now, thank you, Parson." 

"No problem." 

"Parson, what is it like in the maze?" 

"Like?" He shrugged. "I don't know. Peaceful, I guess. When you get deep in it, that is. You can't hear much on either side, and then . . I guess because it's so quiet, you imagine you hear things." He laughed to himself. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Couple a times I thought I heard someone walking about in one of the corridors nearby, so I shouted, but there was no one. Late yesterday, I was sure I heard footsteps, so I -got up and found my way over a path and then another and another, and what do you think happened, ma'am?" 

"What?" 

"I got lost, that's what." He laughed hard. "Took me nearly a half an hour to get back to where I was working." 

"What about the footsteps?" 

"Never heard 'em after that. Well, I gotta get goin'." 

"Thank you," I called. 

After he left I stared out the window. The sky was as blue as Mommy's eyes when she was radiant and happy. My eyes must be gray now, I thought, as dull as a faded, old blue blouse. But the world outside sparkled with life and light; the grass was deep green and looked cool and fresh, the trees were in full bloom, and the small, puffy clouds looked clean and soft like freshly plumped pillows. 

Robins and sparrows flitted from branch to branch, excited by the prospect of a warm, wonderful afternoon. I would gladly change places with one of them, I thought, and become a mere bird, but at least a creature who could move about at its own will and enjoy what life it had. 

Mommy and Daddy were gone, Luke was 

seemingly beyond reach, and I was shut up in this old house with only therapy and hot baths and medicine and doctors to look forward to. And for how long, I did not know, nor would anyone be able to say. 

I snapped out of my self-pity when I saw Tony's Rolls-Royce approaching. When the car came to a stop near the cemetery, I wheeled myself as close to the window as I could get. I saw him get out and go to my parents' monument. He knelt before it and lowered his head. He remained that way for a long time, and then, suddenly, the mysterious man appeared again, approaching from the wooded area. Tony didn't seem to hear or see him approaching. 

The figure stood beside him and then placed his hand on Tony's shoulder. I watched and waited, my heart suddenly thumping, but Tony didn't look up. 

After a few more moments the man left him and went back to the darkness of the woods. Then Tony got up and went back to his car. 

It was as if only I knew the man had been beside him. I couldn't wait for Tony's arrival. I wheeled myself to the front of my bedroom and faced the door. 

It was nearly two hours before Tony came to my room. I was dying to ask him about the man at the cemetery. I wanted to call for him, but I thought my curiosity was too trivial to justify making him come right up. He'll be here any moment, I kept telling myself, only the clock ticked and ticked and he didn't come. What was it Roland used to tell me whenever I was impatient—"A watched pot never boils"? 

I tried to fix my mind on other things and looked over the books Tony had had sent up to my room. They were all novels by authors I had never heard of. Nineteenth-century writers like William Dean Howells. Some were described as "period pieces." Others were "novels of manners." It was as if Tony wanted me to live in a bygone age. 

At last he appeared. Immediately, almost frantic with curiosity by this time, I asked him about the man in the cemetery. 

"What man?" Tony's smile remained frozen on his face, but the warmth that had been under it momentarily slipped away. 

"I saw him step up beside you when you were at my parents' monument." 

He stood there in my doorway blinking as though he had to refocus on the real world. Then he released a deep breath and came forward, his smile warming again. 

"Oh, I keep forgetting you can see the family cemetery from your window." He shrugged. "He was only one of the grounds people. To tell you the truth, I was so involved. with my sorrow at that moment, I can't remember which one he was or what he wanted." 

"Grounds people? But Rye Whiskey said---" 

"Anyway," Tony chirped, slapping his hands together, "it's time for your first tour of Farthy. Mrs. 



Broadfield says you have earned it. Are you ready?" 

I gazed out the window again, looking in the direction of the cemetery and the woods. Clouds, as long and thin as witches' fingers, blocked the sun, laying shadows over my parents' monument. 

"I should go to the cemetery, Tony." 

"As soon as the doctor okays it. Hopefully tomorrow. In the meantime I'll show you something special, something nearby." 

He came around my chair and grasped the handles. Why wasn't he telling me the truth about the man? Was he afraid it would disturb me? How could I get him to tell me the truth? Maybe Rye would know. 

I'd have to arrange it so Tony wouldn't know I had asked. 

I felt his warm breath on my forehead, and he planted a soft kiss on my hair. The gentleness of that caress took me a bit by surprise. He must have seen it in my eyes. 

"It's so good, so wonderful to have you here, and to be able to take you back through time with me." 

"But I'm an invalid, Tony, a sick, crippled person." I don't think he heard me. 

"To regain the beautiful memories, to seize happiness once again. Few men get such an opportunity once they have lost it." 

He began pushing me out of the room. 

"Where are we going?" 

"The first thing I want you to see is the suite of rooms I had prepared for your parents when they came to Farthy for their wedding reception. They were so lovey-dovey, just as newlyweds should be." 

I had often tried to imagine Daddy and Mommy as young people, newly discovering one another. I knew they had first met when Daddy moved to Winnerrow. Mommy told me they fell in love the moment their eyes met. 

But she had never described her good memories at Farthy. I was sure there had to be some. So I listened keenly as Tony rattled on, describing how they laughed and clung to one another, how excited my father was to see Farthinggale, and how much Tony had enjoyed showing him around. 

"When I first set eyes on your mother, I couldn't get over how much she resembled her own mother," he added as we turned out of the suite and headed down the long corridor. "Just as you do, my dear. Sometimes, when I close my eyes and hear you speak, I think I'm back in time and listening to Heaven, and when I open my eyes, there is a moment when I'm not sure. Have all the years since she left me been simply a nightmare? Can I return to the happier times? If you want something enough, pray for it enough, can't it happen? 

"All of you run together in my mind sometimes. 

as if you are not three, but one woman, Leigh, Heaven, and now you, so similar in voice, in de-meanor, in looks. You're like sisters, triplets, instead of mothers and daughters," he said softly, hopefully. 

I didn't like the way he clumped us together. It was as if I weren't Ala individual, my own person with my own thoughts and feelings. Of course I wanted to be like Mommy, even look like her, but I wanted to be myself, to be Annie, not Leigh; Annie, Heaven's daughter, not a clone. Why was Tony so intent on ignoring that? Didn't he know how important it was for everyone to feel like her own person? How would he like it if people called him "just another Tatterton, like all the rest"? I made up my mind that later on I would bring up the topic. I wasn't the only one who could be taught new things. 

I turned my attention back to the tour of the house. I hadn't noticed much about the upstairs portion of the house when they first brought me in and up to my room, but now I saw how heavily worn and frayed the hallway rug was. Many of the chandeliers that hung from the ceiling had blown bulbs, and there were cobwebs clinging to the fixtures. The drapes over the few windows were closed, so that the corridor was dark, especially the section into which Tony was wheeling me. 

"This entire section of the house had been left untouched for years. The rooms were originally my great-grandparents', but in honor of your parents, I had them redecorated and refurbished. I knew what pleased your mother and had it all ready when she arrived. You should have seen the surprise on her face when I opened those double doors." 

He laughed, but it was a strange, thin laugh, the laugh of someone who was laughing at things no one else could share, the laugh of someone locked in his own, very private world. When I leaned back and turned my head to look up at him, I saw that he was looking far off into his own memories. 

Couldn't he see how worn and frayed the corridor was? Didn't he smell the musty odor? 

"No one travels these hallways anymore. I don't permit anyone to go into these rooms," he added, as if he had read my mind and knew I wondered why he hadn't sent the maids in to clean and dust and polish. 

When we crossed into the area he said had been reserved, we seemed to move into even darker quarters. Large cobwebs caked with dust draped between the corridor's ceiling and walls. I wondered if even he, himself, had been back. He stopped before two great double doors made of pickled hickory wood. Each had long, thin waterstains down its front. Some of the stains looked fresh. 

Tony dug a ring of keys out of his jacket pocket. When he unlocked the doors and turned to me, his face took on a strange brightness, his eyes awash with excitement. He must have looked like this the day he surprised my parents with the suite, I thought. 

Were his recollections so vivid that he could cast himself back through time and behave as though it were happening for the first time today? 

"The suite of Mr. and Mrs. Logan Stonewall," 

he announced, as if they were alive and standing beside me. 

He threw open the doors, which groaned on their hinges, moaning warnings. Unable to wait for him to come back around to push me, I took hold of the wheels myself and moved the chair forward, and to my utter astonishment, my complete surprise, before me was an impeccably maintained suite of rooms: clean and polished and dusted, sparkling behind these deceiving old doors in this apparently deserted section of the great house. It was as if we really had stepped over some invisible border of time and reentered the past. 

Tony laughed again, this time at the expression on my face. 

"Beautiful, isn't it?" 

Everywhere I saw my mother's favorite color: wine red. The French Provencial furniture was upholstered in that color fabric, picking up the colors in the large Persian rug. The walls were done in a floral-patterned cloth paper, which picked up on the reds and whites in the upholstery and rug. Over the two large windows hung antique silk drapes, behind which were sheer curtains. But everything looked brand new. 

Tony confirmed my thoughts. 

"Everything has been replaced and restored to what it was. This is the way the sitting room looked the day your mother and father stepped into it for the first time." 

"Brand new?" I asked, puzzled. He nodded. 

"But . . why?" 



"Why? Why . ." He looked around as though the answer were obvious, "Why, maybe someday you and your husband will come to live here. Anyway," he said quickly, "it makes me feel better to bring things back to the way they were when we were all happier. 

And I can afford to do it, so why not? I told you I was going to bring Farthinggale Manor back to the way it was in its most glorious days." 

I shook my head. Someone might say this was the way a very wealthy, elderly man indulged himself. 

But why bring back a painful memory? Mommy refused to have anything to do with him all these years, and all these years he held on to his memories of her and Daddy, refusing to permit time to erase them. Why? 

"I'm afraid I still don't understand, Tony. Why was it so important to keep it . . . as it was?" I pursued. His face hardened. 

"I told you. I have the means to do it." 

"But you have the means to do many things, new things. Why dwell on the past?" 

"The past is more important to me than the future," he replied, almost snapping at me. "When you're my age, you'll realize how precious good memories are." 



"But with the rift between Mommy and you, I would have thought this painful for you. She was gone from your life; she was—" 

"No!" He looked furious. "No," he repeated, more calmly. Then he smiled. "Don't you see, by doing all this"—he extended his arms—"I've kept Heaven as she was to me . . always. I've cheated Fate." He laughed, a thin, hollow laugh. "That, my dear, is the true power of great wealth." 

I simply stared up at him. He looked at me and shook the wild look from his face. 

"But now come look at the bedroom. See what I have done here." Tony moved ahead and opened the bedroom doors. More tentative, a little reluctantly, I wheeled myself up to the entrance and gazed within. 

Even the huge king-size bed looked lost in this enormous room, the floors of which were covered with a beige carpet so soft and thick, I had trouble wheeling over it. It was like wheeling through marshmallow. It was obvious that this, too, was a brand-new carpet. 

All the linen was new. The bedspread matched the apricot canopy, and there were rust-colored throw pillows as well. I turned to the right and looked at the white marble vanity table, resting at the middle of a marble counter that ran nearly the length of the room. 

Under the counter were drawers framed in wood the shade of the marble counter. Above it was a wall of mirror, the edges of which were trimmed in gold. 

Something on the vanity table caught my eye, so I wheeled myself closer. There was a hairbrush there with strands of hair still caught in it, silvery-blond strands. I took the brush into my hand and studied it. 

"That was Heaven's," Tony whispered beside me. "When she had hair like Leigh's. She had done it herself, as if Leigh had come back through her, don't you see?" he asked, his eyes wide, wild and bright. 

My heart began to pound. "The hair is . . . it is Leigh's hair. It wasn't just Heaven's hair dyed . . . Leigh was coming back. I. . ." 

He saw the look of amazement on my face and shrugged, taking the brush from my hands and gently running the tip of his finger over the strands of hair. 

"She looked so beautiful with that hair; that color was so right for her." 

"I liked her better with dark hair," I said, but he didn't seem to hear me. He stared at the brush a while longer and then put it back on the table as though it were part of some valuable museum collection. As I looked over the counter and dressing table, I spotted other personal artifacts—hairpins, bobby pins, combs, even crumpled tissues, tinted yellow by time. Some of the things I saw were very personal things. 

"Why would my mother leave these things here'?" I turned when he didn't answer immediately and saw he was staring down at me, his mouth curved into a half smile. "Tony?" He continued to stare. 

"Tony, what's wrong?" I turned my chair about so that I faced him completely. It snapped him out of his daze. 

"Oh, I'm sorry. Seeing you seated there in your chair . . I saw Heaven seated at her vanity table, dressed in her nightgown, brushing her hair just before she would go to sleep." 

How odd, I thought. Why would he be in 

Mommy's room watching her prepare for bed? That was more like something a husband would do with a wife, not a step-grandfather with a step-granddaughter. He was talking about Mommy as if she were Jillian, the wife he had lost. It was spooky. 

Maybe he was losing his mind and I had the misfortune of being here just as all that was beginning. 

"You watched her preparing for sleep?" I couldn't help but ask. 

"Oh no, I would just come by and knock, and while I was standing in the doorway, she would answer my questions or converse while she continued to brush her hair," he said quickly; too quickly, I thought. He had the tone of a man guilty of something. 

"Oh. But Tony, why did my mother leave so much after she left Farthy?" The counter was still covered with her powders, her bottles of perfume and cologne, cans of hair spray. 

"She had doubles of everything so she didn't have to pack that much whenever she went to Winnerrow," he replied, also with that quickness that made me wonder if he were telling the truth. 

"It looks more like she fled from here, Tony," I replied, so he would know I had not accepted his explanation. I wheeled closer to him. "Why did she leave so suddenly, Tony? Can't you tell me now?" 

"But Annie, please—" 

"No, Tony, I must tell you that I appreciate all you have done for me and for Drake, but I worry, knowing how things were between you and my mother. Sometimes I feel there are things you are hiding from me, bad things, things that would frighten me away." 

"But you must not think—" 

"I don't know how much longer I can remain here without knowing the truth, no matter how ugly or painful that truth might be," I insisted. 

His sharp, penetrating gaze rested on me with deep consideration. His eyes blinked when he made his quick decision, and then he nodded. 

"All right. Maybe you're right; maybe it is time. 

You seem a lot stronger today, and I do feel badly about the hard feelings between your mother and me. 

Also, I don't want there to be a wall of secrets between you and me, Annie. I'll do anything to prevent that." 

"Then tell me all of it." 

"I will." He pulled a vanity chair from the table and sat down in front of me. For what seemed to be an eternity, he sat with his elegant, well-manicured hands templed under his chin, saying nothing, and then he lowered his hands and looked around the room. "This is the right place to confess . . . in her rooms." He looked down and then up at me, his eyes as sad as a motherless puppy's, a puppy longing to be cuddled and loved. I took a deep breath and waited for him to begin. 




FOURTEEN 

Tony's Confession 


. 

“Annie," he began, his eyes two marbles of blue ice, "I don't ask you to condone or to forgive me for what I did. All I ask is you try to understand why I did it and how badly I felt about what I had done afterward, especially after Heaven found out and hated me for it." 

He paused, waiting for me to reply, but I said nothing. Perhaps he hoped for some encouragement before he started, but all I could think was I was about to hear something so terrible, I would immediately ask—no, demand—to be taken from Farthinggale Manor. 

I realized Tony was right about one thing—this was a perfect place for me to be to hear the story. 

Some of my mother's clothing still hung in the closets, and from the way the garments looked, I didn't doubt Tony had had them cleaned and pressed—all part of his obsession to keep the past alive, to keep his memories happy memories. I was positive I smelled the familiar scent of jasmine, and, although I knew I had to be imagining it, I thought I even heard the tinkle of a Chopin melody being played on a music box. 

"Annie, you can't imagine what it was like for me after my brother passed away. I had always hoped he would overcome his fatalism and depression and find someone to love. He would marry and have children. Little Tattertons would once again be laughing and running through these great halls. There would be heirs and the family line would continue on and on." 

"Why didn't you and Jillian have children of your own, Tony?" The question seemed natural and obvious to ask, but I could see from the reaction in his eyes and the way his lips tightened that it brought him great mental anguish. He shook his head slowly. 

"Jillian wasn't a young woman when I married her, and she was a very vain woman who believed that after she had Leigh, she had lost some of her beauty. 

She claimed she had to battle to win back her figure. 

"In short, Jillian did not want to have another child. Of course, I pleaded. I begged her to consider the Tatterton heritage and my desire for an heir." 

"What was her response?" 

"Jillian was like a child, Annie. She couldn't conceive of her own death; she couldn't even face getting old. That problem just didn't exist for her. 



"During the earlier times, she would drive me away by saying Troy should be the one to have heirs. 

After he died . . well, it was too late for Jillian by then." 

"But what does this have to do with why my mother refused to have anything more to do with you?" 

"This is all by way of preface, Annie, so that you will understand my motives for what I did. By that time Troy was gone; Jillian was . . . well, Jillian was so lost in herself, she was well on her way to the world of insanity she was to inhabit until the day she died. 

"When Heaven first came along, you can't imagine how my heart cheered when I set eyes on her, JiIlian's granddaughter. Troy was already in deep depression by then, living alone, convinced he was to die soon. Jillian was wrapped up in herself, in her beauty regimen. 

"Heaven was bright and alive and eager to learn and to become someone. As you know, I enrolled her in an expensive private school, lavished her with expensive clothing, made sure she had everything she could ever want. When she wanted to go back to Winnerrow and try to bring her Casteel family back together again, I financed her." He leaned toward me and lowered his voice as if he didn't want any of his ancestors to hear. "I would even have permitted her to bring the whole clan hack here, as long as she would remain and become my heir. 

"You can't imagine how it broke my heart when she decided to go back to Winnerrow to become a schoolteacher. I couldn't believe she had given all this up for a teaching position in a small town, where the people didn't even appreciate her, where they still looked down on her and called her àscumbag Casteel.'" 

"It. was her lifelong dream to be there for the children just the way her teacher had been there for her," I said. "I remember how proud she was of what she had been able to do as a teacher." 

"Yes, yes, I know. And I was wrong to belittle that. I realized it too late. 

"Anyway, after I learned she was going to marry your father, I panicked. This would surely keep her away from Farthinggale forever, I thought. She would marry and set up a modest little home in Winnerrow, and . ." He swallowed. "And she would make up with her father Luke Casteel and be rooted solidly in that world again. 



"Can you understand how I felt?" he pleaded. 

"It was all going to end with me . Tatterton Toys, Farthy, all of it. What had it been for? Nights I would walk through these dark halls feeling the angry eyes of my ancestors on me looking down from the portraits. I began to despise the echo of my own footsteps, to hate the face that gazed back at me from the mirrors, to wish I had never been born a Tatterton. 

"And then, one day, I thought, why can't there be a way to bring Heaven and her world to Farthy? 

"When I learned of Heaven's engagement to Logan, I contacted him and we discussed his future. I saw that he was a bright and perceptive man, ambitious and eager. I offered him an important position with my company and I requested that he and Heaven permit me to make them a wedding reception here." 

"I know. I've seen the pictures. It must have been wonderful." 

"There hasn't been a party like it since. It was that day, just before that party, that I presented Logan and Heaven with the idea of joining my company and building the factory in Winnerrow. Your mother consented, and then I showed them this suite." He stopped and stared at the memory of victory. "And she was overwhelmed. I had won her back. I had used all my resources, used all I was, and all I had, to do so." 

"But Tony, why did she hate you?" 

He looked down and turned his hands about in his lap as though inspecting them for scars. 

"She hated me for the one additional thing I had done to secure my plan." He looked up. 

"What was it, Tony?" My voice was soft and breathless. 

"I was afraid of the relationship she would develop with Luke Casteel. I knew how much she loved him and wanted him to love her. After all their years apart, she was going to forgive him for selling her and her brothers and sisters; she was inviting him and his new wife Stacie to her wedding in Winnerrow. 

And I knew that Luke would go. I was positive that once she had made up with him, she would have no need of me—not my money, not the factory, nothing would make any difference. I felt I had to stop it." 

"What did you do?" I asked, with anticipation. 

"I knew from my discussions with Heaven that Luke had always dreamt of owning his own circus. At the time he worked for a man named Windenbarron. I bought the circus from Windenbarron and offered it to Luke for one dollar." 



"One dollar!" 

"One dollar and one stipulation . . . he was not to go to the wedding and he was not to have any contact with Heaven. If he did, he would lose the circus." 

I stared at him; even though I was unable to speak, I couldn't help the flood of thoughts that rushed through my mind. One dollar! Tony had been like the Devil buying a man's soul, tempting him with all that he wanted and dreamt of having, but making him surrender the things that should have been most precious to him. I felt sick, disgusted, as weak as I would had I just learned my own father traded me for a circus, and only for a dollar! 

The silence between us seemed eternal. How wished I could get up and run from that room, run from these terrible revelations. What kind of a man was Luke Casteel? Luke Jr. surely hadn't inherited these traits, I prayed. Not the Luke Jr. knew and loved. 

"Luke agreed?" I finally asked, knowing the answer full well. 

"Yes, and lived up to his agreement until the day he and his wife were killed. It was only then . . . 

Heaven found out what I had done. I tried to explain it to her, just as I am explaining it to you. I begged her to forgive me, but she was so enraged she left Farthinggale immediately and never returned." 

He lowered his head. 

"She left me a broken, guilt-ridden man, wandering alone in this enormous house to ponder my selfish acts. After what I thought was a sufficient time for the wounds to heal, I tried to get Heaven to talk to me, to answer my calls and letters, but she would have nothing more to do with me, and nothing I could do would make a difference. 

"I retreated to the shadows, and I have been there ever since." He looked down and then he looked up quickly. "But what kept me alive was learning about you and about Heaven and Logan's life in Winnerrow. I had my people bring me reports about your progress, your growth into the beautiful young lady you've become, as well as reports about the success of the Willies Toy Factory and Heaven and Logan's wonderful life in Winnerrow, where they came to be respected and envied. I. . I couldn't help wanting to see you, to learn about you. 

"Many times I toyed with the idea of simply appearing there, risking being thrown out of the house. I even planned to go to Winnerrow in a disguise and watch you from a short distance," he said, but in such a way that I wondered if he had indeed not done such a thing. 

"You can't imagine how much it has meant to me during all these dry and lonely years to live with you and Heaven even vicariously, through stories," he said, and I saw the tears in his eyes and realized how deeply sincere he was. He had been waiting all these years for either Mommy's or my appearance at Farthinggale. How he had longed for it. I couldn't help but pity him for his desperate longing. 

"Oh, Annie, don't think for one moment I wouldn't give all that I have to go back in time and change what I had done, but I couldn't. Please . . 

please don't hate me for it. Give me the chance to correct my wrong by helping you, by making you whole and well and happy again." 

He took my hands into his, his eyes pleading, begging, beseeching me to accept him. I looked away and took a deep breath. My heart was pounding. I thought I might swoon again if I didn't get back into bed. 

"I want to go back to my room, Tony. I need to rest and to think." 

He nodded sadly, resignedly. 



"I don't blame you for hating me, too." 

"I don't hate you, Tony. I believe you are sorry for what you did, but I also understand now why my mother was so sad when it came to talking about her father and why she was so upset whenever we talked about Farthinggale and mentioned you. He died before they had a chance to reconcile with each other after so many years of estrangement. Unlike you, Tony, my grandfather never had a chance to ask for forgiveness." 

"I know, and that knowledge will accompany me into hell." He wiped a tear from his cheek. 

Forgive me, Mommy, I thought, but at this moment I couldn't help but feel sorry for him, too. 

"Let me get some rest, Tony. Drake's coming this afternoon to get the list of things I want from Winnerrow, isn't he?" 

"Yes." 

He got up and came around my chair. I heard him take a deep breath and sigh. Then he began wheeling me out of the suite, out of the past and back into the present. 

Tony sent Mrs. Broadfield up immediately after he brought me back to my room, and she helped me get back into my bed. 



"I'll be right back," she said after I was settled in, "and we'll begin your therapy." 

"I don't want to do therapy today," I replied. 

"Of course you do. You can't skip a day. We have to develop a rhythm that your body will learn and depend upon," she lectured. "Now rest a few moments and return for our exercises. Your legs must be massaged, the blood made to circulate through your muscles. You don't want your legs to rot and fall off, do you?" she asked, smiling again, this time like some wicked witch. She pivoted about and walked out before I could respond, but that grotesque image remained with me. 

I was like putty in her hands when she returned. 

All the while i waited for her, I thought about my mother discovering Tony had bribed her father to stay away from her wedding and stay away from her. I recalled how her eyes would become sad and distant whenever she talked about Luke. How sad it was that she had been denied the opportunity to have one more talk with him so they could forgive each other. 

Yet the fault wasn't solely Tony's, I thought. 

Luke had agreed to the terms. He had been willing to reject my mother to own his precious circus. When my mother discovered the truth, that fact must have occurred to her and made it even more painful to bear. 

I could understand why she would be furious. Since Luke was no longer alive, she had to turn all that fury solely on Tony. 

However, when I pictured Tony the way he had described himself—alone in this great house, regretting what he had done and unable to gain my mother's forgiveness, I couldn't help but pity him as well. 

Perhaps if Mother had seen him now, she would have softened. She was too compassionate and caring a person to turn her back on so troubled a soul. 

No, I decided, I wouldn't demand to be taken from Farthinggale Manor. I was providing Tony with a way to work out his repentance. To leave would be to punish him even more, perhaps even to drive him to the same sort of fatal choice his brother Troy had made. 

All these thoughts ran through my mind as Mrs. 

Broadfield kneaded my thighs and massaged my calf muscles. The stinging sensations returned even more sharply, but I didn't tell her. I would wait for the doctor, I thought. 

She lifted and turned me this way and that. 

When I looked down, I saw her strong hands squeeze and rub my flesh until the pale white skin turned crimson, and when her fingers reached my buttocks when she had me turned on my stomach, I felt them . . 

. not accompanied by pain, either. I just felt them. The pressure was even annoying. 

"I feel your fingers and there is no pain, Mrs. 

Broadfield." 

"Really?" She continued, pressing even harder. 

"Yes, isn't that important?" 

"Could be. I'll put it in my report." She rubbed on and on. 

"Isn't it enough yet?" I finally asked. 

She snapped back as if I had slapped her, and she immediately pulled my nightgown down so it covered me to the tops of my ankles. Her face was red from the effort she had expended and her eyes were as small as a rodent's. Just at that moment we heard voices in the hallway. 

Drake and Tony were approaching. I hurriedly covered myself and lay back to greet them. Drake beamed when he set eyes on me. I returned his smile, but mine was short and thin. Luke would have noticed something was bothering me, I thought. Drake looked right through the clues. 

"Hi, Annie." He kissed my cheek. Tony remained back by the foot of the bed. "I came for your list. Should I have brought a truck?" He laughed and turned to Tony, who was completely restored to his usual distinguished self. 

"I don't want that much, Drake. I'm not going to be here forever," I said. I saw Tony wince, but Drake nodded emphatically. 

"Of course. Good thinking, positive thinking." 

"I'll be downstairs," Tony said suddenly. "You two visit awhile." 

"I won't be long," Drake responded. "Have to get under way." 

"This is the list, Drake." I pulled it out from under one of my pillows. I had kept it there because every once in a while something else would occur to me and I didn't want to have to bother Mrs. Broadfield with endless requests for a pen and the paper. 

"Mrs. Avery will help you find everything," I told him. He nodded, still studying the list. 

"Both charm bracelets? That's all the jewelry you want?" 

"I have no use for anything else, Drake. Where am I going?" 

"Oh, you might get to the point where you dress up for something. I don't know. Whatever. If I see anything else I think you might want, I'll grab it," he said, folding the paper and shoving it into the inside pocket of his suit jacket. Finally he saw the troubled look in my eyes. "Something's wrong, isn't it, Annie?" 

"Oh, Drake," I started to cry. 

"Annie, oh Annie." He sat on the bed and embraced me as best he could. "What is it? Did you find out about Luke?" 

"Luke?" I swallowed my lump quickly. "What about Luke? Drake . . . tell me." My heart began to pound. 

"Well, I was going to tell you, just so you wouldn't worry about why he hasn't called or contacted you yet, but—" 

"What!" A knot of terror formed in the pit of my stomach. 

"Easy, Annie. Nothing bad has happened to him. After I saw you yesterday, I thought I would go to Harvard and find out what he's been doing. It took me a while to locate him. I found him in the dormitory lounge . . head to head with a coed." He shifted his eyes away so I couldn't read the rest of his thoughts. 

"What do you mean, Drake? I don't 

understand." I couldn't fight the faintness that took hold of me. It was hard to speak, but I didn't want Drake to see just how hard it was. 



"He found a girlfriend, rather quickly, I know, and he was quite involved with her." 

"A girlfriend? But didn't he ask about me?" I asked hopefully. It was almost a prayer. 

"Oh yes, and then he promised to call Tony today. I asked him about it as we came up the stairway on the way up to you, but . . Luke hasn't called yet. I suppose he will later. For a moment there," he added, looking toward the doorway, "I thought Tony might have sent someone to Harvard to locate Luke for you, and whoever went brought back the same information, which Tony then brought to you." 

"No." I turned away. My heart felt like a chunk of cement. Luke, distracted by a new girl, forgot about me? I had lost Daddy and Mommy and now . . now I was about to lose Luke, too? This couldn't be happening; it couldn't be true. If Luke was distracted, it was only because I was sick and away from him, I thought. Once I recuperated, regained my strength and returned, he would lose interest in this coed. No one he met could share with him the things I did. As soon as I walked into a room and he set eyes on me again, our lives would be as they were. I prayed they would. 

I was determined they would. 



"I know what you're thinking, Annie, but you don't understand how exciting it can be for someone like Luke, who has been stuck in a one-horse town all his life, to suddenly come to a place like Harvard and meet different, far more sophisticated people. He got swept of his feet, just like anyone could. You can't blame him for it," Drake added. 

I nodded. "I know. I just . . just miss him." I couldn't tell Drake the way I really felt, and I didn't want him to set- it in my eyes. 

"Well, if he doesn't call or appear soon, drag him here myself." 

"Oh no, Drake. He must come here on his own, because he wants to, not because he has to. I won't be thought of as some obligation!" That would be the most terrible thing of all, I thought. I'd feel like some burden to him, instead of someone he loved and wanted to be with. 

"Of course. I'm sorry," Drake said. He looked away. 

"Poor Drake. I didn't mean to shout at you just now. I'm sorry." It seemed Drake was all that was left of my family now . . . Drake and Tony Tatterton. 

"Oh, that's all right. But tell me now, Annie. 

Why did you look so troubled before, if it wasn't because of Luke?" 

"Help me sit up, Drake," I said. He got my seat pillow and fixed it so I could be comfortable. Then he sat beside me on the bed again. "Drake, I forced Tony to tell me why he and Mommy had their falling out." 

Drake nodded, his eyes unmoving, but a slight smile on his lips. 

"I knew you would . . . somehow. Can't hold you down, Annie. You're too much like your mother. 

Well? What terrible skeleton did you drag out of the closets of Farthy?" 

I told him all of it, trying to be fair to Tony by explaining his reasons as he had explained them to me. As I spoke, Drake's face grew gray. Shadows, deep and dark, settled around his eyes. When I was finished, he turned away and remained silent for a long moment. 

"Of course," he began, "I don't remember my father all that well. I was only five when he and my mother were killed, but I remember I had this beautiful fire engine, a Tatterton Toy that Heaven had given me, and whenever my father saw me playing with it, he always looked sad. 

'You know who gave you that?' he would ask. 

"Heaven,' I'd say. Of course, I forgot who she was or what she looked like, but the name stuck with me because he would always reply, 'Yes, Heaven, your sister.' And then he'd smile. There's no question that Tony did a terrible thing, but you are right to point out that my father bears half of the blame for sacrificing his daughter so he could own a circus. 

"I think the time has come to forgive Tony, Annie. I loved Heaven almost as much as you did, and I don't think she would hate us for it." 

Hot tears burned down my cheeks. All I could do was nod. He wiped away my tears and hugged me. 

"Now then," he said, standing up quickly. "I'd better get on my way. I want to return by late tomorrow. I'll bring everything directly to you." 

"Please give Mrs. Avery and Roland and Gerald my regards, and Drake . . promise me you won't have any bad words with Aunt Fanny. Promise me, Drake." 

"All right, I promise. I'll just pretend she's not there, if she is." 

"And tell her it's all right for her to come to visit me at Farthy," 

"Sure." He smirked. 

"And you're not to say anything nasty to Luke." 

"Aye aye, commander." He performed a mock salute. 



"Please be careful, Drake." 

"I will, Annie. We haven't got much more than each other anymore." 

"Oh, Drake." 

He hugged me and then he left. Although the doors were open, it was as if he had shut them and I was locked away. The silence that followed his footsteps was heavy and oppressive. Chilled, I pulled my blanket up around my neck and stared up at the high ceiling. 

Luke with another girl, I thought, and even though I tried to keep the images away, I couldn't. I saw him with some beautiful college girl, sitting in the cafeteria, talking. I saw him walking hand in hand over the campus, and I saw him kiss her, hold her the way I had always dreamt he would hold me. 

Everything was slipping away, everything I loved. All the world I had known and loved seemed consumed in fires of pain and tragedy. Everything, even my precious magnolia trees, were charred. I was like a small bird, exhausted from a long flight, searching desperately for a safe place on which to alight. But all the branches were burned. 

I closed my eyes and dreamed of Daddy, his arms outstretched, waiting to receive me. But when he embraced me, his arms were made of air. 

"No! No!" I screamed. I woke up screaming. 

Tony was at my side. 

""11 had a terrible nightmare," I said, expecting he would want me to describe it. 

"It's understandable, Annie." He sat on my bed and leaned over to stroke my hair. "After all you've been through, but when you awaken, you will be here, safe with me. 

"Anyway," he said, continuing to stroke my hair lovingly, "soon the world will be brighter and happier for you. I have great plans for you. There are so many wonderful things I Want to do, changes I want to make. This place is going to come back to life and you will be the center of it. Like a princess," he added, and I couldn't help but think about Luke and our fantasies. The memory brought a smile to my face, a smile Tony assumed he had put there.” 

"See, you're feeling better already. Now," he added, leaning over to the night table to get one of my sedatives. "Mrs. Broadfield says you have to take one of these." He handed me the pill and poured me some water. I took it obediently. After he placed the glass back on the table, he leaned over to kiss me on the forehead. "Just close your eyes again and try to remain calm until sleep takes over." He stood up. 

"Sleep is a kind of medicine all to itself, you know," 

he explained, obviously speaking from personal experience. "Talk to you later. You all right now?" 

"Yes, Tony." 

"Good." 

I watched him leave. Maybe it was a short time later, Or maybe it was in the middle of the night—I couldn't tell anymore because the sedative had confused me and jumbled up my awareness of time and place—but whenever it was, I thought I opened my eyes and saw a dark, thin, shadowy figure in my doorway. 

He approached my bed, but for some reason I wasn't afraid. I felt him stroke my hair gently and then lean over and kiss my forehead. It made me feel safe, and I closed my eyes. I didn't open them again until I was awoken by the sound of Dr. Malisoff's voice. 



FIFTEEN 


Like Mommy 

. 

God morning, Annie. How do you feel?" Dr. 

Malisoff sat on the bed and Tony hovered a few steps behind him, looking like at expectant father, nervously rocking on his feet, his hands clasped behind his back. Mrs. Broadfield rushed in from the sitting room to bring the doctor a blood-pressure gauge. I struggled to sit up. I had slept deeply, but I didn't feel refreshed, and m y  lower back was stiff. 

"A little tired," I confessed. Truly I felt exhausted, wrung out, but I also wanted the doctor to allow a phone and visitors. 

"Uh-huh." He wrapped the blood-pressure cuff around my arm. "Has she been eating well, Mrs. 

Broadfield?" he asked without taking his doctor's eyes of me. They looked like little microscopes turned on csy face. 

"Not as well as I would like her to eat, no, Doctor," Mrs. Broadfield replied like one schoolgirl tattling on another. 

The doctor put on a face of reprimand and shook his head. 

"I haven't had that much of an appetite yet," I offered in my defense. 

"I know, but you've got to force yourself to keep up your strength for the fight . . . Are you relaxing, Annie? You don't look relaxed." I glanced quickly at Tony, who shifted his eyes away guiltily. 

"I'm doing my best." 

"She hasn't been having visitors and such, has she?" Dr. Malisoff asked Mrs. Broadfield. 

"I've tried to keep her quiet," she said without really answering. Why did she take everything so personally? I wondered. Was she afraid she would be fired as quickly as Millie was? 

"I see." The doctor examined my legs, tested my reflexes and feelings, looked into my eyes with a small lighted instrument, and then shook his head. "I want to see more progress the next time I visit, Annie. 

I want you to concentrate more on your recuperation." 

"But I am!" I protested. "What else can I do? I have no telephone. All I can do is watch television and read. Only Tony and Drake and Rye Whiskey, the cook, have come to see me." I couldn't keep the shrill sound out of my voice. 

"I realize you're in a highly emotional state," 

the doctor said softly, obviously trying to keep me calm, "but the reason you were brought to this house was so you would have a serene environment, conducive to improvement." 

"But what have I done that I shouldn't?" 

"It's mental attitude that we need now, Annie. 

The therapy, the medicine, none of it will work unless you want it to work. Think health; think about walking again, concentrate only on that and give Mrs. 

Broadfield one hundred percent cooperation, okay?" 

I nodded, and he smiled, his reddish-brown mustache curling up at the corners. I didn't tell him about the pain and feeling I had experienced in my legs because there was something very important to be done before I could even think about myself. 

"Doctor . . " I lifted my upper body by pressing my hands down on the bed. "I want to be taken to my parents' grave site. I'm strong enough to go, and I can't concentrate on getting better until I do." I didn't mean to sound stubborn and petulant, but I believed it was true. 

He eyed me thoughtfully a moment and then looked at Tony. I saw the way their eyes read each other's and saw the slight nod in the doctor's head. 

"All right," he said. "One more day of rest and then Mr. Tatterton will make the arrangements, but I want you to be brought right back here and given a sedative," he said after glancing at Tony again. 

"Thank you, Doctor." 

"And try to eat. You'd be surprised at how much energy a healing body needs." 

"I'll try." 

"By this time next week, Annie, I want to see those toes moving and I want you giggling when I tickle your feet, understand?" He waved his long right forefinger at me like a parent chastising a child. 

"Yes." I smiled and lay back. He nodded and then started out, Mrs. Broadfield and Tony flanking him as he left. I heard the three of them whispering about me outside the bedroom door. They were in conference so long, I thought they might be thinking of returning me to the hospital. Tony was the first to return. He came directly to the side of the bed and took my hand into his. Then he shook his head. 

"I'm angry at myself," he explained. "I feel rather responsible for your poor checkup. I shouldn't have permitted you to talk me into telling you all those sad and tragic stories in your parents' old suite yesterday." 

"Don't blame yourself," I insisted, but now I was afraid the three of them had changed their minds about the service when they discussed me out in the sitting room. "Tony, you will take me out to the monument tomorrow?" 

"The doctor has approved. Certainly, I‟ll make the arrangements for the service right now." 

"Will you invite Drake and Luke? I want them to be there with me." 

"I'll do my best. Drake should return from Winnerrow by dinner time tonight," he said, smiling. 

"But Tony, you shouldn't have any trouble finding Luke," I cried. How could he even suggest that? And yet, what if Luke was busy with . . . with some new friend? He would miss the call and the message or get it far too late. I wanted him; I needed him. "Drake found him without much trouble." 

"I don't suppose there will be any problem," he said. "I'll put my secretary right on it." 

"Thank you, Tony. Thank you." He continued to hold my hand even as I fell back against the pillow. 

I closed my eyes. Even this little excitement made me feel weak and tired. I guess they were right about protecting me, I thought. I was thinking I would rest a little more, but Mrs. Broadfield wasn't about to let me sleep. 

"Time I got her up and ready for breakfast," she told Tony. He nodded and released my hand. 



"I'll return early this afternoon. Have a good morning." 

My morning was the same, except I forced myself to eat every morsel of the breakfast. I didn't want Mrs. Broadfield or anyone coming up with a reason why I shouldn't go to my parents' monument the next day. What if Tony contacted Luke and he was coming and then it was all canceled? His trip here would be canceled. They would certainly forbid him to see me if I couldn't even attend my own parents' 

memorial service. The thought of losing an opportunity to finally set eyes on Luke put me in something of a panic. I had to calm myself down before Mrs. Broadfield took note. 

After breakfast Mrs. Broadfield performed my morning therapy. I felt her fingers all over my legs, but I didn't say a word for fear that somehow she would use it against me to cancel the memorial service. Whatever pain I now had, I quickly swallowed, making my face as indifferent as possible, and then I spent the remainder of the morning lying in bed watching television. Sometime after lunch, a meal I again finished completely, Tony returned. 

"Did you speak to Luke?" I asked him as he came through the doorway. 



"No, but I left a message at his dorm. I'm sure he'll call later today, or perhaps he'll just show up at the service. An old friend of mine, Reverend Carter, will lead us in prayer. I've scheduled it for two o'clock." 

"But Tony, you should have kept trying until you reached him! Maybe you can try again. Please, Tony!" I begged. 

"I'll have someone try again, if I don't. Not to worry, my dear. Please, don't get upset over it." 

"I won't," I promised. 

Tony seemed surprisingly chipper, most likely because I hadn't decided to leave after his confession. 

"You're probably worried about what to wear tomorrow, aren't you?" he asked, completely misreading my look of concern. 

"What to wear?" 

"You couldn't have a better selection from which to choose," he continued, and went to the closet. He slid open the door to reveal garment after garment. 

"There is so much here; Heaven never got an opportunity to wear a lot of it. And the wonderful thing is, everything will fit you! 

"Of course," he said, plucking a dress from the rack, "some things were her favorites. I remember she wore this to a funeral once." He held up a black cotton dress with long sleeves and a long skirt and then stroked it lovingly, as if he still saw her in it. 

Then he turned to me, that faraway look in his eyes as he recalled a memory. 

"Everyone stared at her, mesmerized, when she entered the church and walked down the aisle. Even Reverend Carter looked dazzled. I could see him wondering. Had an angel entered his church to attend the service?" Tony laughed and shook his head. "Just like her mother, black brought out her fairness." He smiled at me. "I'm sure it will do the same for you." 

"I'm not worried about how I will look, Tony. 

I'm not doing this for other people." 

"Oh, I know, but it does honor to your mother's and your grandmother's memories for you to wear something like this." He put the dress down on my bed and stepped back, his gaze hypnotically fixed on it. Then he considered me, "You know, Annie, if you died your hair silvery blond, you would be the image of your grandmother." He looked about quickly and settled on one of the pictures in the silver frames that was on the long vanity table. "Wait, show you what I mean." He got the picture and brought it to me. "See?" 



It was a photograph of my grandmother Leigh when she was about my age, and I did have to admit that the resemblance was strong, and would be even stronger had I the light hair, too. 

"Won't you consider doing it? Just for a diversion, perhaps, to amuse yourself while you're so confined. 

I'll get the best hairdresser around to come up here for you. What do you say?" 

"Dye my hair silvery blond? Tony, you're not serious?" 

"Absolutely. I couldn't be more serious. 

Imagine everyone's surprise when they come to visit you." 

"I don't know." I nearly laughed, but then I looked at my grandmother's photograph. There was something fascinating about her face . . her eyes, her nose, her chin were so much like Mother's and mine. 

Was this why Mommy had dyed her hair? I wondered. 

"There are many pictures of your mother when she had light hair, too," Tony said, as if he knew what I was thinking. He brought me another photo in a silver frame. This one was of Mommy when she and Daddy had first arrived after their marriage. They were down at the private beach. I held the two photographs side by side. 

"Interesting, isn't it?" 

"Yes." 

"When would you want the hairdresser?" 

"Tony, I didn't say I wanted to have it done. I don't know." 

"You see how beautiful your grandmother was in light hair, and your mother as well. What do you think?" His eyes burned with excitement. 

"I don't know. Maybe." 

"All this therapy and medicine and solitude can be very boring." He looked about. "Oh, let me do it," 

he pleaded. "Let me hire the hairdresser. You should feel pretty, like a beautiful young woman again and not like an invalid." 

I smiled at his exuberance. It would be nice to feel pretty again. I looked down at the photographs. I imagined that having my mother's hair color when she was about my age would make me feel close to her again. She looked so happy there on the beach. 

And my grandmother Leigh . . there was 

something wildly beautiful about her. The light hair suited her complexion, but would it suit mine? 

"Well? What do you think?" he pursued, hovering over me like someone on pins and needles. 



"Oh, Tony, I really don't know. I've never thought about dying my hair another color. It could turn out horrible." 

"If it doesn't suit you, I'll bring the hairdresser right back to restore your hair to what it is now." 

"Maybe after the service, Tony. I don't want to dote on myself right now. Thank you." I handed the photographs back. He was disappointed but nodded with understanding. 

"What about this dress?" 

"Drake should be bringing me something appropriate. I included a black dress of my own on the list." "Won't you at least try it on?" 

I saw how much it meant to him and began to wonder myself how I might look in it. 

"I will." 

"I'll send Mrs. Broadfield right in to help you. 

After you have it on, call me," he added, rushing out before I could say another word. I hadn't meant I would try it on right this moment, but he looked as excited as a child on Christmas morning. I couldn't see denying him. A moment later Mrs. Broadfield appeared. She didn't look happy about it. 

"It's not necessary to do this right now, Mrs. 

Broadfield, if you're busy with something." 



"If I were, I wouldn't be here." She took the dress of the bed and looked at it a moment. Then she shrugged to herself and came around to help me sit up and slip off my nightgown. After she and I got the dress on me, she helped me into the wheelchair so I could see myself in the largest wall mirror. 

Because I was seated, it was difficult to appreciate what I looked like in this dress, but I did think it made me look older. I hadn't taken much care with my hair since the accident, and now that I put on something other than a nightgown, it made me more aware of how terrible I looked. My hair looked dirty, stringy, greasy. The black dress brought out the paleness in my face and the fatigue in my eyes. I nearly burst into tears seeing myself. 

Mrs. Broadfield stood to the side, her arms folded, watching me like some bored saleswoman in a clothing store. Helping me on with a dress was obviously not part of what she considered to be her nursing duties. I didn't hear Tony reenter. He stood just inside the doorway, staring. After a moment I felt his eyes on me and turned toward him. His face was enraptured, twisted in that strange smile I had been seeing more and more of lately. Mrs. Broadfield said nothing. She simply left the room. 



"Oh, Tony, I look so terrible. I didn't realize. 

My hair is disgusting. No one said anything, not Drake, not you, none of the servants." 

"You're beautiful. You have a beauty that can't fade with time or illness. It's immortal. I knew that dress was right for you; I knew it. You'll wear it, won't you?" 

"I don't know, Tony. I won't like myself in anything, so maybe it won't matter." 

"Of course it will matter. I'm sure that your mother will be smiling down and thinking how beautiful her daughter has become." 

"But my hair," I repeated, holding up a straggly clump and then dropping it with disgust. 

"I told you . . . let me send for a hairdresser right away. Look how horrible you feel because of your appearance. I'm not a physician, but I know if we don't feel good about ourselves, we don't improve. In fact, we can get sicker and sicker." 

How persistent he was, and yet what he was saying made sense. Was I wrong to think of my own looks at a time like this? Then Tony said something that convinced me. 

"Luke hasn't seen you since you were in the hospital. I'm sure he expects you to look somewhat improved." 

Luke, I thought, surrounded now by pretty coeds, healthy, happy girls who can walk and laugh and do fun things with him. Maybe he had delayed coming to visit me because he couldn't stand to see me the way I was. I would surprise him; I would look stronger, better, and I would be better. 

"All right, Tony, send for the hairdresser, but I'm not saying permit him to dye my hair yet. I think I just want it washed and styled right now." 

"Whatever you think." He stepped back. "How well that dress fits you. You will wear it, won't you? 

You should," he said, nodding, his eyes intense, 

"being it was your mother's." 

Once again-he said magic words. 

"I'll wear it, Tony." 

"Good. Well now, I've got things to do. That hairdresser will be here if I have to fetch him myself." 

He stepped closer to me. "Thank you, Annie, for giving me a chance after the things I told you. You're truly a sweet and wonderful person." He kissed me softly on the cheek. "Be back soon," he said and rushed out. 

For a long moment I simply sat there staring at myself in the wall mirror. Back in Winnerrow Mommy had a few different black dresses, one very similar to this one, I thought. Maybe that was why, as I gazed into the mirror now, I felt as though her spirit merged with mine. I saw her eyes in my eyes, the smile around her lips become the smile around mine. 

It was like focusing a camera, bringing the lines of the image together so the picture would be clear and sharp. 

My heart pounded with the pain that resulted from the realization she would never again come up beside me while I prepared to go out to a party or to school and put her hand on my shoulder, stroke my hair, give me some advice, or kiss my cheek. Wearing this dress and making myself look more like her only brought home that painful truth more vividly. 

I wheeled myself away from the mirror and over to the vanity table to get a tissue. While I wiped my eyes, 

I looked at some of the other photographs. 

There was one particular picture that captured my attention. In it Mommy was posing in a silly way by the stables. Maybe Daddy took the picture; but what caught my eye was Tony in the background. He was gazing at her the same way he had just been gazing at me, with that same twisted smile. 



I studied it for a few moments and then looked at some of the other photographs. One of my grandmother Leigh stood out. I brought it beside the one of my mother at the stables and realized what it was that made the two pictures so significant. My grandmother was at the stables, too, and she was taking a similarly silly poise and wearing the same riding outfit. When the two pictures were held side by side, my mother and her mother looked more like sisters. 

Maybe that was what made Tony smile so. It should have made me smile, too, but it didn't. 

"Did you want to take off that dress or wear it all day?" Mrs. Broadfield snapped. I turned about and saw her standing just in the doorway, her hands on her hips. If she was annoyed by Tony's orders, she shouldn't be taking it out on me, I thought. Aggres-sively, no longer willing to play humble and helpless, I held my head high and proud, flaring back. 

"Of course not," I said. "I'll take it off and set it aside for tomorrow." 

Her eyes widened with surprise at my tone of voice and she dropped her hands from her hips. 

"Fine. It's time for your hydrotherapy, anyway." 

She went into the bathroom to prepare the hot water. 

This time when she lowered me into it, it seemed absolutely scalding. I cried out in pain, but she didn't seem concerned. I could see my skin turning crimson under the water. It took my breath away, and I tried to lift my body up and out, but she pressed my shoulders down, keeping me submerged in the scorching water. 

"You've got to build up a tolerance to the heat," 

she explained after I complained again, and then she started up the jets that made the water bubble and toss about. Hot drops bounced up to my breasts and neck, some hitting my cheeks and stinging. She left me there, clinging to the sides while she went out to prepare some creams for my massage. 

I looked down at my traitorous legs and feet and did as the doctor told me to do, think recuperation 

. . recuperation . . . recuperation. I had to get myself out of this situation as fast as I could. I stared at my toes and thought about moving them. Suddenly, I saw my big toe twitch. 

 "Mrs. Broadjield!"She  didn't come back, thinking only wanted her to get me out of the hot tub. 

 "Mrs. Broadfield, come look!"  I demanded. After I called again, she returned. 

"I told you. You have to—" 

"No, no, it's my big toe. The big toe on my right foot moved." She looked down into the water. 



"Move it again." 

I tried, but nothing happened. 

"It did move. I saw it. I did!" 

She shook her head. 

"What you saw was the wave in the water. It made it appear as if the toe moved." 

"No, it did. I swear." 

"Uh-huh. Very nice." She spun on her heel and went back to preparing my massage. 

Feeling dejected, exhausted from the heat and the effort, I lay my head back and closed my eyes and waited for her to make up her mind I had had enough. 

Finally she returned and helped me out of the tub. My skin was as red as it would be had I fallen asleep on Virginia Beach in July and I was as limp as over-cooked spaghetti. She spread me out facedown on the towels on my bed. I closed my eyes as she worked her strong hands down my body, beginning behind my neck and moving in slow circles over my back and buttocks. 

I opened them abruptly when I heard Tony's voice. My God, I thought, I'm stark naked on this bed! 

I tried to turn around to pull some of the toweling over me, but I couldn't move fast enough or enough of my body to do so, and Mrs. Broadfield did little to help. 



"Sorry," he said. I just caught sight of him out of the corner of my right eye. "Just stopped by to tell you the hairdresser will be here at three. Sorry," he said again and left. 

"Mrs. Broadfield, why didn't you close my door when you started this?" I demanded. 

"That's the least of my concerns." 

"Well, it's not the least of mine. I do have some modesty left, you know. Tony is a man." 

"I know what Mr. Tatterton is, thank you. I'm sorry," she relented after a moment. "I'll be sure to close the door next time." 

"Please do." 

Even after she rubbed on the soothing cream and I put on my fresh nightgown, my skin tingled from the heat of that hot bath. It wasn't until I awoke from a brief nap that I felt any relief. Mrs. Broadfield brought me some juice and a little while later returned to tell me the hairdresser had arrived. She helped me back into my wheelchair just as Tony brought up the beautician, a tall, thin man with curly blond hair and eyebrows so light, they were practically invisible. He had very fair skin, but bright pink lips. I thought any woman would sell her soul for his soft green eyes. 

Tony introduced him just as Renee and 



immediately added he was French. However, I had the impression he was of French background but born here in America. His accent seemed somewhat artificial, deliberate, something he might be affecting for his customers. After work he probably spoke like any other native American. 

"Ah, mademoiselle." He stepped back and tilted his head first to the right and then to the left, nodding as he considered what had to be done with my hair. 

He reached forward and touched the strands, bouncing them in his palm and shaking his head. "Rich and  tres thick," he said, "but alas, neglected,  n'est-ce pas?"  He turned to Tony for confirmation. Tony nodded. "Do not worry, mademoiselle, Renece will work his magic. In a short time I shall make miracles, eh?" 

"I just want it washed and set," I said. 

 "Pardonnez-moi?"  He looked at Tony. "But I thought . . . the color." 

"Renee's an expert, Annie. Get his opinion first." 

"You would brighten your face  beaucoup, mademoiselle," he said, stepping back to consider me again. "Not difficult." He nodded, convincing himself. 

"Just put yourself in my hands, mademoiselle." He held out his palms as if I could see something unusual in his soft, thin fingers. 

I glanced at myself in the wall mirror on the right. Maybe I should turn myself over to this so-called beauty expert, I thought. 

"Very well, do what you think has to be done." 

 "Tres bien."  He rubbed his hands together. Tony was beaming. I closed my eyes and lay back in the chair as he wheeled me to the sink and his beauty expert began his work. 

Looking into the mirror, I saw Mommy's face instead of my own. The change in hair color had done something magical, turned me into the face that gazed up at me from all those old pictures. It was as if the beautician had been some kind of conjurer, sending me back in time, doing what I knew Tony wished would happen—roll back years to the days when he was the happiest here at Farthy. There was a new look in my face. Renee had turned my hair silvery blond and had trimmed and set it so i looked just like Mommy had in that picture of her at the stables. In fact, Tony had given him the picture to work from before he left us. 

I wondered how Luke would react. He had seen the old pictures of Mommy and he always told me he thought she was a dazzling beauty. Would he feel the same way when he first set eyes on me? Afterward, when we were alone, would he take my hand into his and whisper his true feelings. In my warm and loving imagination, I heard his words. 

"Annie, when I first set eyes on you with your hair your mother's color, I knew that no matter how forbidden it was, I had to tell you my true feelings, let you know about my deep love for you. Oh, Annie, I can't deny it. I can't!" 

I played those wished-for words over and over in my mind and then opened my eyes and gazed at myself in the mirror again. If changing my hair color could only do all that . . 

"Annie, is that you?" Drake came into the bedroom carrying two suitcases filled with my clothing and shoes. He put them down at the Coot of the bed and stared at me, a half smile on his face. I put down the hand mirror and studied his face closely for his truthful reaction. 

"Do I look silly?" 

"No, not silly, just . . . different. You remind me of someone." 

"My mother. When she first fetched you," I prompted. 

"Yes." His eyes lit up with the realization. 



"Yes," he repeated excitedly. "Exactly. Hey, you look very good." As if he finally convinced himself I was still me, he jerked forward and came over to kiss me hello. "Really. I like it." 

"I don't know. I feel . . . so different. Yet I can't believe Mommy was all that comfortable in this hair color. It's as if I'm pretending to be someone I'm not. 

Surely, she must have felt the same way." 

Drake shrugged. 

"She changed back soon after she and Logan returned to Winnerrow and bought Hasbrouck House. 

Maybe you're right." 

"Tony has me convinced feel more like a young woman again. I was getting depressed about myself. But enough about me. Tell me about your trip to Winnerrow. Who did you meet? What did the servants say? How was the house and Aunt Fanny?" 

"Whoa . . . slow down." He laughed. I bit down on my lip to keep myself quiet and sat back impatiently. "Now, let's see . . . Winnerrow." He pretended he was trying to remember. 

"Oh, don't tease me, Drake. You don't know how it's been being shut up like this." 

His impish smile evaporated instantly and his eyes became soft and caring. 



"Poor Annie. I am being cruel. I promise I will get myself back here more often to take you out and about. But, about Winnerrow. As soon as I entered the house the servants nearly ran me over rushing to find out about you. Mrs. Avery was in tears immediately, of course; even Roland looked on the verge of bawling. Gerald was the only one who kept a stiff upper lip, but that's because . ." 

"His upper lip is stiff," I recited along with him. 

It was a joke we made behind Gerald's back. 

"Oh, I miss them . . . all of them." 

"I saw some of your school friends at the drugstore. They were all anxious to hear about you, and all send their love." 

"And Aunt Fanny? What about Aunt Fanny?" 

"Well . " He shook his head. "She was weird. I found her sitting out back reading. Yes, reading. And she was dressed kind of conservatively in this long-sleeve, white cotton blouse and long, flowing skirt. 

She had her hair brushed down and pinned back. I actually didn't recognize her and asked Gerald who was that sitting on the gazebo." 

"The gazebo!" 

"Reading? What?" 

"Get this—Emily Post. When I approached, she looked up and said, 'Oh, Drake, how wonderful ta see ya.' She held out her hand and wouldn't let go of mine until I kissed her on the cheek hello. I think it was the first time I ever kissed her. I actually had a half-intelligent conversation with her. Your mother and father's death has had a dramatic effect on her. She is determined to better herself, she says, to—how did she put it?-.--to be a credit to Heaven's memory. Can you imagine? I have to give her some points, though. 

The house was immaculate, and from what the servants told me, she hasn't been fooling around with any of her young boyfriends. In fact, she's been living like a nun." 

“Did she ask about me?" 

"Of course." 

"Is she coming to see me?" 

"She wanted to, but I was afraid to say anything until Tony tells me the doctor says it's all right." 

"But she's my aunt. I can't be kept like a prisoner in solitary confinement!" I pleaded, perhaps too emphatically. Poor Drake looked absolutely devastated by my outburst. "I'm sorry, Drake. It's not your fault. You did only what you thought was right, I'm sure." 

"It can't be much longer, anyway, Annie. You look so much better already. Now that I'm a little more used to it, I think that hairdo does suit you. 

When I first came through that door, I thought Tony had put some movie starlet in this room while I was gone." 

"Oh, Drake." 

"No, you look a lot better than you did when I left. I mean it." 

"I hope you're right, Drake." I looked down and then remembered tomorrow's service. "Did you speak to Tony before you came up here? Did he tell you about the service?" 

"Yes, of course. be right at your side." 

"And Luke? Has Luke called yet?" I asked hopefully. 

"You mean, he still hasn't called?" Drake shook his head. "He told Fanny he was going to call. The selfish little—" 

"Oh, Drake, I can't believe that of Luke. Please call him yourself. Tony called the dorm and left word and instructions about the service tomorrow, but be sure Luke gets the message, will you? Maybe someone at the dorm is pulling a prank on him and hiding his messages," I added desperately. What if what Drake was suggesting were true? People change when they leave home, I thought. Maybe all the pressures and hardships of his life in Winnerrow had finally taken hold and he had decided to throw off all connections with that life, including me! 

Oh God no, I prayed. The world couldn't be that cruel. 

"Sure. try to get ahold of him later. Well," he said, getting up and going to the suitcases, "here are the things you wanted." 

"I don't have a maid anymore to help put them away. Tony fired Millie." 

"I heard. No problem. I'll hang everything up for you." He fixed a section in the closet for my things. "Look at all this. These things were all Heaven's?" 

"And my grandmother Leigh's. Tony hasn't thrown out a thing." 

"Some of it still looks new." 

"I know. I'm wearing one of my mother's dresses tomorrow—that black one Florence Farthinggale left hanging in the corner." 

"Florence Farthinggale?" He laughed. "That's very funny. I gather you two are not forming what we could call a warm patient-nurse relationship?" 

"As long as I behave like a lump of clay, we get along fine," I said sarcastically, and he laughed again. 

"Anyway, that's the dress Tony chose." 

"Don't say?" He gazed at it quickly and then finished hanging up my garments. After he was finished, he returned to the bed and sat beside me. He dug into his pockets and took out the two charm bracelets. "Here they are." 

"Oh, thank you, Drake." 

"Now how are you going to wear them, both on one wrist?" 

"I'll alternate days. The days Luke comes, wear his," I said and ran the tip of my fingers over it softly, lovingly, as though I were running them over Luke's cheek. 

"Always the little diplomat." Drake smiled. "It's all right; I don't mind," he said, and then he fixed his eyes on me more intensely than ever. "When I look at you now, I do see Heaven. I see the warm, loving face that was pressed against mine when I was small and afraid, lonely and lost. I see the love in those blue eyes that gave me comfort just when I needed comfort most in my life. I never told you how good I feel when I'm with you, Annie." 

"I'll always be your friend, Drake. After all, I'm your niece." Reminding him of our relationship made him wince. 

"I know." He leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek, lingering there the way Tony often did. 

Then he straightened up. 

"Well, I better be going. I have to catch up on some business at the office so that I can take most of tomorrow off, too, now." He stood up. 

"Drake, don't forget about Luke," I cried. 

"Right. Oh, there was one more thing I brought," he said, reaching into his suit jacket's inside pocket. "I thought . . somehow, for some reason, one day you might want to get dressed up here. Who knows, maybe Tony will throw a party for you after you've recuperated enough to leave . . . whatever. 

Anyway, I brought this along." He took out the black jewelry case that contained the diamond necklace and matching earrings that had belonged to my great-grandmother Jillian. 

"Oh, Drake, you shouldn't have brought that. 

It's too valuable." 

"So? This place isn't exactly open for grabs, and I knew how much this meant to you. Surely, just having it nearby will bring you some comfort, won't it?" he asked hopefully. I smiled and nodded. 

"Yes, I suppose so. I'm sorry. Thank you for thinking of me, Drake. I know I sound selfish and unappreciative sometimes." 

"Oh no, Annie, you are the most selfless person I know. When I think of you, I think of . . of someone pure and beautiful, like brilliant candlelight." Once again he looked at me intensely. I could say nothing. 

His words brought a lump into my throat and sent my heart thumping. "Well," he finally said, putting the black jewelry case beside me on the bed, "I'd better get on the road. See you right after lunch tomorrow." 

"Good night, Drake. And thank you for all you've done." 

"Are you kidding, Annie. There's nothing I wouldn't do for you. Just remember that." 

He blew me a kiss and then left, quickly assuming the gait of a busy executive with one crisis after another on his mind. I sat back on the pillow chair and looked down at the black jewelry case. Then I opened it and took out the diamond necklace. How it sparkled! The memory of my birthday rose up within Fe and I recalled Mommy's face when she held this necklace out to me. Her eyes were full of such pride and love. 

I clutched the necklace to my bosom and thought I felt its warmth, a warmth handed down from her grandmother to her and from her to me. I didn't realize I was crying until the tears fell from my cheeks and splattered like warm drops of summer rain on my chest and bosom. Swallowing hard, I put the necklace back into the case and closed it. Drake was right. It was comforting to have it nearby. 

I wiped my face with the back of my hand and looked at the two charm bracelets on the bed. Then I took the smaller but more precious one to me, and put it on my wrist. The sight of it made me smile. 

What had Drake said . Aunt Fanny was on the gazebo? Luke's and my magical place? Those days seemed so long ago now, the fantasy days. Maybe if I were back there, if they put me on the gazebo, I would lean on Luke's arm and I would suddenly walk again. 

How the doctor would laugh if I suggested it, but I knew that sometimes a little make-believe can truly be magical. Luke believed it, and when two people believe so strongly in something, it could come true. 

Luke. How I needed his comfort, his smile, his optimistic reassurance. More than that, I longed for his lips against my cheek and I remembered each and every time we had kissed, even when we were only small children. 

As I thought of him, I embraced myself, imagining him beside me, his fingers twirling my hair, his eyes so close to mine as we gazed longingly at each other, tormented by our desire and our forbidden love at the same time. 

Thinking about him this way warmed my body and made it feel alive again. Surely if visions of Luke loving me had such a wonderful effect, it couldn't be all bad, I reasoned. With Luke at my side, I would overcome this tragedy. Fate had placed those ever-present tall mountains in my path, but I would do as Luke always advised—I would go deliberately for the tall ones. 

"Because, Annie," I heard him whisper, "the view is always better. Go for the tall ones." tut now Luke seemed the tallest mountain of all. 

I looked up at my empty room. I could hear people talking and moving about downstairs. Drake was saying good-bye to someone. A door was closed. 

A gust of wind whistled through some shutters. And then it was quiet again. 

Oh, Luke, I thought, what could possibly be your reason for not moving heaven and earth to see me? 




SIXTEEN 

Crippled! 

. 

“I have a wonderful surprise for you," Tony announced. By the way he was standing in the doorway, just off to the side, I thought the surprise would surely be Luke's appearance; but it was something else. "You're going to have to come out of your room to see it. It's time to start for the cemetery, anyway." 

I turned to Mrs. Broadfield, who was folding the towels she used during my massages. Her face was blank and as unmoving as a mask. Yet, still I sensed that she knew what the surprise was. 

"Come out?" He nodded, and I started to wheel myself toward the door. I was wearing my mother's black dress and the charm bracelet Luke had given me. Renee, the hairdresser, returned late in the morning to comb out my hair. Mrs. Broadfield had not reduced my morning therapy because of the service to be held at my parents' monument, but either she was right about my growing tolerance and strength or I was just determined not to be tired because of it. 

Tony stepped back, indicating I should keep going glanced at Mrs. Broadfield to see if she would be coming along, too, but she continued to do her work in my room, appearing to be uninterested in anything else. Tony helped me turn to the left and start down the long corridor. Soon I saw Parson, the grounds worker who had set up my television set, and another man, also dressed in coveralls, standing at the top of the stairway. I looked back quizzically at Tony, who was now pushing me along with a Cheshire-cat grin on his face. 

And then I saw his surprise. 

He had had an elevator chair installed so I could wheel myself to the top of the stairway, slide into the chair, press a button, and have myself lowered slowly down the stairway to the first floor. 

"Now it will be very easy to take you up and down the stairway, Tony said. "And very soon, I'm sure, you will be moving yourself from floor to floor. 

I'll have a second wheelchair waiting for you below." 

I stared at the mechanical device for a moment. 

I knew Tony was disappointed in my reaction, but I couldn't help it. Things like this only confirmed my invalid state and suggested that my recuperation was a long way off. 

"But Tony," I said, "soon be walking myself! 



You've gone through this tremendous expense for nothing!" 

"Oh, is that what you're worried about? No problem. This is a rental agreement. We use it as long as we need it and no longer. As for the second chair—

I assure you, that's no major expense for me. Now," 

he added, slapping his hands together, "it's time for our first test flight, eh? That is, with you as the passenger. 

I've already tried it and it held my weight well, so there won't be any problem with its holding you." 

I looked back to see if Mrs. Broadfield was going to assist in this, but she still hadn't come out of my room. From my seated position in the wheelchair, the stairway looked awfully steep and long. 

"Just roll yourself alongside the mechanical chair," Tony instructed, "lift the left arm of your chair and slide yourself into it. The idea is for you to be able to do this yourself." 

Fear began to swell in me like a great dark symphony booming through my blood. I felt a cold sweat break out over the back of my neck. And I could feel myself falling, tumbling down that great marble staircase, crumpled at the bottom. 

Parson and the man beside him watched me with concerned, sympathetic eyes. I smiled as bravely as I could and began to wheel myself alongside the mechanical chair. I struggled to loosen the arm of my chair. It seemed to stick a bit, but no one offered any help. I imagined this was all part of the test—to see if I could do it all myself. Finally I detached the arm and began pulling myself into the mechanical chair. 

"Once you get securely in, miss," the man beside Parson said, "you strap yourself with this safety belt, same way you would in a car." 

Just the mention of "car" sent my heart fluttering. My chest tightened so, I thought I wouldn't be able to breathe. Where was Mrs. Broadfield? Why wasn't this important enough for her to be right beside me? 

"Oh, Tony, I don't know if I can do this," I wailed. 

"Sure you can. Don't you want to be able to go downstairs and wheel yourself into my office? 

Eventually you'll be able to come to the dining room table for dinner and sit where your mother used to sit. 

And surely you want to go about the grounds." 

"When you're ready, miss," the man said, "just press that red button on the right arm and it will begin to lower you. The black one will raise you." 



"Go ahead," Tony cheered. 

With trepidation I pressed the red button and closed my eyes. "Go for the tall ones," Luke was telling me in my mind. "You can do it, Annie. You and I are special. We overcome the hardest and greatest obstacles Fate puts before us. We do. Try harder. Make it work." 

How I wished he were the one giving me the encouragement and holding my hand. With Luke beside me, I wouldn't be afraid and I would try anything if it could mean a return to full health and strength. 

The chair jerked forward and began a slow descent down the stairway. The three men followed along closely as I traveled downward, the mechanism humming smoothly. 

"Isn't it great?" Tony asked. I opened my eyes and nodded. The chair shook a little, but other than that, it did feel very secure, and it was nice moving down these stairs without being a burden to anyone. 

"How does it know when to stop?" 

"Oh, it's been adjusted for that, miss," the man said, and sure enough, as it reached the foot of the stairway, it came to a soft halt. Parson had brought my wheelchair along and set it up beside the mechanical chair. 

Just at that moment Drake popped out of the entry from where he hd been watching the entire event, cheering and clapping. 

"Hooray for Spaceship Annie!" 

"Drake Ormand Casteel, how could you hide down here instead of being with me when I needed support?" I complained. 

"That was just it," Drake explained. "Tony wanted you to do this without anyone assisting, so you would become independent that much faster." 

"You're two conspirators," I chastised playfully. 

Secretly I was very proud of myself and happy Tony had made me do most of it myself. I looked behind Drake. "But where is Luke? Is he hiding, too?" 

Drake's face soured. He looked at Tony, whose face was as solid as granite, his eyes a cold, dark blue, like two sapphire stones. 

"He went on some orientation picnic arranged for all the freshmen." 

"Picnic?" I looked back at Tony. "But I thought you left a message about the service, Tony." 

"I did, with whoever answered the phone at the dorm. At least, my secretary did. She said there was a lot of noise in the background and it sounded as if they were having a big party." 

"Didn't you call him yesterday, Drake? After you left here?" I felt my heart sinking, an empty, hollow, cold cavern replacing its warm pocket. How could Luke not be here? How could he not have responded? 

"I called early this morning, but they had all already left." 

"I don't understand." 

"Just a mix-up, probably," Drake said. "He never got the original message and left not knowing about the service." 

"How could there be a mix-up? This isn't some freshman dance. Whoever took the message must know how serious it is. He wouldn't be so casual as to forget or misplace it. No one can be that callous." 

"He's not here," Drake said softly. 

"But he would want to be here!" I cried. "It's . 

it's a service for his father, too!" I felt myself losing control. All of it was closing in on me at once—the accident, my parent's deaths, my injuries, Luke's absence. I had the greatest urge to scream and scream and scream. "I don't understand!" I repeated in a shrill voice. 

Both Tony and Drake looked stricken. The expressions on their faces forced me to get hold of myself I didn't want to become hysterical and cause a postponement of the service. That was too important to me. Parson and the technician responsible for the mechanical chair quickly excused themselves and went out. 

I pulled myself up stiffly in the wheelchair. "I'm all right." I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand. 

"I'm all right," I lied. "Luke will just have to make a special trip." 

"Drake, why don't you wheel Annie to the front and wait there while I fetch Miles to bring the limo around." Tony patted my hand and rushed off. Drake wheeled me to the front door. Just as he opened it, Mrs. Broadfield came up beside me, appearing as quietly and as-quickly as a ghost. 

Drake moved me out and into the pool of sunshine that spilled over the portico and steps. The day did not reflect my sad and tragic mood. It was as though even Nature refused to pay attention to my feelings. Instead of dull-gray clouds, starch-white cotton-candy puffs scattered across the aqua sky. The breeze that brushed across my face and made some of my strands of hair dance over my forehead was gentle and warm. Everywhere I looked, birds fluttered and sang. The strong, fresh scent of newly mowed lawns perfumed the air. 

All around me was life and happiness, not death and sadness. The sight of such a bright and wonderful day made me feel even more alone. No one could understand why, no one but Luke. If only he were here now, holding my hand. We would look at each other and he would nod knowingly. His fingers would entwine with mine, and I wouldn't feel as if the world were conspiring to make my pain even sharper. I'd feel able to fight back. The need and the desire to become a part of it all again would be overwhelming. 

More than anything, I would want to walk. 

Desperately trying for that mood and strength, even without Luke's presence, I pressed my hands against the arms of the chair and willed my feet to press down on the footrests, but the muscles in my legs weren't cooperative. There was only a slight sensation traveling up through my calves and thighs. 

Disappointed, I sat back. 

Miles drove the limo as close to the steps as he could. Tony and he stepped out just as the Reverend Carter appeared. He was a tall, lean man with sharp features and graying blond hair. Tony shook hands with him and spoke with him a moment and then the two of them, Miles following, came up the steps. 

"This is my great-granddaughter Annie." 

"God bless you, my dear," the reverend said after taking my hand into his. "You're a strong and courageous child." 

"Thank you." 

Tony signaled to Miles and Drake to carry me, chair and all, down the stairs to the car. I saw Rye Whiskey, dressed in an old black suit, standing by. 

His thin gray hair was slicked back and brushed flat over his head. His smile and his comforting and loving, soft eyes warmed my chilled heart. 

We went through the great gate and turned right to the Tatterton family cemetery. As we drew closer and closer to the large marble monument, my heart ached, feeling like a small fist tightening and tightening until it could tighten no more. A small cry escaped from my throat. Drake took my hand and squeezed it tightly. When the car stopped, Drake opened the door and reached back in to guide me to the awaiting chair. 

He and Miles lifted me and placed me softly into it. 

Then Drake turned the chair and I came face-to-face with the tall stone that read: 

. 

STONEWALL 



LOGAN ROBERT HEAVEN LEIGH 

BELOVED HUSBAND BELOVED WIFE 

. 

I stared in awe, in disbelief, the reality of my parents' death never as vivid as it was at this moment, but my body did not soften and wither like some fragile flower. I was as hard and as cold as the very stone I faced. 

The reverend walked up to the monument, he opened his Bible and began the service. When his words reached my ears, my brain channeled them off to some archive in the library of my memory. I saw his mouth moving and I saw him turn the pages, but I didn't hear a word. 

Instead I heard the words I knew Mommy 

would utter if she could be beside me now. 

"Annie," she would say, "you must get strong again. You can get strong again. You must not become some weak and dependent creature withering away in the shadows of Farthy. If you do, you will pale and die like some flower kept out of the sunlight." 

"My Annie," Daddy would continue, "I wish we could be there beside you to give you the love and support we have given you all your life, but we can't. I know that you have it in you to stand on your own two feet once more, and once more carry on the work your mother and I began in Winnerrow." 

"We're with you, Annie; we're part of you." 

"Mommy," I whispered. 

But I couldn't deny the reality of what all this meant. It meant the end of the world as I had known it. I had come here to say good-bye to Mommy and Daddy, but I was saying good-bye to myself as a little girl, too. Good-bye to the tinkle of music boxes and the laughter of a family together, close, eager to see each other every day. Good-bye to hugs and kisses and words of encouragement. Good-bye to Mommy's comforting embrace whenever the world seemed hard or cruel or cold. Good-bye to Daddy's laughter ringing through the house and chasing away the worries that sometimes come into our lives. 

Good-bye to Sunday dinners when we were all talking around the table. Good-bye to all the holidays, the gathering around the Christmas tree to open presents, the delicious Christmas dinner. Good-bye to Thanksgiving dinners with relatives and guests contentedly stuffed. Good-bye to singing around the piano and playing charades. Good-bye to looking for Easter eggs and munching on chocolate rabbits. 



Good-bye to Sunday walks and vacations on the seashore. 

Good-bye to staying up New Year's Eve just to kiss Mommy and Daddy and wish each other a happy new year. Good-bye to all the reasons for all the holidays. Good-bye to all the presents and pretty gift wraps and ribbons and surprises. Good-bye to everything that made life delightful and exciting and warm. 

I shook my head in disbelief. I was like a ghost of myself, empty, bereft of feeling, floating aimlessly. 

Even the reverend's final words seemed hollow, lost in the wind. 

"Please join me in the psalm. "The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want . ." 

I buried my face in my hands and felt Drake's hand on my shoulder. As soon as the psalm was completed and the reverend had closed his Bible, Drake turned my chair toward the limo. I fell back and closed my eyes. 

"Let's get her upstairs and into her bed quickly," 

Tony muttered. The chair was pushed faster. 

Miles opened the door and he and Drake lifted me into the backseat. I was as limp as a wet tissue. I felt Tony slip in on the other side of me, and I felt the limo turned about. 

I opened my eyes, intending to look back at the monument one more time as we left the cemetery, but something in the nearby forest caught my eye instead. 

It was a quick movement, a shadowy figure coming to life, stepping through the sunlight as it rushed back into the protective darkness of the woods. 

It was he, the tall, lean figure I had seen from my window! 

Like a guest everyone had forgotten to invite, he had appeared in the background to share the ceremony of mourning, quietly, unnoticed, and then he had disappeared so quickly. Indeed, no one but I seemed to have noticed. 

I took a sedative and rested. I awoke late in the afternoon. The great house was so quiet, and the sedative had put me into so deep a sleep, it took me a few moments to realize where I was and what had happened. At first it all seemed like some dream, some long nightmare; but the sight of my waiting wheelchair and the medicines, towels, and lotions lined up on the long vanity table were evidence that this was, unfortunately, no dream. 

When I gazed out the windows, I saw that the cottony clouds had flattened into a dark gray blanket, making the afternoon dismal and dark, a fitting aftermath to the morning's ceremony. I pulled myself up into a sitting position and poured myself some water from the blue plastic jug on the night table beside the bed. The stillness around me was puzzling. 

Where was Mrs. Broadfield? Tony? Had Drake gone back to Boston? 

I rang the little bell hung from one of the posts and waited. No one came. I rang again, this time a little longer and louder. Still no one came. Had they expected me to sleep longer? Most likely, I thought, but now I was hungry. I had slept through lunch and it was closing in on dinnertime. 

"Mrs. Broadfield?" I called. 

Strange that she wasn't just outside my door. 

She always came running on a moment's notice. The continued silence frustrated me. Confined to a bed, always dependent upon others . . . it made me angry. 

Driven by this frustration and anger, I leaned over and stretched out until I could grasp the arm of my wheelchair. I would show them all. Why was the chair left so far from my bed, anyway? I wondered. It was almost as if Mrs. Broadfield wanted me trapped. 

I pulled the chair close to the bed and unfastened the right arm. I had never done this before, but I felt sure I could do it now. Sliding myself to the side of the bed, I had to pull my legs along like two long leaden weights. 

I locked the chair wheels so it wouldn't move, took a deep breath, and pulled myself of the bed. 

First I was on my left side on the chair; then I turned my body so I was on my back. After that I pushed down on the arms of the chair, lifting my uncooperative lower body slowly until I was in the sitting Buoyed by this success, I realized I could lift my legs by grabbing under my thighs. My feet dangled stupidly below. I swung them onto the footrests and finally sat back, exhausted. But I had done it! I was not as helpless as they would all make me think! I closed my eyes and waited for my thumping heart to calm. 

Once again! listened for sounds from without, but heard only a deep silence. I inhaled deeply and released the wheels so I could move myself forward to the doorway. Once there, I paused and looked about the sitting room. There was no sign of Mrs. 

Broadfield, no open magazines or books, nothing. 

I wheeled myself through the sitting room to the corridor. The air was cooler out there; the lights were still dim and the shadows long and dark. I started to turn left to head for the stairway, where I expected I would stop and call down, but I was tempted to explore on my own, to employ my newly realized mobility for adventure. Where was Tony's bedroom? I wondered. Wasn't it down this way? Maybe he was in it. Perhaps the morning's activities had tired him out as well. Using that as an excuse to quiet my frightened heart, I wheeled myself on. Every once in a while I paused to listen, but heard nothing. 

I continued on until I reached an opened double doorway. I could see that the design of this suite was much like the one I was in. A single lamp was illuminated, but when I pushed ahead and entered, I saw no one. 

"Tony? Anyone here?" 

Whose suite was this? I wondered. It didn't look like it would be Tony's. There was something feminine about it. Then I caught the strong scent of jasmine. My curiosity was like a magnet, much stronger than caution, pulling me along, drawing me forward to the second entryway, the doorway of the bedroom. 

I wheeled myself into it and stopped. On the chair before the white marble vanity table was draped an ivory float trimmed with peach lace. The table itself was crowded with powders and skin creams, lotions and bottle after bottle of perfume. What drew my attention quickly, however, was the blank oval of bare wall. The glass in the mirror that had once hung over this vanity table had been removed. Why? 

When I turned to the left, I saw that the same was true for the wall mirror and the mirror that had been on the closets. Both were only frames. Steeped in curiosity now, I wheeled farther in and saw the red satin shoes beside the king-size canopy bed, a bed almost the duplicate of mine. Over the bed had been laid a cherry-red crinoline party dress with puffed sleeves and a frilly collar. The quilt was turned down on the bed the way it would be had someone just gotten out of it. 

Farther to the right I saw that the dresser drawers had been left open. It looked as though someone had come into the room and rifled through those drawers, searching madly for some precious hidden valuable. Undergarments and stockings dangled over the sides. 

On top of the dressers and tables jewelry boxes lay open. I saw glittering necklaces, bejeweled earrings, diamond and emerald bracelets scattered everywhere randomly. I felt I was definitely intruding on someone and began to back myself out. Suddenly I had backed myself into a wall. But when I turned around, I looked into the hot eyes of Mrs. Broadfield. 

Her face was blazing red. She looked as if she had been running at full speed. Her usually perfectly brushed-back hair had rebellious strands popping up like ruptured piano wires. Because I was seated so low and looking up at her, her nostrils seemed larger, bull-like. Her bosom heaved with her heavy breathing, rising and falling against her tight, aseptically white nurse's uniform. The buttons looked as if they would pop and she would explode right before my eyes. I actually began to wheel myself away, but she reached down and seized the arm of the chair, preventing any more movement. 

"What do you think you are doing?" she demanded in a harsh, threatening voice. 

"Doing?" 

"I came into your room and discovered you weren't in your bed, the wheelchair gone." She took a deep breath and pressed her hand against her lower throat. "I called for you, knew you weren't downstairs, and then began searching the corridor, never expecting you had gone down this way. I couldn't imagine . . . I thought for sure something had happened to you in one of the rooms." 

"I'm fine." 

"You don't belong down here," she said, getting behind my chair and wheeling me out quickly. "Mr. 

Tatterton specifically asked that no one come down here. He's going to blame it on me, think that I brought you," she said, coming out of the suite and looking carefully up and down the corridor before preceding any farther. 

I thought she was being ridiculous, sneaking me back to my suite like this. "Tony surely wouldn't mind my coming down this side of the corridor," I exclaimed, but she didn't slow down. It was obvious she was petrified she would lose her position. 

"If he finds out, I'll tell him it was all my doing, Mrs. Broadfield." 

"That won't matter. I'm responsible for you. I step out just for a few moments to take a short walk and get some fresh air and look what happens. You wake up, drag yourself into the wheelchair, and go wandering off through the house." 

"But why would Tony mind?" 

"Maybe there are sections of this house that are no longer safe . . . weak floorboards or something. 



How would I know? He told me what he wanted. It was simple enough. Who would have thought you would do this? Oh dear." She turned into my suite quickly. 

"I'll ask him when he comes in." 

"Don't you dare mention it. Maybe he won't find out and it won't matter." 

She stopped at my bed and stepped back, looking at me and shaking her head. 

"There's someone else living here, isn't there? 

Who is it?" 

"Someone else?" 

"Beside Tony and the servants, you and me. 

That room's being used." 

"There's no one I've seen. See, you're starting to imagine things, make up stories. Mr. Tatterton will be furious. Don't say any more about this," she warned, her eyes narrow and cold. "If I get in trouble because of this . . . both of us will suffer," she added, the tone of threat quite clear. "I'm not losing this job because a crippled girl violates rules." 

Crippled girl! No one had ever put the label on me. Rage filled me until it spilled out my eyes in tears. The way she had pronounced "crippled," she had made it sound less than human. 



I was not a crippled girl! 

"I called for you," I asserted. "I was hungry, but there was no one here. Even after I got into the wheelchair, I called." 

"I just took a short break. I was coming right back. If only you would be a little more patient." 

"Patient!" I exclaimed. This time when my eyes met hers, I didn't shift them away. My rebellion rose like a giant fire. I glued my gaze to hers, the rage pouring out. She stepped back as if slapped. Her face became horribly animated, her mouth working as if to find the right shape to phrase words, her eyes growing large and then small. The veins in her temple became prominent in the light, the outline of their weblike shape pressing up against her thin, scaly skin. She took a few steps toward me. 

"Yes, patient," she repeated disdainfully. 

"You've been brought up spoiled. I've had patients like you before—rich young girls who have been pampered and given everything they've ever wanted whenever they've wanted it. They don't know what it is to sacrifice and struggle, to do without, to live through pain and hardship. 

"But I‟ll tell you something," she continued, her face distorted in a mad smile, "rich, pampered, spoiled people are weak and they don't have the strength to fight adversity when it strikes, so they remain crippled 

. . . they're invalids, trapped by their own wealth and luxury, stupid blobs." She pressed her hands together and rubbed them vigorously, as vigorously as she would if she were out in the cold. "Clay to be molded, no longer able to mold themselves into anything. Oh, they're still soft and pretty, but they're like. . ." She looked over at the dresser. "Like silk lingerie, delightful to touch and wear and then put away." 

"I'm not like that. I'm not!" I cried. 

She smiled again, this time as if she were speaking to a complete idiot. 

"You're not? Then why can't you listen to my orders and do what I tell you when I tell you to do it, instead of fighting me every inch of the way?" 

"I do listen. I'm just . . ." The words caught in my throat. I thought I would choke on them. 

"Yes?" 

"Lonely. I've lost my parents, I've lost my friends, and I'm . . . I'm . . ." She nodded, encouraging me to say it. I didn't want to say it. I wouldn't. 

"Crippled?" 

"NO!" 

"Yes, you are! And you'll remain crippled unless you listen to what I tell you. Is that what you want?" 

"You're not God!" I snapped. I couldn't help my frustration. 

"No, I never said I was God." Her calm, professional tone only infuriated me more. "But I am a trained nurse, trained to treat people like yourself, and what good will all this training be if the patient is stubborn and spoiled and refuses to follow orders? 

"You think I'm being cruel? Perhaps it seems that way, but if I am, I'm being cruel only to be kind. 

You didn't listen to what I told you . . rich, pampered young girls, such as yourself, are weak; they have no grit when it comes to hardship. You have to toughen up, deal with your loneliness, form a crust around yourself . . a scab over your wounds so you can fight, otherwise you'll remain soft and the ugly thing that has made you an invalid will maintain its grip on you. 

Is that what you want to happen?" she asked. My heart was pounding because she sounded so right. I wasn't trapped by my physical problems; I was trapped by her words. 

"I told you," I said, lowering my head in defeat, 

"I was hungry and felt deserted. I heard no one and no one answered my calls . . . not Tony, not Drake, and not you." 

"All right, go down and see if your meal is ready yet." 

"If Drake is still here, send him up," I pleaded. 

"He's not; he had to return to Boston." 

"Where is Tony, then?" 

"I don't know. I have enough trouble looking after you," she muttered, and left the suite. 

I sat there for a few moments staring into empty space, into the wake of her cold presence. She might be a good nurse, even a great nurse, I thought, but I didn't like her. Despite all that Tony had done for me—the doctors, the machinery and the private care, I wished I could leave here. Maybe my aunt Fanny was right; maybe I was better off recuperating among people I loved, people who loved me. 

I had to admit that I jumped at the opportunity to come to Farthy not only because I had always had a secret desire to come here, but for the same reason Drake told me he wasn't anxious to return to Hasbrouck House and Winnerrow. I didn't have the courage to go back there and look at my parents' 

room, see their clothing and their possessions, awaken every morning expecting to hear Daddy's footsteps and warm "Good morning, princess." I knew I would continually look up in anticipation of Mommy coming in to talk to me about this or that. 

No, coming to Farthy had postponed the 

inevitable reality I would have to face. But now I wondered if I had made the right decision. Perhaps with Aunt Fanny there, keeping me amused in her inimitable way—gossiping about the rich people of Winnerrow, laughing about the way they treated her—I might be better off, even without all the special equipment and private nursing care. 

I wished Luke would have come to see me by now so he and I could have discussed it. It was no use talking to Drake about it. He was so infatuated with Tony and the business that he was blind to any of the failings and problems in Farthy. Now he was almost as blind as Tony was even when it came to the rundown sections of Farthinggale. 

I had to contact Luke, I thought. I must see him. 

I must! 

I wheeled myself to the desk and found some more stationery. Then I wrote Luke another letter, and this time allowed myself to sound desperate. 

. 

Dear Luke, 

It seems one confusing thing after another has happened to keep you from paying me a visit here at Farthy. Messages are not delivered or perhaps left confusing. 

I need to see you immediately. A great deal has happened since my arrival at Farthy. I think I am somewhat stronger, but I haven't made any dramatic progress with my legs yet, despite the therapy. 

The truth is I'm not sure I should remain here much longer and I want to talk with you about it. 

Please come now. You don't need special permission. 

Come the day you receive this. 

Love, Annie 

. 

I put it into an envelope, sealing it immediately. 

Then I addressed it the same way I had addressed the first letter I wrote him, the one Millie Thomas never gave Tony. 

"Do you want to remain in your wheelchair to eat or return to bed?" Mrs. Broadfield asked as soon as she returned with my tray of food. 

"I'll remain in the wheelchair." 

She put the tray down to fetch the small table that went over the arms, fit it into place, and brought me the tray. I lifted the silver cover and looked at a breast of plain boiled chicken, a portion of green peas and carrots, and a slice of buttered white bread. It looked like hospital food. 

"Rye Whiskey prepared this?" 

"I had his helper prepare it, following my specific instructions." 

"It looks . . . blah." 

"I thought you were hungry." 

"I am, but I was expecting something different . 

. something Rye made. Everything he makes is special." 

"He's been using too much spice and making your food too exotic." 

"But I like it; I eat everything now, and that's what Dr. Maiisoff wanted, isn't it?" I protested. 

"He also wants you to eat things that are easy to digest. Considering your condition—" 

I slammed down the lid over the plate. 

Something proud sprang into my spine. I could put ice into my words, too, I thought. I sat back, crossing my arms over my chest. 

"I want something Rye makes. I won't eat this." 

She stared down at me. I knew she was burning with anger, but she kept her eyes clear, calm, and unreadable. There was even a small, tight smile around her lips. 



"Very well." She took the tray. "Maybe you're not as hungry as you think." 

"I am hungry. Tell Rye to make me something." 

"Something was made for you; you don't want it," she said as if stating the obvious, simple fact. 

"I may be crippled, but I still can enjoy food. 

Ask Tony to come here, please," I instructed. 

"You don't realize how you're acting, Annie. 

I'm just trying to do what I know is best for you." 

"I have had no trouble digesting anything Rye has made so far." 

"All right," she said, relenting. "If you have to have something he makes, I‟ll ask him to fix the chicken." 

"And I want him to fix the vegetables and potatoes, too. And I want some of his homemade bread." 

"Don't complain later when you have stomach problems," she said before leaving. She just had to have the last word. But I saw how to get her to do what I wanted—just ask for Tony. 

Tony arrived before Mrs. Broadfield returned with my new food. 

"Well now, how are you feeling?" 

"Tired, but hungry. I'm waiting for Mrs. 



Broadfield to return with something Rye Whiskey makes. I don't want to be troublesome, but I didn't like what she had brought me." I told him because I thought she would complain to him about me later and give only her side of the story. 

"Don't you worry about that," he soothed. 

"You're no trouble. I'm sure Rye wouldn't mind cooking around the clock for you." 

"No, I know he won't mind." 

"You sound irritable." 

I didn't respond for a few moments, and then I turned to him abruptly. 

"Tony, I know Mrs. Broadfield is a professional and I'm lucky to have a nurse who has experience with my problems and who is a therapist as well, but she can be very trying." 

"I'll speak to her," he said. His eyes were soft and sympathetic, and I trusted he knew just what I meant. "My main concern is that you be happy, Annie. Everything else comes second. You know that, don't you?" 

"Yes, Tony. I do appreciate what you have been doing." I felt myself calm down. Then I remembered the letter in my lap. 

"Tony, I have written another letter to Luke. 



Would you please see that it is delivered to him . . . 

special delivery, so he gets it immediately." 

"Of course." 

He took it from me and put it into his suit jacket quickly. 

"Let me go down and look into your food. Can't have you going hungry long in my house." 

"It's all right now. I can wait." 

"I'll just look into it anyway. And I‟ll speak to Mrs. Broadfield." 

"I don't mean to make extra trouble." 

"Nonsense. I told you. You come first. It's the way I want it," he assured me, and pivoted on his heel. 

"Oh, Tony . ." 

"Yes?" He turned back at the door. 

"Is there someone else here? A woman?" 

"A woman? You mean besides Mrs. 

Broadfield?" His blue eyes narrowed. 

"Yes. I wheeled myself out before and wandered into another suite, just like this one, and---" 

"Oh." He took a few steps back. "You mean you went to Jillian's suite." 

"Jillian's?" But Jillian had been dead so long, I thought. That suite looked like it was being used today. 



"Yes. I must have left the door open. I usually don't like anyone going in there," he said, his tone harder and sterner than it had ever been. 

"I'm sorry. I—" 

"That's all right," he said quickly, "no harm done. I've kept the room just the way it was the day she died. It's always been hard facing the fact that she's gone." 

"Why are all the mirrors gone?" 

"That was part of her madness toward the end. 

Anyway, there's no one else here," he said quickly. 

Then he forced a laugh. "Don't tell me you, too, are seeing Rye's ghosts." He shook his head and strutted off. 

Another room kept like a museum? Did Tony move from one moment in the past to another, keeping his memories vivid by keeping up the illusion of Jillian still being here? I could understand why a lonely man might hold onto mementoes, pictures, letters, things that had a special and loving meaning for him, but to keep her room the way it had been the very day she died . . that was eerie. A chill passed through me and for the first time I wondered if it wasn't time for me to demand I be returned to Winnerrow. 



Shortly afterward, Mrs. Broadfield returned with a new tray of food. This time she had brought me some of Rye's famous fried chicken, his special whipped potatoes, and steamed vegetables that smelled fresh and delicious. I was so hungry and everything looked so good, I gobbled my food. 

Mrs. Broadfield stood back, her face 

expressionless but her eyes cold. It was as if she wore a mask and only her eyes peeped through this granite face. She went into the sitting room and returned soon after I had completed my meal. 

"It was delicious," I said. 

"Do you want me to help you back into bed?" 

"No, I think I'll remain sitting up in the chair and watch television." 

She took the tray and left. I took the remote control and turned on the television set. I settled on a movie I had never seen and sat back, but what seemed to be only minutes later a sharp pain stabbed across my abdomen. I groaned and pressed my palms against my belly. The pain ceased and I sat back, taking deep breaths; but then it came again, this time with a great deal more ferocity, tearing up and down my stomach and sending pain into my chest. 

I heard my stomach bubble. I knew that I was going to have an accident any moment. 

"Mrs. Broadfield!" I called.  "Mrs. Broadfield!" 

I screamed. But she didn't respond. I started to wheel myself toward the doorway.  "Mrs. Broadfield!" 

It was happening. My body was rebelling. 

"Oh no.  Mrs. Broadfield!" 

By the time she arrived, I was doubled up in the wheelchair and a mess. 

She stood in the doorway, her hands on her hips, a sharp, cold smile of self-satisfaction carved on her stone face. 

"Don't say I didn't tell you so," she said, shaking her head. 

Bent over in the chair, I could only moan and plead for her to help me. 




SEVENTEEN 

Mrs. Broadfield's Revenge 

. 

Mrs. Broadfield wheeled me in to the bathroom quickly. She began to fill the tub, and then she stripped me down, peeling the clothing off me roughly. I felt like a ripe banana in the hands of a starving monkey. If she could have torn off my skin, I think she would have done it. All the while she said nothing, but I could read the repeated "I told you so's" 

in her furious eyes. I moaned, still clutching my stomach. 

"It feels like someone's in there lighting matches," I cried, but my complaints fell on deaf ears. 

She wiped me down with some towels and then, pulling me up and tugging me out of the wheelchair, she literally dumped me into the hot water. She was very powerful for a woman her size. 

As soon as I was submerged, she turned off the faucet and I slipped lower and lower until the water was up to my neck. Although it was as hot as ever, it seemed to bring some relief. I closed my eyes and lay back, still whimpering softly. 

But I opened my eyes as soon as I heard Tony. 

He had heard the commotion and had come running to my aid. 

"What's wrong?" he called from the sitting room. 

"Close the bathroom door!" I pleaded. 

Mrs. Broadfield smirked, 

"Just sit there and soak," she commanded and left the bathroom, closing the door firmly behind her. 

Even so, I overheard their conversation. 

"Has something happened to Annie, Mrs. 

Broadfield?" 

"I pleaded with her not to eat those spicy, exotic meals your chef often makes. I even had the other cook prepare something proper and nutritious, but she was stubborn and insisted on having your chef's food, so I had to go back and have him prepare it." 

"I know, but—" 

"Her stomach is sensitive, as is most of her body. I tried to explain, but she is in a rush to recuperate, and like most teenagers, won't listen to older people who have experience." 

"Should I send for the doctor?" he asked anxiously. 

"No, I can handle it. She will be uncomfortable for a while, but there is no need to send for the doctor." 

"Is there anything I can do?" God bless Tony, I thought. He sounded so concerned, his voice full of worry and sympathy in contrast to Mrs. Broadfield's stern, correct tones. 

"No, get her cleaned up, medicated, and comfortable. By morning she should be better, but her stomach will be even more sensitive. What you can do is speak to that chef and tell him to prepare food exactly as I instruct him from now on." 

"I will.' 

I heard Tony leave, and moments later Mrs. 

Broadfield returned to the bathroom. She loomed over me. My tears mingled with the droplets of steam that ran down my reddened cheeks. Suddenly her stone face softened and, like a wax bust a little too close to heat, her lips dipped, the corners of her mouth widened, her puffy cheeks drooped, and her eyes watered with sympathy. 

"You poor child. If only you would have listened . . . to have such unnecessary pain on top of the agony already wreaked upon your tormented body." 

She knelt down beside me and took a washcloth to my face to wipe away my tears. 



"Just close your eyes and relax a little longer. 

I'll have you up and out of here in moments. We'll dry you off, dress you in a clean, crisp nightgown, and give you something to relieve the abdominal cramps. 

Then you'll sleep like a baby." 

"I don't understand . . . nothing I ate before did this to me." 

She lowered the washcloth to my neck and shoulders, wiping my skin in small, soft circles as lovingly as would one polishing fine china. 

"You're in my hands now. Let me do my work and you'll recuperate as you should, when you should, Annie. Will you let me do what I am being paid to do?" 

I nodded, my eyes closed now. The pain had eased some, although my stomach was still bubbling and threatening. Mrs. Broadfield ran her fingers down between my breasts and pressed the palm of her hand against my abdomen. When I opened my eyes, I saw her face was so close to mine I could read the pores in her skin, see the little hairs in her nostrils and the cracks in her lips. 

"It's still very active in there," she whispered. 

She turned her eyes on mine, but she had a faraway look. 



"Can I come out of the water now?" 

"What? Oh . . yes, yes." She stood up quickly and reached for the towels. Then she helped me out of the tub and wiped my body dry. After I put on the new nightgown, she assisted my return to bed and gave me two spoonfuls of a gray, chalky liquid. Moments later the bubbling in my stomach ended and she then gave me a sleeping pill. 

I did as I was told . . . closed my eyes and fell asleep, eager for the relief sleep would bring. Before I drifted off, I opened my eyes once and saw her standing beside me, looking down at me like a cat who had trapped its mouse in a corner and hovered confidently above its prey, now enjoying the torment it could lay upon its weaker and pathetic counterpart. 

Tomorrow I would feel better, I thought, and tomorrow Luke would receive my letter and would come to me. I had a dream about him. In it he was a knight on a white horse. He came galloping through the tall gates of Farthy and came charging into the mansion, rushing up the stairs to my room. He threw open the doors and came to my bed, where he quickly embraced me. I was so happy to see him, I put all restraint aside and kissed him fully on the lips. My nightgown slipped off my shoulders and he pressed his lips to my naked breasts, closing his eyes and inhaling as if I were a rose. 

"Oh, Luke," I moaned, "how I've waited for you, how I've longed for you." 

"My Annie." He caressed me gently, making my body sing with every kiss, until the tingles reached my legs and filled them with renewed strength and life. "I must take you away from here so we can be free to be lovers forever and even" 

He scooped me into his arms and carried me out and down the stairs. I was still half naked, but I didn't care. He put me on his horse and we rode off, away from Farthy. I looked back only once in the dream, and when I did, I saw Tony in a window watching, his face torn by sadness. Only there was also a dark, shadowy figure standing behind him. I couldn't see his face, but I felt sad about leaving him. 

I reached back, as if calling to him, and then I awoke. 

All the next morning and part of the afternoon, I remained in bed. Mrs. Broadfield decided we would have to skip my therapy for one day. She had Rye Whiskey prepare hot oatmeal for breakfast and allowed me very sweet tea and toast and jelly the rest of the day. Toward mid-afternoon I felt strong enough to get into my wheelchair. A little after two o'clock Rye appeared, still dressed in his apron. Mrs. 

Broadfield had gone for a walk. 

He entered, looking timid, remorseful. I knew immediately that he felt responsible for what had happened to me. 

"How ya feelin', Miss Annie?" 

"Much better, Rye. Now don't you go blaming yourself. There was no way for you to know what would and wouldn't disturb my digestion. Nothing you made had disturbed it before," I pointed out, widening my eyes for emphasis. He nodded thoughtfully. I could see there was something on his mind. 

"Dat's what I was thinkin', Miss Annie. I didn't put nothin' inta the meal I hadn't put in befo'." 

"It was my fault," I stressed. "I shouldn't have sent Mrs. Broadfield back with the food your helper had prepared." 

"I'll say. She come rushin' inta dat kitchen, flames in her hair, and slaps the tray down. I jumped a mile. Den she says, fix your special chicken, vegetables and potatas. I was doin' it anyway for Mr. 

Tatterton, so I said, it's all ready, ma'am. She grunts and I dished out de platter." 

"Then what happened?" 

"Nothin'. I give it to her to take back, 'cause we ain't got the maid no more, an' she takes the tray. 

Only I forgots the bread, so I come after her. I catched her because she stopped in the dining room to add in the medicine and—" 

"Medicine? What medicine?" 

Rye shrugged. "Medicine, she told me. To help you digest the food." 

"I never had that before." 

"I gives her the bread and she goes up ta yer room and next thing I know, Mr. Tatterton's rushing about, frantic because the food made ya so sick. He come in ta see me 'bout it and I said, yessir, listen to whatever the nurse tells me. Dat was dat. But ya feelin' better now?" 

"Yes, Rye. You're sure she put medicine in my food?" 

"In de potatoes. She was mixing it up when I comes out of the kitchen. Hope it didn't ruin the taste, I thought, but I was too scared ta say dat ta her. She must be a good nurse; she can scare the sickness right outta ya." 

"If she wants . ." I said knowingly. That was no medicine. She was taking revenge on me for insisting on the food, for defying her. My God, I thought, I'm in the hands of a sadistic, vengeful, hateful person. All this pain and embarrassment was her doing? "Or maybe she puts the sickness into you, too," I added, nodding knowingly. Rye understood. 

"Miss Annie . ." He turned and looked at the empty doorway to be sure no one was coming. "Maybe ya better already. Maybe it be best ya go on home now." 

"What?" I smiled with confusion. "You want me to go home?" 

"I better gets back to ma kitchen. Glad ya feelin' better, Miss Annie." He hurried out before I could ask him another question, but there was no doubt in my mind that he knew more, much more, about what was going on at Farthy. 

Tony didn't appear until dinner time. I was given the meal I had originally sent back: a breast of boiled chicken, peas and carrots, and bland mashed potatoes. Mrs. Broadfield smiled widely as she brought in the tray and placed it on my chair table. 

She stood nearby and watched me eat, just to be sure I could take in solid food again, she said. 

"Did you put anything in this to help my digestion?" I asked. Her smile evaporated. 

"What? Like what?" 

"I don't know . . . like what you put in my food when you brought me my dinner the second time last night," I said, my eyes narrowing on her. 

"What? Who told you such a thing?" She didn't look angry; she looked amused, as if she were talking to a complete idiot. The tight, cynical smile around her lips infuriated me. 

"Rye told me;" I spit back at her. "He came up to see how I was doing and he told me he saw you putting in what you told him was medicine after you took the tray out of the kitchen." 

"What a story." She laughed; a thin, chilling laugh. "Why would he make up such a thing? It's ridiculous to suggest it." 

"You did it," I said accusingly. 

"My dear girl, he's merely trying to cover up his own guilt for what happened to you. The first day we arrived here, I went to see him and specifically told him he must eliminate spicy foods from your diet. 

You'll remember I told him not to give you heavy sweet things, but he sent up that chocolate cake anyway. He's either stubborn or stupid. I'm sure Mr. 

Tatterton was quite upset with him and might even have fired him." 

"Fire Rye?" It was my turn to laugh and make her feel ridiculous. "You don't realize how long they've been together. Rye's family here; he'll be here until the day he dies. And as for him feeling guilty, that's even more ridiculous. Rye is a wonderful cook. 

People don't get sick from the food he makes," I continued, challenging her, my eyes burning through her. She shook her head and looked away. That confirmed my suspicions. 

"Nevertheless, Mr. Tatterton was upset with him. Now why don't you finish your food before it gets cold. I'd like it to be warm when it hits your stomach." She spun on her heel and left the room. 

Soon after, Tony arrived. 

"How are you doing, Annie? I called Mrs. 

Broadfield twice today and she said you were coming along fine." 

"She's been lying to you," I snapped. I was determined this would all come to an end or I would leave immediately. 

"What? Lying?" 

"I didn't get sick from any spicy food, Tony. 

The food wasn't overly spiced, it was poisoned!" I declared. He stared at me a moment, his eyes widening. 

"Poisoned? Do you realize what you're saying? 

Maybe you're just—" 

"No, Tony, listen. If you really care for me, listen," I said. That got to him. He came closer. "Mrs. 

Broadfield is a competent nurse, technically competent, but she's not a nice person and she hates wealthy people. She thinks wealthy people, especially young wealthy people, are spoiled rotten and weak. You should see her face when she talks about it —she becomes even uglier, ghastly, hideous, monstrous." 

"I had no idea," he said in amazement. 

"Yes, and she can't stand being challenged. 

Why, even if I ask a question about what she's doing, she becomes enraged. When I demanded Rye's tasty food and challenged her command, she made up her mind to teach me a lesson. Rye was just here to apologize, and he told me she had taken his food and put something in it, claiming it was medicine, but I don't get any medicine in my food, Tony. You know that. She brought about this painful and embarrassing scene just to teach me a lesson," I repeated, my rage and fury bright, my face hot with anger. 

He nodded. "I see. Well then, I think it's time we terminated her services, don't you?" 

"Yes, Tony. I won't stay here another day with that woman." 

"Don't you worry about it. You won't have to. 

I'm going to pack her off tonight. We'll spend a little more time finding a suitable replacement, but I'm sure we will very quickly," he added with confidence. 

"Thank you, Tony. I didn't want to make trouble, but—" 



"Nonsense. If you're not happy and comfortable with your nurse, you won't improve. And I certainly don't want someone as sadistic as this woman seems to be. Anyway," he said, "put all that behind you now. 

I'll handle it. Let's turn our attention to other, brighter and more cheerful things." He looked around. "I know just what else is wrong. You're sitting and lying around doting on your illness too much. Look at this room . . it's a duplication of a hospital room . . . 

wheelchairs, walkers, medicines, special trays and basins . . depressing," he said, shaking his head. "But I've got just the magical medicine for you." His blue eyes twinkled with glee like the eyes of a mischievous little boy. 

"Magical medicine! What is it?" 

He held his hand up to indicate I should be patient. 

Then he went out of the suite. A moment later Parson appeared, carrying a long carton. He put it down by the window and turned to Tony. 

"You want it here, Mr. Tatterton?" 



"Exactly." 

"What is that?" 

"You'll see," he said and took my now empty tray off my wheelchair. He put it on the dresser and pulled my wheelchair back to the bed so he could sit beside me on the bed and both of us could watch Parson unpack whatever was in the carton. Moments later I realized what it was—an artist's easel. Parson assembled it quickly and adjusted it so I could paint from a sitting position. 

"Oh, Tony, an easel! How wonderful," I cried. 

"It's the best one money can buy," Tony announced proudly. 

"Oh, Tony, thank you, but—" 

"No buts. You've got to get back into the swing of things. That's what everyone I've spoken to about you tells me." He nodded to Parson, who left and returned with two more cartons, one filled with artist's supplies and one with paper. Tony set up a sheet on the easel immediately. 

"I don't know much about the rest of this stuff. I simply gave orders to my purchasing agent to go out and buy everything a budding young artist requires. 

There's even a beret in here somewhere." He sifted through the carton until he found it, a black beret, and put it on me. I laughed. 

"See? I've already got you smiling and laughing." Then he came over and put the hat on me. 

"Black is your color, Annie." He turned me toward a mirror so I could see myself. "Feeling inspired already?" 

I was. Just the sight of myself in that beret brought back the dreams I had almost forgotten. Art filled my life with an inner joy and meaning nothing else could. I hadn't realized how much I had missed it. 

The accident and the aftermath had separated me from all the people and things I loved, especially my artwork. Maybe that was another but more significant reason why I had felt like half a person up until now. I was so afraid that all the sadness and the tragedy had made me incapable of calling up the innermost feelings and inspiration that could be transformed into something beautiful. What if I lifted the brush to the canvas and saw only a blank, stark-white field forever and ever? 

"I don't know, Tony." 

"Well, you'll try, won't you? You'll at least try. 

Promise?" 

I hesitated, looking at him hopefully. 

"Well? Do you promise?" 



"I'll try, Tony. I promise." 

"Well now." He clapped his hands. "I'll just leave you to your work, then. In a day or so I expect to see something magnificent." 

"Don't expect too much, Tony. I was never really that good anyway and—" 

"You're much too modest. Drake has told me. 

He even brought back one of your paintings." 

"He did!" I exclaimed. 

"It's hanging in my office downstairs." 

"He didn't tell me he did that. Which painting?" 

"The one with the little sparrow on the magnolia tree. I love it. I hope you don't mind his bringing it to me." 

"It's not that I mind . . . but he should have told me. He should have asked," I said, gently chastising, even though I felt flattered and happy about Drake's appreciation of my artwork. 

"Well, I asked him to bring one and he was just trying to please me. Don't be too hard on him," Tony pleaded. 

"All right, Tony. I won't." He smiled and started to leave the room. "Tony," I called. 

"Yes?" 

"If Luke doesn't call by seven o'clock, I want you to have me taken to a phone to call him. I can't understand his failure to come or to respond to our letters and calls. Something must be wrong." 

"If something is wrong, Annie, you should be shielded from it awhile longer. I'll tell you what—I'll call him myself if he doesn't call." 

"But you just said you won't tell me if something is wrong." 

"I'll tell you. I promise." 

"Tony, I want a phone installed here. I can't stand the isolation. Please ask the doctor to put permit it." 

Tony seemed pained by my use of the word 

"isolation," but I couldn't help it. That was how I felt. 

He grimaced. 

"It's not that you're not doing everything you can for me, Tony. And I do appreciate it, really I do, but I miss my friends and the life I had before. I'm a young woman who was about to start the most exciting part of her life. I can't help being lonely, even though you and Drake have paid as much attention to me as you can. Please, speak to the doctor," I begged. 

His face softened. "Certainly. I'm sure he'll agree. You're on your way toward a full recuperation. 

I'm positive. Paint, eat well, rest, and you'll be on your feet sooner than you think." 

"Come right up after you call Luke." He nodded and left. 

I sat there quietly for a moment, thinking about all that had happened. Perhaps Tony was right . . I shouldn't dote on my illness and these sad thoughts any longer. He had promised to get rid of Mrs. 

Broadfield immediately. But even with a thoughtful, compassionate nurse, I would still feel entrapped. 

Tony could surround me with the most 

expensive equipment and bring me one thing after another: televisions, stereos, whatever, and I still wouldn't be content. I missed my own room, the scent of my linens and pillow, the fluffy feel of my feathered quilts. I missed my own dresses and shoes and combs. 

I missed giggling on the phone with girlfriends, listening to music alone or with friends at the luncheonette. I missed parties and dancing and laughing with people my age. I missed the simplest things and the most complicated things. I missed seeing flowers blossom in our front yard or watching Mommy cro-chet quietly in the living room. I missed Daddy reading the newspaper, turning those big pages thoughtfully, and occasionally looking over them to wink at me. 

Most of all "missed Luke. I missed the sight of him coming down the street or watching him without his being aware as he sat outside on the gazebo waiting for me. I missed our nightly talks on the phone. 

Once upon a time, hardly a day passed that we didn't see each other or speak to each other, and now he seemed thousands of miles away, a lifetime away, distracted by his own private world, perhaps. It tore my heart to shreds just thinking about it. But Tony was right. I shouldn't dote on my condition. The only way to be with Luke was to get hold of myself and make myself well again. 

I should begin to return to my former self as much as possible, and one way to start that return was to paint again. I wheeled myself to the easel and looked into the carton of supplies. Slowly, I unpacked the things I would need to begin. 

But what would I paint? 1 wondered. As if in answer, the window drew me to it and I gazed out toward the Tatterton family cemetery. I took out the pencil and began to sketch, working as if one of Rye Whiskey's spirits had taken hold of my arm and guided my fingers across the blank white sheet. And as I drew, the tears began to come. 

Just like any other time when I started a painting, I soon lost myself in my work. It was truly as though I had shrunk and become a tiny figure in the sketch, moving over the scene, directing my larger self to draw this and fix that. The world around me faded away; I lost track of time and even place. I didn't even hear Tony return, and I had no idea how long he was standing just behind me, watching me work. I jumped when I realized he was there. 

"Sorry. Didn't mean to startle you, but I didn't want to disturb you and ruin your mood. I know how you artists need your concentration. Jillian's just like that. I mean, she was just like that whenever she drew or painted something. I could be standing there for hours and hours and she wouldn't take the slightest note of it. It always amazed me—fascinated me, I should say—and I find you just as fascinating when you work, Annie," he added. He said it so intensely, I couldn't help but blush. 

He smiled and then remembered why he had come. "Oh. I wondered if you were going to need your sleeping pill. Before she left in a huff, Mrs. 

Broadfield left some instructions. If she hadn't, I would have reported her and she would have never gotten another job." 

"No, I think fall asleep without any help tonight, 

Tony. Thank you." 

"Fine. I'll just let you work awhile longer and then stop by to see if you need any assistance getting yourself to bed." He flashed a smile and started to leave. 

"Oh, Tony," I called. He turned back. "What happened when you phoned Luke?" 

"Oh, I haven't gotten to that yet, Annie. I dealt with Mrs. Broadfield first. I'm sure you understand. 

try to reach him right now," he said, and left. I went back to my work. 

Hours later I fell back in my chair, mentally exhausted. I had really been like one in a daze, because when I looked at my work now, it was as though someone else had done it and left it there before me. 

I had drawn a window frame to serve as the frame for the picture. The monument loomed large at the center of the picture, the other tombstones barely sketched in around it. There was a figure kneeling before the large stone. It wasn't Tony and it wasn't me; it was the dark, mysterious man I had seen before. 

His face was blank; but he was tall and lean. 



I looked at my palette and thought about the colors I would use. It seemed to me the painting should be all grays and blacks; they fit the mood. I decided to put off painting the morning, when I might be in a lighter and happier mood. When I turned from the window, I saw the charm bracelet Luke had given me. Mrs. Broadfield had taken it off quickly when she stripped me down after my stomach problems. Now it lay on the night table by the bed. It was well after eight PM, so Tony would have called him by now. 

Why hadn't he come up to report on the call as he had promised he would? Did this mean Luke was still unreachable or had made some other excuses for not coming to visit me? 

I sat back in my chair and took deep breaths to calm my pounding heart, which seemed more like a military drum being thumped in the middle of a battle. 

How I wished I could find things out for myself. 

I wasn't feeling sorry for myself as much as I was feeling angry, and something told me that was good, that was the beginning of a fight to return to health and strength. Frustration turned my hands into fists and tightened my spine like a rope being pulled firmly from both ends. None of this was going to change when Mrs. Broadfield's replacement arrived, no matter how nice she was. 

I would still have to get up when others wanted me to get up, eat when others wanted me to eat and what they wanted me to eat, take therapy when someone said it was time, nap at her command, dress, wash, go to the bathroom when she decided I should, and speak to people when she wanted me to speak to people. I've become a puppet, and my nurses, my doctors, even Tony, have become the puppeteers, I thought. 

 "No!"  I screamed to an empty room. I felt my anger and frustration flowing down my body, warming the blood that ran through my rebellious legs. Suddenly there was a twinge; something electric shot through my lower spine. At first it was like a pinprick on the backs of my thighs, then it became a tingling along my ankles and into the tips of my toes. 

I willed my feet to press against the pads of the chair. 

I felt the pressure against the soles of my feet. I felt tension in my legs, wobbly and weak, but nevertheless, tension. This time when I made an effort to rise out of the chair, I wasn't depending entirely on my arm strength. My legs were aiding. I was getting a response to my mental commands. It was working! I was doing it! Doing it! . . My entire body trembled, but I felt it . . . I could work myself into an unsteady standing position. I was making it happen, doing what I had taken for granted most of my life, but achieving what now was a major accomplishment! My heart pounded with anticipation and happiness. My body was responding! 

It seemed to take hours instead of moments, but I was rising out of the chair, guiding myself by holding the arms as I began to stand. Just as I reached the full upright position, my legs shaking like toothpicks asked to hold a weight far too heavy for them, Tony came in. He stopped and looked at me in amazement, 

"Tony . . . I just tried and it happened! My legs are working, Tony! Really beginning to work! But it feels so funny, like I'm standing on air." I wobbled when I laughed. 

"Easy," he said, stepping forward slowly and holding his hands out as though he were speaking to a potential suicide victim out on a window ledge. "Don't try to walk yet. You don't want to break any bones." 

He didn't look as happy and as excited by it all as I had expected he would. If anything, he looked annoyed. Why wasn't he as happy as I was? It was happening, what we had all hoped would happen was happening! 

"I'm going to get better! I am!" I emphasized, in an attempt to evoke some excitement in him. But he didn't change expression. 

"Of course you are," Tony said calmly. "But don't rush things now. Take it easy. You'd better sit down again," he said. 

"But I don't feel tired yet, and it feels so good to be standing on my own two feet! Oh, Tony, it feels so good . . . so wonderful to do a simple thing like stand up! I wish Drake could have been here to see; I wish Luke . . . what about Luke? You called him, didn't you?" 

"Yes, I called him," Tony said. 

"Oh, I'll stand for him! You'll tell me exactly when he's coming up and stand just as he comes through that door and—" 

"He can't come tomorrow," Tony declared flatly. "He has some sort of entrance exam to take." 

The excitement that had blown me up so, seeped out as if I were a leaking balloon. I could feel my newfound strength weakening, my pounding, stronger heart softening, that hateful shadow falling over it again. 

"What? But that can't possibly take him all day." 

"It's just not convenient. Maybe the day after or on the weekend. He wasn't sure." 

"Wasn't sure? Luke said he wasn't sure?" 

Suddenly my legs became like jelly. Without warning they lost all their firmness. I screamed. Tony lunged forward, unfortunately not reaching me in time to prevent me from crashing to the floor. 



EIGHTEEN 


Rebellion 

. 

The first thing I thought after I regained consciousness was I was wearing a different nightgown, one of the silk ones Tony had brought me at the hospital. That meant he had changed me before the doctor's arrival. But why? Had I torn it when I fell unconscious? It was embarrassing to realize he had taken off my nightgown and dressed me while I was unconscious. He was much older, a great-grandfather, but still . . . he was a man! 

Before I could ask him about it, he and Dr. 

Malisoff rushed into my room. My thoughts cleared and I remembered my physical accomplishments. It was happening—I was really recovering! Despite my collapse, I knew it was true. There was an end in sight to this existence as an invalid. My heart was cheered. 

Soon I would once again walk unaided, never again to be dependent upon nurses and doctors, medicines and equipment. 

I waited patiently but excitedly as Dr. Malisoff completed his examination of me—testing my reflexes. Tony waited near the door. 

As I lay there in bed, I again felt an awakening in my lower limbs and knew something significant had begun to happen. And even though the doctor wore his expressionless, analytical face, I could see something new in his eyes when he gazed down at me. 

"Well?" I asked anxiously. Tony stepped forward to hear what he would say. "Am I improving?" 

"Yes," he said, "your legs are coming back; your reflexes are stronger." 

"Oh, thank God! Thank God! Thank God!" I chanted. I looked at Tony, but he seemed troubled. 

The doctor decided to have a quick consultation with him. I waited again as they spoke in the sitting room. 

Why they had to do it beyond my hearing, I couldn't understand. The only thing I could think was, he didn't want me to get too excited. When they returned, they both looked happier. 

"Annie," the doctor said, "you are definitely on the way to a complete recovery; however, it is very important, especially now, that you don't rush things and cause a setback." 

"Oh, I won't." 

"What you must do is follow my orders to the letter, okay?" I nodded. He could have told me to cut all the grass at Farthy with a pair of scissors and I would have agreed. "The reason you collapsed after you stood up is you are still physically exhausted. We want to build your strength for the battle ahead, now that your legs are returning. I am going to adjust your therapy. have given Mr. Tatterton some simple instructions to follow. In any case, I will return the day after tomorrow and examine you again." 

"Can't I begin to use the walker in the morning? 

I want to try to stand and walk as soon as I get up." 

Dr. Malisoif looked at Tony and then squeezed his chin with his thumb and forefinger as he considered me. 

"Annie, I've described the stages of your recuperation to Mr. Tatterton in great detail. Don't do anything without asking his permission first, okay?" 

"Yes, but—" 

"No buts. Buts create complications," he added, smiling. "Can I depend on you?" I shifted my eyes away, unable to hide the sad expression on my face. 

"Now, now, you should be happy. You're on your way." He patted my hand and started out. Tony shook his hand and then remained behind. He looked down at me with sad blue eyes. 

"After you passed out, I was sure we would have to bring you back to the hospital. Now we have good news, but you don't look happy." 

"I'm just anxious to get back to normal, Tony." 

"Of course." He stood thoughtfully a moment and then suddenly brightened as something came to mind. "But I have another surprise for you, and now that there is this definite degree of improvement, I'm even more excited about it" 

"What have you done?" He did look excited—

his eyes young and soft blue again, his face flushed. 

"Since we put in the chair elevator for you to go up and down the stairway, I decided to have a ramp built in front of the main entrance this afternoon. You can wheel yourself to the stairway, go down, and wheel yourself to the front. Then you can wheel down the ramp and go along the sidewalks and paths to enjoy the grounds around Farthy. Of course, the first few times, I will take you, but in time—" 

"In time I will walk out on my own, Tony." I was sorry I had said it so quickly and so sharply. He looked dejected, like a little boy who had been turned down, but I couldn't help it. My progress had filled me with such hope, and now Tony and the doctor were telling me it would be a much longer wait than I had anticipated. I was still going to be confined to a wheelchair. 

"Of course. I didn't mean to—" 

"But I do appreciate what you have done, Tony. 

I can't wait to go out and around Farthy. Thank you, Tony. Thank you for everything, because I am sure without you I wouldn't be recovering so soon." 

His face brightened again. 

"I'm glad you feel that way, Annie. Oh," he said, looking over at the easel, "I see you have made progress on your painting. How wonderful." I studied his face as he turned a sharp, penetrating gaze on my work. His smile melted slowly, and with it went all that had made his expression bright and young. Then he looked out the window as if he could see through the darkness. He continued gazing as if he saw through the inky night. I didn't know what to say. 

"It's just a drawing right now." 

"Yes." When he turned back to me, his blue eyes looked troubled. He folded his brow and curled his lips inward like someone under great mental strain. "It's good, but I was hoping to see you paint the gardens and hedges, the little walkways and small, sparkling fountains." 

"But Tony, the fountains aren't running. They're stuffed with autumn leaves. And the gardens need pruning. Whatever flowers there are, are being choked by weeds. Some of the hedges are trim, but even they need more work." He stared ahead, his eyes unblinking. I didn't think he heard a word I said. 

"When the sun is out, the grounds glitter." He smiled. "Jillian says it's as if some giant stood on the roof and cast jewels over the lawns. She's an artist, so she has an artist's eye and imagination. She paints only pretty, pleasant things, happy things, things that make her feel young and alive. That's why she started with illustrations for children's books." 

"Jillian . you mean, my great-grandmother Jillian? But she's dead. Tony?" He was just staring at me again, that faraway look in his eyes. I felt myself tremble. Was something more happening to him? 

Were his journeys back to the past becoming more frequent, and to the point where he was having trouble returning to the present? 

"What? Oh, I meant, Jillian used to say." He laughed, a short, dry laugh and looked at my easel again. "It's just when I see artwork, art supplies, I think of her and vividly remember those early days. 

Oh well, after you're up and about, you'll set yourself up down there in the gardens and paint and paint until you wear the brushes down to nothing. 



"I'm not surprised you chose a sad scene, closed up in this room the way you are. An artist needs space, to roam, to breathe. Only Troy could lock himself up and create one beautiful thing after another. They were already alive in his mind, I suppose." 

"I'd like to see more of Troy's work." 

"Oh, you will. When you come downstairs, we'll go to my office and look at all the models on the shelves. He created each and every one, down to the smallest detail." 

"Maybe I'll come down tomorrow," I said hopefully. 

"Yes. We'll arrange your first outing. Isn't this wonderful—to have you moving through the corridors of Farthinggale Manor once again!" 

"Once again?" 

He clapped his hands together. Everything he was saying seemed mixed up. Perhaps it was just the excitement of my impending recovery, I thought. I had to keep reminding myself—Tony was no youngster. Having all this thrust upon him after so many years of living in relative solitude had to be mind boggling. 

"Now, I should let you get your rest." 



"I'm too excited to sleep." I was reminded about my nightgown. "But Tony, why am I wearing a different nightgown from what I was wearing before I collapsed?" 

"Different nightgown?" His smile became a smile of confusion. "I don't understand." 

"I wasn't wearing this one before. You changed me, didn't you?" 

He shook his head. 

"You're probably just confused. You always wore that nightgown. It's your favorite. You've often told me so," 

"I .. I did?" He had me wondering myself, now. 

I shook my head. It didn't seem all that important anyway. 

"Maybe I should give you something to help you sleep. The doctor left instructions to continue your sedatives." 

"I hate sleeping pills. They give me nightmares," I cried. 

"Now Annie, you've got to continue to do the things that have helped you reach this point of recovery, don't you?" he said in a soothing voice. "The doctor thinks you should, and after all, that's what we're paying him for—his medical knowledge. I'll be right back." 

Moments later he returned with the pill and a glass of water. Reluctantly, I took it and swallowed it. 

Then I fell back against the pillow. He fixed my blanket and turned down the lights. Then he returned to my bedside and took my hand. 

"Comfortable?" he asked. 

"Yes." My voice sounded so small. I wished so much that it was my daddy's hand I was holding. 

"That's good; that's the way it will be from now on," Tony said. "I'll always be here for you. Just call. 

I'll listen for your call, Annie, and I'll come as quickly as I can." 

"But you can't devote all your time to me, Tony. You have a business to run," I declared. 

"Oh, I don't worry about my business. It runs itself, and I have competent people in charge, including Drake now. Don't you ever think you're a burden for me," he added, patting my hand. 

"Are you going to get a new nurse tomorrow?" 

"I'll call the agency first thing in the morning," 

he assured me. "Sleep well." He knelt down and kissed my cheek, this time his lips lingering much longer against my skin, his hand pressed firmly over my shoulder as if he never wanted to let go. "Good night." 

"Good night; Tony," I said, and watched him walk slowly out of the room, moving like one of Rye Whiskey's ghosts, turning off the lights as he went, the darkness dropping behind him. 

Even with the sleeping pill, I was too excited to fall asleep quickly. Every once in a while I would try to move my toes and feel the tingle in my feet and the sensation of them moving against the blanket. I imagined I was not unlike a newborn baby discovering her limbs, discovering her own body. 

Each tiny movement, each feeling, brought new wonder. Oh, how I wished I had someone who was close, someone very close to share this physical comeback with me! How wonderful it would be if Luke were here when I stood up! He would embrace me and hold me against him, kiss me and stroke my hair. I smiled to myself imagining it, hearing him whisper in my ear as he ran his fingers along my shoulders. It made me tingle just to imagine it. Oh, Luke, I cried, am I being horribly sinful thinking these thoughts? 

Finally the sleeping pill Tony gave me took effect. I felt myself growing more and more groggy, my eyelids growing heavier and heavier, until it was hard to keep them open. I closed them and the next thing I knew, there was sunlight on my face and Tony was opening the curtains. He was still in his robe and slippers, but he had already shaved. The room reeked of his after-shave lotion. 

My first fearful thought was I had dreamt everything—the sensations in my legs and feet, my effort to stand, and my actual standing. But I concentrated on moving my feet, and to and behold, this time my leg folded inward. 

"Tony!" I cried. He spun around as if I had poked him in the back of his neck. "My legs . . . 

they're easier to move and they feel so much better." 

He nodded quickly and continued to open curtains and move about the room, getting things ready for me to be helped out of bed, washed and dressed. 

"You should wear this today, Annie," he said, taking one of Mommy's old dresses from the closet. 

He held it up admiringly. "You look great in it." 

"I never wore that, Tony." 

"Then you should. You'll look great in it. Take my word for it." 

It was a light blue cotton dress with ruffled sleeves, a wide, embroidered collar, and an ankle-length hem. I thought it was quite inappropriate. It was more like a dress to wear to an afternoon tea party than a dress to wear while confined to a room. 

"I can pick out my own clothing, Tony. Don't worry," I said. I was sure I didn't need as much help as usual this morning. To prove it I sat up and carefully brought my legs out from under the blanket, dangling them over the edge. 

"What are you doing?" he cried excitedly. 

"Getting up. See, I can do this myself now!" 

"Didn't you listen to anything the doctor said last night? Wait for me," he commanded. "If you try to stand and you fall, you could break a bone. Do you want to be laid up with a cast for six weeks on top of everything else?" 

His words filled me with terror. 

"All right, Tony. I'm waiting." 

He put the dress down on the foot of the bed and came around to me with the wheelchair. I lowered myself until my feet reached the floor, but when I went to put real pressure on my legs, he seized me under my arms and lowered me into the chair. 

"I think I could have done that myself, Tony." 

"I can't take any chances with you, Annie. The doctor would blame it on me if something happened to set you bat." 

"It seems to me I should be strengthening myself, working on building myself up." 

"In time," he instructed. "In time. won't rush things," he warned. "Now, about this dress—" 

"I'll pick something out myself, Tony, after I wash up." 

"I'll help you," he said, taking hold of the wheelchair and turning it toward the bathroom before I could move it myself. 

"But Tony—" 

"Remember what the doctor said about buts," 

he said. He turned the chair toward the bathtub and brought me face-to-face with it. Then he started running the water. 

"Tony, I can't let you do all this," I protested. 

"Nonsense. I feel terribly responsible for what happened with Mrs. Broadfield. I hired her. The least I could do until she is replaced is provide the service you need and deserve. Just think of me as a male nurse," he added cheerfully. "How about some bubble bath?" He shook some pink powder into the water, then went out to get a washcloth and some towels. 

"Tony," I said as softly as I could when he returned, "I'm a grown woman now. I need my privacy." 

"You mustn't worry about those things now," he said. "And anyway, this is all as the doctor instructed." 

I didn't know how to reply. He turned off the water in the tub and smiled down at me. 

"Time to go in," he said. I looked at the water and up at him. His gray hair was brushed back neatly and his eyes were soft, loving. "Once you're in, I'll let you wash yourself," he offered. "I just want to be sure you don't slip and bang yourself against the tub." 

With great reluctance, I lifted my nightgown over my body. He took it from me and brought his hands under my arms. Inevitably, his fingers touched the sides of my naked breasts. I gasped. No one but my parents and doctors and nurses had ever seen me naked before, much less touched me. But Tony didn't seem to notice what he had done: He brought his arm under my legs and lifted me into the water, lowering me slowly, until bubbles hid my nudity. I felt terribly helpless, more like an infant than an invalid. 

"There," he said. "See how easy it was? Here," 

he added, offering me the washcloth. "I'll just go out and straighten up the bed while you bathe." 

About ten minutes later he returned. 



"How are you doing?" 

"Fine." 

"Want me to scrub your back? I'm an expert at that. I used to do it for your grandmother and your mother." 

"Really?" I couldn't imagine Mommy permitting him to do so. 

"Absolute expert," he said and took the cloth from my hands, positioning himself on the rear of the tub. leaned forward as he brought the cloth to my neck. "You have the same smooth, graceful neck, Annie," he said, moving the cloth down to my shoulders gently. "And the same dainty, feminine shoulders, shoulders that can tease and torment the strongest men," 

I felt the way he used the washcloth to trace the lines in my shoulders, around, over my collarbone, and back behind my neck again. Moments later I also felt his breath against me, and when I gazed at the mirror across from us, saw that his eyes were closed and he was holding his head as though he were inhaling me. A chill of terror rushed through me. 

"Tony," I said, putting my hand over his and the washcloth, "I can finish up now. Thank you." 

"What? Oh yes, yes." He stood up quickly. "I'll lay a towel over your wheelchair seat," he said, and did it. "Are you finished?" 

"Yes, but you're going to get all wet." 

"Don't worry about me. I've been all wet before," he kidded, and reached into the water to scoop his arms under me again. Then he lifted me gingerly out of the tub and set me down on the chair. 

Quickly, I wrapped the towels about myself. Tony seized another towel and began wiping my legs. 

"I can do that, Tony." 

"Nonsense. Why exhaust yourself when I'm around to help?" He went on, massaging my calves and working his way up over my knees, wiping my skin with an artist's care. He squatted and raised his eyes slowly to confront my gaze. "When I see you here like this, I can think only of your grandmother Leigh." 

"Why do you say that, Tony?" 

"The way you look—young, innocent, so soft, and your hair ." 

I was beginning to regret agreeing to the change of color. Perhaps because of it, Tony often didn't see me  when he looked at me. 

"I'd better get dressed, Tony," I said. 

"Yes, of course." He stood up and wheeled me out of the bathroom to the bed, where he had laid out the blue cotton dress. "I'll help you," he said, and moved quickly to get me a pair of panties and a bra. 

He squatted before me again. 

"I can do this, Tony." I reached for my panties, but he simply lifted my feet and slipped the undergarment over my ankles, moving it up my legs slowly, his gaze fixed, his fingers never touching my skin. When he reached my thighs, he stopped and came around behind me. There was no stopping him. 

Using his forearms, he lifted me just enough to pull the panties into place. I closed my eyes to deny what was happening. He started to unwrap the towel. 

"Tony, please, let me do this." 

"I'll just assist," he insisted, and brought my bra around. I shoved my arms through quickly, but when I started to fasten it, his hands moved over mine and quickly took over. "And now for the finish," he announced, and came around to the front with the dress. 

"Tony, I don't think this dress—" 

"Just lift your arms. It'll be easy." 

Reluctantly, realizing it was the easiest way to bring all this to an end, I lifted my arms and let him bring the dress down over my head. He lifted and adjusted my body so he could pull the dress on completely, and then he stood back. 

"See? Nothing to any of it. I'll be here every morning to help you, Annie." 

"Every morning? But surely we'll have another nurse by tomorrow." 

"I hope so, but I'm going to be a great deal more careful about whom I hire now. We don't want another Mrs. Broadfield, do we?" He smiled and then clapped his hands. "Now let me see about your breakfast," he added, and hurried out of the room, energized by all he had done and all he had to do. 

In minutes he reappeared carrying my breakfast tray. 

"I hope you're hungry this morning," he said, stepping back. 

"Yes. I'm famished." I hoped that was another sign of my recovery. 

"I'll just get dressed while you eat," he finally said, and left. 

When he returned, he looked quite untidy, much like the way he had appeared in Drake's letter—

his hair disheveled, his tie loose, and the tie itself stained. His suit jacket and pants were quite creased, It was as though he had put on an old set of clothes. 



"Good morning," he said, as if this were the first time he had seen me this morning. I just stared in amazement, but he didn't seem to notice. He didn't look at me long. Instead he stood rocking on his feet, peering out the window, his hands behind his back. 

He ran his tongue over his lips, popped his cheeks in and out and nodded. Once again I had the sense he was moving in and out of reality, traveling back and forth between the past and the present. Truly he was beginning to alarm me. 

"I feel a lot stronger this morning, Tony," I said, eager to get things back on track so I could contact Luke. "Maybe you will take me on my outing after all," 

He spoke, but it wasn't in response to what I was saying. He acted like a man hearing another conversation. 

"I promise you," he began, "I'll give you a home and all that goes with it. . . ." 

"Home? I don't understand, Tony. I have a home . 

"From what I already know about you, you adapt quickly. I' suspect in the long run you will soon be more Bostonian than I myself am, and I was born here." He started to laugh, but stopped, his face hardening as his lips curled. "But I want no hillbilly relatives of yours showing up, not ever.. . ." 

"Hillbilly relatives?" I hope he didn't mean Iruke. "What are you saying, Tony? You're frightening me." 

He blinked quickly, as though he were waking up from a dream right before my eyes. Then he shook his head. 

"Tony? Are you all right?" 

"What? Oh yes. I'm sorry . . I was in deep thought. Well, I must get downstairs and tend to a few business matters," he said, "Ryse will be up to take care of your tray," he added, and rushed out of the room. 

My heart was pounding. What was wrong with him this morning? Was he having some kind of reaction to what he had done, helping to bathe and to dress me? I was happy when Rye Whiskey appeared, although he didn't look his happy self. 

"How are ya this mornin', Miss Annie?" 

"I'm feeling a great deal stronger, Rye, thank you." He took the tray and looked like he was going to rush out of the room, too. "Is everything all right with Mr. Tatterton, Rye?" 

"He looks all right. He's workin' in his office." 



"He said the strangest things to me just before, and for a few moments he acted as though he didn't even know it was me." 

"Maybe he was jes' havin' a dream," he said. 

"When peoples gets to be his age, they're often confused when they first gets up in the mornin'." 

"He had already been up some time. And as for age, you're older than Tony, Rye, and you don't get confused, in the morning, do you?" 

"Yes, ma'am, sometimes I does. 'Specially after last night." I stared at him. 

"Last night? Why?" He seemed reluctant to speak. "What's wrong, Rye? Please tell me." 

"Old Rye don't speak outa turn, Miss Annie, but are ya stayin' much longer?" 

"Not much. I'm getting better quickly." 

"Dat's good. The old ghosts been riled up somethin' terrible. I heard them wanderin' about all night last night." 

"Oh. The old ghosts?" I smiled. 

"Jes' the same, Miss Annie, I hopes you get better fast and gets back to your own home now. Not that old Rye don't want'cha here. You brings back the best memories ta me. I jes' don't want ya haunted none." 



"Well, I'll keep my eyes open, Rye." He nodded. I couldn't make him laugh about it. Ghosts and spirits were things he took seriously. He nodded and left with the tray. 

To get my mind off these things, I went back to my painting. Perhaps because of my regained strength and new hopeful outlook about myself, I felt like adding color to the work. I concentrated on the trees and foliage in the monument's background and then I found the brightest green for the grass. I made the sky azure blue instead of storm gray. I worked on everything in the picture except the man at the monument. 

Sometime, just after lunch, Drake arrived. He came charging into the room like a man hurrying to catch a train and quickly kissed me on the cheek. Ever since he had started working for Tony, he had taken on this frantic pace. It was as if his whole life were fixed on a schedule. I sensed that he had planned out just how much time he would spend with me, and when the gold watch Tony had recently given him announced the hour, he would leave no matter what. 

Drake seemed so changed, so much more a stranger. I could only hope it wasn't true of Luke as well, that when he finally arrived, I wouldn't find him radically different. That was my biggest fear. 



Apparently, no one had told Drake about my improvement. 

"You mean no one told you all that has happened? Mrs. Broadfield practically poisoning me to get her way, Tony firing her, my recovery!" I cried in astonishment. 

"Well, I haven't seen Tony yet. I just rushed right in and up here. But you tell me. What did the nurse do?" 

I described it all quickly. Drake sat back, shaking his head. 

"I was never crazy about her, but she came so highly recommended. It just shows you how hard it is to find competent good people out there. I'm finding the same thing in business. I'm doing some hiring, too, you know." He paused and stared at me a moment. 

Then he smiled. "You do look different, excited, stronger. Now what's this about a recovery?" 

"I stood up . . . on my own!" I cried, impatient with his complacency. 

"When?" He looked skeptical. 

"Last night. I can do it now, but the doctor and Tony are telling me I have to go slowly. Oh, Drake, don't want to go slowly. I'm so anxious to walk out of here." 



He nodded thoughtfully, gazing at me with his eyes narrow and sharp, just the way Tony often did. 

"I'm sure what they are telling you, they are telling you for your own good, Annie." 

"But it doesn't seem right," I insisted. "I know I can stand. I should be doing it more often, getting my legs used to it again, building their strength. And I should be using that walker," I said, pointing to it in the corner. "What's the point of having, it if I don't use it?" 

He shrugged. 

"It's probably something that has to be done at a certain point or . . . it'll do more harm than good. I don't know, Annie. I'm not going to be a doctor." 

"Luke is," I said. He winced as though I had slapped him, but I couldn't help my feelings. "I wish he was here. I don't understand why he's not here," I said and folded my arms across my chest. 

"I've left messages." 

"He's not getting them." I pouted. 

"All of them?" 

"It's not like him," I contended. 

"People change, especially when they go off to college. I think I told you that." 

"Not Luke," I insisted. "Drake, do you care about me? Really care about me?" 

"Of course. How could you even ask such a question?" 

"Then I want you to wheel me out of here. I'll go downstairs on my chair elevator and you will wheel me to the nearest telephone. I want to call Luke myself now. Tony promised to have a phone installed in this room, but he hasn't done it yet, and I have real doubts that he has made any real attempt to contact Luke for me." 

"Why? If he said he tried . . . and if he promised to get you a phone—" 

"No, no, he forgets what he says and what he promises. You don't see him the way I do, Drake. I think Tony is somewhat senile, and he's getting worse and worse each passing day." 

"What? Now, I've been working with—" 

"Listen to me, Drake. Sometimes, when he speaks to me, he gets everything confused . . talking about my mother, my grandmother, my great-grandmother. He forgets who's dead and who isn't. I'm sorry now that I let him and his beautician talk me into dying my hair this color. It's adding to his confusion." Now that I was telling Drake everything, it all seemed more serious to me than it had been before. 

He smiled and shook his head. "Annie, you're the one who's beginning to sound senile." 

"No, Drake. There are odd things going on . . . 

the way he keeps Mommy and Daddy's old suite, and my great-grandmother Jillian's suite . . as if everyone's still alive. Even Rye Whiskey thinks things are weird. 

Of course, he talks about ghosts wandering the halls, but he knows things. He wants me to go home!" I exclaimed. All this time, I realized, I was feeling sorry for Tony. I was trying to understand why he was like he was and I was making excuses for it. But now that I listed everything, I realized I should be feeling more sorry for myself. I could be trapped in the home of a madman, not just someone who went into memory lapses from time to time. 

"Rye wants you to leave?" Drake shook his head. "Now there's someone senile." 

"And Tony keeps Jillian's room like a museum," I continued, feeling desperate for Drake to understand my worries, "He doesn't let anyone in there. It's weird. You should have seen him a short while ago, mumbling about not permitting my hillbilly relatives to come live here. . ," I shook my head. "Do you know all the glass has been taken out of the mirrors in Jillian's room and—" 

"Hold on a minute, my head is spinning." He sat back. "Get you downstairs to call Luke, Tony's turned a suite into a museum suite, Tony's confused, you wish you hadn't dyed your hair . . . could this all be because of some medicine you're taking?" 

"Drake, aren't you listening to me?" He just stared. "I'm beginning to feel afraid. I want to be cooperative and do what everyone thinks I should, but I can't help wondering what Tony's going to do next." 

"Tony?" he said, still disbelieving. "I never met anyone as kind, as loving, as devoted to us as Tony." 

"Wheel me out," I demanded. "Now." 

"Let me talk to your doctor." 

"No," I said quickly, a new possibility coming to mind. "He's under Tony's employ. He does what makes Tony happy." The real possibility of that drove a sword of cold terror through my heart. "My God . . . 

what if . . ." I looked around the room, frantic now. 

"Even the doctor is no good? Annie, you should hear yourself. You're just overwrought because of all you've gone through . . . the accident, your crippled state . . the service at the tomb . . . I understand how you feel, but you really do have one of the best doctors and you are getting the best possible care here. I'm sure you'll have a new nurse by the end of the day and—" 

"Oh, what's the use?" I said, lowering my head. 

He couldn't see what was going on here, or . . . I raised my head and looked at him. Or he didn't want to see because he was so happy about the new executive position Tony had given him. He was in love with his own power and authority. In a real sense, Tony had done something he had done before—he had bought Drake. "You just won't listen. 

I thought I could depend on you. With my parents gone, you and Luke and Aunt Fanny . . ." 

I felt sick inside, sick and alone. My heart felt hollow, an echo chamber filled with my empty cries, cries that would be heard by no one because the people who had once really loved me were dead. Even Luke seemed dead to me now. 

"Look," he said, reaching out to take my hands quickly, "I'm on my way to New York. I've got a rather big project all on my own to run. I'll be gone a few days and then come right back here, and if you still feel the same way about all this, take you back to Winnerrow myself." 

"Will you? Promise?" Somehow, I didn't hold much hope for that. 



"Of course. I'll simply take charge of your recovery myself, get our own doctors, our own nurses—" 

"Oh, Drake, I wish you could do that now." 

"Just give it a few more days, Annie. You might be jumping the gun here, and we could set you back by starting all over again. You've got to be sure it's the right decision, but ... if you are, I promise to help you." 

He kissed me softly on the cheek and held me to him, and then he jumped up as if a buzzer had gone off in his businessman's head. 

"I've got a plane to catch." 

"But Drake, I thought you would at least take me downstairs to call Luke." 

"There's really no point in calling him and calling him. He'll come when he wants to come." 

"Drake, please," I begged, really begged to make him understand how important this was to me. 

He gazed down at me a moment and then 

nodded. "I'll speak to Tony on the way out. He's sure to do it." 

"But Drake—" 

"Keep your chin up, Annie. Everything will be all right. You'll see. At least you've gone back to your painting," he said, pointing to the easel. He didn't even go over to look at my work. He smiled quickly, like some automated functionary, and waved as he backed quickly out of the room, obviously afraid I was going to insist on something that might bring him into a conflict with Tony. I was so disappointed in him, Drake, the uncle who had been more like a big brother to me, now acting more like some stranger. 

In a moment he was gone and I was left with the silence that made me more aware of my helplessness. I was alone once more, trapped like a wounded animal in a gilded cage. 

More determined than ever, I wheeled myself to the door and opened it. Then I wheeled myself through the sitting room and opened the outside door. 

I wheeled down the corridor toward the stairway. 

Looking down, I saw there was no one below, but my second wheelchair was just where Tony had promised it would be—next to the foot of the stairway. I unfastened and lifted up the chair arm so I could pull myself into the elevator chair just the way Tony and the technician had shown me. Securely in it, the belt fastened, I pressed the down button and began to descend. My heart was pounding, but I was determined to be rebellious, determined to end this state of imprisonment. 

The chair came to a halt at the bottom of the stairway and I worked my way into the wheelchair that waited. Encouraged by my success so far, I began to wheel myself over the carpeted corridor toward Tony's office. 

The office door was slightly open. I paused, heard nothing from within, but pushed on anyway. A single small reading lamp was on at the desk, but other than that, the room was relatively dark, the closed curtains locking out the afternoon sunlight. I looked around. There was no one there. Where had Tony gone? I sat back in my chair, frustrated.. Then my eyes settled on the phone on Tony's desk. 

Finally, an opportunity to speak with Luke myself! I wheeled myself to the desk. It wasn't until I picked up the receiver that I realized I had no idea how to reach him, I had no number. What was the name of the dormitory he was living in? Drake had never told me. 

I dialed information and asked for Harvard. The operator, annoyed with my lack of specifics, began reading off a list of possible offices. When she mentioned the housing administration, I stopped her. A tape-recorded voice came on and recited a number. I called and explained what I wanted as soon as someone answered. The secretary was very kind. She told me most of the students hadn't gotten their phones hooked up in their rooms yet, but she gave me the number of the phone on Luke's dorm floor. I thanked her and dialed again. 

A young man answered. He sounded like a Bostonian, a younger version of Tony. 

"I need to speak with Luke Casteel. This is his cousin Annie. It's urgent." 

"Wait one moment, please." 

I waited, watching the office doorway, 

expecting Tony to arrive any moment. I couldn't help feeling that I was doing something he would disapprove of. I hated the idea that a mere phone call seemed so adventurous. 

"Miss?" 

"Yes?" 

"Luke Casteel is in class now. His roommate said he would tell him you called." 

"Oh, but. . please, tell him more. Please," I begged. 

"Why, of course. What would you like me to tell him?" 

"Tell him . tell him I need him desperately, and no matter what anyone says, he should come to Farthy immediately." 

"Farthy?" 

"Yes, he'll understand. Make sure you say immediately. It's very, very important." 

"And this is Annie?" 

"Yes." 

"Okay, I‟ll give the message to his roommate, who will most assuredly give it to him." 

"Thank you." 

"You're very welcome." 

I cradled the phone. My heart had started to pound again, thumping so hard I thought it would burst out of my chest. The excitement gave me a cold flush. I felt the beads of sweat that had broken out on the back of my neck. 

I straightened up in my chair and caught my breath, forcing myself to calm down. Where was Tony? He had told me he was coming down here to do business in his office. Maybe he had gone to get a new nurse. I wheeled myself out to the corridor again and listened. The house was so quiet. 

I went to the front door and opened it. Sunlight burst in upon me like a wave of warm water. I blinked and then closed my eyes and lay back as if I were on a beach. How wonderful to feel the fresh air and the warmth after having been locked in a room so long! It filled me with strength and hope. My heart grew stronger, and as the blood pulsated more quickly around my body, my limbs felt whole and well again. 

I sat up and rolled my chair forward and out onto the portico, and there it was, just as Tony had described: a wooden ramp. But it looked so steep. Dare I try to wheel myself down it? What would happen when I wanted to wheel myself back up? I wondered. 

Fear gripped me. I had gone too far, I thought. 

Now I was doing too much. But as I remained there in the opened doorway staring at the ramp, I thought of Luke. I could hear him telling me, "Go for the tall ones." What was I going to do now . . . turn back and retreat to my room, beaten down? 

I was strong enough, I told myself. My body wasn't going to disappoint me. Slowly, I wheeled myself to the ramp. How my heart was pounding! But I refused to be defeated. I had to do it. 

The wheels went up. I tottered at the top of the ramp and then . . I began to descend. My arms were barely strong enough to keep the wheels from spinning on their own. It did take more effort than I had anticipated to keep the chair straight and in control, but I reached the bottom and spilled off onto the walkway. I had done it! 

I had done all this and still felt able to go on. 

I looked down to my right, but the sounds of someone talking turned me to the left. Most likely Tony was out there overseeing some work, I thought, and I began to wheel down the walkway to my left. 

The pitted stone made it difficult at times, but I found a smooth rhythm and took myself a good five hundred feet from the front of Farthy before pausing. 

I saw a handyman down by the pool. He carried what looked like a lounge chair into the storage building. There was no one else- around. For a few moments I stared at the large gazebo and thought about Luke. At least I felt sure now he would get my message. He would understand how important it was for him to come, how desperate I had been. Perhaps he had felt I had deserted him because he hadn't heard directly from me for so long. Perhaps I had been wrong, horribly wrong, to think bad thoughts about him, to accept Drake's assertion that Luke had changed just because he was at college and meeting new people, especially new girls. He would come here immediately, I knew he would. 

How I wished I was gazing upon my own 



gazebo in Winnerrow now. How I wished Luke were already here, waiting for me. 

Behind this gazebo arid farther off to the left was the maze. Seeing it fro; a seated position in my wheelchair, I recalled what Drake had said about it looking so large because he was so small that first time he had seen it. It did look large, formidable, mysterious; yet I couldn't help being drawn to it, wanting to wander through it, just as I imagined my mother and her mother must have done. 

"Would you like to go in there?" a voice asked. 

nearly jumped out of my wheelchair. I struggled to turn to the right so I could see who was suddenly behind me. It took me a few moments, for he didn't help me. But finally, by backing up and turni g and backing up again, I got myself around. At first I saw no one and thought I had imagined someone speaking. 

Then he stepped out from behind a tall hedge. 

Shadows still draped his face, but I knew immediately I was looking up at the mysterious man who had knelt alone at my parents' monument. It was as if he had stepped out of my paintings and drawings, stepped out of my imagination and now stood before me in the real world. 




NINETEEN 

The Other Side of the Maze 

. 

Who you?" I gazed up at him in fascination. He had stepped out of the shadows and stood before me with his hands in his pants pockets. Although he was tall and lean, his shoulders were broad. He had unruly copper-brown hair that was graying along his temples, long hair that curled up at the ends, just brushing the white collar of his thin artist's smock with very full sleeves. 

I thought he had very fine facial features, not pretty-boy fine; more like the features carved on the face of a Greek statue. He tilted his head a bit to the side and one of his dark, thick eyebrows lifted as he considered me. He was looking at me so intensely that I became very self-conscious. Something he saw in me was affecting him, moving him. His eyes grew small, like Tony's eyes when they took on that faraway look just before he would babble and confuse past and present. Why didn't he speak? I began to tremble, naturally feeling threatened by his unwillingness even to say hello. I looked toward the house, but no one had followed me out; no one knew I was here. 



When I turned back to him, I saw that his lips curved into a smile, and there was something in that smile and in those dark brown eyes that made me feel warm and safe. 

"You don't have to tell me who you are," he said, his voice soft, soothing, almost loving. "You are Heaven's daughter. Although, you look more like Leigh with that hair color. Tell me, is it your natural color or did you dye it as your mother once did?" 

"Who are you?" I demanded more emphatically now. I saw in his eyes that he was thinking, deciding whether to continue to speak to me or just to rush off. 

Something he couldn't overcome kept him at my side. 

"Me? I'm . . Brothers. Timothy Brothers." 

"But who arc you? I mean, how do you know my mother and her mother? And how did you know she once dyed her hair?" 

"I work for Mr. Tatterton." 

I sat back. He certainly didn't look like one of the handymen, and Rye had told me there was no one with this man's description working on the grounds. 

Of course, Rye could be forgetful, too, I thought, but I didn't think this man did hard labor. There was a softness about him, a gentleness that suggested a contemplative nature. 



"Oh? And what do you do for Mr. Tatterton?" 

"I . . create toys." 

"Create toys?" 

"Don't look so surprised, Annie. Someone has to do it." 

"How did you know my name?" I asked with surprise. 

"Oh, by now everyone knows your name. Mr. 

Tatterton talks so much about you." 

I continued to gaze into his eyes. I sensed that there was a lot more mystery to this man than he was willing to reveal. 

"And what were you doing here in the hedges, or is that where you create toys?" 

He threw his head back and laughed'. 

"Hardly, no. I was taking a walk when I saw you coming down the walkway." 

"Where do you live? Farthy, too?" 

"No. I live on the other side of the maze. That's where I create the toys." 

"The other side of the maze? Isn't that where . . 

. isn't there a cottage there?" I asked quickly. 

"Oh, you know about the cottage?" I nodded. 

"Because your mother told you about it?" 

"No. She didn't tell me very much about Farthy; she never liked to talk about it." 

He nodded slowly, his face turning sad. He shifted his eyes away, gazing toward the Tatterton family cemetery. There was something in the way he held his shoulders that reminded me of myself whenever I was feeling melancholy. After a moment he took his right hand out of his pocket and brushed back his hair. His fingers looked long, sensitive, strong, the fingers of an artist. They were quite similar to my own. Perhaps certain people were born to be artistic, I thought. 

"I'm very sorry about what happened to your parents," he said, almost under his breath. He didn't look at me when he spoke. 

"Thank you." 

"So?" He looked up quickly. "You know about the maze, too, I take it. I couldn't help but notice how you were looking at it." 

"It looks so mysterious." 

"Like anything, it is for those who don't know it. Would you like to go through it?" 

"Through it? You mean . . to the other side?" 

"Why not?" He looked up at the blue sky streaked here and there with strokes of long thin clouds, "it's a nice day for a walk. I'd be glad to wheel you about." 

I hesitated to say yes, even though I was most eager to experience the maze and certainly wanted to see the cottage, for despite Mr. Brothers's pleasant and friendly way, he was still a complete stranger. What would everyone say to my going off with him like this? I wondered, On the other hand, he did work for Tony, and Tony was going to be upset that I had left the house, anyway. I might as well add a side trip, especially this side trip. 

"All right," I said. He saw the way I was looking around furtively. 

"Mr. Tatterton doesn't know you are out here?" 

"No, but I don't care," I said defiantly. 

"You've inherited your mother's spirit, I see." 

He came around my chair and took hold of the handles. "You knew her well?" 

"Yes. I knew her well. She was about your age when I met her, too." 

"You mean you've been working for Tony all this time? Making toys?" 

"Yes." He was behind me now, pushing the chair along, so I couldn't see his face, but his voice had grown even softer. 

"But I thought his brother Troy was the one who designed all the toys then." 

"Oh, he was. I'm just making replicas of his designs. He taught me everything I know." 

"I see." I sensed he wasn't being quite truthful. 

"Did you work in the cottage, too? Or did you work in a factory?" 

"Both." 

"Where did you meet my mother?" We were getting closer and closer to the entrance to the maze, and I thought I would talk to cloak my fear. 

"Here and there." He stopped pushing me. He seemed to sense the anxiety in me. "Are you sure you want to go on?" 

I didn't answer immediately. The hedges were so high and thick, the pathways through the maze were dark and looked so deep. What if this man didn't really know his way and we got lost? 

"You're sure you can go in and find your way out?" He laughed. 

"Blindfolded. Maybe one day I'll do it just to show you I can. But if you're afraid . . ." 

"No, no, I want to go on," I said, forcing myself to be brave. 

"Very well, then. Here we go," he said, and pushed me forward into the great English maze. I was actually going into it! Something that had been a fantasy for much of my life was about to happen! 

Once again I longed for Luke to be with me. I sat back, holding my breath, and soon we were walled up in a castle of shiny green ivy. 

It was pretty in the maze, the hedges growing as tall as ten feet and making precise right-angle turns. 

Of course, like most of the greenery about Farthy, it needed trimming and care. But it was dark and green and soothing in there, and I felt the tension of the day, the worry, the fear, the struggle ease away from me. 

"What do you think so far?" he asked as soon as we had made our first turn and gone in deeper. 

"It's so quiet. I can barely hear the garden birds chirping." 

"Yes, the peaceful serenity is what I love about the maze." 

I looked up. Even the plaintive shrieks of the sea gulls flying overhead seemed muffled, faraway. 

He paused as we made another turn. 

"Are you seated too low to see the roof of Farthy?" 

"No, I can just make it out above the hedge. It looks so far off already." 

"In the maze you can pretend you're on a different world. I often do," he confessed. "Do you like to pretend, to live in fantasy from time to time?" 

"Yes, very much. Luke and I often did that, and if we were both home now, we probably still would, even though we would seem too old for it." 

"Luke?" 

"My . . . cousin . . my aunt Fanny's son Luke Junior." 

"Oh, yes . . . your aunt Fanny. I had forgotten about her." 

"You knew her, too!" 

"I knew of her," he said. 

He knew more than he was saying. I could tell. 

Who was this man? Had I been too adventurous to accept his invitation so quickly? We were heading deeper and deeper into the--great maze. I wrapped my arms about myself protectively. Part of me wanted to go right back to the house, but a stronger part of me wanted to see the cottage, wanted to know more about this mysterious, fascinating man. 

"Are you cold? It does get quite cool in here." 

"I'm okay. Is it going to be much longer?" 

"Only a few minutes more. We take this turn and then that and then go straight into another turn and another and then we'll be on the other side." 



"I can see how someone could easily get lost." 

"People do. Your mother once did." 

"She did? She never told me about it." 

He laughed. 

"The first time I saw her. She couldn't find her way back." 

"Please tell me about that," I begged. "She was so reluctant to talk about her days at Farthy." 

"It was the first time she had gone into the maze. I was working in the cottage—making little suits of armor for tiny knights, I think—when suddenly she appeared at the door. She looked innocent and lost, almost like an angel who had stepped out of the mist . . . so beautiful and so full of determination. It was very foggy that day and had grown dark quickly. She was afraid she wouldn't find her way back." 

"Was Troy there, too?" 

"Yes, he was." 

"Well, what happened next?" I asked, impatient with his dramatic pauses. 

"Oh, we calmed her down. Gave her something to eat, as I recall, and then directed her back through the maze." 

"It's funny to think of my mother as a young girl." 

"She was a very beautiful young lady, much like yourself." 

"I'm not feeling particularly beautiful these days, though." 

"You will. I'm sure. Well, here we are, one more turn." We went around a corner and emerged from the maze. 

Before us lay a path of pale flagstone lined with tall pines. Directly ahead was the small stone cottage with a red slate roof crouched low amidst the pine trees. I couldn't keep the small cry from escaping through my lips. 

It was Mommy's toy cottage, the one she had given me on my eighteenth birthday. The Tatterton replica was exact. How eerie, I thought. It was as if I had just stepped into a fantasy world, truly a toy world where people lived their dreams. 

Oh, I thought, if only Luke were here. He would see that all our make-believe could come true. 

Those two toy figures in the toy cottage really would be us. 

There was the knee-high picket fence, not meant to keep anything out, winding its crooked way around the cottage, giving support to climbing roses just the way they were in the replica. 

Unlike the rest of Farthy, the grounds around the cottage were well cared for, maintained with a loving hand . . . grass rich and trim, the fence whitewashed, the walk clean and smooth, the windows glistening. 

"Well . . . there's the cottage." 

"Oh, it belongs in a picture book. How I wish I could come here to paint it!" I exclaimed. 

"You paint?" 

"Oh yes. Painting is my passion. I'm even doing it now while I recuperate. I want to study art and work on my talent forever and ever," I added hopefully. 

"Of course. Of course," he repeated, once again sounding distant, lost in his own memories. "Well, then maybe you will paint it someday. Why not?" 

"Can we go inside?" I asked. 

"Certainly; but won't they be missing you back at Farthy by now?" 

"I don't care. I feel like a prisoner in there, anyway. Please, take me into the cottage." 

He pushed me forward down the path of 

flagstone to the front door, opened it and then wheeled me in. There were Tatterton Toys everywhere, on shelves and on the mantel above the fireplace, and at least a half-dozen antique clocks, all on time. As if to punctuate this realization, the grandfather clock in the corner struck the hour and the light blue music-box clock that was shaped like the cottage itself opened its front door. The tiny family within emerged and then retreated to a sweet, haunting melody, a melody that was familiar. 

It was the same melody that played whenever the roof of the toy cottage back at Winnerrow was lifted: Chopin's nocturne. We looked at one another as the melody came to an end. 

"My mother had a toy cottage that looked exactly like this cottage, with the hedges and the pine trees, and it played the same tune. She gave it to me on my eighteenth birthday. It is as old as I am and it still works. Someone sent it to her right after I was born." 

"Yes," he said. He could barely utter the word.. 

He looked frightened, his eyes a little wider. Then his expression changed and he looked very sad, his head tilted as he went into deep thought for a moment. 

Suddenly he realized I was staring, and smiled. 

I turned away quickly and continued to inspect the cottage. It was quaint, cozy, and warm, as I imagined a gardener's cottage might be. Although the furniture was old, none of it looked worn. Shelves, floors, curtains—everything looked neat and clean, looked like it belonged in the home of a meticulous person. There were really only two rooms, and in the living room right before the fireplace was a long table, covered with tiny pieces of metal, tools, and what was an unfinished toy medieval village. The church with its spiral roof and stained-glass windows was completed. There was even a priest standing in the doorway waving hello to his approaching parishioners. 

There were shops and fine stone houses and the huts of the poorer folk. Some tiny wagons drawn by horses were only partially completed, as were some of the buildings and walkways. 

"I have some ice tea, if you'd like." 

"Yes, please." I wheeled myself into the living room to look more closely at the Tatterton Toy village. 

"That one's taking me a lot longer because I keep adding something here and there," he explained. 

"It's so beautiful, so lifelike! I love it. Look at how you've captured the expressions on their faces. 

No two are the same." I looked up and caught him gazing intently at me, a soft and wonderful smile on his face. He realized how he was staring. 



"Oh . . . the tea. One moment," he said, and went into the kitchen. I sat back and looked around the cottage. 

"Here you go," he said, coming over quickly to hand the ice tea to me. I took it but didn't drink it. He tried to avoid my eyes, and turned away to busy himself putting tools back in their little niches on the wall. 

"You're the man I saw from the window of my room," I declared. 

"Oh?" 

"I saw you at my parents' monument, didn't I?" 

"I stopped there once, yes." 

"More than once," I insisted. 

"Maybe more than once." He flashed a smile and sat on the wooden rocker beside the fireplace. He put his hands behind his head, his long slender legs stretched out,and looked up at the ceiling. Now that I studied his profile, I saw that he was quite good-looking in a special way. He radiated a sensitivity that reminded me of Luke when Luke was his most loving, most intense and poetic self. 

"My walks are my only form of exercise these days. I wander all about the grounds." 

"You were at the service, too. I saw you," I said pointedly. "Why couldn't you come out of the woods and stand beside the other mourners?" 

"Oh . . I'm just shy. So," he said, anxious to change the topic, "how is your recuperation coming along?" 

"But why wouldn't you want to be seen there? 

Are you afraid of Tony?" 

"No." He smiled. 

"I can't understand why you keep yourself so . . 

so hidden, then." 

"It's just my way. I suppose there's something peculiar about all of us if we care to look closely. I'm the type who likes being by himself." 

"But why?" I pursued. 

"Why?" He laughed. "You do hang on once something bothers you, don't you? Just like your mother." 

"I don't understand how you know so much about her if you like to keep to yourself all the time." 

He laughed again. 

"I can see where I'm going to have to keep my life's secrets well undercover when you're around. I like to keep to myself," he said quietly, "but I did like to be with your mother and I do talk to people, just like I'm talking with you light now. Now, tell me about your recovery," 

"Yesterday I stood up by myself for the first time since the accident." 

"How wonderful!" 

"But the doctor and Tony think I should go slowly. No one tried to get me to stand up today, and I have yet to use the walker. They keep insisting I take naps and sleeping pills and remained locked away from people. This is the first time I've been out of the house since, and I've been here nearly a week; I can't even call anyone and talk. I have no' phone!" I cried. 

"Oh?" 

"I haven't seen my cousin Luke since I left the hospital, which is six days now. I sent- him messages through Tony and Drake." 

"Drake?" 

"My mother's half brother." 

"Oh yes, Luke Senior's son," 

"You seem to know a lot about my family for a worker . 

an assistant at that," I said suspiciously. 

"I'm just a good listener when people talk around me," 

"What a remarkable memory for details you have." 

I narrowed my eyes to show him I thought there was a lot more he wasn't telling me. 

He smiled, a boyish smile. 

"And what happened to Luke?" 

"He hasn't called or come. I wheeled myself into Tony's office and called Luke's dorm at Harvard and left a message for him with his roommate before I came outside." 

"I see. Well, I'm sure he'll soon pay you a visit, then." 

"I don't know. Everyone's different . . . Drake is 

. . . in love with being a businessman, working for Tony, and Luke would never ignore me before. We've grown up together and we have always been very close. I've told him things other girls would never dare tell another boy, and he's told me things boys would never dare tell girls. Because we're special to each other," I emphasized. He nodded thoughtfully. "We're more than just cousins." I paused. For some reason I felt Lcould share the family secrets with this man. I sensed his sincerity and I felt so comfortable in his presence. It was as if I had known him all my life. 

Complete strangers in Winnerrow knew about Luke. 

Why not him? I thought. "Luke and I have the same father," I finally blurted. 

"I see," he said, but he showed no surprise at the revelation. 

"You don't see. No one could see how hard it is, how hard it has been," I cried. "Especially for Luke. 

He's had so many, many obstacles to overcome, mountains to climb. People can be very cruel sometimes, especially in small towns like Winnerrow. They won't let you forget the sins of your . . ." 

"Sins of your fathers?" he offered. 

"Yes." 

"Luke must have grown into a very 

extraordinary young man for you to care so much for him." 

"Oh, he did. He's so bright. He was the class valedictorian! And he's thoughtful and polite. Everyone who's fair loves Luke and respects him, too! 

Mommy loved him. It was hard for her, but she cared just as much for him as she would have had he been her own son," I declared firmly. 

"Tell me about your hair. When did you dye it? 

You did dye it?" 

“Yes.” 

"When?" 

"A few days ago, Tony brought a beautician to Farthy and talked me into doing it. He thought looking brighter would make me feel better about myself." 

"Tony had you do this?" I saw the concern in his face. 

"Yes. Why do you ask?" 

"How has Tony . Mr. Tatterton, been these days? I haven't seen him for a while." 

"Strange. He's forgetful and he confuses things." "Confuses? Like what?" 

"He often mixes me up with my mother, my grandmother . even my great-grandmother Jillian." 

"How do you mean?" He leaned forward in his chair, his graceful hands clasped together, his arms resting on his knees. 

"He talks to me as though he's talking to one of them, mentioning things I wouldn't know or remember." 

He gazed at me, that look of concern firmly planted in his face. "How long will you remain here at Farthy?" 

"The intention was for me to remain until I was fully recuperated, but I told Drake today that I want to go home and recuperate there." All the pent-up feelings of being imprisoned, of having been tormented by a cruel nurse, and now living with Tony, who moved from one world to another, flooded over me, "I do!" 

"Then you should go. If you're not happy here, if you're not comfortable, you'd better go," he said, but so intensely, his eyes so determined, that I suddenly felt very frightened, 

"Who are you. . . really? You know too much about this family to be a mere employee." 

He sat back again and gazed at me for a long moment, My heart was pounding now, for I knew I was right. 

"If I tell you, will you keep the knowledge locked away, for it is very important to me that few, if any, people know. I am happy here living an anonymous life, protected by the maze. My solitude is very precious and important to me. I am happy living with my memories and my work, which, as you can see, can take up a great deal of my time." He paused and said, very sadly, "It's the life I've chosen for myself. I didn't think I would live this long, anyway." 

"Why not? You're not very old." 

"No, I'm not very old, but when I was younger, I was sickly and I had dreams I would die very young 

. . I wouldn't live past thirty. But I did. Death refused to claim me. I don't question why; I go on, doing what I do, living this quiet life, content with what I have. In a way I've made peace with myself, with all ray fears and sorrows. My past is like an old wound that's healed; I don't want to do anything to open it up again." He fixed his eyes on me, his soft, warm eyes, which urged me to trust him. 

"So . . . can you keep a secret as important as this one?" 

"Oh yes," I assured him. 

"I think you can. I don't know why I should feel this way, but l trust you . . just as I would trust . . my own daughter, had I gotten married and had a daughter." 

"My mother always taught me to respect what is precious to other people, even though the same things may not be precious to me." 

"She would tell you that." 

"There, you see. You knew her too well to be a mere employee." 

He smiled. 

"I should have remained in the shadows, Annie. 

I should have known you would see the truth." "What is the truth?" I waited, holding my breath. "I am not Troy Tatterton's assistant; I am Troy Tatterton." 

Strange how Troy's revelation didn't shock me as much as it should have, for everyone had told me of his death and spoke of him as long gone. Yet it was as if I had somehow always known. 

"When Rye Whiskey sees you, he probably thinks he's seeing one of his spirits," I said. 

"Rye." He smiled. "I'm not sure what he thinks, but I suppose you're right." 

"But now that you have told me the truth about who you are, will you tell me why you have let everyone believe you are dead and gone?" I asked. 

"Has anyone ever told you the circumstances of my supposed passing?" He eyed me carefully after he asked. 

"I've learned a little here and there; I learned the most from Rye Whiskey, but I don't know how much of what Rye tells me is true and how much is in his vivid imagination. I know you rode a horse—Jillian's horse—into the sea and were never seen or heard from again." 

"Yes, that part is so." 

"How did such a thing happen?" 

There was a smile around his eyes again. 

"When you ask like that—so passionately—you remind me so much of your mother when she was your age. I think you are just as attentive a listener. 

Will you listen?" he asked, sitting back again. 



I nodded, somehow scared by his new, serious tone of voice. 

"What I told you was true: I was a sickly, melancholy child and teenager. All my young life I was depressed by heavy, sad thoughts. My brother Tony, who was more like a father to me, tried his best to get me to change, to be more hopeful and optimistic, but it was as if a gray cloud had been planted over my head when I was born and it grew wider and wider and wider until one day, when I looked up, all I could see was an overcast sky, no matter how bright and blue a day it was. 

"Can you understand that?" 

I shook my head because I couldn't. I couldn't understand how anyone could go on living his life forever under overcast skies. Sunlight was so important; it was important to flowers and trees and grass and birds, and especially to young children who needed to bathe in its loving warmth. How else would anything grow? He anticipated my thought. 

"I couldn't grow into a healthy young man, not with these doomsday thoughts hanging over my head all the time. The worse I became, the more concerned Tony became and the more time and energy he devoted to me. His wife Jillian was a self-centered woman who was in love with only her own image in the mirror and expected everyone around her to be so enamored. You can't imagine how jealous she was of anyone or anything that would pull Tony's attention from her, even for a moment. 

"So, eventually I moved into this cottage to live and to work on the Tatterton Toys. it was a very lonely existence; most anyone would have gone mad, I know, but I wasn't as lonely as you might think, for I made my toys my world, my tiny people my people, and imagined stories about their lives." 

He shifted his eyes about the room, gazing at some of the toys, and laughed. 

"Maybe I was mad. Who knows? It was a good madness, though. Anyway," he said, leaning forward again, "I was plagued by thoughts of my own death. 

Winter was an especially difficult time because the nights were so long, giving too much time for too many dreams to be born. I would try to hold back sleep until just before dawn. Sometimes, I succeeded. 

If I saw I couldn't, I would walk about outside and let the fresh cold air wash my dreary thoughts away. I would walk the trails between the pines, and when my brain was cleared, only then did I come back in here and try to sleep again." 



"Why did you stay here during the winter? You were rich enough to go anywhere you wanted, weren't you?" 

"Yes. I tried to escape. I spent winters in Florida, in Naples, the Riviera, all over the world. I traveled and traveled, searching for an avenue of escape, but my winter thoughts were like excess baggage, always with me. I couldn't shake them off, no matter what I did or where I went, so I returned defeated, unable to do anything but accept my fate. 

"Along about that time, your mother came along. She was a flower planted in the desert . . . a cheerful, bright and beautiful person. I knew she had been through hard times already during her young life, but she seemed to be able to cling to that optimism and innocence that characterizes young people, that makes older people so envious. 

"You have that same wonderful light in your eyes, Annie. I can see it. Even though some terrible, horrible things have happened to you and the people you love, that brightness is still there, burning like a large candle in a dark tunnel. Someone very lucky will be guided by your light out of the darkness of his own sad thoughts and will live happily in the warmth of your glow. I know it." 



I couldn't help blushing. Few men had ever spoken to me this way. 

"Thank you," I said. "But you haven't told me what drove you to ride a horse into the sea." 

He sat back and tucked his hands behind his head again. I could see that was his favorite position. 

For a long moment he thought, his eyes fixed on the ceiling. I was patient, for I could sense how difficult it had to be for someone to explain why he had wanted to end his life. Finally, he sat forward again. 

"Seeing your mother, seeing the brightness and the life, filled me with some hope for myself in those days, and for a while I was different. I even thought,. . 

believed it was possible for me to find someone like her and marry and raise children . . . a daughter much like yourself, perhaps. 

"But my melancholy returned when I could find no one like her. I was depressing to most women, you see, for most didn't have the patience to deal with my temperament. One day, during a party that Tony had arranged to cheer me up, I decided I would turn the tables on Death . . Death who had pursued me my entire life, Death who sat in the shadows smirking, waiting, haunting me with his dark, gray eyes, his patient posture . . waiting for his opportunity. I decided to take the opportunity away. Instead of spending my life attempting to flee from what I knew would be his inevitable grasp, I charged forward at him and so surprised him with my action, he did not know how to react. I rode Jillian's wild horse into the sea, fully expecting to end my wretched existence. 

"But as I said, Death was surprised and couldn't take me. I was cast back on the shore, alive. I had failed even at this. 

"However, I realized I had given myself an opportunity to escape in a different way. I let everyone believe I had died. It enabled me to become someone else, to move about like a shadow and not be troubled by people who wanted to cheer me up. I only depressed them anyway, because when they failed, they had to contend with me in my gray, dark state of mind. 

"This way I bothered no one and no one bothered me. But one day my brother discovered my existence. He had been mourning my death so hard anyway that I could no longer keep my life from him. 

We made a pact . I would live here, anonymously, and he would maintain the fiction of my death. After a number of years had passed, when most anyone who had known me had left or died, we told people I was a new artisan, creating toys in Troy's style. 

"And so, no one bothers me and I can continue as I am, as I told you: working, living in my memories and my peaceful solitude. 

"Now you know the truth and I am dependent upon your promise to keep it locked in your heart." 

"I won't tell anyone, but I wish you would come back to the world on the other side of the maze. I wish, somehow, I could bring you back." 

"How sweet you are sitting there in your wheelchair wishing you could help someone else." 

We gazed at one another. There were tears locked in the corners of his eyes, for he knew that if he released them, my own tears would come bursting forth. 

"Now," he said suddenly, clapping his hands together. "You say you stood on your own yesterday?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, you should be standing a little more every day, and you should be taking steps." 

"That's what I thought, but the doctor said—" 

"Doctors may know some things about the human body, but they often don't know enough about the human heart." He got up and stood about two feet in front of me, just far enough away for him to hold out his arms. "I want you to stand again, and this time, I want you to try to take a step toward me." 

"Oh, I don't know . I ." 

"Nonsense, Annie Stonewall. You get to your feet. You're Heaven's daughter, and Heaven would not sit there pitying herself, nor would she remain at the mercy of other people long." 

He said magic words. I swallowed hard and bit down gently on my lower lip. Then I took hold of the arms of the chair and willed my feet to move from the footpads to the floor. Slowly, scraping along, they did so. Troy nodded encouragement. I closed my eyes and willed all the-pressure I could down my legs. 

"Make your feet one with the floor of the cottage," he whispered. "The soles of your feet are glued to that floor. Glued . . ." 

I felt myself pushing. There was pressure there. 

My legs tightened, the wobbly muscles stretched, and I pushed down on the arms of the chair. Slowly, even better and smoother than yesterday, my body rose into a standing position. I opened my eyes. Troy smiled. 

"Good. Now don't be afraid. Move your legs forward. Let go of the arms of the chair." 

"I can't help being afraid. If I should fall . . ." 

"You won't fall. I won't let you, Annie. Walk to me, walk to me," he chanted, holding his hands out just far enough away so that it would take one or two steps to reach him. "Walk to me . . come to me, Annie." 

Maybe it was that plea, something in the sound of his voice so similar to the voice in my own dreams calling me out of the darkness and into the light, that gave me the will and the strength to attempt it. 

Whatever it was, it was enough. I felt my trembling right leg move just a little bit forward, the foot barely lifting from the floor. My left leg followed suit. 

It was a step! A step! 

I took one more and then my body failed me. It softened with the effort and I felt myself falling. But I fell for only a moment because Troy's arms were around me, holding me securely to him. 

"You did it! You did it, Annie! You're on your way back. Nothing can stop you now!" 

I couldn't hold back my tears. I was crying a rainbow of happiness, colored blue and yellow, and a veil of sadness, colored gray. I cried because of my success and I cried because I was in the arms of someone who I now knew could be warm and loving, but who was trapped in a world of dark days. 

He helped me to return to my chair and then stood back, gazing down at me as proudly as a parent who had seen his baby take her first steps. 

"Thank you." 

"It is I who should thank you, Annie. You made the clouds part enough for some sunlight to come into my world today. But," he said, looking at the grandfather clock, "I had better get you back. If, as you say, they don't know where you are, they must be frantic with worry by now." 

All I could do was nod. I was feeling 

exhausted, and the prospect of lying in that big, comfortable bed upstairs in Farthy seemed surprisingly inviting. 

"Will you come to see me?" I begged him. My days at Farthy seemed suddenly brighter with the prospect of Troy to help pass the hours. 

"No. You'll come to see me . . . on your own, very soon, I'm sure." 

"And after I leave Farthy and return to Winnerrow, will you pay me a visit?" 

"I don't know, Annie. I don't leave the cottage very much these days." 

He started to wheel me out. The afternoon sun had fallen considerably since we had come through the maze and entered the cottage. Now long shadows were painted over the little lawn and garden. The maze looked much darker and deeper. 

"You're cold," Troy said. "Wait." He went back into the cottage and reappeared carrying a light eggshell-white cardigan sweater. I put it on quickly. 

"Better?" 

"Yes, thank you." 

This time when we entered the maze, I felt as if I were moving through some dark boundary between a happy world and a sad one. I longed to be turned around and g-o-back to Troy's cottage. How quickly I had come to trust him and feel comfortable with him. 

"Perhaps someday you'll let me help you take your first steps, Troy," I said. 

"My first steps. How do you mean that, Annie?" We rounded a corner. 

"Your first steps into the bright warm world where you belong, the world you deserve." 

"Oh. Well, maybe you already have. We're both cripples of a sort, I suppose." 

"On the way to recovery," I assured him with a smile. 

"Yes, on the way to recovery," he agreed. 

"Both of us?" I insisted, raising my brows. 

"Yes, both of us." He laughed. "I don't think I could remain depressed with you around. You wouldn't tolerate it long; your mother was the same way." 

"You'll tell me more about what you remember about her when she was young . . every time we talk?" 

"I will." 

"Then we must talk often," I insisted. 

"Promise?" "I'll do the best I can." 

There was no one outside the house when we emerged from the maze. I was positive they were looking for me by now, but I thought they just couldn't imagine me outside. Of course, they had found my chair by the elevator chair and knew I had come downstairs, but they were sure to be going through the bottom floor first. 

"I'll help you up that ramp," Troy said. He pushed me forward and up until we reached the front door. "You're back!" He came around to the front of my chair. "Have a good night, Annie, and thank you. 

I'll have no nightmares tonight," he added, smiling down at me with a gentle warmth in his eyes. 

"Nor will I. 

"May I give you a good-bye kiss?" 

"Yes, I'd like that." 

He leaned down and kissed me softly on the cheek and then he was off. Almost before I could turn around, he was gone, absorbed by the shadows, as if he, too, were merely a phantom dream I'd conjured to wile away the long, lonely hours in Farthinggale Manor. 

I opened the great door and wheeled myself into the house. I was halfway through the entryway and on my way to the elevator chair when Tony, accompanied by Parsons and another handyman, appeared. 

"Here she is! Well, be darned!" Parsons hollered. 

"Where have you been?" Tony demanded. He looked very disheveled, his eyes wild. 

"Outside . . . just outside," I said, trying to sound casual, but the more casual I sounded, the angrier Tony became, his eyes brightening with surprising fire and rage. 

"Outside? Don't you know what you have put us through, wandering about like this? We've been searching and searching. The whole house has been turned upside down, inside out. You told no one where you were going. I told you I would take you on your first outings. How could you do this on top of all that's happened?" he demanded. 



"I wouldn't have done it if I thought I couldn't, but I was able to wheel myself about, and after I tell you all the rest, you'll understand," I replied, quite taken aback by his outburst. This was a side of him he had kept well hidden until now, I thought, the side of Tony Tatterton that made employees shake and servants jump, the ruthless executive who couldn't tolerate anyone going against his wishes and commands. 

"Take her upstairs!" he bellowed before I could add another thing. "And don't use the elevator chair. I want her up there quickly! She looks exhausted." 

Parsons and the handyman rushed forward at his order and took hold of my chair, wheeling me to the foot of the stairway and lifting me to carry me up the steps. 

"Wait, Tony. I don't want to go up yet. I feel trapped in that room. I want to eat downstairs in the dining room tonight and I want to move about freely through this house. I have taken my first steps," I announced proudly. 

"First steps? Where? You need your rest, your hot baths, your massages. You don't know what you're doing anymore. The doctor will be enraged. All your progress will be ruined." 



"But Tony—" 

"Just take her up," Tony repeated. "Quickly." 

"Stop this. Put me down," I demanded. Parsons and the handyman looked at Tony again, but what they saw in his face made them continue. 

"Sorry, miss, but if Mr. Tatterton thinks this is best for you, we'd better do it." 

"Oh, all right," I said, seeing how I was only putting the servants in a difficult position. "Do what he wants." 

"Very good, miss." They lifted me easily and carried me up the stairs. 

"You can put me down now," I said when we reached the upstairs floor. "I'll wheel myself to my room." 

As I went through the outer door, I pulled it closed behind me. It slammed shut and then I sat in silence, confronting my bed, my walker, my medical facilities. It was all so depressing after being outside. I was determined to end this now. Luke was sure to get my message and come to visit. 

And when he did, I would demand he take me home. 

And I would leave this place, this house full of ghosts and haunting memories and painful times. 



Luke and I had lost our fantasy world, perhaps, but we would have each other. It was that thought and that thought alone that made me determined to leave. 




TWENTY 

A Prisoner's Escape 


. 

Exhausted from my first outing, my efforts to walk, and Tony's dramatic outrage, I wheeled myself to the bed. Just as I lifted myself out of the chair and leaned over the bed, Tony came through the door. 

"Annie, you should never, never close your door," he chastised. "How will I know when you need something? And look at you struggling to get back into bed. You should have realized I would be right up to help you." He pulled the wheelchair back and then swung my legs up and onto the bed. 

"I can do it myself," I insisted. 

"Oh, Annie. You're just like Heaven—stubborn. 

The two of you could rile up a preacher." 

"The two of us?" I swung around. "Mommy's dead . . . dead!" I screamed. I was so tired and so mentally exhausted, I had no tolerance for his confusions. 

"I know that, Annie," he said softly, closing and opening his eyes. "I'm sorry, sorry I had to be so rough with you downstairs, but you did a very bad thing, and I was just overwhelmed by it all." 

"It's all right, Tony. All right," I said, not wishing to prolong any discussion. I wanted only to get myself into bed, rest, eat my dinner, sleep, and wait for Luke's arrival. 

"No, it's not all right, but I'll make it up to you. 

I promise. You'll see. There are so many things I want to do for you now, Annie, things I will do, things could have done for Heaven if only she would have let me." 

"Okay," I said. I closed my eyes and then felt his hand on my forehead. 

"Poor Annie . . . my poor, poor Annie." He stroked my hair affectionately, and when I looked into his eyes, I saw the warm concern again. He was just too complex, too confusing for me. I just couldn't deal with him on top of everything else anymore. All I wanted was to leave here. 

Suddenly the light in his eyes changed. 

"This sweater you're wearing. Where did you get it?" he demanded. 

I didn't want to get Troy into any trouble, but I couldn't lie about it. Tony had gone through my wardrobe after Drake had brought everything, and he knew what clothing was hanging in the closets here and what was in the dresser drawers. 

"Someone gave it to me," I said. 



"Someone? Who?" 

"A very nice man who lives in the cottage on the other side of the maze," I replied, deciding to pretend I didn't know who Troy really was. 

"The other side of the maze? You went through the maze?" 

"I'm tired, Tony. Very tired. Please. I don't want to talk anymore. I just want to sleep." 

"Yes, yes. I'll help you undress," he said, reaching down to help remove the sweater. 

"No! I can do it all myself. I want my privacy. 

Just leave me be!" I demanded. He pulled back as if I had slapped him across the face. 

"Of course," he mumbled. "Of course. I'll let you rest and then see to your dinner." 

"Thank you." I didn't move, to show him I wouldn't do anything until he had left. He understood, nodded, still looking stunned, and then turned and left the room. 

I was quite a bit more tired than I had anticipated, and the effort to undress and get myself into my nightgown was exhausting. It seemed to take forever, too. By the time I had pulled myself under the cover and lowered my head to the pillow, I was drained. In moments I was asleep. 



I woke abruptly. It took me a few moments to acclimate myself again, and when I looked at the clock by the side of-the bed, I realized I had slept into the middle of the night. The house was as quiet as a funeral parlor; my curtains had been drawn closed, and only that small, weak lamp in the sitting room was on, casting long, thin pale-yellow shadows over the walls. 

My stomach churned and growled, complaining because I had slept right through supper. I pulled myself into a sitting position. Why hadn't Tony woken me to eat? Rye had not come in and left a tray of food here, either. 

"Tony?" I called. There was no answer, nor did I hear him stirring about in the sitting room. "Tony?" I raised my voice and waited again, but still there was no response.  "Tony!"  I screamed. 

I expected he would come charging in after that outburst to chastise me for sleeping through supper, blaming it on my excursion over the grounds of Farthy. But he didn't come. All remained quiet, still. 

I reached over to turn on the lamp on the night table, deciding that I would get up and out of bed, wheel myself into the corridor to see what was going on and why no one would respond. But after I turned on the light and illuminated the room, I was shocked to discover that my wheelchair was gone. And so was my walker! I was really trapped in my bed. 

"You can't do this, Tony," I muttered. "You can't keep me a prisoner here any longer. I'm going to leave.  Do you hear me? I'm going to leave in the morning!" 

There was no response. I fell back against the pillow, exhausted and overwhelmed once more. I must have dozed of again, because a movement near the bed made my eyes snap open and my heart thump. 

Grinding my fists over my eyes, I tried wiping the sleep away. Tony must have returned to my room after I had fallen asleep and turned off my lamp. Even the light from the sitting room seemed dimmer. I could barely make out his silhouette at the foot of the bed, but I recognized his shadowy figure. 

"Tony? What are you doing? Why are you moving about in the darkness, and why did you take away my wheelchair and my walker?" I 'demanded. 

He didn't respond. He simply stood there, gazing through the darkness at me. "Tony!" I exclaimed, my voice more shrill. "Why don't you answer me? Why are you standing there staring at me like that? You're frightening me!" There was a long moment's pause before he finally did respond. 

"Don't be afraid, Leigh," he said in a loud whisper. "What?" 

"You shouldn't be afraid. I'm not here to hurt you." He spoke as if he were speaking to a little girl who might be frightened by his sudden appearance. 

"Tony, what are you saying?" 

"I'm saying I do love you; I do want you. I do need you, Leigh." His voice was a hoarse, .throaty whisper. 

"Leigh? I'm not Leigh. I'm Annie. Tony, what's wrong with you. Please . . get me Rye. I want to -

speak to Rye. I'm hungry," I said, nervous and frightened now. "I slept through supper and I'm hungry, I'm sure Rye will be happy to get up and prepare something for me," I babbled, hoping to snap him out of his dream. He sounded and looked like a man who was sleepwalking. "Go wake him. Please." 

"She's asleep. She won't know anything," he said, moving around the side of my bed. 

"She? Who's asleep?" My heart was pounding harder and harder. I felt as if my lungs were collapsing. it was so hard to catch my breath. My face felt hot, my neck on fire, and my mouth had become terribly dry. I couldn't swallow. 



"Not that it matters. She doesn't know what I do at night or where I go. She doesn't even care anymore. 

She has her own interests, her own friends." He laughed. "She has herself. She's always had herself and that's always been enough for her, but it's not enough for me, Leigh. You were right." He reached out for my hand. I pulled it back and moved as quickly as I could to the other side of the bed, but the newfound strength I had found in my lower body during the day seemed gone. Fear and shock drove all my energy away. I was beginning to feel numb all over and not just in my legs. I had to bring him to his senses; I had to. 

"Tony, I'm not Leigh. I'm Annie!  Annie!" 

For a long moment he didn't move or say anything and I thought I had gotten through to him, but then he untied his bathrobe and let it drop to the floor. In the dim light spilling in from the sitting room, I could see that he was completely naked. 

 Oh  no! I thought. He's in a dream, moving through a fantasy, and there's no one here to help me, not even that horrible nurse. I was going to shout for Rye, but then I wondered if I would cause Tony to become violent or even more crazed, and Rye slept in the servants' quarters, so far away, anyway, there was probably no chance he would hear me. My only hope was to talk Tony back to sanity. 

"Tony, it's not Leigh; it's not Heaven. It's Annie, Annie. You're making a mistake, a terrible mistake." 

"I think I loved you from the moment I set eyes on you," he replied. "Jillian's beautiful. She will always be beautiful, but beautiful like a butterfly. If you touch her, she won't be able to fly and she will fade and die. That kind of beauty belongs locked up in a glass case, to be seen, appreciated, but never loved and experienced like your beauty, Leigh. Jillian's a picture to hang on the wall; you're a woman, a real woman," he added, his voice full of sensuous meaning. 

He sat on the bed and reached out for me. I cringed. 

"TONY! You're my great-grandmother's husband. I'm Annie, Heaven's daughter, Annie. You don't realize what you're doing. Please, get off my bed and go. Please," I pleaded, but my pleas fell on deaf ears, ears unable to hear anything but the sounds and words spoken in his imagination. 

"Oh, Leigh . . Leigh, my darling Leigh." His hand groped about until he found my left wrist and began to pull me toward him. I tried to resist, but I was so weak and so tired, I could barely put up a struggle. I was sure he was taking that as a form of encouragement. "We'll make love through the night, just as we did before, and if you want, you can call me Daddy." 

Call him Daddy? What horrible thing was he suggesting? 

Tony's hand was on my shoulder and he was lowering his face toward mine, bringing his lips to mine. I pulled my head back, but his other hand was on my waist, gripping it tightly. Without the full strength of my lower body, I was at a great disadvantage. 

"TONY! STOP! STOP!" 

His hand moved up my waist to my breasts and he moaned with pleasure. 

"Oh, my Leigh, my Leigh." 

I broke free of his grip on my left wrist and swung down at his left hand, catching him on the forearm and driving his fingers from my bosom. The blow shocked him. 

"TONY! STOP! I'M ANNIE! AND YOU ARE 

DOING A TERRIBLE THING, A THING YOU 

WILL REGRET FOREVER!" 



My words finally found their target. He froze in a sitting position. To dramatize my resistance, I leaned forward and pushed on his chest with both my hands, driving him back. The effort took all my strength and I collapsed against the pillow. 

"What?" he said, as if he heard voices I couldn't hear. "What?" 

"Go away," I pleaded in a strained voice. "Go away. Leave me alone." 

"What?" He turned and stared into the darkest shadows of the room. Was he imagining someone there? Were one of Rye Whiskey's ghosts calling to him? Perhaps it was the ghost of my great-grandmother, or even the ghost of my grandmother demanding he leave me be. "Oh, my God," he said to himself. "Oh, my God." 

He stood up and looked back at me. I waited, my heart pounding. What was going through that twisted and tormented mind? Was he returning to reality or was he taking some other channel through the maze of his madness to find himself on my bed again? 

"I'm ,.. I'm sorry," he whispered. "Oh, I'm so sorry. ." He knelt down and scooped up his robe. 

Then he quickly put it on, tying the belt snugly. 



I watched without speaking, afraid that the sound of my voice might set him back. "I . . . I've got to . . . to go," he said. "Good night." 

I held my breath and barely turned my head as he moved away from the bed and out the door. In a moment he was gone, but my heart didn't stop its racing. I was terrified he would return, and I was just too weak and too overwhelmed to struggle out of bed and crawl out of the suite. 

I was sweating so much my nightgown stuck to my skin. I had to get out of this place. I had to convince Drake or Luke or someone to take me away immediately. But Drake was in New York. And what if Luke didn't come? Panicked, desperate, my mind raced like a caged bird. Rye Whiskey! I must get him to help me! Or Troy! Or Parsons! Anybody! Please somebody help me get away from this madman! What had he done to my grandmother to make her run away? I could barely stand to think about it. The only thing that comforted me was the realization that it would soon be morning. I embraced myself as tightly as I could, the way Mommy would hold me to her whenever I had a bad dream and she came to my bed. 

And this was more than a bad dream. This was a living nightmare. I was afraid to fall asleep again, afraid that I would awaken once more to Tony naked at my side, but my eyelids grew heavy and I slipped into an exhausted slumber. 

"Good morning," Tony sang cheerfully. My eyelids fluttered open and I saw him opening the curtains wide. The bright sunlight turned away each and every shadow. He raised the windows to permit more air, and the curtains began a happy little jig over the windowsill. I didn't lift my head from the pillow. 

Instead, I lay there silently, watching him move about the room. He was dressed in a clean, light blue silk robe and looked unbelievably chipper. Was he pretending so I would think that none of what happened last night really happened? 

"I'll have your breakfast in a jiffy," he said. 

"Being nice to me this morning isn't going to help, Tony. I haven't forgotten last night." 

"Last night?" He turned, smiling. "Oh . . last night. You mean when I yelled at you downstairs. I've already explained and apologized for that, Annie. You shouldn't hold grudges. All of us make mistakes." 

"I'm not talking about that. I'm talking about when you came to my room in the middle of the night," I snapped. I no longer felt any compassion for him. He had to bear responsibility for what he was doing, and one way or another, I was determined to leave the house today. 

"What? You had another dream? You poor child. What you are going through." He shook his head, pressing his lips together like a concerned grandfather. "Oh well,, once we get something substantial in your stomach—" 

"I want my wheelchair. I'm going downstairs to the phone," 

"Wheelchair? Oh no, Annie, not today. You need at least one day's complete rest after what you've gone through. I‟ll bring your breakfast to you in bed today. Won't that be nice?" 

"I WANT MY WHEELCHAIR!" I demanded in the strongest voice I had ever turned on him. He stared at me a moment and then started to walk away as if he didn't hear me. 

"TONY!" 

He didn't turn back, and this time when he left my room, he closed the door. 

"YOU CAN'T KEEP ME LIKE A 

PRISONER!" I got myself into a sitting position and slowly brought my legs over the side of the bed. I did feel weak and tired, but my determination was strong. 

I would leave the room, even if I had to crawl out. I had to get help, get to Rye. I was sure he would help me. 

I started to lower my feet toward the floor when Tony came bursting back in again, carrying my breakfast tray. 

"Oh no, Annie. You want to sit up with your back to the headboard so I can put the bed table over your legs." 

He put the tray down on the night table and took hold of my upper arms, pushing me back and turning me. My feeble resistance had no effect. 

"Please," I cried. "Please. Let me up." 

"After you eat and rest, I'll see how you are, Annie. That's a promise." He smiled as though we were the best of friends and began to set up my bed table. Then he put my breakfast tray on it and stepped back, the corners of his mouth drawn up in a clownish grin. 

He was mad, I thought. Something had 

definitely snapped in him last night. There was no point in trying to reach him. 

I gazed down at the tray. There was a glass of orange juice and some hot oatmeal with what looked to be honey spread over it. There was the usual dry toast and a glass of low-fat milk. Rye hadn't prepared this breakfast. Tony must have gotten up early and done it all himself. With him standing over me as he was, I thought I might just as well eat and get some energy in my body. I drank the juice and spooned in some of the oatmeal. The toast tasted like a piece of cardboard, but I washed it down with gulps of milk. 

He nodded, his face locked in a maddening smile. 

After I finished and sat back, he lifted the tray and then removed the table. 

"There now," he said, "that should make you feel so much better. It does, doesn't it? Now, do you want me to rub in some body oils?" he asked. 

"No," I said as emphatically as I could. 

"No? You mean no because you feel much better?" "Yes," I said through my tears. "Please, please, get e my wheelchair." 

"After your morning nap, we'll see," he said. He went to the dresser and took out a new red nightgown, another of the ones he had brought to me at the Boston Me orial Hospital. "You should put on a fresh nightgown. I think this one suits you, don't you? I always liked scarlet on you." He brought it to the bed. 

I sat there with the covers pulled tightly to my neck. 

"Come on, now. A fresh nightgown will make you feel so much better." 



I didn't think he would leave me alone until I had put on the red gown, so I took it from him. He stood back to watch me take off the one I was wearing and slip this one over my body. I did it all as quickly as I could. 

"Now, doesn't that feel good?" 

"Yes," I said, giving him what he wanted. I was even more frightened because instead of feeling awake and energetic as I had hoped I would feel after eating the breakfast, I felt drowsy and tired again. His voice sounded faraway. 

"I want . . want . . 

"You want to sleep. I know. I expected it. A nice rest." He pulled the blanket up and around me, tucking it in tightly like a straightjacket. 

"No . 1.. ." 

"Sleep, Annie. Sleep, and you will feel so much better when I return. All those ridiculous nightmares will be gone when you wake up again." 

I tried to speak, but I couldn't form the words. 

My lips felt sewn shut. In moments I was asleep again, my last conscious thought being he had put a sedative in the breakfast. 

The next time I awoke, I was very disoriented. I had no idea what time of day it was. Slowly, in what seemed more like hours than minutes, I managed to get the tightly tucked blanket off me and pulled myself up on the pillow. I lay back, breathing hard, my heart racing. 

I saw that it was nearly twelve. My bedroom door was still shut, but the windows were open and a cool, refreshing sea breeze drifted in. I turned to it, longing to get myself outside again, and suddenly, very faintly at first, but stronger and stronger as I focused on it, I heard a familiar voice. It came from below . . . at the front of the house. 

 "Luke!" 

I heard Tony's voice as well. 

Concentrating as hard as I could and directing all my strength into my legs, I swung myself over the side of the bed, but my legs gave me no support. 

Whatever vitality had been reborn in them was gone. 

Something Tony had given me sent my renewed vigor back into hibernation. 

 "Luke!"  I screamed. My voice echoed in the empty room, the sound shut up with me. I let myself fall to the floor, collapsing like a dress that had slipped off a hanger in a closet. I twisted myself around and began a slow struggle toward the window, pulling and tugging the best I could, encouraged by the continued sounds of Luke's voice. I began to make out some words. 

"But she insisted I come," he pleaded. 

"She's not ready for visitors." 

"Why did she call?" 

"She didn't; she couldn't have. It must have been a mistake." 

"I've driven all this way. Couldn't I see her for just a few moments?" he implored. 

"The doctors advise against it." 

"Why?" 

"Young man, I don't have all day to spend explaining medical procedures to you. It's time for Annie's therapy session, anyway, and she can't have visitors during that time." 

"All right, I'll wait out here." 

"You are stubborn." 

I was only a foot or so from the windowsill. I pressed down to lift my body and reached up as quickly as I could to take hold of it, but I missed and fell forward, smacking my head against the wall. For a moment I was too stunned to do anything but lay there. 

"All right, leave, but will you tell her I came?" 

Resignation sounded in his voice. 



"Of course." 

"No," I muttered. "No . . . no . ." 

I reached up again, this time getting hold of the sill, and pulled myself toward the open window. 

"Thank you." 

I heard the front door close. He was leaving; Luke was leaving! Tony had driven him away! My hope! Luke . . I was on my knees, and using both hands, pulled myself up until my face was level with the window. 

"LUKE!" I screamed with all my might. 

"LUKE! DON'T GO. LUKE, COME UP AND GET 

ME. LUKE . . ." I screamed and screamed until my face felt it would burst from the effort and my arms weakened too much to hold me up. Just before I fell back to the floor, I thought I caught a glimpse of Troy standing at the edge of the maze, looking up. But maybe it was something I had only wished to see. 

I lay there, the side of my face to the carpet, my body crunched up, crying and moaning for Luke. It was the way Tony found me. 

"Oh, poor Annie," he said. "You fell out of bed. 

I just knew something like this might happen. It's my fault. I should have fastened the side guards to the bed." 



"YOU MONSTER!" I screamed. "How could you send him away? You know how long I have been waiting for him to visit me. You know how important it is to me. How could you do it? How could you be so cruel? I don't care what's wrong with you or how sad and tragic your life has been. That was vicious, terribly vicious! I hate you for this! Go get him. Make him come back. MAKE HIM COME BACK!" 

He ignored my outburst as if I were the t ad one and he the sane one. 

My body shuddered with sobs as he put his hands under my arms and lifted me from the floor. He carried me back to the bed and got te under the blanket, tucking it tightly around me once more. Then he stepped back to catch his breath. 

"You shouldn't do this to yourself, Annie. 

You'll only make yourself sicker and sicker. Try to rest. You know I want only the best for you, only the best for my little Annie." 

"I'm not your little Annie. I want Luke to come back," I muttered. "Luke will be back . . . he'll be back." 

"Of course. You'll get better and he'll return. If you'll only listen to me, have you up and around before you know it. Now, what was I thinking about? 



Oh yes, the side guards for the bed." 

He went off and returned with them. I lay there helplessly as he fastened them to the bed and pulled them up, caging me like some poor animal. 

"There. Now we needn't worry about your falling out of bed again. Feeling safe?" 

I turned away, closed my eyes and waited for him to leave the room. After I saw he was gone, I closed my eyes again and imagined I was on the gazebo in Winnerrow. I wished and wished and wished. Oh, Luke, be there for me. Hear me across distance and time and understand how terrible this is and how much I need you to take me from here. 

Farthy is not the paradise, the magic castle we thought it would be. It is a terrible prison, dark and dangerous and full of twisted despair. I should have listened to my mother . . . she knew . . . she knew. 

At first I thought I was still dreaming because when I opened my eyes, I heard the voices. I glanced at the clock and saw that it was nearly seven P.M. I had slept through the day. The voices grew louder. 

They were coming down the corridor toward my suite. 

Moments later my bedroom door was thrust open and standing there before me were my aunt Fanny and . . . thank God . . . Luke. 



"Why, she looks like a baby in a crib," Fanny drawled in her shrill voice. "And look, jist look at that 

. . . her hair is a different color. It's like Heaven's hair useta be." 

"Annie!" 

I lifted my hand and Luke rushed to the bed to reach over the side guards to grasp it. As soon as our fingers touched, I began to cry. 

"Don't cry, Annie. We're here." 

They were here, really here? I feasted my eyes on them the way someone lost on a deserted island might feast her eyes on her rescuers, half in disbelief, half in overwhelming joy. It was as if a wonderful light had come into this dreary suite, as if bars had been lifted from windows and locks unfastened. My Winnerrow world came rushing through the door, flooding me with a torrent of memories and wonderful feelings. Nightmares retreated. I could escape this madness. My heart burst with joy. Luke hadn't forgotten me, hadn't deserted me. He had heard my call. Our love was so strong it would overwhelm everything in its way. Instantly, I felt my strength return. I was like a flower that had been shut up in a dark corner and never watered. Just before it wilted forever, the prison had been torn away, the light had been permitted to caress it, and loving rain had revived it. It would bloom again. I would bloom again. Luke and I would be together once more. 

"Oh, Luke, please . . take me home." 

"We will, Annie." 

Tony rushed up behind Aunt Fanny. 

"Are you satisfied now? Can't you see how sick she is?" he screamed. 

"No, Luke. No. I'm not sick . . , he's making me sick. He pats medicine in my food that makes me weak. Don't believe him." 

"Jist as I thought . jist as that man said." Aunt Fanny drew closer to my bed, her face creased with concern. 

"What man, Luke?" 

"Some man called my mother and told her to get me and get over here as soon as possible to get you out and home." 

"Troy!" I exclaimed. Who else could it be? 

"What's that?" Luke questioned. 

"Nothing . . . thank God you came back." 

"We'll git ya outta here in a jiffy, Annie honey." 

"You can't take her out of here without .talking to the doctor. She's an invalid; she needs special care, special medicine." Tony was red as a beet, agitated and grasping for control. His eyes were big and his hair on end. He looked like someone who had just gone through a terrible electric shock. 

"Don't listen to him, Aunt Fanny," I pleaded. 

"You could give her a terrible relapse . maybe even cause her death." 

Aunt Fanny turned slowly and lowered her hands to her hips. Her shoulders rose. She looked like a hawk about to pounce on a mouse. 

"Seems ta me yer the one who might give this child a relapse. Look at her. She's pale and peaked, shut up in this"—she sniffed--"sickly-sweet smellin' 

tomb. This place is jist what I thought it would be." 

"I'm going to . . . to call the doctor." 

"Call him. What kinda doctor is he anyway? 

Look at what this place looks like. What's he, blind or stupid or jist not as smart as these fancy doctors claim ta be? How could he leave ma niece in this place? It's a big dump. Smells damp and rotten." 

"I won't stand here and take this kind of abuse," 

Tony asserted, his Tatterton pride and arrogance glowing in his face. He left the suite, but I didn't expect he would go far away. 

Aunt Fanny turned her attention back to me. 

"Don'cha worry none now, Annie. Ya goin' 



home with us. Luke, lower them there bars so she kin get herself off the bed. I'll find a suitcase and round up her things." 

"What's mine is on the right side of that closet, Aunt Fanny. It's not much. The suitcase is on the floor there." 

Luke squeezed my hand. "I'm so glad to see you." "You can't imagine how glad I am to see you, Luke. Why didn't you come before this?" 

"I tried. I called Tony Tatterton and he kept putting me off, telling me the doctor didn't want you to have visitors." 

"And Drake?" 

"Drake said the same things. They wanted me to wait awhile longer." 

"Even after you received my letter?" 

"Letter? I didn't receive any letter, Annie." 

"He never sent it. I should have known. All that stuff about your tests and fraternities and friends . 

girlfriends." I felt so terrible -now, so guilty for suspecting Luke of changing into someone selfish and conceited. How could I have doubted him? I should have known. I had been a prisoner here from the start, and from the start Tony had deceived me. It made me feel sick to know he had lied to me in such an ugly way. 

"What girlfriends?" 

"Are ya two goin' ta jist keep on jawin' or are we goin' home ta Winnerrow?" 

"We're going home, Ma." 

"Then do as I say and get them bars lowered." 

Luke lowered the side bars while Aunt Fanny packed my things and put out clothes for me to wear. 

"Ya go on down with this suitcase, Luke, while I get Annie dressed." 

"Please bring my wheelchair back, Luke. 

There's one up here and one downstairs." 

"And don't stop fer nothin' or no one nuttier," 

Fanny commanded. 

"Right, boss," Luke said and gave Aunt Fanny a mock salute. It felt so good to smile and laugh again. 

"Oh, go on wit' ya. Ever see such a boy , s'cuse me, young man?" 

"He's a wonderful young man. Oh, Aunt Fanny. 

I'm so glad you came. I never was so happy to see you." 

"Betcha was. Don't talk about it all now. Let's git on outta here. What do I hafta do ta help?" 

"Yesterday 'rit would have done it all myself, Aunt Fanny, but Fin feeling tired and weak, so just give me a hand with my undergarments. I promise, I'm not going to be a burden to you back at Winnerrow." 

"Oh, ya poor child," she said, her eyes softening, even glazing over with tears. I never had realized how warm and loving Aunt Fanny could be. 

"Ya think I care. Be all the burden ya hafta be and don't worry yerself about it. We're family, no matter what anyone says." 

"What do you mean, Aunt Fanny?" 

"I don't mean nothin'. Let me get yer clothes on ya." 

She helped me dress, and Luke returned with the wheelchair. He lifted me out of the bed as if I were a precious baby and slowly lowered me into the chair. 

It felt good and secure being in his arms. Then he began to wheel me out of the room. 

I looked back at the canopy bed, the vanity table and dressers, the bedroom that was supposed to be a warm and wonderful place for me, my mother's old room. 

How sad it was that this suite had been turned into a room filled with nightmares. The bed had become my cage, the bathroom and hot tub my torture chamber. I truly felt like one escaping a prison. All the magic and wonder of Farthy was just something Luke and I had imagined, a child's dream. Reality was much harder and crueler. 

I saw the same disappointment in Luke's face when I looked back at him as we moved down the corridor. He saw the cobwebs, the dead chandelier bulbs, the faded carpet, scuffed walls, and the old faded curtains over the large windows, keeping the hallways dark and dank. 

I directed Luke to take me to the elevator chair. 

"It will make it all easier." 

"Now Annie, ya sure ya know how ta work that damn thing? I sure don't want any accidents occurrin' 

here and give that Tony Tatterton a chance ta come after us with I told ya so's." 

"It's easy, Aunt Fanny." 

I slid over into the seat and strapped myself in firmly. Then I pressed the down button and the chair began its descent. 

"Well, I'll be darned. Look it, Luke. We're goin' 

ta hafta git one for Hasbrouck House right quick." 

"Company name's right on the chair," Luke said. He took a pen out of his top pocket and jotted it down. Luke was always prepared, always the student. 

"How has college been, Luke?" 



"Ifs been okay, Annie," he said, walking along with me as the chair moved down the stairway. "But I've made a new decision." 

"Oh?" 

"I'm withdrawing from summer school. I don't need to start yet, anyway." 

"Withdrawing? Why?" 

"To spend the rest of the summer home with you, helping you to recuperate," he said, smiling. 

"Oh, Luke, you shouldn't." The chair came to a halt at the bottom and I slid over into the awaiting wheelchair. 

"There's no sense arguing about it, Annie. My mind's made up," he said with a stern, determined air. 

I knew it was selfish of me, but I was happy, thrilled that he had made that decision. 

"And what does Aunt Fanny have to say about it?" 

"She's happy I'm going to be around awhile longer. My mother's different, Annie. You'll see. The tragedy has turned her into a responsible person. I'm really proud of her." 

"I'm glad, Luke." 

"Miss Annie," someone called, and we paused at the front door. It was Rye Whiskey coming from the kitchen. 

"Rye. It's Rye Whiskey, Luke. The cook." 

"Y'all goin' home, Miss Annie?" 

"Yes, Rye. This is my aunt Fanny and my cousin Luke. They've come to fetch me." 

"Tha's good, Miss Annie," he said without hesitation. Aunt Fanny nodded because someone else confirmed her suspicions and decisions. "I wasn't able ta make ya anythin' special no ways with that nurse hoverin' over my shoulder while she was here, and now . ." 

"I know, Rye. Fm sorry." 

"Tha's all right. Y'all come back when yer fixed up agin, and make ya the best meal this side of paradise." 

"I'll take you up on that, Rye." 

His face grew serious again. 

"Them spirits didn't stay away neither, did they, Miss Annie?" 

"I guess not, Rye." 

He nodded and looked at Aunt Fanny. 

"What's he been drinkin'? Lawd, what a place." 

"Only drinks to prevent snakebite, miss." 

"Is that so?" 

Rye's eyes twinkled. 



"Yes, ma'am, and it works cause I never been bit." "Let's go, Luke," Aunt Fanny said and nodded toward the front door. Luke opened it, but just as he came back to push me out, we heard Tony's scream. 

All of us turn to look up the stairway. He was standing at the top, holding his fist high. 

"You take that girl out of this house and you're responsible for whatever happens. I've already called her doctor. He's enraged." 

"Well, you jist tell him ta go see a doctor himself, then," Aunt Fanny said, and chuckled at her own reply. Without further hesitation, she waved Luke forward and he started to wheel me out of the house. 

 "Stop!"  Tony shouted. He came charging down the stairway. 

"That man's loco," Aunt Fanny muttered. 

 "Stop,"  he repeated, approaching us. "You can't take her from here. She's mine." 

"Yours?" Aunt Fanny started to laugh disdainfully. 

"She is mine! She is!" He took a deep breath and made a desperate confession. "She's really my granddaughter, not my step-granddaughter. It's part of why your mother ran from here," he said, directing himself to rue, "when she found out . . ." 

"Found out what, Tony?" I turned my chair around to face him. 

"Found out that Leigh and I . . her mother and I 

. . . Heaven was my daughter, not Luke's." 

"Good Gawd," Aunt Fanny said, stepping back. 

"It's true. I'm ashamed of what I did, but not ashamed to have you as my real granddaughter, Annie. And you are. Don't you see? You belong here with me, with your real grandfather," he pleaded. 

I stared up at him. Now what had happened last night made sense. No wonder he had called me Leigh when he came to my bed. He was reliving his affair with her, an affair he had in this house while she was only a girl! 

"And so what happened last night really happened before," I concluded aloud. 

"What happened last night?" Aunt Fanny asked, coming forward. 

"I'm sorry for what happened last night, Annie. 

I got confused." 

"Confused?" All the times that he had kissed me, touched me, yesterday when he bathed me and I saw him behind me, his lips nearly on my neck . . . all of it came back, and suddenly all of it was ugly, lustful. I felt nauseated. I could barely think, I felt so defiled, so humiliated. My mind was an echo chamber of screams and shouts.  "You're disgusting," I screamed. "No wonder Mommy ran from this house and wanted nothing more to do with you." Then a horrible realization occurred to me. He seemed to anticipate what I was about to say. I could see it in his eyes, in the way he widened them and stepped back. 

"Did you get confused with my mother, too? Was that the real reason she left you and Farthy?" 

"No, I . . it wasn't my fault." He looked to Luke arid Fanny in hope that they would somehow come to his rescue, but they were gaping at him with the same look of horror and disgust. "You can't hate me. I can't live through all that again, Annie. Please, forgive me. 

I didn't mean . . ." 

"Didn't mean? Didn't mean what? To get my grandmother pregnant? So that's why she left Farthy and her mother. You drove her away, just as you drove Mommy away and just as you have driven me away." My words pounded like nails into a coffin, He turned white and shook his head. "You wanted to possess me like. . . like that portrait of Mommy on the wail," I said, nodding. "That's why you lied when you told me you had called Luke. You never called him, never mailed the letter. You wanted to imprison me here!" 

"I only did what I did because I love you and need you. Ybu are the true heir of Farthioggale and all that goes with it. You belong here. I won't let you go," 

he yelled. 

"Oh yes you will," Luke said, stepping between us. My Luke, my gallant prince coming to my rescue, fighting off the evil wizard of our fantasies. Fate had made it all true. 

Tony stopped his approach as Luke stared him down. 

"Let's get outta here, Luke honey," Aunt Fanny said, and Luke took hold of my chair again, turning me toward the door. 

"Annie," Tony called, "please . . ." 

Aunt Fanny opened the door and Luke pushed me out. 

"ANNIE!" Tony bellowed. "ANNIE! 

HEAVEN! OH, HEAVEN, NO . . ." 

Fanny shut the door behind us to close off his horrible cry. I put my hands over my ears. Luke used the ramp to get me to the awaiting car. 

"You kin sit up front if ya want to, Annie." 

"I want to," I said. 



Luke opened the door and then lifted me from the chair. I rested my head against his chest as he put me ever so gently onto the seat. 

"Might as well take this wheelchair along, Luke. No sense in lettin' it rot away with everythin' 

else here." 

Luke folded it and placed it in the car trunk. 

Aunt Fanny got into the backseat and Luke got behind the steering wheel. 

Luke headed the car down the driveway. 

"Luke, Aunt Fanny, before we go, I'd like to stop at the monument. Please." 

"Of course, Annie." 

Luke made the turn and drove to the Tatterton family cemetery. He brought the car as close to the monument as he could and I looked out my window. 

Night had fallen, but the moon cast enough of its yellow illumination over the cemetery for me to see. 

"Good-bye for now, Mommy and Daddy. Rest in peace. Someday soon I'll return and walk to your monument." 

"You surely will," Aunt Fanny said, and patted me on the shoulder. 

Luke squeezed my hand. I turned to him to soak in the warmth and the love in his smile. 



"Let's go home, Luke," I said. 

As we pulled away I looked back and caught sight of Troy Tatterton stepping out of the forest from where I was certain he had observed my entire departure. He lifted his hand gently to wave. I waved back. "Who ya wavin' at, Annie?" 

"No one, Aunt Fanny . no one." 






Part 3 

TWENTY-ONE 



Homecoming

. 

I was too excited to sleep on the airplane. Luke and I sat beside each other near a window, and Aunt Fanny sat in front of us. I was so happy to see Luke, I couldn't take my eyes off him, and from the way he was looking at me, I knew he felt the same way. 

"Pinch me and tell me this isn't a dream, Luke. 

Tell me you're really with me again." 

"It's no dream," he said, smiling. 

"I dreamt it so often and so hard that it still seems that way to me," I confessed. For the first time that I could remember, when I expressed my need and love for him, I didn't blush, nor did he look away. Our eyes fixed on each other. He put his hand over mine and squeezed it gently. Everything in me cried out for him, urged me to say more. I wanted him to embrace me, to hold me tenderly and kiss me. 

"Annie, I worried about you day and night. I couldn't concentrate on anything in college. Everyone was trying to get me to go to parties, to meet people, but my heart was too heavy to appreciate or enjoy anything. I spent a lot of time in my dormitory room composing letters to you." 

"Letters I never got!" It filled me with such anger. If only I had received his letters, my dark and desperate days would have been bright and hopeful. 

"I know that now, but I couldn't understand why you weren't trying to reach me, weren't calling or sending messages somehow. I thought . . ." He looked down. 

"What did you think, Luke? Please, tell me," I begged. 

"I thought that once you entered the rich world at Farthy, you had forgotten about me, that Tony had surrounded you with so many distractions, brought so many new people for you to meet, that I wasn't important to you any longer. I'm sorry, Annie; I'm sorry I had those thoughts," he apologized. 

My heart swelled to know he felt the same way I did. 

"Oh no, Luke. I can understand why you thought them, for I thought them of you as well," I admitted eagerly. 

"You did?" I nodded, and he smiled. "Then you cared, really cared?" 

"Oh, Luke, you can't imagine how much I missed you, missed hearing your voice. I replayed it over and over in my mind, remembering the nice things you said to me in the past. Just thinking about you and the things you have done in your life despite all obstacles gave me hope and encouragement." I smiled. "I went directly for those tall mountains." 

"I'm so happy I was some help to you even though I wasn't there beside you." 

"Well, you were, and I dreamt and dreamt of us on the gazebo again." 

"Me, too," he said, a slight blush coloring his cheeks. I knew it was harder for him to make these revelations than it was for me. Other men might think him soft, even immature. "While I was alone there in my dormitory room, I would imagine us together again the way we were on our eighteenth birthday. I wished we could be frozen into that day forever and forever. Oh, Annie," he said, his hand more firmly around mine, "I don't know how I am going to ever leave you again." 

"I don't want you, too, Luke," I whispered. We were so close now, our lips nearly grazed each other's. 

Aunt Fanny laughed at something she was reading in a magazine and we sat back again. Luke looked out the window and I let my head fall back against the seat and closed my eyes. Luke didn't let go of my hand, and I felt safe, secure, protected and sheltered once again. 

I was excited when the plane finally landed, but after we got into Aunt Fanny's car at the airport in Virginia, I fell asleep and slept most of the way back to Winnerrow. By the time I opened my eyes, we were in the hill country, steadily climbing, winding around and around. There was no fast expressway to take us up into the Willies. Soon the gasoline stations became more widely spaced. The grand new sprawling motels were replaced by little cabins tucked away in shadowy dense woods. Shoddy, unpainted little buildings heralded yet another country town off the beaten track, until those, too, were left behind. 

Aunt Fanny had fallen asleep in the rear seat. 

We had soft music on the radio. Luke had to keep his eyes on the road ahead, but he wore a smile of contentment. He looked so much more mature to me. 

The tragedy had aged and changed us both, I thought, even in ways we were yet to discover. 

Seeing the familiar countryside filled me with a warm and secure feeling. I wondered if Mommy had felt the same way when she had fled Farthy with Drake because ofthe things Tony Tatterton had done. 

The world outside of the Willies and Winnerrow must have looked as hard and as cold and as cruel to her as it now did to me. 

"Almost there," Luke announced softly. "We're almost back in our world, Annie." 

"Oh, Luke, we thought escaping it, going to a fantasy place, would be more wonderful, but nothing is more wonderful than home, is it?" I asked him. 

"Not as long as you're part of it, Annie," he said, and reached over to take my hand. When our fingers touched, they entwined tightly, for neither of us wanted to let go. My heart pounded with happiness. 

He saw the look on my face, and his face suddenly became very serious. He sensed how deep my feelings were, and I saw that his were just as deep. 

It troubled him, I knew, because we were both surrendering to how we felt rather than paying heed to who we were. 

"I can't wait to see Hasbrouck House," I whispered. 

"Soon, soon." 

Mile by mile I was growing more and more impatient, more excited. Finally we came upon the broad green fields on the outskirts of Winnerrow, neat farms with fields of corn soon to be harvested. The little farmhouses were all lit up, the families living within them gathered together in the warm glow of lamps. I nearly squealed with delight when I saw the lights of the shacks of the coal miners dotting the hills. They looked like stars that had fallen but had kept their brightness, 

And then we entered Winnerrow proper and drove onto Main Street. To the very end we went, passing all the pastel homes of the richest, backed by the lesser homes of the middle class, the ones who worked in the mines, holding down overseer or manager positions. 

I closed my eyes when we turned down the street that led to Hasbrouck House. In moments I would be home, but it would be a different home without Mommy and Daddy. I knew that when we pulled into the driveway neither Mommy nor Daddy would be there to greet us . . . no smiles, no warm kisses, no hugs and loving welcomes. The reality washed over me like a giant, powerful wave in the ocean. I couldn't escape from it or hold it back. My mother and father were dead and buried back at Farthy. I was still an invalid. None of it had been a dream. 

"Well, thank Gawd we're here," Aunt Fanny drawled as we drove up to the house. "Beep yer horn, Luke, so the servants know." 

"Annie doesn't have that much, Ma." 

"Jist beep the horn." 

She got out quickly and came around to open my door. I just sat there looking up at the house, at the tall white pillars and large windows. I inhaled the scent of the magnolias and for a moment I felt like a little girl again, being brought home from one of our family vacations at the beach, and just as they did then, the servants gathered together and came out the front door to greet us. 

Mrs. Avery was all tears, her frilly silk handkerchief, the one I had bought her on one of her birthdays, looking damp and wilted. She waved it like a flag of welcome as she walked down the steps and to the car as quickly as her arthritic limbs would permit. 

"Oh, Annie. Welcome home, dear." Aunt Fanny stepped back so she could lean in to hug and kiss me. 

"Hello, Mrs. Avery." 

"Your room is all ready . . cleaned and polished and aired out nice and proper." 

"Thank you." 

I turned toward the house to see George sauntering down the steps, moving faster and showing more emotion on his face than I could ever remember. 

His steel-rod-perfect posture was somewhat relaxed and the smile that usually died three quarters of its way across his lips now drew the corners of his mouth up so high he looked like a cat. 

"Welcome home, Annie." He extended his arm stiffly, but his long, thin fingers curled lovingly around mine when I took his hand. 

"Thank you, George. it's good to see you." 

Roland was at the door, a clean, bright, starched apron around his waist. He was carrying a vanilla sheet cake in his hands and brought it to the car to show me. The top of it read, WELCOME HOME 

ANNIE, GOD BLESS. 

"Roland, that was so kind of you!" 

"Est somethin' ta keep my mind occupied, Miss Annie. Welcome." 

"Thank you, Roland." 

Luke had my chair unfolded and waiting. The servants stepped back and watched as he reached in to scoop me up and out and into the chair. His face was so tight and serious, but when our eyes met, he smiled. It felt so good to be in his arms. I saw how proud he was about the firm way he held me. He was still my prince and I was still his princess. 

"You're getting good at this, Luke Casteel," I whispered. 

"Just a natural, I guess." He gashed a smile, his dark sapphire eyes brightening impishly, just the way Daddy's used to. 

"I'll get the bags," George said quickly as Luke started me toward the house. Roland handed the cake to Mrs. Avery and he helped Luke lift me up the steps. 

"Maybe we need one of them ramps, too," Aunt Fanny thought aloud. 

"No, Aunt Fanny. I'm going to be walking again before we could even get it built." 

"Tha's sure the way ta think, Miss Annie," 

Roland said. 

He and Luke brought me directly to my room. 

Never before did it look so wonderful and comfortable and warm to me. Tears of happiness ran over my cheeks. I was home, really home. I would sleep in my own bed, be surrounded by my own things. For a moment it was as if all that had happened had indeed been only a dream. That was the power of my room. 

But then my gaze went to the toy cottage and I thought about Troy. It was as if I had grown gigantic and I was looking back at where I had been. I had so much to thank him for. In his own way, he had rescued me, too. 

"Oh, Luke, it looks so wonderful. never take it for granted again." 

I gazed about hungrily, feasting my eyes on all my things. There were my pictures and art materials, organized as neatly as the day I had left them. The unfinished painting of Farthy I had begun shortly before the tragic accident was still on the easel. How wrong I had been about it, I thought. The colors were too bright, the world around it too soft and inviting. It was truly a picture drawn from a fantasy. No wonder Mommy wanted me to paint other things. She knew I was living in a dream world, and sometimes, living in dreams can be dangerous and tragic. 

The only thing that was truly accurate in the picture was Luke. There was nothing imaginary about the way he looked, but more important, I had put him where I most needed him—with me, coming for me, bringing me home. 

"I was all wrong about Farthy, Luke," I said. 

"My pictures were pure fantasy." 

"Don't blame yourself for wanting it to be more, Annie. If we don't permit ourselves to have dreams, the world can be awfully dreary. Maybe now we'll be more satisfied with what we have and who we are," he added. 

"Oh, Luke, I hope so." 

The commotion around us drove away regrets and dark thoughts. George brought in my things and Mrs. Avery turned down the bed. Everyone was chattering at once. Their excitement was infectious. 

"I will help Annie by myself now, ladies and gentlemen," Aunt Fanny announced. 

"Yes, ma'am," Roland said, and everyone left obediently. I saw from the way they responded that Aunt Fanny had indeed taken over here. 

"I'll look in on you later, Annie. Is there anything you want me to bring back?" Luke asked. 

"Nothing right now, Luke. Just yourself." 

"No problem with that. Matter of fact, you'll probably get tired of seeing me. I‟ll be like old wallpaper." 

"I can't imagine that." I squeezed his hand. He held his face close to mine and I thought he was going to kiss my cheek, but Aunt Fanny spoke up before he made up his mind to do so. 

"Well, if ya gain', Luke, go! We have work ta do." 

"Sorry. Bye, Annie." 



"I'll call Doc Williams so he kin come right ova as soon as possible in the mornn' and check ya out and tell us what we gotta do from here on in." 

"And see if you can get the hairdresser up here tomorrow, Aunt Fanny. I want to get my hair back to the way it was as quickly as i can." 

Aunt Fanny nodded. 

"But tell me, Annie, what made ya do such a thing?" 

"Tony talked me into it, convinced me it would make me feel more like a pretty young woman again. 

He kept talking about Mommy and how she had done it, and he had pictures of her with silvery blond hair. I missed her so that I suppose I was trying to get her back by looking like her, but I didn't know the sick reasons Tony had for wanting me to do it. He was trying to get me to look like my mother and like my grandmother Leigh. You were there; you heard why." 

Aunt Fanny's eyes narrowed thoughtfully. 

"I used ta hate Heaven fer not bringin' me ta Farthy ta live with her. I used ta think, here she is surrounded by all them sugar daddies and all that glitter and wealth, but now I understand what she went through. In some ways it musta been harder fer her there than it was in the Willies. 



"I neva realized the real reason she was marlin' 

all about tryin' to reunite the family," Aunt Fanny continued. "She needed her family more'n I did, even though she was surrounded by all them rich things. 

She was also surrounded by crazy loons, too. That grandmother all shut up in her own madness. Tony Tatterton . who knows what else went on there, And we left ya in their hands . . ." She shook her head. 

"It's not your fault, Aunt Fanny. Who could have known? I had the best doctors. Tony was buying everything I needed, including a special nurse. Only she turned out to be horrible." 

I described some of what had happened. Aunt Fanny listened, shaking her head and pressing her lips together every once in a while. 

"I wished she was here now. I'd wring her neck somethin‟ terrible." 

"Aunt Fanny, you didn't seem all that surprised when Tony announced he was Mommy's real father. 

How did you know?" 

"Shortly before ma brotha Tom got hisself mauled ta death by a tiger in the circus, he wrote me a letta, tellin' me 'bout this conversation he and ma pa Luke had. Tom was all hot and bothered 'cause he found out that Heaven wasn't really Luke's daughter. 



He and Heaven was so close, ya see, it bothered him somethin' awful to learn this and he had to tell someone. Anyway, it seems that by the time ma daddy married yer grandma Leigh, she was already pregnant with Tony's baby. Luke told Tom that Leigh said Tony raped her . . . more'n once, maybe. Anyhow, that was why she done run away from that castle and all that money and ended up livin' in the Willies with Pa. 

She died during the birthin', so none of us knowed her. Heaven always used ta think Luke hated her 

'cause his angel Leigh died givin' birth ta her, understand? I guess there was a lot more ta it, especially when ya consider Luke knew Heaven wasn't his'n." 

"So Tony is my real grandfather, and he didn't just say those things at the end to get me to stay," I concluded, the words now falling with greater weight on my ears. 

"It looks that way, Annie," she said, and then misread the troubled look on my face. "Now jist becuz he's loose in the head don't mean ya goin' be, Annie." 

"No, I wasn't thinking about that, Aunt Fanny. I was thinking about Mommy and how hard it must have been for her to discover all this, too. She never let anyone know, though, did she? And neither did you." 

"No. I neva told nobody 'cept that no account lawya I had during the custody hearin'. It didn't come out 'cause me and yer ma made a deal. We bought and sold Drake betwixt us jist like we was bought and sold." She looked down, ashamed. 

"Whatever you did in the past is over and finished, Aunt Fanny. You've more than made up for it now." 

"Why, do ya mean that, Annie darlin'?" I nodded. "Even havin' Luke Junior with ya pa?" 

"We'll all make the best of what we are and what we have." 

"Well, ain't ya a wonderful young lady." Her face turned sad. "But now ya know I ain't really ya aunt." 

"Oh no, Aunt Fanny. You will always be my aunt. I don't care what the blood relationships are." 

"Well, I love ya jist as much as I could even if ya was blood related, Annie. I love ya more; I love ya like a daughter, an' Luke and ya are still half brotha, half sista." 

"Yes," I said, and looked of through my window at the roof of the gazebo below. I couldn't help thinking about how much had changed since the accident. My mother hadn't really been a Casteel, even though she had been brought up as one, had lived in that shack and had thought Toby and Annie Casteel were her true grandparents. Even though these revelations were painful and disturbing for me now, I couldn't even begin to imagine what the effect must have been on my mother when she finally learned the truth. It was like losing her whole family in an instant and suddenly being adopted by strangers. 

And then suddenly to be cast as a Tatterton and have to live in that mansion filled with memories that had made her true father jealous and disturbed. No wonder she fled from it with little Drake in her arms. 

Drake! He was not really my uncle, but surely he didn't know, and wouldn't unless Tony babbled the truth to him one day in a fit of madness. I was not eager to tell him. The pain of this revelation must remain enclosed within my heart, I thought. 

I realized I had lost not only my parents, I had also lost my heritage, one of the important things that had linked me with Luke. We no longer shared a past filled with rich stories about life in the Willies, stories about our great-grandfather Toby. I had no past now because mine was linked to Tony Tatterton and I didn't want that link; I didn't want to remember anything he had told me about his father and grandfather. 

I was truly about to start a new life and be someone different. Who would I be? How would it change the way Luke and I were with each other? The future was so unclear, and more frightening than ever. 

I had been dropped into a different sort of maze, and I had no idea how long I would wander about trying to find my way through it. I longed for someone like Troy, someone to take my hand and to guide me. Aunt Fanny was more wonderful than I had ever imagined she could be, but even she was overwhelmed by all that had happened. 

I couldn't call for Daddy or go to Mommy. And Drake was so infatuated with Tony Tatterton and his position in Tony's enterprises, he was no longer as dependable as he used to be. I had lost the uncle who had been more of a big brother to me, lost him to the glitter of wealth and power. At this moment Tony seemed like the Devil and Drake like one of his victims. 

My only bright and hopeful thoughts came when I thought about Luke. I would tell him how I felt and what my fears were. But would I be too much for him? Would he be overwhelmed by the responsibility of being a comfort and support to someone who was so desperate and alone? I had become much more than he had bargained for; that was certain. 

Aunt Fanny helped me change into a nightgown and get into my bed . . . my own downy-soft bed with lilac-scented sheets. Mrs. Avery returned to put away my things and then fluttered about straightening this and dusting that until Aunt Fanny told her to let me get some rest. 

"Luke and I will pick up some of the things ya'll need, like one of them fancy bed tables." 

"And a walker. I want to start tomorrow morning." 

"Right. Okay, darlin', welcome home where ya belong." She kissed me on the forehead and turned to leave. 

"Aunt Fanny." 

"Yes." 

"Thank you, Aunt Fanny, for bringing me home." She shook her head, her eyes gleaming with tears, and quickly left my room. 

I stared at my bedroom doorway half in 

expectation, half in vain hope. If only Mommy would come through that door once more. If only she and I could have one of our talks again. How I needed her, needed her wisdom and her comfort. Perhaps, if I closed my eyes and wished real hard, I would hear her footsteps in the hall, her soft, warm laugh and then see her come bursting through my doorway. 

She would throw open my windows and raise the shades. "Rise and shine, be happy to be alive and well. Don't waste a moment, for every moment is precious, . Annie. Every moment is a gift, and you don't want to appear ungrateful, do you?" 

"Oh, Mother, I'm still crippled. My legs are like old, water-soaked logs." 

"Nonsense," I heard her say. "Life is what you make it. Now you tell those legs of yours they've had a long enough vacation. It's time to go back to work, understand." • 

Was that the sound of my laughter? I felt her hands on my legs, moving over them, magically restoring their strength. 

"All right," she said, rising from the bed. Then she was drifting away, becoming a shadow. 

"Mommy? Mom .  Mommy!"  She was gone, and the sun was blocked by a large, dark cloud. My room was gray and dismal; there were shadows everywhere. 

 "Mommy!" 



"Annie?" 

"What . . . who . . . Luke?" 

He was standing at the side of my bed. 

"Are you all right? I heard you scream." 

"Oh Luke . . . please, hold me, hold me," I cried. 

Quickly he sat on my bed and embraced me. I buried my face in his chest and sobbed while he stroked my hair gently and whispered, "It's all right. 

I'm here. It's all right." 

Then I felt his lips on my forehead. His kisses of comfort brought a tingling to my breasts as I felt his warm breath on my cheeks. His heartbeat thumped against mine. 

"I guess I had a bad dream," I said, a little embarrassed now. "And when I woke up, I thought Mrs. Broadfield was standing there. She was so mean to me, Luke. She would force me into baths of scalding water. My skin would turn as red as a rose in full bloom and take hours to cool down." 

He touched my neck and nodded. 

"My poor Annie. How you suffered, and I wasn't there to help you. I hate myself for being so stupid." 

"It wasn't your fault, Luke. You didn't know." 



We were still holding onto one another, neither wanting to let go. Finally he lowered me back to my pillow. He sat there, looking down at me. 

"Annie, I—" 

I touched his lips and he kissed my fingers. It made my body sing and come to life. 

"I'd better get back to bed," he said. 

"Wait. Stay with me a little longer. Stay with me until I fall asleep again. Please." 

"I will. Close your eyes." 

I did. He brought my blanket back over my bosom and smoothed it out under my neck. I felt his fingers travel over my face and down the sides of my hair. "Luke—" 

"Just sleep, Annie. I'm here." 

Sleep finally came again, this time soothing and restful. And when I awoke with the sunlight peeping through my window, I found Luke asleep at my feet, curled up like a little boy. For a moment I forgot what had brought him to my bedside. As soon as I moved, his eyelids trembled and he opened the t and gazed up at me. The realization that he was in my bed struck him like a pail of ice water. He sat up quickly. 

"Annie!" He looked about. 

"Those are very cute pajamas, Luke." 



"What? Oh . must have fallen asleep. I'm sorry." He got up quickly. 

"It's all right, Luke." I couldn't help smiling at him. The pants of his pajamas were a little baggy. 

"I . . I'll be back after I get dressed," he said, and quickly left the room. 

Shortly after I awoke in the morning, old Doc Willia, is arrived. He had been our family doctor for as long as I could remember. He was a short, stocky man with curly peach-colored hair that was mostly gray now. When he walked into my room, he greeted me with  a  wide smile that made me feel relaxed. I didn't feel I was being prodded and poked like some laboratory specimen, and most importantly, there was no nurse hovering over his shoulder and scowling at my every question. 

"Your pressure's good and your heart sounds fine, Annie. Of course, I gotta get hold of the X rays and reports from Boston. I'll do that right away, but I don't see any reason for you not to be walking." 

"I started to stand on my own and even took a step or two, Dr. Williams," I volunteered. "But they didn't want me to continue trying to walk." 

"They didn't?" His eyes grew small and he pinched his chin between his thumb and forefinger as he stared at me. "I can see your reflexes are sharp. 

You have feelings in your limbs. Most of your problem is emotional now. They had no reason to confine you to a wheelchair and prolong your invalid state." 

"So there's no reason not to continue trying to walk?" 

"Not that I can tell. Just don't try to do too much and get yourself exhausted. Your body will be the best judge of that. I'll return soon as I get the information from Boston. Welcome home, Annie. I'm sure you'll be better soon." 

"Thank you, Doctor." He saw the tears in my eyes and his face became fatherly, soft, his smile widening and his eyes brightening with love and concern. 

"You know how I felt about your parents and how I feel about you. You've got to get strong now; you're going to have many new responsibilities." He pinched my cheek gently, the way he always did, and left. 

Soon after, Luke swept into the room. 

"Oh, I'm sorry," he said, turning about to leave again. "I thought they had gotten you up and about for breakfast." 



"Now, Luke Casteel, you come right back here, pull up a chair and tell me everything you've done since I've been at Farthy. I want to hear all about your college experiences . . . especially about girlfriends." I remembered what he had told me on the plane, how he had been worrying about me so much he had kept to himself most of the time, but I also remembered Drake's stories and I had to hear it from Luke. 

"Girlfriends?" He stepped back in and came closer to my bed. "When you mentioned girlfriends before, I didn't understand." 

"Didn't you meet anyone special right away?" I questioned. 

"Hardly. Between orientation, gathering books and materials, organizing my dorm room . . . and trying to get to see you, I didn't have time for much socializing." 

"But I thought . . Drake came to see you once, didn't he?" My heart was pounding now. Was Luke lying so I wouldn't feel bad? Should I force him to tell me the truth?" 

"He came, for about ten minutes. I was in the dorm lounge reading," he said nonchalantly. 

"By yourself?" I pursued. I was like a glutton for punishment, demanding to hear what I knew would break my heart. 

"There were other students there, but we had hardly gotten to know one another. I told you, I was so concerned about you, I—" 

"Drake thought you knew someone very well," 

I blurted out. 

Luke looked t confused. "Really? I didn't think he thought anything. He babbled about your condition, the need for you to be kept quiet and undisturbed, and then rushed off on some business errand, promising to keep in touch. I called him a number of times, and each time, his secretary told me he was out or involved in a meeting. I called Tony's office and usually met with the same response. Finally I called Farthy itself and spoke with Mrs. Broadfield. 

And as you now know, she wasn't encouraging. 

"But I was so happy when my roommate gave me your phone message. Then . . . when Tony turned me away, I nearly knocked him over and rushed in anyway. All that kept me from doing it was fear of causing more trouble for you. Thank God my mother got that call and was on her way. Now tell me, what was all that about between you and Tony when we left Farthy, that confusion he spoke about?" 

"Oh, Luke, it was painful, horrible and disgusting. I felt so helpless, so victimized, and what has added pain to it now is the knowledge that most of it didn't have to happen, that what I thought was being done as therapy or as good medical treatment was part of the madness I was surrounded by. have nightmares forever!" I cried. 

"No you won't, because when those bad memories return, be here to drive them away," he promised, his eyes small and determined. "But tell me some of it. It might help to talk about it." 

"Oh, Luke, it was so embarrassing, and now that I know some of the sick reasons for some of it, I feel dirtied and defiled." I shook myself to shake off the feelings and thoughts. 

Luke took my hand into his. "Oh, Annie, what sort of things did he do?" 

"He made me undress in front of him, and he insisted he help me with my bath." 

Luke's face froze in astonishment. 

"I couldn't resist him. There was no one to call to, no one to help me, and he seemed so . . . fatherly at the time. I let him wash my back, I let him . . . Oh, Luke, it's disgusting to think about it now." I covered my face with my hands. He slipped beside me on the bed and embraced me, holding me close to him and stroking my hair. Then he kissed my forehead and I lifted my face toward his. 

"I'm so angry at myself for not coming to rescue you sooner." 

"There was no way for you to know," I said. 

"But you were with me, helping me. During the darkest, most painful and lonely moments, I thought about you. Oh, Luke, I feel so secure with you, so safe again." Our faces were so close. We gazed deeply into each other's eyes. "I know it's not fair. I shouldn't make these demands on you and keep you from having a real girlfriend, but—" 

He put his finger on my lips. 

"Don't say anything else, Annie. I'm happy being . . . being with you." 

He kissed my cheek. I closed my eyes, waiting, hoping, expecting his lips would press against mine, but he didn't do it. My body tingled in anticipation. I felt the blush come into my neck. My breast was pressed against his arm. 

"Oh, Luke, I can't help feeling this way about you," I whispered. 

"Nor can I help the way I feel, Annie." He pressed me to him again and we embraced for a long moment. "Anyway," he said, pulling back, "the horror is over. Who was it who called my mother? One of the handymen?" 

I hesitated, wondering if I could share Troy's secret life with Luke. We had shared so many secrets before. I knew he was-dependable and wouldn't do anything to hurt me. 

"If I tell you, will you keep it a treasured secret and promise never to reveal it?" 

"Of course. There are so many things between us kept under lock and key in my heart, one more won't matter." 

"It was Troy Tatterton." 

"Troy Tatterton? But I thought—" 

"Troy Tatterton is not dead, Luke, but he wants people to think he is." 

"Why?" 

"He wants the anonymous life. He's had a very troubled, sad existence and he simply wants to be left alone." 

"So he was the one who called my mother? 

Very lucky he did." 

"I think it was more than luck. I think he decided he would look after me. He took me to see his cottage, and guess what, Luke? The replica," I said, pointing, "it's his cottage." 



"Really?" 

"While I was in his cottage he helped me stand and got me to take a few steps. I felt like a baby just learning how to walk, but that convinced me I should be trying harder right now, getting my legs to come back, to get used to holding my weight." 

"Of course, We'll get your walker this morning and I'll help you as soon as you want." 

"Help me into the wheelchair, please." 

He looked about, helpless for a moment. 

"Are you sure? I mean—" 

"Of course I'm sure. I'm not a piece of fragile china, Luke Casteel." 

He brought the wheelchair to my bed and gently pulled back my blanket. Then he slipped his left hand under my thighs and embraced me at the waist with his right arm. 

"I'm not too heavy, am I?" 

"Too heavy? You're as light as a warm, soft dream." 

He held me in his arms for a moment. Our faces were so close that when I turned toward him, my lips nearly grazed his. We gazed into each other's eyes. I felt a warm glow move down my body, a magical, soft, silky tingle. 



"I could hold you like this forever and ever," 

Luke whispered. His eyes were so intense, so fixed on mine, I felt as though he were looking into my soul. 

"What if I told you to do that? To hold me forever and forever?" I asked him in a silvery, soft voice. 

He smiled and kissed my forehead. I closed my eyes. 

"I won't put you down until you tell me to," 

"Let's pretend again," I said. "Pretend you found me at Farthy asleep in that horrible room, under a spell cast by the wicked Devil. Put me back on the bed," I commanded. He smiled and did so. I put my arms at my sides and closed my eyes. 

"I burst through the doors!" 

"Yes," I said, excited that he had taken up the challenge. "And you see me and your heart is broken." 

I kept my eyes closed. 

"Because I think you will never wake up and I have lost you forever and ever." 

"But you remember the magic. A long time ago you were told this would happen and you must kiss the sleeping princess to wake her. Only, your kiss must be sincere," I added. 

He didn't reply, and for a moment I thought the game was over, but I didn't dare open my eyes. First, I felt him leaning over me. Then I sensed his face coming closer . . . closer . . . until . . his lips touched mine. And his kiss lingered on my hungry lips. 

"Had to make it sincere," he whispered, and I opened my eyes. I wanted to reach up and pull him down to me, but I was so taken with my own feelings and the look in his eyes, I couldn't move. Then he smiled. 

"It worked! You're awake." 

He scooped me up into his arms again. 

"My prince," I said, and embraced him more tightly. 

"And now, to carry you off and away." He held me like that for a few long moments. If he were struggling, he didn't show it. Finally, I laughed. 

"Okay, my prince, put me in the chair. I believe you," I said, thinking that someone could come into the room and find us like this. 

He lowered me ever so gently and then stepped back. 

"How do I look to you? Tell me the truth," I added quickly, afraid that I had changed dramatically and lost whatever beauty I had once possessed. 

"Well, . . you're thinner. And I am having some trouble getting used to that hair color, I'm afraid." 

'I‟m changing back to my own natural color tomorrow," 

"But other than that, you're no different, just as pretty as ever." 

"Luke Toby Casteel, you'd tell me I was pretty even if my face were covered with chicken pox," I said, trying to cover my obvious pleasure. 

"I remember when it was and I did think you were still pretty, or at least, cute." He fidgeted about for a few moments. "You want me to wheel you anywhere?" 

"No,  just stay here for a while." 

He nodded, his dark blue eyes narrowing on me. 

"When I just looked down at you, with your eyes closed like that, I. . I didn't want to pretend. I wanted it to be a real kiss, Annie," he confessed. 

"It was a real kiss," I said. "A wonderful kiss." 

He nodded and then looked away quickly, knowing that if he didn't, we might say too much. 

"Oh, Luke, I missed you so much." 

He pressed his teeth down softly over his lower lip and nodded gently. I saw that he was holding back tears. 



"Well now, I see ya up and ready to get started. 

That's good." Suddenly Fanny was in the doorway. 

"Want ta wash up and stuff and get ready for breakfast? 

"Yes, Aunt Fanny." 

"Okay then. You scoot of Luke, and get Annie up and dressed." 

"I'll bring up her breakfast," Luke offered, He started out. 

"Luke," I called. He turned around quickly. 

"Thanks, but from now on, no more meals in bed. No more invalid." 

He smiled. "Great. We'll work on your walking as many times during the day as you want." He looked at his mother. 

"If ya two are gonna keep talkin' like this, I'll jist go back ta the livin' room and twiddle ma thumbs." 

"I'm leavin'." He flashed a smile at me and walked out. 

"Ya eva see anyone gab as much as that boy kin? Takes after his grandpappy Toby, all right. That man could sit out on the porch of that cabin whittlin' 

rabbits and jawin' till the sun dropped. Why, long after ma grandma Annie died, he still talked ta her as if she was still around, ya know." 

"I understand why now, Aunt Fanny. It's hard to give up the people you love, and sometimes you just refuse to do it, no matter what reality tells you." 

She stepped back and considered me. "I guess ya changed a lil‟ Annie. Grew in some ways 'cause of this tragedy and all that followed. Maybe ya learned things I neva learned 'bout people. Granny used ta say hard times kin wise ya up plenty. Know they did that fer Heaven. She was a lot smarter than me. 

"Oh, I had hard times, too, but I was always feelin' sorry fer maself, so I didn't have time ta learn nothin'." She shook her head. 

"Well, here I am jawin' away like Luke. Must run in the family. Let's tend ta ya bathroom needs and get ya dressed." 

Mrs. Avery came in to help, too. The way she and Aunt Fanny fussed over me surely made me feel at home again. What a difference between their loving hands and soothing words and Mrs. Broadfield's coldly efficient and mechanical ways. All the money and elaborate medical attention in the world couldn't rival tender loving care. I should have known that from the start, and when Tony offered to get me the best doctors and the best medical care money could buy, I should have simply asked to go home. 

In a short time I was bathed and dressed and Luke returned to help bring me downstairs. 

"Ready?" he asked. Both Mrs. Avery and Aunt Fanny turned to me in anticipation. Would I back out and ask to have my meals brought up, or would I face the world without Mommy and Daddy? I turned to Luke. His eyes were full of determination for me. I knew he would be at my side. 

"Yes," I said. "I'm ready." 

And Luke moved forward quickly. He put his hand over mine and got behind the wheelchair. 

"It's going to be all right," he whispered, and when Aunt Fanny and Mrs. Avery turned their backs to us, he kissed me on the cheek quickly. 



TWENTY-TWO 

By Love Blessed, or Cursed 

. 

As soon as we entered the dining room, my eyes shifted to my father's and mother's places. The empty seats stared back at me, and my heart folded in and shut itself away like a clam. For a moment no one spoke; everyone, including Luke, gazed down at me with faces soaked in pity. 

And then everyone started talking at once . 

Aunt Fanny giving orders, Mrs. Avery complaining about this or that, Roland slapping his hands together and promising the best breakfast in Winnerrow. Even George, usually quieter than a storefront Indian, asked unnecessary questions like should he get another napkin holder? Was that the right pitcher for the juice? 

"Everyone, please," I cried, "let's just enjoy the breakfast. It's not so important that everything be perfect. It's wonderful just to be back here with you all. I love you and missed you all very much." 

They all looked down at me again, this time their faces full of love and affection. 

"Well, then, let's eat," Aunt Fanny declared, 

"fore it all gets colder than a spinster's bed." 



"Oh my," Mrs. Avery said, pressing the palms of her hands against her bosom, and we all broke out into laughter and set ourselves around the table to begin. 

"I made ya an appointment at the beauty parlor first thing this mornin'," Aunt Fanny announced. 

"Well," Luke beamed. "It's a beautiful day. 

Why don't I wheel you down there." 

"I'd like that." 

Breakfast was cheerful. I couldn't remember ever eating as much, but Roland kept coming out of the kitchen with something else for me to try. 

Right after breakfast Luke wheeled me slowly toward downtown Winnerrow, taking the same route we had taken all our lives: past the magnolia trees that lined the street, past the houses and other families I knew so well. It was a beautiful day, one of those rare late summer days when the sun was bright, the sky was crystal blue, and the air wasn't uncomfortably hot because a soft, cool breeze wafted down from the Willies. People waved from their porches; some came out to say hello and to express their sorrow over my parents' deaths. 

"I feel a hundred years old and like I've been away seventy-five of them," I told Luke. 



"Funny how different it looks once you go away and come back," Luke remarked. "I never realized just how small our Main Street really is. 

When I was little, it was as grand and as bright as Times Square, New York City, to me." 

"Disappointed?" 

"No. I rather like it. I think I'd like to come back here to settle down someday. What about you?" 

"I suppose. First, I'd like to travel and see the world." 

"Oh sure, me, too." 

"Maybe your wife won't want to live in such a small town, Luke," I said, testing him with the painful reality I would wish to deny forever. But we were half brother and sister. Someday we would have to find someone else to love. Once Luke returned to college, I would have to face the fact once again that he wasn't always going to be here with me. 

A pained look claimed his face. He squinted and wrinkled his forehead. 

"She will if she wants to be my wife," he said angrily, despising the wife who wasn't me. He was so handsome and dangerous-looking when he lost his temper. Instead of turning crimson, his skin darkened and his eyes grew dazzling. "Besides, your mother returned to Winnerrow after living in a very rich and sophisticated world. If it was good enough for someone like her . . ." 

I didn't want to tell him then what her real reasons were for returning. 

"She was brought up here and she was coming back to a wonderful old house and a huge new business enteeprise. But off in a college like Harvard, you're going to meet girls who come from cities and towns much larger and livelier than Winnerrow. They might think it's quaint, but they'll want to be where they can go shopping in fine, expensive stores, eat in fancy restaurants, and see theater and opera and other glamorous things." I hated to say these things, but I wanted him to confront the inevitable with me. 

"I'm not interested in those kinds of girls," he snapped. "Besides, the same can happen to you. You'll meet a man who will want to take you away from here, a man who will be bored with this simple life." 

"I know that, Luke," I said softly. It was so painful to think these thoughts, much less to say them aloud, but keeping them locked in our hearts was even more painful. It was one thing to fantasize and pretend, but it was another to lie to yourself. My short, horrible, painful and tormenting stay at Farthy taught me that. 

"I know what," he chirped, suddenly looking bright and happy again. "Let the girl you think I'm going to marry and the man I think you're going to marry, marry each other. Then they'll be happy." 

I laughed and shook my head. Luke wasn't ready to face the truth. Perhaps he felt he had to go on protecting me, that I was still too fragile. 

"But Luke, what will happen to us then?" 

"Us? You'll . . you'll stay a spinster and stay a bachelor and we'll grow old together in Hasbrouck House." 

"But could we be happy that way, Luke?" I asked, wondering myself if we could. 

"As long as I'm with you, Annie, I'm happy," he insisted. 

"I feel as if I'm holding you back from a normal life, Luke." 

"Don't ever say that," he pleaded. He stopped pushing my wheelchair. I looked back and saw the pain return to his eyes. He scowled like a little boy who was being teased and teased by older boys and was frustrated because there was nothing he could do to stop it. 

"Okay. I'm sorry," I apologized, but he still looked as though he might cry. He shook his head. 

"I mean it, Annie. I couldn't marry anyone unless she was just like you. And . . ." he added slowly, "there can't be anyone just like you." 

He gazed at me so intently I felt my pulse begin to race. I quickly became aware that passersby and people in cars were looking our way. 

"Well, when you find someone close, send her around and I'll give her lessons," I said, trying to lighten things up. But in my heart I couldn't help being selfish, wanting our lives to turn out just the way Luke predicted . neither of us finding anyone else and the two of us being together, forever and ever, being close and loving, even if we could never have what other lovers had—a marriage and children of their own. 

We continued on toward the beauty parlor. 

They must have been waiting by the windows, watching for us, because just before we arrived, the owner, Dorothy Wilson, and her two assistants came rushing out to greet me. 

"We'll take her out of your hands now, Luke," 

Dorothy commanded, getting behind the wheelchair. 

All three of them fussed over me. While they worked on my hair, they gave me a pedicure and manicure and jabbered away, filling me in on all the local gossip. Luke went off to see some of his old friends and returned only moments after I was finished. 

The girls didn't simply want to change my hair color; they talked me into a French braid as well. The sides of my hair were pulled back tightly and the back of my hair was woven into a thick rope of a braid. 

When Luke first stepped in and saw me, I could see that he liked it very much. His eyes widened and there was that smile that rippled slowly up his cheeks and settled around his eyes, that special smile I could remember on wonderful occasions like the time he gave me the charm bracelet and I gave him the ring. 

"How do I look?" 

"You're so very beautiful," he blurted. He looked at Dorothy and blushed because of how enthusiastically he had responded. "I mean . . . you look so much better in your own hair color. 

Everyone's going to agree, I'm sure. Well," he said, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, "we had better get back before my mother sends Gerald looking for us and he gets lost." 

"You really like it?" I asked him as we started for Hasbrouck House. 



"Very much. It makes you look like your old self again." 

"I do feel so much better since I came home, Luke. I feel like I'm coming back to life after a long, long sleep. I want to try to walk again, Luke. When we get back, fetch the walker and see if I've become any stronger or if it's all just in my imagination." My enthusiasm made him smile. 

"Sure. Where do you want to try?" He slowed me down and I looked back at him. I didn't have to explain. Our eyes did all the talking. He nodded and we continued on. 

When we reached the house, Luke went inside and came out carrying the walker. Then he pushed me down the path that ran around the side. He stopped at the steps of the gazebo and came up beside me to take my hand as we both stared up at it. 

"First, I'll carry you up and set you on the bench." 

"Okay." I could barely utter the sound; I was so happy to be here again with Luke. 

He lifted me gently into his arms. I cupped my left arm around his neck and our cheeks touched. 

Then, carefully, slowly, he carried me up the steps of our gazebo and lowered me to the bench. He squatted before me, still holding my hand and looking up at me. I sat back and looked around. 

"You're right about going away and coming back. Somehow it looks smaller, older." 

"But we're both here again, together. Just close your eyes and remember it the way it was for us and wish and it will be that way again. I know it will. You know, I came here the day my mother and I returned from Boston after seeing you in the hospital." 

"You did?" I looked down into his eyes, eyes that fixed so tightly on my own. It was as if we could see the deepest part of one another, go beyond our bodies and even our minds to press our souls together. 

He made me believe that we did share something special, something magical, something only we could know and touch. 

"Yes. I sat here and closed my eyes and when I opened them, I saw you sitting across from me, laughing, your hair dancing in the breeze. You spoke to me." 

"What did I say?" My voice was barely above a whisper. 

"You said, 'Don't be sad, Luke. I'll get better and stronger and return to Winnerrow.' I had to close my eyes to see you, and when I opened them, something magical did happen, Annie." 

"What?" 

"I found this lying on the gazebo floor." He reached into his pants pocket and brought out a strand of pink satin ribbon I had used to tie my hair. "Oh, I know people would say it was always here, maybe hidden under the railing and finally blown out by the wind, but I didn't see it until I opened my eyes again." 

"Oh, Luke." I took the ribbon into my hand. "It doesn't even look faded." 

"I kept it with me, went to sleep with it at night. 

My roommate must have thought I was some kind of weirdo, but I didn't care. As long as I had it, I felt close to you. So you see, there is something magical here." 

Magical, I thought. If love is magic, then this is magical. Oh, I knew it was wrong; I knew a young man and a young woman so closely related shouldn't be thinking of each other this way, shouldn't be looking at each other and wanting each other this way, but neither of us seemed able to stop it. Should we just confront it openly, declare our feelings freely and fully? Or should we go on pretending that we were only close friends as well as half brother and sister? 

Would that end the longing I felt for him? 



Would it quell the racing of my heart everytime he touched me? Would I stop dreaming and fantasizing about him? If love was truly magical, then we were blessed, or cursed, by its spell. 

Blessed because whenever I was with Luke, I felt alive; I felt like a woman should feel. Cursed because it was a torment to want and to need someone you were forbidden to fully love. 

Perhaps it was better not to be touched by such magic. 

"I want to be close to you, Luke," I whispered, 

"but—" 

"I know," he said, putting his finger on my lips to lock in the words we both feared. He took his finger away and leaned toward me. My heart was thumping, my breath quickened. 

"Luke . ." I murmured, and he stopped, got hold of himself, and sat back quickly. He looked flustered for a moment and then he stood up. 

"I'll get the walker. You're going to walk again without difficulty. You'll do it for us," he added, putting a higher value on my efforts. I grasped out quickly for his hand to make him pause. 

"Luke, don't expect too much. I've just begun to feel my legs again." 



He simply smiled down at me as if he knew things I didn't. I clutched the old pink ribbon to my breast and waited for him to unfold the walker and set it up in front of me. Then he stood back, crossing his arms just under his chest. 

I reached up and took hold of the top of the walker. Then I pulled and pressed until my body began to lift from the bench. My legs wobbled but gradually straightened until I was in a standing position. My arms trembled. Luke looked concerned and took a step toward me. 

"No. Just stay back. I've got to do it all myself." 

A large cloud blocked out the sun and a shadow dropped over the gazebo like a great, dark curtain, shutting out the surrounding world. Even though it was warm, a chill traveled up the backs of my legs and into my spine. I struggled to get my back straighter and straighter and then I concentrated on moving my right foot forward. I felt the grimace of effort in my face as my lips tightened. 

"Walk, Annie, walk," Luke urged. 

I inched my foot forward with all my will until it completed a step. My heart pounded with joy and optimism and then I started my left leg. It was like reaching for something just an inch or two beyond you, like the gold ring on a merry-go-round, but stretching yourself and struggling until you went beyond the limits of space and strength and the tips of your fingers first grazed the gold ring and then seized it. My left foot found a step. The wheels of the walker turned. I opened my eyes. The cloud moved on and the sunlight lifted the curtain from the gazebo. I felt as if a great weight had been taken away from me, freeing me, ripping off the bindings around my knees and ankles. My legs seemed so much stronger, so much more themselves. 

I smiled and moved my right foot again, this time farther. My left followed suit. The walker's wheels turned more. Each succeeding step was faster and longer. My back straightened even more, until I felt I was truly standing on my own power. 

I was doing it! 

"I'm standing, Luke! I'm standing! It's not just the walker!" 

"Oh, Annie, I knew you would!" 

I grew very serious and lifted my right hand from the walker. 

"Wait, Annie. Not too much in one day." 

"No, Luke. I can do it. I must do it!" 

He started toward me, but I put my hand up. 



"Don't help me." 

"If you fall, my mother will shoot me." 

"I won't fall." 

Using only my left hand now, I moved the walker ahead so that I was nearly independent of it. 

When the walker was far enough from me, I straightened completely and then lifted my left hand from it. 

I was standing on my own! Completely on my own! My legs were strong enough to hold me up again. 

Luke held out his hands, only half a foot or so from. me. 

"Annie." 

I closed my eyes and then opened them quickly. 

I was still clutching the pink ribbon in my left hand. 

Without further hesitation, I lifted my right foot and shuffled it forward a few inches and then followed with my left. Luke's face broke out into a wide, wonderful smile, and so did mine. I took a longer step and then another before my legs gave out with the effort, but before I had a chance to sink to the floor, Luke's arms were around my waist and he was holding me tightly to him and kissing my cheek. 

"Annie, you did it! You did it!" 



I was so happy I started kissing his face, too. 

And then suddenly our lips met. The encounter was so quick and unexpected, neither of us pulled back before our lips pressed passionately together. 

Luke lifted his face from mine first. 

"Annie . . I . . ." He looked so guilty. We had passed through that veil between us, crossed that border, violated the prohibition. 

"It's all right. I'm happy we kissed," I asserted. 

He still held me tightly to him. 

And then we both spun around at the sound of Drake's voice. 

 “Annie!"  he screamed. His eyes were wide with shock and anger. I reached back to clutch the walker and pull myself from Luke's embrace. Drake ran up to the gazebo, his shoulders rising along with the fury in his face. He turned on Luke. 

"I interrupted an important business trip when I heard what happened at Farthy, and now I'm glad that I did. Seems I got here just in time." 

"And just what is that supposed to mean?" Luke demanded. They faced each other, their fists clenched. 

"You and that hillbilly mother of yours had no right . . . no right to take Annie from Farthy, where she was getting the best medical treatment, where she had constant care, day and night, where she had the best equipment, where—" 

"Drake, please," I interrupted. "You don't know what went on. I tried to tell you, but you didn't listen. 

Let me tell you now." 

"Tell me what?" He sneered. I'd never seen him so angry. "How you wanted to come back here to play your . . . your fantasy games with him? I thought it was wrong then, and I especially think it's wrong now. 

But you're not to blame, Annie," he said, turning from me. "You've been taken advantage of in your weakened state." 

"No, Drake. That's not true," I cried, but he stared hatefully at Luke, his dark eyes blazing like lit coals. 

"I oughta break your neck once in for all," he said, his lips curling up and twisting his face into an ugly grimace, a grimace of hate. 



"Maybe you should try once and for all," Luke responded, his face hard, his lips taut, his eyes small and determined, his whole face beet red. 

"No, Luke! Drake, listen! I called Luke. I wanted him to take me from Farthy." 

They stepped toward one another, both 



seemingly deaf to my cries. 

"You don't surprise me now. I knew you'd turn out bad. How could you be anything else, living with a mother like that? It's rubbed off and it's finally showing itself. I saw the way you looked at Annie all these years." 

"Drake, stop!" I was terrified over what he would say next. 

"Well, it's going to end right here. It's going to—" 

"Drake! Luke!" I pleaded. 

The gazebo suddenly spun like a merry-go-round. The railing began to turn and turn. The walker began to roll on its own, moving too quickly for me to keep my balance. I felt myself spinning and dropped my head back. Before either of them got to me, I fell to the floor and all went dark. 

I awoke in my own bed, a cold, damp 

washcloth on my forehead. Aunt Fanny and Mrs. 

Avery were standing beside me. Luke was seated in one corner and Drake was in the other, both sulking. 

"I've sent fer Doc Williams. He'll be here any moment. Ya did too much, didn't ya? I knowed it would happen." 

Both Luke and Drake turned to look at me, both looking sorry. 

"I'm all right." 

"We'll let the doctor decide that, Annie," Luke said softly. 

Mrs. Avery replaced the washcloth with a colder, damper one. Then Doc Williams arrived and everyone but he and Aunt Fanny stepped out of the room. 

He checked my pulse, blood pressure, and listened to my heart. Then he sat back and shook his head, looking from Aunt Fanny to me, his bushy eyebrows lifted like two exclamation points. 

"What happened here?" 

"I guess she done too much, huh, Doc? We got her outta bed, let her eat at the table. Then Luke wheeled her down to the beauty parlor and she was there a long time, and then she come back and he and her done some exercise on the gazebo with her walker." 

"Did you push yourself too hard, Annie? I warned you about that." He shook his short, thick right forefinger at me in mock chastisement. 

"I don't think so, Dr. Williams." 

"Uh-huh. Well, your pulse and heartbeat are fine. Blood pressure is a little high, but not terrible. 



Just rest now and don't try to do too much. I finally got your Boston doctor on the phone and he promised to send your reports immediately. From what he told me, though, I think you're going to make a full recovery. It's just a matter of time." 

"I know I will, Dr. Williams. Now I feel sure of it." 

"Good, Annie." He stood up and turned to Aunt Fanny. "She'll be all right. Let her go easy for a few days." 

"You hear the doctor?" Aunt Fanny warned. 

"Yes, Aunt Fanny. Thank you, Dr. Williams." 

"I'll stop by again soon." He smiled reassuringly and patted my hand. 

Aunt Fanny started out with him. 

"Aunt Fanny, please send Drake in. I must talk to him. It's all right for me to do that now, isn't it, Doctor?" 

"Sure. Just as long as you rest, too." 

Drake returned, his face glum, the anger still burning under the surface. 

"Please, Drake, come sit here and let me talk to you Dr. Williams said it was all right" 

He remained in the doorway. Then he took a few steps forward, but I saw he wasn't going to sit down and listen calmly. 

"You can't listen to what old Doc Williams says. The man is just a small-town doctor, Annie. Let me pack your things and take you back to Farthy." 

"Drake, the last time you visited me at Farthy, you promised to help me leave if I insisted." 

"I just said that because you were so overwrought from the medicine and all." 

"Drake, it wasn't the medicine. The horror began with Mrs. Broadfield. She was a cruel, domineering woman. She thought I was some spoiled rich girl, and she resents rich people. She was terrible to me." 

"So . . Tony got rid of her, didn't he? He was about to get another nurse. That wasn't a problem." 

"Tony is a problem, Drake. Tony was a big problem. He never wanted me to recuperate." 

"What? Now listen—" 

"No, you listen, please. Tony wanted me to be there forever. He wanted to imprison me in his dreams, in his twisted fantasies. He was deliberately not letting me do the things I should have been doing so I could get well. He was prolonging my invalid state deliberately so he could keep me in that bed, dependent upon him forever. Why, after I showed him I could get up and out of bed myself, he removed my wheelchair and walker from the room so I couldn't leave!" 

"I'm sure he just didn't want you doing too much and hurting your chances for a full recuperation." He sat back smiling. "Sick people are often impatient with their recoveries and—" 

"No, Drake, he wasn't thinking about my welfare. He was thinking only of himself." 

"Now, Annie," he said, leaning forward, "I know—" 

"He's not well!" I raised my voice and widened my eyes, and the abruptness and force with which I came back at him stopped him cold for a moment. 

"Drake, he . . . he came to me at night thinking I was my grandmother Leigh when Leigh was a young girl." 

"What?" An incredulous smile took form in his face. 

"Yes, he wanted to . . to make love to me, thinking I was Leigh." 

"Oh, Annie, surely your medicine must have created that ridiculous hallucination. Why Tony's . . . 

just a lonely old man. And that was why I came directly here," he said, taking on a reasonable tone. 

"You broke his heart when you let Fanny and Luke sweep you away from Farthy. He was practically crying to me over the phone. He doesn't understand why you left without saying good-bye to him. 'I did all I could for her,' he told me, 'and I would do more, do whatever she wants. I was rebuilding Farthy.' " 

"Oh, Drake, why are you so blind to what's happening?" 

"I'm not blind. I see a kindly old man eager to help us, giving me an important position . . . 

promising me the management of the Willies Toy factory here, as well as many other projects . . . 

someone who did all he could for you medically, willing to spend any amount to help you to get better. 

That's what I see. 

"But I also see my slut half sister filling you with lies just to get you back here so she can live in this house and enjoy all of what Logan and Heaven had, and my perverted nephew eagerly pretending to be so self-sacrificing just so he can . . . can dominate your time. 

He didn't waste any time getting you to the gazebo. Your magic place," he added with a sneer. 

"He's not perverted, Drake. And I wanted to go there, to the gazebo. I believe in it." 

"Annie, you're so vulnerable now . weak, your emotions naked . . anyone can take advantage of you . 

Fanny filling you with ridiculous lies, Luke hovering over you, touching you . . that's why I want you to return to Farthy where you'll be safe and—" 

"Safe? Didn't you hear anything I said?" 

Drake stared at me a moment, his dark eyes glowing. 

"Luke's turned you against me . . he's filling you with all this gobbledygook about fantasy games. 

That's why you won't listen to the and—" 

"Stop blaming him. You're wrong about him. 

Luke has been wonderful, caring. He's even dropped out of summer school just to help me." 

"You would defend him; you always did. No matter what I said or told you, you found a way to justify him," he accused, like someone who had felt slighted all his life. 

"Drake." I reached out for him. 

"No!" He backed away from my bed, shaking his head. "Heaven would be on my side. She would. 

She didn't like to see you with him so much." 

"That's not true, Drake," I objected, though I knew it was. 

"It is true," he insisted. "She was worried; she knew. Well, I won't remain here and watch this or put up with it. When you come to your senses, call me and I'll drop everything or anything I'm doing, no matter how important, and come down here to fetch you and take you back where you belong. Farthy is yours; it's ours; it will all be ours!" 

"But I don't want it! I want what I have here, Drake. Farthy is not what you think. My mother was right. You were the one who didn't listen, not me. It's a . . . a graveyard full of sad memories. Don't go back there. Stay here. Work in the factory here and forget all that, Drake. Please," I begged. 

"No. It's going to be mine. . . all mine. Tony promised. He promised. Remember what I told you. 

When you come to your senses, call me." 

He turned and left my room. 

 "Drake!" 

My scream died in an empty doorway. I buried my face in the pillow and sobbed. Drake looked so vicious, so angry. Gone was the kind of look a loving older brother would have. Gone was the softness in his eyes. Now his eyes were burning with jealousy and hate. All the Tatterton money and power and prestige had changed him. It was as if he had sold his soul to the Devil. 

Luke didn't come up to see me after Drake ran off in anger, so I didn't know if there had been any more terrible word between them. Mrs. Avery asked me if I wanted to have lunch in the dining room, but I was too upset to be with people, so Fanny brought it to me. I asked her where Luke was. 

"He said he had ta take a ride by himself ta think things ova. I didn't git in his way. When a Casteel man gits moody like that, it's best ta ignore him, If ya don't, they jist git mean and nasty." 

"I never saw Luke mean and nasty, Aunt Fanny." 

"Well. ya ain't seen him mad like I have. 

'Course, I give him reason ta be mad sometimes. 

When he's with ya, he's different. Yer daddy's blood thinned out the hot Casteel blood, I guess, but ya neva know what kin happen. He'll go off and calm hisself down first." 

"As soon as Luke returns, please tell him to come see me, Aunt Fanny." 

She nodded and left me. To pass the time I went back to my last painting of Farthy, making the changes I thought would portray it more realistically. 

It was important for me to do that now, to put away some of my childhood fantasies. I added a man coming out of the maze. When I was finished and sat back, I saw that I had captured Troy's eyes, nose, and mouth so well, I was even impressed with my work myself. If ever I had been inspired, I was inspired now. 

The work restored my strength and calmed me down, so I decided to have dinner in the dining room. 

Aunt Fanny came with Mrs. Avery to take me. I was disappointed to find that Luke had still not returned. 

Although Roland had prepared roasted Cornish hen with cherry sauce, one of my favorite meals, and had made a sumptuous-looking chocolate cream pie, I had little appetite. I kept looking at the doorway, hoping that Luke would arrive. But he didn't. 

I watched a little television with Aunt Fanny, still keeping a part of my attention on the front door and listening keenly for the sound of a car driving up to the house, but the hours passed without Luke's return. Finally, tired and disappointed, I went to bed. 

I fell asleep in short cycles, waking with a start each time and listening to the familiar sounds in the house, longing to hear Luke's footsteps. Sometime after midnight I awoke because I felt Luke's presence, and sure enough, when I opened my eyes and looked up, I found him standing in the pool of moonlight at the side of my bed, staring down at me. 



"Luke, where have you been? Why did you stay away so long?" I cried. He stared down at me thoughtfully. 

"I went to the cabin in the Willies, Annie, to do some thinking," he said softly. 

"The cabin?" I sat up. 

"I used to go there a lot when I was younger," 

he said quickly. Then he frowned, unable to hide the anger that boiled under the surface. "Is Drake still here?" 

"No, he ran out. He's angry with me because I won't go back to Farthy and Tony," I explained. 

"I was never so mad at him. I was hoping he would take a swing at me so I could swing back," 

Luke said, his eyes becoming cold and small with determination. Then he must have realized how hard and hateful he appeared, for his face softened and he relaxed his shoulders. "I suppose it's in my blood, and his blood, too. My mother has often told me about the Casteel temper." He sat down beside me. And then he smiled the smile I knew and loved so: his eyes bright, his lips soft. "I wish I was more like you, Annie. We have the exact same heritage, Stonewall and Casteel, yet you're so different, so tolerant, patient and understanding." 



"Oh, Luke . . we don't have the exact same blood. Tony wasn't just babbling nonsense when we left Farthy. Modify wasn't a Casteel after all." 

His smile froze for a moment and then 

evaporated. "How do you know for certain. Tony's so confused . ." 

I told him all Aunt Fanny had told me. He listened with rapt attention, but nodding slowly as if he had expected to be told something like this someday. 

"So you're not my cousin and half brother, too. 

You're just my half brother," I concluded. 

"Annie," Luke said, shaking his head like some tired old man and then sighing, "our lives are so twisted and confused. It seems that you and I have been left to bear all the suffering a never-ending suffering." 

"I'll get better Luke. I will," I promised. He looked so defeated, so overwhelmed. He wasn't my old, determined Luke, unafraid of facing the "tallest mountains." If he lost hope and faith, what would I do? 

"I don't mean that kind of suffering, Annie." He looked down at his hands in his lap and then looked up. Even in the dim moonlight I could see that his eyes were wet with tears. "I was angry at Drake because he was so nasty to you, but I was even more angry at him because he . . . he said the truth. Annie . . 

." Luke took my hand into his. "I can't help myself. I love you, and not like a half brother should love a half sister. I, love you like a man should love a woman." 

"Oh, Luke . . ." The walls between us crumbled in dust. My heart rose and fell. I couldn't help it. In my mind when Luke said the words aloud, he challenged the spell. He had done the forbidden and unleashed all the passion that had been waiting hopefully for just this moment, waiting for either of us to give in to what we truly felt. 

He took on that familiar decisive look, his eyes fixed on me, his jaw tight. "I decided in the cabin that I would come here and say it all. Drake was right. I did look at you with longing, with passion all these years. No other girl made me happy. It's why I never really had any girlfriends. I dream about you all the time. It's wrong, I know, but I can't help it. That's why I ran away. It's painful, Annie. It's really very painful." 

"Luke, I understand." I pulled myself up so that our faces were inches apart. 

"Do you?" he asked, with the look of someone who had always known. 

"I've had the same feelings, always had them, and they seem to have grown stronger since you came for me at Farthy," I confessed. For a long moment the air between us seemed more like a window through which we gazed into each other's eyes and against which we pressed our lips. 

"I thought so," Luke whispered, his hands moving up my arms to my shoulders. "I came so close to saying these things during the last day or so. I almost did it on the gazebo." 

"So did I." 

My nightgown slipped over my shoulders and hung precariously against my upper arms. Half my bosom was already exposed, but I didn't feel embarrassed. Luke's fingers, as if they had minds of their own, traced along my collarbone. He sighed. 

"Oh, Annie, Nature has played such a dirty trick on us. I hate myself for loving you this way; but I don't know how to stop it, I don't even want to stop it!" 

"Luke, don't hate yourself. I can't help it, either, but I don't hate myself." 

"Annie . ." 

We could no longer keep our lips from 



touching. We both slipped through the imaginary window, and when his lips touched mine, my nightgown fell below my elbows and bared my breasts. His fingers traveled down to touch me. I moaned and searched for his lips again, but Luke pulled himself abruptly back. 

"No, Annie . . . no, no. We can't do this. Drake was right about me. I don't belong here; I can't stay here. Whatever undercurrent of evil that has run through the Casteels is running through me now, too. 

If I stay here with you, I won't be able to stop myself and we'll become like some of my hillbilly ancestors . 

. . incestuous, like animals, ugly." 

"Luke, we can't be ugly. This can't be wrong. I don't know why, but I feel it can't be." 

"You're too good for someone like me, Annie. 

You don't deserve to have any evil curses dropped over your head just because I can't control the foul passion that runs freely through my Casteel veins. I'm probably no better than my mother used to be. Drake was right about that. 

"I must stay away from you for a while, Annie, and let you get better and stronger emotionally as well as physically." He backed away from my bed. 

"No, Luke, I need you. Please, don't go." I reached out toward him, but he continued to back away. 

"I must. God bless you, Annie. Get well." 

He pivoted quickly and rushed out. 

 "Luke!" I  struggled to get out of the bed. My legs trembled. Even so, I forced them to hold me enough so I could work my way around my bed and grab my walker. Using it, I made my way to the bedroom doorway. I got there just in time to hear the front door open and close. 

 "Luke!" 

"Annie! What's wrong?" 

Aunt Fanny rushed across the hallway. 

"Oh, Aunt Fanny, hurry. Luke's run out. Stop him. He blames himself for everything, for what happened between me and Drake. . . for . . . for everything." 

She nodded, but I saw she knew more than I thought. 

"It was bound ta happen, child. Like Heaven, I could see it comin', but I didn't know how ta stop it." 

She guided me back to my bed. 

"See it coming?" Did everyone know what we thought was kept so deeply secret in our own hearts? 

"Saw the way he always looked at ya, saw the way ya were togetha. I saw the light in ya eyes and the light in his'n and I knew what was growin' between ya." 

"Oh, Aunt Fanny, I didn't do it deliberately. I. . 

." I sat on my bed, my hands in my lap, and shook my head. 

"I know, honey." She sat beside me and took my hand. "I know ya wouldn't have let anythin' 

happen if ya could stop it. Love jist gushed outta ya and outta him. Can't blame nurther of ya fer it. Ya were both drawn ta one another at an early age, and like two flowers in the forest, hidden from everyone's shoes and sight, yer love grew free and wild until ya entwined. Yet, it's all wrong, so ya got ta untwine. It's goin' ta be somethin' painful, and fer it ta happen atop'a all the rest, it's goin' ta be doubly hard fer ya, but I‟ll be here ta help ya get through it, Annie." 

"But Luke," I cried. He had no one to help and to comfort him. 

"Ya got ta let him go his own way, Annie. I told ya. He ain't jist got Luke Casteel's name; he's got his blood. I loved ma pappy, but he was a man with a man's fire burnin' hot and heavy beneath those pretty eyes." 

"Aunt Fanny, I feel so sick inside, so empty and alone. I just can't stand it," I moaned. She put her arms around me and held me to her for a few moments. Then she kissed my forehead and held me out at arm's length. 

"Come on, Annie. I'll help ya back ta bed. Ya gotta think of yer own health now." 

I let her help me. After I was under the blanket again, she leaned down and kissed me on the forehead and stroked my hair just like my mother used to. 

"Git yerself some sleep, Annie. be here with ya and help ya till ya get yerself on yer feet again." 

"Thank you, Aunt Fanny." 

"Us women gotta stick together now," she said, smiling and straightening her shoulders to indicate we would tough it out together. 

She kissed me again and then she left me alone in the darkness with only the echo of Luke's voice beside me. I could still see his eyes close to mine. 

"It isn't ugly; it can't be ugly," I chanted, and fell asleep with the memory of his kiss still on my lips. 



TWENTY-THREE 


The Secret of the Cottage 

. 



The next week and a half was difficult for me. 

In some ways it was even harder than the time I had spent at Farthy. Not that anyone was cruel to me; far from it. All of the servants and my aunt Fanny couldn't have been more concerned, loving, and considerate. But now, so soon after I had lost my parents, I had lost Luke, the one person in the world who I thought would always be there for me, the one person who made the struggle and the pain worthwhile. He was gone, and I felt as dead and as lost inside as I had when I had lost my parents. 

Days were bleak and dark no matter how 

brightly the sun shone. I was forever cold and tired, wrapping my blankets around me and spending hours and hours simply staring up at the ceiling, not even wanting to put on the lights when twilight came. At times I felt numb, and at times I cried and cried until my chest ached. I cried myself to sleep, only to awaken to the realization that now all the people who had been close to me were gone. I had never felt so alone, not even when I was shut up in Farthy. At least when I was there, I still had my fantasies, my dreams. 



Now even the dreams were gone. There were no more fantasies to pass the dreary time away. What was even worse, my memories of Luke and myself now seemed tainted. We were living a forbidden love, and all that had once been wonderful and beautiful to remember now seemed evil and wrong. That tore my heart and filled me with agony. 

How horrible it was not only to lose the ones you love, but to lose the pleasure and joy of the memories of them as well. Fate had plundered my heart, come into my garden and plucked every blossoming flower, leaving only a plot of weeds and stems stripped naked of their beauty, their reason to be. 

Many of my parents' old friends paid belated condolence calls, belated because I had been too far away for them to do so before. I appreciated their sympathy, but each time someone visited, I relived the tragedy, felt my loss afresh. 

Some of my mother's friends broke into tears in my presence, and their sorrow cut into me sharply, opening wounds where scabs had formed. 

Nevertheless, I found myself being the stronger one and by necessity comforting them. 

"It's jist what Heaven would do," Aunt Fanny remarked after one such episode. "In a pinch no one was stronger than yer ma. I was the one whinin' and bitchin', but it was her and Torn got us the food when we was nearly starvin', and it was her who nursed and cared for Our Jane when she was sickly." 

These stories about my mother and stories like them gave me the determination and strength to work on my recuperation after Luke and Drake had run out on me. Aunt Fanny said Luke called frequently to ask about me, but each time she asked him if he wanted to speak to me, he told her he would speak to me another time. At least a half-dozen times I tried to compose a letter to him, but whenever I looked at what I had written, I tore it up because nothing seemed right, nothing expressed how I truly felt. 

Doc Williams stopped by often to check on my progress. My legs grew stronger every day, and he assigned me a physical therapist to help me build them up, until I reached the point where I no longer needed the walker. Doc Williams gave me a cane to use just to keep my balance. A few days later I navigated stairs by myself and finally went outside by myself and sat on the gazebo, thinking about all the things that had happened to me and Luke. Aunt Fanny came out after me, insisting I put on a sweater. 



"There's a chill in the air and ya still ain't fatted up ta where ya should be." 

Autumn had crawled in quietly under the shadows, moving around us like a sleek, cool cat. 

Suddenly one morning I noticed that the leaves were nearly all rust and gold. 

I remembered how much Mommy loved the 

fall. She told me it was especially pretty in the Willies. "I loved to wander through the forest then. 

Above me the trees were dazzling in the sunlight, the different trees different shades of yellow: amber, lemon, saffron; and different shades of brown: chestnut, ginger, and dark mahogany. Go to the forest in the fall, Annie," she told me, "and you'll get all your ideas for colors in your paintings." 

She was right about that, but thinking about the forest and walking through the woods only reminded me of Luke because we had done that so many times together. How I wished he was with me now, now that I was back on my feet. But he was back at college trying to forget. 

I began a painting of Luke. First, I drew the gazebo, and then I drew him standing in it, looking over the grounds thoughtfully. While I worked on my painting of him, I eased the pain of his being away from me some, but as soon as I drew closer to finishing it, I felt a terrible loss. I delayed completing it, finding this and that to do, adding a detail here and changing something there. But soon I had no more to do and no way to avoid finishing it. When I finally put down my brush and stood back, I loved and hated the painting at the same time. 

I had painted it from my heart and had captured him well, captured the way he always tilted his head a bit to the right whenever he grew deeply thoughtful, captured those strands of hair that always seemed to be over his forehead, captured the look in his eyes when he gazed at me and saw the love I had for him. 

But the picture teased and tormented me. It made me long to hear his voice and feel his presence. 

This was the artist's passion and agony as well, I thought, to fall in love with what you create and yet never to truly possess. 

It made me feel so melancholy to think these thoughts. In the past when I had these depressions or became so deeply involved in something philosophi-cal that it made my heart heavy and cheerless, I could go to Mommy and unload the burden my sad thoughts had placed on me. Mommy would greet me with the warmest smile, and almost immediately I was light-hearted and happy again. We would flip through the pages of fashion magazines and discuss the fads just like two teenage girls, giggling over something we thought silly, sighing over something we thought beautiful. 

I still hadn't gone into my parents' bedroom yet. 

I didn't have the courage to go into the room where they had slept, where I had often gone whenever I had a nightmare or an unpleasant thought, and where I had been comforted and loved. I was afraid to look at their empty bed, see their closets and clothing, my father's shoes, my mother's jewels, the pictures, everything that had belonged to them. 

But I knew that if I were to go on with my life and truly face the tragedy that had changed it so, I had to confront the things I loved that were gone; I had to face down the torment and the misery. Only then would I become strong enough to be the woman Mommy and Daddy wanted me to be, the woman I had to be for myself as well as for them. 

I made my way slowly out of my room, guiding myself with the cane. I paused in the hallway, once more hesitating to turn to my right and go to their bedroom doorway, but this time my argument with myself was short. I was determined. 



I opened the door. The curtains were open and the windows raised to air out the room. Everything was as neat and in place as it had been the night of the accident. 

I stood in the doorway for a while and gazed at everything, visually digesting each and every morsel of memory. There on the vanity table were Mommy's powders and perfumes, a set of blue seashell earrings she had left the night of Aunt Fanny's fateful party, and the dark mahogany jewelry box Daddy had bought her one Christmas. Lined up neatly beside it were her pearl combs. 

My heartrending gaze moved slowly across the room, pausing at the bed. Her soft red satin slippers peeked out from under it on her side, longing, I was sure, for the feel of her small feet slipping into them. 

A book she had been reading was still on the night table, a marker stuck between pages more than halfway through. 

Of course, the painting of the cabin in the Willies was still above their bed. Looking up at it now made me think of Luke going there to think things over and conclude he should go back to college and stay away from me for a while. Perhaps the spirits of his grandpa Toby and grandma Annie had advised him. Maybe it was the right advice after all. 

On Daddy's dresser was a large photograph taken of the two of them at their wedding reception at Farthy. Now I recognized the background. They both looked so young and so alive. Although when I studied the picture closely this time, it seemed to me there was also a longing in Mommy's face. From where they were standing, I knew they were facing the maze. 

Thinking about the maze made me think about Troy and the cottage. And suddenly a wave of realization rushed over me. I returned to my room and gazed at the toy cottage Mommy had given me on my eighteenth birthday. The gift had meant so much to me because I knew how much it meant to her, but when I looked at it now, I found that it intermingled with images of the real cottage on the other side of the maze at Farthy, and I realized that it had to have been Troy Tatterton who had made the gift and had sent it to Mommy shortly after my birth. She had never talked about who had sent it. All she and Daddy had said was they assumed some Tatterton artisan had made it. 

Was it that Mommy didn't know Troy was still alive and so couldn't imagine him making and sending it? Wasn't he afraid she might grow suspicious? 

Thinking about him now brought another 

picture to mind: the way he sat in the chair talking to me . . . the way he had his hands behind his head. That was the pose the little man in the toy cottage had, too. 

Was that just a coincidence? And the little woman looked like Mommy, had her hair color, wore her kind of dress. She had to have known who sent this. Who else but Troy could have captured that scene? If she knew he was still alive and had sent the replica of the cottage, why did she keep that a secret? 

I guided myself into the small chintz chair by my vanity table and set down my cane. Then, slowly, carefully, I lifted the roof of the toy cottage away, and instantly the tinkle of the Chopin nocturne began. It seemed to have been waiting all this time for someone to start it going again. I peered down at the small figures within and confirmed what I had thought: the man did look like Troy; the young lady was the tiny replica of Mommy. 

Now that I had been in the real cottage, I saw things I had never noticed before: the wee toys the tiny man had been making, the teacups on the table in the kitchen, and the partially opened back door. Did the door actually open and close? 



My fingers trembled as I reached in aid touched the tiny door, which was only three inches tall. It swung open on its small hinges, and when I lowered my head to peer into it, I saw there was a flight of stairs going down. Something there caught ity eye. A little ways down those mysterious stairs was a pale white piece of paper. My fingers were too large to fit through the doorway safely to reach in and retrieve whatever it was. There was only one way to do it, the way whatever it was had been put in there, I thought: with a pair of tweezers. 

I found a pair in Mommy's vanity-table drawer, and with both a surgeon's eye and a surgeon's dexterity, inserted the tip of the tweezers through the tiny doorway and took hold of the mysterious paper, inching it out carefully until I could see that it had been folded tightly until it had been small enough to hide. 

I brought it up and out of the cottage and put it down on the tabletop. Then I placed the cottage roof back on to stop the tinkle of the music and began to unfold the paper. It was brittle, and yellowed with age, like those replicas of historic documents made to look authentic. The ends broke away and threatened to disintegrate in my fingers. 



Finally I had it completely unfolded and placed before me on the table. It was a full letter-size sheet of paper. The creases were so deep, they made the words difficult to read, but I struggled through it. 

. 

My dear, dear forbidden love, 

Now, more than ever, last night seems like a dream. So many times this past year I had the fantasy, that now, now that it actually came to pass, I find it hard to believe it really happened. 

I sat here thinking about you, recalling our precious moments, the softness in your eyes and in your touch. I had to get up and go to my bed to search for strands of your hair, which, thank God, I found. I shall have a locket made for them and wear it close to my heart. It comforts me to know that I shall have something of you always with me. 

I had hoped to remain here awhile longer, even though I recognized it would be a torture, and from time to time spy on you at Farthy. It would have brought me pleasure as well as some pain to see you walking over the grounds or sitting and reading. I would have been like a foolish schoolboy, I know. 

This morning, not long after you left me, Tony came to the cottage and told me the news, news I expect you will be bringing to me, too. Only by the time you arrive I will be gone. I know it seems cruel of me to leave Tony at a time like this, but I gave him all the comfort I could while he was here and we had a chance to talk. 

I did not tell him about us, about your visit last night. He does not know you know of my existence. I couldn't add that to his troubles at this time. Perhaps there will be a time in the future when you feel he should know. I leave that to you. 

You are probably wondering why I feel it necessary to leave so quickly after Jillian's death. 

My dear Heaven, as hard as it may be for you to understand, I feel somewhat responsible. The truth is I enjoyed tormenting her with my presence. As I told you, she saw me a few times, and I knew it shocked her each time. I could have told her the truth, that I was not dead, that I was no ghost, but I chose to let her believe she was seeing a spirit. I wanted her to suffer some guilt, for even though it wasn't her fault you were born Tony's daughter, I always resented her for telling me, for exposing that horrible truth between you and me. She was always a very jealous person, resentful of the affection Tony had för me, even when I was just a little boy. 



Now I feel terribly guilty about it all. I had no right to punish her. I should have realized it would only bring pain to Tony and even to you. It seems that I bring sadness and tragedy to everyone around me. 

Of course, Tony doesn't feel this way. He didn't want me to leave, but in the end I convinced him it was best. 

Please stand by him during this time of great need, and comfort him as best you can. You will be acting for the both of us. 

I expect you and I shall never set eyes upon each other again or touch each other the way we touched each other last night. But the memory of you is so engraved in my heart that I take you with me no matter where I go. 

Forever and ever, Troy 

. 

I sat back, dazed. 

"Momma, did you know what you were bequeathing me when you gave me this cottage, the symbol of your love?" I whispered. 

The unfairness, the sadness, the tragedy of it all struck me like a cold gust of wind. How horribly history had repeated itself. Something I had sensed in my heart, but hadn't quite put into words in my thoughts, had been true: Mommy and Troy Tatterton had been lovers, but their love was just as Troy had written at the top of the letter--forbidden. It was as forbidden a love as the love between Luke and myself, for Troy was Tony's brother, my mother's uncle. A blood relationship had made their love for one another foul, just as our blood relationship had made my love for Luke and his love for me foul. 

So my mother always knew that Troy was still alive, but she could never speak to him, or write to him, or go to him again. Now I understood why Troy Tatterton had looked at me the way he had when he had first set eyes on me. I had surely roused his memories, especially with my hair colored the way Mommy's hair had been. 

Much of what was written in the letter made sense to me, since I had been at Farthy. I understood the references to Jillian's madness, the idea of spirits wandering the big house, Tony's torment and the reason Troy had made himself invisible to the world around him. But what I didn't understand or know until this moment, of course, was Mommy's agony, for it seemed from the way Troy wrote, that she had loved him as much as he had loved her. 

How well she would have understood what was happening between Luke and myself now, I thought; and now I understood why she was so concerned about the time he and I spent with one another. She anticipated all this because it had happened to her. 

"Oh, Mommy," I whispered, "how I wish you and I could have just one more conversation. How much I need your counsel and wisdom. I would easily see that you had lived through this kind of pain and I would be guided by your words." 

Until the first tear splattered on the letter, I did not realize I had been crying. Much of what Troy had written here to Mommy, Luke could have written to me. In fact, as I had read the words, I had heard Luke's voice. 

I refolded the letter and lifted the roof from the cottage once again to return it to its special hiding place where it had been kept all these years. It belonged with the cottage; it was part of it. The music tore at my heart much the same way it must have torn at Mommy's whenever she sat alone and listened, for while it played, she surely saw Troy's face and heard his words of farewell, time after time after time. 

Perhaps this had much to do with why she never wanted to return to Farthy. It wasn't only her anger at Tony. The memories of lost love were too painful. And all those times Luke and I talked about the maze and fantasized about Farthy . . . the pain we were inflicting on her without realizing it. Oh, Mother, I thought, forgive us. Our little fictions must have sent you back to this little toy cottage to mourn the love you had buried forever. 

Just then Mrs. Avery knocked on my door. I called to her to come in. She looked unusually flustered and excited. 

"There's a gentleman on the phone who says he's calling from Farthinggale Manor. He says it's very important." 

Would I ever be free of Tony Tatterton and his mad hallucinations and confusions? Bubbles of anger began to boil in me. "Well, you'll have to tell Tony Tatterton—" 

"No, Annie, it's not Mr. Tony Tatterton. He says it's about Mr. Tony Tatterton. He says he thought you ought to know." 

"Know? Know what?" My heart stopped and then began to pitter-patter. 

"He didn't say, Annie. He asked to speak directly to you and I came looking for you." 

"Oh. Tell him I'm coming." I took a deep breath and drove back the cold shiver that had started to climb my spine. 

I followed Mrs. Avery as quickly as I could. 

Now that was up and about, I was frustrated by my slow and awkward gait. 

Mrs. Avery handed me the telephone receiver and I sat down to speak. 

"Hello," I said in a tiny frightened voice. I thought the pounding of my heart could be heard over the phone; it was that loud to me. 

"Annie," he said. I had no trouble recognizing the voice, just as imagined Mommy would have had no trouble had she heard it after years and years. "I thought you would want to know and might want to come to the funeral." 

"Funeral?" My heart paused and I held my breath. "Tony passed away a few hours ago. I was at his bedside." 

"Passed away?" Suddenly I felt sorry for him, pining away at Farthy, thinking the woman he loved had left him again. Through me he had relived his own tragedy. I had unwillingly been an actress in a play cast years and years ago. Like some understudy, I had stepped into a role Mommy had been forced to play, too. Now, finally, mercifully perhaps, the curtain had been brought down, the lights had been turned off, the players had all left the stage. For Tony Tatterton, the agony had come to an end. 

But Troy's voice was filled with sincere sorrow, not relief. He had lost a brother who had once been more of a father to him. 

"Oh, Troy. I'm sorry. I didn't think he was physically unwell. You were with him?" 

"I had just made up my mind to make myself more visible and give him some comfort at a time in his life when he desperately needed someone to care for him, for what I had told you was true—he did care for me whenever I was sick. And," he added, his voice cracking, "he did love me very much. Ultimately, we had no one but each other." 

My throat closed up and I couldn't swallow for a moment. I felt my eyes fill with tears. It was not difficult for me to imagine Troy at Tony's bedside, Tony's hand in his, Troy's head bowed, his shoulders shaking with sobs when the life left his older brother. 

"How did he die?" I finally asked, my voice so thin it was nearly in a whisper. 

"It was a stroke. Apparently, he had had a minor one some time back, but I never knew." 

"Drake called me recently and told me he had spoken with him, but he didn't mention he was seriously ill." 

"He shut himself up in his room, so that even Rye didn't know what was happening. By the time he realized it, it was already too late. At least I was with him at the end. He babbled a great deal, confusing people. After a while I wasn't sure he knew who I was, but he did mention your name and he made me promise I would look after you and be sure you were all right. 

"I . . . I know that he had been going through strange mental torments, and I imagine you witnessed some of it, but he was harmless. He was just someone searching for love and a way to make up for his sins . . 

. something we all end up doing one way or another." 

"I know." I wondered if he could hear in the way I had said that just how much I already did know. 

"I know who Tony really was to me, Troy. He shouted it out as I was leaving, and my aunt Fanny confirmed it." 

"Oh. I see." His voice drifted off. "I'm not making any excuses for him, but he did have a complicated and difficult marriage." 

"Yes." I wasn't eager to talk about all that now. 

"But Troy, I want to come to the funeral. When is it?" 

"Day after tomorrow, two o'clock. Everything will be at the family cemetery. From what your maid just told me, I understand you've been improving steadily. I'm happy for you, Annie, and I don't want anything to set you back, so if making such a journey is too much of a strain—" 

"It won't be, and I won't have a setback. I'm anxious to see you again. I never had a chance to thank you for calling my aunt Fanny and having Luke and her come and get me. It was you who did that, wasn't it?" 

"I didn't watit to see you go; I was hoping we would have more opportunities to be together, but I saw what was happening to you here and I knew you really belonged with the people you loved, even though I can imagine how painful it must have been for you to go home. I remember Tony telling me how it was for him when he came to my cottage a long time ago, thinking I was dead and gone." 

"It was painful. I wish I had a cottage to hide away from sadness and pain like you do with a maze to keep unwanted people away." 

"Tragedy has a way of discovering the right turns and finding you anyway if it is meant to, Annie. 

I've learned that too well," he said sadly. 

"I know." My voice was barely audible, just a shade above a whisper. I was about to say more, perhaps even mention the secret letter in the toy cottage. He must have sensed something, for he spoke quickly to end our conversation. 

"I'll see you day after tomorrow, Annie. I'm happy you'll be there with me. Good-bye until then." 

"Good-bye, Troy." 

I cradled the receiver slowly, my thoughts turning to Tony. Despite the madness and the lies, I couldn't help cry for him. Troy had been right: even though Tony was rich beyond imagination, he was lonely and lost, and very much like everyone else, searching for someone to love who would love him back. 

Perhaps Rye Whiskey was right about the spirits at Farthy. Maybe they had finally ended Tony's torment by claiming him as one of their own. 

Aunt Fanny was upset when I told her I planned to attend Tony's funeral. 

"No one know'd he was yer grandpappy, Annie. 

No one expects ya ta travel all the way ta see 'im buried." 

"I know who he was, Aunt Fanny. I can't forget him and hate him. He did try to help me in his own way." 



"That place is poison. All them rich people destroy themselves one way or t'other. Not that I don't want ta be rich; it's jist the way those beantown phonies lived, thinkin' they was better'n everyone else. 

Makes them mad as hatters. I wish ya'd change yer mind 'bout it." 

She complained all day, but she saw I was adamant. Shortly after I spoke with Troy and learned of Tony's death, I phoned Luke. I almost didn't speak when he answered the phone. He sounded so sad and alone. My hand trembled at the sound of his voice, but I closed my eyes and spoke up. As soon as he heard my voice, his voice regained its strength and lightness. 

"I've been trying to write you a letter for days, Luke, but nothing seems right." 

"I know. It's why I haven't spoken to you or written to you myself. But I'm glad you called. I'm trying to keep busy and to keep you out of my thoughts, but it's not easy. I'm so happy to hear your voice, Annie." 

"As I am to hear yours, but I'm not calling with happy news," I said, and told him about Tony's death and Troy's phone call. "Your mother is angry about my going and says she won't go back there. She's hoping I won't want to go myself, but I will. I can get around now with my cane, so traveling is easier." 

"I'll be there that morning to take you to Farthy," Luke replied quickly. 

"Oh, Luke, I knew you would." 

"I love you, Annie. I can't help it. I'll live with it and suffer with it until the day I die." 

"And so will I, Luke." Neither of us spoke for a moment. My throat closed up so tightly anyway, I wasn't sure I would be able to get any more words out. 

Finally, after a deep sigh, I looked at the painting of him I had done and regained my strength. "Oh, Luke, I painted a picture of you standing in the gazebo." 

"Really? Can I have it to hang in my dormitory room?" 

I wanted it for myself, but I thought that was too selfish a thing to say. 

"Of course." 

"I'll see it when I come to pick you up. Don't worry about anything. I'll handle all the travel arrangements." 

"Thank you, Luke." 

"Annie, it's so hard to deny what I feel for you." 

"I know. It's been the same for me." 

"I'll see you soon." Both of us had to end the conversation for the same reason. Each word was like a sharp, heavy sword, stinging as it struck us, right through to our hearts. 

Later in the afternoon Drake called. He was surprised I already knew about Tony's death, and even more surprised when I told him I would be at the funeral. He didn't even ask me how I had found out, so I didn't mention Troy at all. He put me off with his cold businessman's tone of voice. 

"Well, if you thought you wanted to come, you should have called me. But it's not too late. I'll make arrangements for you." 

"It's all being done. Luke's coming along, too." 

"I should have known." 

"Please, Drake. For Tony's sake, for his memory, let's keep peace," I pleaded. 

"You're right. Of course, I'll act dignified. 

Everyone who's anyone in the business world will be there, I assure you." 

"I didn't mean—" 

"Anyway, you can't imagine what's left to do now. I haven't got the time to waste on Luke. It's fortunate I began here before all this happened. I might as well have been Tony's son, the way people are turning to me. I was going to surprise you with the news, but I might as well tell you now. Before he died, Tony gave me a large percentage of the stock in his corporation." He paused, and then dryly added when I didn't congratulate him quickly enough, "I thought you would be happy to know." 

"I know it's what you want, Drake. I know you're happy." 

He was disappointed with my thoughtful and controlled reaction. 

"Yes. Well, I'll see you at the funeral." 

"Yes, Drake." He seemed more and more a stranger to me. 

Luke was at the house very early the morning of Tony's funeral to take me to the airport. I was dressed and ready when he came to my room. I stood without the cane. For a long moment we stared at each other. Finally, he shifted his eyes to the painting I had done of him. 

"Wow, that is really good." 

"I was hoping you would like it." 

"Like it? I love it. You're a wonderful artist, Annie. People will pay thousands for your paintings, I'm sure. I know I will." 

We stared at each other again. It seemed that whenever one of us finished a sentence, there was sure to be a long pause during which our eyes did the talking. Right now mine were telling him how much I loved and needed him and how much I felt cheated by destiny. His said the same. 

I thought Aunt Fanny would relent and join us, but she had as much of that Casteel stubbornness in her as she said Drake and Luke had. She broke our tormenting silences by coming to the doorway of my bedroom, her hands on her hips, her head thrown back in her characteristic manner. 

"Can't believe ya traveled down here ta take her ta that place, Luke. Ya shouldn't have encouraged it." 

"I would have gone with or without him, Aunt Fanny." 

"Yer motha ran away from that place and that man, Annie." 

"I know." I gazed at one of the pictures of her on my vanity table. It was one of my favorites because in it she was gazing off toward the Willies, one of her few good memories of that life brightening her cornflower-blue eyes. "But she had a way of seeing the rainbows after the rain. I think she would have gone to Tony's funeral, too, Aunt Fanny." I turned back to her, my gaze as sharp and as determined as Mommy's could be. Aunt Fanny saw that. 



"I've got to go for both of us." 



TWENTY-FOUR 

My Prince, at Last 

. 

As we started for the airport, I couldn't help imagining what it would have been like for us to be going to a plane that would take us on our honey-moon. What if we defied Fate and defied everyone and ran off to get married? This would have been our most romantic and loving journey. Airline attendants and other passengers would have looked at us snuggled beside each other and smiled to themselves, thinking how wonderful young love could be, how it opened the world and made life dazzling, exciting, hopeful, and warm. 

When I looked into Luke's face now as he helped me into the car taking us to the airport, I couldn't help but think we did belong together. How tragic and quick life could be, I thought. Look at what had happened to my parents; look at the agony Tony had lived through. Why shouldn't we choose happiness? 

During the ride to the airport in Virginia and the Plight itself, I debated whether or not I should tell Luke about the letter I had found in the toy cottage. 

Luke had been very polite, almost formal during the journey so far. I knew he was acting this way in order to build a wall between his feelings and me, but it was a torment for both of us. We quickly ran out of small talk, and every time his eyes met mine, our hearts thumped so hard both our faces became crimson. The passion within us wouldn't be denied. It would be easier to harness the ocean tide or smother the lightning that streaked across the summer sky. 

Because what happened between Troy and 

Mommy seemed so similar to what was happening between Luke and me, I thought he had a right to know and to understand what they had suffered. 

Surely it would help him appreciate why Mommy was so fearful about our relationship. 

I began by reminding him of the toy cottage, and then I described my discovery. When I recited some of Troy's words, tears appeared in the corners of his dark sapphire eyes. 

"I can under-Stand his loneliness and why he wanted to drop out of the world and live by himself on the other side of the maze," Luke said. "I feel the same way." 

"No, Luke. You can't deny your life the way he has denied his. You must go on to become a doctor like you dreamed you would and find someone you can love cleanly, wholely, without guilt of any kind. 

You deserve it." 

"And you?" 

"I'll do the same. . . ." 

"You're not a good liar, Annie. Your blue eyes betray you." 

"Well, I'm going to try," I insisted. 

He smiled that smile of Casteel arrogance, Drake's smile, too. 

"Luke Toby Casteel, you don't know everything." 

After my reprimand, his face became soft, sad, like a little boy's face. 

"I know what I feel in my heart and what you feel in yours, and I know what that means." 

"I'm going to try anyway, and so should you," I repeated in a smaller voice. I turned away from him so he wouldn't see my tears. Luke dozed on and off for the remainder of the trip and I stared out the window at the tiny houses and highways below, once again wishing we lived in a Tatterton toy world where fantasies could come true. 

At the airport in Boston we rented a car and began the drive to Farthy. I couldn't help but remember Tony's excitement during my first journey to Farthy after I had been released from the hospital. 

He was so happy and eager to help me. How could I have ever anticipated what was soon to pass? Perhaps if Mommy had had a chance to tell me more about her past, I would have avoided the hardship and turmoil. 

By the time we arrived at Farthy, the throng of mourners were gathered at the front of the house. 

Besides Miles and Curtis and Rye Whiskey, there were dozens of Tony's business associates, as well as many people who worked for Tatterton Toys. Most were fol nially dressed in black and gathered in small cliques, greeting one another, shaking hands, kissing cheeks and talking softly. 

It was a warm, but overcast fall .day, a perfect funeral day, I thought. Everything looked grayer than ever, and the bleakness emphasized how rundown Farthinggale Manor was. I couldn't help but remember the proud way Tony had described it when we had first driven out here . . his ancestral home, improved and expanded by every succeeding Tatterton heir. 

How ironic it was that he had an heir who would truly follow in his footsteps but who had no relationship to him at all, for Drake was Luke Casteel's son, the man from whom Tony had bought his own daughter. And now, in every sense of the word, he had bought Drake, bought himself an heir. 

And Drake had indeed taken charge. He stood up front by the hearse, dressed in an ebony-black tuxedo. His face was as somber and dark as an undertaker's. The people he hired to conduct the funeral were quietly checking with him for instructions. There were people directing cars and handing out small prayer and hymn cards. 

Luke pulled his car into line and I gazed up at the main house again, the mystery and excitement of the big, old gray-stone building gone, replaced with unpleasant memories. The window of what had been my room was dark. All the curtains had been drawn, the panes becoming mirrors reflecting the dismal, cloudy sky. 

The servants came to greet me first. Curtis looked shattered, his blue lips trembling; Miles looked stunned, his cheeks cold, his eyes distant. Even Rye looked very old to me. Bereavement had aged him quickly; he and Tony Tatterton had been together for so many years. 

Drake approached us soon after, ignoring Luke and coming directly to my side of the car. 

"How are you, Annie?" 



"I'm fine, Drake." I was determined to be my mother's daughter and keep my dignity and strength. 

"It will all begin soon." He leaned closer to me. 

"Do you know who is here? Who is alive after all?" 

"Yes." 

He recoiled with surprise. 

"You do?" 

"If you would have let me talk to you calmly instead of accusing me of being ungrateful and accusing Luke of terrible things, I would have been able to tell you I had met him here and he was the one who called Aunt Fanny and told her to come to get me." 

"But . . why?" 

"Because he saw what was happening, Drake. 

He knew some of the things you refused to see," I said, not attempting to hide my anger. 

Drake glanced at Luke and then turned to me again. 

"Well . . I . . . did what I thought was best for you, Annie. I'm sorry," he said remorsefully. 

"Let's put it behind us, Drake, and do what we've come here to do," I said firmly. 

"Yes. Of course." One of the undertakers signaled him. "I'll talk to you later." 



He went back to the hearse. I looked 

everywhere for Troy but I didn't see him. Where was he? 

My question was answered after the line of cars pulled away from the house and wound its way to the family cemetery. He was already there, saying his private good-bye. He came directly to our car as soon as we arrived. His dark, melancholy eyes brightened when he saw me. 

Now that he was dressed in a black suit and tie, was able to see the resemblances between him and Tony more clearly. However, where Tony's eyes had been bright and excited by his confusion and sadness, Troy's were calm. 

"Hello, Annie. Was the trip all right?" 

"Yes, Troy. Troy, this is Luke." 

"Oh yes." They shook hands. I saw from the way they looked into each other's eyes that they liked each other instantly, and that warmed my heart. When opened my door, they both rushed to help me, but Luke got there first. Troy stepped back and watched him help me out of the car. 

"Just a cane now. That's good," Troy said when Luke handed it to me. "How much of a difference tender loving care can make." 



Luke, Troy, and I moved to the front of the crowd. I saw how Troy's eyes followed Luke's hand as it grasped mine. Troy watched us in a most peculiar way, his eyes growing smaller, his face darkening. He nodded gently to himself and then turned to hear the clergyman's words. 

Drake delivered a short eulogy afterward, describing Tony as a pioneer businessman whose imagination tapped new markets and created an entirely new industry. I was impressed with how experienced and knowledgeable he appeared. He looked years and years older, and I thought Tony had been right about him—he was executive material. 

The clergyman then asked everyone to sing the hymn written on the cards we were all given. During the hymn my eyes shifted from Tony's monument to my parents' monument. Graveyards have a way of making all life's struggles seem simple and meaning-less, I thought. All family squabbles die and are buried here, too: Jillian's madness, Tony's lusts and confused passions, my grandmother Leigh's flight from who she was, my mother's frustrated and lost love . . . all of it was put to rest. Only those of us who remained had to struggle still. 

For a long moment Troy and I looked at each other, and I think he knew I understood why he would want to ride into the ocean that fateful day. He looked from me to Luke and back to me. As soon as the hymn ended and the clergyman said his final words, Troy turned to us. 

"Won't the two of you come to my cottage for a little something to eat and drink before you start back?" 

"I'd like that," Luke replied. I simply nodded. I looked for Drake, but he was busy greeting business ssociates, shaking hands and discussing actions to be taken in the near future. I didn't think he even noticed we had left. 

I had the strangest feeling when we drove up to the cottage, approaching it on a road off the rear of the cemetery. It was as if we had all become miniaturized and we were about to enter the toy cottage, become citizens of a toy world, a world of magic and make-believe, the world Luke and I had lived in for so much of our lives. Troy, the master creator of the Tatterton Toy world was our magician. He would touch us with his magic wand and make the ugly and the sad world go away. 

Luke loved the cottage and was fascinated with all of Troy's new creations, especially the medieval vil- lage. Troy prepared sandwiches and drinks for us, and he and Luke talked about college, Boston, and some of the things he was creating I sat back and listened, happy the two of them were getting along so well 

Finally, Troy sat back, a gentle smile on his face as he looked from me to Luke. 

"Tell me what your plans are now." 

"Plans? Luke's back in college. He'll go on to be a doctor. I suppose I‟ll travel through Europe as my parents originally planned for me to do, so I can study the Great Masters, and then attend college myself to develop my art talent. We'll go our separate ways and do what we can to make our lives meaning ful." 

"I see." He looked away, the smile lifting off his face and disappearing like smoke. When he looked back at us, his face was full of sorrow and pain again. 

"I must confess that I have brought you here with ulterior motives in mind. Believe me when I tell you I have agonized for days over these things. The greater temptation is to bury the past alongside Tony and Heaven and Logan, and live out my days as I am now. . . ghostlike, apart from the real world, involved only in my make-believe, my toys. 

"How safe and secure the make-believe world is. But I have the feeling that is something you two already know, for you have found it to be a safe haven for your true feelings." He looked at us knowingly, and I wondered how someone who had seen and spoken with me only a short time could understand me so well and perceive my secret anguish so quickly. 

He turned to his tiny creations. 

"I can imagine a whole life for myself, populate it with the kinds of people I like and design events to fit what I want to happen. It's my particular madness, suppose; not as debilitating as Tony's madness was, but nevertheless, a form of escape. 

"But after seeing you two, I realize I can't do it; I can't forgetaand bury myself here. Even though it uncovers terrible emotional wounds and forces me to face sad reality, I must; for I must not let what happened to Heaven and me happen to you and Luke." 

"Troy, you don't have to do this to yourself." I looked at Luke. "We ready know." 

"Know?" 

"I was looking closely at the toy cottage you sent my mother shortly after my birth. It was you who sent it, wasn't it?" He nodded. "And I happened to peer closely into the door at the rear of the kitchen . 



the same door that you have in there," I added, pointing. 

"And I found the letter you wrote to my mother the day Jillian died and you decided to leave." 

Instead of the surprise and perhaps the embarrassment I expected, Troy merely nodded, a strange, small smile forming at the corners of his mouth, his eyes suddenly taking on a faraway look. 

"She kept that, did she? How like her to do that, and how like her to hide it away in the cottage by the stairway. Oh, Heaven . . my darling Heaven." He turned back to me, his gaze sharply focused on me now. "So you found out that your mother and I were lovers, secret lovers." 

He stood up, went to one of the front windows, and gazed out so long, I thought he was not going to say another word. Luke reached for my hand and we waited patiently. Suddenly all the clocks struck the hour and a light blue music-box clock that was shaped like the cottage opened its front door and the tiny family within emerged and then retreated to the sweet, haunting melody I had come to know so well. 

"Troy . . ." 

"I'm all right," he said, and returned to his seat. 

"Some of what I am about to tell you, your mother might have told you herself. 

"Years ago, when she lived the hard life in the Willies, she met your father and they became young lovers, pledging their hearts to one another. If your mother had remained in the Willies, she might very well have married your father and lived a quiet, happy life in Winnerrow, but Fate would not have it so. 

"After Luke Casteel broke up his family by selling off his children, your mother lived with a very selfish, jealous woman, Kitty Dennison, and her husband Cal. It was a hard life for her because Kitty became jealous of your mother, and Cal . . . 

eventually took advantage of her. It's not hard to understand how such a thing could happen. Your mother was young and desperately searching for someone to love and cherish her. Cal, an older man, a father figure, sensed that. 

"For a while that soured Logan, and even after Kitty's death, when your mother came to Farthy to live while he was going to college in Boston, he rejected her. She led a lonely life here. I was in the inidst of a very bad time myself, convinced I would not live long. I was bitter and withdrawn. Your mother and I met, and for a time she filled my life with hope and happiness. We talked about marriage and made wonderful plans. 

"Then Heaven left to pursue her lost family, and while she was away, as you know from the letter you read, Jillian told me the truth: Tony was Heaven's father; she was my niece. Knowing we could never marry, I wrote her a letter and left Farthy to travel and try to forget. 

"I returned while she was away- and, as you know, rode Jillian's horse Abdtilla Bar into the ocean, convincing everyone, even Tony, I was dead. 

"And I was dead, dead to anything warm and hopeful, just wandering about, waiting for the inevitable end of my wretched existence. 

"But it didn't come. I lived on past the time I had drea4t I would die. Once again, hopeful, even renewed, I returned, dreaming of some kind of existence with Heaven, but by then she had reunited with Logan and they had married. I was living in the cottage secretly and secretly watched their wedding receptite at Farthy, my heart shriveling. 

"For a while I wandered about the grounds and even entered the building surreptitiously, behaving as one of Rye Whiskey's spirits, just so I could see her ueobserved. Your mother sensed my presence and carne to the cottage. I tried to hide from her in the tunnels, but she pursued and . . discovered me, discovered I was really still alive. 

"We both mourned the love we had lost, but"—

his eyes lifted to gaze upon my face—"we didn't leave it at that, even though we parted and determined we could never see each other again. She returned that night. God forgive me, I hoped and prayed she would. 

I even left my door open. 

"She came and we had one last loving night together, a special, precious night, Annie, for there is no doubt in my mind as I look upon you now that your birth was a direct result of that stolen night of love." 

My tears were streaming down my face 

throughout his tale, but when he said those final lines, my heart paused and Luke squeezed my hand as though he had been abruptly woken from a deep sleep. 

"What . . . what are you saying?" 

"I'm saying you are my daughter, Annie; my daughter, not Logan's. I'm saying you and Luke are not blood related. Fanny and Heaven were not sisters and Logan was not your father, although I'm sure he loved you as much as any father could love a daughter, even though deep in his heart he might have known. 

"Believe me, I agonized over telling you all this, for I feared you would think less of your mother because of it, but I finally concluded Heaven would have wanted me to tell you so that you and Luke would not lose one another as she and I did. 

"If there is truly a curse on the Tattertons, it is born out of our refusal to be honest with our hearts, and I will not let that happen to you. 

"Lift the dark shadows from Farthy; shine a light of life over it, Annie. Understand and forgive people who were turned and twisted by cruel Fate, whose only fault was they longed too hard and too much for love." 

He lowered his head, exhausted from his revelations. For a long moment neither Luke nor I spoke. Then I reached forward and slowly took my father's hand. He looked up to meet my eyes, and in his eyes I saw Mommy's face. I saw her smiling, beautiful face. I felt her comfort and her love, and I knew that everything Troy had told us was born of love, words from the heart. 

I hated no one; I faulted no one. Actions taken long ago had determined that two families as different as night and day would cross paths and destinies. The turmoil that resulted swept up both houses, kept them forever in the midst of winds of passion and hate, driving some mad, shaking the very foundations of both families. 

Now Luke and I stood alone in this confusion. 

Now my true father had decided it was time to end it. 

He showed us the way out of the maze. 

"We don't hate and there is no one to forgive." 

He smiled through his tears. 

"There is so much of Heaven in you. I believe what you have of her will be strong enough to overcome any melancholy you have inherited from me. 

"For a long time, I lived in shame, regretting that night of love Heaven and I shared, but when I saw how beautiful you were and realized what your life could be if you were free of all the lies and deceptions, I decided to give you the best, the only gift I could . . . the truth." 

"It's the most beautiful gift of all. Thank you . . 

. Father." I stood up to embrace him. We held each other tightly, and when we parted, he kissed me on the cheek. 

"Go now and live, free of all the shadows." He shook Luke's hand. 



"Love and cherish her as your father came to love and cherish Heaven," 

"I will." 

"Good-bye." 

"But we'll come to see you, again and again," I cried. 

"I'd like that. It won't be hard to find me. I'll always be here. My flight from life is over now." 

He escorted us out and we kissed and embraced once more. Then Luke and I got into his car. I looked back once to wave good-bye. The melancholy part of me made me worry that I would never see him again, projected me forward to a time when I would return to a cottage empty but for the unfinished toys. But my happier, and hopefully stronger, side, shoved the dark pictures away and replaced them with images of an older Troy, still working on his toys, greeting me and Luke and our children. 

Luke reached across the seat to squeeze my hand. "Stop at the cemetery one more time, please, Luke." 

"Of course." 

After he did, I got out and he and I went to the monuments. We stood before them silently, holding hands. 



In the distance the great stone house loomed as majestic and tall as ever. Sunlight found an opening in the clouds and widened and widened it until bright rays washed over the grounds and the building. 

Luke and I looked at each other. In my memory our fantasy words replayed themselves: ". . . maybe it becomes whatever you want it to become . . . if I want it to be made of sugar and maple, it will be." 

"And if I want it to be a magnificent castle with lords and ladies-in-waiting and a sad prince moping about, longing for his princess to come, it will be." 

"Be my princess, Annie," Luke said suddenly, as if he heard my thoughts. 

"Forever and ever?" 

"Forever and ever." 

"Oh yes, Luke. Yes." 

He put his arm around my waist and then we turned away and went back to the car. 

I smiled to myself, positive that back in the cottage, Troy was listening to the tinkle of a Chopin melody. 
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